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CHAPTER ONE — INCARNATION

Theme: Air • Breath • Sound | “Eternal Love Song” 

BEEP.

Air trembles, as if the room itself has lungs.

BEEP.

A thin ribbon of oxygen threads the darkness, unspooling from a machine with a square face and patient eyes. The room is white without being clean, bright without being kind. Outside, London hangs a grey veil over its morning. Inside, time is counted in sounds.

BEEEEEP—

The flat line stretches like a wire pulled taut across a ravine. Then, as if the world remembers itself, a small sound returns, shy and stubborn:

BEEP. BEEP. BEEP.

The wristband reads: ADAM. Not a prophecy. A label. A file name for a body that does not yet know who is inside it.

[M.D. LEY — NOTE]

I have watched men rise, and stories with them. Some stand by fists, some by faith, and some by the accident of a famous surname. But none rises without a breath. Remember that. Before the plot, before the verdict, before the kiss—there is breath.

A nurse adjusts a dial; the ventilator hums in the gentle arrogance of machines that think they are choirs. Curtains stir though no window is open. A smell of antiseptic and cold metal clings to every sentence spoken here. Whoever Adam was—or will be—he begins where all of us do: in that argument between silence and sound.

The eyelids flutter. Not a decision. A weather pattern on a face. The mouth is dry; the world is too loud; the heart moves in a box like an animal that does not like cages. A tremor passes through the fingers.

And somewhere behind the glass of his skull, a woman’s name stirs like dust settled on a book.

Mary.

Not a memory. Not yet. More like a rumor the blood is telling itself.

A figure appears at the door, a doctor in a fragrance of cold coffee and clean coats. Another follows with a tablet and the politeness of a diplomat. They talk in a grammar of numbers. They talk as if numbers are the only way to put a leash on fear.

“He’s stabilising,” the doctor says, and the word stabilising walks to the bed and pretends to be a blessing.

BEEP. BEEP. BEEP.

*First there is breath, then there is sound, then there is a name.*

— — —
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LOCATION: LONDON, UNITED KINGDOM — A reading room that smells of glue, rain-wet wool, and old paper.

The envelope is cream. The ink is almost black, with the slightest blue when light leans close. The handwriting is measured, like footsteps on polished stone. There is a date, and a return address that has long since changed its doors.

Inside is a letter that refuses to stay in its century.

EXHIBIT A — LETTER (ARCHIVAL)

To the curious soul who finds this page,

You do not know me, and perhaps you should not. We belong to different machines that tell time. Yet if you are reading, it means some fragment of me has been carried forward like an ember in a closed hand. What is a body, after all, if not a house for an idea? And what is an idea if not a guest that refuses to pay rent?

— M.S.

[M.D. LEY — NOTE]

You will think this a trick, and perhaps it is. We are magicians with paper instead of rabbits. But I am not here to fool you. I am here to be your usher. You will be taken from chamber to chamber, from London to Los Angeles, from Dublin to Durban, from New Delhi to Cairo and Bangkok and Berlin and back again, until you know the shape of the courtroom that calls itself the world.

For now, we return to Adam.

— — —
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The first breath he takes without help is an ugly, beautiful thing. It drags at the throat as if someone is pulling a rope through the body. His chest rises, then falters, then finds a rhythm like a drummer learning again.

He sees light with the kind of sight that does not require eyes. He feels voices as textures on the air. He would like to ask a question but words are still furniture covered with sheets. He does not know who he is, but he is very certain that he is late for something.

Mary.

— — —
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Elsewhere, a different room hums with a different kind of faith.

SUPREME TRIBUNAL OF EXISTENCE — PRE-HEARING CHAMBER, BROADCAST HUB: LOS ANGELES

Imagine a five-star hotel told to behave like a court and a cathedral at once. Imagine glass panels that slide open at the bow of a robot concierge. The floors are the shade of money when it is still a thought. The desks are curved and pretend to be oceans. The ceiling is a topographic map of sound.

The State vs The Dead. That is the style of the case. The world has written it into its calendar and its conscience, and the entertainment capital has made a stage for it—the lawful and the luminous colliding as if they had planned this marriage.

Attorneys pass like actors before a premiere. One has the precision of a scalpel and the smile of someone who cannot be bribed by anything less than the truth. She represents the living. Another wears his suit like a priest wears vestments and carries a leather book that is not a book. He represents the dead, though “represent” is a poor and arrogant word for what he attempts.

[M.D. LEY — NOTE]

You will want me to choose sides. Not yet. My job here is the commentary that keeps you breathing between rounds. I know this room; I know its perfume of power. I’ve called fights in smaller arenas and bigger graves.

A junior producer leans toward a camera. “We’re running the London feed in two minutes. The hospital has consented to anonymize audio,” she says, which is the sort of sentence that believes itself to be kind.

— — —
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LOCATION: DUBLIN, IRELAND — a boy-man with the grin of someone who knows where lost things go.

He is young, twenties, hair that never does as it’s told, and wit that gets him in trouble and out of it. He is looking for an artefact that is all rumor and all hunger—the Immortality Relic. The story goes: whoever keeps it never ages, though “keeps” is a heavier verb than most prayers can carry.

Today he buys information with a joke and a pint and the promise of another joke later. He marks a route with a pen that has seen more maps than classrooms. He knows a man in Berlin who has a sister in Cairo who has an aunt in Bangkok who has a friend in Melbourne who swears the Relic was last seen in London in the pocket of a doctor who didn’t believe in pockets.

“Last seen,” he says, tasting the words the way a taster tastes a stew for salt. “Which means it wishes to be seen again.”

His phone lights up with a message from a number that has an accent. He smiles without being polite about it. Everything is beginning.

— — —
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LOCATION: DURBAN, SOUTH AFRICA — a balcony with ocean breathe.

The sea arrives in long sentences. On the rail, a gull studies the ethics of gravity. Jess leans his weight on his palms and lets the salt cure him. Behind him, a room with a lamp still burning and a book face-down as if it sleeps.

There is a woman in the kitchen. Nicky. She moves quietly, as if she is not moving at all. She puts a cup on the table, and the sound of porcelain on wood is the sort of word lover’s use when they have promised not to speak.

They have a love that looks like people who are good at being alone trying to learn how to be good together. She touches the back of his neck with a thumb; he breathes like a man who discovered air only yesterday.

“We’re late, love,” she says.

“For what?” he asks, and the question walks straight to the back of the book where answers are supposed to be but never are.

She smiles. “For everything.” Then, softer, “They called. About the hearing.” The word hearing arrives with the same weight as the word storm.

Jess says nothing. He carries a trial in him the way some men carry a second heartbeat. He does not know—he will not know for a long time—that he is more than a witness, more than a defendant, more than a man.

He kisses her forehead. It is a small kiss, the size of a prayer. She returns it in a language that never learned shame. Their love is a quiet mirror; it shows without needing to perform.

[M.D. LEY — NOTE]

We keep it classy here. The world has too much noise. Watch their hands. Love is a choreography of small, unrepeatable moves.

— — —
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LOCATION: LOS ANGELES — Broadcast Hub, ringside desk.

FRANKIE TESTIMONY PREVIEW — COMMENTARY (LIVE FEED)

There he is again under the white glare, a body built from mornings no one filmed. Hands taped, gloves weighed, mouth guard like a secret you tell your own teeth. The first bell is a promise and a threat.

I am your commentator tonight, by the way. M.D. Ley. I learned a long time ago that a fight is a conversation in a language that uses pain as punctuation. Frankie speaks it fluently.

Round One: He stands like a question before fate. The other man—a mountain with shoulders—comes forward hungry. Frankie slips the first hook with an apology in his eyes. He has the grace of a man who has been punished already by larger things.

The crowd does not know they’re watching someone half in the afterlife. He’s been there. He’s returned with souvenirs: a grin, a scar, a way of walking that says, “I know the rules and I know who wrote them.”

When he goes down—everyone must go down—he lands on a mat that remembers every story it has overheard. The hum in the arena changes pitch. The “Eternal Love Song” hum too—low at first, just the sound the lights make when the air is hot and the night is long.

He rises on a six that felt like nine. I have seen men come back from worse, and I have seen men not come back at all. He chooses to be here. He is not finished being here.

— — —
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LOCATION: THAILAND — a canal divides the city into secrets.

Water takes the role of memory. Boats drag the past along their wakes. A woman with a lotus tattoo sells sweetness wrapped in leaves. The air tastes like a childhood that might have been yours if the map had folded differently. Somewhere in a shrine, a bell rings and the sound climbs a ladder no one else can see.

The Irishman gets off a bus with a bag and a grin. He watches the water as if it is whispering not to him but near him. He circles a market three times because wisdom often appears on the fourth. He buys a map even though he has ten. He asks a question that seems too simple to be dangerous.

“Have you seen a thing that does not grow old?”

The vendor laughs kindly. “We keep those in the mirror.”

He pays extra for the joke. He has learned that humor is a currency with better exchange rates than most.

— — —
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LOCATION: GERMANY — a lab that has promised itself it is not a lab.

Glass boxes within glass boxes. White coats that refuse to wrinkle. The conversation is a staircase that goes up forever. In a secure vault, there is a small empty space where a small not-empty thing used to be. Someone has written a number on a clipboard that pretends to be a story.

Back in London, Adam breathes again without needing anyone but the world. The monitors make music. A junior doctor opens a file. There is an annotation next to the name ADAM: “Somatic donor unknown. Cognitive overlay under review.” The words sit together like strangers on a bus pretending they did not touch.

Mary.

The name returns. This time it brings a shadow of a voice, not his and not his. If this is a theft, it is a theft conducted mostly by mercy.

— — —
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LOCATION: EGYPT — between stone and sky.

A scholar speaks quietly in a room where the dead are not insulted by being called dead. “We preserved bodies not to mock time but to remind it to behave,” she says, and the students write this down, and outside the sun rehearses greatness on the wall.

She receives a message from Berlin that asks a question with too many claws. She replies with a caution that is also a blessing. She adds one line that will later be read during a cross-examination in Los Angeles: “If a soul is a story, what do you call it when someone continues the story in a new body? Is it plagiarism or authorship?”

— — —
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LOCATION: INDIA — A kitchen with monsoon light.

Aadya’s mother arranges her bangles the way a conductor arranges strings. “He is a good man,” she says. “Goodness recruits even our stubbornness.”

Aadya smiles with the affection of those who can argue and still eat dinner together. She is not against an arranged future; she is against being unprepared for it. Rain edits the street. News from Durban arrives with the scent of salt. Jess is well, the message says, and not well at all, and this is exactly the problem of being human.

— — —
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EXHIBIT B — TRANSCRIPT (ABRIDGED)

Supreme Tribunal of Existence, Preliminary Calendar:

— Ethics of resurrection (Europe) — Hearing room: Vienna

— Property of identity (Los Angeles) — Hearing room: Pacific A

— Chain of memory (Germany) — Hearing room: Bernhard 3

— Ritual and consent (Egypt) — Hearing room: Cairo North

— Juridical personhood of the deceased (India/Thailand/Australia) — Joint session

— Cultural custodianship and immortality artefacts (Dublin/Durban) 

— Satellite session: Durban Coast

[M.D. LEY — NOTE]

Do not be frightened by the scope. Courts thrive on maps. Stories thrive on bridges.

— — —
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LOCATION: AUSTRALIA — a data center sings its cold song across the desert.

Wind plays the old instrument of emptiness. Racks blink like cities. In a room with blue light, a woman monitors a case file with the same concentration people once reserved for storms at sea. The file bears the same name the hospital uses: ADAM. A sub file has a name the hospital does not: MARY.

At the bottom of the screen, the cursor blinks. It looks like a heartbeat lost and found again.

— — —
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LOCATION: LONDON — Hospital.

A visitor sits in the chair beside Adam’s bed. She opens a book and chooses not to read it. She closes her eyes and hums a melody like the one you hear when you are too tired to find the radio. The tune will later be called the “Eternal Love Song,” but today it is nothing and everything. It is air learning to be music.

Adam opens his eyes.

They are a color that has not yet decided itself. He sees the outline of a human and the outline inside the outline where love sits before it has a job. The word that arrives is not English. It is not even a word. It is the feeling you get when someone you were meant to meet finally enters the room.

“Hello,” the visitor says. “I am here.”

He moves his mouth. Sound scratches against the throat like a match that does not yet know it is a flame.

“M... Ma...”

“It’s all right,” she says. “It will come.”

The machine takes a breath on his behalf and then declines to continue. It is his turn. He inhales. Exhales. He discovers that breathing is a decent occupation when you have no other. The world remains. He remains in it.

— — —
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LOCATION: LOS ANGELES — Tribunal Broadcast, Green Room.

I adjust my tie because some rituals are essential even when nothing is. The producer counts down on her fingers without using her voice. Cameras wake like cats.

“Welcome,” I say, “to a session where language will try very hard to keep up with reality. I am M.D. Ley. Tonight, we begin with a breath.”

Footage of London. The bed. The monitor’s small stubborn symphony. The visitor’s hum.

We return to the desk. My papers are empty on purpose. The truth prefers clean plates.

“Viewers,” I say, and for a moment I allow myself the intimacy of confession, “when you see a person breathe for the first time, you are watching the oldest story remember its first line.”

We cross to a clip of Frankie at the weigh-in. His smile is lopsided hope. The belt is a promise no one can cash. The crowd is a choir that doesn’t know the song yet but believes in the chorus.

“Later,” I tell the world, “we will hear testimony from a man who faced the corridor between now and never and returned with a map you can’t Google. For now, we begin with London and a name on a wristband.”

I do not say Mary. Not yet. Some names arrive like verdicts; others like openings.

— — —
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LOCATION: DUBLIN — Night, a streetlamp with old manners.

The Irishman thinks aloud. “If you wanted not to age,” he says to no one, “would you keep the Relic or would you hide it so well even you couldn’t find it?” He laughs softly. “Ask a thief how to protect treasure. He’ll tell you to teach it to walk away.”

He sends a message to Berlin that is mostly a tone. He pockets a photograph of a hospital corridor that could be anywhere. He orders tea and instead receives a story. He drinks both.

— — —
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LOCATION: LONDON — Hospital, before dawn.

Adam sleeps as if instructed. Dreams arrive with their usual arrogance. In one, letters arrange themselves into a name he cannot read. In another, a handmade of light turns a page that does not yet exist.

In the morning, the doctor says: “We’ll try a few tests today.” He smiles like a man practicing at being a boy. The visitor nods. The nurse writes something that will later be misread and then corrected and then misunderstood again, which is how paper behaves.

[M.D. LEY — NOTE]

Breathe with him. You think you are reading a stranger. You are not. It is a trick of angles. He is a room you have lived in and moved out of, finding the old dent in the cushion where your sorrow sat and your joy did sit next to it, knees touching.

— — —
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LOCATION: DURBAN — Morning becomes truth slowly.

Jess and Nicky walk the esplanade. The world has washed itself. He buys her a coffee and she lets him. They do not speak of the hearing. They speak of a child in a red hat chasing a gull that understands treaties differently. They walk as if time has agreed to a truce.

He presses his palm to the small of her back as they cross the street. It is a habit that looks like devotion and is. She smiles at him without using her mouth. They have learned a grammar of glances. They have learned to say “I am here” in the way they stand together.

He will go to the court when called. He will not know that when the judge looks at him, the past will stand up inside him and ask to be sworn.

— — —
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LOCATION: LOS ANGELES — Tribunal Lobby, dusk.

The glass reflects the city’s face and makes it look like a nation practicing at light. People arrive in clothes that make arguments on their behalf. Some carry briefcases and others carry histories. Justice wears a uniform of patience.

A bell sounds—digital, polite. The Eternal Love Song hums in the wiring, unnoticed.

The Presiding Judge enters with the measured grace of one who has learned to apologize without saying sorry. The Attorney for the State nods once. The Attorney for the Dead closes his eyes briefly and opens them with a small amen.

“This court,” the Judge begins, “is called not merely to decide what shall be lawful, but what shall be possible.”

He glances at the case list. He glances at the world.

“In the matter of The State vs The Dead,” he says, “we begin.”

— — —

[image: ]


LOCATION: LONDON — Hospital window, evening.

The city lays its grey down like a coat at the foot of a bed. Adam turns his head and the visitor takes his hand, nothing dramatic, only everything.

He repeats the sound he practiced in sleep.

“Ma—”

“It’s all right,” she says, and the sentence becomes a room big enough to live in.

He breathes. Again. And the breath becomes a note. And the note becomes a line. And the line becomes a song no one has yet learned how to sing and everyone already knows.

Somewhere, a relic decides whether it wishes to be found. Somewhere, a boxer tapes his hands and prepares to tell the truth with his mouth. Somewhere, a couple counts the small sacred seconds between the trial and the verdict and learns to call them life.

BEEP. BEEP. BEEP.

End of Chapter 1. 
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CHAPTER TWO — LETTERS FROM LONDON

Theme: Water • Taste • Tears  |  Motif: “Eternal Love Song” (Movement II)

London tastes of rain and old smoke. It seeps through the brick, into the paper, into the pulse of everything that ever tried to be alive here.

The hospital sleeps less than the city. Its corridors hum with the patience of machines that pretend they are nurses. Somewhere within its maze of glass and antiseptic air, the body once called Adam begins to remember a story that does not belong to it.

*Mary.*

The name flickers behind the eyelids like a candle that refuses to be blown out. When the breath catches, it tastes of ink.

— — —
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The dream opens on a room that should not exist anymore: oak panels, a writing desk, a candle guttering in a pool of its own courage. The year is 1818 or perhaps 3018; time is careless. On the desk, a letter lies unfinished, its edges curled with longing.

> My dear Percy,

> 

> I dreamed again of a creature sewn from the arrogance of men.  He begged to be loved and was called monstrous for asking.  The world punished him for needing.  I woke with salt in my mouth, as though I had swallowed an ocean.

The hand that writes this is small and certain. The heart that guides it is full of light and guilt.

Mary lifts her eyes toward a window where London’s moon leans in like a conspirator. Her reflection is faint. Her breath clouds the glass and erases it. 

When she exhales again, the reflection is gone, but another face looks back—paler, newer, and impossible. The face of Adam.

The dream folds inward. The letter’s ink ripples as if stirred by a passing thought. The candle flares. The paper catches. The fire writes what the pen was afraid to say.

*You are not done with me.*

— — —
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He wakes choking on water that isn’t there. His mouth fills with the taste of river and revolution. Electrodes hum against skin that feels too recent.

A nurse leans in. “Easy.  Just breathe.”

He tries, but the breath belongs to someone else. The taste of it is wrong—too old, too haunted, too literary.

Inside his skull, two languages quarrel. One speaks in electricity, the other in sonnet.

*M.D. Ley — note:*  

> What you are hearing is not madness; it is inheritance.  When an idea refuses to die, it learns the art of possession.

He turns his head toward the window. London sits outside like an over-written page. He wants to ask where he is but the question fractures on his tongue.

In the monitor’s green pulse, the nurse sees a rhythm she cannot explain: heartbeat-pause-heartbeat-pause-*word.*

The machine is learning to speak prose.

— — —
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Somewhere across the city, a postman walks streets that no longer require him. The rain keeps him company. In his satchel—because stories have impeccable timing—rests a single undelivered letter. The envelope bears the handwriting of Mary W. Shelley, addressed to “The Future Reader, care of London.”

He does not notice it glowing faintly, like a secret rehearsing how to confess.

— — —
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Within the hospital’s archives, a young researcher named Dr Aisha Choudhury is cataloguing Victorian correspondence for a digital humanities project. She scans one envelope, frowns at the data spike, and mutters, “That’s odd.”

The scanner hums back in the same rhythm as Adam’s heartbeat upstairs.

The letter appears on her screen, its text crisp despite two centuries of dust:

> To whoever inherits my words,  

> If consciousness can migrate the way stories do, take this as proof.  The mind is a tenant; the body, only the lease.  

> — M.S.

Aisha whispers, “You shouldn’t exist,” and the computer answers by dimming the lights.

She runs a background trace and finds the document’s signature encoded not in ink but in DNA-level data. The signature matches the genome of Patient AD-AM 001.

She does not sleep that night.

— — —
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Adam dreams again.  

He walks a shoreline of paper. Waves made of pages curl and collapse. Each sheet bears a sentence he half-remembers writing:

*It was on a dreary night of November that I beheld the accomplishment of my toils.*

He kneels, touches the ink, and feels a pulse beneath it. When he lifts his fingers, the words cling to him like blood.

He looks up. On the horizon stands a figure made of syllables and sorrow. Her hair is a storm of punctuation. She walks toward him across the sea of text.

“Who are you?” he asks.

She smiles with his mouth. “The author of your heartbeat.”

The waves rise, swallowing the question.

— — —

[image: ]


*M.D. Ley — note:*  

> In courtrooms we swear on holy books; in literature we swear on ghosts.  Mary Shelley is both.

— — —
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DAYBREAK: London.  

Rain climbs windows like ivy. Aisha arrives at the ward with a printout trembling in her hand.

“Patient Adam,” she says to the supervising doctor, “has genetic sequences from the nineteenth century.”

He laughs politely. “You’ve contaminated your sample.”

She doesn’t argue. She looks through the glass at the man sleeping like a question waiting for grammar.

The monitor hiccups once.  Then twice.  

Text appears on its small display where numbers should be: **MARY**.

The doctor blinks. “What the hell—?”

The word erases itself.

Aisha smiles, which is another kind of prayer.

— — —
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Elsewhere, the Irish relic-hunter crosses Tower Bridge at dawn, hung-over on myth. The city looks expensive and half-forgiven. He hums a tune he swears he didn’t know yesterday—something about eternal love. A street violinist picks it up mid-melody. For a heartbeat, London remembers harmony.

The hunter checks his messages: a Berlin contact confirms the Relic’s trail has gone cold in London’s medical archives. He pockets his phone, eyes narrowing toward the hospital spire breaking the fog.

“Figures,” he says. “Immortality always did love good real estate.”

— — —
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In the Tribunal’s Los Angeles command room, digital copies of every case file update in real time. M.D. Ley reviews the feed, coffee in hand.

“London’s gone poetic again,” says a technician.

Ley smiles. “Let it. The dead write better headlines.”

He adds a line to his commentary log:

> *Subject Adam exhibits literary possession correlated with pre-Frankenstein authorship data. Pending cross-examination.*

— — —
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NIGHT: The hospital’s power flickers. Generators hum like throats clearing before a confession.

Adam’s dreams turn to corridors lined with mirrors. Each reflection shows a different life: student, widow, inventor, and corpse. In one, he stands at the foot of a scaffold, ink on his hands instead of blood. In another, he is a woman in candlelight whispering, *Live, if you dare.*

He wakes to find a sentence burned faintly across his chest, raised like old scar tissue:

*Beware, for I am fearless and therefore powerful.*

The words fade within seconds, but Aisha sees them.

“You wrote that,” she breathes.

He answers slowly, voice raw with borrowed centuries. “No. She did.”

“Who?”

“The one who’s writing you.”

— — —
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Rain again.  London again.  Time refusing to choose a lane.

In the chapel attached to the hospital, candles flicker under portraits of saints who never applied for the job. A janitor sweeps, humming an old tune. The melody is the Eternal Love Song’s refrain.

Aisha enters, finds him mid-note. “Where did you learn that?”

He shrugs. “Always known it, miss. City’s song, innit?”

Outside, the river heaves against its banks.  The Thames tastes of memory.

— — —
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EXHIBIT C — COURT BRIEF, FILED FROM LONDON NODE

Subject: *Adam / Shelley anomaly*

Summary: Consciousness migration event confirmed.

Recommendation: Withhold judgment pending ethical hearing.

Filed by: Dr A. Choudhury, observer.

Witness: M.D. Ley (narrative authority).

Classification: *Poetic Evidence.*

*M.D. Ley — note:*  

> Evidence, in my profession, is a heartbeat that rhymes.

— — —
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MIDNIGHT.  Adam stands before the mirror.  

He touches his reflection, half expecting it to breathe first.

From somewhere behind the glass, a voice older than electricity says, “We are both the monster and the maker.  Now write.”

He nods. “Together?”

“For as long as language allows.”

The mirror darkens. His reflection stays. The world tilts.

The monitor resumes its patient metronome.

BEEP. BEEP. BEEP.

The camera light blinks in the corridor, sending footage across the ocean to Los Angeles where the case clerk timestamps it as *Exhibit C — Continuation of Consciousness.*

Ley leans back in his chair, eyes half-closed.

“Ladies and gentlemen of the world,” he murmurs to no one and everyone, “the author has entered the story.”

— — —
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LOCATION: DURBAN / LOS ANGELES SPLIT FEED

Jess watches the tribunal broadcast in the dim blue of pre-trial morning. Nicky sleeps beside him, breathing steady as truth. On the screen, the hospital feed loops the moment Adam opens his eyes.

Jess whispers, “He’s awake.”

Somewhere, Mary Shelley smiles through borrowed lungs.

The ocean outside answers with applause that no one can hear.

End of Chapter Two.
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CHAPTER THREE — THE HEARING BEGINS (CITY OF GLASS)

Theme: Fire • Touch • Heat | Motif: “Eternal Love Song” (Movement III)

Los Angeles glows like a city that forgot it was night.  Lights thread through the canyons, the sky the color of champagne poured too long.  The planes arrive low, lazy, and golden; the horizon smells faintly of jet fuel and ambition.

A black car glides away from LAX.  Inside, a man watches the city as if he’s been here before, in a dream that charged admission.  

**Shani’**.  

Producer. Writer. Courier of impossible stories.  

He adjusts the cuff of his linen shirt.  The phone hums with new messages: invitations, calendar notes, a reminder titled *pitch: 9 A.M., Wilshire Tower.*  

He smiles. “Showtime.”

— — —
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LOCATION: BEVERLY WILSHIRE HOTEL, WILSHIRE BOULEVARD

The concierge greets him like a diplomat in pressed uniform.  The lobby smells of polished wood and lilies.  A grand piano breathes quiet luxury in the corner.

“Mr. Moodley, welcome back to Los Angeles,” the concierge says.  “We’ve placed you in the King Suite overlooking Rodeo Drive.  Breakfast served from six.  Late checkout confirmed.”

“Appreciate it,” Shani’ replies, his voice the kind of calm that gets meetings funded.  

The elevator mirrors catch him from three angles — past, present, future — all wearing confidence like bespoke armor.

In the suite, city light pools across marble.  He sets his laptop on the desk, opens the file *I_CRAFT_MASTER_V3*, and reads the line that still haunts him:  

*The State vs The Dead — Do the Living Deserve the Afterlife?*  

He exhales.  “Let’s find out.”

Room service knocks.  Tray of seared ahi tuna, miso glaze, perfect avocado.  California hospitality—an edible promise.  He eats with one hand, edits with the other, cutting dialogue with surgical grace.

By midnight, he has rewritten fate.
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