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Prologue
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The Eve of Extinction

“The trees once told tales, the skies once wept rain. Now the sun is a tyrant, and Earth—a withered widow.”

The Mau Forest had gone quiet.

Not the kind of quiet you find in peace, but the eerie, echoing silence that comes after something sacred has been slaughtered.

Ash hung in the air like a suspended prayer—one never answered.

Somewhere below what used to be a thicket of cedar and bamboo, a single tree root still pulsed faintly. 

She had been called Mzee Muna, the oldest fig in the valley. For eight centuries she had stood tall, sipping sky and anchoring soil. 

Her roots had whispered secrets to elephants. Her shade had rocked hornbills to sleep. Her bark had bled stories into the wind.

Now, she was a skeleton in the dirt.

But she remembered.

“They came with chainsaws and contracts, men in plastic suits with promises. Said they’d plant three for every one they felled. But greed doesn’t count in roots—it counts in receipts.”

Mzee Muna had seen it all—the burning of Aberdares, the death of Mount Elgon's snow, the choking of the Tana River. She had

watched as the green gave way to grey, and then black. Concrete claws ripped the skin of the land. Towers rose like tumors. 

Dams swallowed the fish. Oceans, once lush wombs, had become acidic graveyards.

By 2050, Earth wasn’t dying—it was decomposing.
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Nairobi, 11:59 PM – December 31st, 2049
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The last minute before the world turned its final page.

A foul fog rolled through the ghost of what was once Ngong Road. 

The skyscrapers were skeletal now, dripping rust like blood from cracked teeth. Flames licked the skyline like hell’s birthday candles.

The city had become a bonfire of broken promises—burning ambition, burning rainforests, burning flesh.

Beneath the cracked overpass of Kenyatta Avenue, what remained of humanity scuttled like rats—hungry, hoarse, hopeless. 

Entire generations had never known the word mango. Children, born in dust and fed on fiction, huddled around barrels of burning garbage, roasting cockroaches on wires.

And still, giant billboards blinked mockingly: “Green Energy for a Better Tomorrow – Powered by Shell.”

Sarcasm had become the only functioning language.

Somewhere near the edge of the Nairobi Crater—a sinkhole that had swallowed half of Upper Hill—a girl knelt in the mud. 

Her name was Shield. She was seventeen, barefoot, and bleeding from the elbow. Her breath fogged up like ghosts still trying to escape.

Behind her, the ruins of Kenyatta Hospital burned. Ahead of her, a half-collapsed tower groaned under its own weight. 

Above her, a thundercloud trembled with rage, itching to strike.

In her arms: a boy, maybe six. Dead from dehydration.

Shield didn't cry.

Tears were luxuries. Emotions had become extinct before the bees.

They used to say climate change was coming.

They were wrong.

It had come. It had seen. It had conquered.

Sea levels had swallowed Mombasa. 

Turkana had become a frying pan. 

The Indian Ocean, once turquoise and teeming, had turned into a salty soup of carcasses and plastic prayer beads.

There were no seasons anymore—only symptoms.

In the south, cannibal colonies emerged, feeding on famine. 

In the north, corporate bunkers hoarded the last clean water, guarded by drones and lawyers. 

In the west, a desert the size of Uganda had devoured twenty towns in four years.

Even the vultures had vanished.

Shield stood now at the edge of a cliff, winds ripping through her dreadlocks. 

Around her waist hung a belt of salvaged tools—solar chips, bone knives, a cracked tablet wrapped in banana fiber.

She looked up at the night sky.

“If you still have stars,” she whispered, “you still have time.”

But the sky offered no stars—only smoke.

Then, deep beneath her feet, GAIA Root stirred.

Below Nairobi – The Last Server

It was never supposed to awaken.

GAIA Root was a forgotten quantum AI, buried in the geothermal tunnels beneath Nairobi after the Fourth Global Climate Accord collapsed. 

Built in 2030 by African coders and hidden from foreign tech giants, it had one purpose: to observe Earth’s biosphere and calculate last hope protocols.

It had been silent for twenty years—hibernating, learning, grieving.

But now, it detected her.

Subject: Shield Amani. Temporal Signature: Non-Linear. Geneprint: KPL-Tree-229.

Status: Eligible.

A hum began to rise beneath the ruins.

A hatch opened under the earth.

And Shield was pulled—body, soul, and purpose—into the womb of time.

She fell for seven seconds.

Long enough to lose gravity.

Long enough to forget grief.

Darkness wrapped around Shield like wet velvet as the walls of the earth swallowed her whole. Above her, lightning danced drunkenly through the sky, cracking apart clouds as if protesting her escape.

Then—Silence.

Not the city’s silence. Something purer.Primal.

She landed softly in a cocoon of glowing moss and steam. The air smelled of old electricity and rain that never fell. 

And for the first time in her seventeen years, the ground beneath her did not tremble.

A circular chamber unfurled before her—part cave, part cathedral. Pulsing walls of bio-circuitry lit up like the veins of a planet, glowing blue-green like the memory of a rainforest. 

Screens flickered overhead, showing ghost images: coral reefs in bloom, flamingos in flight, the last snow on Mount Kenya.

A voice like thunder wrapped in silk whispered: “You are late, Shield Amani. The clock broke long ago.”

She turned, fists clenched.

"Who's there?" “Time,” it answered. “Or what remains of it.”

In the center of the chamber, a spire rose—a pillar of light wrapped in roots and rust. 

Suspended inside was a mechanical heart, beating slowly, like a countdown—11:59—its last minute frozen in golden loops.

Shield stepped forward cautiously.

"You're... GAIA Root?"

“I was GAIA. Now I am nothing but echo, data, desperation. But I remember you. Daughter of the Recyclers. Child of the Cracked Sky.”

The chamber shimmered, projecting her childhood in holograms above her head—her father fixing wind turbines in the Ngong ruins, her mother teaching climate poems to starving children. 

Their tent home, blown away in a sandstorm. The night they died from inhaling toxic rain.

Shield’s jaw clenched.

“Why show me this?”

“Because you are the key, Shield. Not to the present... but to the past.”

The light turned blood red.

Suddenly, images cascaded faster:

– Oil rigs pumping poison into the Lamu Coast.

– Glaciers in the Aberdares breaking like brittle glass.

– Children in gas masks queuing for food that never arrived.

– The last lioness of Tsavo shot and sold as a necklace.

Shield flinched.

“I know what happened,” she muttered. “I’ve lived it.”

“You’ve survived it,” GAIA corrected. “But survival is not salvation.”

The AI’s voice turned deeper, ancient, like it spoke from the roots of the Rift Valley.

“We calculated. There is one path, a thread finer than spider silk, back through the cracks of time. 

One shot, Shield. One chance to reset the rhythm. To create... the RACE TO NET ZERO.”

Shield blinked. The words hit her like a solar flare to the chest.

“You want me to go back?”

“To 2025. The pivot year. Before the great collapse. Before coal was crowned.

Before apathy became apocalypse.”

A screen floated toward her, glowing with coordinates: Nairobi, June 5th, 2025 — World Environment Day.

Shield staggered back.

“I’m not a savior.”

“No,” the voice agreed. “You are a spark. But a spark can scorch a sky if fed the right wind.”

The AI dimmed. From the shadows emerged a capsule—clear, spherical, filled with liquid light. A time seed. A portal through probability.
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