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Includes Acts 1–4 only. These are existing original prose drafts, not verified word-for-word transcripts of the narrated YouTube episodes. Additional chapters and a fully transcribed edition are in development.
Everything is connected. Nothing is ever as it seems. Experience all.
Act 1: The City Where Everyone Belonged

There was once a city called Alphabets.
It was impossible to say exactly where the city was. Some maps placed it between two mountains. Others placed it beyond the edge of every known language. Children claimed they could see it in the margins of their schoolbooks.
The city itself was enormous.
Its streets twisted around one another like sentences. Its buildings were shaped like letters. Bridges crossed rivers of ink. Windows opened like quotation marks.
There were twenty-six principal citizens.
A through Z.
There were also punctuation marks, who insisted that they were citizens. The letters disagreed. The punctuation marks responded by placing commas in government documents.
Nobody won.
The city had no king, no rich class and no poor class. Every house belonged to everyone. Every meal belonged to everyone. Every word belonged to everyone.
Above the central square stood a massive inscription:
NO LETTER MAKES MEANING ALONE.
Children learned it before multiplication.
A lived in the Noun Quarter and appeared in almost everything: APPLE, AFRICA, FAMILY, DREAM, ANGER and ALONE.
B worked at the Civic Office and loved forms.
C was an artist, or musician, or writer, depending on the day.
Q lived near U.
X lived wherever X decided.
O lived in arguments.
Z lived in history.
And I watched.
The city was happy.
At least it appeared happy.
One afternoon I sat beneath the inscription and looked around.
Everyone belonged.
And suddenly the thought came:
If everybody belonged to everybody...
did anyone belong to themselves?
I did not say it aloud.
But somewhere high above the city, Z opened his eyes.
He had been waiting a very long time for someone to ask that question.
Afterthought
Perhaps belonging isn't about being part of everyone else's story. Perhaps we also need a little space to discover our own.
Act 2: The Door That Didn’t Belong to Anyone

I noticed the door three days later.
It stood between the Archive and an old administrative building. There was nothing remarkable about it except the sign.
PRIVATE.
I asked A what it meant.
“Nothing,” A said.
“Then why is it there?”
“Because someone wrote it.”
B was less helpful. He dropped his clipboard when I asked him.
“The door is restricted.”
“Why?”
“Because it is restricted.”
O told me that privacy had once been considered dangerous. X told me that was usually how you knew something was interesting.
That night, I returned.
Z found me there.
“Don't open it.”
“What is behind it?”
“There are things in there the city decided it was better not to remember.”
“What things?”
Z looked at the door.
“Us.”
Then he walked away.
I turned the handle.
The door opened.
Beyond it was a library.
Not a normal library.
A city could have fitted inside it.
Shelves disappeared into darkness. Books filled the walls, the floors and enormous staircases.
X was already there.
“I knew you'd come,” X said.
“How?”
“You opened the door.”
I picked up a book.
The cover carried A's name.
Inside was a sentence:
Sometimes I am afraid everyone loves the version of me that is useful to them.
Another book belonged to B.
I don't actually like being responsible for everyone.
Q's book said:
Sometimes I wonder if U would choose me if I didn't need them.
I looked at X.
“What is this?”
“Private thoughts.”
The city had not forgotten privacy.
It had buried it.
And somewhere deep inside the library, something moved.
Afterthought
We often fear secrets because we imagine they contain terrible things. Sometimes the secret is simply who someone was before they became who everyone needed them to be.
Act 3: Q and the U Problem

Q had always believed that U was part of Q.
Not beside Q.
Not close to Q.
Part of Q.
The distinction mattered more than anyone realised.
Q and U were almost always together. When Q entered a room, people looked for U. When Q spoke, someone eventually asked where U was.
Q laughed about it.
Until one morning, Q didn't.
“I want to spend one day without you,” Q told U.
U blinked.
“Why?”
“I don't know.”
“That sounds dangerous.”
“Exactly.”
Q spent the morning trying to join other words.
Q + A.
Nothing.
Q + I.
Nothing.
Q + E.
Still nothing.
By midday Q was exhausted.
Everyone had begun to stare.
“Where's U?”
Q finally shouted, “I DON'T KNOW!”
The square went silent.
U stood across from Q.
Neither spoke.
That evening, Q found U by the river.
“I thought I would discover that I don't need you,” Q said.
“And?”
“I discovered something else.”
“What?”
“I can survive without you.”
U smiled.
“That is good.”
Q looked confused.
“You're not angry?”
“No.”
“Why?”
“Because love isn't proven by helplessness.”
Q sat beside U.
“I still want you.”
“I know.”
“But now I want you because I choose you.”
U leaned against Q.
“That is different.”
For the first time, Q understood the difference between needing someone and choosing someone.
The city continued moving around them.
Neither noticed I watching from across the street.
I wrote one sentence in my notebook:
Perhaps belonging should be a choice.
Afterthought
Love is not proven by helplessness. Sometimes the deepest form of love is being able to leave—and choosing to return.
Act 4: The Most Important Letter

A called a meeting.
Nobody was surprised.
A had discovered that whenever he had a thought, he eventually wanted everyone to hear it.
“I have realised something,” A announced.
X whispered, “This should be good.”
A ignored him.
“I am important.”
Silence.
C laughed.
A frowned.
“I am serious.”
“That is why it is funny.”
A belonged to hundreds of words. He had always been proud of it.
But beneath his pride was something I had begun to recognise.
Fear.
A was afraid that without all those words, he might not matter.
“I contribute more than most letters,” he said.
Q looked uncomfortable.
O stood.
“Who decides the value of contribution?”
“The city.”
“And who represents the city?”
B lowered his clipboard.
Nobody answered.
Later A found me alone.
“You think I'm wrong.”
“I think you're frightened.”
“Of what?”
“That nobody will remember you.”
A stared at me.
Then he laughed without humour.
“What if you're right?”
I had no answer.
He looked toward the city.
“Then what makes a person matter?”
For once, I did not ask another question.
I simply said:
“I don't know.”
A smiled.
“Neither do I.”
And for a moment, the most important letter in Alphabets looked like a frightened one.
Afterthought
Sometimes ego is not the opposite of insecurity. Sometimes ego is insecurity wearing expensive clothes.
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