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A WORLD OF

EVERLASTING
DARKNESS
        Written by YOUSEF A. MUSTAFA

 Light, as little as it may be, sometimes 
finds a way to penetrate the darkness 
which wraps a society. However, the more 
it remains within that circle, the higher the 
chance that darkness would consume it.

  A WORLD OF EVERLASTING DARKNESS is a dark short story written by Yousef A. 
Mustafa.  The  theme  of  the  text  is  inspired  by  Gorge  Orwell’s  1949  novel, 
“Nineteen Eighty-Four”. All of the portrayed characters and events featured in the 
text are fictional and products of the author's imagination. Any resemblance to 
actual  people  or  events  is  completely  coincidental.  For  more  information 
regarding this text or any other works of art published by Kuwait  Book, please 
send an email to q8bkman@gmail.com. “Kuwait Book”, the collection of works 
created  by  the  author,  is  licensed  under  a  Creative  Commons  Attribution-
Noncommercial-No  Derivative  Works  3.0  Unported  License.  Some  rights 
reserved. To fully understand the terms of the Creative Commons license, please 
visit: http://creativecommons.org/licenses/by-nc-nd/3.0. Kuwait, Hiteen, 2011.
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The exact definition of the word 'everlasting' is 'eternal duration 
i.e. eternity', and the meaning of 'darkness' is 'absence of light 
i.e. deillumination'. When those two words are fused together on 
a grand scale, people get blinded by their true objectives; souls 
become lost and soon corrupt. Their desires are poisoned by the 
ideals of their current reality and what society and the norm 
had been feeding their minds from day one.
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Emotions. Dreams. Colors.  All  of  those simple,  fuzzy-natured aspects  of life,  he 
thought, have no meaning in the world anymore. There was one of each; for the color, it 
was a lifeless gray; for dreams, there existed only nightmares; for emotions, fear – the fear 
of life and what it had became. However, at times, he wished to believe that fear did not 
exist – that emotions as whole had no place in the New Nation, because with emotions one 
would be called a human being, or at least alive .. but those definitions couldn't be applied 
on  people.  At  least,  not  anymore.  Robots  would  be  a  more  suitable  and  accurate 
description.

Fifty-three years had passed since the beginning of the twenty-first century; over 
thirty years went by since the Carbon Construction, and life hadn't improved. The New 
Nation, which now rules all mankind across the globe, had successfully dehumanized the 
entire race. Like others, he was compelled to live in a region of the New Nation under its  
inhumane  regulations.  The  region's  address  number,  like  the  man's  name,  was  of  no 
importance. It consisted of series of numbers specifying the sector. To him, although it was 
his  hometown,  it  carried  no  sentimental  value  whatsoever.  As  he  walk  among  the 
nameless  people,  he  saw  zero  differentiation  between  them  and  himself,  except  for 
thoughts – ones which he would be better off keeping to himself. Like mindless minions,  
all of them had the same dead look in their eyes, the same loathly low-cut hairstyle, and 
the same horrible gray tunic uniform which he had been seeing and wearing for the last 
thirty years. It was neither their nor his choice, but Big Brother's, the one whom they all  
must obey. With all-seeing wired lenses built on every wall, Big Brother made it clear that 
he is always watching. Going against the norm would result in a federal crime, and Big 
Brother wasn't exactly a forgiving saint. Freedom – a word which lost its meaning as well  
– was murdered by the inglorious Big Brother, and so was hope. People lived on, but their 
hearts didn't.

One of the simple things he missed about the old world was the right to speak. In 
the New Nation, even speech itself was a war. As a hater of Big Brother, he had to be 
extremely careful when he opened his mouth. Even his family couldn't be trusted. When 
he spoke with them, it  wasn't  like a conversation,  but  more of  an interrogation.  Even 
simple questions as 'how's work?' could be deadly as Big Brother is always watching. Big 
Brother is always watching, that thought always remained on his mind. He, as well as 
others, had speculations of who is Big Brother. The obvious one being Count Hietease as 
his pictures were televised across the nation. Furthermore, under each bridge hung a large 
poster with his face on it as well as the fearful caption 'Big Brother Is Watching You'. But 
then again, the government was known to be manipulative and deceptive. Count Hietease 
was indeed the author of the original political book which stated the regulations of the 
current regime, but no one has heard of him for over thirty years. He might've been dead a 
long time ago, perhaps even in the chaos of the Carbon Construction. And then again, he 
might've survived. Whoever Big Brother was, many believed him to be sinister regardless 
if he was Hietease or not.

He feared and loathed the government and its  ministries,  yet  ironically,  he had 
been working for them for the last thirty years. But then again, every citizen of the New 
Nation had to work for the government if not in a particular ministry. Among the fearful  
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governing devisions, a single ministry stood out in his dreams. He would forever dream 
about it hatefully as it has terrorized him for a lifetime. It was the Ministry of Love. The 
Ministry of Love planted in the hearts of the people love towards Big Brother – it did so by 
the most efficient means possible; fear. Its steps in doing so were vast, from simple things 
such as observing their everyday activities, especially when they're at home, to extreme 
means, such as strapping a person onto the Chair and forcing him to spend a day in it. He  
had sat in the Chair, and from that day forward, he knew that Big Brother had to be taken 
down. On the first day which he heard about Little Light, his heart was reassured as his  
worries were addressed; he knew that he wasn't alone.

Some citizens of the New Nation favored the current regime to the old one as it  
brought death to wars. Others, who knew no other system as they were born in the era of 
Big Brother, upheld it sacredly higher than anything else. Yet, there was a minority which 
loathed it. Deep down inside, they hated the system, but they never dared to publicize that 
affection;  those  who  dared  were  marked  traitors  and  experienced  the  most  torturous 
penalties  of  the  twenty-first  century.  Those  who  were  smart  and  courageous  enough 
detached themselves from society and lived in a hidden part of the world where they 
formed an alliance; one which trained hard for one single cause: to take down Big Brother.  
Those  people  had  a  hero  at  heart  ..  his  name  was  Holland.  As  the  leader  of  the 
underground  revolutionaries,  he  promised  change  and  a  world  without  Big  Brother. 
Everyone, including the ones who were too fearful to join the force, believed in Holland. 
Holland became more than a mere long-awaited hero, he became a symbol of hope.

Holland  drove  a  fearsome  force,  one  which  made  an  impression  before  an 
appearance as the government acknowledged and feared Little Light's existence. The days 
were getting darker, ergo everyone knew Little Light's emergence was only a matter of 
time.  The  long-anticipated  battle  between  the  two  sides  was  as  harmonious  and 
symmetrical as the body of a tiger, he thought. He could think of one word to describe it, 
that was, psychomachy; a battle between good and evil.

He was a rebel at heart, but was neither a revolutionist nor a brethren .. yet, he lived 
in  the  New  Nation  fantasizing  on  how  Holland  and  Little  Light  would  make  their 
appearance and prevail.  He knew what was right, but like many others, he wasn’t the 
heroic type who’d do something about it.  He preferred to keep his ideas and identity 
anonymous. Sadly, he could cover up this act by titling himself a hopeful bystander, but 
he knew that regardless of what fancy title he could come up with, he was a coward. 
Unlike Little Light, he did not stand up for what he believes in; he is not willing to pick up  
a rifle and risk everything for a better tomorrow. Not a single day passed by without him 
thinking about this ugly truth, and not a single time had it passed through his thoughts 
without him loathing this feature about himself. But to keep sane, he justified this aspect 
by blaming Big Brother for making him fearful  as such. Having fought in the Carbon 
Construction, he did not wish for another war. The things he saw at those times were so  
horrible that he preferred to die rather than see them reoccur. However, he understood 
that for peace and freedom to be granted, blood must be shed.

Like  his  wandering  mind,  his  body  had  also  wandered  away  from the  central 
streets. By the time he realized that his surroundings were not familiar, he stopped and 
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started to retrace his steps back to the uncivilized civilization; the unsocial society. There 
were so many oxymorons which could describe the New Nation, he thought. Big Brother 
himself was a paradoxical juxtaposition.

As he made his way through the dark alleyway, he saw another running his way. 
The sight of the rushing dark figure made his heart pound faster as he could only imagine 
the worst. Ever since Big Brother took over, many things became forbidden, including the 
right  to  move  one's  leg  in  such  a  rapid  movement.  By  preforming  the  simple  act  of  
running, one is a criminal. As his legs froze, the criminal ran faster. Once he passed by 
him, he received the strangest feeling. It was as if the winds carried by the runner brought  
with them a pleasing draft. The dark figure was soon gone, and he was at ease. However,  
the dark figure's departure wasn't the reason to why he was relaxed, but the winds he 
brought with him was. Winds. That's all he could come up with to describe the feeling. 
Every time he thought about it and tried to explain it to himself, “winds” was the only 
suitable word he could find. He did not catch a glimpse of the runner's physique, but 
knew – in a way – that he wasn't a criminal. In fact, he believed that he was the opposite of  
that  label.  However,  even though he could not explain it,  he knew that  whatever the 
reason which made the dark figure rush, it had something to do with Little Light. In a 
way, he had a distinctive feeling that this night was the fateful night; he knew that on this 
night, Holland and his crew would take down Big Brother.

He awaited in the shadows of the alleyway. His legs were no longer frozen, but he 
wished to defy the laws just this time. Although his betrayal was weak, it was against the 
laws and that was enough to put his mind at ease. Perhaps, on this night, he would sleep  
better knowing that he defied Big Brother at last. But then again, if what he thought would 
happen would happen, then perhaps he wouldn't sleep at all as a celebration would be in 
order. He stood in the alleyway in anticipation of the breaking news his heart ached to 
hear, he waited in the dark for the sirens to alarm. If that occurred, Big Brother might as  
well be dead.

Then,  troops'  footsteps  were  heard  marching.  It  was  the  night's  curfew.  His 
heartbeats rushed as he knew there was no turning back. Stepping out of the shadows at 
this point would mean execution on the spot. The laws were clear regarding curfew. Dark 
circles around his armpits materialized as his hair and forehead emitted more sweat than 
the times of  the Carbon Construction.  There was no actual  heat,  but  only the heat  of 
adrenaline. It was because his faith was weak and, unlike the last war, he was among the  
minority. He could make no movement, no sound whatsoever until he is sure that Big  
Brother had fallen. He prayed that it would go down like this, and not vice versa. In a 
matter of minutes, there was nothing but deafening silence. The troops had left, but he 
must remain alone in the cold dark alleyway for the night unless the sirens go off. With his 
shaking body tending to relax, he collapsed gently on the ground with his back against the 
wall. He closed his eyes as if to imagine a different time, a better time, but failed to do so. 
He had to keep his eyes open; to stay alive; to tell his children and grandchildren that he 
was there when it  went down and that he didn't  fall  asleep.  Strangely enough, as his  
eyesight  examined  his  nearby  surroundings,  he  noticed  a  small  book.  Books  were 
disallowed, that much he knew, therefore his puzzlement and curiosity drove him to pick 
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it up. From the childish artwork and font, he gathered that it was a children fairytale book 
written sometime during the current  era  as it  wasn't  that  antique.  It  was  entitled:  “A 
World  of  Everlasting Darkness” by anonymous.  With nothing else  to  do but  wait,  he 
decided to entertain himself with a long-craved prohibited activity known as reading.

    ● ● ●

Once upon a time, there was a kingdom in the north ruled by the Ice King  
and the Snow Queen, and they were cold on the inside and on the outside as 
well. Whenever a hero rose to oppose their evil ways, they sent a deadly blizzard  
in their direction, one so strong that it froze and shattered them into a thousand 
pieces. After that, no one dared to go against the Ice King and the Snow Queen 
and they all lived miserably ever after.

The misery ended on one bright  day when the Ice King and the Snow 
Queen had a child; a miraculous child. They were told that they would never be 
able to produce an offspring, yet this incredible day arrived. The baby's body was 
as cold as theirs, but its heart was warm. It was so warm that it heated up the Ice  
King and the Snow Queen's hearts. For the first time they smiled to their people.  
Jubilee was upon the kingdom – it was a time of joy and celebration.

The news of the miracle child and how it changed the kingdom reached 
everyone.  No  man  remained  unacknowledged  of  the  cause  of  the  new  and 
sudden age of happiness. The news extended east and west, until it reached the 
Nimrod. The Nimrod was a skillful hunter who sought the most valuable objects.  
This news attracted him as the era of Jubilee was caused by a simple materialistic  
object,  one which became his  object  of  desire.  He traveled the land until  he 
reached the royal palace of the northern kingdom and demanded his object of  
desire. He had came for the child's heart.

The Nimrod was unstoppable. He killed all those who opposed and stood 
in his way. Only the Ice King and the Snow Queen could kill him, but they didn't 
wish to do so. The Ice King and the Snow Queen could no longer bear to kill  
anyone anymore as their child's heart had changed them drastically. Wishing to 
protect their young child, they sought protection by hiring the Guild.

The Guild were gifted and scientific craftsmen devoted to any justifiable 
cause. As long as their employer could afford the fee, they would not fail. Fearful 
for their child's life, the Ice King and the Snow Queen agreed on whatever the 
Guild desired. The Guild accepted the ordeal and stood in the face of the Nimrod.  
The Nimrod was strong, but the Guild were greater in strength, speed, skill and 
stamina. Soon, they were victorious and the Nimrod was no more.

The Ice King and the Snow Queen thanked the Guild for their courage and 
performance and asked them what they desired in return. Their reply was clear 
and  direct;  they  demanded  the  throne.  The  Ice  King  and  the  Snow  Queen 
couldn't go back on their word, thus, they gave the throne to the Guild.
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As rulers, the Guild experimented with mankind by declaring war on the 
other nations. The worldly wars spared no one and killed all hope of regaining 
peace. Through their wicked act, they turned all hearts cold and bitter, especially 
the Ice King and the Snow Queen's child's heart.

    ● ● ●

Symbolically, just as he finished reading the book, he heard the sirens. Like a piece 
of metal to magnet, his back slammed hard against the wall. Fear was the cause of that 
attraction. As his shaking body became motionless, he heard marching footsteps rushing 
down the street. Their shadows passed on his shoes. Living in the New Nation for thirty 
years, he had never heard of a siren go off this late at night, and for that, he smiled. For the 
very first time in years, he smiled. A quick, arousing thought had passed through his mind 
– the simple thought that Big Brother had fallen. At last – at long last! – there would be 
freedom,  a  chance  to  express  one's  true  self  which  had  been  long  concealed  if  not 
murdered; a chance to live life as ought to be; a chance to breathe. There would no longer 
be a Big Brother monitoring your every movement while you slept or ate – there would be 
no curfew, no horrible chair to which one is strapped down onto and forced to hear a 
twenty-four hours long audio tape of a brainwashing manner in order to love that who 
knows no love.

Within a matter of minutes, the sirens suddenly went off and the screens across 
town changed. He peaked towards the closest one to get the latest update on the situation. 
The image of Big Brother and the irritating capitation went away as a live stream took its  
place.  It  featured the wonderful  face of  Holland.  His smiled increased as he saw that 
angelic face. Holland had clearly prevailed in taking down Big Brother.

Upon appearing on the screen, Holland stated the new regime. In his speech, he 
stated that a new era was upon the people of Helland. That was the first change. It was no 
longer called the New Nation, but Helland. Furthermore, he stated that his men and the 
soldiers were to merge to form a unity, one which would never fall. The citizens living in  
the upper-world were to carry on living their lives as they've done during the last thirty 
years until  further notice.  Any who resists was to be gunned down immediately.  This 
time, there would be no rebellion as he knew well the layout of the underworld system.

Nothing had changed, the devastating thought passed through his head. A tyrant 
had fallen, but another had came in his place. Right then the man understood what the  
book he read meant; he understood that it wasn’t a children’s book, but a literary piece of 
value; he understood that it was a proficized hypothesis, one which came true. The villain 
might have met his end, but the hero rose – or more accurately, fallen – to take his place.  
He wasn't wrong when he thought of the matter as psychomachy, but it was of a different 
type. It wasn’t a battle between good and evil, but between the virtues and vices of the 
soul; in this case, Holland’s soul. Seeing Holland's true intentions, he knew which side of 
his soul prevailed.

As he lived in the idleness of the dark system once again, he understood that even if 
the agent of evil behind this dystopia had fallen, another would rise; that any being born 
in the dark world would always remain true to itself – to remain sinister.
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)THE END(
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   THE YEAR IS 2053 AND THE PLACE IS THE ENTIRE GLOBE. Since the late 2020s, all 

habitant lifeforms witnessed and experienced a number of wars – wars which came to be known 
as the CARBON CONSTRUCTION. Its name derived from the brutal nature and destructive scenery 
during that time. Those wars led to the rise of a new nation, the NEW NATION. It soon became the 
most powerful country as it had no equal. It fed on small states until they ceased to exist. The 
system of the New Nation was driven by a dark mysterious force, though many suspected that it 
was COUNT HEITEASE who was in charge. This belief sprouted as he had written a profound book 
prophesizing  a new world order. Like the reality of the New Nation, it upheld the ideology of a  
politically powerful figure known as BIG BROTHER; the government made its people know that BIG 
BROTHER  is  always watching.  Through  this  technique,  the  government  controlled  its  people 
physically and mentally. With a tyrant for a leader, no one could oppose.

However, as many predicted, rebellion was just around the corner. Seeing that their force 
still  remained inferior,  they  remained anonymous  and hid  in  the subterraneans,  awaiting  the  
chance to exact their attack. The brave turned their backs on society and joined them, while the 
weak prayed for them while living as a BRETHREN to BIG BROTHER. This emerging new threat, 
which called for a social  change, caught BIG BROTHER's attention.  However, nothing could be 
done. The globe was vast and the rebellious squadrons could be hiding anywhere. All that could be 
done was await their next move. In a world of everlasting darkness, this opposing side came to be  
known as LITTLE LIGHT, but the question now is, is it enough to light the darkness, or will it be 
consumed by it?
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