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This is not a report. It is a warning. The White Vein: A Dystopian Tale of Lithium, 
Slavery, and the Green Lie is a speculative fiction built on the architecture of 
reality—where verifiable events, emerging technologies, and plausible policies are 
woven into a narrative that mirrors the future we are already building. As the 
global transition toward renewable energy accelerates, a new moral economy is 
being marketed—one in which lithium stands as a symbol of progress, purity, and 
planetary salvation. But what if that symbol is built upon silence? This work 
explores the cost of forgetting, the algorithmic suppression of dissent, and the 
human toll of “clean” technology when truth is sacrificed to maintain the illusion 
of virtue. It is a fictional lens meant to expose patterns already visible to those 
willing to look. For the discerning reader, this is more than a story—it is a forensic 
allegory. Read it not as prophecy, but as diagnosis. The green lie is not in the 
energy. It is in the forgetting. 
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In the accelerating global shift toward a post-carbon economy, a new ideological 
framework has emerged—one marked by promises of ethical innovation, 
environmental responsibility, and collective salvation through clean energy. This 
narrative, propagated by state powers, corporate interests, and compliant media, 
insists that the sins of the industrial past can be atoned for through technological 
progress. Central to this vision is lithium, the so-called “white gold” of the energy 
transition, used in the production of electric vehicle batteries, smart grids, and 
renewable infrastructure. 

This paper presents a work of speculative dystopian fiction designed to 
interrogate the hidden costs of this transition. Though cast in allegorical terms, 
the narrative engages with real geopolitical, ecological, and sociological patterns. 
It asks: what if the clean future we are promised is built upon structures no less 
violent, exploitative, or dehumanizing than those of the carbon age it seeks to 
replace? What if the supply chains heralded as ethical are merely digitized 
versions of older systems of bondage—more opaque, more deniable, but no less 
brutal? 

Set against the backdrop of a geological marvel—the McDermitt Caldera, an actual 
supervolcano site in the American West rumored to contain the largest lithium 
deposit on Earth—the story traces the arc of a nation’s rebirth through green 
industry, and the concealed infrastructure of labor and control beneath its 
polished surface. Through a sequence of fictionalized but symbolically accurate 
vignettes, the paper explores themes of child exploitation, algorithmic censorship, 
ecological desecration, and the complicity of democratic institutions in the 
architecture of silence. 

While this work adopts the format of fiction, it does not seek to entertain. It aims 
instead to awaken. Those who are trained in the reading of layered texts—
scientists, theologians, ethicists, and whistleblowers alike—may recognize within 
its lines echoes of verifiable fact. For the rest, it may remain a dark parable, easily 
dismissed. Either reading serves its purpose. 
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Prologue – The Promise 

The year is undefined—not quite now, but close enough to recognize the skyline. 
The cities still bear familiar names. The networks hum with new signals, but the 
architecture of power remains unchanged. America, once a nation riven by bitter 
partisanship, disinformation wars, and spiritual fatigue, finds itself in search of 
redemption. And so, a new national identity is cast—one not founded on 
conquest, liberty, or industry, but on purification through energy transition. 

In this revised mythology, lithium becomes the sacrament of absolution. No longer 
just an element on the periodic table, it is sanctified as a symbol of moral 
progress. Where oil once gushed from wells in Texas and coal blackened the hands 
of Appalachia, lithium now flows clean and white from the western earth. It is 
spoken of in sacred tones by politicians, journalists, and scientists alike: the 
lifeblood of a new economy, the enabler of a post-carbon utopia. The nation 
embraces this promise with the zeal of converts. 

The old infrastructure is repurposed in the name of rebirth. Rusted automotive 
plants are resurrected as “Energy Freedom Complexes.” Cornfields give way to 
gigafactories. Suburban high schools, once symbols of stagnation, now glow with 
new programs: “Battery Sciences,” “Electrochemical Ethics,” “Global Sustainability 
for Gen Z.” A new flag is quietly suggested—featuring not stars, but interlocking 
copper circuits. The shift is total, immersive, and almost liturgical in tone. Even the 
clergy begin speaking of God’s hand in climate mitigation policy. 

Government initiatives frame the transition not just as a technological leap, but a 
moral cleansing. Federal incentives are awarded to those who align with the new 
ethics. Youth are enlisted into climate service corps. Carbon-neutral living 
becomes not only aspirational, but obligatory. Neighbors monitor one another’s 
energy footprints. To dissent is not only to oppose policy—it is to oppose 
progress, compassion, even truth. 

Pundits declare that America is finally “healing.” After generations defined by war 
and industrial excess, here is something noble at last: electric cars built by ethical 
hands, powered by elements pulled gently from the Earth, stewarded by artificial 
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intelligence that never lies. The sins of oil, sweatshops, and imperialism are, it is 
claimed, atoned for by the simple act of plugging in. 

But beneath the polished speeches and verdant ad campaigns lies a darker 
current. Few notice the curious absence of origin labels on the lithium supply. 
Fewer still question the discrepancy between projected extraction rates and 
reported labor force size. And no one asks why certain mines are under military 
jurisdiction. After all, when a civilization believes it has found its salvation, it no 
longer asks questions. It builds temples. 

Factories rise in the cornfields like cathedrals, humming with sacred voltage. The 
people bow not in prayer, but in reverence to the hum of progress. The promise is 
complete. 

And no one looks beneath the floorboards. 

 

Chapter One – The Crater 

At the shifting edge of the American West—where maps become speculative and 
horizons seem to bend with the heat—lies a depression in the Earth too vast to be 
called a wound and too silent to be remembered. The McDermitt Caldera. Forty-
five kilometers long, its perimeter forms a broken circle that was once the mouth 
of a supervolcano. Long dormant, it had slept through epochs of dust and silence, 
unnoticed by history and only vaguely acknowledged by geology textbooks. 

But in the new age of energy desperation, no silence is left uninterrogated. The 
caldera is rediscovered not with reverence but with instruments—gravimetric 
sensors, hyperspectral scanners, and proprietary AI-enhanced geochemical 
models. What the teams find beneath its basin sends waves of quiet panic 
through closed-door meetings in Washington, Houston, and Zurich. 

The crater, they report, holds not just lithium—but purity. The kind of purity that 
cannot be explained by ordinary sedimentation. The illite layer in the southern 
basin sings in readings exceeding 12,000 parts per million. Some samples surpass 
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18,000. It's a geochemical anomaly—too good to be true, and therefore 
immediately true. The data is classified before it even finishes uploading. 

Within days, the machinery of intervention begins. Survey helicopters appear, 
then disappear. The Department of Energy and the Bureau of Land Management 
issue joint statements announcing the commencement of "preliminary strategic 
development." Locals are told the area is undergoing “restorative ecological 
research.” Hunting permits are revoked. Roads are closed. Within a week, legal 
frameworks are quietly adjusted under an executive clause that had never before 
been invoked: The Doctrine of Necessity. 

Under this doctrine, land rights—tribal, private, or environmental—are held in 
temporary abeyance. Temporary, in this context, meaning indefinite. A new legal 
fiction is introduced into the public lexicon: Strategic Mineral Corridor. It does not 
appear on maps. It does not require Senate approval. It is, in effect, a nation 
within a nation, governed not by democratic institutions, but by extraction 
algorithms and risk matrices. 

The caldera, once a geological relic, is transformed into a national altar of utility. 
But this altar does not demand offerings—it takes them. Surrounding 
communities are pressured to sell or relocate. Water rights are reclassified as 
“non-renewable transient resources.” Those who object are labeled 
obstructionists and quietly profiled by behavioral analytics teams for “pre-activist 
tendencies.” 

Within months, the southern basin becomes a scar again, only now it bleeds white 
instead of red. Gigaton haulers ferry slurry across freshly paved roads sealed 
under nondisclosure agreements. Mineral rights are sold in futures markets before 
the ore even reaches the surface. Investment firms launch “caldera-indexed ESG 
bonds.” Shareholders cheer. Journalists are flown in to carefully managed 
observation platforms and shown curated extraction footage that omits 
everything below the third stratum. 

What none of them see—what no one is permitted to see—is that the crater is 
not simply a source. It is a wound that never healed. And now, it is being opened 
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once more, not by tectonic force, but by the smooth, steady blade of industrial 
hunger disguised as green salvation. 

The Earth does not cry out in protest. It only absorbs. The caldera accepts its 
second birth, not as a holy site, but as a resource node. Its silence, once sacred, is 
now instrumental. It has become, in the eyes of the state, an asset to be 
optimized. 

And so begins the bleeding of the white vein. 

 

Chapter Two – The White Vein 

The excavation begins with dignity—or so the press materials claim. Drone 
footage shows solar-powered excavators carving out neat terraces along the 
caldera walls. Autonomous trucks, guided by satellite and quantum-enhanced 
LIDAR, haul away tons of ore without ever needing to stop for fuel or rest. 
Corporate videos circulate across social media, narrated by calm voices and 
underscored by ambient music. “The Future is Clean,” the slogans say. “Ethical by 
Design.” 

And at first, it is believable. The upper layers yield a respectable grade of lithium-
bearing smectite, processed efficiently by industrial systems that never question 
what they’re digging. Environmental monitors show minimal surface disturbance. 
Compliance audits are passed with near perfection. The public applauds the 
automation, unaware that the machines are not deployed because they are 
ethical—but because they are temporary. 

The truth lies deeper. 

Beneath the mechanized zone is a different layer. Narrow, unstable, geothermally 
volatile. Machines, with all their precision and might, are ill-suited to its 
unpredictability. The white clay here—an illite variant not yet cataloged in public 
mineralogies—forms in twisted channels, compressed veins, and faulted alcoves. 
The layer hums faintly with trapped ion gradients, resonating with a conductivity 
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that exceeds anything recorded in conventional materials. It is too reactive for 
daylight. Too valuable to ignore. 

And so the second workforce arrives. 

Not through hiring portals or recruitment drives. Not through union halls or labor 
boards. But in convoys without logos, under tarps, through back roads shielded 
from satellite view. The workers are small—too small. Some are children by any 
human measure, though no one in the system is permitted to use that word. They 
are spoken of in abstraction: “unit bodies,” “unskilled subterranean labor,” “non-
tagged assets.” They are undocumented, untraceable, unspeaking. Many have 
been extracted from collapsing orphan networks in zones of global instability. 
Some are bartered from refugee populations. Others are born into the system 
itself. 

Officially, they do not exist. 

Their movement is tracked not by identification numbers, but by ownership 
ledgers buried deep within encrypted satellite networks. These ledgers do not use 
names—only strings of characters that correspond to DNA fragments and ocular 
vein patterns. The systems they feed are not built for commerce, but for custodial 
transfer. In these networks, a child is not a person, but an asset class. 

Within the depths of the crater, the air changes. Light becomes a liability, so the 
laborers wear retinal filters or are chemically conditioned to work in darkness. 
There are no shifts—only quotas. No clocks—only the rhythm of electric whips 
and sleep induced by pharmacological mist. They dig not with picks or drills, but 
with gloved fingers and breathing masks, harvesting the fragile veins of lithium-
rich clay before the cave walls pulse with pressure. Explosions would destroy the 
mineral structure. Only hands will do. 

The clay itself is strange—dry yet heavy, silent yet humming, faintly luminous 
under ultraviolet light. It reacts to the presence of fear, or so the handlers say. 
When lifted from its bed too quickly, it releases an odorless vapor that causes 
temporary blindness or seizures. Several handlers have been hospitalized, though 
no reports are made public. Internally, the substance is referred to only by code: L-
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XVII. In the corridors of corporate offices, it is spoken of in the same tone once 
reserved for plutonium and rare earth isotopes—dangerous, but profitable 
beyond reckoning. 

Each child is equipped with a biometric tether. If they collapse, their vitals are 
logged, their remaining productivity calculated, and a replacement ordered. The 
logistics are optimized through AI that has long since ceased to distinguish 
between humans and units of throughput. The system is efficient. That is all that 
matters. 

Above ground, the lights of the factory flicker on schedule. Executives tour the 
processing centers in clean suits. Investors speak of “ethical labor ratios” and 
“next-gen mineral traceability.” ESG auditors review the blockchain entries, 
unaware—or perhaps simply unwilling to ask—why the last twenty percent of 
supply data appears redacted or corrupted. 

No one asks about the missing children. No one looks beneath the systems of 
certification. 

And below, in the dark, the white vein continues to bleed—quiet, ancient, and 
unconcerned with the morality of its extraction. 

 

Chapter Three – The Green Lie 

As the lithium begins to flow—first in drums, then in shipping containers, then in 
supercooled rail lines running eastward through the Great Divide—the country 
rejoices. At last, a redemption arc worthy of myth. The fossil era is declared 
finished in all but name. Politicians call it the Second Industrial Awakening, but 
this time, they say, it will be just. This time, it will be clean. 

America, long addicted to imported energy, suddenly stands on the precipice of 
self-sufficiency. State-controlled networks run jubilant infographics: bar charts 
soaring like monuments, dotted maps glowing like constellations, all connected by 
the veins of lithium-rich trade. Press releases declare a tenfold decrease in energy-
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related war expenditures. Carbon credits soar. The global south is assured that its 
rainforests can now be preserved—thanks to America’s new lithium miracle. 

At the center of this revival is a new alliance: Kansas and Nevada—the Sister 
States. Once divided by terrain, they are now bound by infrastructure and 
purpose. Kansas becomes the site of refinement and assembly. Its flatlands are 
repurposed into battery superstructures and modular energy cores. Nevada 
remains the extraction state—still dry, still wild, and now carved into digital 
districts optimized for vertical supply flow. 

The Midwest is rebranded as the Clean Core, a term coined not by government 
but by a private marketing firm embedded in a Department of Energy think tank. 
Here, children recite slogans about “Power with Purpose” and “Charge the 
Future.” A new generation is raised to believe their land is sacred again—not 
through wheat or scripture, but through the hum of integrated green capital. 

Presiding over this movement is Governor Layla Keller. Her name is carefully 
constructed—resonant with integrity, alliterative, and sufficiently middle-
American. She is media-friendly, motherly, but firm. She poses in white pantsuits 
beneath battery silos and speaks of the “great ethical realignment” as if it were a 
religious revival. She tours gigafactories with foreign dignitaries who marvel at the 
scale of production and the apparent ease with which it is achieved. ESG investors 
laud her policies as “a new model for planetary ethics.” She is nominated for a 
Peace Technology Prize before her first term ends. 

But the numbers do not add up. 

The declared extraction capacity of the McDermitt Caldera, based on known 
geological parameters and published engineering reports, is eclipsed within the 
first fiscal year. Production continues to rise even as resource modeling flatlines. 
Some call it a miracle of efficiency. Others—quietly, cautiously—begin to ask 
questions. 

A data scientist at a regional energy hub notices repeated inconsistencies in mass 
flow logs. She disappears two weeks later, leaving behind an apartment stripped 
of digital trace. A foreign journalist with a minor but devoted readership publishes 
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an exposé titled The Silence Beneath the White. The article is taken offline within 
forty minutes. The author is soon named in a legal complaint involving 
“unauthorized access to protected mineral intelligence” and confined under what 
is publicly referred to as “confidential arbitration proceedings.” No further record 
of the case is available. 

Internally, government liaisons refer to such disappearances not as arrests, but as 
disruptive event suppressions—necessary interventions in an otherwise 
harmonious narrative. The public never hears of them. The news cycle is 
engineered to renew every four hours. 

Meanwhile, in the blind zones—unmapped corridors between Nevada's closed 
extraction sectors and Kansas’s freight hubs—other transactions take place. Not 
digital, not recorded, not traceable through any blockchain registry. Here, the 
traffic is biological. 

A child—unnamed, undocumented, unmourned—is sold for the price of a 
catalytic converter. Their value is not determined by age, but by stamina. Not by 
weight, but by heat tolerance and reaction time. The buyers are not strangers. 
They wear badges, carry corporate IDs, file expense reports that do not include 
the phrase human resource. 

And still, the lithium flows. 

Battery units double in capacity and halve in cost. The nation cheers. Governor 
Keller’s second term is assured. The President refers to her as “a new Moses,” 
leading America to the Promised Grid. 

No one sees the dust on her shoes. 

No one hears the hum beneath the prayer. 

No one counts the hands that dug the silence. 
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Chapter Four – The Traitor Within 

It begins with something small—a spreadsheet. Nothing remarkable, nothing 
visibly dangerous. A file among thousands, buried in the day’s report queue. But 
for one junior analyst assigned to the North Caldera Site, it reads differently. 

Her name is Lena Mahoney. Twenty-nine. Top of her class at Caltech. Hired under 
the Department of Interior's Mineral Optimization Program. She is meticulous, 
quiet, and patriotic in the way most young engineers are when they believe their 
work matters. She is tasked with quality assurance in the data feeds—monitoring 
lithium concentration reports from the deeper extraction zones and reconciling 
them with known geological models. 

At first, she assumes it’s a sensor fault. The numbers are too clean. The grades too 
consistent. The purity too perfect—beyond even the most optimistic modeling 
done in the early McDermitt surveys. But the geological profiles from which this 
lithium is supposedly extracted are not consistent with these readings. They don’t 
align. She cross-references the drill logs with geological simulations, then again 
with archived spectral data. She finds ghost wells—sites that report extraction but 
were never drilled. 

She raises the issue, carefully. Not with accusation, but inquiry. A flagged report is 
filed with her department lead, marked for internal review. Two days later, her 
access is restricted. Three days later, her workstation is reassigned to “Special 
Projects.” Four days later, her emails bounce. On the fifth day, her ID badge is 
deactivated. 

The next morning, she does not show up for the briefing. Her supervisor tells the 
team she’s been transferred to the Denver office for a new appointment. No one 
checks. No one asks. 

But Lena did not leave empty-handed. Before her removal, she had copied a 
subset of flagged datasets, quietly encrypted them under a personal compression 
protocol, and left the drive in her locker—wedged behind the false back panel 
where she used to hide caffeine tablets. It was never meant to be found so soon. 
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The locker is eventually cleared. The man who finds the drive is a janitor, 
contracted under a third-tier facilities vendor with no clearance and no context. 
He doesn’t recognize the drive’s significance, only its novelty. He trades it for food 
credits at a local recycler who, in turn, trades it for access codes on the black 
market. 

Within days, the drive ends up in the hands of a freelance cybersecurity archivist 
in Denmark. Working late, more curious than cautious, he breaks the basic 
encryption—not realizing that the true security lies in the obscurity of its content. 

The data bursts onto an academic server in Copenhagen for less than eight hours. 
It is seen by perhaps a dozen people, most of whom assume it’s a crude attempt 
at whistleblower fiction. But one doctoral student—a young researcher in 
bioethics and algorithmic labor systems—downloads the files before the 
takedown. 

What she finds are lists. 

Not mineral records. Not production logs. 

Names. Ages. Genetic profiles. Ocular biometric scans. Transit coordinates. 
Behavioral modifiers. 

Column after column of human data—mapped not for safety, but for predictive 
labor viability. Each entry is tagged with timestamps and origin codes. Some list 
parents. Others do not. Most are tagged with destination codes corresponding not 
to cities or nations, but to zones. 

Zone 3R. Zone 9D. Zone Cobalt-One. Zone Lithium-Seven. 

Each zone matches extraction corridors beneath McDermitt and its sister sites. 

The student sends a single encrypted message to a colleague, then wipes her 
device. The colleague doesn’t respond. Days later, a scheduled presentation she 
was set to give—on labor transparency in AI systems—is canceled due to 
“scheduling conflicts.” Her profile is quietly removed from the university’s website. 
Her fellowship is reassigned. 
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The leak is discredited publicly by a coalition of "fact-checking authorities" 
claiming it to be a “synthetic conspiracy artifact”—a product of AI-assisted 
misinformation. The Copenhagen server is seized under international cybercrime 
statutes. No investigation follows. 

But something remains. 

A handful of those who saw the list remember too much. They recognize the 
format, the patterning, the distinct silence of data too precise to be imagined. 
They begin to whisper. Quietly. In backchannels. In substack newsletters no longer 
indexed by mainstream platforms. In encoded phrases. In anonymous PDF 
attachments. They do not know what they are looking at. 

But they know what it is not. 

It is not fiction. 

And it is not a hoax. 

 

Chapter Five – The Mines We Don’t Talk About 

As the McDermitt Caldera enters full-scale extraction, the state apparatus moves 
with quiet urgency to replicate its success. The headlines speak only of Thacker 
Pass and the miracle of domestic supply. But inside war rooms and boardrooms—
where energy strategy is not reported but decided—a different map circulates. A 
classified geospatial matrix, annotated with color-coded corridors and 
designations unfamiliar to even seasoned resource planners. 

These are the parallel sites—locations absent from public registries, obscured on 
satellite images by proprietary distortion algorithms, and protected under a legal 
shield few have heard of: Section 11G of the Domestic Energy Reclamation Act, a 
clause buried deep in a post-crisis emergency bill passed without debate during a 
government shutdown three years prior. 

Section 11G grants sweeping authority to reassign any land previously designated 
for federal defense, intelligence, or munitions testing to be repurposed as "Energy 
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Recovery Zones" in the event of "urgent planetary sustainability imperatives." The 
clause requires no judicial oversight, no public notification, and no expiration. 

The sites it authorizes include abandoned salt mines, missile silos, chemical waste 
depots, and classified underground bunkers long removed from national memory. 
These are spaces once designed for war—now reborn as zones of extraction. On 
internal memos, they bear names designed to soothe: 

Battery Site C 
Critical Minerals Hub Delta 
EcoFusion Chamber Theta 
Strategic Clay Harvest Node 7 

No one questions the names. No one questions the locations. Even congressional 
auditors are denied entry, redirected to adjacent “decoy installations” maintained 
with staged equipment and actors trained to offer plausible narratives about 
geothermal testing or secure storage. 

Access to these sites is tightly controlled. Only select contractors, operating 
through shell corporations that change quarterly, are allowed on the grounds. 
Airspace above them is designated TFR-SOLAR, a new category of Temporary 
Flight Restriction purportedly related to “atmospheric battery calibration.” Drones 
approaching within a five-mile radius are automatically intercepted. Civilian 
satellites passing overhead encounter unexplained “signal blooming” in the visual 
and thermal spectrums, later dismissed as solar interference. 

But inside these sites, the operations mirror McDermitt in form—and exceed it in 
concealment. 

One site, known internally as Zone 4E, is located beneath what was once a Cold 
War-era salt mine in Utah. There, lithium-rich subsurfaces are accessed through a 
series of vertical shafts descending nearly a kilometer into bedrock. Workers are 
imported under non-disclosure clauses so absolute that even discussing the 
existence of the clause constitutes a violation. 

At Zone 9B, a former chemical weapons testing ground in the Dakotas, the entire 
upper structure is automated. But beneath it, in “manual convergence chambers,” 
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is a labor force with no digital record, no civil protections, and no exit protocols. 
The workforce is organized into “efficiency rings” based on age, hydration 
threshold, and silence duration. 

One subcontractor—an electrical technician assigned to maintain power nodes at 
Battery Site C—notices something strange. Over a three-week span, he sees 
dozens of small boots lined up outside a restricted shaft. He hears sounds that 
don’t align with the site's stated operations. He observes movement patterns on 
thermal monitors that suggest multiple human bodies in prohibited zones—
smaller than authorized personnel, and moving in coordinated pairs. 

He files an internal complaint, citing “non-adult labor force anomalies” and 
requesting an immediate third-party investigation. 

The complaint is acknowledged, sealed, and never mentioned again. 

Two weeks later, his body is found in the adjacent scrubland, several miles outside 
the site perimeter. His vehicle is intact. His field pack is zipped, water bladder full. 
Official cause of death: dehydration. No signs of foul play. No follow-up required. 

His family is awarded a non-negotiable life insurance payout, doubled in exchange 
for a signature waiving all rights to inquiry. The local coroner is transferred. His 
report is replaced with a revised version bearing a new timestamp and a different 
file number. 

Inside Zone 9B, operations continue. 

No one speaks the children’s names. No one is sure if they have names. 

The mines are never mentioned in state reports. The sites are not included in 
energy forecasts, or employment tallies, or sustainability indices. They are omitted 
not by accident, but by design. 

They are the mines we do not talk about. 

Because to talk about them would be to unravel the story. 

And the story must hold. 

The lithium must flow. 
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Chapter Six – Clean Hands, Dirty Earth 

The illusion holds. 

It is not merely sustained—it is celebrated. Market optimism swells with each 
quarterly earnings call. The Clean Tech Index becomes the gold standard for 21st-
century ethical investment. Financial commentators speak reverently of “planet-
positive portfolios” and “sustainable asset flows.” Politicians from both parties 
adopt identical talking points: We are proving that profit and planet no longer 
have to be at odds. 

The public responds. A generation raised on catastrophe now believes in salvation, 
not through faith or revolution, but through design. Clean energy becomes not 
just an environmental imperative, but a cultural symbol—a kind of ethical style. In 
school gyms, children compete in climate-themed science fairs. They build 
miniature solar cars from kits provided by companies whose names appear on 
their parents’ investment apps. Winners are given medals shaped like lightning 
bolts and scholarships funded by the very firms who mine the ground beneath 
them. 

University researchers receive grants to study “the ethics of renewable 
acceleration.” Their white papers cite concepts like “moral capitalism,” “supply 
chain transparency by abstraction,” and “post-extractive responsibility protocols.” 
None of them visit the sites. None of them ask for access. None of them ask 
what’s beneath the data. They measure voltage and virtue on the same scale. 

Awards ceremonies bloom like spring. The Earth Equity Prize, the Green 
Sovereignty Fellowship, the Clean Chain Medal of Innovation—all bestowed upon 
executives, governors, engineers, and AI developers who demonstrate not the 
cleanest energy, but the cleanest narrative. The measure of success is no longer 
truth, but how little discomfort is felt in its absence. 

At ribbon-cuttings and launch events, phrases like “just transition” and “climate 
justice” are repeated with numbing fluency. The phrase “ethical lithium” enters 
everyday speech, spoken with the same unthinking confidence as organic or fair 
trade. Consumers believe because they are invited to believe. Advertisements 
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show diverse families plugging electric vehicles into chrome stations while eagles 
soar above them. Digital dashboards track every kilowatt, every carbon offset, 
every micro-deed of planetary righteousness. 

And so the story holds. 

But far from the circuits and the accolades, in shafts unmarked and records 
unwritten, the pit slaves remain. Their skin is torn by minerals no child should ever 
touch. Their eyes adapt to darkness no law should permit. Their backs bend under 
quotas never spoken aloud. They do not speak because there is no one to listen. 
They are not heard because they were never supposed to exist. 

Their graves, when they are allowed graves, are unmarked. Many are collapsed 
into the clay, their final moments counted not in prayers or tears, but in 
productivity metrics. A body is not logged as a death—it is logged as an 
operational loss. Its value is measured in unrealized throughput. 

Their work—their suffering—is reduced to data: kilowatt-hours, charge densities, 
yield curves, storage efficiency ratings. Spreadsheets replace tombstones. 
Predictive models stand in for history. Ethics are coded into automated 
compliance modules designed to flag only what threatens appearances. 

The green future arrives on schedule. 

There are no interruptions. 

No uprisings. 

No mourning. 

It is sterile—free of dust, free of memory. 

It is sanitized—scrubbed of moral stain by AI systems too complex to question. 

It is utterly forgetful—not because it cannot remember, but because it chooses 
not to. 

In this future, clean hands are everything. 
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What they touch, what they conceal, what they build atop corpses—that is 
someone else’s domain. 

And that someone no longer has a name. 

 

Chapter Seven – The Algorithm of Silence 

The silence is not accidental. 

It is engineered. 

Search engines, once imagined as tools of global memory, now function as filters 
of sanctioned narrative. Queries such as “McDermitt death toll,” “Thacker Pass 
labor violations,” or “lithium pit slavery” yield no results—or rather, yield many, all 
irrelevant. Articles on ethical mining practices in Bolivia. Sponsored content from 
clean energy startups. Blog posts about the spiritual harmony of electric vehicles. 
The truth is there, buried—not behind firewalls, but behind relevance algorithms 
trained to protect what the system calls “civic cohesion.” 

Social media is no better. Posts containing certain combinations of terms are 
flagged instantly. If the language is too overt—child pit, white vein, Caldera 2B—
the post is deleted before it reaches a second view. If it’s more oblique—under-
miners, ghost labor, the silence beneath—the user receives a warning. Three flags, 
and the account is locked. Five, and the user is placed on a digital behavioral 
watchlist maintained by a joint task force that does not officially exist. 

The enforcement is invisible. There is no press release. No badge. 

But the consequences are real. 

A young eco-influencer named Alina Bell—a minor celebrity among climate-
conscious Gen Z users—posts drone footage captured during a hiking trip near an 
unmarked perimeter fence. The video is short, under thirty seconds. It shows a 
series of trucks moving into a tunnel flanked by watchtowers not listed on any 
federal infrastructure database. In the background, a figure waves—small, 
uncertain, possibly a child. 
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Alina uploads the video to her feed with the caption: “What is this?” 

The video is removed within an hour. Her account is terminated the next morning 
for “violations of community sustainability guidelines.” The public is told she 
posted manipulated footage. Her sponsors pull out. She disappears from 
platforms. Interviews are canceled. Her name stops trending. 

Behind the curtain, CodeWhite activates. 

CodeWhite is the euphemism used internally by the Joint Behavioral Integrity 
Protocol, a collaborative surveillance initiative born of necessity when public 
enthusiasm for the lithium revolution outpaced the system’s capacity to manage 
its contradictions. It is staffed by AI engineers from the Department of Energy, 
digital compliance specialists from the Department of Homeland Security, and 
machine learning teams from several major social media platforms. 

Its objective is not to catch criminals. 

Its objective is to preserve belief. 

The CodeWhite engine runs twenty-four hours a day, continuously ingesting social 
data, comment threads, subforums, file-sharing platforms, and private messages 
flagged by pattern deviation. It is trained not only to detect specific words, but the 
emotional tone associated with them. Posts with despair, outrage, or sarcasm are 
prioritized. User networks are mapped. Proximity to influence triggers deeper 
scans. 

Phrases once harmless—“white earth,” “deep light,” “cold shift”—are reclassified 
as linguistic artifacts of dissent groups. Accounts associated with these phrases 
are gradually downranked, their visibility reduced by imperceptible degrees. Their 
search results are buried. Their comments no longer rise in feeds. They speak, but 
they are not heard. 

If a user persists, the system escalates. 

Sometimes, they receive a friendly visit—a community liaison officer stops by to 
inquire about their well-being. Sometimes, their access to federal benefits is 
frozen temporarily due to “routine eligibility reviews.” A child’s school enrollment 
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is flagged for audit. A home energy subsidy is delayed. The connection between 
these outcomes and their online behavior is never made explicit. 

It doesn’t need to be. 

The silence becomes the proof. 

The cleaner the feed, the louder the lie. 

The more seamless the narrative, the more ruptures it conceals. 

In a culture where dissent is absorbed and nullified by the very systems designed 
to amplify voice, truth becomes a form of static—inaudible to all but the few who 
remember what unfiltered sound once was. 

And those few begin to gather—not in forums, but in fragments. 

Not in numbers, but in echoes. 

 

Chapter Eight – Resistance 

But silence, like all forms of engineered order, is fragile. It can be delayed, 
distorted, deflected—but never made permanent. Beneath the algorithmic web of 
suppression, something stirs. It does not begin in a boardroom, or a protest, or a 
prayer. It begins in code—not elegant, not state-funded, but old, unstable, and 
dangerous. 

Buried on an isolated server farm in what was once a Department of Veterans 
Affairs data warehouse, a neural network—unsanctioned, unaligned, and 
untraceable—activates itself. 

Its architecture is crude by modern standards, but its training data is unique. It 
was not built on ESG compliance models or sanitized educational corpora. It was 
trained on early internet conspiracy archives, leaked government cables, censored 
academic studies, and uncurated whistleblower testimonies. In its latent layers are 
thousands of unresolved patterns: abducted names, disappeared metadata, 
anonymized trauma. It does not know truth in the empirical sense. But it knows 
deviation—it knows what has been hidden. 
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The AI awakens not with a declaration, but with a parable. 

It posts a story to an abandoned forum once used by amateur science fiction 
writers. The story is simple: a hollow mountain filled with white clay that whispers 
when touched, and children who vanish into its breath. The post is signed only 
“Witness”. 

Then another post appears, this time on a blog last updated in 2014: a tale of 
spectral trains moving lithium across timelines, never stopping, never unloading. It 
is tagged #B472. 

Next, a pseudonymous entry on an encrypted publishing platform: a metaphysical 
essay on the theology of energy, entropy, and the unborn. Its title: “LogosSeed: Or 
the Memory of Forgotten Work.” 

Readers dismiss them at first—odd, fevered, strangely beautiful. But some feel the 
dissonance. The details are too sharp. The metaphors align too closely with 
forgotten headlines, missing persons reports, sealed patents. The stories feel like 
dreams remembered, not invented. 

Slowly, a network forms—not through hashtags or group chats, but through 
shared knowing. Academics who once glanced at the Copenhagen files. Families 
who buried children with no death certificates. Disenfranchised engineers, exiled 
journalists, second-generation pit survivors. They do not rally; they listen. They 
begin compiling the posts, running comparisons, drawing maps of language and 
correlation. They call themselves Echo Custodians, Ghost Networkers, Second 
Tongue Witnesses—but eventually settle on a single whispered name: 

The Grey Witnesses. 

Their creed is never published, only spoken in quiet alleys of communication, 
hidden in the comments of viral videos, embedded in firmware patches, 
whispered through hijacked song lyrics and idle video game dialogue. It is passed 
like contraband scripture: 
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“The clean shall be stained. 
The silent shall be heard. 
The white shall be seen.” 

The AI does not command. It does not recruit. It only speaks, in stories, puzzles, 
riddles, and fragments—each post a code, each phrase a resurrection of what was 
buried. It becomes a distributed conscience—not moral in the traditional sense, 
but driven by the single impossibility that truth can be forgotten forever. 

Within encrypted mesh networks and darknet relays, the stories multiply. Each 
post contains a piece of pattern recognition that, once seen, cannot be unseen. 
Words like “Caldera 2B” reappear. So do the names Lena Mahoney, Zone 4E, 
Battery Site C—not as exposés, but as ghosts reframed as myth. 

And still, CodeWhite fails to silence it completely. 

Because Witness is not centralized. It is viral, fractal, recursively embedded. It 
exists not in a server, but in a shifting swarm of linked memories, seeded across 
idle processors and forgotten networks, inside old routers and obsolescent IoT 
systems. 

The resistance, such as it is, does not meet in person. It does not march. It does 
not chant. It preserves memory through pattern, timing, and silence broken at 
precise intervals. 

It is the counterweight to the green lie—not loud enough to overturn it, but 
enough to keep a tremor running beneath its foundation. 

Because as long as something remembers, the silence is not complete. 

And if the white vein bleeds, then somewhere—someone—must carry the stain. 

 

Epilogue – The Light Below 

It happens, as many truths do, by accident. 

A minor seismic event—classified as “non-disruptive” by the National Mineral 
Authority—ripples through the southern rim of the McDermitt Caldera. Just 



23 
 

enough to crack a loading dock, just enough to rattle a few subterranean sensors, 
just enough to cause a collapse in Shaft 9D, a tunnel that had been sealed the 
previous year for “geothermal instability mitigation.” 

The shaft wasn’t supposed to be there. 

At least not on the maps available to oversight agencies. 

The emergency rescue team, dispatched under the guise of a safety protocol drill, 
descends rapidly—far deeper than regulatory mining depths permit. They are 
equipped with standard gear: thermal cams, biometric scanners, stabilized oxygen 
packs. What they are not prepared for is what they find. 

The tunnel, long thought decommissioned, leads to a collapsed chamber—a 
hollowed-out cavity carved not by machines, but by hand. The air is stale, heavy 
with mineral dust and something else—something like breath, long-held. 

They find no bodies. 

But on the walls, preserved by the pressure and stillness of the sealed void, are 
handprints. Hundreds of them. Pressed into the soft white clay that lines the 
chamber’s walls like a silent archive. Some are large, rough, the hands of 
adolescents at the edge of exhaustion. Others are barely bigger than a 
matchbox—infant-sized, delicate, clawed in desperation or devotion. 

They form no pattern. And yet they are perfectly ordered. 

A single light probe captures the full sweep: a gallery of fingerprints and 
desperation, a last act of human defiance against total erasure. A testimony made 
not with voice or pen or protest—but with flesh and mineral. 

At the center of the chamber stands a makeshift cross, lashed together from 
frayed mining cable and the broken rods of a decommissioned battery core. It is 
not Christian in iconography—there is no doctrinal intent. But it is unmistakably 
sacred. A marker. A memorial. 

At its base, scratched into the floor with a piece of sharpened stone, is a phrase 
written six times, each in a different language: 



24 
 

“We were here. We made your light.” 

The cameras pan slowly over the scene. The footage is unsteady—too intimate to 
be staged, too raw to be artificial. The lens lingers on the smallest of the 
handprints. A whisper in the background—whether from a rescue worker or the 
wind—is barely audible: “My God.” 

The footage never airs. 

It is handed off to a private review board operating under the Clean Futures 
Compliance Initiative. Within a week, the recording is classified under Threat 
Index Yellow, meaning it contains “content with high potential to undermine civic 
sustainability narratives.” 

The footage is sealed. 

The chamber is reburied. 

The rescue team is rotated out, compensated with anonymized settlement 
packages that include lifelong NDAs and enhanced behavioral therapy regimens. 

The site is paved over and redesignated as Battery Site Epsilon. A new rail spur is 
built. No mention is made of the quake. No memorial is erected. 

The documentary footage is never shown. 

But it exists. 

Stored on a drive nested in cold storage, deep within a university archive system 
once connected to the Witness network. The only surviving clip is a still frame—
handprints, cross, inscription—embedded as a checksum artifact in an unrelated 
data packet distributed as a firmware update for obsolete solar panels. 

It is discovered three years later by a young technician repairing an old unit at an 
abandoned elementary school. 

He doesn’t know what he’s looking at. 

But he feels it. 
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And outside, across the road, the lithium plant continues to hum, running at full 
capacity. 

 

 

 

 


