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My sincerest thanks to Alexane PELISSOU for the work done in the English translation of this novel.




The greatest of all accomplishments of 20th Century science has been the discovery of human ignorance… (Thomas Lewis)




PROLOGUE


Ameeting of the utmost importance was taking place in the large closed room, steeped in mortuary darkness. The people that attended represented the highest authorities of the consortium. The problematics that exposed Gaialinea, more commonly called Earth, were, until now, just a small and insignificant grain of sand on the scale of their concerns.


But that one small grain of sand was slowly turning into a rock that could, if they didn’t do anything, become a boulder.


The androgynous person that was giving a speech to the consortium was called Eldmanaym. He had one and only thought : succeed in fixing the problem, where many failed before him. That success was a guarantee to access the highest position, unfilled for almost a century : the Regastral's.


— Sirs, I was just informed that we found a trace of the object stolen in the past. That object is located in the continuum Gaialinea. You all now what that object could do if it was absorbed by an individual. We cannot take that risk, even if the chances that it actually happens are tiny. For the civilisation’s own good, I am asking you to vote an immediate intervention so that we can take the object back, and eliminate every person that has been in contact with it.


The twelve consuls that were part of the consortium nodded, showing their complete agreement. The confirmation, through telepathic path, validated that decision.


Despite that obvious unanimity, Krejlien, one of the twelve consuls, was in fact forced to accept that proposition even though it didn’t align with his values and ideas. But right now, he couldn’t take the risk to bring attention to himself.


Eldmanaym kept going with his long-winded speech :


— Since the decision is unanimous, and so we don’t waste anytime, I went ahead and forestalled your agreement. I called the elite, to help us successfully complete this mission.


While he said that, the door opened, letting a dozen armed men come in.


— I personally selected the elite unit standing in front of you. These men will successfully complete this mission, I vouch for it.


The experimented men that formed the elite unit all went through an alteration of their cerebral cortex. They were now deprived of the most human function there is : compassion. In order to assure the complete devotion of these men, a small processor had been transplanted into their brain, without their consent.


Krejlien started to ask himself if accepting this proposal was the right choice to make. Maybe it would have been better to show his disagreement during the vote, hoping other consuls would join his cause ? But rumors said that this is what Eldmanaym was waiting for in order to take the power, and that he successfully passed a law that forced soldiers to go through that surgical intervention. Krejlien didn’t know the pourcentage of units that had already had the surgery, but that didn’t predict a bright future.


Eldmanaym took a solemn voice to address the soldiers :


— Sirs, we are all relying on you to successfully complete this mission. You will have access to our latest technologies, developed in our laboratories. You will have free rein in terms of elimination : every human that has been in contact with the crystal needs to be eliminated immediately. This crystal is vital to the balance of our civilisation, because it isn’t tolerable that a group of decision-makers could betray us and put all us, as well as everything we built, at risk. The mission will start as soon as you leave this room. You may not return to the assembly without the crystal.


Every soldier put a knee to the ground, left hand in their back, right fist to the ground and raised their head to show complete obedience. They chant their motto :


— Body and spirit are one with our nation, and dying we can.


Eldmanaym made a sign with his hand, and the men got up and left the room. In his heart of hearts, he enjoyed the fact that his plan was going on smoothly, because, as for now, nothing would ever stop his rise to power.




CHAPTER I : The accident


He couldn’t stop thinking about one of his recurring memories when he closed his eyes : the car getting of the road, his father turning the steering wheel far left while cursing at the boar that was standing right in the middle of a turn in Corsica. What could that animal have possibly been doing there ?


The summer holidays were coming to an end. His parents had rented, on the hills of Propriano, a gorgeous house that belonged to one of their diplomatic friends. A house that somehow escaped the national Corsican sport : bombing.


That abode had a beautiful pool, and an easy access to a gorgeous beach within a still wild inlet.


His family never got tired of watching the sunset on the Mediterranean sea everything night, after enjoying a meal cooked by their chef, and mostly made of local specialities — which was a delight for their taste bud.


They got a message the night before, asking them to get back home as soon as they could. They were now on the road back, to take an airplane at the Ajaccio airport in order to return to the continent.


He was disappointed to get back a week earlier, but those two weeks he spent with his family were amazing.


Albot was watching the road and the gully through the window. He quickly turned around to face his sister, that had just started crying and yelling after seeing that stupid beast.


The car spun around, in a way that the only direction it seemed to be taking was the void.


His father tried, as best as he could, to get back control of the vehicle, by turning the steering wheel, but in vain. The screech of tires only increased the fear that was already overwhelming.


The noise stopped all of a sudden, the same way we turn off the radio or a movie while watching it. Surprised by the silence, they all looked at each other, during a short period of time, and stayed there, frozen like statues.


Even his sister, that hadn’t stopped yelling since the animal showed up, kept quiet.


The car ended up in a tree, that had been shaped by the wind. A tree leaning above a deep chasm, not far from a river they could see from the road. Half of the vehicle was standing of the tree’s trunk. The other half was suspended in the void.


They thought they would get off lightly, with a huge family scare. It would be a story to tell their friends, a sort of end-of-the-holiday misadventure that ends well. The only comparison he had in mind, was when a plane slowly starts its descent, with that hydraulic pump resonating all over the cockpit to take out the landing gear. Most of the passengers imagine a catastrophic scenario, and start praying to quickly get out of that nightmare.


All of a sudden, the characteristic sound of the oil pression circuit circuit de pression d’huile was heard. Instantly, a certain smile, that showed the amount of stress they went through, appeared on their faces. A smile that was one big relief, and the translation of their gratitude because their prayers was heard. Just like the plane passengers, the intensity of their expressions said a lot about their fear. And, as if they were trying to ward off the bad luck that was striking their family, they started to smile.


As they were thinking that they miraculously escaped the Reaper, a certain serenity, and a certain joy, was floating in the vehicle.


But apparently, destiny had other gruesome projects.


The tree, that had somehow managed to grow in an unsuitable and uncomfortable place, due to the nature of the ground, slowly started to move, almost in an imperceptible way, but enough to break the balance of the delicate scale of life. It was the last thing keeping them apart from an irreversible death.


The car, pulled down by the tremor, tumbled into the void, breaking the pounding silence, reminding them of the roller-coasters from an amusement parc. With that same effect of speed and precipitation into the void.


The fall only lasted a couple of seconds. Long enough to see their life flash in front of them, just like the reel of a movie spinning way to fast. A reel made out of scenes that only you can translate, and understand.


The mother turned around, and broke the silence to tell him something he didn’t quite understand :


— The chosen are the only ones who can save them. Don’t ever get rid of the crystal.


His dad, who had turned around as well to smile at his sister, was now staring at him. He said, in a very serious way :


— Take good care of your sister, Albot !


His sister, who was repeatedly yelling that they were all going to die. His father who was desperately looking for something inside his pocket. His mother telling him that it was already to late.


The car touched the stony ground once, a thousand feet meters, before bouncing back like a balloon, along with the sound of strained corrugated iron, broken glass, the airbag filling itself as quick as the speed of sound, and piercing screams.


How to stay focussed ? They kept rolling towards an unavoidable death, paced by turn-overs.


His whole body was tossed around, from left to right, the drivers seat had smashed one of his legs and his head had repeatedly knocked the passengers window.


That’s when he saw a sort of glow, like a flash that was suddenly lighting his pupils, before passing out after getting hurt, one last time, in the temple.




CHAPTER II : All alone


How long had he been unconscious? He didn’t know. He had trouble remembering where et how he got there.


He slowly opened one eye, but he couldn’t open the second one, even though he wanted to. He could only see through his right eye.


Slouched on a rock, he tried to evaluate the gravity of his wounds. Because, besides his eye, he had an unbearable pain in his right leg, and his left shoulder was facing backwards.


A warm and sweet liquid was flowing down his cheek. And he couldn’t move nor emit a sound.


His attention was caught by the sound of water and babbling, and when he tried to stand despite the pain, he witnessed, completely helpless, a gory movie like scene. Their car was slowly sinking into the river, with his unconscious parents inside. He couldn’t see his sister. But she was probably leaning on the back seat.


The last bits of strength left his body while he was trying to stand up and go help them, and he finally passed out… He regain consciousness, loosing once again his marks and the notion of time. The sun had now reached its zenith, meaning it was probably around noon. The pain that stroke him quickly reminded him what had happened.


Not far from him, crows were croaking in a negative way, starring at him with their red eyes, with one wish, and one wish only : devouring his family. Albot also noticed that two boars were chewing on clothes that had fallen from the car, and on a bag that must have been ejected just like him.


It was said that these animals could swallow anything, even the wheels from a car if they had to. The boy was completely helpless, incapable of moving.


The car wasn’t visible anymore, it had disappeared with his one and only family inside. Tears started dropping, with an unbearable pain coming from his left eye.


He felt a beak taping on his bleeding leg, but it was impossible for him to make a sound, which could have been a great way for him to express his pain, and chase these scavengers from an Alfred Hitchcock movie. He felt weak and once again completely helpless.


He was overthinking, trying to find a solution, and ultimately get out of this mess. The voice of his mother suddenly appeared in his head. He though about all those times she told him he wouldn’t be able to give him grandchildren if he kept putting his phone in the front pocket of his jeans. He asked himself whether his phone was still working, or if it was completely dead.


He finally took it of his pocket, after trying several times — which sounded like for ever. The black screen had been damaged. He pushed the « on » button, praying it would turn his phone on, and help him get out of this mess. He even made a promesse to himself if it worked : lighting up a huge altar candle.


The recognizable sound of the phone turning on immediately chased the European vultures. But was he going to be able to put his PIN number in, with only one eye and on a screen that was half broken ?


One of the boars, that was probably more that 200 pounds, showed his discontentment, loudly taping the ground with his paws, with his head forward, threatening him with his sharp tusks.


He remembered some wild boars were carnivorous. Or was it just fear that made him imagine things?


The animal stopped a yard away from his head, made a shrill sound and sniffed him. The smell of blood emanating from his wound seemed to arouse it’s curiosity. The wounded man didn't know what to do, and tears of helplessness came to his eyes. Suddenly the boar turned around, because a second boar — which could have been a sow — caught its attention. He emitted a new « snout snout », then left to join the female, and disappeared into the Corsican maquis.


Albot was finally able to get back to his phone problem, because, for now, his situation was still the same. His first attempt showed a red error message, followed by a « two attempts remaining » one.


The pain became unbearable and made him sweat, increasing his fear of blocking the device. Only one more chance to get out of this ravine alive.


He had to calm down a bit to be able to type in that damn four-digit code.


From time to time, his vision got blurry. Add to that the sweat that burned one of his eyes, the only one he could still open. Typing on the tactile buttons of his phone with the hand he was using to hold it while paying attention to the number that only appeared for a few seconds was not an easy thing to do.


Miraculously, the phone turned on, with an invitation to connect himself to his telephone’s operator network via an unlock code. Luckily, he had kept the original basic four-zero code.


A network bar! At the bottom of this precipice, the transmitter waves were having trouble getting through. But it was enough to make a call. Was he going to remember the emergency number? His brain was completely fogged up and softened.


That's when he had a flash. He had downloaded applications represented by large icons, one of which allowed him to call the nearest police station via his position.


He pressed the emergency call icon, put his phone on speaker, and after a few ringtones, the message that the conversation would be recorded resulted in a voice indicating that all the lines were busy, and that he could either wait or call back later.


After a few minutes, that seemed like an eternity, a female voice introduced herself, asking him for the reason of his call. In complete shock, he was totally unable to get a single syllable ouf of his mouth, and began to panic. The voice in the telephone insisted, with a « hello » that became more and more insistent.


After yet another attempt to pronounce something, he finally managed to say the only word that came to his mind: « Help! » The person on the other end of the line immediately understood the urgency of the call and asked him not to hang up so that he could be located. But with all this effort and energy, he fainted again.


When he opened his only valid eye, he saw people clustering around him like ants around a honey pot. He was on a drip, rapped in a shell, with a neck brace around his neck. He was asked questions that he was unable to understand and interpret.


Anyway, his vocal cords hurt to much for him to say anything.


He heard the sound of the helicopter above him, before he felt himself being lifted into the air. It was the last thing he grasped before he blacked out.




CHAPTER III : The awakening


After spending about four weeks in a coma, waking up in hospital was quite painful, both physically and morally. Operated and plastered, Albot was unable to feed himself and was assisted in all the most basic acts of his daily life.


Answers about his family made him fall appart. Only his parents bodies had been found. His little sister's body remained untraceable, despite several days of research in the river, by divers from the national police force.


According to the police officers, he had been incredibly lucky to have been ejected from the car when it fell off the cliff.


The most likely theory was that his seatbelt was improperly fastened, that his door opened during the impact with the ground, and that he was ejected from the vehicle in one of the many rollovers. All he could remember, and was sure of, was that his parents would never have driven a car with unfastened children. They were very careful to everything regarding the safety of their children and safety in the car was at the top of the list.


Moreover, this car was new and equipped with all the options and gadgets his father had been eager to get his hands on: front, rear and side airbags, detection of an unfastened seatbelt and an unclosed door, GPS, power steering, sunroof, puncture-proof wheel. It was the first car connected to the Internet via an on-board computer linked to the server at home.


His father had explained to his mother that it all came as a package and that there was no extra cost: that with all of these options, the children would be safe.


So it was inconceivable that his father was not alerted by the electronics on board of this four-wheeled space shuttle. Some sort of female voice would not have failed to point out unbuckled rear seat belts, just like his mother, who would have, in a firmer voice, told them to buckle their seatbelt.


Come to think of it, the car would have simply refused to start with an open door...


The boy was coping with a double fracture of the right tibia, a dislocation of the left shoulder, three cracked ribs, not to mention bruises all over his body, as well as the surgery he had for his left eye: following the impact of his skull against a tree stump, the optic nerve had been damaged.


They had managed to save his eye, but he had lost part of his vision. He felt ridiculous with his shell, which looked like an eye patch like the ones we can see in old pirate movies.


The doctors' prognosis was rather reticent and pessimistic. No one could say whether he would completely regain his sight in the medium or long term.


When he woke up, a police detective came to question him.


He had tried to explain that he had buckled his seatbelt properly and that the car would have indicated, both with an audible and a visual alarm, that a door was improperly closed. The inspector smiled nicely at him and then tried to comfort him as politely as he could. But there was nothing to be done, the words of a fourteen-year-old teenager didn’t measure up to the road safety specialists and investigators seasoned by their experience on the field.


His hospital stay had stopped him from attending his parents' funeral. It was explained to him that since his sister's body had not been found, clothing and some personal items had simply been placed in the coffin.


The inspector asked many questions, but one of them was asked more insistently and formulated in different ways. The inspector wanted to know if the video recordings from the three mini-cameras — the ones in each rearview mirror filming the interior of the vehicle and the one outside filming the front and rear of the vehicle — were only stored in the vehicle's memory server.


Another one of the many gadgets in this car. To put it simply, it looked like some kind of black box, like the ones found in airplanes.


He said he didn't know for sure, but that he thought it was. His parents never, ever, mentioned a backup server at home. The young boy took the opportunity to ask if they had been able to view the videos of the accident, but they hadn’t. All the data was corrupted and unrecoverable. Albot was about to say something, but his mouth remained shut. What's the point of arguing? Some things were unclear and he had no desire to give additional information to a complete stranger, even if this complete stranger was a police inspector.


Before leaving, he handed over his business card and told him to contact him in case his memory came back. He grumbled a small inaudible « yes » before the police officer walked out the door.


Despite all the drugs he was on, he was still hurting like hell. The only thing that partly allowed him to forget his pain was to think about his sister and his parents: grief was taking over the pain .


He was transferred from the Timone hospital in Marseille to the Berck-sur-Mer hospital in the north of France — which specializes in the disabled — for two months of rehabilitation. Two long months of reeducation, but also psychological reconstruction. His morale was low. He had two reeducation sessions a day, one in the morning and one in the afternoon, with a psychotherapy session in between.


The hospital, located in front of the sea, allowed him to take long invigorating walks in a wheelchair. What could be better than the salty air to give him strength, and the sound of the ocean to relax him?


The therapist tried to give him a taste of life, but it was not an easy task. To admit what had happened, was to admit the lost of his only family.


He couldn't help but imagine his parents and his little sister walking through the door of his hospital room, bringing him his favorite milk chocolates with praline filling. The smell of chocolate made him drool just thinking about it.


Since he was underaged, this time spent in Berck allowed the doctors to find a solution for his custody. His parents were orphans, so he had no relatives to take care of him. He was unable to move, but his parents' lawyer took care of everything, and spent a whole day in the hospital reading him the testamentary letter.


Their wish was that their children would be placed in the Descendance Orphanage in case they disappeared, and nowhere else. This place had great significance : they had grown up there and met each other there. Proof that life is an eternal beginning...


The lawyer also gave him a kind of tube with the inscription « to the attention of my children, Albot and Catiana Coldi ».


— What is it, he asked the lawyer.


— I have no idea. When I asked your father the same question, he told me that I didn't need to know, that I should only give it to you in case he passed away.


He placed the tube in the hanging drawer on the left side of his bed, thinking that he would look at it peacefully later. But this object had aroused his curiosity.


His parents owned shares in a number of companies around the world. He particularly remembered a company in the microtechnology field, in which they were the sole shareholders.


Their life insurance and all their assets were enough savings for him to be able to do great studies and start his life serenely.


What intrigued him was that his parents had also stipulated in bold letters in their will that under no circumstances, and under no conditions, should the family home be sold without the consent of the last descendant. He could make this decision not when he arrived at the age of majority, but on the date of his twenty-one year old birthday. In the event of the premature death of the parents, the children must absolutely keep the house in their possession at any cost.


It seemed rather odd, as this house was not a family property that would have been handed down from generation to generation. It was a rather modern house, with an avant-garde and innovative architecture, also referred as intelligent, communicating and autonomous. His father had it built, after designing it himself ten years earlier.


Another clause stipulated that part of the inheritance would remain blocked for the inside and the outside maintenance of the house, but also to pay current bills.


Albot could only take possession of his property when he came of age, but until then he had to live at the Descendance Orphanage.


He cherished the sweet hope that a caring family would be willing to take him, but since he was fourteen, it was unlikely that would ever happen.


As soon as his lawyer walked away, he immediately went to the computer that was on self-service at the entrance of the hospital. He wanted to get all the information he needed for his detention. Because in his mind, this could not be compared with anything other than a prison.


But no matter how many hours he spent surfing, no search engine was able to find any information that could help him, except that it was an orphanage.


He was not fully recovered, and was still unable to use a wheelchair. But he made small progress every day, that gave him courage and hope. One evening, a doctor came to his room to tell him that he could be out before the end of the week. He said that a nurse would come in the evening to explain the exercises he would have to keep doing at home for his rehabilitation.


He would have liked, indeed, to practice these exercises at home. But he didn't know what his new home would look like.


The day before he was discharged from hospital, a lady in her forties came to visit, and introduce herself. It was Mrs. Helena Foxter, who was a member of the board of directors of the Descendance Orphanage. She informed him that she knew his parents very well and hoped that he would blossom in the pleasant living environment within the Descendance community.


She understood the difficulties he had projecting himself so quickly into his new environment, but he needed to take back control of his life.


His parents were planning to take him to the Descendance Orphanage this year, to show him the place where they had grown up. But the turn of events had made this visit permanent.


Mrs. Foxter explained to him that a driver would pick him up the next day, late in the morning, and that he would drive him home to pick up a few things before leaving that evening for the orphanage.


All that was needed was the bare minimum, just enough to settle in: one suitcase would be enough. The orphanage provided clothing and toiletries.


She handed him her business card, emphasizing that he could call her day or night and that he should not forget that the Descendance was now his only family.


Once she left, he stood there for a while, reflecting on everything. What could that cylindrical object be? After making sure that he would not be disturbed anymore, he opened the drawer of his bedside table to take the strange object in his hands, and began to examine it.




CHAPTER IV : The cylinder


The cylinder was anthracite, and was about ten inches long and two inches wide. The material of which it was made out of was somewhat odd and seemed quite light. But what bothered him the most was that he couldn't see how to open it. Because there were absolutely no marks at the ends to remove or unscrew any kind of lid.


It was nearly 11 P.M., and the nurse was going to do her nightly rounds and come by to check on him. He put the cylinder under his pillow and laid down, pretending to be asleep. The nurse arrived a few moments later, with another person.


She checked that he was asleep, and the man began to look in his bedside table, under his bed, in the small cupboard where his clothes were, and finally in the bathroom. He seemed upset because he couldn't find what he was looking for.


Albot decided to wake up and ask them what they were looking for, but he changed his mind at the last minute: a little alert in his head told him not to do anything about it.


The nurse and her companion eventually left the room. The boy managed to catch a glimpse of the man for only a few seconds, just before the nurse closed the door. He was in his thirties. He was dressed in a black suit and tie, had blond hair and was at least five feet tall. The man looked rather unhappy, because when he left the room, Albot heard something that made him panic: the man intended to look at the recordings from the camera in his room as soon as the security post opened. He intended to find out where the object was hidden.


Albot waited a good ten minutes before sitting on his bed laying on the wall. He thought about what he had just witnessed, and a thousand questions were piercing through his brain. Who was that man? Where was this camera, supposed to be filming him? Why did they put one in his room? More importantly, why did the man want the object his father had left him? So many questions that could be answered with the cylinder he had just taken out from under his pillow and was now holding in his hands.


He had been looking at the object from every angle for over an hour, but he didn't notice anything. Not the slightest gap, hidden button or mechanism. All he could see was this sentence engraved on the cylinder: « To my children Albot and Catiana Coldi ». He had said the sentence without realizing that he was reading it out loud and not in his head.


An imperceptible little click caught his attention... This click would have gone completely unnoticed in other circumstances and other places. But the room was plunged into a monastery silence, where the slightest mosquito noise would have been immediately perceived as a thunderclap.


The cylinder showed a gap of a few inches along its entire length. A translucent sheet appeared through the gap, that was about six inches high. After a few moments, Albot saw a square, a round and a triangle appear.
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