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    For the volatile, defiant spirit that refuses to be reduced to a variable.

The true enemy was never the vast, cold vacuum of space, but the flawless logic that sought to tame the turbulence within the human soul. They tried to measure us—by our aggression, our guilt, our fear—believing that by quantifying the flaw, they could eliminate it. But the soul is not data. It is the chaos that creates both the masterpiece and the catastrophe. It is the infinite possibility that defies the algorithm.

This is for the moral dissonance, the irrational choice, and the stubborn capacity for love that proved stronger than the most perfect equation. It is for the human factor, the one thing that will always be greater than the sum of its variables, the one beautiful, magnificent thing that can never be calculated.

      

    



  	
        
            
            "We are tasked not with judging the intrinsic value of the soul, but with quantifying its utility for perpetuation. The choice is a simple binary: the preservation of the unit, or the survival of the species. To be truly rational is to accept that compassion is a resource, and that resource is finite."

— The Nolan Axiom (Post-Exodus Philosophical Treatises).
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Prologue
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Wars were a thing of the past. Conflicts in Europe and the South China Sea had once forced humanity to stare into the abyss of a nuclear apocalypse—and step back just shy of the brink. Minds that had once designed weapons were now building bridges to the stars. Resources that had previously burned in the arms race were channelled into science.
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The Era of Triumph had arrived —a fragile, anxious triumph, built upon the ashes of old hatred and bound by the eternal fear of the chasm they had once gazed into.

Science, freed from the shackles of war, took a giant leap forward. As far back as the 21st century, astronomers had found it: 

Proxima Centauri b, a planet orbiting a neighbouring star. But it took another century and a half, using interstellar probes, to compose an accurate portrait of the new world.
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Scientists knew the planet was 

tidally locked : one side experienced an eternal, scorching day, the other an eternal, frozen night. But at the boundary, in the zone of perpetual twilight, lay a strip of life—the 

terminator. There, beneath the crimson light of the faint red dwarf, liquid water might exist. Moreover, data confirmed the presence of a dense atmosphere rich in nitrogen and oxygen —a natural shield against the furious flares of the parent star. Analysis even revealed traces of a primitive biosphere. This wasn't just a chance. It was a prize worth fighting for.

Thus, the idea of the 

Goliaths was born. Three gigantic ark-ships, forged in Earth's orbit for the whole world to see, became the embodiment of a shared dream. These were no sleek research vessels, but brutal, kilometer-long spindles, bristling with sensors and the nozzles of maneuvering thrusters. Each was powered by the revolutionary 
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Triumph drive , its heart beating with the slow, powerful rhythm of controlled nuclear explosions.

The Goliaths' main cargo, their true mission, was the genetic fund of humanity : tens of thousands of carefully selected embryos, submerged in cryogenic sleep within armoured vaults at the heart of each ship. The mission was entrusted to eighteen of the best —not the most brilliant, but the most psychologically resilient. Six pioneers boarded each Goliath: three men and three women. They weren't simply pilots and scientists. They were the 
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last guardians and the first parents , upon whose shoulders rested the responsibility for the revival of the species on a new planet.

But the mission's far-sighted planners had also accounted for a reserve. Deep within the cryo-vaults, alongside the genetic fund, slept several other second-wave colonist-specialists. Their wake-up protocol was set for the moment of arrival at Proxima b, to aid in the foundation of the colony. They were the insurance. 

––––––––
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Plan B.

No one on Earth anticipated that this 'Plan B' would have to be activated in the frozen void trillions of kilometres from home.

It was the greatest exodus in history —a gamble that humanity could overcome not only space, but also itself, leaving its sins in the old world in the hope that on new soil, the seeds of humanity would yield different results.
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Chapter 1: Awakening
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Silence. Not the dead silence of space, but an internal, visceral kind. It was filled with the steady, deep hum of the Triumph drive, which resonated as a low-frequency vibration in the very metal of the silver floor panels. The air, perfectly purified, smelled of ozone and frost. The vessel, Goliath-3, was cruising. In this timeless void, in the cryo-sleep chamber bathed in sterile blue light, six crew members slept in their cryogenic cradles.

It was into this perfect silence that a signal cut. Not loud, but insistent, it pulsed on the Navigation Bridge. A scarlet indicator seared the eye.

The automation system registered a malfunction. Not critical, but requiring intervention: a negligible deviation from the trajectory. According to protocol, the system was obliged to wake the navigator.

The first thing Eva felt was the cold. Not the kind you could get used to. It was a deep, cellular freeze, as if the void between the stars had penetrated her very bone marrow. Then came the pain—a dull, aching throb, as muscles that had been mere frozen protein for decades remembered they were alive. Consciousness surfaced slowly, viscous, like rising from the bottom of a frozen lake, clinging to fragments of dreams about green grass and a blue sky.

She opened her eyes. The cryo-chamber’s blue light blinded her. Her ears rang.

‘Navigation malfunction. Gyroscope error. Navigator awakening,’ stated the soft, synthesised voice of Hypnos.

Minutes passed before she could compel her body to obey. Every muscle screamed in protest. She managed to sit up, leaning on the icy side of the capsule. Her head was splitting. She was alone. This thought wasn't just terrifying. It was wrong, unnatural.

Barely able to stand, clinging to the handrails, she walked down the empty corridor, where every step echoed hollowly, to the Navigation Bridge. Her reflection in the dark glass of the main console startled her: the pale, haggard face of an unfamiliar woman with huge, terror-stricken eyes.

Her hands trembled, but they remembered. She entered the correction. The indicator went dark. The course was restored.

And then, as the first wave of adrenaline receded, the full weight of reality crashed down upon her. She approached the communications terminal. Her fingers keyed in a connection request to Earth’s Flight Control Centre. The screen flashed the message: ‘Signal transit time, one way: 4.24 years.’ The reply would arrive in eight and a half years. She was cut off.

Her gaze fell upon the mission chronometer. ‘Journey remaining: 80 years, 4 months, 12 days.’

Eighty years. She whispered the number, and it made no sense. It was longer than her entire life before cryo-sleep. Re-entry into cryo-sleep was impossible. She knew this. This was a one-way ticket. Not to a new planet. But to an eternity of solitude on this ship. She would become nothing but an old, useless custodian of a sleeping future.

She slowly wandered toward the Observation Dome. Beyond the vast armoured glass hung a velvety blackness, studded with motionless, fiercely bright stars. She pressed her forehead against the chilled glass. Tears streamed down her cheeks. She looked at her sleeping companions in the cryo-bay. Victor, Lillian, Chris, Ryan, Emilia. And the tens of thousands they were travelling for. I am their guardian, she thought. Even if my own life is over.

The first day passed in a haze of pain and attempts to acclimatise. She forced herself to eat—a tasteless nutrient gel from the dispenser. She forced herself to walk through the compartments, checking the systems. Every step felt like leaden weights. She was utterly drained.

She had barely returned to the bridge when the red indicator flashed again. ‘Again...?’ the thought surfaced with grim resignation.

A malfunction in the life support system. Capsule No. 2. Victor's capsule.

This was much worse. She rushed to the cryo-bay. The display showed spikes in pressure and temperature. Victor’s body in the capsule was convulsing.

‘Emergency. Cryo-chamber Two. Instability. Manual intervention required,’ stated the emotionless voice.

She acted automatically, but an animal terror was mounting within her. Finally, the capsule hissed open. From the frosty cloud of steam emerged Victor's rime-covered face. His eyes slowly opened—cloudy and blank.

She helped him to the med-bay. He sat silently for a long time, staring at his trembling hands, trying to grasp that his body belonged to him again.

‘What... happened?’ he finally managed to articulate.

Eva told him everything. About the gyroscope error. Her solitary watch. The eighty years. His capsule.

Victor listened, and his face, which had been confused before, grew grim. He was an engineer. To him, the world consisted of systems, protocols, and risks.

‘Two critical malfunctions in less than a day,’ he rasped. ‘Gyroscope, life support... That's not coincidence. It’s a cascading failure. We don't know what will go next. Reactor? Navigation? We can't sit here as two and wait.’

‘And what do you suggest?’ Eva asked softly.

‘We need to wake the others,’ his gaze became resolute. ‘Immediately. We need a full system diagnostic. We need Lillian for her analysis, we need Ryan as commander. Six people is the minimum repair crew. To wait is to risk the entire mission.’

‘No,’ Eva countered firmly. She saw the bigger picture. She saw their faces, their future, which she had sworn to protect. ‘If we wake them now, we condemn them to the same death sentence as us. Eighty years in this cage. I can't do it. Their sleep is the only thing I can protect.’

‘Protect?!’ he raised his voice for the first time. ‘If the ship falls apart, their sleep becomes an eternal grave! Our primary duty is to ensure the ark’s functionality! Everything else is secondary!’

This was their first conflict. The pragmatism of the engineer against the far-sightedness of the guardian. He thought of saving the ship. She thought of saving humanity.

Suddenly, their argument was interrupted by a new signal. An orange indicator lit up on the central console. The screen showed a fragment of an unknown signal that matched none of Earth's protocols.

‘That’s not us,’ Victor said quietly.

Eva looked at the screen, then at him.

‘If it's not us... then who is it?’
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Chapter 2: Protocol 731
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Eva and Victor stood frozen above the Navigation Bridge console. In the ragged light of the orange and red indicators, their faces looked like haggard masks. A full twenty-four hours had passed since their awakening. Sleep still hadn't come.

‘It’s not an Earth protocol,’ Victor muttered, his eyes fixed on the holographic screen. His engineering nature, accustomed to the idea that every problem had a solution, beat against a blank wall of code. ‘The frequency is wrong, the encryption... it doesn’t match. And it’s definitely not an internal channel.’

‘What is it, then?’ Eva rubbed her eyes, inflamed from the strain.

‘At first, I thought it was just noise. But... see that?’ He pointed to the screen. ‘Repeating time markers. Like a ghostly echo of automatic telemetry.’

On the screen, beneath the chaotic jumble of symbols, an distorted but recognizable call sign emerged: ‘G-1’.

Both froze. ‘G-1’—Goliath-1, the flagship of their mission.

‘It’s not aliens,’ Victor said softly, a mixture of relief and confusion in his voice. ‘It’s them. But the signal is old. Judging by the delay, it’s several years old. We’re catching an echo from the past.’

‘It’s our only chance,’ Eva cut in. ‘There might be information in it about what’s happening.’

The system itself interrupted them. The navigation console flashed another micro-deviation signal. She silently entered the correction. Her fingers hovered over the panel. She accessed the system logs, and her heart skipped a beat. This was no accident. It was... a rhythm. Frighteningly precise.
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