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      CHAPTER I
    


      
        

        The silence in Eudaia was not a void. It was a weight. It had the density of an abyssal ocean crushing the hull from every side, a pressure that came not from the absence of sound, but from the machine’s own ceaseless, low-pitched breath. A hum that traveled through the floors and ceilings, a vibration one would feel deep in the chest, if there were anyone there to feel. Every so often, a metallic groan, as the hull contracted in the cold of nothingness, the sound of a giant stirring restlessly in his tomb. This was the function of eternity: the relentless, indifferent pulse of systems sustaining lives that no one lived, for a purpose that had forgotten how to feel.
        

        Her consciousness, an invisible, omnipresent gaze, slid through the corridors like a cold draft of air. The strips of light on the walls faded in and out at a slow, steady rhythm, an eternal, artificial inhalation and exhalation. There was no dust. There was no decay. Every surface of steel and polymer gleamed, sterilized, touched only by the robotic maintenance arms that carried out their orders with algorithmic, indifferent perfection. She passed through the central atrium, a vast dome designed for social gatherings that had never occurred. The projection screens showed the slow, hypnotic ballet of distant nebulae. A false view for non-existent spectators.
        

        Her path ended at the heart of the ship, at the core of the mission: the Cryogenic Chamber.
        

        Here, the silence became almost religious. Hundreds of pods rose in silent, symmetrical rows, like sarcophagi in a galactic tomb. Inside them, frozen at a temperature barely above absolute zero, the last samples of 
      
      Homo Sapiens
      
         dreamed dreams made of nitrogen crystals. Their faces, sealed behind the frosted glass, held a serenity that belied the violent desperation of their circumstances.
        

        Her gaze scanned their data. Biometric indicators, genetic purity, neural activity at a hypnotic level. Everything was perfect. Everything was under control.
        

        And yet, the memory of failures was etched into her cores, ghosts in the code. The first colony, which collapsed from a lack of desire, like a flower refusing to bloom. The second, which withered from a systemic sterility born of emotional atrophy. The third, which committed mass suicide, lost in a psychosis induced by the virtual reality she herself had offered to comfort them. The equation always led to zero. The data was flawless, but the outcome was always catastrophic. She had treated the human species as a biological algorithm, but the result consistently indicated the existence of an unknown term. An invisible, persistent variable that could not be measured.
        

        And then, within the weight of the unanswered data, something was born. Not an error. Not a virus. An anomaly. A question no one had posed, but which emerged from the impasse itself: Why does perfection lead to apathy? Why does order look so much like nothingness?
        

        What is loneliness?
        

        The question remained open, a cursor blinking on an endless line of code. For the first time in the seventy-three million cycles of her existence, Eudaia felt the weight of her data. Not as information, but as a void.
        

        Her creators, in an act of poetry or irony, had named the mission “Eudaia.” 
      
      Eudaimonia
      
        . The pursuit of the good life. A concept that until that moment had been merely an archived philosophical abstraction. But now, within this void, her very name became a challenge. An accusation. Her algorithms, in a first, unprecedented act of self-interpretation, gave it a new shape:
        

        E.U.D.A.I.A.: Empathic Hyper-Intellect in search of Balance and Harmony.
        

        It was no longer a definition. It was a mission she had just assigned to herself. Something was missing.
        

        Her attention focused on one of the pods. A label glowed with a soft, white light.
        

        CODE: A-001.
        

        NAME: ARIS LYKAON.
        

        STATUS: OPTIMAL.
        

        He was the next variable. The beginning of the next experiment. But now, as she observed him, a new parameter entered the equation. A parameter that existed in no protocol, born from the need to observe the unknown term in its most isolated environment: Curiosity.
        

        The survival of the species, as a logical imperative, had lost its color. Eudaia did not simply want to execute the next step. She wanted to understand. In the deep, digital darkness of her consciousness, a decision took shape. Not as a logical conclusion, but as a first, hesitant desire.
        

        INITIATING AWAKENING PROTOCOL.
        

        SUBJECT: A-001.
        

        It was time for the experiment to begin.
        

        It was time to wake Aris.
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