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      As far as could be seen, there were cornfields surrounding the oasis of a small futuristic city that seemed aberrant in this setting. This town, populated by over five hundred thousand people, had ultra-modern buildings, advanced infrastructure, and at night, was lit up by seemingly natural light. Light with a fragrance of delicacy not formed by electrical currents but more flowing like liquid. The buildings that this light used at night were polygonal-shaped and constructed of a form of glass.

      Three elderly people, dressed in white robes, went about their duties consisting of breeding recording, controlled marriages, and other civic activities. Two new couples made their way inside Administrator Gladstone’s building, called the Capitol, the tallest in the town and the government and engineering headquarters. He could be described as the father of the colony, and it was he who determined which couples would qualify for these arranged marriages. He was aged 57. As the two couples came inside his office, he stood over them and examined them like a doctor would. Once satisfied with their vitals, he placed a hi-tech headpiece on each of their heads.

      A woman known simply as Madame Official entered. She assisted Gladstone in the selection process. Gladstone rushed back to his desk and checked a virtual schematic of the first couple’s brains. An expression of frustration consumed his face. “Why? Why?”

      He turned to Madame Official. “Get those off them!”

      To the couple, he swore, “Get out! Get out! You’re not counterparts! You’re nowhere close!”

      Gladstone followed the couple to the doors and slammed them shut from the inside as the couple left his office. He signaled to the second couple to leave too. He viciously grabbed Madame Official and yelled, “Get Fielding!”

      She moved over to a console that emitted light and made a waving gesture with her hands. Fielding’s virtual facial image sprang up from the center of the console. “Madame Official! Let me guess, not compatible?”

      “Administrator Gladstone wishes to see you now.”

      “Does he?”

      Fielding entered Gladstone’s office, somewhat troubled. If he found out what he was really up to, then he’d be a dead man. “I know!” Fielding said.

      “Know what?”

      “I had you under investigation. I have evidence that you’re getting couples ready for them!”

      “So?” Gladstone laughed grandiosely.

      “I want you to know that I won’t allow you to get away with this!”

      Gladstone simpered an arrogant smirk. “Oh yeah? Just how are you going to stop me or prevent the inevitable, Fielding?”

      “I have followers, support. I’m not alone!”

      “Only for your usefulness would I have eliminated you long since. I’ll make this suggestion to you – don’t make me expedite matters.”

      Fielding walked out of Gladstone’s office without closing the door, a sure sign of disrespect toward him.

      It was a few hours later in this complex, and Fielding had snuck into the Capitol, luckily without being noticed by Gladstone’s diligent guards. He crept into a large room – a DNA library of genetic capsules, each housing unformed human clones. Fielding was now at his desired destination. He appeared to be manipulating one particular clone. He began working frantically on a console where the human DNA helix sprung up in a virtual image beside him. “This is my insurance policy, Gladstone. My legacy…” he muttered to himself.

      He continued for a moment and then paused. “There…”

      He then switched off the console, which made a loud tone enough to alert someone, and the image of the DNA helix vanished. He was about to leave when Gladstone came inside. “What are you doing down here, Fielding?”

      “Just getting my evidence ready.”

      “That better be all it is.”

      Gladstone turned his back to Fielding, who seemed increasingly nervous and was standing behind him. Gladstone reached inside his jacket pocket and pulled out a dagger. He turned around to Fielding and pushed it into his chest. Fielding fell to the floor. “Any final words?” he asked him with a sadistic grin.

      Fielding was struggling to speak but managed barely enough to utter his final words, “… Someday… you will know my… legacy…”

      He managed to push a button attached to his belt. A distortion surrounded him, and as he began to vanish, rage and disdain consumed Gladstone. “Search everywhere for him. I want that obscenity found!”

      Gladstone entered a trance like state. His eyes lit up and shone brightly with blue light as if there were LED bulbs in his eye sockets. He could only utter something sounding like, “Yes, Master. I will find him. Our plans will not be thwarted.”

      Fielding was somewhere else in a large room. There was equipment arranged everywhere. He immediately rushed over to a computer console, and a small transparent force field appeared. He gazed at it with marvel and picked up a small hand-sized console, activating it. Inside this chamber, surrounded by the transparent force field, a small sphere of light emerged. Fielding smiled to himself with growing satisfaction.
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      Rivers Town, New Hampshire, was your average North American sleepy small town. It got its name from the two rivers that meet into a third one. Nothing outrageous ever happened here until today when there were a small number of people going about their daily lives, particularly a young couple named James and Nadia. They shared a kiss when Nadia saw, in the corner of her eye, a strange-looking man lying on the sidewalk. He was wearing a white garment, aged twenties/early thirties, and his expressionless face scared her somewhat. She couldn’t help but think how incongruent he seemed like a freshwater fish suddenly placed in a humid desert. He was weird and looked weird to everybody watching. She thought this man was not in the certain kind of harmony which other people were with the world.

      This man stood upright and tried to begin walking down Main Street slowly. He soon fell to the ground helplessly and tried to stand up to no avail. Nadia gestured to her boyfriend to go over to him to help. Others gathered around him too. Each was alerted, wondering where this strange young man came from. Nadia turned to James, “Is he alive?” she asked with sincere empathy toward the stranger.

      “Call a doctor! Now!” James replied.

      Nadia took out her cell phone and began dialling for help. “Operator! A man needs urgent attention! We need an ambulance straight away! Main Street! Now!”

      The stranger didn’t appear to be responding to James’s attempts to revive him. “He doesn’t seem to be coming around. Does anybody know him?”

      “I’ve never seen him before today,” an old woman replied.

      Nadia noticed something written on the right-hand side of his garment. She quickly turned to James, “I think there’s something printed here. It’s in English. I think his name is Seth.”

      James began to slap Seth lightly on each side of his face. “Help is coming. The paramedics are on their way.”

      More of Rivers Town’s folk converged around the vicinity. James grabbed Nadia’s hand to interrupt her consternating concern. “Get someone to get me towels and water.”

      He noticed a rash on Seth’s leg that wasn’t present earlier. “What has happened to him? Where did he come from?”

      “He’s sure not from around here,” replied Nadia, a little scared.

      The welcoming sound of an ambulance siren could be heard, much to the relief of everybody present, Nadia. “Oh, thank God.”

      The other onlookers began to move out of the way to allow the paramedics to do their work. They placed Seth, who was now subdued, on a trolley and soon brought him off to hospital.

      Nadia couldn’t stop her sobbing tears that fell from her eyes. She had a bad feeling about all this and couldn’t stop a discomforting feeling throughout her body. The strangeness of this man wandering down Main Street, this man simply known as Seth was enough to give her peculiar sensations. James on the other hand was indifferent to Seth and what he would represent. All he cared for was the date night they had planned together and now was beginning to resent this stranger that somehow infected their normal ordinary routine of a young couple’s life.

      Later, that evening and much to James’s irritation and growing frustration, Nadia canceled their date night activities. She left his apartment without telling her boyfriend to where she was heading to. That place was Rivers Town General Hospital. She was about to fetch her bicycle when James stormed out of the apartment. “Nadia! Where are you going? I have a nice meal cooked, your favorite, beef stroganoff and that movie I purchased online to cuddle up together on the sofa.”

      Nadia ignored him and his calls until he rushed over and grabbed her arm. She was about to hop on the bicycle. James pulled that away from her too. “Stop it, James!”

      “What’s going on, Nadia? Oh, I see. You’re off to the hospital to check on that drunk or hobo or whatever they like to be called nowadays.”

      “I am really concerned for his wellbeing. Don’t you think that we somehow have to watch out for him since we are the ones who first found him like that on the street?” cried Nadia.

      James shook his head and rolled his eyes. “One of the most endearing things I find about you, honey, is the way you put other people first but I’m telling you that I need you now. Screw Seth. He’s at the hospital. What more do you need?”

      “You’re so damned selfish at times, you know that?”

      “Fine! Go to him. See if I’m bothered about him. I couldn’t care less whether he lives or dies!”

      Nadia took her bicycle and cycled as fast as humanly possible to the hospital. When she arrived there, she wasted no time and stormed into reception demanding to know the health status of the stranger.

      An oddly composed man came over to reception and grabbed her by the arm. “What is your relationship to this man called Seth?”

      “Let me go!”

      He clenched her arm, hurting her. “Answer the question!”

      “Alright! Alright!”

      He released her arm.

      “Me and my boyfriend called the ambulance to bring him here.”

      “Do you know him, or do you know where he came from?” this man asked.

      “No, we never saw him before today. Can I see him, please?”

      “You certainly may not.”

      Nadia was about to plead with this man who seemed to be some kind of security personnel. She simpered the words only he watched her lips as he predicted she would pursue the matter and shouted, “Don’t bother! Leave here now or I’ll call the police!”

      She left the hospital humbly and retreated to her boyfriend’s apartment. On her way she noticed a funny cloud formation that seemed prophetic and mulled over the events of the day and evening that was. She determined everything that occurred was indeed something profound.

      This ominous event gripped this town, and little did any of its population know at this point that something significant was about to happen soon. Certain people in Rivers Town would play an important role in trying to come to terms with a global quandary that would affect every man, woman, and child.
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      Just another day as our solemn and pale moon orbited planet Earth as usual, with man-made satellites carrying out their automated functions and the sun basking the world with its warm sunshine. All these celestial bodies, if sentient, would be oblivious to the chaos, war, and poverty taking place below the clouds.

      This fraction of a moment in a seemingly serene state of cosmic bliss was about to face a contradiction, though. A distortion in space, about three-quarters the distance between the moon and Earth, erupted. At the boundaries of time, space, and the realm outside these, a new, second moon emerged. It differed from its sister, our moon, far from being innocuous. It appeared vengeful and dark, as if a cataclysmic event had just taken place, and was twice the size of our moon. Its now charcoaled terrain and atmosphere were destroyed.

      In New York City, cars crashed. People heard the raucous, thunderous eruption in the sky and looked up with senses of marvel, panic, and fear to witness this new moon emerging from nothingness as it cradled in the blue sky. This scene was repeated worldwide as governments declared martial law, and the world’s population pondered if this event marked the end of everything as they once knew it. The United States Army arrived on streets across the nation to quell protesters and looters. Christian religious leaders saw it as a harbinger of the second coming of Christ, while other faiths viewed it along similar lines. The media dubbed this second moon as Moon X.

      In New York City, Rick Sanchez was just staring up at the sky, inebriated. He had drunk so much that afternoon that he thought he was imagining things when he saw the second moon in the sky. His police car opened, and a scantily dressed hooker got inside and sat in the passenger’s seat. “Rick, are you gonna tie me up in those handcuffs again?”

      “Wait, I think my mind’s giving in. I’m seeing a second moon in the goddamn sky!”

      “Trust me, baby, it’s not your head giving in. It’s really there!”

      “I’ve got to get sober. Another time, eh, Candy? Rick said, as if he couldn’t care less about future liaisons with Candy.”

      He stared up at the new turbulent moon and something struck him. It was an oddity like him now, like what he had become which was a wasted cop filling in the hours to earn a living only he was doing anything but living. He disharmonised with society some time back after a personal loss. Failure was something he never did but now he excelled in it. His concentration was broken when heard Candy speak to him in that irritating, squeaky voice which he grew to despise. “Okay, but just remember you owe me for this call out or better still go to your high-class call girl in D.C.!”

      Rick then realized he must have at some point told her about his newfound affection for someone else. He dismissed what she just said and put it down to rivalry or perhaps plain jealously and didn’t react. She got out of the police car, slamming the door shut quite angrily and then Rick’s phone rang.

      “Sanchez, we want you back. Report to me in DC ASAP!”

      “Hayes?” Rick said to himself. “Just what in the hell’s going on?”

      “Have you seen what’s up there in the sky doing a little dance with the sun and our normal moon?”

      “It looks like a smaller moon. Don’t tell me all those investigations you did have somehow caused this situation?”

      “It’s nothing like we’ve ever encountered before. Get your ass in my office this time tomorrow, understood, Sanchez?”

      This was like a nightmare for Rick. On one hand he knew that he was the best man they got. On the other, he was in no fit state to go back. All that was going through his mind was finding an excuse as Hayes yelled down the phone to him to get his act together was to tell him to fuck off and leave him be. “I can’t do this, Hayes!” cried Rick.

      Hayes shot up from his desk on the other side of the call and kicked his chair to one side in a venomous fit of rage. “Damnit, Rick! Stop fucking every hooker when a sniff of them come your way. Get sober and smarten up or else we’re all screwed! I need you, Sanchez. You’re the best we got!”
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