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AUTHOR’S NOTE
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SANCTUARY FOR THE FUTURE

Elysium – the sanctuary of the future, hidden deep beneath the Earth’s surface like a mechanical temple rising from darkness instead of sunlight. Beneath its steel dome, under layers of concrete and cables, sprawls a city that pulses to the rhythm of algorithms, where every step is programmed and every breath permitted by the system.

The end of the world did not come in a single explosion. It was not a moment humanity would remember as the end of everything. It was a series of steps, each one bearing the face of a decision. Each one carried the signature of mankind.

First, the rivers turned into dusty beds. Fields that once fed nations became gray ash. The weather worsened. Droughts lasted for years, rains were rare and cruel. The oceans rose, yet drinking water vanished. People began to realize the planet was no longer breathing.

Then came the energy crisis. Oil rigs dried up, solar networks failed, and the world was plunged into darkness. Cities that never slept fell into eternal slumber. Nations that once shook hands drew weapons. New wars began—not for land, but for water, air, the most basic right to survive.

Weapons that had once been only scarecrows in warehouses became the language of diplomacy. Nuclear warheads left their bases and soared into skies we had long stopped watching. Then they fell back, in rains of fire and radiation.

[image: ][image: ]The planet changed. Not slowly, but desperately. Nature withdrew into the shadows, retreating before the poisoned winds. Forests burned,  animals went silent, oceans were veiled with a deadly film. And people? Those who survived sought refuge, a place to hide.

Thus Elysium was born.
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“The Future is below. The chosen survive.”

When my ancestor first stepped into this underground sanctuary, his notes shone with hope. He described Elysium as a miracle of technology—clean lines, sterile corridors, perfectly timed sounds echoing from loudspeakers at every step. To him it was a flawless world. Order and structure gave the feeling of safety, certainty, a system that replaced everything lost.

Every morning began with the same ritual. Three tones rang out from the central loudspeakers—always the same, emotionless, yet precise. Their echo spread through the empty spaces, bounced off metal walls, and opened the day like an ancient trumpet. Gradually, the lights came on— not yellow, not warm, but cold, distributed with calculated precision. Their white beams awakened the sectors as if the heartbeat of a giant artificial organism had begun to beat.

[image: ][image: ]The air was controlled. The temperature adjusted. Water flowed only at designated minutes, and only where the system allowed. Food was dispensed by machines that identified residents by scanning their irises. Everyone received exactly what they needed—no more, no less. Flavor was not part of the offering. Only nutrition. Only survival.

Silent discipline reigned in the corridors. Everything carried the spirit of necessity. Hydroponic farms glowed with white light that imitated the sun’s rays, yet lacked its warmth.
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[image: ][image: ]Plants grew in gel-filled vats, without soil, without the touch of earth that had once been the source of life.

Children learned in virtual worlds. They walked through forests they had never felt beneath their feet. They looked at skies they had never seen. They touched virtual trees that had never rustled with leaves. This is how they learned about a world that had become only a memory. In human minds it survived as Aether.

My mother told me about it in the evenings. By the flickering light of an old generator, in the silence of her own nostalgia, she whispered that forbidden word: Aether. A place where the sky still lived. A place where the wind still blew. A place we had lost.

When I look at the ceiling above my head, I see only ventilation grids, pipes, and metal plates breathing like the lungs of the system. But in my imagination, I see a blue sky stretching endlessly. Clouds moving to their own rhythm. Sunlight that does not only illuminate, but warms. Wind that smells of rain.

Elysium is our everything. Our home. Our prison.

Decades ago, the massive gates closed. They sealed us off from the world we had destroyed. We built a lifeless hope, where an artificial intelligence

—Tark’han—rules every aspect of our lives. It became our god in a digital temple. Without emotion, without compassion, but with flawless  efficiency.

Every molecule of water here is captured and recycled. Every milligram of food is grown, every breath permitted by filtration. The system knows no errors. But it knows wear.

In the past few days, I felt something changing. The sounds of Elysium shifted. Instead of the quiet hum came a faint creak. The system’s pulse faltered. As if Elysium itself had begun to breathe harder.

[image: ][image: ]And so did I.

Last night, I couldn’t sleep. I tried to calm my mind with breathing exercises I had learned with Viator. It is a strange feeling—to have a holographic mentor by your side who knows every fear of yours better than you do yourself.
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[image: ][image: ]“Listen to your breath, Miles. In the silence between inhale and exhale lies your victory,” came Viator’s voice in the stillness of the room. His sphere of light flickered faintly.

But in my head, the old images returned. That room appeared again— without light, without an exit. Darkness like a living organism pressing into my lungs. My first memory of claustrophobia. Sometimes I told  myself I should be strong. I must be strong to endure my fears. But when I found myself in narrow corridors, my body remembered every moment of that room, that storage space where I was trapped as a child. Darkness crawled into my lungs, the air burned, my fingers trembled. I felt fear creeping over my shoulders like a living creature. That childhood trauma kept me captive. I still feel that darkness; the fear became a part of me that I am learning to control.


“Breathe deeply, Miles.” Viator’s voice in my mind stopped me. “Focus on your breathing.” The words struck like lightning.



Breathing. What seemed so simple now became the key to my control. Viator had taught me many times that how I breathe determines how I respond to fear. “Breathing is a reflex,” he once said. “But how you breathe

—that is a skill. And this skill you can master.”

I inhaled deeply. Controlled breathing. I began to notice consciously how I was breathing. Each breath was slow, deep. I realized that what I did with my breath had an immense effect on how I felt.

“Always remember, Miles, breathing will calm you,” Viator repeated. I focused on my breath. Slowly, with control.

“Try it with me, Miles,” said Viator. “Breathe in deeply, hold for a moment, and exhale slowly. Slowly, slowly.”

[image: ][image: ]I closed my eyes and began the exercise. I inhaled through my nose, held my breath for a few seconds, then exhaled slowly through my mouth. Each breath deeper, each exhale slower. Viator’s sphere pulsed with the rhythm of my breathing—its color shifting with precision, as if responding to my progress. Controlled breathing—something I had to master. And Viator was right. Each breath eased me. When I focused on breathing, I felt my body calm. Fear began to dissolve, its grip on me slowly fading.

––––––––

[image: ]


7

[image: ]

––––––––

[image: ]


[image: ][image: ]“Well done, Miles.” Viator’s voice was calm, with a hint of relief. He always told me that when I learned to breathe properly, all those confined spaces would no longer feel so unbearable. To focus on breath meant to take control of what I once thought insurmountable. “Every day is your training regimen, Miles,” Viator said, his voice firm with resolve. “You’re not here just to survive. You’re here to triumph over what once held you back.”

And he was right. When I decided to fully focus on breathing, suddenly all the confined spaces weren’t so oppressive. The corridor seemed wider, the air lighter, my steps less heavy. I began to doubt the chains that bound me. And I know this is only the beginning—each step I take will grow stronger, because I know I am already slowly overcoming fear.

This morning, as I walked through the corridors of Zone D, the system reminded me once again how fragile and dependent we are.

The displays on the walls repeated constantly:

[image: ]

“Obey the System — It Keeps You Alive.”

[image: ][image: ]The sound of fans, dimmed lights, the hum of recycling pumps... these sounds are our rhythm of life here. And the rhythm of death, if anything fails.

When I reached the control room, Damien Kael, my friend and colleague, was already waiting.

“Miles... we’ve got a problem,” he began without a greeting. “The turbines in sector C3 stopped filtering air properly this morning. Nothing critical yet, but... look at the curve.”
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[image: ][image: ]I leaned toward the terminal. The blue oxygen graphs flickered slightly. Up, down. An uneasy, dangerous movement.

“Software glitch? Diagnostics?”

“No. Mechanical stutter. The rotor cycles irregularly. If this repeats in other zones...” Damien didn’t finish. He didn’t need to.

As we both stood silently over the screen, Viator’s sphere drifted closer. “We’re going to the turbines, Damien,” I decided. “I want to see them with my own eyes.”

The corridor led through a maintenance shaft—narrow, long, with pipes hissing overhead like distant snakes. The walls swallowed our breath, as if we were walking through the spine of some massive machine. Lights flickered above us, but held. Too quiet. Too cold.

“This air...” Damien muttered. “Something overheated.”

I didn’t reply. I felt it too. The smell of scorched plastic and oil. Maybe just old piping. But maybe not.

Ahead, the technical doors of engine room C3 opened. Damien entered the access code and the heavy lock retracted with a growl. The doors slowly parted.

We stopped.

The turbines. Four massive units, the heart of the ventilation circuit. And yet... something was wrong.

One stood still. The second spun, but irregularly—its cycles jerking, shuddering slightly at times. The third emitted a faint, uneven scrape, as if something inside was rubbing. The fourth hissed—thin, moist steam escaping from a side pipe, condensing against the metal and forming a damp film on the wall.

Damien was silent. He carefully stepped closer and ran his palm over the console. I bent down toward the bearing of the second unit.
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