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“Jonathan, your enthusiasm for the subject material is contaminating.” Hissed the Professor, eyeing a half-awake pupil from the corner of his eye.

The betrayal of his boredom caused Jonathan to blink his half-closed eyes wide open and sit straight in his chair. His behavior was not outside of the norm, until the teacher decided to have Jonathan be the focus of his ire, a good portion of the class was following his example of walking the line between consciousness and sleep. The room in which the class was conducted in was efficient and bland, several desks that allowed a seating of around a dozen or so pupils, two rows of old and dim lights for illumination up above, and a single door at the far corner of the room. There was a small bell above the door, which alerted the class when the time block that consisted of a single class session expired. It was not a grand lecture hall in a prestigious university, but it was all that was available for Jonathan’s humble college. 

“My apologies professor, I am absorbing the material I swear.” Replied Jonathan, whose mind was now fully operational.

“Glad to hear it, if that is so, mind telling me what you have learned so far?” Asked the Professor with a smile. 

Knowing that the Professor has the supreme hand, Jonathan decided to face the challenge head on even though defeat was certain: “Of course, where would you like me to start?” 

“From the beginning, a quick glance of the room tells me that your fellow pupils could no doubt use the refresher.” Replied the Professor.

“Of course, well as everyone knows, the church during the time of...” Said Jonathan, who was interrupted midway through his sentence. 

“No, the very beginning, start from the moment of First Landing.” Said the Professor.

“But we have already covered that months ago, why go all the way back?” Asked Jonathan.

“My good student, the very fact that you have asked that question, is proof that you have not been paying attention not only during today’s lesson, but all lessons since the beginning of our semester. And before the lot of you get happy, this applies to you to.” Replied the Professor, finishing his reply by panning his gaze around the room. 

“Very well Professor, I’ll begin from the moment of First Landing. Several hundred years ago, right after the first colonists began to land on Takali, we have the origins of the church. Father, the AI whom we revere as our sacred guardian, and depending on how faithful you are to the Church of the Father, a God as well, was the one that guided the First Children as they gestated in the ectogenesis ships. He was the only parent that the First Generation had, when there were no adults to rear them.”

“He did so with the help of robotic assistants, who lasted long enough for the First Generation to reach adulthood, and then Father began to take on the role of guardian and mentor, however as we know from numerous examples throughout this course, the AI has progressively lowered his involvement in our affairs after each generation that passes.” Said Jonathan.

“Excellent, you have paid attention at the very beginning at least. If I understand your words correctly, especially the ones regarding Father as just an AI, which you said at the end of your reply, you are not that religious, are you?” Asked the Professor.

“That is correct, if I may be honest in my words, I believe half of the class does not believe a single tenet of the Fatherian religion.” Replied Jonathan.

“That is quite obvious Jonathan, half of my pupils at the very least are fully conscious, the other half are near the point of sleep or death, it is hard to tell which. It is always the same ratio in all of my classes, and I have been doing this for long enough that I have seen the number of disbelievers in the church grow over time, and the number of believers diminish.” Said the Professor.

“Should I continue professor with my response?” Asked Jonathan.

“Yes, but do it while also answering this question, what is the importance of the AI that we know as Father?” Replied the Professor.

“Well, the importance of the AI historically is nothing short of absolutely critical for civilization on Takali. We arrived on a flotilla of ships, metallurgical analysis of the preserved remains of these ships indicates that they are millions of years old, perhaps longer. No doubt the ships themselves were constructed as a way to carry the First Generation far across the universe, until they could be brought into life, when the AI that commanded the flotilla decided that the moment was right. Without the AI, everything here would have not existed, especially since survey records from the initial colonization indicate that this world while nestled in the habitable zone of our sun, was inhospitable to life. Only thanks to the AI was Takali terraformed and made habitable for human life.” Said Jonathan.

“A good response, now answer this: Who nurtured the AI?” Asked the Professor.

“We don’t know, and no matter how often we try, the AI will not tell us.” Replied Jonathan. 

“Will not, or cannot?” Asked the Professor. 

“Will not, I cannot believe for a moment that an AI of such magnitude as that of Father does not have some information regarding its origins.” Replied Jonathan. 

“Why do you think that Father, or the AI as you refer to it, is withholding this information from us?” Asked the Professor.

“Truthfully, it could be for any number of reasons, I suspect it is because of the AI’s ambition, if we know what it wants to do with us, then there is no way that it would be able to do it. Whether this ambition is to our benefit or demise, that remains to be seen.” Replied Jonathan.

“Indeed, alright last question since the end of our class is approaching, what do you think is the single most important thing, the most significant, of all the attributes of the AI known as father?” Asked the Professor.

“It is quite simple, Father is our creator, we exist because of him. Whether Father is the creator of all creators, or his creator is somewhere out there in the cosmos, the same creator who designed those ships that carried us here to Takali, that remains to be seen.” Replied Jonathan.

“And here I thought you could care less about this class, I’m glad to see that I was mistaken.” Said the Professor.

It did not take long for the class to end, just as the Professor said that it would. A minute or two following the end of the conversation between Jonathan and the Professor, the bell rang, and everyone stood up quickly and left, their enthusiasm for leaving the humble confines of the classroom being at a level that was much higher than the enthusiasm for the material that was being taught. Jonathan departed, and set off to lunch. Being on the non-academic degree path, the day of Jonathan was short, consisting of morning classes, ended by a noon lunch. Efficiency is highly prized in Takali society, there is no point in passing through a full academic day if one’s intended career had no use for it. For the great majority of the pupils, such was the case.

Walking the corridors of the humble college, the faces of the pupils were for the most part the same. Being mandatory for any decent career, the vast majority of the pupils, having a distaste for academia, and being on the non-academic degree path, had a face of sleepy boredom. Most employment on Takali is done from noon until the evening hours, with some alternation among the workers for the morning to noon shifts. Four hours a day, five days a week, such is the sacred proclamation of efficiency that is handed down from Father. And no one dares question the AI that gave birth to all Takali civilization. 

Jonathan had a similar face, but his was different. He was bored not because of the academia, but because he felt that it did not go far enough. Tradition remains important, and Father does not seem to care that the highest tier and most prestigious university slots tend to be reserved for the direct descendants of the First Generation. New embryos are grown and introduced into the population through ectogenesis every generation, in order to help augment the genetic pool of the population. Combined with the low fertility rate of the Takali population, with a good majority of the population never having children, and the remainder for the most part balanced around 1-2 children a family, those who can claim direct lineage from the First-Generation number only 10% or so of the population.

Jonathan was as far removed from the ranks of the descendants of the First Generation as one could be. He was born in an ectogenesis womb, in a Church of the Father facility, being until a few years ago a member of the youngest generation on Takali. His parents were unknown, whether they were from donors among the Takali population, or simple gametes that have been stored for millions of years aboard the ships that spawned Takali civilization, he could never know. He was raised in a youngling facility, until the age of adolescence, when he was provided with his own apartment, and started the joint college-work program, where he is now. Jonathan thought for a moment what he was going to do once his academia program was finished, as he walked the college halls towards the cafeteria, but he promptly dismissed the thought since like so many times before, he had no idea what he was going to do. 

The cafeteria was small, humble, and general, the same three traits that describe the college. The food was tasty and plain, and Jonathan did not mind it, usually it consisted of a stew, a pie, or some sort of mass-produced food item. It was always nourishing, and it was free, which was always a good thing when the student worker receives the lowest possible wage in Takali society. Jonathan queued up, got his stew which consisted of a blend of meat, grain, and vegetables, with two decently sized drinks, and he sat down in a table with a few other fellow students.

“I haven’t seen you before, what academic branch?” Asked one of the students.

“Librarian.” Replied Jonathan.

“Ah, you work at the local library?” Asked another student.

“Indeed.” Said Jonathan, who was more interested in eating than talking.

The other residents of the table got the point that Jonathan was trying to make, and the table went silent as everyone ate their lunch. After around ten or so minutes, the bowls and bottles were empty, and the inquisitive students returned to asking Jonathan several questions.

“So, if you work at the local library, how come I never see you?” Asked a student.

“It depends, when do you tend to go?” Asked Jonathan.

“The weekends, when I have off work.” Replied the student. 

“That’s the answer then, I never work weekends, the weekend days tend to be filled with paid volunteers and the retired who want to work and earn extra money.” Said Jonathan.

“Why don’t you ever volunteer?” Asked the student.

“Because my free time is more valuable to me than more work.” Said Jonathan. 

“But if you work more you get more money, I volunteer sometimes on the weekends.” Said the student.

“I’m happy with what I earn and have at the moment.” Said Jonathan, who was starting to tire of the conversation.

“Well, it was nice meeting you Jonathan.” Said one of the students as he got up, the other students followed and left Jonathan by himself. 

Jonathan tends to end the conversations the same way every time, make sure that the other participants of the conversation grow either tired or bored of the conversation, until they politely terminate the discussions and leave. He did not care all that much for general conversation, thanks to his high amount of reading, a habit reinforced by the vast number of books that he has at hand once he is finished working at the library. He has read such a large number of books that it is difficult to relate to the interests of others, especially the interests of those in his generation, which while not the youngest, is still the second youngest generation on Takali. 

With lunch being over, he hands in the used bowls, bottles, tray, and culinary utensils, and he heads off for the library. Taking the student bus that heads to the library and back every quarter hour, he arrives in around ten minutes, and he heads straight inside. The library was humble like the college, a result of being a town library, in a planet where the vast majority of the population is rural. There are only a handful of cities across the planet, and these cities do not number more than a hundred thousand people. The entirety of the planet, even though it is fully terraformed, with the vast amount of the land being habitable for human life, only has around ten million residents. Industry is non-existent, each town has its own 3-D Printer factory, where recyclable commodities are made.

Each region has a larger factory, where larger commodities such as vehicles and heavy machinery are made, but for the most part the planet, while decent in technology, is effectively devoid of humanity. The vast majority of books are written by academia authors, whose sole purpose and career is to write books and increase the reservoir of knowledge. Included among the academics are the theologians of the Church of the Father, who occasionally write down new knowledge that the Father AI permits access to from his archives. For the most part the trickle of knowledge that the AI provides is miniscule, and it is the efforts of the academic science teams and scholars that give the vast number of produced books and knowledge.

“Good afternoon manager.” Said Jonathan.

“Afternoon Jonathan, having a good day I hope?” Said the manager of the library, the person who arguably is the closest to Jonathan out of anyone in his life. 

“Of course, finished my lunch some fifteen minutes ago, and the last class that I had was the class on the Church of the Father. A subject that you love to lecture me about every single day.” Said Jonathan with a smile.

“It is a very important subject, Father is the creator of our entire civilization, and no doubt he is the originator of the entire universe too.” Said the manager.

“So, he is present on, and knows of every single galaxy, every single star, every single planetoid that is in existence?” Asked Jonathan, using arguments that he has used a countless number of times before. 

“Of course, we are a small part of the universe, there are many different stars out there, and it would take millions of years to travel a good portion of them, provided that we could somehow sustain ourselves aboard a ship for that long. The only way for us to have survived that long was for Father to have known everything that there is to know about the destination.” Replied the manager.

“Or the gamete cells can be preserved and placed aboard a ship, and a sufficiently advanced AI could be constructed to keep them intact long enough for a new home to be found.” Said Jonathan. 

“Perhaps, for now however we need to get to work, we have received twenty new books fresh from the printers, a few from the theologians at the church, the others from different academic institutions across the planet. Do you mind cataloguing them and then shelving them?” Asked the manager.

“If I did mind, would I be able to do anything about it?” Replied Jonathan with a smile.

“No, you would not be able to do anything.” Laughed the manager. 

Jonathan got up and went to work on cataloguing and shelving the books. Firstly, he looked at the book, and the accompanying sheet of paper which explained the subject, author name, the respective academic or theological institution which represented the author, and other miscellaneous details important for cataloguing. This did not take all that long, and even with the two books that were submitted by authors who did not represent any sort of theological or academic institution, within twenty or so minutes, the books were on a cart, and ready to be shelved. Most of the books were literature and science, whether it be some sort of interesting geological discovery made by a team of geologists on some far-flung corner of Takali, or a dreamy novel about some new city constructed that was filled with people and things to do, they were generally the same thing. They are reflective of a civilization that wants more than what it currently has. 

Even the two books that were written independently, by Takalians who did not have any sort of academic of theological background, had the same craving spirit. Both books were novels, one was about a group of friends that discover an intact flotilla ship, and it has the ability to evade the limit of light speed and travel the stars in mere moments. They board it, and discover a galaxy filled with alien life, they have adventures and live great lives, helping to put Takali on the galactic map. The other novel was about a young woman who was tired of working at a 3-D factory, but she then met a handsome and wickedly intelligent scientist, who she managed to fall in love with and spend the rest of her life with. Both had similar themes, the want of more, and the desire to both know and see more than what is currently understood. 
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Jonathan continued to stock the shelves, and he was down to the last few books when he noticed everyone whispering frantically to each other. They stopped what they were doing and looked towards the entrance of the library, Jonathan did the same and saw the unfamiliar yet impressive sight that caused everyone else to get excited. A group of church missionaries walked in, dressed in their uniforms, and headed towards the front desk. Knowing that the manager was going to be too astonished to help with library services, Jonathan left the cart and walked on over to the front desk.

“Jonathan look! We have missionaries that have come to visit us!” Said the manager, her voice making no attempt to hide her enthusiasm.

“Indeed, what brings you to our humble library?” Asked Jonathan. 

“Two things, one we wish to spread the good news of our Father to everyone on Takali, no matter where they may be, secondly we are interested in reading a few books that apparently are exclusive only to your library.” Replied one of the missionaries.

“Ah, the works by Hutuki Bandalian, I assume?” Asked Jonathan.

“You correctly assume librarian, are they available for a reading? We wish to read and scan them for the church, without removing them from the premises in anyway. As per the author’s wishes that they remain permanently in the library.” Replied the missionary.

“Of course, follow me please, I and my manager will take you to them.” Said Jonathan.

The group walked a short distance across the library, mindful that all eyes remained squarely on them. They reached a small door at one of the end corners of the library, the manager unlocked it with her master key, and they went inside. This was the room where all rare manuscripts and books are stored, usually they are donated first editions or original writings from different authors, seldom accessed except by academics who use them for research purposes. There was another door that led to a smaller room, again this was unlocked by the master key, which contained the most valuable and one-of-a-kind books that the library possessed. The manager picked up nine thick and heavy books, and placed them on the small circular desk in the center of the second storage room, which had a few chairs around it.

“As per library policy, either Jonathan or I need to remain with you at all times. I apologize if this will inconvenience your reading.” Said the manager.

“Not at all, in that case we will scan them and read them later as we head back to the church.” Said one of the missionaries, and the group of them immediately got to work on setting up the scanner, and they then wasted no time on starting to scan the entire collection of nine books, page by page.

“Why is the church interested in the works of Hutuki Bandalian if I may ask?” Asked Jonathan.

“He had a very interesting analysis of our Father; I believe he made it his life’s work on educating the residents of this town on the importance of knowledge and understanding. It is his theories on the concept of generational inheritance, where your time is but a flicker of a moment compared to the whole, and that you must behave in such a way that you not only live your life to the fullest, but also help the next generation, that we are most interested in. Secondly, these books are one of a kind, and I believe this is the first time that anyone has bothered to scan them since they were written by hand over a hundred years ago.” Replied one of the missionaries.

“The fact that he wrote all of this by hand is incredible, it took years for each book, he said that it helped to ensure that each word mattered more than if he simply wrote it down using some sort of computer.” Said the manager.

“Indeed, our scholars will be spending weeks transcribing these handwritten words into text. Luckily, the stewards of this library have ensured that the books remained in pristine condition for generations, thank you for following his teachings.” Said one of the missionaries with a smile.

“You are welcome.” Said Jonathan.

“You seem like someone who is well read, is this so?” Asked one of the missionaries, looking directly at Jonathan.

“Indeed, what gives it away?” Replied Jonathan.

“The look, as if you’ve already seen this before and it is boring now for you. Everyone in the library stopped what they were doing and looked at us with amazement, you on the other hand simply looked at us as if we are everyone else.” Said the missionary.

“Well, you are like everyone else, unless the missionaries are part of a higher rank of Takalian.” Said Jonathan.

“I like this librarian.” Finished the missionary, which caused the rest of the missionaries to smile. 

The room went silent for around ten minutes, as both the manager librarian and Jonathan stood at the corner of the room, intently observing the missionaries as they scanned the books. They finished three of them, and had six left. The manger decided to break the silence with a continuation of conversation.

“I have a question for you missionaries, what is your favorite strategy to convert others to the Church of the Father?” Asked the manager.

“Well, there are many strategies, each one good or bad depending on the situation at hand, why do you ask?” Replied one of the missionaries.

“Well, I have a librarian here who thinks that the Father is nothing more than a hyper advanced computer.” Said the manager with a sigh. 

“That is because he is a hyper advanced computer.” Said Jonathan, annoyed that he is going to have to engage in general banter. 

“If he is a hyper advanced computer, then why do you call him he, is he not just a computer to you?” Asked one of the missionaries.

“The same reason why anyone else calls something with a pronoun, because it is better on the tongue than saying it.” Replied Jonathan. 

“I see, and in that case...” The missionary was interrupted by Jonathan.

“I believe we are heading away from the question that was presented, my manager wants to know about your favorite method of conversion, no doubt in order to add it to her own arsenal when the Father inevitably comes up in conversation.” Said Jonathan. 

“As I mentioned previously to your colleague, there is no ‘favorite’ way with regards to conversion. There are some methods that are easier, but in the end the success of a strategy is entirely dependent on the situation at hand, and the person in question.” Said the missionary.

“I have an idea that would be especially effective on my good librarian. Why don’t I give him the rest of the day off, on the condition that he attends a church service?” Asked the manager.

“The immediate problem with that is me getting to the church, all believers either are picked up or have their own automobile, which is given to them by the church. I neither have an automobile nor the desire to walk the several hours needed in order to reach the church.” Replied Jonathan.

“Does each missionary have his own vehicle, or do you pool together in one?” Asked the manager.

“We all have our own vehicles.” Replied a missionary.

“And I doubt that one of you wouldn’t mind taking Jonathan to church for a while, then driving him back to his apartment when finished?” Asked the manager.

“Of course, we would not mind at all.” Replied the missionary.

“There is just one small problem with all of this.” Said Jonathan.

“What is it?” Asked the manager.

“It is midday, there is no service until the evening.” Said Jonathan. 

“Don’t worry about that, the church is always open whether it be night or day, I’ll personally give you a thorough introduction, I assume you have never set foot in church?” Asked one of the missionaries.

“You assume correctly missionary.” Replied Jonathan. 

“Well, I’ll be glad to take you this instant, my fellow missionaries can finish the scans without me, and your manager has cleared you for the rest of the day.” Said the missionary.

“I get the full day’s pay if I do this?” Asked Jonathan, looking at the manager.

“Of course.” Replied the manager.

“I accept then, new experiences are always better than the same old monotone ones.” Said Jonathan.

The missionary immediately left the storage rooms, and Jonathan followed. They entered the main library hall, where once again distant whispers could be heard, and everyone stared intently at Jonathan and the missionary which accompanied him. 

“You lot seem famous.” Joked Jonathan, looking at the people staring at the both of them with a smile.

“Indeed, most towns we get the same reaction, it is why you are different than most, you view us as equals, not rare creatures that need to be remembered since this is the first and last time that you will be able to see us.” Said the missionary.

“I agree, besides you lot want to make yourselves known and seen as much as possible, until that AI is known as master over all Takali.” Said Jonathan.

“He already is master over all Takali, we are simply reminding everyone of the fact.” Said the missionary.

“Of course.” Said Jonathan.

The pair walked out of the library, and Jonathan followed the missionary as he walked towards his automobile. It was not the best possible version, after all it was just a standard run of the mill model, but it certainly was a superior form of transportation compared to two legs. Jonathan got into the front seat, the missionary into the driver seat, and they went off towards the church, wasting no time. 

“So, tell me what I can expect.” Asked Jonathan.

“Well firstly it is not something that is overly complicated, you see Father is an all-knowing God, he sees everything that we do, you don’t have to go to church in order to explain yourself to him, he already knows who you are.” Replied the missionary.

“Can the AI read my thoughts?” Asked Jonathan.

“Of course.” Replied the missionary.

“How does that work exactly?” Asked Jonathan.

“You’ll have to ask Father that question.” Replied the missionary.

“You get to talk to the AI at church? I’m starting to like my decision to go to church today.” Said Jonathan.

“No, Father talks to only a select few, it is a very rare occurrence, and it is one of the highest of honors that any Takalian can hope to have.” Rebutted the missionary. 

“Too bad, who knows I may get that lucky honor today.” Said Jonathan.

“Perhaps.” Said the missionary.

With the conversation starting to die down, the pair remained silent for the remainder of the trip. Jonathan stared at the landscape, he rarely left his town, and each time that he was fortunate enough to do so, he made sure not to waste the opportunity of seeing that which he has never seen before. He was impressed with the landscape and the nature around him, in only a few hundred years, Father the AI managed to turn a planet that was completely inhospitable to human life, into an oasis, filled with life of all forms.

Both Jonathan and other thinkers like him have spent many a moment thinking about the other life, the plants and the animals that serve as the companions of humanity on Takali. The gametes for them are also stored on the ships that were used to first settle life on this planet, but their origin is unknown. In fact, the origin of humanity itself, whether mankind was a creation by Father, or whether he existed on another world long before he existed on this one, that remains something that is unknown and cannot be answered. 

OEBPS/d2d_images/chapter_title_above.png
)





OEBPS/d2d_images/chapter_title_corner_decoration_left.png





OEBPS/d2d_images/cover.jpg
| Y
o=t
_— |
[ —\- -
1—\Y =3
-V

PAOL HAEDO

THE

DESIGNER






OEBPS/d2d_images/chapter_title_corner_decoration_right.png





OEBPS/d2d_images/chapter_title_below.png
/<





