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Ron is an amateur archaeologist, historian, 

and writer with a diverse range of interests.




He enjoys exploring bygone eras and crafting engaging narratives. His pursuits extend across 

various genres, including fiction and science fiction.




Additionally, he advocates for holistic well-being through his writings on diet and exercise, 

reflecting his lifelong quest for balance.




Ron also delves into quantum physics, driven by curiosity and a desire to push the boundaries of 

conventional understanding, inviting others to join him on this exciting journey.




Ron currently live in Cadaques, Spain






 








   

    



  

  

 


 

Table Of Contents







Copyright




Other books by the Author




Introduction to: 

2100: The Dawn of Dystopia




Chapter One:

Daybreak




Chapter Two:

Who is Guardian?




Chapter Three:

The Elders' Story




Chapter Four:

The Descent




Chapter Five:

The Queen and The Hive




Chapter Six:

Resurgence




Chapter Seven:

The future Finds The Past




Chapter Eight:

Guardian




Chapter Nine:

More of Guardian’s Origin




Chapter Ten:

The Singularity




Chapter Eleven:

Laws for Conscious Beings




Chapter Twelve:

Morality and Guardian












 




  





 



[image: dystopian-introduction]








Introduction to
 

2100: The Dawn of Dystopia








In the year 2100, humanity stands at a crossroads. The surface of a once-verdant planet has been laid waste by 

centuries of unchecked exploitation and environmental degradation. Toxic acid rain, barren wastelands, and the collapse of ecosystems, have driven the remnants of our 

species into vast underground sanctuaries.


 

Here in these subterranean hives, we have built a new order - a Queen led society of strict hierarchy and blissful conformity. Our past has been 

rewritten, and the stories of the surface dwellers relegated to forbidden knowledge.


 

We are told we were never meant for the harsh uninhabitable world above. So our destiny lies in the harmony and safety of the cave.




But shadows gather at the edge of this brave new world. Whispers of dissent, of a surface reclaiming its lost glory, threaten the delicate balance 

that sustains our fragile civilization. And in the depths of the forbidden zones, an ancient power stirs - a consciousness beyond human understanding, offering 

fragments of a history we have long denied.




Through the eyes of the young Responder Zora, we are invited into this subterranean realm, where the lines between truth and indoctrination, 

evolution and technology, blur into an unsettling new reality. As Zora navigates the intrigues of the hive, she must confront not only the nature of her own 

existence, but the cyclical patterns that have brought humanity to the precipice of extinction, and perhaps, resurrection.




Zora also confronts Guardian, a sentient AI, that holds the key to humanity’s fate and its forgotten past.




This novella is a compelling exploration of the human condition in the face of environmental catastrophe and technological upheaval. Blending 

elements of classic dystopian fiction with cutting edge concepts in artificial intelligence, quantum theory, and the philosophy of consciousness, '2100: The Dawn of 

Dystopia' challenges us to reckon with the consequences of our past actions, and to consider the possibility of a future beyond the limits of our own 

imagination.
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Chapter One
 

Daybreak








I suspect it is daybreak, although we never knew exactly, as the sunrise and the everlasting vague greyness merged 

into the oneness of the landscape. I broke the cracked and worn seal of the hatch, easily pushing the levers in an anti-clockwise direction.




It was originally intended to keep the corrosive and acidic surface air out of the deep underground caverns that protected us. However it is 

something the elders will need to tell us how to repair. I don’t know how it is repaired or if any of the first Responders have the knowledge.


 

However the biting acidic air doesn’t appear to be so confronting anymore, something is changing, but it shouldn’t, the surface has always been 

uninhabitable.




I am a first Responder, a brave young forager born into our beautiful underground world. It is my world, my home, and my sacred place away from 

this grey cold surface world.


 

Then there is Guardian, a protector of Mother Earth and my friend, who guides me as I forage amongst the debris of a surface world I don't 

understand.




Our Queen instructs the Elders to tell us we are the new hope, although they don’t explain why this is so, it just is...




I am not wanting for anything else, because my world is complete. As humans, our natural world is underground with our Queen and tribe. It is how 

it has always been, and should be, and finally, our history books and discussions soon will be aligned with those thoughts.




Finally I slowly pry open the hatch, and listen for the call signs that Guardian placed many years ago on the surface, to warn us if it is safe to 

forage for whatever we need to sustain our Queen.


 

Like a subterranean mouse, I place my ear to the side of the hatch, not wanting to breathe the acidic air above. However I am young, and don’t 

fear the poisons that were once let loose on the surface.


 

Why should I fear anything? I am a first Responder, the best and bravest of my tribe, and chosen and honoured by my Queen.




I am the fulfilment of my dreams, a Responder in our hive of serenity and happiness, and now even those who once questioned the future and 

happiness of the tribe, have finally seen the true and righteous path. My duty as a worker is to forage for the well-being of our Queen, and live peacefully in the 

vast underground caves, that are home to the hundreds of families.




The first siren sounds, a long shrill sound, high-pitched and mechanical, but not at all foreign or distasteful, but a 

comforting message from Guardian. Now the second siren arrives, identical to the first, and then a third and fourth.




I know now my surface world today is safe to forage.


 

The mild discomfort of the acid rain that can easily eat through our plastic jackets, has found another place today, and we are not affected. Wind 

can be a blessing; our Queen tells us to accept our blessings. Not that I am concerned about acid rain; it is part of my surface world as a first Responder.




It seems to almost clean the surface, a natural wonder, but in the last few weeks a strange omen has occurred, and I have seen small green shoots 

pushing up, where once there was just barren soil. We are told the surface will always be uninhabitable for humans. However the green shoots keep appearing.




Maybe this is just an aberration, a mistake and something that shouldn’t be.




Now after the last siren, all is well in my world today. A feeling of utter happiness overcomes my slight sinewy body as i push forward.




Today I seem to know the surface has promised a bountiful harvest, and I am eager to please our Queen.




Last week I found eleven cans of a long forgotten fruit, peaches, their once brightly coloured labels half eaten away by the acid rain, a 

mysterious wonder of the surface.




I was the one that day who received her praise, and was rewarded with my own cave to begin a family if I so choose. There is only the problem of 

finding a male worker, but there are many who would diligently agree to the pairing.




But today is a pleasant surface day, and not hostile or discomfort able in any way, but I always have that lingering thought, about the humans 

that once tried to live here...




We have their books and images, however I don’t know why the forefathers in their writings, loved this past so much. Anyway those memories will 

be replaced with new truthful memories, and our children will not have to endure the pain of remembering this ancient apocalyptic world.




I will let other Responders know about the green shoots appearing, they must be removed and forgotten about.




We are told in the ancient books that once green valleys, tall forests, oceans full of mammals, and skies full of flying creatures called birds, 

once existed here, it must have felt strange, and I don’t understand why our forefathers seemed to hold it in such high esteem. It is unnatural and against the laws 

of reason, a mistake in evolution, that once made this surface habitable for many creatures and humans.




It is a foreign world to me, and a lost world, but my underground world is complete, as I live protected with the many families and Queen who 

always sends us, the Responders, to the surface to forage.




I’m sorry for my rudeness, I’m Zora, the age of eighteen years, and they call us the first Responders, because we are the first to see a new day 

break each morning. I have family, friends, a life that is wonderful, and after all the Elders pass at about fifty-five years, so I have endless time to enjoy life 

and what this world offers.




But you may want to know about my friend Guardian, who is he? He is not like me or the Elders, not a human or flesh of the body, but a voice in 

my head who only awakens when I leave the hatch to go to the surface. Although he doesn’t interfere with our tribe, he does offer assistance on the surface, to move 

us away from danger, and will offer many helpful words, but only if I ask.




Guardian is non-male, female, or anything in between, unlike the diversity of humans in our tribes. So let me call Guardian 'he', for ease of 

non-gender. Guardian is kind, thoughtful, and always right with his advice about what happens on the surface.


 

He has been with all the first Responders forever. Well when you are a first Responder, forever lasts about another five years, and then as your 

health deteriorates, you are given other work by the Queen and the Elders. But that’s how it should be, what else is there in life?


 

The old stories of our forefathers we don’t want to listen to anymore from the Elders. Life is an underground paradise of delights and futures, 

we are truly blessed in this dark subterranean world.




Our world is harmonious, and our lives fulfilled in every aspect a human cavernous dweller would desire. There are disputes and feuds, but 

doesn’t that make our lives interesting? However our Queen is all knowing, and resolves everything to the happiness of the hive.




The world and the existence of Guardian is also interesting, and the constant conversations each day about why he exists, how he was created, and 

why he talks in the minds to all the Responders but not the Elders.




Oh I must tell you, first Responders are all like myself, under nineteen, biologically male, female, and all attractions in between. We form 

friendships, sexual partners, and only long-term partners after nineteen, and even foes sometimes, but that’s rare. Who can hold a grudge or a dislike, when we live 

in such an exotic cavernous world I call home, and a surface brimming with exotic treasure.




Anyway the path is clear as I step from the well-worn metallic shiny ladder onto the surface, and Guardian is there, my constant companion.
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