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Introduction

This novel is an expansion of “Red Dots.” “Red Dots” was written to show some of the lesser qualities of human nature. After it was published, I had numerous requests from readers for a larger version.

“Red Dots” was written as a segment within a larger story, so it was an easy task to fill in the back story of the characters and lay a more colorful backdrop for the ending. I think that you’ll enjoy the conclusion and find it a little different.

I hope that you enjoy this novel.
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Chapter 1

Almost the entire population of the Earth was tuned in to the speech they were about to hear. Rumors had circulated about the electronic connections that everyone shared for weeks. Most people knew what the president of the Earth would say, but out of morbid curiosity, they needed and wanted to hear the words.

President Hoares was a tall, distinguished-looking man. He wore a close-fitting suit perfectly tailored to his form, and his hair was expertly crafted in the newest hairstyle. Over his shoulders was the ornamental robe of his office. As he walked, it flowed with the air and added an angelic look to his movement. The rainbow of colors that were woven into the fabric reflected light as he walked across the stage.

His hair had slate gray showing at the temples. He walked with an athletic stride, his head back and shoulders straight. He had an air of pride and hidden confidence.

President Tild Hoares walked towards the center of the presentation area. There was a single podium for him to stand behind. The podium rose and slowly began to rotate so that all the attendees and Internet cameras could see his face during the speech. He took a deep breath and focused his gaze on the 1,000 attendees, and slowly swept the crowd to bring them into the discussion. He then looked directly into the world’s cameras, focused on him. He wanted to make sure that everyone who was watching him knew the significance of the speech he was about to give. Then he began.

“People of Earth. We have reached a point in human history where we must seek another path. We are all struggling to live our lives so that we can pass the future on to our children. Unfortunately, we are losing that struggle.

“We have all fought the battles and seen how our home has deteriorated in our lifetimes. The air has turned against us, we must hide from our Sun, and the water is full of our waste. We can no longer feel the warm embrace of our home; we only feel the realities of its declining environment.

“Each nation has fought to sustain its people. Each has lost many battles, and our population is declining at an alarming rate. We have been fighting and losing. We have a choice, and we must decide.

”Many generations ago, our forefathers made decisions that began our long journey down this path. They ignored the signs and presumed they knew more than Mother Nature. Since then, we have taken one step after another down that path, and we can see the end in sight. Unfortunately, it is an end that none of us wants.

“We have failed our planet, and now it is failing us. We are faced with severe weather that makes food production a fraction of what it was only a short time ago.

“Our coastal cities have all been inundated with rising tides and are no longer habitable. 

“We have endured numerous conflicts around the globe, where one nation or group of people felt the need to invade their neighbors to survive.

“We have lost 90% of our island nations, and entire nations have been displaced.

“The migration of the survivors has reached critical proportions, and we’re faced with deadly pandemics from old threats and new ones that have emerged from the thawing tundra and ice shelves.

“The radiation, winds, pollutants, and heavy rains have forced us to migrate underground and underwater — those who remain on the surface face daily threats from the environment.

“Today, as Earth’s President, I’m choosing to follow another path. I have met with the industrial leaders, the military leaders, and the political leaders of our troubled planet. We have run out of options, and we must take desperate steps to ensure the survival of the human race. We have reached a decision that will impact each of you, which is why I’m speaking to you today.

“We have decided on a plan that will ensure the future of humanity. All of the leaders of the planet Earth have committed to taking the next step, the step that will bring us to another world. The first step in our plan is to build an interplanetary vehicle, which will be called Deep Space One. This vehicle, with a six-person crew, will embark on the greatest journey we’ve ever attempted. Deep Space One will leave our solar system, heading towards a planet that we are confident will be our new home. Scientists have narrowed our selection to a group of worlds, all of which are in one small sector of space. Unfortunately, we don’t have the luxury of waiting for the final selection; we must send DSO now so that we’ll have time to follow. While the DSO is on its journey, we expect to have a decision on which of the candidate planets will be our new home. At that time, we’ll send the headings to them. When they reach the destination, they’ll send us a message confirming our choice, and our migration will begin. I’m confident that the message will tell us how marvelous our New Home is.

“While the DSO is en route, we will be building the largest fleet of ships ever imagined. To manage that complex operation, we have created the Salvation Corporation, which will coordinate the combined resources of our planet to build that fleet in orbit around Earth. The Corporation will be coordinating the efforts of thousands of companies in all nations of the world, and this effort will be run in the Salvation Corporation’s Headquarters under the Pacific Ocean off the coast of Hawaii.

“In addition to the DSO and spaceships, the Salvation Corporation will construct an army of robotic miners that will mine and process the necessary materials needed for fuel from the surface of the moon and Mars.

“The primary fuel for our ships is H-3. Fuel is abundant on the surface of the moon. Because of the radiation hazard of large quantities of H-3, the Salvation Corporation will process that fuel on the moon. After we receive the go-ahead from DSO, we’ll transport the fuel from the moon to each of the ships, and the greatest migration in human history will begin.

“All of us understand the significance of this enormous decision. Each man, woman, and child will be part of the effort. Many of you will sacrifice, and our standard of living will be affected. All of us will be part of the team and share in those sacrifices so that the Salvation Corporation can save us.

“I have briefed teams from each country and region, and they will immediately begin to organize our efforts. To support those efforts, we are assuming that every company will contribute items from a list of essentials for human survival, while all people will be part of this massive effort.

“There is no work that is as important as our survival. As of today, Earth has made its decision, and I trust each of you will support the effort. Thank you.”

Tild Hoares lowered his head as a show of the solemnity of what he had just said. The crowd cheered, accepting the enormous challenge he laid upon them.

He didn’t wave to the audience. Because of the weight of what he said, Earth’s President lowered his head and walked from the stage while the world expressed their support for the momentous commitment.

>>>>>>>>>>>>>>>>>>>>

Johanna or Jo, as her friends called her, was at her wits' end. Nothing was working right, and the next shipment was 24 hours behind schedule. What the fuck are they going to do to me, send me to Mars? Every time she had that thought, she had a brief smile.

“I don’t give a damn what’s wrong with that separation unit; I want it fixed in one hour. If you don’t find a way to get it working, I’ll throw you out the airlock. Do you understand me?” she said to her foreman. She didn’t need to scream; he understood clearly what she meant, and he knew that throwing him out the airlock would be the least of the things that she would do to him.

“Yes, ma'am. I’ll find a way.”

“Good,” she said just before she smiled and patted her foreman on the shoulder. “I know you will,” she said.

Keeping the mining on schedule and shipping the material back to Earth was more than a full-time job. Jo never got away from her work. Her time off only meant that someone else was supposed to be running the operation, but the problems were never far from her. The issues always seemed to grow beyond their ability to solve, and she had to get involved. Many times, her twelve-hour shift turned to sixteen, eighteen, or even twenty-four. No one noticed or cared because she got the job done.

It was easy for her to focus on the task. She was alone; her husband and son lost their battle with a pandemic a couple of years ago. The disease that caused their deaths was lost in her thoughts. They lost their battle to one of the infections that were sweeping around Earth in waves. Global warming woke up many ancient ailments. The weather and declining medical support allowed man’s enemies to spread and mutate. At a point, it didn’t matter what name the disease was.

The production rates were cranked up a long time before President Tild’s speech. There was very little in the address that surprised Jo. No one on Mars took the time to listen. Production rates had been increased for the last year, and the speech only verified the ‘scuttlebutt’ that everyone within the Salvation Corporation already knew.

The Mars mining operation was only a small part of the overall level of support that Mars provided to the Salvation Corporation. Every person on Mars was either supporting the mining of rare earths or building components for the massive number of spaceships that would transport the last of Earth’s survivors to their new world. Everyone was more than willing to make the sacrifice, and their leadership assured them that there would be room on the first of the massive ships for them to travel to the humans’ new home.

The Mars population was over 3,000 people, and all of them looked forward to the journey to man’s new home. After all, Mars was dependent on Earth, and if Earth were evacuated, then Mars wouldn’t last long without its support.

After the isolation on Mars, the possibility of living on a planet with sun, wind, and fresh air was in all their dreams.

The Mars colony was only 34 years old and had grown, but it still depended on Earth’s expertise and materials. The specialty items that the Mars colony needed were made only on Earth. Mars was dedicated to specialty tasks that were well-suited for the environment. Mars was a production facility, not a vacation spot.

Jo was pressing hard. She had a lot of work to do, and she forced herself to focus on that day’s tasks. What would happen in the future, she would worry about then.

Mars mining operations had only a couple of hundred people, and mining units did most of the work on the surface. After the units collected the material, automated manufacturing processes within the pressurized domes completed the refinement.

All of the Mars personnel knew they were critical to building the space ships, and everyone assumed that their leaders would take care of them. Today, the issue was to get back on schedule.

>>>>>>>>>>>>>>>>>>>>

The President’s speech exhilarated Manny Bolder. Manny knew the man. Manny reported to him, and Manny was a man who took his job seriously. In his opinion, any person who was part of the Salvation Corporation had a responsibility to the company. After all, it was the company that was trying to save the world.

In his mind, it was a tremendous challenge, and he was proud of the small part that he played in the future of humanity. Anything that the company asked him to do was for humanity. His leadership knew more than he did, and his job was to do what he was told, not to question his direction but to accomplish it.

Manny had a unique job and one that filled him with pride. He was responsible for reporting the amount of H-3 mined on the moon. The operation had just started, and as the automated miners became operational, the production would increase. Others were responsible for the activities on the moon, but the moon operations were required to report their production only through Manny. Others ran the machines, but Manny collected the numbers.

Manny knew how important that was. He knew that it was the fuel that would power all the spaceships that would save humanity. He knew that the H-3 would save him and his wife.

His job was simple, but he convinced himself that it was critical to Earth’s survival. Each week, he received a message from each of the H-3 mining sites on the moon. They were simple messages. All they reported was the amount of H-3 they had mined and processed. His job was to adjust those numbers based on a changing code, then add them up and pass the result to the President of Earth.

Manny was proud that he produced information that the President of Earth wanted to see. He knew that he was doing something important.

His role forbade Manny from passing those numbers to anyone else. After all, it was for the president, and Manny took his job personally.

Manny never questioned the numbers that flowed across his desk. After all, that wasn’t his job. He never tried to understand them or form an opinion of what they meant. He didn’t pay attention to any trends. The experts who worked for the president were the ones who knew what the numbers meant; that was their job, and passing them on was his.

>>>>>>>>>>>>>>>>>>>>

Ion Berg sat at his desk, wondering. He had little reaction after the President’s speech. As an executive with the President’s company, he wasn’t inspired or surprised. The infrastructure that he managed had been in the works for years. Its final objectives were rumored a long time before the president’s speech.

Ion’s thought quickly wandered to what it would be like in his new home. Sunlight, he thought, would be the best thing about living above ground. Lying on some grass and just lying in the sun would make everything worth it, he thought. There was little difference between being trapped on the surface and being trapped underwater.

Ion was in charge of Orbital Traffic for the Salvation Corporation. His job was simple: keep the thousands of spaceships in orbit over Earth from running into each other. To many people, it sounded like a simple job, but it was a nightmare, and he took pride in ‘running the show.’

At any time, there were between fifteen and twenty thousand vehicles in space. Many were stationary, but a large percentage were moving between the assembly platforms. There was also a large number going to or coming from the Earth.

Each of the orbiting Assembly Platforms was a small city with approximately 4,000 people onboard. They were building ships that would save humanity.

Those large platforms and the ships attached to them were a small part of Ion’s responsibilities. The Assembly Platforms were in different orbits. The platforms in the lower orbits produced the basic ship structure, and then successive layers added the various systems until the outer orbits, where they were finished, and then parked. They didn’t move much and remained in a fixed position relative to each other around the Earth.

The nightmare was the thousands of support ships that were ferrying people, supplies, or parts. They were everywhere. The ships that had all their electronics operating and allowed the computers to track them and control them were a lesser problem. But, invariably, there were always hundreds that had technical issues or ones that always seemed to have special needs, that demanded the majority of his attention.

Ion had a couple of priorities. Of course, the main one was to keep them from running into each other, but there was another one covered only briefly in his command manual. Out of the thousands of ships that he was controlling, there were hundreds with ‘special needs.’ Those ships were the bigwigs that he had to keep happy. They were the hierarchy of the Salvation Corporation, and the term hierarchy was a nebulous term within the company. Of course, it included the upper management, but it also included a long list of politicians and principal benefactors. The last category was the most nebulous. They were ultra-rich, the interconnected, the ultra-powerful. If they were part of the corporation, Ion would at least know who they were. But ‘the others’ would demand preferential treatment, and he had to find a way to satisfy them, or else his real management would come down on him, hard.

So far, this shift had gone pretty well. There hadn’t been any crisis, and it seemed that everyone was happy. His team of workers monitored their displays and passed the necessary clearances to the proper ships. Everything seemed to be going smoothly, so Ion could sit back and relax a little.

He watched his display of the traffic around the planet, and he fixated on one small dot of light. It was flashing as an indication that it was moving from the first orbit of assembly platforms to the next layer. Ion knew that one small dot was the DSO. Watching it among all of the other dots was surreal in a way. The dot was not different than those around it. It was the DSO, and it was the future of humanity. When completed, it would leave on a one-way mission.

As Ion stared at the dot, he wondered what his future was going to contain. He was part of the critical management team of the Salvation Corporation, and he had to trust that he and his family would be on the early flights to humanity’s new home.

He leaned back in his chair and looked through the small viewport that his office had. There was something about being underwater that bothered Ion. But that is where his job was, and he had to deal with it.

He noticed another water drop fall from the top of his little opening to the plant that he had placed below it. At first, he was worried about working underwater and having a leak. But when he asked about repairing it, he was told that the only effective way was to weld a protective plate on the exterior, and he would lose his window. It hadn’t increased since he first noticed it. So, it couldn’t be that bad. He got tired of cleaning up the mess, so he just put a plant underneath the drip. He felt good that he had solved the problem.

The Salvation Corporation headquarters were under the Pacific Ocean about 200 miles west of Hawaii. The location was ideal for only one reason, that meant that the site didn’t fall under the jurisdiction of any country, which meant that the Salvation Corporation was under the control of no one and could do what was necessary to accomplish their mission.

Being underwater did have its set of challenges, but the corporation was able to deal with it. After all, putting such a prestigious organization on the surface of Earth and at the mercy of the weather and pollution would add too many impossible obstacles.

The surface of Earth had deteriorated to the point that survival on the surface was ‘iffy’ at best. Many of the critical functions of the planet had gone underground or under water, as the Salvation Corporation had done.

Generally, the underwater facilities were in the shallower parts of the ocean and on the various continental shelves. That allowed the entrances to be above water, and the main structures could be along the shallow bottom or embedded in the rock of the shelf.

The headquarters for the Salvation Corporation was different. It needed independence and the only place that provided that was in the Pacific Ocean. Its proximity to Hawaii was only a matter of convenience. It was the only truly independent and self-contained underwater facility on the planet.

The facility was twenty levels and floated thousands of feet above the seafloor. It stayed in place with a multitude of thrusters. Because of its mass, there was minimal vertical movement. It floated with the tide and pretty much stayed where intended.

Ion’s section was on the thirteenth level. Being at that level, he had a little light coming in through his small portal, but it wasn’t like daylight. On rare occasions, external lights would expose some of the sea life at that level. But those lights were on, only when maintenance was being done, which wasn’t often. The rest of the time, the lights were off, and during the day, Ion could enjoy a little sunlight through the water, but at night it was pitch black.

As Ion leaned back, a small fish hovered in front of his portal. It seemed to look at him, and Ion smiled. Stupid fish, in a while, my wife and I will be evacuated off this miserable planet, and you’ll be stuck here.

>>>>>>>>>>>>>>>>>>>>

Lewiston Derge and his wife Marion hadn’t bothered to watch the president’s speech. They had higher priorities in their lives. There was a battle going on, one which was vital to them.

Captain Derge was on the verge of a huge promotion, one that would put him in charge of the fleet of ships that ferried supplies and people between Earth and its colonies on the moon and Mars.

The party they were attending was with the people that would decide Derge’s future. In many ways, it was one of the selection process’ steps. After all, if Derge was going to be among them, they needed to know that he and Marion could be one of them.

Independently, both Lewiston and Marion had agendas. He was to get the promotion at any cost. Hers was to make sure that the proper information or suggestions were made known to the key people. After all, they needed to know the truth about the other captain under consideration. Marion knew that what she would tell them may not be the truth, but it was information that they couldn’t verify before the selection. The information she was passing on might be correct, and maybe it wasn’t.

They were both confident and adept at these kinds of meetings. The social interactions were as important as his technical qualifications. To be selected for such a prestigious level meant that they would be part of a select group and expected to act as such.

Lewiston Derge was aware of the DSO project. Even though the president just announced the plan, Derge focused on the next step in his career. Steps beyond his immediate goals were to be worried about later.

>>>>>>>>>>>>>>>>>>>>

Jillian and Huey Dobson listened to President Hoare’s speech. None of it surprised them. They were sitting in their living room, each at a desk with multiple displays in front of them. They were computer people. Their jobs and personal lives were about computers. After they came home, they spent more time working on their projects. Their projects were complex and not easy to walk away from and put down.

Huey was working on complex calculations within his system to calculate the position of a moving object using pulsars. He was working on preliminary steps for communication beacons that would be sent deep into space for the DSO’s long journey.

Being able to compute accurate positions along the route was necessary to position the buoys. The buoy locations were critical to the success of the DSO mission.

Jillian was busy working on new algorithms to compress data. No matter how many messages had been packed and sent, there always seemed to be a better way to make them smaller and unpack them faster upon receipt.

She was also part of the development team that was preparing for the DSO mission. Vast amounts of data would be sent and limited by the buoys and the limitations of transmitting data at the speed of light.

It was fortuitous that Jillian and Huey were working on related parts of a larger problem. They weren’t worried about their careers as much as they were concerned about solving the next step in their equations.

>>>>>>>>>>>>>>>>>>>>

Doctor Hampus Holmberg was standing beside the reclining form in the chamber in front of him. He was a little worried; the next few minutes would be critical for his career and the life of the volunteer that lay in front of him.

The male volunteer had been put into deep sleep 30 days ago, and now was the critical test of whether there were any lasting effects from a deep sleep of that duration.

Doc Holmberg’s lab was strictly controlled and isolated on Research Station 12, locked in a synchronous orbit above the equator of Earth. There, he and his team could perfect the process of human deep sleep.

The process was simple yet sophisticated. He had discovered a list of chemicals that could put a human in a deep sleep. Each person needed slightly different amounts of the chemicals, and each required them to be administered at specific times. That part of the process he had solved. Today, he was bringing his volunteer out of deep sleep after an extended period. Today was a slow process to prove his underlying theory that each person would require specific amounts of the proper chemicals at the appropriate time to bring them back to consciousness.

The list of chemicals to put them under and to bring them out was long and tailored to each person. It had to be computerized and taken out of the hands of another human.

Today, he was testing the sequence after 30 days of sleep. He was worried. Other tests had shown a deterioration in the volunteer's profile, and the question was whether the decline was too much. Today, the process would be slow and tedious.

He was about 9 minutes into the process when his wife Nadine walked into the lab.

“Hey, how are things going?” she asked.

Nadie, as everyone called her, was 15 years younger than the Doc. He enjoyed the difference because she injected a new level of energy that he enjoyed.

She was the commander of the research station. She ran the ship, and the research scientists did their jobs.

“We’ll see in about 22 minutes,” the Doc replied.

“Seems like a long time to wake up,” Nadie implied.

“Once we work out the process, we’ll be able to speed it up. But today, I’m taking it slow.

“Good luck, it will be a cold day in hell before you get me to do that,” Nadie said with a mocking voice as she poked her husband in the ribs.

>>>>>>>>>>>>>>>>>>>>

Robert Laurent was exhausted. He had spent the entire day repairing the lighting systems in one of the vast underground gardens. Working down there was miserable; they kept the light intensity up along with the humidity. The plants loved it, but the engineers hated it.

Bob was looking forward to checking out the new immersive wargame that Salvation had made available. Bob had already created his avatar, and each time he logged in, the game matched him with an entire team on both sides of the conflict. Playing the game in his living room with views on all four walls made the realism unbelievable.

Often, his sister Jillian, who was the computer geek in the family, would sneak him the secret codes that would give him speed or strength many levels before he earned them. He wondered for a second when he would hear from her; she always seemed to have her head buried in her computer. But today was a new day, a new game, and maybe it was time to give her a call.

He missed the President’s speech, which wasn’t a big deal. He would catch the talking heads online when he felt like it. Any promises that we made were a long time off in the future. Bob had done his work on the moon, and now it was his time to play.

>>>>>>>>>>>>>>>>>>>>

Tild Hoares stood alone in his office, looking through his large window at the murky air outside. The large room was quiet, and the lights were low. The trappings of his office were in his closet.

He had an expressionless look on his face; he just stared through the window. He was satisfied; the plans that he and his inner circle had crafted so many years ago were coming together. The crisis arrived, as the experts predicted. The list of solutions was limited, as he knew they would be. The timetable was short, as he expected. The resources were committed, as he knew they would. Hoares felt justified and satisfied, and that was why he slowly smiled.

The years that he spent building the corporate empire that became the Salvation Corporation were fruitful. Its growth followed his plans to be at this point in history at the proper time. His ascent to World President was manipulated by the powerful, and it was only a natural decision because the Salvation Corporation was the best company positioned to be Earth’s salvation.

The Earth had, indeed, deteriorated to the point that life was no longer sustainable. Because of the deteriorating conditions, the quality of life was on a downward spiral. In the future, humanity would be living at a primal level that wouldn’t be recognized by the current residents. The time had come for the next step, the step that would guarantee man’s survival into the future.

The DSO mission was the one element that Hoares had no control over; it was the link in the chain that connected everything. If that mission failed, he and all his plans failed. The Salvation Corporation was already building the DSO. The need for it and the authorization were never in doubt. The hardware and mission plan were controllable, but the critical element of the mission was to select the proper Captain for the DSO mission. A big part of Tild’s plan depended on that captain’s participation. He knew that the process of choosing a Captain must begin.

Everything depended on the New Home planet meeting their expectations. The path to their current position had started many years ago. Before they found the ideal world, before they made the fateful decision to leave Earth, before they bet everything on DSO, he made the personal commitment.

When Hoares set the gears turning, he didn’t know how to find the solution, but he bet that he would find one.

>>>>>>>>>>>>>>>>>>>>

Tild’s day was long, but inevitably it ended. For security and safety reasons, the President of Earth didn’t have to go far to reach his home. The building where he had his office had five floors above ground and ten below. His house was on the first level, beneath ground level.

He took his private elevator to his residence, and it automatically announced his movement to his kitchen and household staff so that his evening meal would be prepared and available. He never ate with his wife; both were too busy to coordinate their schedules for something as mundane as a meal.

The moment that the elevator door opened, his computerized house servant asked, “Mr. President, would you like your evening meal?”

He didn’t respond but just dismissively waved his hand, and the computer was able to read his intention.

“Sir, if you prefer, your quarters are ready, and your bath has been drawn.”

Again, the President of Earth didn’t respond; he just walked down the hallway from his foyer. The hall passed by his sitting room, office, dining room, and entertainment chamber before he got to his private space. His wife Sonya had an adjacent area.

His space had a sitting area, fireplace, dressing area with a walk-in closet, and his private bath.

He didn’t want any of those luxuries. He just wanted to sit, relax, and think. He walked to the fireplace and sat. His drink rose out of the table next to his chair, and he picked it up and took a sip from the 100-year-old whiskey. It had been a productive day.

“Where is Pat?” he asked the house computer.

“Your wife is attending a meeting of her charity. She will return home in approximately one hour,” the computer answered.

That charity, Tild thought. She spends more time trying to help people than she spends with me. I guess it keeps her busy.

>>>>>>>>>>>>>>>>>>>>

Earth’s decline wasn’t fast, but it was relentless. The effects of climate change were irregular, but the trend was always in the wrong direction. There were good periods that convinced the world’s leaders that it wasn’t too bad, and the draconian changes necessary could be delayed a few more years. Those times were often followed by an abrupt change that overwhelmed the governments.

The pressures on the agriculture and distribution systems increased. Over time, their efficiency declined. The downward trend was in steps. The systems of the world would hold their own for a few years, then a drought or series of storms would cause regions to decline to the next level.

A couple of years of droughts in the major growing areas, followed by devastating flooding in others, drove the world to the last step.

The last break occurred when it was no longer economically viable for the worldwide distribution to continue. The oil shipping stopped, the grain distribution stopped, and the world reverted to regional or local economies, economies based on diminishing supplies of food and energy.

It was at that point that economies with food and energy were able to move underground or underwater. The populations in the less developed areas were on a steep decline, and the people eked out a living on the surface or in any way they could. Regional wars either started, as each group of people felt the need to defend what they had or to take what they needed from their neighbors.

>>>>>>>>>>>>>>>>>>>>

Tild was one of the early visionaries who saw that decline was inevitable. He followed a basic concept of business. Money could be made where there was chaos. Bring order to the confusion, and the profits will follow. As the chaos increases along with the profits, his power would grow. Solving the chaos was never part of the plan. The plan was to follow the chaos, focus on it, and benefit from it.

Tild used that power to capture control of critical resources, technologies, and governments. He saw that Earth’s decline was unavoidable, and he had one chance for survival.

It was clear from the start that he couldn’t save all of humanity. At the rate that people were dying, it was a race to protect those that remained.

The Salvation Corporation was created many years before Earth realized that its future was doomed. No one country had the resources to pull off such a massive effort, so a group of the most powerful corporations under Tild’s leadership provided the backbone for the Salvation Corporation and helped create its charter to save Earth. Each of them committed funds that exceeded the net worth of many mid and small countries.

Many of the key leaders of those industries were close friends of Tild Hoares. They had built a close alliance together over the years, working together to create substantial multinational corporations. Each of those large corporations knew their position concerning the world government and the role that President Hoares filled.

The core of the president's team came together. He had to take the next step and arrange to remain Earth’s President throughout the migration. The last variable that he wanted to deal with was a change of power to a new world leadership.

The decaying planet was well suited for a unified government. The fragmentation was occurring, and everyone was looking for a solution.  Tild Hoares had cornered a large percentage of the energy distribution and food production. He was already the key man that all leaders sought out, both for advice and political support. That was the time for Hoares to make his move.

Each of the major world leaders knew what they controlled and what they didn’t. They knew that most of what they didn’t control, Tild Hoares did. When he called a meeting of all the leaders and said that attendance was mandatory, it was just that; mandatory.

He called the meeting under the guise of coordinating the diminishing world’s resources. Because of the dire need for decisions, Tild made it evident that only world leaders should attend. He wanted people who made decisions, not the underlings who passed on information. Behind the scenes, Hoares’ people passed the message only to the chiefs of state, and preferably those who needed something from the Salvation Corporation. Per Tild’s plan, that was all the large countries and the most influential of the mid-sized and small ones. Tild only cared about the powerful countries. If they responded the way that he wanted, then the remaining mid and small ones would fall in line with no problem.

Tild was going to run the meeting from his office. He wanted to give an informal impression, one that implied Tild was bringing them into his confidence, and they would be part of the small group of people that were saving Earth. Convincing them of their importance was the first step in his plan.

The meeting went well. The important people were there, and they were in two groups. Those who needed the Salvation Corporation to provide valuable resources so they would stay in office, and those who thought they could solve their problems on their own. In most cases, the first group was Tild’s friends, and Tild had proprietary information on those in the second group. They would eventually do what was right for Earth and the Salvation Corporation.

The proposal to the United Nations went as planned. Tild Hoares was elected Earth’s President so that the Salvation Corporation could do what was needed.

>>>>>>>>>>>>>>>>>>>>

The DSO was the most crucial part of Tild’s plan. The future of the planet depended upon the craft, making it to the New World and returning a message. The craft had to be the best that earth could build, and the crew had to be a crew Tild could trust. Out of that crew, the most important person was the captain. The captain had to be someone whom Tild could trust. 

Through the selection process, it was clear that many people had the qualifications, but only a few had Tild’s trust and the trust of his key advisors. That shortlist ultimately yielded one name.

“Mr. Hoares, Captain Derge, has arrived. Should I send him in?” Tild’s virtual assistant asked through Tild’s earpiece.

Hoares didn’t respond immediately. He needed a moment to reach the level of composure that he wanted to present to the man. Tild went through his mental list that would put him in the proper frame of mind and demonstrate the demeanor that he wanted.

This meeting was the first time they had met. Derge made it through a long list of mental and physical evaluations that members of Hoare’s staff put him through. Tild had remained separate from the selection process because he felt that by remaining aloof, it would establish the significance of the selection.

“Allow entry,” Hoares said to his computer assistant.

The large ornate doors swung open, and Captain Derge stood for a moment, looking into the large room. He didn’t glance around; he put his shoulders back and walked in.

“Mr. Derge, I’m glad that you were able to meet with me today,” Tild Hoares said, standing in front of his large window.

Lewiston Derge stood in front of Hoare’s desk. For a second, Derge’s body language caused Hoares to pause. Derge remained motionless, almost at attention. He is military, Hoares thought to himself. That was good, so his reaction to leadership would be predictable.

Lewiston Dirge wasn’t a large man, but he was a man who took care of himself.

“Lewiston, come here for a minute.”

Lewiston walked briskly to the window and stood beside Hoares, looking through the window.

“What do you see?” Hoares asked.

“Not much, sir,” Derge responded by cutting off each word.

“You're right, there isn’t much to be seen. Years ago, I could see about two miles in that direction,” Hoares pointed to the right. “There is a little park there, at least there used to be. I don’t think anyone goes there anymore. The weather is never nice enough.”

Hoares stood for a while, looking at the gloomy weather through his window. He turned to face Derge.

“Lewiston, that’s why we need the DSO mission.”

“Sir, I know how important the mission is. I’m honored that you’ve considered me.”

“Lewiston, we went through an extensive search for a person with the right leadership skills, the right attitude, the right career accomplishments, and I’m glad that my staff has recommended you for the position.

“That’s why I am here, sir, I’m looking forward to the opportunity to serve Earth and the Salvation Corporation,” responded Derge.

Again, Hoares looked at Derge; in fact, he stared into his eyes. He stared long enough that Derge was becoming uncomfortable, in a way that could have ended the meeting. Lewiston wasn’t the kind of man that backed from challenges, either physical or visual. Staring into his eyes for too long was an act of intimidation that rubbed Derge the wrong way.

“Before I accept you as the commander, there are a few things that you need to understand.”

Lewiston Derge nodded, understanding that this was the real interview. He knew the importance of the new few minutes.

>>>>>>>>>>>>>>>>>>>>

Derge knew the importance of the meeting he just had with President Hoares. The magnitude of the meeting was settling in as he took the underground transportation back to his office. His first instinct wasn’t to call his wife Marion and tell her. His instinct was to manage his career and ensure that his plans were falling into place. He smiled, knowing that they were.

He knew his wife well enough to know that her response wouldn’t be an emotional one. It would be a calculated response. Her goals in life seemed to align with his. He had little doubt that being assigned to the DSO would pose a problem for her. The rewards for both of them would more than satisfy her needs.

Of course, one of the crew members was a natural selection. His wife, Marion, would be part of the crew. Early in the discussions of the crew makeup, it was an easy decision to have couples. Trying a trip of this importance and length with individuals that weren’t married was never a practical consideration.

Marion Derge would be the oldest of the crew. Marion was an average looking woman for age, but the most striking feature of her appearance was her stone face look. One look at her, and it was clear that she took everything seriously.

Telling her about his selection wasn’t high on his priority list. Still, he wanted her to begin preparations, and there certainly would be news crews from the Salvation Corporation that would wish to get an interview.

“Marion,” Derge stated through his communications unit.

“Yes, what is it? I’m busy,” she responded.

“I was selected to be the Captain of the Deep Space One Mission.”

“The what?” Marion responded as if distracted by other concerns.

“Damn it; you know what I’m talking about, news crews from the Salvation Corp will want to talk to you. Remember everything we talked about when you respond.”

“I remember, is that all you need to tell me?”

“I’ll be home late tonight,” was his response just before he disconnected.

Marion wasn’t excited or emotional in any way. She expected him to be selected, and she knew that there would be something in it for him, and if it were good for him, then it would be good for her.

>>>>>>>>>>>>>>>>>>>>

In the next few weeks, Lewiston Derge spent all of his time reviewing personnel records and histories, trying to narrow the list down to four other individuals that he felt would be suitable for the extended DSO mission.

The selection of the crew that he felt was suitable to go on a hazardous multi-year mission in space was critical. Then, if all went well, the same people would be placed on an alien world to survive for more years until the first wave of humans would reach their new world.

Unfortunately, Lewiston Derge’s list of potential crewmembers was limited. He had a short time to make the selection, so he had to do the best that he could with his shortlist.

First on the list would be the selection of the medical doctor. Derge’s list of medical support personnel was concise. There was only one logical name on that list.

Doctor Hampus Holmberg would probably be the medical officer onboard the DSO. That would be a relatively easy decision because he was the eminent expert on deep sleep. The crew of the DSO would be spending months in a deep sleep, so it made logical sense to have the expert on board.

Captain Derge was concerned about one part of the doctor's personality, though. Every time he spoke with him, he got the sense that he wasn’t invested in the mission as much as the captain would’ve liked. Regardless, having the best medical support onboard DSO was necessary.

Derge was no fool, and he wouldn’t commit to having the Doctor on the crew without a personal evaluation. Because of the policy of having a man and woman team make up the crew, Derge had to consider the doctor’s wife, Nadine Holmberg.
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