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By -  

Prabir Rai Chaudhuri



Preface

Science fiction has always been a bridge between the conceivable and the unimaginable. It dares to ask, "What if?" and ventures boldly into the realms of possibility and wonder. This book is my humble contribution to that tradition, a collection of stories born from the collision of dreams, speculation, and the ceaseless curiosity of human nature.

Within these pages, you will find tales of adventure and intrigue, of distant worlds and near futures. Some stories unravel the complex dance of humanity with technology, while others delve into the profound implications of our choices—both personal and societal. There are moments of hope and despair, of discovery and loss, all woven together to challenge your imagination and stir your soul.

The characters in these stories grapple with dilemmas that echo our deepest fears and highest aspirations. They are explorers of uncharted realms, survivors in dystopian landscapes, and dreamers who dare to defy the constraints of time and space. Through their journeys, I invite you to ponder the possibilities of tomorrow and reflect on the paths we are charting today.

While the stories may explore profound and sometimes unsettling themes, their essence lies in the exploration of the human spirit. In an ever-changing universe, it is this spirit that defines us, pushes us to grow, and keeps us yearning for answers to the unknown.

I hope this collection inspires you to think deeply, dream fearlessly, and embrace the wonder of the infinite possibilities that lie ahead.

Welcome to a journey through time, space, and the boundless frontiers of imagination.

Author



Introduction

Science fiction is not merely a genre—it is a lens through which we examine the unknown, a canvas upon which we paint the possibilities of the future. It offers us the freedom to explore beyond the confines of reality, to question the nature of existence, and to dream of worlds that stretch the limits of our imagination.

This book is a compilation of stories that seek to ignite that sense of wonder and curiosity. Each tale presents a unique narrative, delving into the mysteries of time, space, technology, and the human condition. From the discovery of alien artifacts to the exploration of dystopian futures, these stories are both a reflection of our present and a projection of what might be.

At its core, this collection examines the intricate relationship between humanity and its ever-changing environment. What happens when technology evolves beyond our control? How do we reconcile the ethical dilemmas that arise in the pursuit of progress? And what lies beyond the stars, waiting to be discovered—or feared?

While these stories are set in worlds that may seem distant or unfamiliar, their themes remain deeply rooted in universal truths. Love, loss, ambition, and survival—these are the threads that bind us to the characters and their journeys. As you traverse through these pages, you may find yourself questioning not only the future but also your own place within it.

This book is an invitation to embark on a journey. A journey through strange, wondrous, and sometimes haunting landscapes. A journey where the only limit is the breadth of your imagination.

Welcome to the extraordinary worlds of science fiction.

Author

Let me know if you'd like further refinement!



Disclaimer:

The stories in this book are works of fiction and are meant for entertainment purposes only. Any resemblance to actual persons, living or dead, or actual events is purely coincidental. The author does not claim to have any scientific or technical expertise, and the depictions of time travel, parallel universes, and futuristic technologies are imaginative and speculative. The views expressed in this book are those of the author and do not necessarily reflect the opinions or positions of any entity or organization.

Statutory Warning:

This book contains themes and content that may not be suitable for all readers. It includes fictional depictions of time travel, parallel universes, and dystopian futures, which are intended for mature audiences. Readers are advised to use discretion while reading. The author disclaims any liability for any emotional or psychological impact that may arise from the content of this book.
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​The aircraft​​
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A tale from a dream
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Today, unspecified date.

Logbook of the only passenger. Recording from mobile phone.

I have been traveling for days, though I cannot say for sure. It could even be years. Behind me, the edges of the solar system are hundreds of kilometers away, a black abyss that separates me forever from my world. I do not know my destination, nor can I interpret the language and symbols of the instruments on board. It is all so foreign, alien .

For a moment the taste of adventure and mystery overwhelmed my consciousness, even when I saw the faces of my friends grow more and more alarmed. When I could no longer go back, change the course of events, stop my journey.

I don't know if I'll ever see them again, or if I'll ever return to my planet, to my usual life. Now, at increasingly incalculable distances, I can only regret having come aboard.

In the aircraft coming from the sea.

A few days before, Roman coast

The morning summer sun heated the sand to a fiery dust, and the smell of rotting seaweed on the shoreline was carried on a light wind along with the song of hungry seagulls.

They sat on colorful towels chatting and passing the time, men of thirty, forty years old and young women with precarious jobs. Gathered together in a heap like abandoned objects, they enjoyed the saltiness on their skin greasy from sunscreen.

“I’m going for a swim,” said D. He got up and walked toward the shore.

“I'm coming too,” M. echoed, and followed him.

Instinctively they raised their feet at the contact with the cold water and advanced like two penguins or like two staggering drunks. Then they dived, hiding from the world the shivers that assailed them. They emerged gasping and began to swing their arms, raising foam and spray and residues of marine flora.

When the dark mass appeared on the horizon, they stopped, floating and trying to figure out if it was an animal or a vessel. It couldn't be a shark, because there were none, and it seemed to be completely out of the water, a solid body, devoid of light, approaching.

“What the hell is that?” D asked, but no one answered.

They stood there, staring at the thing that was getting bigger and bigger, until they understood.

And then they began to swim, some to the right, some to the left, so as not to be hit, and in the meantime they tried to return to the shore.

The other friends had noticed something strange from the beach and now they were standing next to each other on the shoreline watching.

They too had understood what was approaching.

It was an airplane .

It looked like a common seaplane, although its structure was unknown. The squat fuselage was recognizable, as were the two wings that surmounted it. And it had a tail and a rudder, that much was clear. But none of them had ever seen an aircraft like that.

––––––––
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THERE WAS SOMETHING futuristic and ancient at the same time, as if the future had merged with the past, skipping the present. It didn't make any noise.

The two watched as the seaplane touched the shore and continued its course, slowly, across the sand. The group of spectators moved aside just in time, before being hit full on by the nose and wings of the plane.

The water became shallower and the feet of the two boats touched the bottom. They saw the seaplane, which, instead of stopping, turned towards the sea. It was a dull, opaque gray, and a sort of smoke was coming out of the metal, as if it were evaporating.

––––––––
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NO ONE APPROACHED THE seaplane except the two who came out of the water. They looked at the sides for signs of where it came from, but they found none. So they stayed there, waiting for the pilot to come out.

They waited several minutes, but no one looked out of the cockpit. The windows were dark and no noise came from the aircraft.

“Let's open the hatch,” D. suggested.

“You do it,” M. replied.

And the other pulled the handle.

The aircraft was empty.

They entered the deserted cockpit and on the single seat they saw a suit and a helmet. The controls revealed unknown instruments, with strange symbols indicating their functions, but to them completely incomprehensible.

“How did he get here?” asked M.

"How do I know? Maybe it has an automatic command. But I wonder where it comes from."

D grabbed the suit. It felt light, but the fabric felt sturdy. He began to put it on.

"What are you doing?"

“It looks good on me, doesn’t it? It’s my size.” He also picked up the helmet and tried it on. It fit perfectly.

M noticed a door behind the driver's seat, which led to what must have been a bedroom. While in front a second door gave access to a small bathroom. They were sure of this, sure that those two rooms were a bedroom and a toilet, but the furniture did not belong to their reality. The bed was a rectangular structure, white and soft to the touch. In the bathroom there was a sort of sarcophagus in an upright position, which opened as soon as M touched the wall. A shower, albeit claustrophobic. There was no sink and the white box, which also opened to the touch revealing an empty space, left no doubt as to its purpose.

“Come on, let’s go down,” said M. The two left the aircraft.

Outside, the others kept their distance from the aircraft, as if they feared it might explode. The beach, in that area, was almost deserted and no one had noticed the arrival of the seaplane.

M closed the door from the outside and when he leaned against it the plane moved.

“It's very light,” he said, as if he didn't believe it was possible.

“Let’s take him in there,” D said, pointing to a sort of abandoned shack on the beach, backed by a series of dunes overgrown with sun-dried weeds.

The two began to drag him and the friends preferred to mutter among themselves and look at them as if they were two crazy people and maybe they really were, one in a bathing suit and the other in a pilot's outfit, pushing a plane towards a hangar made of wood and wicker.

The hut had once served to provide shelter for beachgoers, it was large enough that they could push it in and move around comfortably.

But something strange happened when they stopped.

The aircraft rotated and positioned itself once again towards the sea.

The two looked at each other. “But how does he do it?” asked M.

“I'm going in,” said the other.

D opened the hatch again and stepped into the cockpit. Some of the instrument lights were on, though he couldn't tell what they meant.

Then the door closed and the engines started. He heard M knocking outside and asking what he was doing, but he hadn't done anything.

He sat down in the driver's seat and found himself with a sort of seat belt wrapped around his waist. More lights flashed on the panels and a distant hiss spread.

Then the aircraft moved.

M kept hitting the side of the plane, but D could do nothing but watch. He didn't know how to fly that craft. Many years before, as a boy, he had attended an aeronautical culture course and flown a SIAI S 208, but a lot of time had passed and he had never gotten his pilot's license anyway.

Ahead of him he saw the shore approaching and the others waving. He heard his friend yelling at him that he was crazy, but he wasn't the one who was propelling the plane forward and he couldn't tell him that.

Then the aircraft entered the water and picked up speed. D saw other instruments come on, lights and short hisses that he did not identify.

He was pushed back and his vision went black for a few seconds. When the images returned it was dark in front of him.

He had left the atmosphere.

His stomach sank and his mind filled with questions he couldn't answer.

The excitement of the moment, of the novelty, combined with the enormity of the event and threatened to make him lose his mind.

But he felt strangely calm.

Little by little his pupils narrowed, his thoughts faded and a feeling of emotional and physical relaxation enveloped him.

Until everything around him faded into an imageless sleep.

Today, unspecified date

When I opened my eyes, the truth was shown to me by the screen in front of me. I couldn't decipher the writing on that sort of star map, but I could see the planets.

They were those of my solar system. And the bright green dot that was moving fast was the aircraft I was traveling on.

Pluto's orbit was behind me.

I don't know where it's going or why. I don't know who's flying this aircraft or how or why it got to that beach.

I don't know what day it is. My cell phone works, but the date is fixed to the day I left my friends on the seashore.

Perhaps no time has passed, perhaps the unknown force that drives this aircraft can move at an unthinkable speed.

I do not know.

I only know that I am flying towards a dark destination and I am completely unaware of what I will be able to tell this diary and how my life will evolve.

If I'm still alive when I arrive.
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​​The Stranger
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I discovered this diary by chance, in a cave, near the remains of the stranger who had taken refuge there to die far from his pursuers. That day I was out on one of my usual Sunday mountain walks, when I came across the cave and, as an amateur speleologist, I couldn't help but take a look. There, a few meters from the entrance, I made my dramatic discovery. In that corpse I recognized the stranger that the authorities had searched for days, in vain.

I will not reveal the location of the cave, he is now dead and his remains rest there, which I covered with stones to prevent insects and other animals from destroying them and because, even if his culture was different from ours, I believe that every living being has the right to a burial.

When the fact happened, now several years ago, I had followed the story on television, with bated breath and a certain anger that was making its way inside me. I did not understand the attitude of the government, its preconceptions, but above all I did not understand the use of force to face a situation like that.

They were peaceful people, after all.

Perhaps there was a fear of mass immigration? We could not have accepted it, and I was aware of this, but no one bothered to ask, to inquire, to understand why those foreigners had come to us.

What were they looking for? Where did they come from? Who were they? Is it possible that I was the only one asking myself these questions?

But now the damage is done.

The government wasted no time and immediately adopted all possible strategies to drive away the unwanted guests. And this meant only one thing: armed troops to shoot on sight.

It was a massacre.

A massacre.

But fortunately one of them survived, at least long enough to leave his memoirs and shed light on that tragic event. The wounds that the stranger had suffered were mortal and he was given only a few hours to tell his little story and the extermination of his people.

I translated his diary, written on what looked like a tablet and which I found right next to the body. It was a long job, because I didn't know his language and I had to learn it, thanks to all the material that the government released after the extermination, and this took years. I could have relied on a translator, but how much of the diary would have been respected?

The tablet, then, turned out to be more complicated than expected, also because my computer skills are certainly not enviable. However, I managed to understand how it worked and even transfer the texts to my old laptop, which allowed me to print those pages.

I am now publishing the diary in its entirety and the reader can judge for himself.

Diary

I am wounded and losing my strength. All my companions, except me, were killed after a terrible attack. And I too will soon be gone. I managed to hide in this cave, where so far no one seems to think of searching, and I leave these memories so that one day the truth about what happened will be spread.

––––––––
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OUR SHIP WAS IN TROUBLE. We had been on a long voyage, and had to weather several storms. We had suffered some damage, some repaired, but some too serious. We could not find a port, so we landed where we could, where, at least, there was room enough to do so.

The place seemed welcoming to us. The beach was deserted, except for two or three individuals who ran away as soon as they saw us. A dog barked at us, but then ran away too.

Not far away we saw a city and, behind us, that enormous mass of water that leaves you breathless.

I told my companions to get going, so we grabbed our stuff and set off along the coast, under a cloudy, grey sky and with the wind blowing at us.

We had walked a few dozen meters when we heard the sirens. At first we didn't pay attention and continued walking in the direction of the city. Then the road that ran along the beach began to fill with people who pointed at us.

They seemed really curious to me.

Their clothes were different from ours - one would not expect otherwise - and their attitudes were... I do not know how to describe them. Old-fashioned, perhaps. Yes, they seemed to me to be incredibly backward people.

Was this the first time they saw foreigners?

I convinced myself so.

Some of my friends showed signs of nervousness, but I reassured them. After all, we were not there with bad intentions. We did not even have weapons, neither with us nor on board the ship.

What use would they have been to us?

I was thinking about this when the wind above us became stronger and a deafening noise filled the air. We looked up and burst out laughing.

It was a helicopter. I think that's how it's spelled. Someone spoke into a megaphone and we continued to laugh.

Then they shot.

The first shells did not hit us, but they raised clouds of sand around us. So we stopped, wondering why this hostility.

I waved to let them know we had arrived in friendship, but they continued shooting on the beach.

We were shocked. And worried, too. What was happening?, I wondered.

After a few minutes, one of my men pointed down the road. Over there, amidst all those people who had gathered, now even more intrigued by the gunfire, there were some cameras filming us. Someone was talking into a microphone, pointing at us, and looking back at the cameraman. We were the event of the day.

When we heard more sirens and saw squads of armed men rushing down the street toward us, three of my friends—there were twelve of us—panicened and tried to run. I called them back, knowing that this would further agitate the squads, but they wouldn’t listen.

I saw them die one after the other.

The soldiers opened fire and hit them in the back. They shot at unarmed people, who had committed no crime, except being frightened by all that commotion.

It was then that tragedy struck.

My other remaining companions turned to me, all talking at once in loud voices and I could not calm them down, nor hear their words. But they were terrified and it was written in their eyes.

What could I do?

People on the street were shouting, the reporters – I think that's what they called them – had increased in number and were trying to get closer, but other soldiers were preventing them.

We had to make a decision, and quickly.

“I’m going to talk to them,” I told my friends. And I hoped it would do some good.

They tried to dissuade me, but I saw no other solutions nor did they have any proposals.

And that was the last time I spoke to my fellow travelers.

I moved and went towards the soldiers. The one who seemed to be the leader shouted something to the squads and the men aimed their guns and fired wildly.

I was hit in the side, but not seriously. I fell and that was perhaps my luck, because the soldiers continued to fire at the same height and those endless bursts of bullets arrived in an instant against my friends, mowing them down and killing them instantly.

When silence returned, or rather when the shooting stopped, I peeked out with one eye and saw the soldiers ready for another volley. Then two of them advanced cautiously. I deduced that they wanted to check if anyone was still alive, so I pretended to be dead.

They fell for the trap. One kicked me and continued with his colleague towards the other bodies.

They seemed satisfied and went back.

And I took advantage of it.

I had spent years, in my homeland, perfecting the techniques of camouflage. To move quickly and unseen. To hide my tracks.

And so I fled.

They barely had time to see me dart away, fast as lightning despite my wound.

They shot at me several times and some of the shots hit, but I managed to hold my ground and disappear.

At that point the manhunt began.

Before I found the cave, I hid in the vegetation. I heard helicopters flying over the area continuously, I saw dozens of soldiers patrolling the roads and the surrounding countryside, but they didn't find me.

Then night fell, but the chase did not end. I had darkness on my side, however, and even though I did not know the place, I still managed to keep them from getting close.

It was only towards dawn that, tired and exhausted by pain and wounds, I found that opening in the rock and entered it.

I fell to the ground exhausted and lost consciousness.

When I came to, darkness had fallen again. Far, far away, I could hear the roar of the helicopter as it continued its search. But all around me I heard were the sounds of nature.

I looked at my wounds. In addition to the shot in my side, I had bullets in my legs and back. Some had come out, but the rest were still inside. I knew I had only hours left before I died.

So I decided to write down the last events, from our arrival to the last moment of my life. Maybe, one day, someone would read this short diary, I said to myself, and would be able to know our story, our journey at least, and understand something about us.

Thinking back over the last few hours, I keep asking myself why all this happened. What did we do wrong? What impression did we give to those people to push them to behave like this?

Yet we were only trying to communicate. We wanted to help them, since their technology was so primitive and these people seemed infinitely backward to us.

We just wanted to talk to him about our land.

We wanted to show them our planet, which orbits two suns ten billion light-years away.
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​​A dystopian science fiction story
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Here they are, one after the other, filing like ants along the road. It's them and there are many of them, today: piss-pissers, toothless, imbeciles, limping, vegetal, shapeless, cripples and macrocephalic abortions. Zero workforce.

My whip cracks in the cold silence of the morning. Not a voice, though, just the dull sound that tears the air and my smile that widens as I see them advance with more conviction. Towards the Final Room.

––––––––
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FOR HOURS THE SMOKE has been rising into the sky, a grey column against the black of the heavy clouds. Sporadic flashes electrify the atmosphere and for a moment the Tower is illuminated, a momentary apparition in the night.

In the mess hall we laugh. Reading the last thoughts of the rejected is always fun. It's like seeing celluloid figures from the past. We feel their fears, we retrace their lives in the moment when the floor opens and the bodies fall down, into the furnace.

The smoke rising to the sky carries with it the smell of those bodies consumed by the flames, the cries of suffering that fade into an anguished echo. The ashes will settle elsewhere, far away.

Ashes to ashes, dust to dust, they used to say. Maybe that's what they were referring to.

––––––––
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THE MORNING IS GLOOMY. Wrapped in my cloak, I wait for a new group to leave the Clinic, where those reported will be declared rejected or reviewable.

Just before, there had been a problem with the ignition system of the furnace. Solved in a few minutes. For a moment I feared that I would have to stay here also in the afternoon, as happened last month. Alone, among all those rejects who look at you with vacant, fearful, sometimes pleading eyes. Because there is someone who suspects that the whole thing is not painless. Someone still has something working in his brain.

Here they are. There are fewer of them than yesterday. Better yet, I'll leave early. The pisciabreche are always among the first. Old bodies bleached white by time, their long pants yellowed and damp, smelly. I hate them more than the others. I move my arm decisively. The air resounds with the crack of the whip and the feet seem to fly on the road to the Tower.

––––––––
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TODAY I ALLOW MYSELF a bird's eye view. The door to the Final Room, at the top of the Tower, closes. I lock it with the latch, go back down to the control room. I activate the furnace.

My mind flies over the earth, becomes part of the molecules of the air, penetrates the walls, is there, among them, among the rejected.

I see them from above moving frantically when the floor begins to slide. I hear them cry. The first bodies fall down: they are the imbeciles, the limping, the vegetables and the cripples. The least advantaged. The piss-pissers, on the other hand, no, they resist, those damned ones. I hate them even more, I want to wait for their fall, to see them vaporize in the paroxysmal heat of the fire.

And there they are, one after the other, struggling to advance across the last few centimetres of remaining floor, their underwear getting damp in a yellowish stain that spreads until there is no more surface to stand on, only ten metres of emptiness and the flames that lick, redden, burn, annihilate.
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