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To my Mom

In that fragile and unforgettable moment when you were on your deathbed, I shared with you the news that I had finally completed my book and was going to publish it. In your involuntary silence, you gently squeezed my hand that was holding yours and bestowed upon me the strength that had always defined your spirit. 

I made it, Mom. This book is your triumph, a testament to the strength and wisdom you instilled in "the philosopher" as you used to call me. Though your body departed this world, your presence will never depart my heart, and I know you are looking at me and beaming with pride. I cherish your memory with all my heart. 

I love you, Mom, now and forever. 

What is worry?  

Is it an echo of our previous experiences or a shadow of our unknown future? 

Is it a result of our logic and rationality or a manifestation of our emotions and heart desires?   

Does it open the door to anxiety to step into our soul, or does it serve as a benevolent guardian for our survival and wellbeing?  

Should we worry about our past, present, or our future?

This is a journey through three different lives, unfolding in three distinct timelines. We will delve into their emotions and their memories. Their hopes, and their beliefs. As worry overwhelms them, it molds their thoughts, distorts their feelings, and alters their behavior in unexpected ways, leading them down uncharted paths they could never have imagined. We will discover how memories of the past and fears of the future collide in their minds as they navigate their own unique struggles.

Through their tales, we will explore how worry can be both a burden and a gift, pushing us to confront our deepest fears and find strength in the face of adversity. We will witness how time, culture, and society shape our worries and how our worries can shape our character, our decisions, and maybe...our future.

​
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Day: November 21st 

Year: 17,418 BCE

​

Zunty is the strongest hunter in his tribe, he has been living for 17 snows, 11 full moons, and 29 sunrises. He is the son of Yendo, the tribe’s chief, and leader.

He is tall like his father, with light brown eyes that turn to a shiny shade of hazel in the sun’s embrace. His skin is slightly darker than his eyes, with toned, lean muscles and ebony hair waves that sway with the soft autumn breeze resting on the shores of his shoulders.

He is sitting outside his tent sharpening his spear as he usually does, with vigilant eyes and steady hands, checking its sharpness with his fingers, he usually doesn’t stop until he feels the edges are sharp enough to draw a few drops of blood from his fingertips.

Every sunrise, Zunty departs the cave, leading his tribe’s hunters across a medley of blue and violet hues intertwined into the green thymes and sages adorning the rocky plain and dissolving into the forest. Their aim is to search for the prey that would feed them for this sunrise.

The tribe has more than 90 souls, and with only one full moon separating them from snow’s arrival, if they don’t hunt and store enough food before then, many of the tribe’s souls will face imminent starvation.

The snow will repress the sun’s warmth for almost three full moons. The green tree leaves will fight the weight of the whites, some will lose their color, and some will lose the battle and depart their branches forever. The animals will hide and take refuge in their shelters, and the plants they eat will perish. The tribe will stay in their cave until the white trees turn green again, the wind stops howling instead of the animals, the plants revive their boastful colors, and the prey emerges from their burrows to bask in the sun’s warmth once more. 

He knows that the elderly souls will be the first to starve because the tribe leaders will prioritize the young first, then the strong. It’s the rule, and he cannot change it.

His grandmother is one of the elders, and she might not survive this snow unless they have enough bountiful hunts each sunrise within the remaining full moon until the snow restricts the hunt.

Zunty always loved his grandmother, she is well respected in the tribe; she is the source of knowledge for women and children on how to gather food and store it, how to create clothes, baskets, pouches, and tools.

She is the one that takes care of pregnant women and helps them when it is their time to give birth, and together with other elders, attends to the children while some of the women are out gathering food. 

When Zunty was young, his grandmother used to tell him stories about the ancestors living in the sky while his father was busy defending the tribe against all kinds of danger. Zunty learned from her how his mother died after his fifth snow; she was attacked by a beast and kept bleeding for hours without anyone being able to save her from her fate. She told him how his mother was the most beautiful woman in the tribe and how the ancestors chose her to join them when she was young so that her light would shine the brightest in the sky. 

He smiled when he recalled his grandmother’s words, “She got her beauty from me of course...except the eyes, I didn’t give her that. Your mother had magic in her eyes.” She would usually say this with a warm smile painted on her face, as if she was reliving her reminiscence. “Eyes that captured your father’s heart, soul, and mind. Her eyes were like bright tree leaves; when your father saw her for the first time in the small cave, he took her for himself only and never touched another woman. Her magical eyes enchanted him every sunrise until the ancestors took her to the sky.”

However, Zunty’s smile started to fade as he thought about his past few hunts. The hunters hadn’t found any prey for three sunrises, and they knew it would only get more challenging as the snow neared. With conviction, he walked to the hunters and told them that he felt the ancestors would help them in their hunt this sunrise. 

They entered the forest, and most of them feared it would be another barren sunrise, but Zunty did not look at their faces. His eyes roved around like an eagle searching for the smallest movement, his legs moved steadily and slowly like a tiger sneaking behind its prey, and his hands held his spear like a branch attached to its tree.

He knew that only his eyes, legs, and hands will help save another soul from witnessing its last sunrise and prevent losing even more souls when the snow comes. 

He looked to the sky, knowing that his mother and all his ancestors were guiding him. Although he couldn’t see them in the sunshine, he knew they could see him from high above. When his eyes turned back from the sky, he saw a movement between the trees, he signaled to the other hunters not to make any sounds and to go behind the bushes from the other side.  

All the hunters were in their proper position awaiting his signal. Not a single muscle twitched as he stood there, eyes locked on the bushes before him, then he saw the horns of a big reindeer between the branches. He stood upright slowly, looked at his target, and moved his hands, arm, shoulder, and torso into the throwing position.   

The universe disappeared in his eyes except for that one reindeer. He held his breath, then, as fast as a lightning bolt, he threw his spear. It reached its destination silently in between the eyes of the reindeer that immediately fell to the ground. Yet, to the surprise of the other hunters, rather than going to the fallen prey, he sprinted eastward with all the speed his legs could muster and grabbed the spear of another hunter while running. He threw that spear even further to hit another reindeer that was trying to run away. The spear only pierced its leg and slowed it down, but three other hunters were close enough to hunt it down and kill it. 

The hunters cheered and praised Zunty. They held their prizes and started heading back, victorious, and proud, standing tall and holding their bounty before the legs of the chief. 

Zunty saw one of the tents with smoke coming from its top, a sign that someone had seen their last sunrise and would not see another. He couldn’t hide his sadness, which was mixed with anger. He felt his hands were not fast enough in previous hunts to save that soul. Then, he thought about his grandmother, who was looking into his eyes from a distance, and immediately understood how he was feeling.

He ignored the celebrations and went directly to his tent, secluding himself until his grandmother arrived to lead him to the Grand Cave. This was where the tribe gathered for food or shelter from rain or snow. 

Zunty sought solitude away from everyone. He sat on the far side and didn’t touch the food they prepared for him despite his grandmother’s attempts to make him eat. It was not long before his father came and sat beside him, “Son,” his father said with a proud voice, “this sunrise you proved you are worthy of being the son of the chief, one sunrise, after I join the ancestors, you will be the best leader any tribe can ever have. Good hunt, my boy.”

But Zunty didn’t feel happy or proud. All he could think about was the soul they had lost. He knew that one hunt earlier would have saved him, and any missed spear would mean more lost souls. He stayed silent, with a sullen look and bitter heart.  

His father stood up and took him to the tribe’s leaders. He held his hand up high and announced, “the boy is no longer inside this body, and a man is born instead. The snow is not stronger than this tribe’s men, and the ancestors will always watch for this tribe as long as we have men like him. It is time to give that man the prize he deserves. Take him to the small cave.” 

The small cave was part of the Grand Cave on the west side, and it had a small opening leading to a broader area behind it that was warmer than the Grand Cave. The smaller cave hosted the maidens that had just finished their first blood yet didn’t mate with men. Only one of the tribe leaders or a victorious hunter would be allowed to enter that cave once every full moon to mate with these maidens. After the upcoming full moon, the maiden that does not experience another blood will be out of the cave, and she will be hailed as the mother of a pure blood. The rest of the maidens will be changed after three full moons if they continue to experience blood every new moon, and they will be able to mate with other men without the honor of being the bearer of pure blood. 

Zunty entered the cave on his father’s orders and saw three girls. However, the cave was not where he wanted to be at this moment. His thoughts were still fixated on the lost soul, so he just sat down and didn’t approach any of the girls, but one of them stood up and walked towards him, kneeled in front of his knees, and held his hands. Her name was Salfy, a girl of fair skin and dark brown hair, her face looked young, but her body had the curves of a woman.

“These are the hands that are saving our souls,” she said with a delicate yet alluring voice. “They give us food when we are hungry, clothes when we are cold, and survival when we are in danger.”

She stood in front of him, took off her clothes, and raised his chin softly with her right hand to ensure he could see her body. She then sat beside him, grasping his hand, and guiding it to rest on her thighs. She moved his fingers slowly, teasingly, allowing him to feel the warmth and dampness between her legs. She kept it there for a few moments, looked into his eyes, and said with a prurient look in her eyes and a desirous tone in her voice, “All of us are here to bear a soul inside a soul, to carry pure blood from the great Zunty, and offer back a young soul that will one sunrise be another hand to save us, and another boy that will become a man. Come with me; all the girls are waiting for that honor.”

Salfy’s eloquent speech moved him and lifted his spirit. He thought that he shouldn’t only think about the lost soul but rather a new one yet to start. If he couldn’t help his tribe when life ceased in the soul they lost, maybe he could help them now by bringing forth a new life and a new soul.

Salfy told him the girls were waiting, but she made him feel like she was the only one in the small cave. She made sure that he would start with her first. So, she grabbed his hands around her waist, turned around to give him her back, and went down on her knees, inviting him to enter her as she offered herself to him. Their bodies were slapping together loudly, and she didn’t try to slow it down; then, she turned around and pushed his shoulders to make him lie down on his back. She gave him her back, rode on top of him, and kept moving in fast and reigning motion while he was inside her.

She gave the other girls sharp and fierce looks whenever one of them tried to get close. She kept him to herself till she felt his fluid of life inside her, like a surge of strength and warmth, hinting at the start of a new life and a new soul if she could bear it.

She finished with him and gave room for the other girls, “the great hunter is not done yet,” she said to the other girls with a sly look on her face. She knew that nothing was left for them. “Give him the prize that he deserves.”

Salfy stepped aside and sat down, undistracted by what the other girls were doing with Zunty. Her eyes and mind were in another place, a place full of fierce ambition, striving to be the bearer of pure blood. It was an honor that she had always dreamed of and felt she was destined to achieve. She hoped it would be a boy so that she would be the respected and honored mother of future leaders, and this sunrise, she seized the chance and felt her aspiration enlivening inside her already from the great Zunty.
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Day: November 21st

Year: 2418 CE

Little Adam is curious about history. He likes to gain knowledge on how humanity evolved through thousands of years and how every event led to another to shape the present and pave the way to the future. 

He is not like other children that usually take knowledge in a fast and easy way only to move forward, he is more interested in learning about history as a story. He knows that he is lucky to live in the Ultimate Era as historians prefer to call it. However, he wants to understand what events made humans advance from the Old Era and New Era to the Ultimate Era. 

While everyone only takes the knowledge syrup on the subject they need, he still sticks to the old Machine Narrator to tell him history bit by bit. He made a choice to learn using the slow method, lest he loses the suspense of what’s next, keeping his mind curious about it. He was not interested only in what happened, but also how and why it happened. 

Today is Adam’s 14th birthday, and he has just finished his annual full health checkup in his home’s health room. After drawing one drop of his blood, the results showed he was in perfect health. He then immediately went to the knowledge room as he just couldn’t stop asking the Machine Narrator or Mr. Manor as he used to call it, to tell him the sequence of events in human history in detail through the years.

“It was year 2075,” Manor narrated. “Almost the end of the Old Era, the globe was still divided between countries, races, and languages as we discussed before. 

A few years after the Great War, which lasted 15 years and had a total death toll of 3 billion, the global population was reduced to about 5.5 billion inhabiting less than 25% of the earth’s surface, which is 10 billion less than today’s population living on 75% of the earth’s surface.

Almost all historians believe that the Great War was the main reason the globe united, after the massive destruction that left what was previously called countries without any option but to unite. However some researchers always argued that this was not the main reason for unity. 

According to the researchers’ claims, despite the widespread destruction in all major cities, the weakening of armies and military forces, and the imprisonment or death of a majority of the previously empowered politicians and rulers, a new form of community-driven rule emerged instead of individuals or parties. This was similar to the old societies where a clan or tribe was self-organized by wise, elderly, or respected people, but they didn’t have absolute political power or control.

However, all of these reasons didn’t lead directly to the unity of the globe because, by that time, there were still countries, political borders, education systems, different public religions, connected network machines (also known back then as the internet), and technology (former name of Advantology, that term was still in use till the beginning of the New Era 2210 to 2350). Based on the researchers’ findings, these were the main characteristics of the Old Era, and there was no real catalyst to unite the globe yet. 

Year 2075, was significant in the Old Era’s history because a group of geologists discovered a cave under the receding sea, back then called the Dead Sea. The cave was kept hidden for about 15 thousand years, and inside it, they discovered what researchers believed to be the real catalyst for human unity and Advantology. They found the basic alphabet of our current global language (G-language) in its raw form. 

Professor Ahmed Abdulrahman, the renowned legend of linguistics, dedicated his life to deciphering these alphabets until he declared it as a fully revived language that was dead long ago. 

The G-language was easy to learn, making it spread faster than any language in recorded human history.

Quoting Professor Ahmed, The G-language has many commonalities with Music. It only has seven alphabets, but the combination of movements and characters with these seven alphabets made it extremely beneficial to express emotions with vocal intonations. There is no way that any miscommunication could exist when we use it. No other language had this ability except for music notes, and I believe this language one day will be the second language in all the schools and universities worldwide.

Professor Ahmed was right in everything except one,” Manor added. “The G-language became the first language around the globe in less than 60 years. It all started with teenagers, they learned this language easily and used it to communicate among themselves or through the connected network machines. They used it for private conversations, assuming their parents would not catch on quickly, but the parents had to learn it to know what their children were hiding.” 

Adam was interrupted by the voice of his mother calling him for dinner, he had to leave the knowledge room and catch up with his mother and father at the dinner table.

“Dad, did you know that people in the Old Era lived in divided lands with borders between them?” Adam asked his father. “They also didn’t speak one language, and it was tough for them to communicate their feelings or thoughts because of language limitations.”

“Really?” His father asked in reply to Adam, although he knew that already. “It seems Mr. Manor is filling your brain with lots of slow knowledge, but why do you need to know about that?”

“I don’t know,” Adam replied, “it just feels very satisfying to guess what will happen next and wait for the unknown to be revealed.”

“What will happen next?” His mother wondered. “Isn’t Mr. Manor giving you slow knowledge about history? What do you mean by next when it already happened in the past?”

“Well... you are right, it is in the past,” Adam answered. “But when Mr. Manor is narrating, I feel I’m living it all over again and waiting to learn what happened next.” 

“I still don’t understand what you like about slow knowledge,” his mother shrugged. “Why don’t you just take the knowledge syrup for any topic that interests you, and you will immediately learn it?”

“I know, Mom, I’m still using knowledge syrup for other things, but it feels a lot more exciting when it comes to history through slow knowledge.”

“We know that you like it, Adam,” his father said with care in his voice and a smile on his face. “that’s why mom and I got you a nice surprise birthday gift.”

“Wait a minute, let me get the cake first,” said his mother. “Which flavor do you want today, Adam? Or is it Choco-strawberry as usual?”

“Of course, it is. You know I love it.”

“Then wait here; let me give the order to the cooker machine,” said his mother while going to the cooking room. She returned after a few seconds “here you go, fresh and delicious. Happy birthday, sweetheart.”

“Happy birthday Adam,” his father said, “have you guessed your birthday surprise gift yet?”

“Not yet, but I hope it is not the knowledge syrup for playing piano.”

They all laughed, then his father stood up and grabbed the gift.

“No, it is not a knowledge syrup,” his father said, “it is actually the Machine Narrator upgrade that you wanted, the visual sensation upgrade.”

“Ohh, that’s amazing,” Adam said with excitement. “I love you so much, Mom and Dad. You really knew what I wanted. Now Mr. Manor can give me visuals of what he narrates. I’m so happy.”

“Happy Bir...” his mother couldn’t complete the words as Adam took his birthday gift and quickly ran to his knowledge room and plugged in the visual sensation in the Machine Narrator. Now the machine could display the history with visuals for Adam to have a better slow knowledge experience. 

“G-language replaced hundreds of languages in a very short time,” Manor started narrating while giving different visuals on the subject. “It was not long before another catalyst to enter the New Era was invented by Mr. Bhanu Jaideep. In the year 2149 this brilliant machine instructor (called computer programmer in the Old Era) found a way to give instructions to machines using the G-language making it the primary language for the machines too. This innovation gave every human the ability to provide instructions more easily to machines. What they called technology in that era changed forever after this point. 

Before that breakthrough, it was hard for humans to unlock the real processing and computational power of the machines, because it always needed a middle layer written in a specific code syntax to translate the orders to the machine’s basic binary codes, but after using G-language instructions, all it took was to ask the machine to keep trying something till it succeeded. Humans ordered machines to analyze diseases to find a cure, evaluate energy sources to find the most efficient, study materials to enhance their usage, and many other examples that made prior knowledge obsolete.

Historians and researchers agreed that the fast pace of change in human advancement after this point was not equal to any other similar ages in recorded history. This was the origin of the name New Era that was commonly agreed to have a start date of 2210. 

It was not because of a specific event that happened that year, but because the catalysts mentioned by researchers as the G-language and G-language machines instructions started new global standards that made the New Era possible, and the global unity palpable.” 

Adam heard his mother calling his name and telling him to get out of the knowledge room and to go to bed. It was almost his bedtime, and although he wanted to continue his slow knowledge narrations, he had to go to his room. 

He got into bed and instructed the floating lights with his brainwaves to make the room dark, but he still couldn’t sleep. He kept wondering how people managed to survive the strenuous way of living back then, how children spent all their childhood in tedious education for years and years while all the knowledge they needed is now available in a flask called the knowledge syrup. Once you drink it, the blood transfers millions of knowledge data units to the brain memory, immediately activating it. People used to take years of challenging education to store the knowledge in the brain’s memory and more years of practice to keep the knowledge active. Now all you needed was a daily dose of syrups for different subjects.

His mind wondered how you would have had to spend years trying to understand the anatomy of a human body, whilst now it is just a sip from a flask. How you needed to learn and practice a musical instrument for many years and sleepless nights, while now mastery is immediate.

Adam’s thoughts lingered inside his mind, “Did all our advancements happen when we figured out how to inject knowledge in our memories?” He asked himself, “how about relationships between humans, how about our feelings, how do they change? It must be the memory too. We feel happy or sad because of things we experience or remember, both are stored in our memory. A place we love, the smell of the perfume that mom puts on when she is happy, the eye color of someone we have affection toward, a song attached to a happy moment. Are these primal emotions or just expressed feelings? Or are these memories that shaped our feelings?

But memories are our past. Are we who we are because of our memories? he kept asking himself.

Are we what our memories shaped us to be?

Are we our memories?”

Adam kept repeating the same idea till he was exhausted and fell asleep. 

​Chapter 3
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Day: November 21st 

Year: 2018 CE

Pamela was standing in the kitchen, wearing her comfortable long cream-colored dress with tiny light blue and yellow flowers. She didn’t like wearing sleeping gowns throughout the day. Instead, she usually dressed up to look nice in front of her family or any visitor, although they rarely had anyone visiting.  

She was sharpening the knife to cut the chicken so she could put it in zip lock bags and store it in the fridge to be ready for tomorrow’s lunch.  

A faint shimmering ray of light reflected back from the knife to her face, but one twirling strand of her curly hair swinging down over her forehead painted a shadow over her green eyes, which had flecks of hazel that turned golden in the sunshine. She didn’t seem bothered by the reflection or the shadow, as her mind was already sharpening plenty of thoughts inside.

The door opened and gave her thoughts a break. Jason came back from work; he found the kids waiting for him despite being sleepy. Little Sara who had just turned three, jumped from the sofa and ran to give him a hug, Kim looked at him while sitting on the sofa and just said “Hi.” before looking back at her tablet. She is thirteen and the eldest of the kids. David is eight years old; he smiled at his dad and raised the book in his hands to show him that only a few pages were remaining out of 650 pages.

Jason went to the kitchen to find Pamela. He kissed her cheek and went to the bedroom to change. As she was sharpening the knife, her gaze drifted with a distracted mind full of thoughts, she was trying to check if the knife was sharp enough but accidentally slipped her finger and drew a few drops of blood.

She cleaned her hands and followed Jason to the room to put a bandage on her finger, then she asked if he wanted her to prepare dinner, but he shook his head and said that he had eaten a sandwich from the petrol station on his way back. After changing his clothes, he sat on the side of the bed, leaned backward, and said, “my back is killing me.” 

Pamela said nothing and just left the bedroom to join the kids.

A few minutes later, David entered the room and asked his father, “Dad, are you going to come and join us? Are you sleeping?”

“I’m not sleeping, just resting my back... join you in what?”

“Come on Dad, we will blow out the candle for Mom’s birthday, we spent half the day after school helping her bake the cake, let’s go.”

Jason stayed silent, he had an inner self-rage that made him want to curse and smash the mirror in front of him, but he didn’t. He had forgotten all about Pamela’s birthday, he hadn’t mentioned anything and didn’t get her a gift, instead, he was busy all day at work in back-to-back meetings.

He stood up and went outside, reluctant to look her in the eye. Sara was standing on the dining table chair beside her mom, extremely excited about the lit candle on top of the decorated cake they had made together. Kim was checking her phone waiting for her father to join. David took his place beside Kim. And Pamela... Pamela kept staring at the candle while the reflection of the flame in her green eyes stirred a profound curiosity, making one wonder if the fire was inside her or if it was only a reflection.

Jason gave Pamela a kiss, “happy birthday my love, I... ordered your gift online, but the delivery is delayed, I shouldn’t rely on them anymore.”

Pamela gave a small emotionless smile and said, “it’s ok, it happens, don’t worry about it.”

The birthday song was over, she blew out the candle, the kids gave her a kiss, and went to sleep after having their share of the cake. 

Pamela went to her bedroom to find Jason looking at his phone, “still working?” She asked.

“No, I was just checking my email, I’m done now,” Jason put aside his phone and gave her his full attention.

“How is work?” Pamela asked while sitting on the bed with her back resting on the pillow.

“Not good, you know that I’m in sales and this is my third quarter without selling anything, it’s really risky if I don’t get any deal closed soon.”

“The market is still bad?”

“Everyone is blaming the market, but I think it’s the product we are selling that is bad, IT is moving extremely fast now, and whenever I meet a client, they say we want the product to have Artificial Intelligence in it. We don’t have that in our product, and I can’t believe customers are falling into this trap. As if computers should have a mind of their own and we could just order them to be smarter and intelligent overnight.”

“I hope things get better soon,” Pamela said while looking away. “By the way, the bank sent another letter today, we are three months late on our mortgage installments.”

“I know, don’t worry about it, the next deal I close will pay the installments, and I will also be able to fix your car.”

“Don’t you think it’s time for me to start working again?” Pamela asked with a little nervousness in her voice. “Sara is older now and the kids can take care of her until I get back from work. We need any extra income to be able to pay the bills.”

“Honey, we talked about it,” Jason replied quickly to her question. “There is no need for you to work. I’m still able to handle it, the kids need you.”

Pamela didn’t reply to Jason; she knew it was a hopeless argument similar to every time she opened the subject. So she remained silent, journeyed inward to her inner sanctuary, hiding in the solace of her own thoughts, traveling to that place in her mind where in its dimmed light, a dream about a better future was still shining brightly. 

She used to be a magazine editor and a good one too, as everyone that worked with her said, until Jason convinced her to quit after giving birth to Kim. At the time, he couldn’t afford to hire a nanny or a babysitter, and he wanted to focus on his career, but she never let go of her dream of being a chief editor. She knew she had the talent to lead top-selling magazines, but it was just a dream, while her current reality is raising the kids and trying as much as possible to not complain about her life. 

She turned off the lights, adjusted the pillow under her head, and turned her back to Jason. With her eyes open, she watched the dim rays of the moon slithering from the window, crawling up her bed to touch her soul; a scene that had usually scared her when she was a little girl, but now it comforted her. She yearned for sleep to take her hand and escape together into a dream; far away from her bed, her reality, and the monotony of her existence; to travel far away, sailing on the moonlight to a dream that would feel so vivid and real enough to resemble the life she always yearned for. 

​Chapter 4
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Another sunrise came but carried only disappointment for Zunty; water was falling heavily from the sky, which meant no hunt for this sunrise. The animals will be taking shelter, and the hunters won’t be able to see far enough to know where the prey is. A few hunters must stay near the cave’s entrance to protect it if a beast tries to enter for shelter. But this was also a good chance to get some fish from the lake; it would secure food for two sunrises and preserve the previous hunt for longer.

Most of the tribe was in the Grand Cave, taking shelter from the rain, except the few that went to the lake. The hunters were pleased with the opportunity to rest while knowing there would still be food from the lake. But for Zunty, something was amiss; staying in the cave spurred his exasperation about being helpless and trapped; it reminded him of the snow and how he loathed waiting for three full moons inside it.  

However, during snow, the hunters spend their time teaching the younger ones how to build spears from flints and wood, how to make them sharper, and how to hold them tight and throw them right. They would also teach them how to make fire, skin animals, make use of their leather and fur, and use their bones for tools.

But it was not snow yet, and Zunty was sitting in the corner of the cave alone, thinking about the rain outside, wondering how the same frail water in the gentle grasp of his fingers or on the placid sheets of the lake was so powerful and ruthless when it fell from the sky. It kept him and the whole tribe trapped inside and forced the beasts to hide. What about birds? he thought; he never saw them flying in the rain; where do they go? Are the trees a good place for them to hide, or will it be worse? 

He heard the elders talk about the angry rain previously; it was before he was born when angry rain came and stayed for nine sunrises, hiding the sun and the moon, sending its enraged lights and frightening roars. All the people, animals, and birds were hiding; nothing was stronger than the mighty force of the deluge pouring from the sky, overpowering even the mightiest of beasts.

“The sun, the moon, even the ancestors in the sky are nowhere to be seen,” he thought, “how strong is that rain, and what would we do if it outraged continuously for a full moon? Would everyone die? If not from rain, then from hunger?

Should we be stronger than the rain, or should we just sit here feeling weak until we die? If the animals are afraid too, that means we can hunt them easily.” 

Zunty interrupted his thoughts and decided to leave the cave. He quickly grabbed his spear and rushed outside, despite hearing his father’s voice calling for him to stay. The hunters guarding the entrance didn’t dare to stop Zunty.

He sprinted straight towards the trees, his feet pounding the water puddles and the wet ground. He didn’t slow down until he was completely engulfed in the dense forest. No sound but the sound of rain. No animals around, no birds in the sky, just... rain.

He kept roaming around in the forest, searching for any hunt while the rain was raging harder and harder. He stood in his place and looked in every direction, but it seemed the tribe leaders were right; when the water falls from the sky, your eyes will not see far enough, your ears will not hear the movements of prey, and the animals will hide where you cannot find them.

He was a long way from home at the edge of the forest to the west; he didn’t want to return to the cave without any food, so he thought he might find some animals beyond the edge of the forest and decided to keep looking.

Nothing around, just merciless rain, controlling every aspect of his surroundings, leaving him weary and drained. He looked at his spear and raised his head to the sky, trying to talk to his mother and ancestors to guide him, but at that moment, he heard the angry and loud sound of the sky. The mighty and strong Zunty was afraid and didn’t know what to do or where to hide. He was far from his shelter and in a land he hadn’t reached before.

He had never heard the sky so loud before; he remembers only hearing a fainter sound of the angry sky five snows ago when he was inside the Grand Cave. He asked his grandmother about it, and she told him that the sky was angry because we forgot to thank our ancestors for guiding us, but the sound was far away then and didn’t scare him.

He thought about what his grandmother had said and wondered why the sky was angry with him. He always thinks about his ancestors, thanks them after every hunt, and asks them for guidance. If the sky was angry at him or the tribe, what about the animals? Why would the sky be mad at them too?

“I should have listened to my father and should never have left the cave,” he thought. “I am not stronger than the rain, and I don’t want the sky to be angry.” His father always reminded him that in order to ensure the tribe’s survival, he should always think about shelter first, followed by water, and finally, food. He tried to find food first, and he was wrong.

He now understood that surviving this sunrise was much more important than hunting for a sunrise that was yet to come. He was at the cave before deciding to run out, there was food from the lake and hunt that they would save for another sunrise, but still, he went out and didn’t care that this sunrise should be about shelter and storing water and not about food.  

Zunty decided to return, wondering if the furious rain would allow him to safely make the journey back. He knew he had to try, so he set off, hopeful that the pouring would eventually subside. But after two steps, he saw a big snake moving fast near him. He stood still and held his spear tighter, but he noticed it was not coming toward him; it was heading to the rocky hill nearby. It seemed the snake was also tired of the omnipresence of the rainfall and wanted to find dry land.     

He followed the snake from a distance and saw it going into a small hole between the rocks. He looked eastward and found a small opening on the hill; it seemed to be a good shelter, so he hastily went to it.

It looked like a tiny cave that could only hold four or five people, but it could at least give shelter until the rain stopped, so he decided to head to it, rest briefly inside, and then find his way back to the Grand Cave.

Zunty reached that small opening, but once he entered, he was shocked by what he saw inside...

​Chapter 5
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“Adam, did you have a good breakfast?” Adam’s mother asked.

“Yes, Mom.”

“And did you do your five minute workouts?”

“Yes, Mom.”

“Good, don’t forget to go to the thinking room today.”

“I did, Mom, three times already.”

“Nice, lots of activities this morning? And did any of your ideas get accepted?”

“Yes Mom, 12 got accepted, and two were premium category.” 

“Wow! that’s a lot of resources for about a year. What were the premium ideas you had?”

Well...all the ideas were connected actually, but the premium ones were about analyzing feelings and separating their main pillars – or, let’s say, root causes – from the memory. So, for example, there are many reasons why a person might feel happy when meeting a specific person, and an analysis of the memory can help us isolate some of the causes of this feeling of happiness. Maybe that person looks like a relative we like, maybe their scent is similar to a smell we liked in the past and is now dormant in our memories, perhaps their voice or the way they talk triggered a specific neural pulse created in a previous situation that we enjoyed and stored in our inactive memory.”

“Brilliant, Adam, and how can we make use of this idea?”

“That’s where the second premium idea comes into effect. I created a recipe for a dessert that will trigger the same feeling of pleasure or joy of a particular memory. The dessert replicates the neural pulses based on the feeling analysis to give the same pleasurable feeling. However, the effect only lasts for a short time. The ideas committee will tell me when the idea will be picked up for a plan of implementation and hopefully soon the recipe will be available to all cooker machines.”

“That’s amazing, Adam, can’t wait to see these ideas implemented. We won’t have to worry about resources for a long time now. How did you come up with these ideas?”

“I don’t know exactly how they came to my mind, but I guess slow learning about the past made me understand more about the memories and how feelings evolve... by the way, where is Dad?”

“He is in the health room. Some of his cells need to be regenerated; he should be done soon.”

“Ok, Mom, can I go to the knowledge room now?”

“Sure, sweetheart, you did a lot today, so I guess you can spend some time there. Besides, it seems Mr. Manor has a great effect on you.”

Adam ran directly to the knowledge room full of curiosity about how the New Era was about to start and how everything changed faster than ever before.

“The New Era was about to start,” Manor narrated. “Machines instructed by G-language began an analysis of the knowledge humans accumulated through thousands of years, and the term Technology was replaced by Advantology as defined in the G-language. 

In biology, it analyzed the human body to the deepest levels and collected knowledge on how the body works and what benefits or harms it. Therefore, it was not long until all diseases were cured. In addition, advanced cell and organ regeneration methods were found, and doctors became obsolete. Machines scanned the body, administered the cure, and people’s life expectancy increased to 250 years while maintaining optimal skin, bones, and organs health.

However, the human brain is unable to maintain continuous neural activities beyond 250 years. After that, it requires rest; otherwise, brainwaves begin to decline and must be turned off to avoid cultivating wrong or reverse ideas.

Analyzing the brain organ led to understanding how it functions and what chemicals it requires or produces, how the memory works, and how to access and inject knowledge into it.  

Brainwaves were captured and simple orders from them were translated by machines. Brain analysis also helped imitate the communication methods and speed between neurons to build the global neurological network that connects everything and replaced the connected network machines from the Old Era. 

In physics, machines were able to analyze more matter in space, resulting in the discovery of the Sub Transparent Light Particles. These particles, which were only a tiny part of what was called dark matter, became the new source of unlimited energy. The particles were captured from space using a vacuum-like machine, collecting them in enormous masses. After that, power and energy were not a problem anymore.

These particles would generate all the energy output needed when placed in the correct energy-generating device. They called it the infinite battery back then because it relied on only two particles that rotated around the battery poles, providing energy that could last for a thousand years. The rotation speed around the poles varies to match the energy needed to power a small device or a large factory. 

It was the only energy needed, it replaced all other energy sources; no electricity was needed, no wires or cables, no burnt oil, coal, or gas and the most important impact, no pollution. 

This unlimited power gave the machines more abilities to study and analyze matter and materials on the molecular level. They found that all elements could be created from just 23 materials, known as Resources. By chemically combining these Resources in powder form, the machines could produce all the elements necessary for human needs, including metals, liquids, gases, and even nutrients. 

The machines could print anything you needed, from tools to food to knowledge syrup, by feeding them the 23 Resource powders. Now, you simply instruct the specific machine with what you want, and it will produce it in seconds.  

Resources were not a problem anymore. A single bar of natural gold could be disintegrated back to the 23 Resources, and in turn, the amount of powder from that bar could once again print 10 bars of gold when re-engineered with the 23 Resources. The same process applied to any metal, meat, herbs, grains, vegetables, liquids and all other shapes or forms of matter.

Now, Advantology with the aid of machines is pushing humankind closer to a singularity state where everything they knew before might no longer be relevant.

Knowledge was changing in a way that had never been imagined before. Many concepts before the usage of Resources started to be replaced or just vanished, including manufacturing, trade, cooking...”

“Let’s pause here, Mr. Manor,” Adam said after watching the visuals of the concepts Manor mentioned. 

Adam was in dire need of a break to process the information Manor had just shared. He couldn’t believe the way things used to be done in the past and needed time for his mind to fully grasp it all. “It was tough,” he thought, “people used to cook for hours to get the right taste, and sometimes they ruined the whole meal with a tiny mistake while now cooker machines print food of any shape or taste within seconds?  

Now it is much simpler, all you need to do is instruct the machines to use a specific recipe, and it will select the right combination from the 23 Resources to print a delicious steak with a rich gravy sauce, perfectly grilled vegetables, the most flavorful dessert when you need it, and it will be healthier and tastier than ever.

It was even tougher when it came to health; people used to die young from diseases that ruined their cells at different rates, and some of them had to live with a faulty organ or a missing limb all their lives. 

And why did people fight for resources or energy for thousands of years? Even in the Old Era, the planet could’ve provided them with the energy needed for all humans back then, so why was it misused and abused?  

Back in the Old Era, life was a constant struggle, a continuous battle of challenges. I am grateful to have been born in the Ultimate Era, where we live in comfort and abundance.

I can’t wait to learn how we managed to unite the globe in the New Era after all these misfortunes. Ok, the break is over! Mr. Manor...”

​Chapter 6
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Pamela woke up early, as usual, ready to embark on her daily routine filled with a series of morning rituals before anyone else in the house was awake. Preparing breakfast for four mouths, lunch boxes, making sure clothes and uniforms were in place, and school bags were ready. Even little Sarah has her own preschool bag with the Little Mermaid princess printed on its back, she loves that bag a lot, and Pamela must ensure that Sarah’s favorite toy is inside it every day. 

Jason was getting ready for work, and as usual, he asked Pamela to find his socks, keys, wallet, and much more. It seems his brain is always busy, and his memory cannot capture the trivial things he usually leaves for Pamela to take care of.  

Everyone was eating breakfast silently at the table except for Sarah; she kept asking about everything and telling stories of her preschool friends and what they said or did. She also showed everyone her new hairband with the Minnie Mouse character on it. 

Jason was in his neatly ironed white shirt and dark red thin tie, checking his phone, and replying to some emails. Kim was listening to music on her earphones and checking the black nail polish she had put on yesterday, her nails were short, and she noticed that one of her nails got a scratch on the polish color, but she didn’t seem to bother much about it. 

David was reading a few pages of his book with one hand and eating his food with the other hand. He was putting his new glasses on with red frames that Sarah once told him matched his brown hair.  

Pamela was silently observing and studying the faces around her as she mechanically chewed her food. She couldn’t shake the visceral pondering that this moment, this tableau, would forever be frozen in time. Would things always remain the same or would change come knocking at the door? she thought.

Fourteen years ago, she was at the same table, same chair, and in the same house, but Jason was tenderly feeding her breakfast with his hand, bite by bite. On a day similar to this one, they had just received the news that she was pregnant, and they were excitedly talking about a future full of love, warmth, and happiness enveloping every corner of the sacred shrine they called home.  

The dreams of having a bigger house and a blessed, joyful life, “What happened in these 14 years?” she thought. “When did we lose our passion and dreams? What will happen in the next 14 years? Will another dream be broken under the stress of money and responsibilities, or will we ever be able to regain some of what we lost?”

Jason interrupted her thoughts when he said, “I’ll be going on a business trip for four days, and of course, it will ruin my weekend.”

“Oh no, not again, Daddy,” said David with disappointment. “I wanted you to spend some time with me on the weekend. Remember, you promised to teach me to ride the bicycle.”

Pamela looked into David’s eyes and felt sorry for him, but she had to respond responsibly, “It’s ok, David. Daddy’s work is important too, exactly like your homework and going to school; the bicycle can wait for another week. We can go to Aunt Jessica this weekend, and I’m sure you will have fun with her kids as usual.”

Kim lowered the music while still looking at her phone and muttered, “And you just don’t worry about me. Nobody asks what I want anyways.” 

“That’s enough,” Pamela said in a strict tone. “It’s time for school now. So take your bags and go.”

The door was shut, and so were Pamela’s feelings. As she was alone at home, she wanted to seal herself in a cocoon of quietness. All she wanted was to mute all the sounds of the city, all the noise in her head, and all the worries in her heart.

But she couldn’t silence anything; she remembered that there were dishes to be washed, clothes to be ironed, lunch to be prepared, and rooms to be cleaned. She longed for a hot bath with some music, but she didn’t have the freedom to do anything for herself before she fulfilled the needs of others first. 

When was the last time she was a priority? she thought, if not for others, then at least for herself. Her mind kept delving into the past, revisiting memories from years gone by. While her hands were unconsciously cleaning the dishes, her thoughts were scrubbing carefully with the quest for an answer.

“Maybe during my honeymoon,” she thought, “or maybe not... at the end, we went to the place he selected and followed the routine he created. Maybe when I was a little girl acting like a princess with mom and dad.”

She finished the dishes and started ironing with her earphones on, hoping that playing some music would distract her thoughts, but instead, she decided to call her mom. 

“Hi, Mom. How are you, and how is your knee?”

“Pam, I’m fine, and my knee is much better now,” Janette said with a voice full of excitement. “Did you get my message for your birthday? I tried to call you, but you didn’t pick up.”

“Yes, I got it. Thank you for your wishes. My phone was on silent as I didn’t want to hear the flood of notifications and commercial messages.”

Pamela paused for a moment, then asked her mom while pressing firmly on a wrinkle on Jason’s shirt.

“Mom... was I ever a spoiled girl?”

“No, Pam, you were always a responsible girl, especially after your dad passed away. Of course, it was hard for a teenager to experience that, but you were tough, and you helped me a lot with your little sister Jessica and your brother Larry when he was still a baby. I never felt that you were spoiled, and you always acted like a grownup.”

“Tell me, Mom...do you miss Dad?”

“Of course, Pam, you know that we all do.”

“I mean...not only as a family, do you miss him as a husband? Love of your life. Do you think if he were still living today, you would love him the same way you did before, or love would naturally fade out?”

Janette replied without hesitation, “I would still love him every day. He was everything to me.” A moment of silence wrapped Pamela’s inner and outer words, her mom sensed it and asked, “Are you okay, honey? Is everything ok between you and Jason?”

“Yes, Mom, don’t worry... So... How about joining us this weekend? Jason will be away on a business trip, so why don’t you come for dinner before his flight and stay for the weekend.”

“Sure, Pam, I would love that, I haven’t seen the kids in a while, and I’ll bake them their favorite cookies too.”

“I’m sure they will love it, Mom. See you...take care.”

Pamela continued ironing with the earphones still in her ears but without any calls to make or music to listen to.  

“How could Mom just feel that there is something wrong?” She asked herself, “is it because of my voice, or is it because it’s a mother thing? Why can’t I feel the same thing with Kim? Why are we disconnected, and why do we have that distance between us?   

Is it me failing as a mother, or is it a problem within her generation, or maybe mine... can we be close in the future, and perhaps, one day, I will be able to truly understand what she is feeling? Can we create a bond stronger than we have today when she grows up?”

She got dragged into her thoughts and discovered that she must start cooking soon to have lunch ready by the time they returned in about two hours. So, she has to skip cleaning the rooms and can only tidy up for today.   

She wished she could tidy up her thoughts too or sort them out like she did with the laundry or dishes, but alas, her mind didn’t know how, or where to start. 

​Chapter 7
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Zunty never imagined that inside that tiny cave, he would find a young woman and two children standing in the corner, gazing at him in fear. Once she saw him, she picked up a stone and yelled at him in a language he had never heard. He didn’t understand her, but all he did was slowly put his spear on the ground and raise his other empty hand to assure her that he had no intention of hurting her.

She stopped yelling and sat in the corner of the cave, taking the children in her arms while still holding the stone in the palm of her hand.

He spoke to her calmly, but she also couldn’t understand what he said and held the children even tighter.

He sat in the other corner, gazing at the rain outside and trying not to look at her again. He knew she wouldn’t attack him and was only protecting the children, but she was not from his tribe and was not speaking their language, so where did she and the children come from? he thought.

She started to gradually calm down, easing her grip on the stone and the children. They sat for some time with silence and distance separating them, and the only sounds heard were the wind’s howling, the rain’s roaring, and the thunder’s rumbling.   

While sitting and staring at the cave’s opening, he suddenly jumped high like a frog, swiftly grabbed his spear, aimed it downwards, and landed it fearlessly on a snake’s head that tried to enter the cave. He quickly twisted the spear after piercing its head and made sure it was not moving. Then, he pulled the spear out, held the snake with one hand, tossed it out of the cave, and went back to sit with the spear in his firm grip, watching the cave’s opening with guarding eyes and attentive hands.

She was still in the corner and didn’t move or stand. The children were shivering from fear in her arms, and one of them was about to cry, but she covered his mouth with her hand and calmed him down.

It was not long before the rain started to slow down, and the sun rays broke a few cracks between the clouds. She let the children stand up but ordered them to stay close to her.

Zunty went outside the cave, watched a few drizzle drops fall, and saw more sunshine sifting through the clouds. He thought it was time to head back before any beasts would sneak up on him. As he scanned his surroundings, he realized no other humans were in sight. He knew he had to make a tough and risky decision, but it had to be done. He had to bring her and the children to the Grand Cave, or they would perish alone out there.

Zunty took one step outside the cave and moved the spear to his other hand, away from the woman and the children, then extended his empty hand to one of the children. The child looked at the young woman; she gave a calm and assuring nod, so he grabbed Zunty’s hand. Zunty took another step outside the cave and waited for her to follow him.

She immediately went outside the cave and stepped close to Zunty. He was frozen in place by the mesmerizing sight before him, like someone struck by magic when he saw the sunlight shining in her eyes. Her eyes were like a pair of glowing green summer leaves freshly washed by morning dew under the sun. She looked directly into his eyes with a small noticeable smile in her eyes yet not so salient on her lips. Then, she took out her necklace made of a beast’s teeth and put it around his neck. Finally, she held the hand of the other child, took a couple of steps outside the cave, and waited for him to lead the way.

Zunty was still under the effect of her eyes’ subtle benign incantation, but when the child holding his hand tried to move him, he looked at him, blinked, cleared his throat, and started walking, so they all followed him.

He went through the forest, slowly checking the path that started to look familiar to him, but he never looked back to see her again, his mind was full of questions, and he knew she couldn’t understand them, and even if she did, he wouldn’t understand her answers.

He reached the Grand Cave, and once he entered it, a blanket of silence covered the cave when they saw them; before Zunty or anyone spoke, the young woman raised her right hand, put it on her chest, and started talking. 

No one understood what she said. They started mumbling and trying to understand what was happening, then they heard a shout from the back of the cave from Zunty’s grandmother, “Baska...she speaks Baska”.  

The grandmother raised her right hand, put it on her chest, and said something in the Baska language too. Then, while walking towards the young woman, she told everyone that this is the language of her birth tribe. She got lost when the Northern People attacked them when she was young, and the previous leaders of this tribe found her and raised her like one of them. 

She reached the young woman, talked to her, listened to what she was saying, and then told the tribe, “Her name is Magda; her tribe had 25 souls. She was out with her two brothers and two hunters searching for food in a new land in preparation for the snow, but when the rain started falling, a beast attacked the hunters and killed them, and she ran with her brothers to find shelter.”

Magda looked back at Zunty and said something in Baska. The grandmother looked at Zunty, noticed the necklace on his neck, and with a barely noticeable smile, translated to the tribe, “We found a small shelter, and we were scared, but this great hunter saved our souls from the big snake and protected us from beasts and rain.”

Magda spoke again, in which the grandmother translated, “We are now only 23 young and good souls of women, children, and hunters, with only two elders among us.  

Please accept us to be part of your tribe, we will serve your tribe, and we will be thankful for you and for this sunrise that made your brave hunter save our souls.”

Everyone in the tribe, including the elders, looked at their chief, who understood the unspoken words in everyone’s eyes and knew what he should do. He walked to Magda, gazed into her eyes, briefly looked at Zunty, and then faced his tribe and spoke in a calm voice that emanated his wisdom, “I, Yendo, the chief of this tribe, cannot force my tribe to accept other souls to share our shelter, our water, and our food. So, I will wait for the next sunrise and listen to anyone coming to me with an objection. Then, if everyone sees no harm in accepting the 23 souls, I will follow my tribe’s decision.”

He then glanced at the elders and asked them if they agreed with what he said, and they did.

Yendo moved closer to Zunty and looked him in the eyes. He knew that Zunty had nothing to say, so he just smiled at him and moved away, leaving him more puzzled with the obscurity of this smile and that of his grandmother before.

​Chapter 8
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Adam: “Mr. Manor, tell me more about Advantology before the New Era began and how it affected people’s life till we reached a united globe.”

Manor:

“It’s the year 2170, by this time, education was only attained through the knowledge syrup, not in schools or universities anymore. A schedule of dosages and subjects after the age of four was the only needed education; this was also when the Ethics Syrup was created. Essentially, it gave the brain’s memory the primary ethical laws that should not be broken, with a few minor variations from the main principle, Don’t do any act in verbal, written, or physical form that would harm the self or others. Those variations included respect for self and others, tolerance and acceptance of differences, and care for the environment, among other ethical formats but all derived from the main principle.  
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