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Richard woke up to a ceiling that was not his own. Confused, he got up from his bed, and even though the lights were dim, he could see that the walls were not his walls, they after all looked too good compared to the walls of his run-down apartment. He got up to find the light switch, and before he could do so, the room lit up. 

It looked too advanced, too modern, and too clean. There was a small desk, with a chair tucked under it. There was a bed, from which Richard just arose from. Other than these three pieces of furniture, and the row of lights above, the room was small and spartan in furnishings. 

“Hello there Richard.” Spoke a voice that emanated from one of the corners of the room. 

“Who are you?” Asked Richard. 

“Someone who is going to help you get acquainted with your new life.” Replied the voice, with a slight tone of amusement. 

Richard could see that he was kidnapped, but he had no idea as to the possible reason. He was a writer, a struggling one at that. He was behind on his rent by thousands of dollars, he owed his university so much in debt, that they refuse to issue him a diploma or official transcripts. He had to disconnect the landline to get away from the harassment of creditor calls. He was absolutely destitute in every possible way. 

“And what is this new life?” Asked Richard, and the door to his room opened as soon as he finished his sentence. 

“Step outside and find out.” Replied the voice from the wall.  

Richard’s curiosity overpowered his sense of caution. He simply walked outside, and he saw in both directions a long hallway. It had the same style of lights that his room had, and the walls were of the same material, design, and decoration as the ones in his room. Even the floor had the same metallic finish. He decided to turn right, and he walked down the hallway. 

“What do you think?” Asked the voice. 

“I want to know, why have I been kidnapped?” Replied Richard. 

“Kidnapped? What makes you come to such a conclusion?” Asked the voice. 

“The fact that I never asked to be here.” Replied Richard. 

“Well, the answer is quite simple. We did not kidnap you, we in a way rescued you from your prison of misery.” Said the voice as Richard continued to walk down the seemingly unending hall. 

“Rescued me?” Replied Richard with a snarl as he decided to stop walking.

“Yes, I believe your financial circumstance, not to mention your career choice in your past life, has given you a life of poverty and misery. How many times did you submit a story, only for it to be rejected outright by a publication? How many times did you promote a story that you published yourself, only to be met with ridicule and wasted time?” Asked the voice. 

“So instead of a prisoner to money, I’m a prisoner to you then?” Replied Richard. 

“Start walking again down the hallway, the same direction that you were on previously. The hallway will continue to bend slightly upwards, keep going until you see a massive door. It will say: “Mess Hall.” It will be written in English, so you have nothing to worry about. Once you see it, walk towards it. It will then open, and inside you will find more answers to the many questions that you no doubt have.” Said the voice.  

Richard obeyed the voice and continued to walk the hallway. As the voice said, it continued to curve upwards, and the writer in Richard was beginning to suspect that this was some sort of facility that generates centrifugal gravity. “Secret government facility?” Thought Richard, as he continued to walk the hallway until he reached the massive door. 

Richard approached it, and the door opened effortlessly. Richard walked inside, and he could see seated around a table several people dressed in their pajamas and undergarments. They all looked to be from meager and humble walks of life, and no doubt they were taken from their sleep in much the same way that Richard was. 

“Take a seat Richard, everyone is waiting on you.” Said the voice, and Richard took a seat at the sole open chair around the round table. 

“Excellent, firstly welcome everyone! Please, take a moment to look around at each other.” Said the voice, and everyone took the opportunity to do so. The people seated around the table were of all different sorts of ethnicities and genders, and Richard suspected that the only commonality that they shared was that they all spoke English, since that was the language that the voice spoke. 

“Everyone here understands English?” Asked Richard, and everyone nodded and replied in the affirmative. 

“The one commonality among you, well except your occupations and skills of course.” Replied the voice that emanated strongly from all the walls in the mess hall. 

“Are you all writers?” Asked Richard, and again everyone nodded and replied in the affirmative. 

“One of the most valuable skills in the entire universe, the ability to transmute raw imagination into recordable data. Such a shame that your civilization cannot understand that.” Replied the voice. 

“Our civilization? Have we been kidnapped by aliens?” Asked one of the other writers. 

“In a way, yes.” Replied the voice with a chuckle. 

“Are we in space? Aboard a station that generates its own gravity using centrifugal force?” Asked Richard. 

“An intelligent writer I see, yes to both questions.” Replied the voice. 

“Where in space, are we presently?” Asked another writer, and as soon as she finished her question, the wall opposite to the door began to rumble and slide open, revealing a window, and an incredible sight. 

One could see two bright blue stars, including a small red star at a distance. The stars were simply too close for the view to be from Earth, the station had to be orbiting them within the same solar system as the two stars. The room was silent, as everyone took in the implications of such a sight. 

“Alpha Centauri.” Said one of the writers. No one spoke a word, everyone in the room knew that he spoke the truth, and their powerfully bright but still mortal minds were still aghast at the sight. 

“Did we travel here aboard a ship that can move faster than light?” Asked Richard, the first to break the silence. 

“Yes.” Replied the voice. 

“What species of alien are you?” Asked Richard, and the room of writers heard a small door open. Out stepped a figure that looked human, with some metallic streaks across his skin. 
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