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Chapter One

A Brief History

Note to students: Two-hundred thousand years ago, a sentient, primate-like race called humans occupied a small corner of a solar system we have been studying for many years. Their home planet was called Earth. Five-Hundred light years away, we have recently discovered a resource-rich planet of interest, called Kepler. Amazingly, we discovered traces of humanity on Kepler! This forced us to change our understanding of everything we previously thought to be true about the extinction of the human race in their home solar system.

Humanity may be a small part of our Galaxy’s history, but it plays a role nonetheless. As we work to better understand this race, understanding their language becomes the focal point. Enclosed within the pages of this book will be a small, select sampling of a cache of human historical documents found on Kepler-438b during a recent dig. It is truly remarkable to be given an opportunity to see this snapshot into the lives of humans so many years extinct.

The following lecture (1a.) was given by Archaeologist Galvao Marcos, Ph.D., leading human researcher and author of The Human Experience, at the yearly Intergalactic Prehistorical Conference. End note to students.

(1a.) Official notes from Dr. Marcos’ lecture:

“Kepler is an M sized planet, 500 light years from the nearest oxygen based, fully life sustaining planet. Its rotation is on the outer limits of the habitable zone, but, habitable nonetheless. Still, intelligent life never evolved on Kepler on its own. The ingredients were there, but it never received the cosmic spark. On some planets, that “spark” may have been an asteroid that delivered the package of amino acids that underwent certain chemical changes that, over billions of years... became life. On another planet, perhaps life was seeded there as an environmental experiment a million years ago. Nevertheless, these things never happened on Kepler, at least not until humans came along.

Over two-hundred thousand years ago, humans from Earth colonized Kepler. The humans had taken everything that Earth, their home planet, had to offer, and had begun expanding out into the universe searching for more resources. The scientists on Earth had been keeping their eye on Kepler for some time. 

Kepler was not the first human colony outside of the confines of Earth's atmosphere. There had been the colonization of Earth’s own moon, as well as that of their neighboring planet; they called it Mars. But this was the first colony where the atmosphere matched that of Earth's. This was a real prize for the humans. Their desire as a people was, above all, to believe that their lineage might last forever. Seeding planets where no extra tech was needed to sustain them was crucial to achieving this. 

Based on Earth records, the mission was code-named “Operation Sporos.” It was enormous. It was expensive. It was dangerous. But never underestimate the human instinct for survival and expansion. In what became the crowning achievement of humanity, just over fifty-thousand humans were transported to Kepler. It would prove to be the first and only attempt by the people of Earth. They brought with them their own bacteria, an array of seeds for grasses and trees, and even DNA for a wide variety of animal, fish and insect life. In fact, they brought with them a toolbox that has the Kepler of today looking very much like Earth did generations before. Humans from every possible culture, speaking every known Earth language were selected for the trip. The idea was to protect and preserve the human lineage, so precautions were taken to ensure that the colonists brought humanity with them.

This would prove to be the last of humankind's expansion into space. Shortly after “Operation Sporos”, Earth was overwhelmed by war and social upheaval. All of the issues that led the humans to require expansion and colonization had finally caught up with them. 

Of course, without support from home, the colonies on Earth’s moon and sister planet, Mars, suffered the same fate as Earth, and eventually crumbled. 

Perhaps very small pockets on humanity (if you can even call it that) have survived, mostly in caves, foraging on carcasses of dead animals, and roots/berries... and occasionally, each other. Further research is needed to make certain.

And so it came to be that these fifty thousand humans on Kepler-438b, 500 light years from home, became what they referred to as the Sons of Noah, isolated, on a brand new world.”

Chapter Two

Dear Diary

Day 376 AT (After Transport)

Dear Diary,

My teacher, Mrs. Dunlap, is young, maybe in her early thirties. She tries (and usually fails) to be really strict, and she talks super-fast like she is anxious about something, but overall, I really like having her as my 7th grade teacher. She’s always telling me how much potential she thinks I have, so I guess she likes me too.

She told us on the first day of class that she wasn’t prepared to teach this way. All of her lectures had been prepared ahead of time, during the transport. She had saved them all and uploaded them into the servers. But she said she had an idea about how we might still make the best of our situation, even without all of our electronic learning tools from the ship. She said we could do what kids used to do, write things that we learn down in a book. This way we can keep a physical record of it and keep our writing skills sharp, even under the circumstances. It’s to be called our diary, and I’m supposed to write everything that happens to me in it. She even wants us to record our conversations, at least the ones that are noteworthy. She says these diaries are for no one but ourselves. We are not to let anyone read them, not even her. Actually, this is the perfect assignment for me. I have a great love for reading and writing. This class was my first time doing so with actual pencil and paper instead of a computer screen and a keyboard, but it can’t be that much different, right? If my parents and Mrs. Dunlap didn’t expect me to become leader of De Novo one day, I’d probably want to be a writer. I wonder if a body could find time to do both?

My name is Jamey Jones. I’m a thirteen-year old human being, and I’m a colonist on planet Kepler-438b. Our colony is called De Novo, which they say is Latin for new beginning. I’m colonist number 3,331 of 50,000. I’m only kidding, this isn’t a prison, it’s a town. Even though I was born there, I don’t even remember where I come from, which is a planet called Earth. Oh, I’ve learned about it in Earth History and Astronomy classes during transport, and I’ve heard bits and pieces from my parents. But, it still feels lonely, having no connection to a past life.

My dad’s name is James Jones, and he’s the Governor of our Colony. Although he had some political schooling back on Earth, he wasn’t exactly a politician. Early on in his University days, he switched from politics to something he was more passionate about. On Earth, he had become a well-known surgeon, specializing in children with blood cancers. Eventually, he became the Director at the Centers for Disease Control, based out of a city called Atlanta, in a state called Georgia, in a country called the United States. Somehow or another, the government hand-picked my dad to be the Governor of the colony. But this new colony wasn’t to be some type of dictatorship. What started with the government still ultimately had to come to a vote, and dad won comfortably. His main opponent for Governor was Don Megalo. I guess he and my dad get along now because they have to, but whatever resentment he has for my dad, he has handed it down to his son Gus, because that kid has had it in for me for years. It’s kinda funny that Marcus Worthington was initially in the race as well, but as far as I can tell, holds no ill will towards dad. In fact, he’s the second highest-ranking Councilman and works with my dad quite a bit. If anything, I’d call the two friends.

My mom’s name is Karissa Jones, and she is a former beauty queen who starred in her own home and garden live chat video cast before the transport. She was another reason dad won the vote so comfortably. As you might guess, having at least one family member with the ability to garden was one of the more important checkmarks on the colonists’ questionnaires. That’s one angle, but let’s face it, being beautiful and recognizable from a live cast doesn’t hurt your chances at anything.

As for me? I guess I get along OK. I’m the top student in my class and everybody says I’ll be the Governor of the colony one day if I manage to stay out of trouble for that long. Mom, dad, and Mrs. Dunlap all say I’m too smart for my own good, whatever that means. I do tend to get myself into trouble on a pretty regular basis. Honestly it’s usually not even my fault. I don’t think I’m doing anything any other thirteen-year old boys aren’t doing. Plus, I’ve been bored out of my mind.

Earth was in a bit of a rough patch when we left, and Earth scientists thought it would take the better part of 10 years to reach Kepler, so they didn’t have time for detailed probes of the planet. However, from the research that was done, there was a reasonable amount of certainty that the oxygen content would support life and that there was an abundance of running water, and the belief was that there was no life here. That last part may turn out to be true, at least on the small part of the planet we are currently inhabiting, but we’ve only seen a small part.
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