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“And now I am become life, creator of worlds.”

-From the journal of Sera King

It is 245 years later. Earth has suffered a nuclear war.  All humanity on Earth did not survive. Only a few hundred thousand humans, living on the planet Mars, survive. They cling to a grim existence in small settlements, scattered across the surface of the planet.

There are just two main cities, Volaskia and Stargon, each in opposite hemispheres of the red planet.  The inhabitants of these cities mistrust the inhabitants of the other city.  The two cities are rivals that are competing for very limited resources. Political and even military tensions between the cities are high. Many fear a war between them is inevitable.

The atmosphere is now breathable for humans on Mars. However, because it is so thin, larger land animals, such as horses, that could serve as beasts of burden, can not survive there.  Because of the lack of resources and scarce technology, most transportation is on foot, by humans themselves.  The batteries that once powered vehicles have long since become depleted, defunct, and unusable.  Such is the fate of most of the technological innovations and equipment that originated on, and was sent from Earth, that built the original Mars colonizations.  

Thus, transportation and communication between the settlements is limited.  Farming is done by human hands, inside of large greenhouses that dot the Martian landscape.

In the city of Volaskia, there is a small, makeshift university, dedicated to preservation of human knowledge.  Within the university, there is a small club, dedicated the preservation of human technological advances. It is mostly secretive because the knowledge they possess and preserve is closely monitored, protected and even coveted by the city’s government. The club meets in a small three-room clubhouse, located in university buildings.  The club’s leader is Professor Dreck, a man of almost 60 years.

One Martian evening, there is a quiet knock on the door of the clubhouse quarters.  A stranger, cloaked in thick, dark clothing from head to toe stands nervously, looking around cautiously to make sure that they are not being watched. Professor Dreck, as cautious as the stranger himself, makes his way to the door.

“Who is it, what do you want?” he demands, almost in a whisper, through the closed door.  He motions frantically for the students who are there to cover the ancient computer equipment and other pieces of technology that the students have been studying, and repairing.

“Professor, please, I need to speak with you,” comes the muffled answer.

“About what?” the professor demands again.

“I’ve come about the journal of Sera King.”

“Sera King?” He replies, in disbelief.  “One moment.” He makes certain that the technology is sufficiently covered. He quickly unlocks and opens the door.  “Come in,” he offers.

Once the stranger is inside, he asks, “you have the journal? With you?”  Several students gather around the stranger.

“Just a part of it,” the stranger replies. 

“Who are you, where are you from?” demands the professor.

“I’m a foreigner, from Stargon, and well, I’m tired of living in fear.”  The stranger unwraps their head covering, revealing the face of a young woman.  “My name is Jance.”

One of the students lets out half cry at the sight of the young woman’s face and upon hearing her name.

The professor quickly turns around. “Shayla, you know this woman?” asks the professor of the one who cried out.

“Yes, I know her,” she admits.  “She is from the Stargon university.  

“How do you know her?” the professor asks.

“We’re sort of pen pals; we communicate over an old but still functional comsat line.” She turns to Jance. “

“You know this is forbidden, Jance. I—“

“What are you doing here? I had no idea you were coming,” Jance interrupts.

“Well,” Jance explains, “I was worried using the comsat line was not secure enough for the information I have... ...so I came here in person.”

“The journal?” the professor interjects.

“Yes,” Jance confirms.

“Excuse me,” one of the students, a young man named Jacob interrupts, “who is Sera King, and why would we let a stranger from Stargon into this club’s quarters on the mere mention of this name?”

“The existence of Sera King is a myth, a legend.... ... or so it is thought,” Professor Dreck explains. “She was an explorer, one of the first people to visit Mars after the air was made breathable, about two hundred and fifty years ago.”

“After her first trip to Mars, she returned to Earth, to help organize and lead the first wave of Martian colonization,” continues Jance.

“Or so the legend says,” the professor finishes.  “As we know, much of our history has been lost. Now it’s just legend. The journal she kept, chronicling her life, is also just legend... ...it is said she predicted, in this journal, many things, including the nuclear war, and even our current situation between our two city states.  Again, just a myth.”

“Until now,” announces Jance.  She carefully removes her outer garment revealing a small, shoulder slung satchel.  She reaches inside the satchel and slowly brings out a tattered, covered spiral notebook.  The students gasp, collectively.

“Is that real paper?” another student asks in astonishment.

“Yes it is,” declares Jance.  “It was scarce and rarely used, even in her time.  She wrote on paper because she predicted the collapse and lack of most of the technological innovations of mankind.  It says that right in this journal.”

“Where did you get it?” the professor inquires after a moment of consideration.

Jance answers, “it was brought to us, by a farmer, who discovered it in a storage box that had been buried in his field.  He brought it to the university for study and it was turned over to our technology club.”
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