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Introduction 


	 


	Congratulations on purchasing LOGIC: A Forced Choice, and thank you for doing so.


	 


	The following chapters will offer a fictional tale about the dangers of the human race relying too heavily on technology. This is a work of fiction and is intended for amusement and entertainment purposes only.       


	 


	There are plenty of books on this subject on the market. Thanks again for choosing this one! Please enjoy!


	 


	 


	 


	 


	 


	 


	 


	 


	 


	 


	 


	 


	 


	 


	 


	 


	 


	 


	 


	 


	 


	 


	 


	 


	 


	 




Chapter 1: Welcome to Star One


	 


	Star One Officer Mike Mason looked up from his desk. He looked out at the class full of kids. They were supposed to be working on their group projects. Of course, what that meant was that a handful of the smarter students were doing all the work while the rest of them goofed off or sent air messages to each other.


	The project they were working on was one he gave to each of his classes. Year after year, he found himself reading close to thirty papers on how the students imagined life was for kids living in the year 2020. In the last five years, Mason was still waiting to read a single paper that didn’t have to do with technology. You’d think by the year 2350, people would’ve gotten over their obsessions with technology.


	Most of his students wrote about how terrible life must have been back when kids had to read actual books, line by line. The fact that students in the early twenty-first century had to type their papers into a computer was mind-boggling to his students. One of the students in his previous year’s class had actually asked him how people back in the “olden times” were able to get anything done without the technology available to people in the 24th century.


	Mason already felt old standing up in front of a group of a hundred and twenty teenagers. He was in his early thirties, although he felt a lot older than that. Thankfully, he didn’t look his age. He could still pass for twenty-six or twenty-seven. He was tall, much taller than most of the other officers onboard the ship. He had brown, wavy hair. While he didn’t consider himself cocky in the least, he couldn’t ignore the fact that a lot of the women on the ship told him he was a good looking guy. 


	It probably didn’t hurt that he worked out a lot. In between classes, there wasn’t much else to do. Plus, he needed to hit the gym sometimes to work off some of the frustrations he felt, especially as a teacher to a bunch of kids who would rather be anywhere else besides in his classroom. One thing that Mason was a little self-conscious about was the fact that he needed glasses now. He knew it was coming as his father started wearing glasses in his mid-twenties. But even with his glasses on, people still told him he looked good. 


	He wished his students were a little more intimidated by him. They seemed to have no qualms about doing whatever they felt like doing during class. They drove him a little nuts sometimes. The way they talked about people who had lived just two hundred years before them was more proof that they had no idea how easy they had it. 


	He felt the same thing when he took groups on tours through the Star One Museum of Antiquity. Not that he had it all that hard. Most of his job was done through technology. He wasn’t all that different from his students or the people he took on museum tours. But one thing he couldn’t believe was how entitled most people felt.


	Most of the people he met through his job had no respect for history. All they cared about was the here and now. If it wasn’t something they could plug into their brain port, they wanted nothing to do with it.


	That was only part of the problem with living on Star One. Mason had seen enough aero videos to know how hard life was for the people still living on Earth. Talk about a rough life. 


	Mason had a few relatives who still lived down there. The things his cousins did to survive! He could barely think about it without getting sick to his stomach. At least on the Star One ship, they had plenty to eat and drink. All they had to do was push a couple of buttons, and anything they felt like having would appear in front of them. Of course, it was different. They didn’t really get to enjoy the food. They swallowed those little candy-coated tablets and went on with their day. But at least they weren’t eating dead rats and other varmint.


	 Before he knew it, the bell rang, signaling the end of class. That was one of the last vestiges of the old days. Bells and alarms! Oh, how he was tired of the bells and alarms. They seemed to dictate his every move. Class started – the bell rang, and when class was over – the bell rang. The Commander was calling for an emergency drill – an alarm rang. How nice it would be to go just one day without his every step being orchestrated by bells and alarms.


	No sooner had he minimized his AirPad and put it in his pocket than another alarm sounded. But this one wasn’t a bell letting him know his next class was about to start. Instead, this one was a bit more ominous. 


	Mason walked as quickly as he could without running. He had to get to the Star One Conference Room fast, or he wouldn’t get a seat. He had no idea what this meeting was about, but he was sure the Commander was the one who called the meeting.


	When he arrived at the conference room door, he put his eye up to the security scanner and heard a strange buzzer. A big red sign appeared on the screen saying, “ACCESS DENIED.” Denied? Mason had been on this ship for over five years, and he had never been denied access to anything. What was going on?


	Before he had time to wonder for too long, a buddy of his ran up to the door. 


	“Hey, Adam. What is this meeting all about?” He figured if Adam was meant to be in that meeting, then he was too.


	What to say about First Lieutenant Adam Pace. He felt bad thinking it, but Mason knew that he was one of only a few people onboard who tolerated the guy. The guy never seemed to be doing any work. He was constantly in one of the canteens eating or, more likely, popping beer and vodka pods. If he wasn’t in the canteen, you could usually find him in the Hall of Records hitting on some teenage girl. 


	The young girls, and the women for that matter, were obsessed with Adam. Even Mason had to admit that guy was one of the best looking guys on the ship. He was well-built, and somehow, despite the fact that they lived on a ship, he was always tan. He got his hair cut twice a month, and he'd never admit it, but Mason knew the guy got manicures and pedicures! He was always in his civilian clothes despite the fact that officers were supposed to be in formal dress while on duty. 


	The fact that Adam was such a party guy was precisely why Mason was angry that he had been invited to a secret meeting with the Commander and other higher-ups.


	“Oh, nothing to concern yourself about, man. Can I squeeze past you to the scanner?” Right before his friend approached the security scanner, he placed a coffee film under his tongue.


	“I had a late night and need all the caffeine I can get!”


	Mason was starting to get frustrated. Here was Adam, someone he considered a friend, and he was freezing him out. Why was he being so evasive?


	“Adam, the scanner won’t let me in. Must have rubbed my eyes too hard trying to stay awake in class. Scan me in, will ya?”


	His friend looked at him and started shuffling the pods he had in his hand. “Come on, man. I got my hands full here. Just try scanning your eye again. Maybe it was a fluke.”


	“I tried twice!”Mason lied. He knew better than to try to scan twice in a row. Two “ACCESS DENIED” scans and he’d get called down to the Director of Security’s office. The last thing he needed to deal with right now was Sargent DeSeat. He couldn’t stand the guy, and he certainly wasn’t in the mood for a dressing down this morning.


	Director DeSeat was one of his least favorite people on the ship. The man was only five-foot-six or seven but walked around like he owned the place. Not only was he short, but he could stand to lose a few pounds (or fifty!) He always had someone smeared all over his shirt. Mason had no idea what it was since very few of the officers onboard the ship ate real food. Plus, the guy's hair, what was left of it, was always greasy. The less time Mason had to spend with that guy, the better. 


	“Geez, what’s going on? I’ve scanned you in plenty of times when your eyes were so bloodshot from popping vodka tabs the night before. What’s the big deal?”


	“Look, I didn’t want to get into it with you right now, but I don’t think you’re supposed to be at this meeting. It’s just a few guys the Commander called late last night. I don’t even know what it’s about.”


	“Wait a minute - they called you into this meeting but not me? That doesn’t make any sense.”


	Adam tried to look over his shoulder. The last thing he wanted to do was be seen talking to Mason before this meeting. It didn’t matter that he was an Officer. The Commander didn’t like the fact that he hung out with members of the “Faithful.”


	“I’m not trying to be a jerk here, but I really don’t want to hash this out right now. Just let me get by so I can get into the meeting. If I’m late, the Commander will have my head.”


	He couldn’t believe what he was hearing. That must be why his eye scanner didn’t work - he was being frozen out for real.


	The next thing he knew, Adam was brushing past him to get to the scanner. He scanned his eye and received the safe, green message, “ACCESS GRANTED.” 


	“Talk to ya later, buddy.” Adam cruised past him and went into the conference room. Mason tried to peek inside. The only people he saw were Sargent DeSeat, Commander Morris, and Sydney, the IT guru who was in charge of LOGIC.


	He scratched his head. He couldn’t imagine what was going on in that room, but he was going to get to the bottom of it.


	 


	 


	 


	 


	 


	 


	 


	 


	 


	 


	 


	 




Chapter 2: The Meeting


	 


	Adam entered the conference room, not sure who he should sit next to. He was a First Lieutenant, so he technically belonged in the meeting. He felt terrible having to tell his friend that he hadn’t been invited. It wasn’t like he was happy to be included. He would much rather sit in the canteen and pop a few beer pods. 


	He still wasn’t sure what the meeting was about or why it was so urgent that they gathered. He saw Sergeant DeSeat sitting on the right, next to the head of the table. He didn’t want to be that close to either the Director of Security or the Commander.


	To the left, he saw Sydney from IT. He didn’t talk to the guy all that much. To tell the truth, he thought the guy was a little weird. Everybody thought so. However, he figured he was better off sitting next to the quiet guy with glasses than any of the others.


	Adam headed over and took the seat to the right of Sydney. He attempted to say hello, but Sydney was lost in his palmtop. Leave it to the IT guy to still use a computer you had to hold in your hand. The rest of the commissioned guys (and girls) on Star One used their air pods. 


	Now that he thought about it, Mason used a palmtop as well. What was it with these guys and old technology? That was part of the problem. If people would stop hanging on to the past, they would be able to embrace the future.


	That’s part of the reason Adam was included in this meeting. The more he thought about it, the people in this room supported innovation more than anybody else on Star One. 


	Of course, the civilians on the ship couldn’t wait to get their hands on new technology. He couldn’t remember the last time he saw a young person sending anything but an air message. Why waste time speaking or typing a message when all you had to do was think about it and put it out into the air?


	Before he could get too deep in thought about air messaging, Adam saw Commander Morris enter the room. He knew better than to talk when the man was holding a meeting. The Commander had made it clear that people were there to listen, not talk. The only time you were expected to speak to the Commander was when he asked you a direct question.


	This was why he was so surprised when the Commander took his seat next to Lieutenant DeSeat and said to the men in the room, “Talk to me, gentlemen! What are we going to do about this LOGIC problem?”


	Sydney stopped looking at his palmtop for the first time since Adam had entered the room.


	“Um, Sir, with all due respect, there is no problem with LOGIC. I already told you, LOGIC is fine.”


	“Well, Sydney, things don’t seem “fine” to me when I have people sending me air messages non-stop about how LOGIC is being secretive lately. In fact, Director DeSeat told me himself that he is concerned.”


	Sydney looked at DeSeat with a look of consternation on his face. He made no effort to hide his disdain for the commissioned men on the ship. He answered to the Commander because he had no choice.


	When Sydney accepted the position on Star One, he made it clear that he would only do so if he was free to work without the issue of authority above him. The only concession he had made was that he would answer to the Commander. Even then, he had the final say when it came to IT issues, especially when they concerned LOGIC.


	“Commander Morris, as I stated before, there is no problem with LOGIC. Yes, LOGIC has been acting strange lately. But it’s nothing to be concerned about.”


	The Commander got up out of his seat. It was never a good sign when he stood up. It was even worse when he started pacing the room.


	Commander Morris started pacing with his hands placed behind his back. This was what he did when he felt the need to remind people that he was the leader of the ship. The problem is that Sydney didn’t care about who was in charge of what. He only cared about his computers and the technological devices back in his workshop.


	“Sydney, I usually trust you wholeheartedly. But something sinister is going on. I personally observed LOGIC behaving strangely just this morning. At 0600 hours, I went in to see what was going on for myself. Do you know what that blasted machine said to me?”


	“No, Commander. As I wasn’t there, I have no idea what LOGIC said to you. But I’m sure you will enlighten us?”


	The tension in the room was so thick Adam could cut it with a knife. That is if they still used knives. He had to laugh to himself. He thought back to what he had observed the night before in the canteen. One of the “Faithful” was there, and they were using silverware – actual silverware! – to eat their dinner. Who would use a fork and knife to eat a plant-based stew capsule?


	Adam was so deep into his daydreaming that he had missed what the Commander had said.


	“Excuse me, sir, could you repeat that? I was fighting a cough there and couldn’t hear you.”


	The Commander stopped pacing. He came over to where Adam was sitting and stared directly into his face. “Lieutenant Pace, did you just say you felt a cough coming on?”


	Oh, no. He wasn’t even thinking when he made up that little white lie. On Star One, a cough was more than just a cough. A cough meant you had to go into quarantine for fourteen days. Adam could not go that long without a beer pod.


	“I didn’t actually feel a cough, sir. I simply thought I felt a cough. But no, I am right as rain. I just felt bad asking you to repeat yourself. I know you’re an important and busy man, and I didn’t want to disrespect you, is all.”


	Commander Morris stepped back. He must’ve bought what Adam was selling.


	“I had just told your colleagues that when I went in to check on LOGIC this morning, the supercomputer told me to, “Get Out!”


	Adam wasn’t prepared for that. He knew the Commander overreacted at every turn. He had no idea that LOGIC said something that was truly concerning. But what could it mean telling the commander of the ship to “Get Out?” It’s not like there was anywhere to go. He couldn’t imagine the supercomputer that helped guide Star One meant for him to get out of Sydney’s dungeon.


	All of a sudden, Adam was scared. He had been on Star One for over ten years, and nothing like this had ever happened. Even before Sydney came on board, their IT department had always had complete control over the computer system. Even the motherboard was indestructible. Now this? 


	Adam rubbed his palms across his eyes. Maybe Mason was right. Maybe he did have one too many beer pods the night before. He had to cut back; even he knew that. The problem is that things were so darned boring around here. Nothing ever happened. 


	








Chapter 3: Rejection At Its Finest!



	 


	Officer Mason was not happy when he walked away from the conference room. He was embarrassed, to be honest. Everyone knew Adam Pace was a joke. Nobody took him seriously. He didn’t even take himself seriously. Why was he included in the meeting that morning?


	He knew he had to shake it off, or it would ruin his whole day. He knew exactly where he needed to go to blow off some steam. 


	Mason, known by his friends in the “Faithful” as Mike, looked around to see who was in the hall with him. Even though there was a chance the Commander knew where the “Faithful” met on the ship, Mason didn’t want to be the one who confirmed it for him.


	He walked another thirty feet or so and stopped at a green locker to his right. It resembled one of the old lockers the people on Earth used in high schools back in the 20th and 21st centuries. It used to be in the Star One Museum of Antiquity, but he was afraid the rust on the locker would infect the other metal pieces in the museum. 


	When he moved the locker to the hallway, he had no idea it would one day become the secret portal to the “Star Chamber.” He had to laugh. The people who created the “Faithful” named their secret room the “Star Chamber” after a movie that came out hundreds of years ago with the same name.


	The film was about a group of people who controlled the court system back in the late 1900s. Nobody knew the group existed. In that way, it was like the “Faithful.” Well, that was the original hope of the founder of the group. Ultimately, one of the defectors from the group ran their mouth and told the others on Star One that it existed. 


	Thankfully, the Commander and Sergeant DeSeat didn’t believe them. Or, if they did, they didn’t care. That’s because they all thought they were untouchable. What could a group of history buffs possibly do to threaten those in charge on Star One?


	Little did the Commander know that this was exactly what the “Faithful” planned to do one day. Mason could only hope that the day was soon.


	When he was sure nobody was around, Mason knocked on the locker three times. They didn’t keep a lock on the hunk of metal. After all, nobody was allowed to lock their cabins on Star One anyway. The only doors that locked were those of the Commander and his high-level sentries. And, of course, the door to Sydney’s lair had a lock on it. Nobody was allowed in, and nobody was allowed anywhere near LOGIC without permission, except for the Commander. Commander Morris could get into any room he wanted, at any time and for any reason.


	About ten seconds after Mason had knocked on the metal door, he heard three beeps. It almost sounded like a bird. Well, what a bird sounded like when they were excited. He hadn’t seen a bird since he left Earth. But he loved playing the old videos for his friends in the “Faithful.” They got a kick out of seeing how things used to be back when Earth was a plentiful, hospitable place.


	After he heard the bird chirping, he knew it was safe to go through. He squeezed through the opening of the locker and walked down the dark, long hallway to the “Star Chamber.” Once inside, he could finally exhale. 


	It had been a long morning, and it wasn’t over yet. He rubbed his eyes and looked around to see who was hanging out in the “Star Chamber.” It looked empty, but he knew that couldn’t be true since there had to be at least one member of the group in the chamber at all times.


	He called out a greeting and heard some rustling back in the viewing room. He walked tentatively back to the room to see who was back there.


	He smiled when he saw Han Lo. Han was one of the few people Mason knew when he lived back on Earth. Han reminded him of a guy who used to star in a show called, “The Goldbergs” back in the early part of the 21st century. The show was about a bunch of dorky kids growing up in Pennsylvania in the 1980s. One of the main characters' friends was named Dave Kim. He was Chinese and had a bowl cut. He wore thick glasses that covered half his face. As far as his clothes were concerned, he wouldn’t know what style was if it hit him in the head. Han Lo looked and acted just like that guy. 


	Of course, the funny thing is that Han Lo was probably the only person other than Mason who knew what show he was talking about! 


	“Hey Han, how’s it hanging?” The two men laughed. When in the “Star Chamber,” members liked to use terminology and language that people used “back in the day.” Some days, they would have contests to see who could come up with more phrases, but sadly, this would not be one of those days.


	“How has your day been so far?”


	Han suddenly stopped laughing. All of a sudden, his face took on a serious expression.


	“Well, it started out okay. I woke up early and got in here before the first alarm went off. I managed to convince Sara to give me two of her coffee pods in exchange for one of my carrot cake tablets.”


	“Well, that sounds like a good trade to me. What happened? You said your day started out okay. I take it that something has happened to change that?”


	His friend didn’t respond right away. He figured if he kept talking, it would give Han time to formulate a response. One thing about Han that drove him nuts was that he never just said what was on his mind. He was constantly checking himself before he opened his mouth.


	“I can tell you, Han; it can’t be worse than the morning I’m having.”


	Han looked at his friend and said, “Why, what’s going on with you?”


	Mike rarely kept anything from his friend. He was one of the only people he could truly trust onboard. 


	“I finished my early class this morning and then heard the alarm calling for a commissioner’s meeting in the conference room. When I got there, I tried to scan into the room, and the damned eye scanner rejected me.”


	“Whoa, wait. You always go to those meetings. What happened?”


	Mike knew he could count on his faithful friend to hear him out. Han knew all too well that he normally went to those meetings. One of the duties of being a member of the “Faithful” was that you had to fill the other senior members in on any news they received from the higher-ups.


	“I don’t know, man. The kick in the guts was when that lush Adam Pace came up to me and scanned in no problem. That guy is fun, but he has no business in a meeting with the Commander.”


	Han looked like he was ready to say something but then stopped. Instead, he asked Mike to follow him back into the small office the “Faithful” maintained behind the viewing room.


	Mike followed. It wasn’t often that Han asked him to enter the inner sanctum that was the “Faithful” office. Mike had never been one for paperwork or administrative tasks. That was the one thing he hated about teaching. Even though he didn’t technically have to grade “papers,” he still had to review the air notes his students sent him every night.


	When they finally got to the tiny and dark office, Han asked him to close the door. Once he shut the door, Han asked him to turn on the light. The office had an old-school lamp that still worked. The rest of the ship operated on ambient, smart lighting. Very few rooms had control switches. That was one of the things that made it hard for him to sleep at night. 
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