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PREFACE


I have always had trouble falling asleep at night. Everyone has heard of counting sheep jumping over fences, but I’ve never understood it. Is it supposed to be monotonous with all the sheep being the same – black or white, big or small? Why would you get tired from seeing lively sheep? I’ve probably tried, but in my counting, one of them always falls over or the crown jewels hit the fence, and they end up lying there writhing in pain.


No, instead, I started many years ago during sleepless evenings and nights to embark on a fantasy journey. It developed over time, and I could jump right into the “next episode” without missing a beat. It helped, and I slept better. It eventually became quite a long story. I told a friend about it after years of “fantasy traveling.” He thought it definitely should be written down. I left it at that, but after years of contemplation, I gathered the courage to contact an author who shared the same opinion my friend had years earlier. She is a Finnish-Swedish author who has published three books, Mia Bergenheim. I live in Thailand myself but made a detour to Finland, where we met and almost immediately started working on the book. I wrote first and sent a few pages to Mia, who then rewrote them to make the text more “book-style.” We had probably made it halfway through the book when Mia thought I should write the book myself. It probably differed so much from her previous books that she had some difficulty understanding what I wanted. Or perhaps she grew tired of my complaining and correcting the text she wrote. But by then, I had caught the writing bug and restarted in my own rough style. However, without Mia’s encouragement and help, the book probably would never have come to be.


The story takes place 150 years in the future, in the year 2174. Yep, we’re heading out into space and the unknown – or maybe not. Read on to find out. But if you’re a space geek and want to know how things work in the future, you should stop here. I don’t know anything about that, and maybe someone knows what the world will look like 150 years from now? My dad used to say, “It’s hard to predict, and especially hard to predict the future.”


But imagine you are a leader with 1,600 people, and you have to start a new world. How many things from today’s world would you want to bring along? Money, cell phones, cars, credit cards, swimming pools, nice clothes, luxury food, restaurants, movies, TV, stereos, beer, spirits, cigarettes? No, that’s what I would answer to that – you need yourself and your fellow human beings.


A big thank you to my mom as well, who has supported me and been happy to see me follow in my grandfather’s footsteps, who was a writer. I hope he won’t be turning in his grave when he reads the book.










1. HOTEL KÄMP


I looked out the window at a bleak autumn-winter landscape, slushy and wet. I was furious and out of sorts, so the gray weather fit my mood well. They said the hotel was located right in the center of Helsinki and was the best place to hold the annual conference organized by ICPA (International Corrections & Prisons Association). I had been asked on short notice to act as host for the event. Although I had been a board member for several years, everyone knew that these events were something I did not look forward to. But since all the others were, oddly enough, unavailable – plus a few “convenient” colds – I didn’t have much choice when the chairman of the board asked me to take care of it.


Sure, I didn’t mind the actual travel; HQ was in Brussels, but I was rarely there. So now I flew directly from my home in New York, and with the new electric jets, the trip took no more than four hours. The jet lag was worse than the flight. Especially when flying west, it always felt strange to arrive a few hours before you even started. No, there was nothing wrong with the travel or the hotel, which was almost 300 years old. Built back in 1887, Hotel Kämp was considered one of the best in the Nordics. That wasn’t what was gnawing at me. It was the new correctional reform I was trying to get implemented to the “dinosaurs” in corrections.


I had developed a system that would allow us to implant microchips in everyone, not just the elite. With the ongoing refugee influx, we had no chance of controlling crime worldwide. I had a sense that the already microchipped elite were quite satisfied with their lives. They got to live in their enclosed areas with armed guards and every comfort. But what kind of freedom was it if you couldn’t go to the beach, have a family picnic, or even take a car trip without, at best, just being robbed? The world had become a dangerous place for everyone.


So after my lecture in the hotel’s Hall of Mirrors, I felt empty. I received my obligatory applause; someone asked a question about the subject, but otherwise, it seemed like people were more interested in the drinks and buffet. I could have ended the lecture with the classic line, “Any questions, or should we start drinking?” Tomorrow’s schedule included group work and an excursion to a prison classified as “high security.” I was starting to get tired of these excursions and meetings that led nowhere. I chose a bottle of Chivas Regal from the minibar, lay comfortably on the bed, and reflected on my life.


I would soon turn 45, with no children, not even a girlfriend since Cynthia and I broke up almost a year ago. We saw no reason to continue since we were both constantly traveling – she in medical research and I with my work. We broke up over a phone call, with no drama or anything like that. I don’t think we’d seen each other for a month when we decided it would be for the best. It had been over six months since I last saw my parents. They lived in a nice suburban area in New Jersey, mostly digging around in their garden. I had promised to come over for Christmas dinner, which wasn’t too far off, so I’d get to ease my guilty conscience for a while.










2. A WALK IN HELSINKI


I decided to take a short walk despite the weather. It was November, and winter was approaching, but there was hardly any snow yet. The center of Helsinki was classified as a “Go Zone” as opposed to all the “No-Go Zones” that existed all over the world. I walked a few hundred meters and eventually stepped into a souvenir shop, thinking I might find something nice for Mom since I’d promised to come over for Christmas. I picked out a Santa Claus on a sled with reindeer in front of him. I thought Santa must have a lot of work these days, given that the world population was around 12 billion. I turned the number over in my head for a while – 12 billion, the same as 12 thousand million people. What was going to happen? It wasn’t sustainable in any form. It felt hopeless, and at the same time, I couldn’t shake the feeling that all the work I’d done was meaningless. Nothing could be stopped anymore with the resources available.


I walked back to the hotel, feeling, if possible, even more depressed. “Mr. Carter, you have a message; the code is in your room,” called the receptionist. I thanked her and took the elevator to my room. I tossed the Santa with Rudolph and the other reindeer into my bag, took the code, and threw myself onto the bed. “Play code a34b75.” I heard Ralph’s voice: “John, call me as soon as you’ve listened to the message.” What could it be now, I wondered, probably some last-minute changes to the program, I assumed. Ralph was my boss and also the chairman of ICPA, so there wasn’t much to do except call him back.


“Call Ralph Wilkins, ICPA.” Ralph answered in just a few seconds. “Sorry to bother you, John,” said Ralph. “No worries, it’s not like I’m lying by the pool sunbathing,” I replied. Ralph didn’t laugh at my joke but continued, “You have to go to Helsinki Airport tomorrow morning. There’s a private jet waiting to take you to Fort Lauderdale. WSA wants to speak with you.” “WSA?” I blurted out, “World Space Association? What do they want – do they want me to build a prison on the moon?” “I only know it’s a top priority, so you mustn’t mention this to anyone, understood?” Ralph continued. “Understood, of course, but the seminar…” I started. “I’ve delegated everything to Tom, so you don’t need to worry about it. Make sure you’re in the lobby by 8 tomorrow morning. An escort will take you to the airport.” “An escort…” I started to ask. “That’s all I know. Make sure you get a good night’s sleep; I think you’ll need it for tomorrow. That’s all from me, goodnight, John.” “Yes, goodbye,” I replied, and the call ended. No small talk, just straight to the point. What the hell was this all about, I wondered.


Getting to sleep after that conversation was not going to be easy. I had another glass of Chivas and thought it over for a while, but it didn’t help much. Sure, there was some relief in skipping tomorrow’s monotonous program in a slushy Helsinki and trading it for sunny Florida. Maybe it was some entirely new project – almost anything sounded appealing now. Against all odds, I slept quite well anyway.










3. TIME ZONES


Even though I travel a lot, I’ve never liked flying westward. We took off at exactly 9:00 from Helsinki and landed at Cape Canaveral’s private airfield four hours later at 6:00. But arriving three hours before I had even started always amazed me. The new hyper-fast electric jets were comfortable, and having it all to myself didn’t hurt either. I had eaten at the hotel in the morning and slept well, so I wasn’t the least bit tired or hungry. A car met me at the plane, and from a distance, I could see the towering rocket structures that launched almost daily towards the moon base – carrying tourists, researchers, and other personnel. Moon tourism had started a few decades ago but had lost some prestige as it was only accessible to the elite who could afford the exorbitant prices.


Massive protests were often held outside the base, with incidents of gunfire and even fatalities. It was something I understood well, given my involvement with such issues. The population was reaching its breaking point; most of Earth’s people lived on the brink of starvation. The whole situation was unsustainable, and there was no solution in sight – not even remotely close.


The car took me to a low building, and the driver told me my room number and said he’d pick me up in two hours. I tried to get some information out of him, but he said he was just following orders and didn’t know anything else. I raised my wrist where I had my implanted chip card, and the door unlocked. “Room number 5 is yours, Mr. Carter,” said a pleasant female voice over the speaker. I entered the room, tossed my bag on the bed, and took a quick shower for the second time today. The room was simple but comfortable. I grabbed an orange juice from the fridge and flopped onto the bed to gather my thoughts.


I figured it was pointless to ask the screen any questions – it wouldn’t lead anywhere. WSA, what could they want with my expertise? Could it be possible they needed a holding facility for troublesome workers on the moon or an overindulgent tourist? It seemed far-fetched since only top-tier experts even had a chance of applying for a job on the moon base. They also organized moonwalks for tourists, for a hefty fee that could feed hundreds of people. So, it was hard to believe that any of the lucky few who could afford it would ruin their unique experience by getting drunk and causing a scene on the moon base.


I tried not to think about it and instead to take a little nap. But that turned out to be futile; too many thoughts were swirling in my head now. It was just a matter of waiting until 8:00 for the car to pick me up. Soon enough, I’d get answers to my questions. Right at 8:00, I saw the same car with the same driver pull up in front of the door from the window. I hadn’t seen any other people today, so it was almost like meeting an old acquaintance. The sun had already risen, and it was pleasantly warm. It had now been six hours since I left the dark, slushy Helsinki behind.










4. WSA


I was escorted by the quiet driver through what I assumed was the main entrance to the WSA Kennedy Space Center. WSA was known as NASA about a hundred years ago but changed its name when several countries pooled their expertise and funding to allow for larger projects and better opportunities to explore the unknown. It hadn’t been easy for WSA, as most people opposed the enormous billion-dollar investments in projects that didn’t seem to lead anywhere. Sure, they had established bases on both Mars and the Moon, but that hardly helped or comforted people who couldn’t afford their daily meals. Rumors had been circulating about a massive spaceship under construction, and clear signs of it were the increasingly frequent trips between the Moon and Earth – this had been going on for years now and was making people nervous as no clear answers were given.


I was led into a conference room with a large round table where five people were seated, though there was enough space for 25 more. Everyone stood up and came over to greet me. First was Craig Thomas, the leading figure at WSA. I had seen him countless times in news bulletins and debates, passionate about space research and trying to defend WSA’s vast budgets. Recently, however, he had been in the news less often, as the pressure on WSA kept increasing. “Thank you for coming, John, and I apologize for our clumsy kidnapping.” “It’s fine,” I replied. “Florida’s warmth as an excuse to escape Finland’s winter works for me.” Everyone laughed and introduced themselves quickly. We sat down, and Craig began, “You probably have a lot of questions, and we’ll answer them all in due time, but first, a question for you: how is your project with ICPA and the chipping of the population progressing?”


“Mr. Thomas,” I began, but he interrupted me right away. “Just Craig, if you don’t mind – we don’t do formalities among our own.” “Thank you, Craig,” I replied, thinking, among our own? What on earth did he mean by that? I continued, “To be honest, it’s like spitting into the wind in a storm. ICPA sees it as a good solution, but I’ve started to realize the project is unsustainable. It would simply take too long, plus there’s significant resistance, especially from the poorest people. They see it as a threat to their freedom, and in part, they’re right. Since I initiated the project, I have to bite the bullet and admit that, at least on the scale it’s intended, it’s not going to succeed.”


“Thank you for your honesty,” Craig replied. “It’s about what we expected.” Then he turned to another person, “Anders, can you take over for a moment? John is starting to look like a living question mark.”


“Yes, hi, I’m Anders Lind, originally from Sweden, so I totally understand why you’d rather be here than in Finland. But I’m the project leader for something that’s going to take your breath away. We’ve found an Earth-like planet where we plan to send 1,600 people to establish a colony – 800 Adams and 800 Eves. We’ve built a spaceship over the past 30 years from the moon base, hence the intense rocket traffic in recent years. And now we’re in a rush; we have conflicts all over the world, and there’s a risk everything will fall apart if we don’t get going soon.”


The room suddenly felt very warm. “Sorry to interrupt, but everything you’re saying sounds incredible. What does this have to do with me?” Everyone stared at me seriously until Anders dropped the bomb. “John, we want you to lead the group.”


“Uh, what? No… no, no, no. Is this a joke?” Now I was starting to feel seriously uncomfortable. Craig rescued me, saying, “Let’s take 10 minutes here; Anders, stay behind.” I stood up as well, poured mineral water into a glass, and downed it. I took a few deep breaths and tried to make sense of things. “Can you go over that one more time, Anders? I don’t think I heard you correctly.” “Your reaction is exactly what we expected, but we couldn’t think of a better way. It would have been tricky over email.” “Yes, it would’ve gone straight to spam,” I replied.


For the next two hours, I was briefed on the most astounding project the world had ever witnessed. The first moon landing in 1969 must have been an enormous event for people back then. But this was something completely different; a moon landing paled in comparison to what these people were planning. I had no intention whatsoever of participating in the project.










5. VIRIDIS


After a two-hour lecture with many interruptions due to my questions, I had gathered enough information to get an overall picture. Quasitor 3, a massive spaceship nearly 900 meters long, had been constructed over 30 years from parts shipped via the moon base. Quasitor 3 was the same ship as Quasitor 1 and 2, but after improvements and test flights in space, they had renamed it with each iteration. The biggest shock came when I asked how long the journey would take. “It’s final,” Craig said. “The journey itself will take 400 years to reach Viridis, which is what we’ve named it. It means ‘green’ in Latin, and since Earth is called ‘the blue planet,’ why not.” “You can see images on the screen to understand what I mean.” The planet was indeed very green, so vegetation was abundant. It also had a lot of blue, though not large oceans like we have on Earth.


Craig continued, “The journey will be done in two stages: you’ll be put into stasis and awakened after 200 years for a month of rehabilitation and recovery, then another 200-year stage until you arrive.” “Oh,” I managed, hoping I hadn’t left my mouth hanging open while he explained. “But how safe is this stasis?” I couldn’t believe I was even asking the question, but the whole story was fascinating. “The journey as a whole is relatively safe; stasis carries about a one-in-a-thousand risk of someone not waking up, so we expect that one or two people, unfortunately, may not survive the trip. But I can tell you that all five of us in this room have tested stasis for periods from two weeks up to six months. Jack, of course, wanted to stay the longest.”


“Didn’t want to miss Christmas; otherwise, I’d have stayed as long as possible,” Jack laughed. Jack Wiggum was one of the minds behind “Linda,” the hypercomputer that ran everything in the project. Linda was the world’s most powerful computer and also made a crew unnecessary on the ship. Ralph continued, “You’ll get to meet Linda’s twin sister today, Leyla, onboard Quasitor.” “What?” I blurted out again, like some country bumpkin. “Didn’t you say the ship was in space?” “We have an exact replica here to address any potential issues,” Craig continued. “And you’ll also meet another interesting person, but I suggest we have lunch before heading to Quasitor.”


I trailed after Craig and the others, feeling completely lost. I felt like a farmer seeing New York for the first time. We arrived at an enormous cafeteria with a ceiling at least 20 meters high. Nothing gourmet, but quick and easy, as everything had to function smoothly with over 20,000 people working here, about half of them on the Quasitor project. “Simple is good,” I replied and grabbed some food from the buffet. “When is the departure?” I asked, more out of general interest.


“January 15, 2174, the journey begins, with you on board or without,” Craig replied. Just two months left, I calculated; I’d have time to celebrate Christmas with my parents before departure. What the hell was happening – was I actually considering joining the project? “I know what you’re thinking, John; I know you have an almost astronomical salary. It would go to your parents as long as they’re alive – they could live a very comfortable life after your departure.” The thought was appealing; I had a very high salary and was terrible at spending money, so most of it just piled up in the bank. I had always made sure my parents were well taken care of. I was almost always traveling, and ICPA covered the expenses with per diems and other allowances, so my salary remained mostly untouched. I’d considered donating it to those in need, but to whom and where? Corrupt aid organizations didn’t interest me. And the whole world was in need, with 90% below subsistence level and nearly 50% of the world’s population starving. Yet, the population kept growing by hundreds of millions each year. No one really knew the total population now; 12–12.5 billion was probably a good guess.


Pandemics came and went so quickly we didn’t even know which one was currently spreading, and only a fraction received treatment for it. The influx of refugees had been unstoppable for years already. In America alone, the population had reached around 500 million, far more than the original population, and in Europe, the situation was even worse. Farmers had their lands guarded by the military, and they didn’t hesitate to use live ammunition. Social services where people could seek help hadn’t existed since the early 2100s. It was a hopeless situation; no one trusted politicians anymore. Everyone had their own agenda. The race was almost over. Maybe that’s why small ideas began to form in my mind – escaping from all this, starting fresh, doing it right. Without greedy kings, dictators, maybe even free from the entire capitalist mindset.


After lunch, a driverless electric minibus took us to a large building where a gate opened, and we drove up a ramp. We stepped out, and I just stood there staring. “Welcome, Mr. John Carter,” said a woman’s voice from hidden speakers, “I’ve been waiting to meet you. My name is Leyla, and I’m Linda’s twin sister.” “Just call me John,” I managed to say. “Pleasure, John,” replied Leyla. Anders added, “Linda – or rather, Leyla in this case – will follow your every command, and her capacity is practically limitless. She handles navigation, controls the air on the ship, monitors those in stasis, provisions – even creates personalized fitness programs for everyone, using the data in their microchip, during your month-long rest after the first 200 years.”


“What happens if something goes wrong with her… with Linda?” I asked. “There’s only a microscopic chance of that happening,” Anders replied. “The main reason we’re about five years behind schedule is that we’ve added countless backup systems. Believe me, we’ve thought of everything, even the impossible. She will get you to your destination, Viridis. Then it’s up to you, the participants.”


“But when we said you’d meet an interesting person, we didn’t mean Leyla, however fascinating she might be – no offense, Leyla,” Craig said. “Not at all,” Leyla replied immediately. Craig continued, “No, I meant Miss Riya Mendis,” and gestured behind me. I turned around to see an incredibly appealing woman smiling at me. “Pleased to meet you, Mr. John Carter,” she said, giving me a firm handshake. “Call me John,” I said, feeling myself blush and feeling absurdly embarrassed by it.


Craig took over, “Riya would be your second-in-command and would take over if anything happened to you. Riya is a doctor and holds the rank of lieutenant in the Indian Army, where she trained and taught soldiers survival skills for crisis situations – even performing minor surgeries under primitive conditions. She’s tough as nails and trained to handle almost any crisis.” “So they say,” Riya laughed. “People are always at their best in job interviews.” Craig laughed, “Apparently, I was completely fooled.” We all laughed, instantly easing the tension.


“We’ll leave you two to get acquainted, and Riya can give you a tour of the ship. Are you up for it, John?” Craig asked. “Sure, no problem,” I replied. I felt a bit awkward as the five-person delegation left us alone in the enormous ship. “Craig said you’re a doctor. I mean, you look so young.” “Thank you, but I’m actually 34,” she replied. “Well, I wouldn’t have guessed. I’m 44, and it definitely shows.” “A handsome 44, then,” Riya smiled, flashing her white teeth. Damn, I was blushing again.


We sat at a simple table with a few chairs, and a robotic cart came to take our orders. We both chose mineral water, which arrived quickly. “So, Riya, I haven’t agreed to the mission yet,” I said after a moment. “But you will,” she replied with a smile. Damn, she was almost enchanting – not just her smile, but those dark brown, nearly black eyes, and her black hair, which almost shone with a hint of blue.


Riya continued, “As I see it, we don’t have a choice. The world is on a fast track to hell. Soon there will be massive uprisings, leading to bloodshed on a scale never seen before. There are strong guerrilla movements within the U.S. and everywhere else in the world. No offense to your prison reforms, but do you really think they have a future?” I leaned forward, resting my hands on my forehead, feeling both tired and old. “You’re right on every point, Riya, but how did you handle the issue with your family, friends, and loved ones?”


“Oh, it was an ordeal, of course, but in the end, they realized that this mission is bigger than even that. And WSA’s financial support helped too. Both my parents and my two brothers were promised substantial financial help. In India, children are expected to support their parents for life, and it’s comforting to know I can still do that even if I never see them again.” I could see she was a bit emotional when we talked about her family, and that felt right somehow.


“Well, Riya, ready to give me the grand tour?”


We wandered around the enormous ship as Riya filled me in on the details. Nearly 900 meters long and with three levels, powered by both atomic and solar energy. It was almost like a small city. With a maximum capacity of over 10,000 people, it was clearly built for migration to habitable planets. Now it was about to embark on its first long journey with 1,600 people – possibly sentenced to death or to a life in a new paradise.


We stopped in front of an enormous black block, about 20 meters wide and probably 50 meters long. Riya gestured for me to sit on a sofa, and I noticed there were plenty of similar seating areas scattered around. Cozy corners for socializing.


“Hello, Leyla,” said Riya.


“Hello, Riya and John,” replied the box.


“Excuse my appearance; I’ve put on some weight over the years.”


“It happens to the best of us,” I replied.


“Try her out,” Riya suggested.


“How?” I wondered.


“She can do almost anything and knows everything. It’s up to you.”


“Leyla, can you call Ralph Wilkins at ICPA?” I said.


“Hologram?” Leyla asked.


“Yes, that’s fine.”


A few seconds later, Ralph appeared a couple of meters in front of us.


“Good evening, Riya and John,” Ralph began.


“Oh, so you two know each other,” I said, surprised for the thousandth time that day.


“For a few months now,” Riya replied. “It’s been my task to find a suitable leader for the project. John, you are in a class of your own. If you choose not to participate, I will lead the project, but I want you with us.”


Not used to genuine compliments, I tried to deflect.


“Ralph, what do you have to say about all this?”


“If I weren’t so damn old, I’d do anything to be part of this. Sure, there are risks with the project, but it’s starting to feel like the risks of survival on Earth are even smaller. Just go; I have a feeling this is our last chance. WSA will be the first target of people’s anger when the uprisings start. And one more thing, John – your parents know about this!”


“What?” I exclaimed, looking at Riya.


“Yes, I may have talked to them as well,” she replied, looking quite uncertain, almost on the verge of tears. I felt sympathy and patted her arm.


“Leyla, can you bring my parents here too?”


After a few seconds, we were five in the “meeting” as my parents joined us.


“Hello, Mom and Dad. Things are a bit strange here.”


“Hello, sweetheart,” Mom began.


“I understand you’re confused,” Dad added.


“Yeah, that’s an understatement. This morning I was in Helsinki, and now everyone wants me to leave forever.”


Mom continued, “No one wants you gone; it’s just how things are now. And don’t worry about us; we only want what’s best for you. You could build something great. Riya explained everything to us. She’s a wonderful person – a perfect match for you.”


“Mom!” I exclaimed, sure I was blushing like a ripe tomato.


Riya sat beside me, trying to hold back laughter.


“Well, thank you, everyone. As I said, I haven’t decided one way or the other. I need time to think. And Mom, Dad, I’ll be home for Christmas as planned. And Ralph, do you need anything from me before I…” Damn.


“Yes, goodnight, everyone.” The holograms vanished, and I leaned back on the sofa and closed my eyes.


“Would you like a drink?” Riya asked.


“How many is the question. A Chivas to start with.”


The robot cart returned with two Chivas Regals. I added ice to the glasses.


“Cheers,” I said, taking a sip. “What a day. An information bomb – a shock to the entire system.”


We sat in silence for a while until Riya spoke.


“Sorry, John, for intruding on your private matters, but Craig said it was necessary.”


“Craig was absolutely right. This is no small thing. The costs are astronomical and quite selfless when you consider that those involved will never see the results.”


“There are actually people who plan to put themselves in stasis for 800 years to catch the ‘next bus,’” Riya explained.


I shook my head. “That takes courage. The risk is that they’ll get eaten by a hungry mob or something. Eight hundred years – that’s incredible. We’re just going under in 200-year intervals…”


“That’s the second time you’ve let something slip tonight – are you coming with us?” Riya asked, looking at me.


I looked into her eyes and replied, “Yes, absolutely, I’m in.”


Riya squealed and hugged me tightly. “Thank you, John, thank you. I would have gone without you, of course, but I think we’re such a great team… I mean, work team.” Now it was my turn to laugh.


“We sure are, we sure are.”


Riya continued happily, “Craig will be so relieved when he hears. He said from the start that you’d come, but I suppose I’m a skeptic to the end. What a relief – thank you, John.”


“Thank you,” I replied. “Now that the decision is made, I feel a huge weight lifted. I’m actually looking forward to it now. I was scheduled to go to Brussels next week for some consultations in neighboring countries. More or less hopeless projects I was supposed to inject some life into just to keep them afloat. But now we can start focusing on keeping 1,600 people alive in our new world.”


“Fantastic news,” Craig said, beaming like the sun. “The last piece of the puzzle is in place; you two will make an incredible team to lead the expedition.”


“I have no doubt about it,” I replied, looking at Riya, who smiled and looked relieved.


“Now, Riya, why don’t you give John an overview of what lies ahead before departure,” Craig said.


Riya spoke up, “Our next task is to select the participants. We received over 100,000 applications, which we’ve now narrowed down to 3,000. Two hundred specialists in various fields have already been chosen: doctors, veterinarians, engineers in construction, shipbuilding, road building, etc. Additionally, we have nurses, midwives, several energy technicians, and many others I can’t recall at the moment. And of course, agronomists. Everything essential has been considered, and all specialists have some experience leading small teams and are prepared to train others. In a way, we’re going back to the Stone Age, though with a fair amount of technology to start with. But all telecommunications, solar cells, etc., have a limited lifespan, so after a generation or so, we’ll slide back a few centuries in Earth’s technological development, so to speak. Therefore, it’s vital to pass on the knowledge of technology to future generations so they can gradually redevelop it. If we don’t train the next generation, we’ll quickly find ourselves back in the actual Stone Age.”


Craig interjected, “One thing we’d like you to think about is the political structure of the group. We don’t want Viridis to end up like Earth today after 4-5,000 years.”


“That was actually the first thing that came to my mind before I accepted the assignment – exactly what you mentioned. Democracy is out of the question with such a small group; it would never work and could lead to danger. Likewise, monarchy or dictatorship. Anarchism and communism have never truly been tested and have always ended as in Orwell’s book, ‘All animals are equal, but some animals are more equal than others.’ We still need to create a society where everyone feels valuable and contributes to the community, removing the mindset that there’s a position of power. I have an idea in mind; I’ll share more when it’s fully formed,” I concluded.


“Wonderful,” said Craig, “I can see now we chose the right person with Riya to lead the project.”
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		18. The reservs



		19. Goodnight again



		20. Bentota, Balapitiya



		21. Clearing



		22. A month later



		23 Village Feast



		24 Debate



		25 Jose Speculates



		26 Pune



		27 Metrewave



		28 What Went Wrong



		29 Planning Pune



		30 Launch



		31 Railway



		32 Waiting



		33 The Final Day



		34 Twenty-Eight Days



		35 One Year Later



		36 Epilogue



		Copyright









Page List





		195



		196



		5



		6



		7



		8



		9



		10



		11



		12



		13



		14



		15



		16



		17



		18



		19



		20



		21



		22



		23



		24



		25



		26



		27



		28



		29



		30



		31



		32



		33



		34



		35



		36



		37



		38



		39



		40



		41



		42



		43



		44



		45



		46



		47



		48



		49



		50



		51



		52



		53



		54



		55



		56



		57



		58



		59



		60



		61



		62



		63



		64



		65



		66



		67



		68



		69



		70



		71



		72



		73



		74



		75



		76



		77



		78



		79



		80



		81



		82



		83



		84



		85



		86



		87



		88



		89



		90



		91



		92



		93



		94



		95



		96



		97



		98



		99



		100



		101



		102



		103



		104



		105



		106



		107



		108



		109



		110



		111



		112



		113



		114



		115



		116



		117



		118



		119



		120



		121



		122



		123



		124



		125



		126



		127



		128



		129



		130



		131



		132



		133



		134



		135



		136



		137



		138



		139



		140



		141



		142



		143



		144



		145



		146



		147



		148



		149



		150



		151



		152



		153



		154



		155



		156



		157



		158



		159



		160



		161



		162



		163



		164



		165



		166



		167



		168



		169



		170



		171



		172



		173



		174



		175



		176



		177



		178



		179



		180



		181



		182



		183



		184



		185



		186



		187



		188



		189



		190



		191



		192



		193



		194



		4











