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Elvis Pepper sat on his bunk staring at the image on the monitor on his desk. His eyes brimmed with tears and his mind was having trouble processing what he was seeing.  

When the asteroid the size of Texas struck the Earth in the Atlantic ocean it vaporized that ocean and hurled a huge cloud of dust and debris high into the atmosphere. 

The clouds of superheated air quickly formed a shroud around the Earth and winds spread a wave of destruction at speeds of over two hundred and fifty miles an hour outward in waves from the epicenter where the asteroid struck. 

The surveillance satellite watching the catastrophe was stationed within range of the electromagnetic pulse so as expected within a few minutes of impact the satellite’s transmission feed was lost. 

As the screen changed to white fuzz a tear escaped Elvis’ right eye and travelled down his cheek. In the next few hours everything humanity had built over the last ten thousand years would be scoured from the surface of the planet by a force greater than the collective power of every atomic weapon ever constructed. Nature had provided a far more lethal end for the Earth than mankind ever could. 

The four orbiting Lagrange stations in Earth orbit, and the fifth at L2 position on the other side of the moon, would keep the dream of humanity alive. All that remained now of the human race were twenty thousand Adam and Eve’s to start over, and hopefully some day re-populate the Earth. 

Like a zombie Elvis got up from his bunk and walked to the desk where he fingered the off button on the side of the monitor and it went dark. He let out a slow breath. He’d been preparing for this day for five years yet when the time came the image of such terrible destruction affected him at a far deeper level than he had anticipated. 

After he wiped his eyes with the back of his hand then went to the door of his cabin and keyed the code into the keypad in the wall next to the door. There was a barely audible click before the door side aside and he stepped into the corridor. 
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He passed several cabin doors on his way to the communication center where he was due to relieve Selma Hollings.  It had been two hours since impact and they were supposed to keep monitoring communications from the underground bunkers where other survivors were housed, and the other L stations. 

The bunkers were constructed in the twentieth century during the cold war, and now in the middle of the twenty-first century the bunkers were being used to protect a cadre of scientists and other experts that were unsuccessful in the world wide lottery for the twenty thousand coveted positions on the Lagrangian stations, or those deemed ineligible for the lottery due to age or for medical reasons but were still valuable. 

Only fertile people between the ages of twelve and forty five were eligible to enter the lottery, but the worlds leading scientists agreed these bunkers would save an additional thirty thousand people. They expected these survivors would be able to hold out in the bunkers for the next five years. Estimates were until the dust and debris thrown into the atmosphere would have settled by then. 

But Elvis wasn’t worried about the survival of thirty thousand people. He was concerned about the survival of one person. His wife Yvette. 

Her PhD in immunization technology made her eligible for the bunker in the Ural mountains after she was deemed unsuitable for the lottery.  Her inability to have children made her ineligible to even apply. But her scientific expertise made her indispensible for the future survival in the harsh environment expected in five years. 

He told her wouldn’t go without her, but he would never have qualified for one of the bunkers.  After many long, tearful arguments he agreed to go to the L1 station. They would stay linked by com sat as long as they were able. They would both survive just not together. 

Now that he’d witnessed the destruction he knew he’d made the wrong decision. 

I should have stayed with her as long as possible, he thought. But then I’d be dead. 

A lump of fear knotted his guts and his heart beat hard in his chest. He grew more anxious with each step as he raced to the communications center. He was one of five specialists responsible to maintain and operate the com systems between the stations. 

And for the time being with any Earth based survivors. 
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The stations were shielded against electromagnetic interference so unlike the satellites they would be able to maintain communications. 

“I need to stay focused,” he muttered as he passed cabin after cabin.  The sobs his fellow survivors echoed in the empty corridor and followed him as he rushed along the corridor toward the lift that would take him to the command deck.  The captain would need him today so he had to shake off his fear and his uncertainty. 

Problem was he wasn’t sure he could put aside what remained of his humanity. In fact he wasn’t sure any of them could. 

The lift doors closed behind him after he entered.  Good thing he was alone because he wanted to scream out how unfair all this was. He closed his eyes and sighed. 

The end of the world, the separation from his wife, the end of everything he held dear felt like a tremendous weight crushing him under with despair. 

He would never feel a warm breeze on his face or witness the sunrise over the purple mountains of his late father’s cabin on Seesaw mountain. He’d never swim in the ocean or smell wood smoke from a camp fire. Stars would never twinkle again and his dog would never run in the tall grass behind his uncles barn. 

The doors opened as the lift stopped on the command deck. He opened his eyes and stepped out just before the doors closed behind him. 

No one was around, he was alone.  He walked to the com panel and touched the power button. The board lit up and the screens came to life.  Even though the station was shielded the captain ordered all nonessential systems be powered down until after impact. 

The screens flickered then steadied. The external cameras directed at Earth showed the fierce red cloud of energy had spread half way across the United States laying waste to cities, towns, open plains, everything.  Every plant, animal and human would be vaporized. No pain, no suffering. 

In a way he almost envied them. At least their end would be quick.  If the eggheads were correct the debris trailing the asteroid might end this attempt at keeping the human race viable might even before it began. A rocky missile the size of a tennis ball would puncture the station and compromise its atmosphere killing most if not all of the inhabitants in the process. 



Countdown	
  

Elvis felt smaller and more insignificant than he had ever in his life. “Activate holo-assistant,” he said as he picked up a com node and placed it in his right ear. 

There was a shimmer and Maple appeared next to him. She wore a sad-eyed, sympathetic expression on her holographic features. Dressed in her lab suit and with the glasses perched on the end of her small nose she looked every part the scientist the designer had built into her. 

Though Elvis knew her emotions were memory engrams programmed into her matrix he really needed a friend right now. Since Maple had been with him since his training started five years ago she had become just a friend. He smiled to himself as he recalled the memory of Yvette actually getting jealous of the “other woman” in his life. 

“Good times,” he said quietly. 
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