

        

            

                

            

        












Maybe this time


Ellen E. Dudley




 


	 


	The Sound of Children’s Laughter.


	 


	Earth approaching Armageddon.


	By the year 2050 the world’s governing bodies had failed to come to a unilateral agreement on Earth’s future. 


	It followed that as time went by, droughts occurred world-wide causing crops to fail; wildlife, amongst them the insects, also due to over-use of pesticide, quickly became endangered, after which livestock began to perish. 


	Thousands of children died weekly worldwide through lack of nutrition followed by the adult population. 


	During this catastrophic time, inside a huge facility of the Animal and Bio Preservation in Europe (ABPE) a large group of scientists started their program under strict secrecy; their aim … man’s survival.


	On the other hand, the world’s governments had decided, also in secret, that it was time to leave Earth and seek a planet that would sustain human life.


	Joint plans were drawn up; the world’s population was counted and measured, divided, classified and informed.


	By 2066, six huge vessels, assembled in the Stratosphere forty kilometres above the Earth, each with two hundred and sixty-thousand cryogenic pods, not including the 120 crews cryogenic super-pods equipped with GPS and radio facilities, had been built along with a seventh vessel containing the DNA of earth’s domestic species and whatever wildlife possible plus seeds and plants.


	Nothing was left out, the world’s libraries and medical knowledge was duplicated for each vessel.


	 


	Earth Stratosphere. 0600hrs. 4 July 2066.


	The day arrived when the chosen ones of humanity would attempt to escape a poisonous planet and set out in search of a better one.


	On board the giant atomic-powered space vessel Juno, reserve pilot Harald Weatherby lay back in his specially-constructed cryogenic pod as Astrogator Tim Welles entered the cryogenic compartment. He cast a glance over the other five still empty pods and approached the first in the row.


	“I’ll give you a shake in five month’s time, Hal. Until then I wish you pleasant dreams.”


	Harald grinned. “You don’t dream in cryogenic, Tim, one minute you’re awake and then everything goes dark and 


	the next thing you are waking up, just like that,” he 


	answered snapping his fingers for emphasis. “I’ll see you then,” he said and pressed the button, watching the lid to his cocoon lower slowly.


	Tim smiled and said, “Sleep well, my friend.”


	 


	Catastrophe.


	‘Heat, I can feel the heat, why is this, it can’t be a dream. No…no. Something is wrong … must get out…all black. 


	I’m falling; it hurts, where am I…?’


	 


	Earth TV broadcast. 2100hrs 7th July


	A female newscaster, her voice strained and low announced, “Tragedy struck this yesterday as the space vessel Juno exploded in man’s attempt to leave Earth’s atmosphere. Although piloted by experienced astronauts the first monstrous craft exploded while still inside Earth’s Thermosphere. There was but one survivor, Master Pilot Harald Weatherby whose specially constructed cryogenic pod ejected and saved him from destruction just before Juno crashed into the Indian Ocean. 


	Thanks to a well-prepared, robot-controlled rescue attempt, Harald Weatherby’s scorched remains were saved, and to enhance his chances of survival his mechanical rescuers brought him to the European preservation centre’s main laboratory, the ABPE, a top-secret construction one thousand metres below the Earth’s surface where advanced cloning techniques are being developed in order to preserve human, animal and biological life. 


	Once there he was sent into an artificial coma, after which he was placed inside his new home, a large cryogenic pod, an artificial womb that would preserve and feed him until eternity if need be.”


	 


	Earth AD 9100


	‘I can see her now, her naked body shining with health, her long brown hair wet from the small lake she had been swimming in. 


	Kneeling, at the moment, in the shallows, she runs her hands gently over her breasts, exciting the dark brown nipples.


	I watch as she leans forward and rinses her hair, and then throws back her head, her hair splaying out to land wetly onto her back and buttocks as she rises up.


	As she rises to her feet she turns to face me as usual, after which she wades towards me her breasts swaying slightly with the movement. My eyes are attracted to her broad hips and her slender 


	muscular thighs.


	Alas, she, my wife, Petra, only exists in my memory but I still long to hold her in my arms. 


	Now, I hang suspended in a warm liquid substance counting the seconds, the minutes, the hours, the years … the endless years…


	*


	‘…The waiting ends now.


	I can hear voices, they are discussing me…


	Shit, it’s bright in here, can’t somebody turn the….


	Damn, I can’t see anything…’


	 


	 


	Cue-Ten.


	The room in which I was standing was fifteen meters by twenty meters. It contained the usual furniture including a bunk and a desk. A large window with a glass-paned door leading onto a balcony covered the major part of one wall. There were two more doors, the main one and another one leading to the sanitation room.


	I had my instructions. I had to care for my ‘responsible’, which meant an ‘object’ that was my responsibility and I had to care for its needs constantly.


	I am new to this form of occupation, and what I was before this present time has not been revealed to me.


	My ‘responsible’ was a ‘human’ in fact a ‘male human’.


	He reclined in what seemed to be a chair with wheels, and he was kept secure with a chest harness that was strapped to the chair.


	There was a communication device attached to his head with which he could converse with me, the device was necessary in order to translate his ‘mumblings’ for me, for clarity.


	According to my knowledge one of my tasks was to keep his nutrients that he needed constantly to survive in steady supply. They were kept in a transparent plastic bottle suspended from a metal support above his head, from which a lengthy transparent, plastic tube had been inserted inside his left nostril.


	 I knew the purpose of this, it delivered his nutrients directly into his stomach where it was digested, after which his body distributed the products through his system, and how I know this is not important only that I must replace the bottle as soon as it appeared empty. I could obtain a replacement from the dispensary next to the balcony window when necessary. 
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