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Silence.

Absolute silence prevailed in the corridors and hallways. The explosions, the

screams of the dying, the cracking and bursting of the walls and ceilings, the

nerve-wrenching shrieks of cracking metal parts were over.




If

there was absolute rest, then it had entered here and now. Corpses and body

parts floated in the now vacant rooms of the former settler ship.




Spaceship

parts drifted faster and faster towards the nearby sun and burned up in the

thousands of Celsius degrees of the hot corona.




The

former settlement ship with 1854 people on board was just a wreck. House-sized

holes in the outer wall were visible in several places, and a path of

devastation followed deck to deck through the ship to where the meteoroid's

in-flight channel led out again on the other side of the ship.




But

there were also some of the smaller meteoroids stuck in the ship's interior and

caused further explosions.




The

former proud ship with a size of 1200 meters long and 400 meters wide did not

exist anymore.




The

largest piece, which was still in the orbit of a nameless sun, was just 320

meters long.




Here

the machines of the air renewal and Gravo- engenderment still worked. In

exactly twenty-two cabins on two decks, a viable atmosphere continued to prevail.




The

safety bulkheads had closed in time before the needed energy for that had disappeared,

as had happened in many of the other decks.




When

the ONARIO collided unexpectedly with the meteor swarm, it hit first the energy

supply systems.




With

that the destruction had already been accomplished, before it had even been

noticed.




Oddly

enough, the swarm's approach had not been noticed in time by any space scan nor

the astronomical department.




Did

an outside observer looked closely after the collision, he would have noticed

that the meteor swarm made a perfect turn and moved back on the lane he had

come on.




Of

course, he would have asked the question, "Was that a conscious act or

even directed?"




Toxic

gases drifted through the still intact part of the ONARIO. Almost two full days

had passed since the collision.




The

silence did not seem to prevail in every room. A faint whimpering came from one

of the cabins on the periphery of the former ship.




Strange

sounds sounded from another room. The whimper stopped for a brief time and you

heard from the first cabin in return loud noises.




A

scratching, cockroaches, then loud beat noises shook the previously quiet

silence and brought back a certain hustle and bustle.




When

the soft whimpering started again, it was again much quieter than a few minutes

earlier. Therefor a cabinet wall burst.




Metallic

claw hands came to light. Another blow came, and two more strange appearances enter

the cabin of the scientist Arrtum from the built-in wardrobe.




Arrtum

himself had been at the time of the disaster in the large lounge of the settler

ship.




A

meteorite had wiped out his life in seconds, as well as all the other 85 crew

members who had also been there.




He

had been the only passenger on board illegally. At the very last minute he had

arrived aboard shortly before the start of ONARIO. In the luggage was the

reason for his escape.




For

years, Arrtum had been working on bio-experiments that were not approved by the

government.




The

result had ultimately led to a success that contradicted the laws.




Arrtum

had created two Bio-Hyprid robots, some of which had original human brain structures.

In order to escape from his punishment, he had come aboard with the help of a

senior ONARIO engineer.




Of

course, he had not left without his two most important research objects. He

called them Flux and Flax, two about 1.50-meter-tall robots.




Although

they were human-like in appearance, but of course, their mechanical body parts

remained visible due to the lack of a shell.




Their

skulls also shone in a light shade of gray, emphasizing their artificial

origin, although the interior had a completely different, unprecedented

structure.




Even

Arrtum could not say with certainty whether the two had developed a certain

intelligence, or their behavior was controlled only by the logic circuit of the

positronic brain in their upper body.




The

door frame burst, and the cupboard door flew several meters away. Flux looked

around before following Flax.




He

had just entered the dark room after forcibly freeing himself from the closet.




"Act

carefully. Unknown terrain," he signaled to his brother by thought-transformation.




Flux

was the more cautious, while Flax simply kept going without much thought. Their

communication was a secret matter. Even their begetter Arrtum had not known

about this newfound possibility of communication between them.




Flax

did not answer the warning. He had already arrived at the cabin bulkhead.




"Not!

Think first. Arrtum did not want us to be seen! "




Flux

accelerated toward Flax and held him back on the arm.




"Yes,

accepted," came the brief answer from Flax.




Flux unhand him.




"I

hear an unidentifiable tone sequence in the lower frequency range!"




Flux

activated the frequency-scan inside his interior. However, instead of

perceiving the hinted tone by Flax, he got the last automatic SOS call of the

ship leaked.




He

immediately forwarded it to Flax.




"The

spaceship is in dire straits. We must look it up! "




And

already Flax had moved out through the very slowly opening bulkhead. Flux

followed him immediately.




The

newborn baby was lying on the already scorched foam mattress in a cubicle lying

in corridor Z3. In this peripheral area were also located the emergency units

of the ship for life support.




His

mother, who had worked as an engineer during the meteorite impact on the

machines, had been among the first victims. Since that time the child was here

and became increasingly weaker.




Biting

smoke penetrated from the ventilation slots of the cabin air conditioning for

an hour now.




A

support strut of the ceiling construction had been torn apart and a part had

hit the child slightly on the temple. The poisonous smoke that now penetrates

the cabin has already damaged the first nerve cells. The bleeding had stopped

but due to the lack of fluid the small body was so weakened that the newborn

partially lost consciousness again and again.




Atrial

fibrillation set in as more and more toxic fumes were inhaled through the

lungs.




As

the cabin bulkhead exploded with a loud, explosive sound his heart completely

stopped.




Flax

recognized the emergency in a matter of seconds.




He

stood in the entrance of the small cabin and saw the newborn lying on the bed

despite the immense smoke.




His

eyes had switched to infrared and thermal radiation. The sounds which he had

appropriate went silent. Through thought transformation he immediately informed

Flux about the situation.




He

leaned over the toddler and made an initial analysis. They had to act fast.




There

were only a few minutes left until cell damage to the brain would have irreparable

consequences.




Flux

suddenly turned around and ran back to their cabin while Flax took care of the

baby.




In

no time he had reached the closet where they had been hidden.




All

the instruments and machines taken by their creator were also housed here.




Flux

had often assisted Arrtum when he had pioneered new ways of biotech medicine

with his experiments. He had to start the procedure immediately. Flax took over

the artificial respiration of the child.




Many

technical gimmicks were hidden in his robot body.




He

intubated a small tube through his nose and began artificial respiration after

a brief and deliberate electric shock that had his little heart beating again.




Carefully

he lifted the child and activated an antigravity bladder to carry it as much as

possible without vibration.




Flax

was already informed that the necessary surgical intervention had to be made at

the latest in one minute and twenty-two seconds to save the young life.




Flux

left the cabin calmly and without haste. At least he did not have to worry

about disturbing stress hormones.




Flax

had meanwhile completely cleared the cupboard and set up a small operating

table in the middle of the room. Flax was the specialist.




Flux

served as an energy producer for the necessary technical instrumentation. The

procedure was more complex than anticipated. But there were no alternatives.




Some

nerve endings of the brain were already so badly damaged that he decided to use

the bio-hybrid technique of his creator Arrtum.




He

consciously did not consult with Flux as every second counted.




What

he did exactly was hidden in his artificial intelligence.




During

the nearly two-hour brain operation, Flux had to take over more and more organ

functions of the weakened body as these gradually fell out and the blood

circulation was about to collapse.




Immediately

after completing surgery Flux began to use the artificial nutrition.




The

breathing tube through the nose was exchanged for another. The lung function

was stable, and they had to take this risk. Infusion solutions were not

available.




Flux

stood motionless like a protective deity at the head of the makeshift operation

table where the child was lying, watching closely for all the action taken.




Flax

thoroughly cleaned the instruments carefully and put them back in the closet.




He

coincidentally bumped into the inner side wall of the cabinet as it tore. It

consisted only of a thin visual protection plastic film.




His

gaze went disinterestedly over the black-gray suit hanging there. He did not

know that Arrtum had also developed a second thing besides the two Bio-Hybrid

Robot Humans.




This

was a sort of gear that not only gave their wearer, like an exoskeleton, more

power and endurance but that could also function as a space suit, combat suit

with a considerable arsenal of weapons, and ultimately a protective shield. It

was a unique piece, an unicum. Of course, he also did not know that this gear

would later be of great use to the newborn.




Flax

signaled Flux that he had almost reached the lower end of his energy supply and

absolutely needed a charge.




While

Flux still stood silently at the table, Flax went into the adjoining engine

room and hung himself on the current generator there.




The

320-meter-long part of the shipwreck slowly turned on its way to a

provisionally stable circular orbit around the nearby sun.




On

the tattered steel edges of the demolished parts, part of the escaped

atmosphere had been crushed as ice crystals and so the rest of a spaceship once

occupied with 1854 people shimmered and sparkled like a cut diamond in the rays

of the slowly approaching alien sun.




Flux

and Flax cared for the baby. After the overall condition had stabilized they

sought suitable accommodation for the toddler.




The

selection was not very big. Of the twenty-four cabins on the section of the

once proud settler ship, they chose the largest.




They

knew neither rest nor repose, neither night nor day.




Alternately

they charged their energy needs in power station. From the former barren space,

a new world was created. A world that should create a protective atmosphere

over the growing toddler.




Flux

and Flax had a lot of plans for this. The care of a toddler represented a

variety of tasks.




It

already started with simple things like nutrition and hygiene. The Bio-Hybrid

robotic people had been able to retrieve the required information directly from

the backup system of the central computer. That was already everything.




There

was no kitchen or other hygienic facilities in the remaining piece of the ONARIO.




For

Flux and Flax improvisation remained only. The toddler lay unconcerned on the

huge bed watched over by Flux while Flax whizzed like a savage through the

rooms and corridors, searching for all sorts of technical equipment that he

could harness for his purposes.




First

and foremost was the guarantee of nutrition. As a sub-item he had listed the

synthesizing of foods in his memory.




The

retrieval of information about the backup system storage unit had revealed that

the responsible warehouse was right next to the engine room and had enough

frozen, dehydrated staple food.




Again,

a circumstance that would ensure the survival of the only human on board.




Flax

had also been able to find some electronic components that allowed him to build

a device that emits microwaves.




Of

particular importance but second in its list as a sub-item, was the supply of

water.




In

several rooms open to space, the atmosphere had settled on walls and ceilings

as ice. There was also enough hydrogen and oxygen to produce water, albeit in

small quantities at first. It would be enough for the toddler.




The

oxygen aggregates would not be able to work for a lifetime. For That of course

they lacked the necessary energy but for the next few years it would be enough.




Flax

planning deliberately included only a medium-term period.




His

primary goal was to ensure the next few weeks.




He

set up the makeshift kitchen next to the largest cabin that served the

toddler's living space.




In

addition to the microwave, a cabinet was also installed which was provided with

a cooling unit in the form that the interior was used for cooling food and at

the same time the specially insulated back had a keep-warm function.




A

hotplate built from a piece of cast iron that Flax had removed from a deformed

cleaning robot was also installed.




When

he had just finished his craftwork, he received the call for help from Flux.




As

Flux had not added any further information to the call, Flax hurried even more

believing that Flux was too busy with the problem to provide further details.

Then, logically, he needed help urgently.
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