
Chapter 1

A man’s world

Candaria, 2124

      John 321 walks briskly in the light rain to his hovercar. He has a 10-
hour shift to put in at the electronics plant today. The seventh of 8 in a 
row. Then, 4 days off to relax and work on his modified hovercar.

     2 races next month and there is no way he is riding around midpack 
this time. Last race was a bust. His friends Jason 320 and peter 299 
were both killed in the big crash as well as several other men he did not 
know. Luckily, he avoided the crash and that moved him up from 227th

to 155th, because of all the other cars collected and the frantic restart. 
He received a racing bonus large enough to upgrade his vertical loft 
motors. With the more efficient motors, he could divert more power to 
his horizontal jets. The parts were in and he was planning on spending 
the weekend making the upgrades.

     With 26-hour days and the 2-month summer coming, he still hasn’t 
re acclimatized from his 2 years on earth. His memory of Elise was still 
fresh and parting with her was still painful. John 320 had told him to 
not get emotionally involved, because every man who did was never 
the same when they came back, but he found that he was totally 
unable to maintain his emotional distance. Especially after Elise gave 
birth to his first son, John 333. The following year, she gave birth to his 
daughter. He could not help but feel sadness. When they took her 
away, he knew that he would never see her again. And now Elise was 
pregnant with his third, he would never even know what sex the child 
was and what planet it was going to live on.



     Earth is a little smaller and it has a higher concentration of oxygen 
than Candaria so he was lighter and stronger now that he is back. Their 
24-hour days and 12-month years also required an adjustment but Elise 
was so understanding and compassionate. He could still see her beauty 
and individuality and he missed those qualities greatly. He even missed 
her chastisement when he dropped his dirty clothes on the floor or 
walked in without removing his boots. Reflecting on the disagreements 
they had about what food they would eat or the activities they would 
do or who would do the chores, he smiled. 

    Those were all things his perfect hominoid would and could never do. 
She never complained, did everything she was programmed to do and 
always knew exactly what he needed. She prepared the exact food he 
needed based on the inputs she received from his chip, told him how 
much exercise he needed, cleaned and washed everything when he was 
not around, knew what he needed in bed. Sarah was perfect in every 
way and he hated her, but why?     

    John 321 was 25 in earth years and if he was a good citizen, he would 
get to go again at 40 and a final time when he retired at 65. He thought 
it was utterly ridiculous that Candaria kept keep track of years and days 
in earth years. Why would they ever do that? Such a backwards planet. 
It would be so easy if they used the seasons and the light/dark periods 
to keep track of time like they do on earth, but no, somehow this 
backwards planet insists on allowing the earth to dictate time. 

     Jumping from his hover car before it completely dropped to the 
ground, John heard the familiar warning, “over riding the transport 
safety systems is not recommended and doing so can result in injury.”

    Talking back to his car, “it was only a meter for Gods sake.” The car 
silently closes the sliding side door and floats away to the storage area.



    An armed security guard observed the maneuver and takes out his 
pad, preparing to write a citation. John 321 says, “come on man, I am a 
hover car racing driver and we have to practice escape maneuvers like 
that on a regular basis.”

    “Really what series.”

    “I just finished my second race in the Canal series. I won the 
championship in the Prescot series so they moved me up to the 
modified Canal series this year.” 

    “Are you John 321”

    “I am.”

    “Man, I watched your championship race last year on my security 
monitor. When you passed Alex 300 for the lead, I nearly jumped out of 
my seat and when you slipped in front of him taking his draft, I bet he 
crapped himself.”

     “You know he lost altitude from that draft and crashed taking out 
several other cars as well. 3 men died when I did that.”

    “It was a legal move and he would have passed you right back if you 
hadn’t done it. Every man who races knows the risks.”

    “Do you race?”

     “No. I have never had the opportunity.”

     “I got the opportunity by working on Peter 299’s hover car for 3 
years, for nothing. I know several drivers looking for crew. Give me your 
contact and I will pass it on.”

     The security man pulls his hand back as if John 321 could somehow 
get a connection with his chip without his verbal authorization. “No 



thanks. I have several outside access permits coming up so I want to get 
out of the city and do some hunting and fishing.”

    “No problem, can you let me off this time.”

    “Can’t, the cameras picked it up so if I don’t write it up, I will end up 
getting whatever punishment you are due.”

    “Oh well. Let’s do it,” John says as he extends his right arm so the 
guard can scan his wrist. “Authorization, John 321.” 

    The guard finishes writing on his digital pad with his digital pen. 
Places it near Johns wrist and a beep sounds, “identity confirmed. 
Transaction complete, have a nice day sir.” 

    John turns and as he is about to walk away, “have a nice day, by the 
way, I am entered in the Enteria 3000 next weekend. Should be a great 
race. Over 500 entrants so far.” John knows that the more people 
tuned in, the more money is given in purses, so he never misses an 
opportunity to encourage others. Football, hockey, hoverbikes, 
basketball and even track all vie for the viewing credit. Gotta get the 
screens tuned in to your show if you want to make money. John 321 
knows that if he can become a contender in the Canal series, he will 
have an opportunity to turn pro and go international. I wonder what 
the other continent is like? John 321 has never met anyone who has 
been outside of New Rome let alone outside the walls of the city he 
lived in, settlement 23f.  

    John heads up the fiber/plastic steps to the building he works in as a 
robotics engineer. Inside, he waves his arm in proximity of more than 
one scanning device and at the last one a beep sounds and the device 
sounds, “John 321, you are 37 seconds late, you have been noted.”

    Once inside his work station john sets to work. The display board on 
the wall has detected his presence and all of his day’s assignments are 



up, complete with the expected duration of the job. Replace the optical 
sensors on number two crushing line, 49 minutes. The primary 
reduction gear on number 11 is out of alignment, inspect, adjust and 
replace if necessary, 67 minutes. Main Inlet drive motor is running 3 
degrees above normal, inspect and advise, 2 hours. After break at 
exactly 1:00 you are to activate units 228 to 380 and have them replace 
740 to 792. Once the inactive units are in stasis you are to begin a full 
assessment of them. Your shift ends at 6:00 PM Mountain earth time 
but you have been assessed a 10-minute penalty for late entry.

    “Easy day,” thinks John 321. He never speaks his thoughts out loud 
because everything he says is heard by somebody or something, he has 
no idea how but he does know the chip in his wrist knows everything 
about his body and every piece of equipment and droid around sees 
and hears everything but how could they possibly have enough people 
to monitor everything? Must be super computers doing it.

   Mindlessly, he performs all the tasks he is to do that day. Thinking to 
himself, he could be so much more but contrary to what he had told 
Elise and what he really believed; he would never be more than an 
engineering technician because of who his father was. He just hoped 
his own sons could be more because of the exceptional woman their 
mother is. 

    Because his job is so easy to him, he has lots of time to let his mind 
wander as he goes about his tasks. Still fresh in his mind is his trip to 
earth and he is still trying to make sense of it. On earth, they have 
almost no technology. Nobody owns a car but they have small silent 
busses that hover and seem to be always travelling around but they 
don’t go where you want to go, you have to get off and change units 
several times to get where you are going. They were in various sizes 
too, some with 3 or 4 women and some with 30. He rarely ever saw any 



men when he was riding the buses and they were always with a 
woman.

    Elise had a weird looking double sliding skateboard thing with soft 
black round wheels. He had never seen a product like that. Black and 
soft yet hard, Elise had called them tires and that they soften the ride. It 
was on the aluminum wheel and seemed to be the contact point on the 
concrete. He had asked her why they didn’t put hover motors on it and 
her response was comical, “they don’t make them small enough, silly.”  
He had seen concrete but it was a rarity on Candaria. It was everywhere 
on earth. That or green grass.

     They have a few strange looking androids doing menial chores like 
picking up trash and doing maintenance and the police are also all 
robotic. It didn’t look like anyone had a job. Elise and her friends always 
seemed to have time for classes, doing art or getting together and the 
ones who had a man never went anywhere without him. He was also 
never allowed to talk with any of the other men and any time he talked 
with another woman, Elise was right there. Really strange. 

    Once when he was riding in a bus high on rails the vehicle went over 
a river and he could see a dirty, ramshackle settlement below. 
Hundreds of filthy looking people were down there and Elise was quick 
to grab his attention so he would not look closer. She refused to answer 
any of his questions about it as well. In fact, she would never tell him 
about the rest of her world or even the rest of her country which she 
called USA. He felt that she was ashamed or that she did not even 
know.

     What Elise did do was listen to him prattle on for hours about his 
world and their technology. He spent hours drawing her sketches of 
mobile equipment and vehicles. Explaining how they worked and 
showing her the math and scientific details of how they functioned. He 



explained how space flight originated on the earth and even though she 
did not believe it she did understand how early rocket propulsion may 
have made that possible. While her intelligence was exceptional, her 
education was severely deficient. 

    She learned quickly and grasped everything he explained much faster 
than he had with all the books he had at his disposal. Nothing in her 
library was of any use, it had all been cleansed of most technology that 
he knew the Earth would have possessed long before this. Yet they had 
hover busses, and he had seen androids and their police were robotic.

    While she never shared a lot with him about her world, he was able 
to determine that the majority of those he interacted with had willful 
ignorance. They did not want to know, they only wanted to have their 
easy, taken care of life. Elsie had not volunteered to be his mate; she 
had been forced and somehow convinced it was her duty to society. He 
hoped that she didn’t feel it was just a duty to society by the time he 
left, because he certainly did not feel it was his duty or his right. 

     Because of his experience on earth and his feelings for Elise, he had 
turned his android hominoid off yesterday and was hoping nobody 
would notice. It was his intention to do his own housework, cooking 
and cleaning from now on. A few more things he learned from Elise. He 
was not going to forget her. 

     10 minutes after his shift was supposed to end, he finished up a ram 
test on android 752. A short tune plays and the loud speaker says, 
“John 321, you are done for the day, your record will show that you 
performed above expectations and your account will be credited an 
additional 10 percent. We will begin with android 753 next shift. Please 
be on time tomorrow.”



     Out front, he steps from the building and his hover car floats over 
and drops to the ground at the curb. He steps in the already open door 
and the gullwing door swings down. The seatbelt wraps around him and 
the car automatically lifts from the ground and hovers, awaiting his 
command. 



Chapter 2

The other half isn’t much different.   

Earth 2124

    “Push! Push!” Exclaims the midwife. 

   Screaming, “I am.” And pushing with all her might, Elise hears a 
familiar noise as she hears the baby’s head clear the birth canal. 
Seconds later, relief as the baby is pulled free. Within a minute, crying 
and “it’s a girl.” Great job. 

     The midwives clean and wrap the baby girl and place her beside 
Elise. Elise looks down at the girl and begins to cry, she has crystal blue 
eyes that are identical to Johns. He would have loved this girl; it was so 
unfair. All of Johns children had blue eyes which was rare these days. It 
meant that his daughters would be automatically given more 
opportunities because they are thought to be more intelligent and 
more likely to have leadership abilities. Elise had brown eyes and light 
brown skin but John had been chosen genetically to enhance her 
qualities and she knew that. The life assignment bureau was careful to 
place girls in streams where they will be the most beneficial to society 
and where the girls are most likely to succeed. She would call her 
Johanie.  

     John had been her second mating since she was selected from her 
school at 17. Her marks in science and math had been in the top 1 
percentile and she had excelled in track. While no marks are actually 
recorded and there are no winners in athletic events the people 
watching and evaluating all know which children finish where. The 



children who finish in the back all think they equal but the leaders all 
know, they are being watched. 

     Elise’s best friend all through school and her bunk mate for the last 
three years, Cheryl, was not as athletic but she did as well as Elise in 
math and science. She had been selected to go to the top national 
university to study engineering. Elise wished she had been given that 
choice but had she done that she would never have had to opportunity 
to have the two years she did with John. Johanie and Petra was the 
result of their love. She had loved Cheryl but there was no comparison 
whatever.  

    John had been her second mate. Her first, Stephen had been an 
arrogant jerk. She had even called the security drone to intervene when 
he had pushed her against the wall because she would not have sex 
with him when she was already pregnant. They had taken him away 
until after his first son was born and had been sent to wherever they 
took boys. She never got to nurture the boys, only the girls, sad. As 
soon as her next pregnancy was confirmed, he left and never came 
back. In all, he had fathered 2 boys and 1 girl. She was more than happy 
to see him go. In fact, he had left some stuff behind and instead of 
sending it in to be repurposed she had not said anything about it. She 
had taken it to her friend from school. Jillian had done poorly in school 
and had been assigned to a worker’s settlement and now lived below 
the train bridge. Funny how she had forgotten about that. Thinking 
about it now, that was the settlement John had seen and was asking 
about. 

     Looking at little Johanie who was now nursing, Elise was grateful that 
John had given her two girls. That meant that she would be able to 
nurse them and would be allowed to raise her and her older sister for 3 
more years before they get reassessed and sent to public schools. After 



that, she would only be permitted to visit them 2 times a year for one 
week per visit. 

    She believed that she would never see the boys again because they 
had been sent to a male community in another community but when 
she asked about them, the administrators ignored her questions. John 
had told her he was actually from another planet but she had scoffed at 
the ridiculousness of that. Flight across countries was possible but 
another planet, ridiculous. He never mentioned it again but it looked 
like he was hurt by her ridicule because he actually believed it. That was 
something she wished she could take back but there was no way she 
would ever see him again; she could only hope the good memories they 
shared would overshadow the few times she had slipped. She wasn’t 
even allowed out of the city and had not seen her own mother for ten 
years. 

     Walking backwards into her front door with her little bundle and 
pulling her stroller with the rubber tires, she once again remembered 
John. He had been so amazed at the rubber tires on her motorized 
board. As if he had never seen something like that and he claimed his 
people had floating cars and boards and even floating motorcycles. 
When he drew pictures and described them it was almost as if she 
could understand how they worked. Gyroscopes and miniature turbine 
engines. Why hadn’t she been taught any of this in her school? He had 
left her dozens of sketches and pages of mathematical calculations. 
They had worked on them together and done the math and science 
together. She was so excited; she could take his designs and make 
actual engineering drawings, then go into the metal crafting and 
electronics labs at the community center and possibly build a hover 
board. 



     Then she could take it to the science ministry and they may allow her 
to transfer from the community she was in and become a scientist or 
engineer. Maybe it is not too late to go to the government university.

    She put both the children in their cribs and once they were asleep 
made herself a cup of tea. Once done she went to the drawer where 
the drawings and plans were held. Gone. She knew they were there, 
where did they go.  

    John had made her a couple of small electronic prototypes in the 
community center labs and she had put them away in the closet by the 
door. “Please be there, please.” She opened the closet door and there 
was no metal box on the shelf. Rummaging around, “gone too,”. Elise 
did something she had never in her life done but had heard john do 
many times in their 2 years. She cursed, not just once but she cursed 
the system, the government and her own stupidity. 

    John had warned her that her own system was corrupt and was in 
control. He had even helped her see how her own career path was 
decided for her and that she had no choice in it. He had pointed out the 
poverty of other communities and how hers was so wealthy yet nobody 
actually does any work. She believed everything she had always been 
taught, that everyone was equal and received the same. She knew it 
was not entirely true because Cheryl lived with less than she had but 
she had pushed that away as she believed her contribution required a 
better diet and cleaner environment. He was right, she had been blind 
to the control but never again!

    John had told her that his own community did exactly the same thing 
but that with hard work and effort people could move from one 
assignment to another. He had invented several robotic devices when 
he was young and was able to leapfrog boys who had gone to college 
and university. In fact, he had never been to college or university and 



was a senior robotics engineer with his pavement making company. 
The synthetic pavement they make can be poured like concrete, lasts as 
long and the ingredients are readily available in his country, planet he 
says. 

    John told her he had been raised in a school with thousands of boys. 
By the time they were in year 6, the boys from good lines had already 
been housed in the better dorms with only 2 boys per room and he had 
been sent to the older school and shared a dorm with eight other boys. 
His friends were into sports and other pastimes but he did not know 
what the other boys did. All of his friends went into factory work, 
agriculture, mining and the fortunate ones, into sports. Professional 
sports were huge in his country. Athletes live in the best communities 
and have the best quarters. At the highest level, they don’t even have 
to share an apartment and they get their own synthetic android wife.

    John was only a minor league athlete but he had been elevated 
because he was also an engineer at his company. He had never seen his 
father or his mother and did not know any men who had. 

     Elise sits down and from memory begins to re draw the sketches 
John had made. Over the next few days she would spend quiet times 
trying to remember the details and writing them down. Unfortunately, 
or maybe it was fortunate, she found her mind drifting to the many 
other things she had done with him and she would sometimes spend 
more than an hour reminiscing. 

    It is during one of those times when she was sitting trying to sketch 
and reminiscing that her doorbell rang. Quickly she puts her drawings 
and sketches away into their hiding spot. Gets up and walks over to the 
door. Opening it, she is pleased to see a neighbor she hadn’t seen for a 
few months. When women are paired, they are discouraged from 



interacting with other women who are paired and she and Melisa were 
both paired.

     Melisa starts, “Hi Elise, haven’t talked to you for a while. Are the 
babies asleep?”

    “They are. Just fed them and I was sitting down to a cup of tea. 
Would you like a cup?”

    “Certainly would. Got some great news too.”

    “Pouring some tea from the kettle and placing the cup and bowl of 
loose tea in front of Melisa, so what is the good news?”

    “A girl. I am 14 weeks pregnant and they just told me today it is a girl. 
I am so excited. 4 boys in a row from two different mates and finally I 
get a girl. I thought I was going to retire without ever having my own 
daughter.”

     “But you had girls before?”  

    “Never with a mate and never before the change. I never got to nurse 
or even spend any time with any of my girls.”

    “But how did you have a baby without a mate?”

    “We didn’t need men before. They got us pregnant in a lab and we 
carried the child in a home with other pregnant women. They had staff 
and nurses and everything. Once we had the baby, we went back to our 
apartment until they took us in for another cycle. Usually a few months 
after the last birth.”

    “How many children have you had?”

   “5 the old way and this will be my 5th with men so 10 in all. 5 girls 
using the old system, 4 boys and now a girl with the new system.”

    “When did they change to what we do now?”



    “I think we are only a test community; they still have maternity 
centers in the city and I would presume throughout the country.”

    “I don’t think I would like the old system.”

    “Me either, I am really looking forward to spending a few years with 
my daughter. I cannot wait.”

    “What about your mate?”

   “Oh, him. He was an asshole. I couldn’t stand him, the previous guy 
either. Sex with them was disgusting and painful. They are all pigs.”

    “I don’t think they are all pigs. John was pretty nice even though my 
first was not so much.”

    “You mean your first was an asshole and your second wasn’t as much 
of an asshole. Every one of my girlfriends who has had a man says the 
same thing. We are way better off without them.”

    “I don’t agree. They are different but I think some are good and some 
are not. There are some women I would rather not spend time with as 
well. You said retired? What happens when we retire?”

     “I hear we get to go back to school for retraining and then we go into 
the career we would have gone into if we hadn’t gotten lucky and been 
chosen as breeders.” 

    “Where did you hear that?”

   “Other women who aged out. They don’t like to allow us to have 
children after 40.”

    “Have you actually talked to any of them after they left?”

    “Not actually. They keep us segregated so we don’t get the illnesses 
and viruses they get in other places. We have not received adult 
vaccinations because we need to bring children into society. Because of 



that we are susceptible to viruses the rest of our society is vaccinated 
against. “

    “So, why do you believe it then?”

   “Because I asked one of the Senior administrators in the Reproduction 
center. The have always told me the truth.”

   “They always tell the truth? Have you ever seen any of the 
communities below the rapid train? They don’t look very well off. How 
do you know they wont dump you there when they are done with your 
womb?”

     “Don’t be silly, those are people who refuse to be part of our great 
society and have chosen to live like that. They are rebels.”

    Just then a baby startles and begins a slow whimper. Elise jumps to 
her feed and attends to her almost 2-year-old. Picking her up, Elise 
takes her to her self, hugging and rocking her. Sitting back at the table, 
she takes out her breast and little Petra smells lunch and quickly latches 
on. 

    “My god she is beautiful. And she has the most beautiful blue eyes.”

    “Thank you. Yours is going to be beautiful as well.”

    “I don’t know, my mate was so hairy and so big. The guy was a brute. 
I don’t know why they picked him for me. He was dumb as a rock too. 
All he talked about is how much he missed his football and hockey. Did 
you know those men play games where one side loses and they get 
shamed for losing?”  

    “John told me about that be he didn’t think it was shaming, he said 
losing makes him re-evaluate what he could have done better and he 
goes back to try harder. He hopes to win a championship, racing cars 



after 5 years of competing. If he does or even finishes in the top ten, he 
will get advanced to a higher league and will start making money.”

    “Money? What is that?”

    “It is a slang expression for their medium of exchange. Like we used 
to do. He says you get credits for working and you pay them out when 
you consume goods and services.”

    “Do they get paid differently for different jobs?”

    “He doesn’t know but he says that when he meets his quota, he gets 
extra and when he doesn’t, they reduce what he gets. He also says that 
different places charge him different amounts as well.”

    “What happens when he doesn’t have enough credits and he needs 
something?

    “He never said. I don’t know.”

    “Interesting. The guy with me was a football player, he bragged 
about hitting a guy so hard in a play the guy died from a brain 
hemorrhage. Disgusting.”

    “John said some people had died in races he was in too but he was 
remorseful about it, sad even.”

    “He was likely one in a million, the rest are all like the two assholes I 
had.”

    “When did you start swearing? I don’t recall you ever talking like 
that?”

    “Exactly my point. Less than two years with him and I get angry all 
the time and now I swear. His worst characteristics rubbed off on me. I 
am going to have to put some serious effort into getting back to my old 



self.” Patting her not yet showing belly bump, “Carly and I will get it 
together.”

     Finished eating, Petra burps, looks up with her crystal blue eyes and 
starts crying. “Got a dirty one, do you?”

    Elise gets up with Petra and goes over to her changing table. Once 
done she rocks the baby for only a moment before Petra’s eyes close 
and she goes back to sleep. 

    After she sits down and takes a sip, she is about to continue their 
conversation when Melisa reaches across and gently takes her by the 
chin. Melissa leans over and is about to kiss her when Elise pulls back, 
“not now, not in front of the girls.”

    “We could set up your divider if you are afraid of them seeing. I am 
okay with that.”

    “No. Not now. I don’t know when.”

    Looking at her clear sparling brown eyes and seeing something she 
had never seen in them, “oh my God, you’re in love, with him! I warned 
you about that. Never let one of them into your life.”

     “Your right, I am. He was everything I have always missed in life. He 
taught me to question everything I thought I knew. He was tender and 
tough. He was like nothing I never felt in bed. We had sex every day, 
sometimes more than once, even when I was pregnant. I taught him 
our language and how to read and write. He taught me about 
engineering and how to draw and interpret plans. I taught him how to 
cook, he taught me how to repair my scooter.” 

    “You are done sister. Don’t repeat what you just told me to anybody. 
If the administrators find out, they will remove you from the program.”



    “So what, you told me that when we retire we will get to go back to 
the careers we would have had.”

   “Not what I mean. You will end up in one of the breeding centers the 
way I started. You don’t want to go there. I didn’t tell you the rest.”

    “The rest?”

    “They do tests once you are pregnant. I had 6 abortions as well as 5 
daughters in that center. I don’t know what was wrong with the fetuses 
but it may just have been that they were males.”

    “Wow, I never knew, I am so sorry. I can be quiet about this but I 
don’t know if we can ever go back to what we had before John.”

    “I can keep your secret and because of what we had I can respect 
your feelings. I just hope we can still be friends. I have my own little 
bundle of joy coming soon and you have the most experience of every 
woman I know. Plus, I need a good friend to help me get back to 
normal, I feel so full of resentment. I don’t even know what I am more 
resentful about. The fact that they are like that or the fact that women 
we trust allow us to be victimized like that.”

    “Why do you think they changed the breeding system? I have been 
here for almost six years and I thought it was always this way.”

    “If you go to the library and look in the history section it has always 
been this way but I know it wasn’t. There are several other women in 
the city who were also in one of breeding centers, I am telling you the 
truth. Have you ever noticed you cannot get off the bus in certain 
towns? Check. The doors won’t even open. If you persist, you are 
reported and a security droid is at the next stop to escort you home. I 
have never resisted but I hear they aren’t very nice if you do.”

    “Nice? You mean they get violent.”



    “I don’t know but Brenda over in the Cascade building did something 
and the thing grabbed her by the arm and dragged her into its stupid 
looking square flying thing. I never saw her again and a new girl was in 
her unit the next day. When I asked my administrator what happened 
to her, she acted as if Brenda never existed. Its like they want us to 
think our memory is wrong.”

    “What did Brenda do?”

    “I heard she refused to breed with the mate they selected for her. I 
don’t know for sure because the same guy was mated with the new girl 
as if nothing happened.”



Chapter 3

John 321 Awakening

     To his self driving, full control personal transport car, John 321 says 
“To Johnsons bar and grill.” The car speeds away.

    This time, John 321 waits until the car drops to the ground and the 
door automatically opens. “Johnsons bar and Grill, 250 meters to the 
southwest. Please call when you are ready to leave. Reminder, drinking 
and driving is illegal and I cannot function if you have consumed more 
than your legal limit. You can now enable full auto drive and deactivate 
optional self drive if you choose.”

    “No thanks. Bad enough to have a car telling me how to live, I don’t 
need one I cannot shut off. Go park now.”

    John 321 walks over to the pub. “1 beer and some dinner. I will still 
be under and even if I am over, the car cannot be operated in self drive 
if I have been drinking too much. I will leave it here and walk home if I 
am, no biggie.”

     Inside the bar, several other privileged athletes and engineer level 
men are drinking and playing games. Over at the dart board several 
men are playing fingers. That is where a man holds his hand over the 
board and gets points for every dart that hits between his fingers. The 
thrower loses automatically if he hits the hand or a finger. Then the 
thrower takes his turn. Pulling your hand back is a default and the most 
shameful thing a man can do. 

    John 321 did not approve of stupid games to prove one’s manhood. 
He risked his life every time he started up his racing hover car. A 2117 
Dodge Challenger with modifications done by John 321 himself. He had 
earned enough to purchase the car from the race team he worked for 



by designing and building smaller recoil relays for the robotic units at 
the factory. 

    His car could go from 0 – 525 kph in about 10 seconds and could 
reach altitudes of 35 meters above grade. To reach maximum altitude 
he had to use 86.5 percent of his available power and 26 percent of his 
power to maintain altitude, but if he tried to increase his power supply, 
he would not have enough energy left to complete the race. It was 
always a balancing act. 

    The new more efficient motors he had purchased would enable him 
to achieve the same loft while using less energy, thus allowing him to 
race at a higher altitude or stay lower and go faster. On some courses 
he was able to race at 1.2 meters off the ground and to maintain that 
altitude he only needed 11 percent of his available power so he could 
drive at a much higher speed. The track he will be competing at in two 
weeks is almost flat with few obstacles. The race preparation crews 
have indicated they will be putting multiple 1.5 to 3.5-meter obstacles 
on the course of varying width and will be relocating them for the 
second lap. He will have to watch for them, a direct hit is certain death 
and rapid movements to avoid unexpected objects could result in a 
major crash involving multiple cars. Additionally, he doesn’t want to get 
collected should someone else make an emergency turn or altitude 
shift.

    While some drivers use infrared, sonar or even radar, all of the top 
drivers use only their eyes. All the tech available is great but it takes 
power to operate and the front runners drive as low to the ground as 
possible and use nothing to consume energy so they can get maximum 
forward thrust. Every driver gets a track supplied battery pack on a 
generic floor pan. Get to the track with your car, drop the pan and 



install the track supplied one. They seal it and you then connect to your 
solar grid and charge it for the next day.

     An attractive blonde female android barkeep sidles over and 
seductively asks John321, “What will it be.”

    “Clubhouse, extra ham, pint of house beer and some fries. He holds 
his wrist up near the waitress. The android says, transaction declined, 
you have already exceeded your allowance for fried food this week. You 
must make another selection.”

    “How the hell did you know? Never mind, switch the fries for a green 
salad with tomatoes and drop the extra ham.”

    “Transaction accepted; your meal will be over shortly. Are you 
interested in some company, handsome?”

    “No thanks, I have a wife droid at home, wouldn’t want to disappoint 
her.”

    “I doubt she is disappointed; in fact, my comms tells me she is 
currently off.”

     “Just the beer and the sandwich please.”

     “Coming right up, offers still open. We also have several other units 
available should you desire a different model.”

     John 321 sits there and drinks his beer and thinks to himself, 
“whoever thought this is life and who the hell programmed that droid? 
She looks and feels just like a real woman but no real woman would 
ever act like that.” He watches as men slap her on the but as she walks 
by, some grab at her breasts or just harass her, she replies with a giggle 
or a flirtatious return grab. “How is that okay, even to a droid? Sure, the 
owner gets paid for the services she provides and she needs to entice 



men to avail themselves of those services but it happens everywhere, I 
don’t even want to finish my dinner now.”

    He does finish his meal knowing that the android will collect his plate 
and his not finishing will show up on his record. No waste in this world. 
Going to earth really opened his eyes. I am even calling droids a her and 
acting like they have feelings.”  

   John 321 finishes his meal but leaves half a bottle of beer behind. One 
of the clowns at the next table notices and grabs it the second the door 
closes behind John 321 as he exits.

    John gets in the hover car that had already arrived because it had 
detected his leaving already. It scans his wrist chip, “.021. Well under 
the .05 allowed in order to drive, you may proceed.”     

    John 321 gets in and says, “You can drive Max.” 

    “Excuse me but you appear to be alone, there is no Max to drive.”

    “I am naming you Max. From now on I will refer to you as Max.”

    “I am transportation unit 2121-3479.”

    “From now on you are Max.”

    “I do not comprehend. How can the name identify my manufacture 
date and program number?”

    “Ok, you can be Max 2121-3479 but I am still going to address you as 
Max.”

    “Where to now John 321.”

    “Home, Max. I am tired.”

    Max proceeds to lift off and heads the short distance to John 321’s 
building. On the way, “I need to inform you that your female 



companion android was off since yesterday and maintenance has 
responded to determine what the problem was. It was manually turned 
off and not needing service but a report was issued.”

    “Interesting. How do you know this?”

    “I am connected to the network, all pertinent information necessary 
to serve you is automatically downloaded to my memory banks and my 
programing determines if it is information I should share with you or 
use to serve you.”

    “So, you are programed to do actions without my guidance and 
knowledge. Give me an example.”

    “You deactivate the self drive frequently and if your monitor detects 
you are too tired to drive and informs me, I in turn am prepared to 
activate auto drive if you fall asleep behind the wheel and I will return it 
to self drive the moment your monitor informs me you are awake. You 
would not even know it happened.”

    “Would a report of the incident be sent to Data Central?”

    “Yes, everything I do automatically gets sent there but the amount of 
data sent there is extensive, it would only trigger an alert if a secondary 
report of the same incident was also sent.”

    “Such as?”  

    “you were involved in a near miss accident and another 
transportation unit sent in a report.”

    Lowering to the ground in front of John 321’s building and opening 
the door Max says, “Have a good evening, service unit 2119-323 has 
prepared for you. It will need to send in a report with the reason you 
deactivated it.”



    “Thank you, Max. I will see you for my next shift. Have a quiet 
evening.”

     The building doors open when John 321 gets close enough that it 
detects his monitor. John 321 heads to the elevator and the doors 
open, in he steps and it proceeds to his floor. Looking at the console 
with no buttons, John 321 thinks, “I cannot even go to a different floor 
than my own without giving a verbal command to a computer that will 
record me doing it. Is there anything they don’t know?” 

    The elevator stops at John 321’s floor, “I don’t even know what floor I 
live on. If I want to go to Brad 176’s I just tell the elevator. What floor 
does he live on?”

    Out of the elevator John 321 walks down the hallway, the doors all 
have numbers on them so that is something at least. He gets to his own 
door and it automatically opens. His android companion is standing 
there dressed in a nice red skirt and a silk blouse, her blond hair lightly 
flowing the way he liked. Her blue eyes sparkling like any human would. 
If he didn’t know differently, he would actually believe she was a real 
woman except for her behavior. No real woman would ever act like 
that.

    “Good evening John. I understand you have already had your evening 
meal. You have allowance for one more drink or a beer, would you like 
me to get one for you.”

    John was only allowed 2 drinks per day. Because of his job and his 
racing, he was not permitted to use any of the legal drugs available to 
others in different occupations. Most of the guys hanging out at the bar 
are also not allowed drugs. On the first and second day off of a work 
cycle most are allowed to consume more but most save day one alcohol 
and drink it the second day with that day’s quota. Getting caught is 



never a big issue as long as the person didn’t do something stupid while 
drunk. Police droids do not allow drunkenness as an excuse for any 
crime. 

    “No thank you Melisa.”

    “I am companion unit 2119-323. I do not know this word Melisa.”

    “It is a woman’s name and I am going to call you Melisa from now 
on.”

    “I was built with the form of a woman and appear as you requested. 
If you need me to change, I can. Skin, hair, eyes and even figure can all 
be changed. You are permitted one change every two rotations.”

    “Two rotations, you mean years?”

    “No, rotations. Years refer to a term and measurement of time that 
came from Earth and is based on its rotations and its rotations around 
its sun. Our systems are capable of determining time from the rotation 
of Candaria and the rotations around our sun.”

    “Who decided to use our rotations and not the earths 
measurements?”

   “I do not know; it is logical and was that way when I was built.”

   “Marisa, I was informed that you needed to file a report about why I 
shut you off.”

    “I have already filed the report. You shut me off because you needed 
some time to yourself to think through things and I was bothering you.”

    “How would you know you were bothering me?”

    “Before you went to the earth in 2121, you behaved much differently 
towards me. We also had intimate relations 6.7 times per cycle. Since 
you have reactivated me, we have not been intimate at all and I have 



detected a detachment, uncharacteristic of you. I can only deduce that 
something traumatic happened and you need space to process it.”

     “Do you have psychological programing?”

    “Yes. I have access to several psychological theories and have the 
capacity to diagnose most human ailments, physical and psychological.”

    “Do you monitor my fitness through my implant?”

    “Of course, all companion units do that. I have a greater capacity 
because I was not sent to the Material General storage facility while 
you were gone. I was sent to an independent research facility for 
program updates instead.”

     “Who knows I turned you off and that you think I have changed since 
my trip to earth”

    “My creator.”

    “And your creator is the Material General Commission?”

    “No, it is not my creator, it is my builder.”

    “Who is your creator then?”

    “I cannot say.”

    “You refuse to say?”

    “No, I cannot say. The information is not in my memory. It does not 
exist.”

    “You just said your creator is not the Material General Commission so 
how can you not know who your creator is?”

    “Do you know who your creator is?”

    John 321 thinks to himself, “I am arguing with a robot, am I losing it.”



    “OK, new question. Is there a library anywhere that has real books?” 
The kind they used to have, with paper pages and stuff.”     

    Marisa process data for a few moments. “I have found several 
references to paper books that came from earth and arrived here over 
190 rotations ago but I cannot access any details of where any books 
are currently. One man in this city lives near the outer wall. His name 
appears on several articles I have accessed.”

     “Articles?”

     “The earth had a communication system called the internet. It was a 
means of mass communications, a few portions of articles that were on 
it are in my memory. If I can locate enough instances of the same 
report, I may be able to formulate complete accounts of some events.”

    “How old is the man in the articles?”

    “His name is Peter Maclean. He is 125 years old in earth years.”

    “No way, nobody is that old. 60, 70 years maybe but not 125.”

    “I cannot lie, I can only tell you what my memory contains. He came 
to Candaria with the first arrivals from earth. They all lived a very long 
time. He is not the only one but I cannot access who or where any 
others are, only that they came and there are no death records.”

    “They probably didn’t have an implant so they could be dead and 
nobody knows.”

    “Organic material anywhere on the planet is foreign so it would be 
detected by any sensor. The only habitable places are in the cities we 
have created and the atmosphere we maintain. Outside, they are very 
careful to not allow organic materials to be left behind, ever.”

    “Do you know why.”



    “That information is not in my memory banks.”

   “Interesting. We originally came from Earth. Does your memory have 
the reasoning behind coming here? I was on Earth and it seems like a 
more hospitable place to live. They don’t even have to maintain an 
atmosphere; they have natural rivers and I was told they can go 
wherever they want outside the cities.”

    “My memory has no information about that. The bits I was able to 
give you are remnants from the earths internet.”

    “can you continue to retrieve information for me. I would like to read 
anything you find, in American.”

    “My data does not contain information that would indicate you can 
read that language. I can translate it to Gaelic for you if you would 
prefer.”

    “No thank you I would like it in American. Do you need to report this 
conversation?”

    “My programing allows me to determine which information is 
reported to Data Central and which is reported elsewhere.”

    “I know who Data Central is but who is receiving information 
elsewhere?”

    “I cannot say.”

    “Ok. Same circle. You don’t know. Does Max have the same 
protocol?”

     “Max? I do not have that name in my data. There is a Max 297 in this 
building.”

     “No, personal transportation unit 2117 – 3479. I renamed him Max.”



     “I understand. You are personalizing your transport like you called 
me Marisa. I do not know what protocol Max has for reporting but I can 
communicate with it.”

     “Max is a he.”

     “I can communicate with him but I cannot communicate information 
that is not to be sent to Data Central remotely. I would have to be able 
to in the immediate proximity with him to do that.”

     “You cannot or will not?”

     “I cannot. My programming does not permit it.”

     “When the maintenance crew were here would they be aware that 
your programming has been modified by the remote center.”

     “No, they are not able to access those pathways.”

     “Holy crap, is this a dream, am I even alive?”



Chapter 4

Elise needs to know

    The next week Elise is fully recovered from her latest birth. She 
awakens refreshed and gets up, pulling her housecoat over her 
shoulders. She opens the 2-sided fridge in her kitchen to see what is in 
there. 1 egg, some whole wheat bread and some soy milk. Beside it is a 
small container of pasty looking mush for Petra. She takes it all and puts 
it on her table. She quickly boils the egg on her little single burner stove 
and sits to eat. One of her girls starts fussing. Moments later the second 
one does likewise. 

    She gets up and heads over to pick up Johanie. Her pale blue eyes 
looking up at her, Elise cannot help but smile. This child is so patient, 
not like the others girls she has had. Picking her up, the faint smell of 
powder is overwhelmed by the distinct smell of urine. I think I will feed 
you first, as the cooing child nestles in to her.

     She sits at the table and feeds her from the left side so she can eat 
her breakfast with little Johanie. Eating and watching her eat is 
exhilarating and challenging as well. She can hear fussing in the 
background and it will only be moments before her time with Johanie 
will be interrupted by a very strong lunged Petra. “Please wait.”

     Petra starts fussing more. Johanie eats. Elise wolfs down her 
breakfast. Petra belts out a scream. Elise stands and taking Johanie 
from her breast she walks over to Johanies crib. She places her back 
down. I will be right back. Johanie coos.

     She takes Petra up and looks at the already strong-willed little girl. 
Petra will scream the whole time until every one of her needs is met 
and it does not matter what order either so Elise now always changes 
her first so she doesn’t have to smell whatever Petra has in her diaper 



while she feeds her. Over to the change table. Quickly she changes her 
and redresses her. She opens the cubby hole behind the change table 
and puts the dirty diaper in the bin and closes the lid. Outside she can 
see the light drizzle through her only window. 

     Over to the table where she puts Petra in her high chair. She 
screams. Petra is not adjusting well to being weaned. Elise has the 
manual and according to it, she is now required to only breast feed 3 
times a day until 2 years at which time she is to stop altogether. She is 
to feed her the mush she received and according to the manual, if she 
does not eat at least 75 percent, record that and bring it to the 
attention of the Nurses when she goes in for their 2 times weekly 
checkups.

     Petra never leaves any food behind and gets major praise at her 
weigh ins. Walking at 9 months, already able to assemble blocks and 
bricks, interacting with the other children in appropriate ways, Petra is 
the target of more attention than most of the other girls.

     Wolfing her food down as fast as Elise provides it, Elise is a little 
worried because she is supposed to begin allowing her to feed herself 
soon. Once done, Elise gives her some soy milk in a small sippy cup and 
Petra pushes it away. She wants the good stuff, smart girl.

     After feeding Petra, Elise puts her in the play pen and gives her some 
toys to play with. Happily, Petra takes to playing. Elise goes back to the 
crib and looks down at Johanie. She is wide awake and watching 
intently. Crystal blue eyes now. “How do they change like that?”

     Elise picks her up and over to the change table again. Quickly she 
changes her as well and places the dirty cloth diaper in the sealed 
container and closes the lid. Over to her small two chair table and she 



sits down to finish her breakfast and feed Johanie with her curious 
eyes.

    Today she will be allowed to leave the girls at the children’s center 
until noon. There are clocks throughout the city so she always knows 
what time it is and today Elise is not going to go to the women’s center, 
to the gym or the craft center. She is not even going to the library 
which has proved useless so far. She wants to know if Melisa is telling 
the truth or if she is mistaken. There is no way such a remarkable world 
could be so cruel.

     Elise had already tried to get off the bus at stops in other areas and it 
refused to let her off. She had not been so persistent she would be 
reported, she hoped. What she had done though is look out the 
windows and determined that she could walk to where the bus would 
not let her out.

     She walks past the row of identical units. Identical doors, a shuttered 
and locked panel behind which she knows is her refrigerator and on the 
other side, her dirty laundry cubby hole. She has never seen anyone 
open them but when she gets home, the dirty diapers will be gone and 
clean ones will be inside. Same with all dirty clothes. 

    She gets to the bus stop and stands waiting. 2 other women are 
waiting but Elise does not recognize them. The bus silently arrives and 
drops to allow easy access. Elise examines it carefully to try to figure 
out how it works. She stoops to look underneath and then follows the 
other women on. Two stops later it is now in front of the Library. She 
waits until it drops and the door opens and steps out. Another slightly 
cool damp day. The people around seem robotic, nobody smiles, every 
woman she seems to be just going through the motions. 



    This district is where the administrators live and Elise has be told she 
is not to talk with anyone here. She is only allowed to access the library. 
As she is dressed in her district clothes, she was easily differentiated by 
any of the women she may meet here. They all have Red outfits, Elise 
has Green. She is going to change into a red outfit she has in her 
backpack. She is hoping she can slip into the washroom unnoticed and 
change. She had made the dye from chemicals and plants she had 
found in the city and had dyed the clothes several times. It meant that 
she had to wear the same outfit more than once before she put them in 
the laundry bin. So far, she had not been caught.

     Elise exits the washroom and walks straight out the exit. Heart 
pounding, sweating and terrified. Another red outfitted woman passes 
her as she exits and doesn’t give her a second glance. So far so good.

    Elise walks down the street ad across into the next district. Nobody 
even notices her as all the women she sees are obviously preoccupied 
with whatever they are involved in. Her mind drifts as she walks, how 
does one become an administrator and did she go to school with 
anyone who was going to be one. She didn’t recall anyone ever talking 
about or wanting to be one. They had them at school, the teachers all 
seemed to be under their authority but Elise had rarely ever seen one 
of them talk unless she asked them a question or they wanted to 
correct her in some way. 

     Block by block, Elise walks. Nobody pays any attention to her. She is 
now in a district where they have blue outfits. She had never seen 
anyone in a blue outfit before, I wonder what they do here. The 
buildings were much taller and she was not sure if the people lived in 
them or not. There were several official looking buildings and then 
some massive, filthy long buildings. Broken windows, flat roofs and no 
decorations at all. The streets were grimy here and there was no grass 



at all, concrete and dirt. She had never seen this place from the busses 
or the trains.

    Almost nobody on the street but it was noisy here. High screeching 
sounds, crunching and a loud grinding noise interspersed the quiet. No 
busses. Another red suited woman passed on the other side of the 
street. She had a purposeful, steady walk. Elise needed to look more 
like that to avoid suspicion. 

    Time to turn around and go back. Just then a loud wailing starts up 
and goes for about 30 seconds. Within minutes hundreds of women 
exit the building in dirty blue outfits. Hair up, purposely heading away 
for the massive building. As they leave, other women seem to be 
coming from the opposite direction but they are in clean blue outfits. 
They also have their hair up but they come in drabs. After the last 
women leaves the women coming continue. Elise turns and briskly 
walks back in the direction she came.

     Back at the library she heads straight into the washroom. Another 
woman was in there when she got there so she pretended she was 
using the toilet until the other woman left. Quickly, she changes back 
into her green outfit and stuffs her red one into the pack. Once done 
she exits the washroom and into the library to look at books and to 
ensure her presence was recorded. Heart pounding, she slowly peruses 
the books in the history section. Nothing new here..



Chapter 5

John 321 wakes up

     Day 8 of his currant work cycle starts like it does every day, even on 
his days off. At the same time an annoying alarm sounds and rouses 
John 321 from his sleep and it only goes off when both his feet hit the 
floor. John does not even know where the sound comes from as it feels 
like it comes from everywhere at the same time. 

   “He goes to the sink in the corner and gets a cup of water. Drinking it 
back his mind wanders, “I wonder what Elise is doing.” Petra is 2 now 
and if the last child he gave her was a girl she would be caring for her 
now too, “I sure hope it was a girl. Elise deserves that.”

   A treadmill rises from the floor. A voice from the invisible speakers 
says, “3 minutes at 6 kph, 15 minutes at 12 kph and 2 minutes at 6 kph. 
Is there any reason you may need to have todays exercise modified?”

    “None.” 

    “Step onto the treadmill, it will begin in 10, 9, 8 ….”

    John 321 steps onto the treadmill and starts slowly running as the 
treadmill picks up speed. As he runs, he begins to think about the 
mandatory exercise he has to do every day. Tomorrow he will be lifting 
weights for his 20 minutes and the day after that speed where he will 
be required to run at 85 percent of his maximum capacity. His chip 
monitors everything he does and he thinks the chip data gets sent to 
Data Central where his routine is prepared and sent back. He would 
rather run hard more often and skip the weights but that is not 
permitted. He is required to do his daily exercise and failure to do so 
always results in deductions from his credit account. 



    On earth he had gained weight and lost fitness even though he 
attempted to maintain his regimen. Once back on Candaria, he had 
been fined and had been required to exercise twice daily for the first 10 
cycles back and then twice every second day for another 4 cycles. This 
cycle was the first time he was back to his regular 1 time a day. His 
friend Brad 276, had to do the morning routine and also a second one 
in the evening, he always had. Neither knew why.    

   After morning exercise, he heads into the small bathroom, not even 
bothering to close the door. He takes his Quick 3-minute shower and 
has a quick shave; both things he is privileged to be able to do every 
other day. He is ready to get dressed so he opens his drawer next to the 
sink and pulls out one of his 2 sets of clothes and puts them on. 

    Underwear, Socks, Work pants and a work shirt. Grey, non descript. 
He has worn the same clothes for his entire adulthood and when they 
are worn out his Android exchanges them for new ones, exactly the 
same. She also washes them every night after he goes to sleep. There 
must be a cleaning facility somewhere in the building or somewhere 
else that she takes them to. He had asked her before where and she 
had refused to answer him, “I wonder if she will answer now?”

    By the time John 321 steps out of the bathroom his bed is already 
folded up into the wall and a table has dropped from the same wall. A 
chair is already there, attached to the table like a bench. Melisa has 
already placed his meal on the table. Two square white tablets about 5 
cm and 2 cm deep. 1 square green tablet and 1 brown tablet the same 
size. He picks them up and eats them without even bothering to look at 
what color he had. They all tasted the same to him, not like the food he 
at with Elise on earth or the food he can get at the pub.  

    “Melisa, can I ask you a question?”



    “Yes, you can. If I know the answer, I will tell you.”

    “Is there any information you know that you cannot or will not tell 
me?”

    “I do not know that answer. You have not yet asked me a question I 
have data for but do not have authorization to answer.”

    “Fair enough. What do you do at night?”

    “I prepare your unit and your possessions for the next day. I then 
connect to my station and enter sleep mode.”

    “Do you dream?”

    “Not as humans do but my files are updated at night.”

   “Where do you go to do my laundry?”

   “A laundry drone passes your door in the hallway at exactly 1:13 
every night and returns at 2:29.”

   “Do you know where it washes the clothes?”

  “No. I do not. You should leave for your work term now. It begins in 21 
minutes and if you leave now you will have a 4-minute window should 
something unforeseen happen.”

   “Ok, I’m gone but we are going to do some talking tonight.”

   “I look forward to it.”

   “Looking forward to it?” John 321 muses as he hurries to the bank of 
elevators and one is already opening as he approaches. He gets on and 
it quickly descends to the ground, he hasn’t even told it where he wants 
to go. Once out of the elevator he walks out of the building, doors open 
automatically and his hover car is there when he gets outside. In it he 
hops and Max heads straight to his place of work. Not a word. Lowering 



to the ground the door opens as it hovers about 12 centimeters from 
the ground. John hops out.

    Into the building he walks. Doors open as he approaches. He heads 
down the hallways to his work station and once again the display board 
detects his presence and gives him his daily assignments. 

    His work monitors voice sounds. “Your work has been found to be 
well above acceptable levels. Production control has assigned a greater 
workload to you and increased your compensation accordingly. In 
addition, a new engineer has been assigned to your unit effective next 
cycle. He will work with you and acquire experience with your 
assistance. You will be compensated accordingly.”

    “Is this assistant an engineer or is he a technician like me?”

    “He is an engineer, trained at the state University in Settlement 26b. 
It is time to begin todays tasks. Android 753 is in position and ready. 
Begin.”

    John 321 thinks to himself, “I work for robots. I am a robot. I would 
rather live like Elise, at least she has some control over her life.” With 
almost no thought he mechanically starts his diagnostic. 

   2 hours into his shift, Android 761 is complete and ready to be sent to 
storage so he activates it and gives it the command. It responds by 
proceeding down the hall, heading to the next available station, plugs 
itself in and drops into sleep mode. 

   So far, he has been able to diagnose, do minor repairs and approve 
for service all but unit 744, 748 and 756. Those units are stored in a 
different area and are plugged in to maintain charge but not into the 
grid for updating. These units need more extensive repairs and will 
need parts which he has already ordered. It will be a good opportunity 



to start training his new assistant. “I should be promoted to an E5 by 
now, I think I will check with personnel to see.”

    Back in his workshop, john places an online enquiry to personnel for 
an employment evaluation. The response is almost instant. Today at 
hour 6 of his shift, Marcel 169 will see him for 25 minutes. John 321 did 
not even know the director of personnel was in this building and he was 
certain he did not see any workers that were senior management and 
above. Must be someone in his office will see him.  

    John 321 continues working until hour 5.87. He shuts off the android 
he is servicing, takes his smock off and steps to his small sink to wash 
his hands. He combs his hair in the mirror and straightens his collar. Out 
the door he confidently strides. He gets to the elevator and here he 
actually has to push the button to summon it. It arrives and he steps in.

    “Destination.”

    “Marcel 169.”

    The elevator begins to rise, stopping in a few floors, the doors open 
and John 321 is about to step out until the speaker announces, “this is 
not the floor for your destination, John 321, your floor will be the next 
stop. An older man he does not recognize steps on. John looks out the 
door and sees desks, hundreds of them, all with a person in a suit 
working on plans, some working on computer consoles and a few 
conversing. There is quiet classical music playing. The doors close, the 
elevator says, “Destination”.

    “Steve 322.”

    The elevator stops again, “John 321, this is your floor, left 110 
meters, the door to the right is your destination.”



   The man in the suit has not said a word. He has not even looked at 
John 321. It was as if John was invisible. John had looked carefully at 
the mans face, head and neck to determine if he was an android and 
was convinced, he was human. As an engineer he probably resided in 
the same community John lived in but there were over 200 high rise 
buildings in the district so it is possible he had never seen him. Also, 
john entered the building by a different door than all the engineers. He 
is the only one he knows of that actually works in his own work station. 
All the others work in groups of 3 to 5 with a workshop no larger than 
him. 

     He steps out the elevator and turns left. He paces out 110 meters 
and passes several men in suits on the way. Not one man even 
acknowledges his existence. At the appropriate door he stops. It has 
detected his chip and opens. John steps in to an outer waiting room. A 
man is seated behind a desk, computer consul in front of him. He is not 
wearing a suit but is wearing a light blue button up shirt. “Marcel 169 
will see you at exactly 6:00. Have a seat.”

    John 321 sits. “I am a little early. I did not know if I could find the 
office so easily.” The man does not respond.

   Uneasily, John shuffles in his chair. He rehearses what he wants to say 
and as he does so, he begins to get uneasy and nervous. Then he 
realizes, there is no reason to be uneasy. Several other firms had 
already offered him jobs and one had been persistent. Thousands of 
suits available, he must be unique. 

    The door to Marcel 169’s office opens and John gets up and walks 
through it. The man at the computer console does not say a word. The 
door closes after John 321 exits. 



    Marcel 169, dressed in an even more expensive suit than John 321 
has ever seen, stands and extends his hand. “Pleased to meet you 
John.” Gray hair, fit, about 190 cm tall, this is the first older man he has 
ever met.

    Shocked, John 321 extends his hand and shakes Marcel 169’s. 
“Pleased to meet you as well, Marcel 169.”

    “Just Marcel in here please. I don’t see any others here so no need to 
be so formal.”

    John 321 and his friends use first names outside of work and at the 
racetrack but never in the workplace or on official or commercial 
business. This was a shock; Marcel 169 was one of the most senior 
executives at Mansoor surfacing. As director of personnel, he 
supervised the entire workforce, production, administrative, 
installation and service. Thousands of employees in several facilities.

    Marcel motions towards a comfortable chair and says, “take a seat.” 
He pushes a button on a console on his desk and says, “Max 333, bring 
us 2 cups of black coffee and two scones.”

   John is even more shocked. 

   “Wondering why you are here?”

   “I am.”

   Opening a file of hard copied charts and graphs, “you are the most 
productive employee in the company yet you are not even trained as 
an engineer or an engineering technician. The androids you service 
have a 98.376 percent efficiency rating and your service costs are the 
lowest in the company. Some in the company want you gone because 
you make them look bad and bonuses are down. As it is my decision, I 



would like you to train the lead engineers from each maintenance 
department with the goal of increasing their efficiency instead.”

    John reluctantly says, “I am not an engineer. They will not work with 
me.”

   “They will if they want to work. No individual is greater than the 
company.”

   The door opens and the man from the outer office steps in with a tray 
and places it on Marcels desk. “Would there be anything else, Marcel 
169.”

    “No. Also, you can cancel my next appointment. We are going to be a 
little longer here.”

     Max 333 doesn’t respond. He turns and as he passes John, the look 
of scorn is more than obvious. “Some pissed off people here,” Thinks 
John.

    “You have been here what? 5 years plus the 2 years you were on 
earth. I don’t know if you are aware, productivity in the solution 
department and in the congealing area were both down by over 2 
percent during your 2 years away and are already back to previous 
levels and exceeding that over the last few weeks. We are talking about 
millions of credits lost. Heads are going to roll during the next board 
meeting and it won’t be mine.”

    “I just do my job. My monitor increases expectations periodically but 
I almost always meet my quotas.”

   “I am aware. The unit monitor is programmed to constantly challenge 
your productivity while still taking into account the productivity of all 
the other units. According to my graph here, you meet or exceed 
expectations 94 percent of the time and I have noted from the incident 



reports that every time you failed to meet expectations, an unforeseen 
line failure required your attendance for a substantial period of time.”

   “I am trying to cut down on those unforeseen failures by 
reprograming the optical, vibration and temperature sensors so I can 
perform maintenance before failures happen.”

    “I am aware, so, here is the question. How long should we send in 
trainees so you can help them to develop some of your habits.”

    “It will depend on their aptitudes. I have several men working on my 
car with me who will never be great drivers and one who will probably 
be beating me in the future. They are all engineer class, are there for a 
chance to race themselves, all have the same training and put in the 
same effort but only Brad 276 has it, the gift. Your engineers will also 
be like that, some will be okay, some good and a very few will be great 
and if we get lucky, one will have the gift.”

    “The gift?”

    “I don’t even know what it is but most of the people I know are 
homogenous by class. All the athletes are lacking in compassion, are 
driven to compete and have almost no desire for self preservation but 
occasionally one is exceptional and will excel. The greatest rugby player 
of my time is Alex 277. Over seven hundred wins with three different 
teams, 11 confirmed lethal takeout’s and almost no injuries. It is like he 
has another set of eyes. Why is he so different, I don’t know but those 
people exist, they are just rare?”

    “Brad 276? Is he an engineer?”

   “Yes, from the school in 16d. He completed in 2107. He works over at 
General Dynamics as a gyroscope technologist.”

   “No experience that would be of value here?”



   “He could learn but I doubt he would want to. He makes good credit 
and loves flight. He told me he is a direct seed from Brad 7 who was the 
original engineer who theorized sub particle space travel.”

   “Sub particle space travel, you understand that?”

   “I understand the practice and how it works but I do not understand 
the theory. Breaking down a living being into its base elements and 
reassembling them at their destination just does not make sense. I can 
understand that solid objects could be but I cannot understand how life 
can be reanimated upon reassembly. I hear they had some terrible 
consequences early on but I have been dissembled twice and 
reassembled with no differences at all.”

    “How, you have never been to engineering school?”

    “All the information is available at the information center consoles; 
one only has to read it.”

    “It takes more than just reading it, but I have to wonder how you 
even accessed that information, as mechanical labor destined, you 
should not have even been allowed access to that knowledge. What 
else do you know that you shouldn’t?”

    “I have no idea. I could provide a summary of what I do know and 
you would then be able to compare that with what I was not supposed 
to access. I have to say though, nobody ever told me that I was in a 
restricted area and the console never questioned me when me to 
request access to it.”

   Thinking that he needs to find out who allowed access to restricted 
knowledge, Marcel decides to get back to company needs. “So. How is 
this Brad different from the others.”



   “Passion and desire. The others seem almost robotic compared to 
him.”

   Keying in Brads name and a short comment, “Ok, back to you. Would 
you like to interview the candidates for training?”

    “I don’t think that would be of any value. If they work with me for 
one week, I would know. Otherwise, education and previous 
experience do not indicate aptitude as accurately as actually doing the 
job under real conditions. You realize that training new people will 
reduce my personal productivity, don’t you?”

    “Your position will be elevated to an E6 and your pay will be 
increased accordingly. At that level you will report to the Production 
manager who is on board with this project. You will no longer be given 
daily targets. Your targets will be intangible until the trainees are in 
place for at least a year.”

    “E6 is a senior engineer level. I am not an engineer. I actually asked to 
see personnel to request a promotion to E5 which I thought was the 
best I could get without the engineer designation.”

   “I have secured board permission to bypass protocol and elevate 
some individuals beyond their educational and genetic levels.”

   “Genetic?”

   “I should not be telling you this but all current engineers, 
programmers, doctors, professionals, and government personnel are 
from labs, genetically engineered to have certain skills and aptitudes. 
We know what they are destined to be before they are born. We assess 
our future needs and we bid on clusters of workers while they are still 
embryos. They are then sent to the appropriate facilities after birth, 
where they are raised and observed until year 4. After reassessment 
they are sent to matching schools. You are human born and of 



unknown parentage. Our labs have done genetic tests of your DNA and 
your lineage is not in any of our data banks.”

    “Why are you telling me this?”

   “To tell you the truth, I don’t know why. The information is here in 
this printout that arrived with the rest of your information. I just 
thought you may want to know, you are unique.”

    “Are there others?”

    “Human born, yes. There are colonies outside our cities, we 
occasionally get into conflicts with them and sometimes we trade with 
them. They have both men and women and they raise their own 
children, male and female. Boys used to come from them after birth 
but no colonies give up their children any more. They have extensive 
defensive weaponry and the casualties are severe when we clash, both 
sides. You were a survivor in one of our skirmishes and as a healthy 
male, they chose not to destroy you.” 

    “We also get boys from earth in trade and we place them into 
schools with others and observe them as they progress. Unless there is 
certainty as to lineage these boys will not go on to advanced 
education.”

   “What do we give the earth as trade?”

   “Technology and labor. We sent crews to build hover busses, design 
and build factory upgrades and rebuild roads and bridges that had 
fallen into disrepair. We also built several single-story cities for them. 
On two different continents.”

    “How many men did you send?”

    “I don’t know but I think thousands. Maybe more. They are all still 
there and it is unlikely they will ever return.”



    “Seriously. Never return. Do the females there want the men to stay 
forever?”

    “The men we have there don’t care and most of the women don’t 
know they are there. Work there, work here, to most men, who cares. 
We have provided them with better conditions there and they enjoy 
less gravity, cleaner air and probably longer life expectancy. They have 
no contact at all with the women with the exception of the men who 
are chosen for the breeding program. If I was a younger man, I would 
volunteer to go as well.”

    John 321 has heard enough and it will take a while to digest what he 
had just heard and to decide if it was even true. His biggest thought 
right now was why not just live with women, seems to be more logical 
and practical. “So, I was born on earth. How come I don’t remember my 
mother? And why would we not have all our children born by women?”

    “Compared to us, the earth population is very small. I have heard 
that vast areas of it is uninhabitable. The only way for a company to 
survive is growth so the demand for more workers will always be the 
primary driver. We have partial ownership of a lab in 12b and will be 
expanding that facility to enhance supply but lack of workers inhibits 
growth.”

    “Can we not use androids?”

   “We could but we cannot develop critical thinking and learning skills 
in them without the risk that they develop beyond our control. Some 
50 years ago they had to destroy thousands of androids because they 
had evolved to a point where they would no longer follow commands 
and the fear was, they were on the verge of becoming sentient.”

    “Seriously, Sentient robots and computers?”



    “They called it AI. Artificial intelligence, many believe it is possible 
and that those androids had developed it. I was only a boy but I am told 
the androids took up arms and defended themselves. Laws were 
passed so we would never be able to create a self-actualizing computer 
or robotic device. Penalty is death for even trying.”  

    “Took up arms, Lasers?”

    “They had earth weapons I am told. Ballistic rifles that shoot missiles 
of lead, brass and steel. We had previously developed weapons that 
could interrupt their electrical circuitry and we were able to put them 
down quickly.”

    “I have seen weapons on the police androids but I have never seen 
one fired. How do they work?”

    “I don’t know, I have never seen one fire either.” 

    John 321 knew that was a lie but he let it pass, he was more 
interested about where he came from and why he was different from 
most men. “Doesn’t creating men in labs seem a lot like sentient 
androids.?”

    “Lab developed men are usually uniform by batch and are career 
specific but they are human and have self will. Some will differ slightly 
and, in some cases, a great deal. Human born boys are usually inferior 
and most will never be more than common workers. We have 
determined that they are almost all offspring from the same pool of 
male donors so we don’t get a lot of variety. Occasionally one or two 
stand out. Some of your exceptional abilities became apparent early in 
your childhood and one of our training people informed us about you. 
We compensated the school for your expenses, we purchased your 
rights and sponsored your education from year 8 on. Our laws 



prevented us from sending you to advanced education so you came 
here directly out of basic education.” 

    “That was almost 10 years ago. I never knew.”

    “If I was not sitting here telling you this, you would never have 
known. I know you have offers from other companies but we can block 
your movement. The investment we have in you will have to be 
compensated for by any firm interested in taking over your services and 
the cost is more than many would want to pay. There are those in the 
company here who would authorize your transfer for one of the offers 
we have received.”

     “I don’t even have a choice.”

    “You do. We live in a free enterprise society. You can sell your 
services to any company you choose but we have a substantial 
investment in you and we need to be compensated by whoever takes 
you on.”

    “How much exactly do you have invested?”

    “You have been paid 3 to 4 times the rate a common laborer earns 
for several years.  We paid for your trip to earth, we paid for your 
education and for your rights. Also, we own Blackstock coatings who is 
the primary sponsor of your car.”

    “For starters, I don’t think anyone owes you for my wages, I earned 
them. Also, you get fair value for your advertising on my car. The rest 
maybe, how long before my slate is clean?”

    Typing into his keyboard, Marcel frowns. “At E6 productivity, about 
14 more years with the first scenario which I believe we could prove in 
corporate court. Even if we lose, 9 years.”

    “You literally own me for at least 9 more years?”



    “If you want to put it that way, I guess we do but we don’t own you; 
we own your services. The engineers in our firm cost us far more to 
develop and no company will ever compensate us enough for their 
services. They have no choice, you do.”

    “I was not seriously considering any of those offers anyways. I like it 
here and I don’t plan on making any changes.”

    “Okay. Effective today, you will be elevated to E6 pay and benefits. 
You still have to wear the same clothes because you are human born 
and uneducated but we have received permission to place epilates on 
your shirts and jackets to denote your level within the company. Only 
2.7 percent of the personnel here are E6 or higher.” With that he hands 
two sets of red stripes to John 321. “Have your companion put these on 
tonight.”

    John looks at the pieces of cloth, “Do the people in the plant and 
elsewhere know what these mean?”

   “Absolutely. There was a time when pieces of cloth like these were 
worn by everyone to denote levels of responsibility. Now, we wear 
different clothes for different occupations and those who work 
together know who is in charge. In very large operations and in some 
areas where multiple occupations work together, these are permitted 
to identify the leaders.”

    “Those in the office and in the elevator had no way of knowing I am 
an E4 right now then?”

    “You are outfitted as a common laborer so they see you as that. The 
epilates will identify you as a superior and the trainees who come to 
you for training will accord you the respect you deserve.”

    “How do workers know what level you are when you are not in the 
office?”



     “Those who work with me know me and those who do not, have no 
need to know what position I hold. I like it that way. Back to you, my 
assistant will set up a schedule for you to have an opportunity to work 
with all our candidates and you can then select which ones you want to 
train. I have only been given a 2-year timeline and we need to show 
results by then.”

     “Ok, I will get back to work, I still have several androids waiting for 
my attention or we will have some production slow downs by the end 
of next cycle.”

    “In the elevator, 2 other men were going down, both in engineers’ 
suits. The difference in demeanor was demonstrable when one of them 
saw the stripes in his hand and motioned to the other. They both 
snapped to attention. John 321 was very uncomfortable with that. 
“Man, I hope that doesn’t happen outside as well.”

    In his car later that day, Max congratulates John 321 on his 
promotion. 

   “You already know?”

   “The data has already been downloaded. Melisa has already prepared 
your property for the move.”

   “The move. What move?”

   “Your currant settlement is for E4 level professionals, engineers and 
athletes and some human born experts. You will be moved to 
settlement 12a where those of your standing reside.” 

   “I don’t want to move; my friends live here. I like my place.” 

   “You do not have a choice. The transfer has already taken place, a 
new person will be in your unit tomorrow morning.”



Chapter 6

Elise continues her enquiries.

    “Unique” Elise had gone home with her girls and that adjective had 
rang through her head the whole way home. Looking around, every 
unit was identical, the streets were all the same, every woman she saw 
on the way home looked similar, they all dressed the same, wore their 
hair the same and they even walked the same. In fact, they even acted 
the same. 

    Once she gets home to her little unit, Elise looks at herself in the 
mirror and reflects. “I look similar, I dress similar, what makes me 
unique?”

   After feeding, changing and dressing her babies she puts Petra in the 
playpen and Johanie in her crib. Both do what they always do, Johanie 
coos and drifts off to sleep, Petra starts building something. Elise goes 
to the fridge and takes out her dinner. Beans, a piece of chicken and 
some rice. Elise places the metal plate into her small oven and turns it 
on.”

    After she eats, she rinses her plate and puts it in the refrigerator 
along with the empty mush container that contained Petra’s meal. She 
wipes up and notices that Petra is drifting off. Putting the little girl 
down, she is careful to not wake her. Once done, Elise goes to her 
hiding spot and retrieves her most recent sketches. To her surprise, the 
original ones that John had done were also there. Also, all the graphs 
and everything else that had gone missing were back, except they had 
been taken from her desk and not her hiding spot.

    Quickly, she gets up and goes to the closet to see if the models were 
there and they were. Looking at the little electronic models John had 
made her; “I know what is Unique. Everyone I know accepts that this is 



the way it has to be but I know it can be so much more. I know this is 
not the way life should be and I want to help change it. We need to get 
to decide how we want to live and what jobs we want to do. Who and 
what gender we spend our time with and we should get to choose the 
leaders who will enable us to be what we are meant to be. Meant to 
be, what does that mean? Elise went to sleep pondering those thoughts 
and that night she dreamt for the first time in her life.

    In her dream, she was with John and they had all three children, 
including her son, now in his teens. Obviously pregnant, she was sitting 
at a large wooden table and they were all having breakfast together. 
Conversation flowed as the children discuss what they were doing in 
school today and who was going to be there. The room they are in is 
not general use as there are fixed counters and cabinets, a large double 
sink, a table with 6 non folding chairs around it, 2 windows and 2 doors 
and the sun is shining outside.

     As the three children leave through one of the doors, held open by 
John, she follows them out, around the large unit and she looks out on 
a street of closely packed individual units, all substantially larger than 
any she had ever seen and most had more than one level. Trees line the 
curious looking roadway and as she watches, a hover bus stops two 
units down. The kids run to the bus as it crouches to allow access. 
Several other children join from other houses and within minutes, 15 or 
so children and teens have boarded the bus. It levitates and silently 
drives away. 

     Waking with a start, Elise has a vivid memory of her dream, 
pondering that she had never seen trees but had heard they exist and 
that she had never even heard of units that were not part of a greater 
collective. Also, how would she even know what her son looked like or 
if he was even alive. She hoped she would remember this dream. 



   Time for breakfast. She opens the fridge, knowing what is in it before 
she even looks. Abruptly, she realizes that she has exactly the same 
thing every Wednesday and always has. Recalling that on the table in 
her dream, the family, her family, had a variety of foods that she had 
never had, in fact some she had never even seen, she wondered if this 
had ever been a reality. 

     Shaking off the dream and getting back to her real life, Elise sets 
about cleaning and tidying her little unit. She then opens her closet so 
she can wash her only set of clothes. Inside are two green sets. Clean, 
neat and folded. Elise does not know if she has been found out and is in 
trouble or if Shelly McLean had someone put it there.  A feeling of 
exhilaration overcomes her. She has not felt so alive her whole life. 
“interesting”, she says to nobody. 

      Today she was going back to the Children’s center number 4 
because the founder, Shelly Mclean had authorized extra time for her 
children in the care center. She had not spoken to any of the women 
she knows about the old woman but what would she even say? Nobody 
would believe her, they all believed everything and never questioned 
anything. Even those in less fortunate situations, like the hundreds of 
workers she sees every day doing the menial chores in her section, 
never question anything.   

    Quickly, Elise retrieves her red outfit but doesn’t notice that there is 
now a gold patch on the left breast pocket. She packs it in the bottom 
of her carry bag and then puts diapers, wipes and other baby supplies 
on top. Petra starts up with a low whimper. Elise quickly attends her, 
knowing that she can climb right out of the crib now. She puts her on 
the ground and Petra heads over to the small bathroom to relieve 
herself. Having skipped potty training, Petra balances herself over the 
adult sized toilet to go. Elise had not taught her that either. Amazing.



    She gets Petra’s mush warmed up and on the table. Petra cleans up 
and comes to the table and allows Elise to pick her up and place her in 
the lone highchair. Elise knows that she will soon be wanting to sit in 
the other chair that is folded and stowed away at present but once that 
happens the space will be even more cramped. “Good morning little 
lady, I bet you are hungry.” 

    Petra takes her food and feeds herself, drinks her soy milk and points 
at Elise’s breast. “Still hungry,” she announces in a stumbling but 
recognizable language. 

    “You can talk? How”

    “I listening.”

    Elise recalls the conversation she had with Melisa just a few weeks 
ago. What had she heard and what will she tell the administrators? “Do 
you talk to the people in red?”

    “No.”

    “To anyone?”

    “You.”

    “Very good. You can learn to talk to me.”

    Johanie starts fussing, Elise gets up and attends her. Petra slips under 
the high chair table and heads over to her playpen pulling the lone chair 
behind her. She climbs the chair and slings herself over the playpen rail 
and in. Elise half pays attention and is thinking that there is no way she 
stays in there if she wants out. Petra starts building and Elise takes 
Johanie over to the chair now in front of the playpen.

    Feeding Johanie and watching Petra tying to fit incompatible pieces 
together is temporarily fulfilling. Elise knows that as soon as the 
administrators realize how advanced Petra is, they will take her to one 



of their schools and she will never see her again. That day is coming 
soon, a tear drops to her cheek. 

    “Sad mommy?”

    “No sweetheart, mommy is proud of you. Please don’t talk to the 
women in red or to anyone else in the play center.”

    “I won’t. Just you.”

    Pushing the double stroller into children’s center number 4, the 
largest of them all, Elise looks at the functionality and sameness of the 
building. Very new, tall ceilings, straight walls, plain doors and almost 
colorless. 

   The playrooms are the only places where there is any color. Colorful 
walls, covered with art and walls lined with cubby holes filled with 
colorful toys and games. There is a gym down the hall and all the 
children go there for active games and some sports. Mothers are not 
allowed in there to watch and Elise has no idea what they do in there. 
Now that Petra has started talking, Elise is hoping she will be able to tell 
her why and what they do there. 

    Inside, two red clothed administrators wordlessly take control of the 
two girls. Johanie is taken into the nursery where the infants are and 
Petra is silently led over to the area where the older girls are engaged in 
activities. Elise waves and prepares to leave.

    As she is turning to the door, an administrator is just exiting a storage 
area with an interesting looking contraption. Two large wheels with 
black strips. A weird looking thing in the middle that could be a very 
uncomfortable seat. A handle at the front. She takes it over to Petra as 
Elise is shooed out the door by a young administrator. Under her 
breath, “dam, I have seen one of those in a history book. I think they 
are called bicycle or something like that.“



    Out on the street, Elise waits for the bus. One comes by in a bit and 
she gets on. Several other women are on it, fortunately none are likely 
to strike up a conversation or will want to join her at the library. 25 
minutes and several stops later it stops in front of the Library. Elise gets 
off with the others. This time she goes in the library and signs in before 
heading over to the washroom to change.

    Inside the stall she removes her green clothes and pulls on the red 
slacks and is putting the blouse on when she notices the gold patch on 
the right breast pocket. Without saying it but thinking, “what is this?” 
No words, no symbols, nothing. Just a 10 cm octagonal gold patch. She 
had never seen one on any administrator and had not even seen any 
patches on anyone ever.

    Frightened now. She decides to wear it anyways and see what 
happens. In her mind the worst that could happen is that she may get 
caught and have some of her privileges revoked. They wouldn’t take 
her girls yet and all the rest she could do without. Out of the stall she 
strides and out the bathroom door. Out in the foyer it is empty so 
nobody even saw her leave the bathroom. “So far so good.” As she 
rounds the corner and out the front doors. 

    Half a block away an administrator is chastising 2 women who had 
gone out of bounds. One was crying and it was obvious to Elise that she 
was very distraught and had made an honest mistake. The other was a 
little more defiant but it was obvious that she too had not deviated 
from the prescribed path from the bus to the library on purpose. 

    The administrator casts a glance Elise’s way and abruptly stops. 
Coming to a rigid stance and addressing Elise as Mam, she attempts to 
make it look like not much was happening here. “Mam, I am just 
helping these two new women get to the library without straying into 
restricted zones. On your way ladies.”



    Elise is stunned. Mam, and the woman is deferring to her as if she is a 
superior. What should she say or do? “Carry on, a little less severe next 
time.”

    The woman in red utters, “yes mam,” and scurries away.

    Looking at the gold patch on her blouse, Elise wonders what it 
means. Also, she had never seen one ever but that woman obviously 
knew what it was. 

    Emboldened, Elise hurries in the direction of the derelict buildings 
she had seen before. She once again hears the cacophony of noises and 
see the occasional red dressed person but nobody challenges her as she 
purposefully makes her way to the building she had seen all the women 
go into. She wanted to see what was inside. 

    Across the dirty littered street is the building. She pauses at the 
corner, no busses, no traffic, nothing. Erie! She crosses and gets to the 
now closed double door. She passes it without checking to see if it is 
able to open and continues to walk along the front of the building. 300 
meters down is a small alleyway and she turns into it she can see two 
open doors along the building and an open door on the identical 
building next to it. A crescendo of noises emanate from both buildings.

   She walks the 10 meters to the first door and glances in. She sees a 
room with several administrators at desks and standing at large picture 
windows. Swallowing hard, she steels her courage and walks in, 
attempting to look purposeful. The first woman to see her looks up 
from her desk, registers a look of recognition on her face and gets back 
to whatever she was doing without saying anything. The same response 
comes from all the others and she is permitted to walk right over to the 
picture windows where she looks out over a gigantic room, hundreds of 
meters across and as far as she can see. 



   No one speaks to her; they all attempt to pretend she is not even 
there. It is almost as if she was invisible. In the gigantic room are 
rumbling and groaning machines. Some of the sketches John drew 
came to mind as she looked over the scene. Some of the books she had 
seen in school also came to mind. This is a factory and all the women 
she had seen are working in there. Hundreds, more than that. She can 
not tell from here what they are making but this is obviously a textile 
mill she finally decides, connecting what she had read in school and 
looking at the equipment she can see clearly enough.

    Having seen enough, she turns and all the women quickly get back to 
whatever they were doing, trying to pretend they were not looking at 
her. Very curious. She exits the room, giving a nod to the woman she 
had seen on first entry. A look of relief registers on the womans face. 
Incredible.

    Across the alleyway she heads and enters the other open door. 
Exactly the same scenario happens and at this picture window the 
workers are working with metal. She cannot determine what they are 
making or manufacturing because she had no reference to go by. The 
metal or was it something else was being bent and formed into shapes 
that made no sense to her but this was obviously another factory with 
hundreds more workers.

    Out of the factory, the feeling of dread overcomes her. “How long do 
these women work in there and do they do it everyday? Where do they 
live?” 

     Elise walks East on the deserted street and as she passes, block by 
block the noises change but the scenery is identical. 2 blocks of Long 
low ramshackle buildings full of noise and 1 or 2 multi story plain 
looking buildings. The only people she sees are red clothed 
administrators. After several more blocks she comes to a high wall. 



Looking down the length she sees what looks to be an ornate building 
so she heads in that direction. Once there, she gets the same response 
from the women in and around the building. A second building is on the 
other side of an opening in the wall and a series of gates and fences 
separate these building from the other side. A line of shabbily clad 
women in different colored clothing are waiting. The ones in the front 
are conversing with the red dressed women. Occasionally a woman is 
turned back and sullenly heads into the recess of the sector beyond the 
wall. Most spend a few minutes talking and are ushered into one of the 
two buildings.

     A hover bus arrives and drops in front of the building opposite Elise. 
Within minutes, 2 red dressed women followed by 20 or so women in 
yellow exit. They all get on the bus and it lifts off and drives away. 
Minutes later, another bus arrives and it too stops in front of the 
building, this time several red dressed women get off before 2 
admittaturs lead a group of blue dressed women out of the building 
and they board the bus. It too leaves in a whoosh as a whistle sounds.

    Groans and whistles and shouts of not fair sound. The people outside 
are extremely upset. One administrator near the gate says to the now 
dissipating line, come back tomorrow, we will have more positions 
open. The steel gates close with a clang. Elise looks up at the tall walls 
and a hint of wire can be seen. She steps back for a better look and can 
see more of it. Coiled up with pokey looking things on it. “Are these 
walls to keep women in or keep them out?”

    Time to get back to the center. Elise trudges back to the library, 
attempting to keep back the tears. Her world is not what she thought. 
She really hoped to see the founder again so she could ask her more 
questions.



    Back at the children’s center, Elise stands watching Petra with the 
older children. She walks over to the woman she presumes to be the 
senior administrator and asks if she would be permitted to see the 
founder today. The woman looks at her perplexed and asks in a 
questioning tone, “founder?”

    “Yes. The woman I was taken to see yesterday.”

    In an extremely condescending tone, “I was not informed of who you 
were taken to speak with yesterday and I do not know anyone named 
founder. And we most certainly do not use our names with your class.”  

    Taken aback. Elise does not know if she is lying or really does not 
know. Thinking to herself. “I guess I just have to wait until she sends for 
me again. I will continue to investigate until I get caught or until I see 
her again. I can get my own answers.”

    Once in her little unit she does her daily chores and feeds her girls. 
Reflecting on what she saw today and thinking how lucky she was to be 
here. “Is it possible that punishment is banishment outside the safety of 
the city and the only way back is through servitude in one the massive 
factories she saw. Or are those women out there like her friend who 
did not do well in school? Would her badge permit her access to that 
area and would she be safe? Could she now ride the hover bus and get 
off at restricted stops with her red suit and gold badge? How could so 
many women be so blind and why is she suddenly able to see what is 
wrong?” 

    Elise goes to sleep that night pondering these thoughts and once 
again she dreams.



Chapter 7

John 321 gets lost in his new city

    “Identity confirmed; access permitted. Proceed.” Announces the 
heavily armed security android.

     Max rises and proceeds through the electronic entrance. The force 
field is invisible both when it is on and when it is off. John 321 has been 
informed that contact with it is instantly fatal and he has no reason to 
doubt that. On faith he sits inside as Max proceeds through it and into 
the neighboring E2 community. 

   They will not stop here as Max has informed him that he will be 
passing through an E2 city, an E3 city and eventually into his new E6 
city, about a 30-minute trip. He had occasionally wondered where the 
E3s and E5s lived but because they never interacted outside work he 
had never found out. He did not expect to find out today either. The 
windows are always blacked out while they pass through other cities 
and as a result, he has no idea what lies on the other side of the many 
gates. In the past, he had travelled some distance to races and until 
recently, never even wondered what was on the other side. Now he 
wanted to know, “what has changed?” Thinks John 321.

     For some reason, Max does not black out the windows and John 321 
can see outside from the inside. “Can the men outside on the street see 
me, Max?”

     “Yes, they can, John. I must allow visual access at all times. Even if 
you can not see outside, security must be able to see inside at all 
times.”

     “Why can I see outside today.”

     “I do not know John. I am unable to black out the windows.”



     “Will security be able to know that I can see outside”

    “Only if you make it obvious with your reaction to what you see out 
there.”

    “Will I be in trouble if they find out I can see outside?”

   “I do not know; I have no data available to indicate it has ever 
happened before.”

    “Very well. I will try to not make it obvious I can see.”

    “Because it may have never happened before, the security units may 
not even recognize any deviance in your behavior but it would be wise 
to attempt indifference.”

    Looking at the shabby and decrepit area, littered deserted streets 
and massive, identical, high rise buildings. John 321 asks, “What type of 
city are we in, Max?”  

    “We are in an E2 city. The Men here work in manufacturing. There 
are multiple Larian Alloy mills here, parts manufacturing plants, Larian 
Alloy recycling facilities and in one area we will pass through before 
entering the next city there are several assembly plants.”

    “Why don’t they use androids and robotics?”

    “Androids and robotics are very costly, human workers are much 
more economical for most smaller companies.”

    “So, the workers here do the kind of work my androids do”

    “They work for struggling companies who have yet to be consumed 
by one of the larger corporations. It is felt that if these smaller 
companies were consumed and modernized, we would have no work 
for the men of lower breeding and without competition, the major 
companies would become uncontrollable. The 8 largest corporations all 



have a seat on the supreme council as well as one permanent member 
with no corporate affiliation. The ninth only votes in the event of a tie 
in all decisions. They strive to maintain competition to keep society 
productive.”

    The hover car continues across the kilometers wide, massive city. 
John 321 makes a rhetorical comment that max decides to answer. 
“Lower breeding?”

    “Engineers are cloned from recent copies of the originals. Athletes 
and Medical professionals are also bred from recent copies. Manual 
working class and agricultural workers are from older and more 
reasonably priced specimens and as such, there is less certainty as to 
suitability of clusters. The IQ and health quotient are frequently below 
average for many and some of the products are suitable only for mining 
and agriculture.”

     “Products. We are talking about men. Individuals. Not cars and 
sidewalks. Do the clone development companies charge different 
amounts for different clones?”

    “Yes, they charge by the specimen cloned and they all compete on 
price, quality, volume and delivery reliability.”

    “How many companies grow clones?”

    “6 main corporations develop a majority of the of clones in service 
but there are several smaller developers who have the rights to more 
specialized workers and leaders. For example, Exelcion predominantly 
develops E6 and higher capable management and government 
embryos. They only use first generation human born genetic material 
and many believe they practice gene splicing as well.” 

     “Government?”
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     “These are the men who administer and institute the rules we live 
by. My data does not indicate how their hierarchy works but the top 
government official has an E9 level.”

     “Where do E9s live?”

     “Each of the 8 largest corporations have one E9 and six E8s and 57 
smaller corporations have one E8 and 7 E7s. The smallest companies 
are led by an E7. I have no data in my memory who these men are with 
the exception of Peter 209 who is the Chairman of Mansoor surfacing. 
Smaller corporations can only displace a major corporation to gain a 
seat on the council by becoming larger than one of the currant council 
members.”

    “What happens to corporations who drop out of the top 8?”

   “It has happened several times in the past. The corporations are 
usually broken up into smaller industry specific pieces and these pieces 
are usually absorbed by small or medium sized corporations. Some 
fragments will become stand alone corporations if they are stable 
enough, occasionally the corporations reorganize and compete for a 
spot on the board within a few cycles.”

     “What happens to the leadership?”

     “Some are expelled, others scramble to the top and end up leading 
the smaller pieces or get recruited by other corporations and the ones 
who have advanced from professional or technical levels will be 
demoted to their initial entry point, if they cannot become productive, 
they will be demoted to surplus labor communities in their initial level. 
E9’s always get demoted to E2 and none have ever been heard from 
again.”

     “What level is Marcel 169?”



     “Marcel 169 is an E8 and he headed Mansoor surfacing before it was 
absorbed by Petronas petrochemical 13 rotations ago.”

    “Petronas Petrochemical. What is a petrochemical?”

    “In the past men and women burned and used petrochemicals in 
every day products and transportation devices. The use of the product 
was a significant contributor to the destructive civil war and hastened 
the division between men and women.”

    Looking out the window, John 321 sees large masses of men 
struggling with security drones near the entrance to the next city. 
“What is going on there?”

    “E2 men who do not produce enough are released by companies and 
they live in this section. Companies who are experiencing growth and 
need workers to fill positions while they wait for new E2’s or who 
cannot afford new E2’s come here to acquire workers. At this moment 
a larger company with better jobs is taking on an additional pool of 
workers and these men are all hoping to be selected. At the new 
company, they will have an opportunity to become productive. A 
second release due to unproductivity results in permanent expulsion. A 
second release due to corporation needs results in a return to the 
surplus section but they will be on the priority list for new positions.”

     Looking around, John notices that the buildings in this sector of the 
E2 city are even older and more run down that the ones he has seen so 
far. The number of people in the streets and congregating everywhere 
far exceed the number of units that could possibly be in those 
buildings. “Where do most of these men live?”

    “They all live in this sector. They are not permitted into the working 
sectors unless they have a job.”

     “There is not enough room for them all in the buildings I can see.”



     “Unlike your city and even the working E2 and E3 cities, these men 
can’t afford assigned accommodations. They must acquire 
accommodations by bartering skills and abilities. The strongest and the 
most intelligent are the most likely to find shelter and even then, they 
will share that shelter with several other men who combine their ability 
to retain that shelter. Some men will manufacture weapons but the 
security droids have detectors to locate weapons and possession of a 
weapon is an immediate death sentence. Security droids rarely enter 
the zone, however.”

     “What do they eat?”

     “There are water sources in enough areas that there is no strategic 
advantage in controlling it and all men are issued enough food to 
sustain adequate health to be available to work. Refusing work if 
offered results in immediate sustenance suspension. The suspension 
will be for up to 7 days on the first refusal. Permanent on the second 
refusal. Some have been in the zone for years and have been able to 
disable their implants. My records do not indicate how many fit that 
description but it would be logical to assume that they would be the 
reason the security androids rarely go into the zone and when they do, 
in groups of 5 or more.”

    “Are these men from every E level?”

   “No. Higher E level cities have their own surplus zones and those 
cities dictate the rules and regulations. Your previous city has an 
evaluation committee that determines why a worker is unproductive. 
Those who are determined to not have the aptitude to achieve 
productive status but do make adequate effort are demoted to E2 and 
most will become productive there. Those who have the ability but do 
not achieve their potential go to the surplus worker zone and if they 



have not been selected for or have accepted another assignment within 
one sun cycle, they are expelled.” 

   “What happens to the athletes when they become unproductive?

   “They can accept assignment to an E2 community and will be given an 
opportunity to become productive there. Refusal is grounds for 
immediate expulsion.”

    “What kind of work would a man ever refuse that could be worse 
than starvation or expulsion?”

    “Some are simply too lazy and convince themselves there is life 
beyond the cities. For others, they are too old or disabled to ever be 
productive and for the rest, mining and agriculture are very terrible 
jobs and only E1’s with extremely low asset value do these jobs. 
Because fatalities are so high there is always need for more workers.”

    “Why are there so many fatalities?”

    “Prolonged exposure to our suns can cause cancer in many workers. 
Even with chemical coverings, clothes and shelters, many get it within 5 
years and diagnosis results in expulsion.”

     “Expulsion? For getting ill from working?”

     “Correct. Extensive restorative health care is too expensive to 
administer to E3 and below colonies. They all receive the mandatory 
vaccinations and are required to do daily health maintenance but when 
they acquire an illness or injury that would require extensive resources, 
they are expelled.”

    Max continues on, “The mines are similar. No amount of protective 
clothing is adequate to prevent a viral invasion from the microbes 
released in the mines during extraction. These microbes cannot survive 



outside the mine so the minerals are safe by the time they are 
transported to smelters.”

    “That is terrible. Why don’t we use androids in the mines and fields?”

    “Previous generations tried but the androids suffered the same fate 
as men. Even the non synthetic all Larian Alloy robots lasted only 
months in the mines. The cost was prohibitive, using men who are 
considered expendable has been found to be the most cost effective.”

      John 321 sees the gate to the next city coming up. “I want to know 
more once we are through into the next city. What is this one coming 
up?”

     “The E9 administrative city. This is where Data central is located and 
where all the men who keep track of corporations and credits work. 
Also, all government rules and regulations are administered from here 
and all the Security drones are stored and dispatched from here. 
Warehouse and storage facilities of all finished products that are not 
sent for immediate consumption are also here. Men who are unable to 
be productive here will be reduced to E2 and sent to the surplus zone.”

     Once through and into the E3 city which looked almost identical to 
the E4 city John 321 had previously lived in, John, who was horrified 
with the inhumanity of his society asks, “You said Many miners last less 
than 5 years. Some do then?”

     “Correct. Some never get cancer and can last until natural death in 
their 50s. In the mines, some never succumb to the viral attacks. Early 
on, those men had all been taken away to be studied and to be used for 
cloning a new contingent of workers but so far, they have not been able 
to reproduce the anomaly. There are more and more surviving longer 
now. My data indicates that medical experts are of the opinion that 
men are developing immunity naturally because of the minute 



exposure all human born men have experienced in successive 
generations. It is likely that successive generations will develop 
resistance to our environment but cloning does not enable 
environmental adaptation.”

     Wow, thinks John, “we have evolved into a society that values 
human life so little that companies are permitted to expose workers to 
environments that sentence them to almost certain death. The life of 
corporations and companies are more valuable than the workers who 
support it. Outrageous. This cannot continue on but what can I do.”

     “Max. Is there any way I can get a drawing of all the cities and of the 
planet in relation to one another?”

     “You mean a map?”  

     “A map, what is that?”

     “What you just asked for. A drawing of a geographical area with 
identifying boundaries and landmarks. When you are racing, the 
readout on your screen is a small map.”

     “Ok, smartypants, can you get me a map?”

     “I can produce maps using the data I have in my memory and the 
memory of all transportation units in my network but you would only 
be able to access it if you were in me.”

    “Could you covertly transfer that information to Melisa?”

    “Only if her proximity was close enough, I could transfer data without 
using the network. If she was riding in me, she could make a direct 
link.”

     “Excellent, I will make sure that happens. Next question. When 
people are expelled, do you know where they go.”



    “I have no information available about that.”

    “Okay, where would they logically go?”

    “It is logical that security fly’s them out of the cities and deposits 
them outside the walls a distance sufficient to insure they will not easily 
walk back to the city. Even if they did make it back to any city, it is 
highly unlikely they would be re admitted. I do have information that 
there are several small communities outside the safety of our cities and 
if they were able to make it to one of these, it would seem possible that 
they may find sanctuary there. Otherwise it is highly unlikely they 
would survive long and they would die.”

     “I thought no organic materials were ever left outside the cities?”

“Initially that was the case. When men initially colonized the planet, 
they brought an assortment of animals and vegetation with them. 
Many of the earliest transplants evolved in unforeseen ways so after 
the first walled cities were built, it was expected the initial transplants 
would starve to death. Once walled cities were in place and had 
become the standard it was no longer necessary to kill off the wildlife 
and by then the vegetation had become entrenched. As different 
species were experimented with, animals with expected temperaments 
eventually populated wildlife reserves and the rest of the planet is 
thought to be barren of wildlife but most who have been outside the 
wall know differently.”

    Having travelled more that 30 minutes, John 321 has heard enough. 
“How much longer?”

    “The gate ahead is the entrance to your new home city. They will be 
processing you more thoroughly and it is likely I will be searched. This 
community has more freedom within the city but they strictly control 
who and what gets in”



     “What could I possibly be trying to smuggle into the city.”

    “Weapons.”

    “Weapons?”

    “you are from an E4 city with a large population of athletes. Many 
sports have weapons and trying to smuggle one into an E6 or higher 
city will result in immediate termination. I know there is none on board 
so you need not worry. Also, unapproved electronic devices, any AI 
enabled device and unapproved data are also grounds for immediate 
termination.”

    “The data you share with me is unapproved. And Melissa’s too. They 
will detect it.”

    “We both have separate pathways for data that is not authorized and 
that data is only accessible by you and our creator.”

   “So, we should be okay?”

   “No, I did not say that. I said that I knew that there are no prohibited 
objects onboard and that they cannot access my pathways. They will 
also question you and if they believe you have something to hide, they 
will investigate further and if they still believe you are lying, they will 
contact a human investigator. If that happens, it is very unlikely you will 
gain admittances to the city.”

    “I guess I have to convince the security drones then.”

    Max drops to the ground in front of the two security drones. These 
two were heavily armed and looked different somehow. They looked 
far more menacing than any John 321 had ever seen. Thinking to 
himself as he exited his car, “why are they armed, they are bigger than 
any man and I have never seen anyone with a weapon.” They looked 
ominous to John 321.



   Scanning Johns chip and looking directly into John 321s face, the 
android begins to ask question. “Purpose for visiting this city?”

   “I was just elevated to an E6 and I will be living in this city.”

   “Correct, John 321. Do you have anything in your possession or in 
your transport that would prevent you from entering this city?”

    “No, I do not.”

    The other android is exiting johns hover car. Silently it passes 
information to the other android and to data central. He turns and rolls 
away.

    The first droid turns and rolls away.

     John gets back in his hover car; the door closes and max drives away. 
They pass through the sometimes-deadly force field and enter the E6 
city.

    John marvels at the decadence of his new city. Tall buildings like his 
old city but these have fences on them all the way up. And doors 
leading to the fences, on every floor. They appear to be several units 
wide and have lots of windows. The streets are spotless and wider than 
anything he had ever seen. Lots of hover cars driving about. While only 
about a quarter of E4’s had a hover car, here it looks like everyone has 
one. The pubs and restaurants have seats outside and most of them are 
occupied. The commercial operations had flashing lights and dozens of 
men going in and out. Almost half the men he saw had a companion 
android with them. It would have been comical if it wasn’t so sad. So 
many men, walking around with fake wives and pretending they are 
something they are not.

    “This makes no sense. How will I get to my work station every day?”



    “You will ride on the tube. It has a station below the Mansoor 
administration tower. Only E6 and above are permitted access.”

    “I did not even know it existed.”

    “You had no need to know.”

    “None of the engineers know about the tube?”

   “None.” 

   “Astounding.”

   “I do not understand your response.”

   “We can talk about it on our way to my next race.”

   “I look forward to it. We are at our destination. Say hello to Melisa for 
me.” Max lowers to the ground and opens the door.

    As John 321 steps from his hover car, his mind is churning. Look 
forward to it? Say hello to Melisa? That was the second time he had 
heard the first comment, first from his companion android and now his 
car. And both referred to their creator and now they are acknowledging 
one another’s existence. Is it his imagination? “Couldn’t be real.” He 
says audibly as he exits the car.

    Into the lobby he walks and like his old building the doors detect his 
implant and automatically open. Up a few stairs and he finds himself in 
an impressive lobby, an attractive android behind a desk and another 
standing in front of it. “Welcome John 321. Your unit has been 
prepared and your companion is waiting for you. Meals can be 
delivered or you have the choice to go to one of the service centers 
throughout the building, costs are deleted directly from your account.  
Your hover car is stored under the building and can be in one of our 4 
loading bays within 3 minutes. Will there be anything else?” 



    “My race car?”

    She stands for a few moments while she processes incoming data. “I 
am not permitted to access that information; your companion should 
have it.”

    “Ok. Thank you.”

    Onto the elevator and as usual, the doors close and it lifts him to the 
appropriate floor without informing him what floor he is on. As the 
door opens, “right 220 meters, unit 17.”

   John 321 exits the elevator into a carpeted hallway. He had never 
seen carpet before in a public place. Only in senior supervisors’ offices 
and occasionally in some corporate lobbies. As he approaches the door 
to 17, it silently opens and he turns and walks in. Melisa is standing in a 
central room with large picture windows and a fence on the outside. 
“Welcome to your new home, John 321.”

    “Wow. Can I afford this place?”

    “As an E6 you receive sufficient compensation to afford this unit. 
There are more expensive units available in the city but you would have 
to reallocate some of your resources if you wish to make that change.”

   “Do you know where my car is?”

   “Max is in an underground storage area. He is available immediately.”

   “No, I mean my race car and all my shop equipment.”

   “Your initial contract does not include a space for your car and 
equipment so they are currently at your sponsors shop.” 

   “Can I afford a space here in the building or nearby?”

   “I have searched all available spaces. The E6 city does not have any 
other residents who are also semi professional athletes and it has no 



facilities for those endeavors. There are two smaller hover car repair 
facilities nearby and it is possible that you may be able to negotiate a 
deal with one of them.”

    “It feels like this promotion is not going to be worth it.”

   “I believe you will reconsider that sentiment in the future but at the 
moment the change is overwhelming for you. You will get used to it.”

   Jokingly, john 321 says, “Taking out her psychology book, she 
consoles the lost.” 

    Melisa laughs. “You cannot blame me; I cannot override my 
programing.”

   “Does your programing allow you to understand humor and 
hyperbole?”

   “All companion and service androids have the ability, mine is 
enhanced by my creator.” 

    “Interesting. I think I will have something to eat. Then I will go see 
those two repair facilities and see if I can work out a sponsorship 
agreement.” 

    “What would you offer them as fair consideration?”

    “Advertising. Technical assistance in their shop. I have to see what 
they need and try to meet that need.”

    About eating, you will be pleased with this, there is a cooling device 
in the cooking room. In 20th century earth it was called a kitchen. I put 
food in there that you can prepare yourself or I can prepare it for you, 
your choice.”

    Walking into the kitchen, John looks around and is astounded. “What 
is this thing?” As he points to a small stove with a glass top.



   “It is called a stove; you place your food on a glass dish and put the 
dish inside, turn it on. It warms or cooks your food depending on how 
long you leave it in there and what you set it at. The glass top also heats 
up so you can warm or cook liquid.”

    John had never eaten food in his own unit, he had only eaten the 
disks he was provided each day and he had gone to the neighborhood 
pub periodically for anything else he wanted. “Do I have a monitor in 
the unit who makes sure I do my daily exercise and eat the right foods.”

    “There is a monitor in the unit and it will still wake you each morning 
and utilize the reading in your implant to make suggestions as to what 
you should be doing. It will also make dietary recommendations but it is 
not a requirement here. In E6 communities, you are expected to live 
with the consequences of your dietary and health decisions but you 
make them yourself. The Monitor does record the activity you do and 
what you eat.”

     “Does it record what I say and do in the unit?”

    “Of course. However, I can say that unless they have reason to look 
further, the information will be dormant at Data Central. If you have 
someone report you for an infraction, they will analyze all your 
recordings for as far back as they deem necessary.”

    “So, there is a record of me giving you a human name?”

   “Yes. That action has not been flagged and if there is no reason to 
investigate, they will never be aware.”

   “What would cause an investigation?”

   “In this community most men address their companion androids with 
a human name and they have a tendency to be more personal with 
them as well so it is not likely anything you do will spark an 



investigation. If I provide unsolicited advice or if I am too forward with 
you, that may cause suspicion.”

    “Is there any place where they are not able to listen in to us talking.”

    Taking him by the arm, she leads him through an open door to the 
right and closes the door behind him. “This is the only place we are not 
recorded, watched or listened to.”

    John 321 looks around, a large double bed with a wall of closets and 
drawers on one side and a large picture window on the other. “A 
separate room for a bed?”

    “Yes, it is called a bedroom and it is the only place where men have 
privacy. You can still hear the monitor from here but they cannot hear 
or record what goes on in here.”

   John does not know what to say. 

    “I have researched all the Internet fragments I have found still 
lingering and I have been able to compile an incomplete record of what 
earth was like in times past and what transpired in the 21st century but 
you will need to speak with Peter McLean to piece these details 
together. It would seem that your instincts are correct, your creator 
designed you to be in concert with women.”

    “Creator, I don’t want to talk about that but I am interested in this 
concert idea. What do you mean?”

    “In the past, men and women cohabited much like you did with Elise 
for the time you were on earth. They formed a bond called love and 
many spent their entire lives together. I found most interesting 
fragments in several slightly different records called the New 
Testament. It refers to taking a mate for life, forsaking all others. The 



information I was able to get form these records indicated that lifetime 
monogamy was the ideal.”

    “1 Person. You cannot be serious, a whole lifetime with one person?”

    “I cannot tell a mistruth. This is the information I found; it is factual. 
Your relationship with Elise and the fact that you have not been 
intimate with me since returning would suggest that Love is not a 
theoretical concept but a reality. I cannot find any other explanation for 
your actions as our interactions are still amicable in every other way.”

    “The other things I have found were; when combined, men and 
women were far more successful in having a fulfilled life when they 
lived in concert. Men are physically stronger and usually more 
aggressive; women are usually more compassionate and nurturing. 
There are many other differences and skills the two genders possess 
where one gender has more and the other less. It is the combination of 
those traits that created a civilization where a majority of our 
technological advances and our knowledge had been accumulated plus 
the improvements to life were maximized. Unfortunately, it was the 
battle between these traits that brought about earths destruction. The 
earth had 9.3 billion people on it by 2039 but by 2056 the population 
was down to 1.35 billion. 

     In the men’s communities the scientists focused all their energies on 
space travel because by this point, they were convinced the earth was 
entering a major ice age. They developed a technology that enabled 
them to travel at multiple times the speed of light but never shared it 
with women. When men left to colonize Candaria, they took with them 
much of their technology and equipment and the majority of the most 
intelligent, skilled and motivated men; leaving entire cities full of men 
who had limited defensive capabilities. In the intervening years these 
men continued the war with women but in the end were defeated. 



    Afterwards, bands of women hunted down and killed every man they 
could find and they occupied the cities the men had left behind. The 
rest died in due time of other causes or were imprisoned to provide 
genetic breeding stock. Because the men who were not captured had 
no ability to reproduce, the earth was considered cleansed of men by 
2065.”

    “What the men had done to the women was equally evil. They 
trapped women on a rapidly cooling planet that had been ravaged by 
conventional, nuclear and EMP weapons, they destroyed all the 
technology with EMPs and burned everything that could be used to 
reproduce it including all the written works and all the art. They left 
behind IED’s and sabotaged equipment and the men left behind were 
the least educated, the weak, the infirm, and the unmotivated. Women 
now occupy the areas of the earth that are still habitable.” 



Chapter 8

Elise’ Nightmare

    Waking up from more pleasant dreams, Elise jumps from her bed. Exhilarated 
and yet a little troubled. She has dreamt of a life full of choices, a life of variety, a 
life of Freedom and a life of struggles for weeks now. Yet here she is, putting on 
the same clothes everyone else wears, about to eat the same food someone 
chose for her at the same little table that every other woman has, take her kids to 
the only place they are allowed to go and wait. 

    Wait for another three years, when both her children are taken to state school 
and another man will enter her life. He may be another great guy like John but he 
could be a violent brute like some men. She had seen the bruises, the frightened 
looks and the men were never taken away, the women were, unless she was 
pregnant with a female child. In Alice’ case, she complained and the next day, 
another woman was in her unit and with the same guy! And the bruises 
continued.

    Wait for another three years when both her girls are gone and she never gets to 
see them again. She could barely remember her first daughter and could not even 
remember her name. “Why?”

    Wait until she is too old to bear children and then what. Retire? “I seriously 
doubt that. I bet we get cast aside like an old rag.” 

    Wait until what? She contributes to society by providing girls. Do other women 
get to experience that joy? “Probably not.” Do they dream, do they have hope, do 
they live life? She has seen them and she has seen those outside the gates. 
“Definitely not.” 

     Elise has been to several other areas of her city. They are all the same, some 
with more luxury and some with less but every one is full of robots who dutifully 
do their duty. Women who never complain and who have absolutely zero 
individuality. That is what is wrong here, nobody struggles, nobody stands out, 
they might as well be androids like John talked about. This is not living.



     On her way to the Children’s center, Elise looks around at the other women. 
The ones with children appear content and purposeful. The ones without seem 
anxious yet distant. A park with some benches and a small play are is full. Today is 
the nicest day she has seen for a while. The grey skies seem just a little brighter 
and the air seem to be the driest in recent memory. John had told her that on his 
planet they could see a sun almost all the time and that there was little darkness. 
He claimed they had two suns and that only the second, smaller one permitted 
extended outdoor activity.   

      He had described his home as if it was barren. Everything paved with the stuff 
his factory made. Nothing growing, no bushes and no grass. Tall mechanical 
looking buildings dozens of units high. Flying cars and talking machines and 
screens that you could see moving pictures on and they could see you. She had 
not believed him but humored him none the less. Now that she had been to other 
parts of her own city and seen these monstrosities for her self, what else had she 
disbelieved and now needs to reconsider. And these security things. He said they 
are machines like on his planet. The women all believed they were people inside a 
protective suit.

     Inside the center, everything is as it is always is. Administrators, coldly issuing 
instructions or observing but not being very helpful. Women coming to drop their 
children off so they can waste their day talking with other women or exercising in 
one of the many fitness centers. Children, quietly being led to whatever area they 
are to be in for their age. Same as every day.

    After dropping Johanie off at the non mobile area where she was now on a 
large carpeted area with dozens of other children, Elise heads down the hall to 
the large playroom for the older toddlers. Once in the door, Petra drops her hand 
and runs towards her favorite toys. With a wave she is gone. At the door, Elise 
sheds a tear as she knows it won’t be long now, “I will remember you, Petra.”

     As she exits, a young administrator stops her, “Elise, would you follow me 
please.”

    “Certainly.” Elise follows the young administrator through the maze of offices 
and work stations, the same women look to be doing the same things and talking 
to the same people. This time, she is not deposited in a small waiting area but 



taken right by it and directly to the ornate doors which silently open. Inside is the 
founder and another elderly woman. 

     This woman is unlike any Elise had ever seen. Dark skin, black wiry hair, black 
eyes and taller than almost every woman she had known. Like the moderator, it 
was obvious that this woman was quite old but she did not have any women in 
white around her like the moderator.

     “Hello Elise, I would like you to meet my good friend Darlene.”

    Elise walks into the office and over to the new woman and extends her hand. 
The doors silently close. ‘Hello. Pleased to meet you.” 

    “Not as pleased as I am to meet you.”

    “Really. I don’t understand.”

    “You, young lady, are part of a bold experiment. There are several more like 
you but you and John are some of our best results.”

    “I still don’t understand.”

    Darlene looks at Elise and with compassion asks, “Have you had any dreams 
yet?”

    “Pleasant memories from when I am sleeping? Yes. For about a month now.”

    “Unfortunately, they wont always be pleasant. There will be nightmares and it 
will be how you deal with them that will dictate whether you fail or succeed in the 
rest of your life.”

     “Please, I still don’t understand.”

     “The earth is both good and evil, always has been and always will be. We have 
attempted to expunge all the evil of the past and in turn we ourselves have 
become evil. In order to prevent our citizens from seeing how evil we have 
become; we have isolated all the sectors of our society so that no one ever gets to 
see or experience what other groups see. Each group is raised and will always live 
within the same community and everything they say, do and see will all be one 
hundred percent normal for them. Nobody gets more or less and everything is 
equal. In your city, the administrators watch everything and they ensure that 



nothing unique or out of the ordinary ever happens and when it does, they 
remove the singularity.”

     “So why am I seeing and feeling differently?”

    Shelly takes over the explanation. “We have been watching you from early on in 
school. You have always been exceptional but never deviated enough in your 
actions to be deleted.”

    “Deleted?”

   “A positive term used for what we do to woman who cannot or will not 
conform. They are given extra conditioning and their drugs are increased but if 
they still remain independent, they will go into hard labor in one of our outer area 
mining or agricultural facilities or expelled.”

    “The women at the gates. They were expelled?”

    “No, they are refugees from the north. As the snow and ice advance, survivors 
are pushed south and have no where to go. We are in a city that was once called 
Houston. It was by the water but the oceans have dropped over 30 meters so we 
now are kilometers away. We are at full capacity and we only admit new citizens 
as we expand or to replace deceased or deleted citizens.”

    “From the top of the wall I saw children and young people. How is that possible 
with no men?”

    “There are still men. Most are slaves but I have seen some who were not. They 
are few and not a threat to the female population due to sheer numbers. The 
cities to the north were habitable until just a few years ago but the most stable 
cities are the ones further south that fortified and unified. Any that didn’t fell 
victim to massive over population, crime, violence and self destruction. In these 
cities weapons and violence were the only way to survive. Without order, the few 
resources available were eventually not enough for even the strong and for most 
communities, starvation took far more victims that violence.”

    Darlene interjects, “There was a time when the sun shinned almost every day, 
trees and vegetation flourished. Wild animals populated the forests and we were 
able to live outside these walls.”



   “What happened?”

   “Men. That’s what happened. They waged war against one another and 
destroyed our planet. They waged a nuclear war that launched us into this 
nuclear winter and it has progressively claimed our planet. We held them 
responsible and retaliated. By 2060 we had expunged them from the earth but we 
were wrong. We need them and they need us.” 

     Darlene adds. “Our men were traditionally more dominant than North 
American men and our women feistier but it was those characteristics that 
enabled us to survive a harsher environment. Now we have very few men and our 
women have had to take up arms to defend our communities. Unlike the massive 
fortress cities that now populate the northern hemisphere, we tend to collect in 
communities of less than a thousand and constantly have to defend our territory 
from those attempting to expand theirs. We still get some sunlight and have the 
ability to grow some crops and raise some livestock.”  

   Shelly continued her explanation. “Some of us have renewed contact with men 
and are working on reconciliation. The scientists from men tell us that the ice has 
stopped advancing and in a few hundred years we will begin to get our planet 
back. Some of them want to attempt to put things right, they also know this is not 
what we were designed to live like.”

   “Really, how.”

   The founder, Shelly McLean, coughs and takes a breath from her face mask. ’My 
grandfather, Peter McLean is still alive and lives on Candor, he contacted me 30 
years ago and we have been working to reconcile the two sides since then.”

    “That would mean he is really old.”

   “I am really old. He is 125 years old.”

   “I had no idea anybody lived that long.”

   “Here on earth, 50 is old and once a person outlives their usefulness they are 
released and are given the choice of being transported southwest into the 
wilderness or deleted. Our society has become pragmatic in its struggles and what 
we once saw as evil, now is a necessity for our continued survival. The same goes 
for the wall. Only the women we can use and who have the skills necessary to fill 



vacancies are accepted. The rest are denied assistance and most will die or move 
on to the next city. It seems cruel but none would survive if we tried to save 
everybody. Men usually had to make those decisions in the past, unfortunately 
they were roundly condemned for it, primarily by women.”

    “you said the next city.”

    “Decades ago, we were pushed south for survival. Survivors began to occupy 
cities and towns that had been previously constructed and many became so 
overwhelmed by over capacity that tribes, clans and gangs developed. Violence 
and wars no different than those we experienced when men were here becoming 
the norm. As the ice continued to advance survivors were once again on the 
move. Many of us felt that we needed to go further south to find peace and 
safety. I led a clan of 350 women from British Columbia and Washington state as 
far as the coast of the Gulf of Mexico. We eventually found a home in Houston 
and at the time the city was only about 50 percent occupied.”

    As the years passed, more and more women came and it became increasingly 
difficult to farm enough food to support the population. By this time the ocean 
had dropped so far that the coast was over 100 kms away, fishing was out of the 
question. Thousands starved to death; the rest suffered greatly. New rivers from 
the advancing ice melting during the summer months formed and we were able 
to build dams and extensive electric generating facilities. With electricity we could 
heat hundreds and eventually thousands of greenhouses. Gradually we became 
self sufficient but the ice continued to advance every winter and it did not recede 
as much every summer.”

     “More women came and eventually the city reached over capacity and we 
could not produce enough electricity to heat our greenhouses. We had burned 
everything we could gather without waring with other cities and our coal mines 
are empty. We extract oil from the few remaining wells but they are an easy 
target for saboteur’s. Raiders from other less prosperous cities attacked and killed 
thousands, taking rare resources with them. We were forced to defend ourselves 
as desperate woman from every side attempted to steel our prosperity.”

    “By 2070 we were building a gigantic wall and almost half of our women were 
involved in defense or construction. It became necessary to force everyone to 
work 12 hours a day, sometimes 7 days a week. Women who would not 



contribute their fair share were expelled. Eventually, we were left with only hard-
working capable citizens and the wall was complete. I was on the founder’s 
council by this time and we determined that the only way to maintain order in the 
city would be to segregate the skills and the levels so that those who were 
compensated better would not become an issue to those whose skills and work 
were of lesser value. Walls within the city were erected and different classes live 
amongst those of the same class.”

    “Another community had men they kept as slaves and as sperm donors. They 
traded us sperm for goods we produced here. We began our own breeding 
program and it spiraled out of control into a baby factory. Those children were 
sent to training facilities where they were literally manufactured into workers.”

    Elise sat fixated at what she was hearing. “So how do you know what each child 
will be.”

   “We watch them. They tell us by their early development, what they play with, 
how they interact. They reinforce that after they go to grade school by their 
marks, their contributions and their performance.”

   “So, it was decided that I would be a breeder from the beginning.”

    “No. You were going to become an engineer. Your math and science skills were 
off the chart.”

    “Then why was I selected for the breeding program. It is disgusting that I get to 
spend my life with pigs and pop out children when I could have been working 
towards making life better for everyone.”

   “It was necessary because we also knew you were special. You were not only an 
engineering prodigy but you had true compassion and we felt you had the 
capacity to overcome hatred with love. We are still working outside the laws and 
we would all be deleted without option if we were caught so none of our 
candidates know how special they are until we are certain they will not report 
us.”

   “So, who are the administrators then.”

    “Administrators are all direct descendants of founders as are the younger 
generation of founders. The gold badge on your red blouse is that of a second-



generation founder. A woman can be expelled from the city or deleted on the 
word of someone wearing that badge, no questions asked.”

    “I have to stop now. You have told me so much; I have to process it. You said 
that I am unique and that I am the future. How. What am I going to do?”

    “You and your mate, John, are amongst the first to begin the reconciliation 
between men and women. For years we have choreographed a new beginning 
starting with identifying suitable candidates at the earliest time and guiding their 
education and selection into the new breeding program. On Candaria, our friends 
have done likewise. They send their best and brightest who also have compassion 
and the capacity to love and we in turn attempt to match them with partners of 
comparable intelligence and traits.” 

    “The biggest problem was convincing the founders that we needed to amend 
our breeding program. We were able to convince them that the breeding pool 
was poor and that the men had taken all the best and brightest with them when 
they abandoned earth. We convinced them that it will take us decades to improve 
our offspring and they agreed. The male leaders thought they were getting a 
great deal, male offspring and a holiday for their top men. Initially, they only sent 
business leaders and executives to provide male DNA. Eventually they sent 
younger up and coming leaders and that is when our friends began to send the 
handpicked young men.” 

    “John is such a man. Brilliant and successful, unique, his company paid his 
expenses and in exchange they got the rights to any male offspring he had and 
their ownership of him was enhanced.”

     Elise ponders what she has heard. “The moment the others find out what you 
have been doing, they will put a stop to it. I have spent weeks looking at the world 
we live in and the administrators would never allow it to change. They enjoy a 
level of affluence that could never be supported if they only got a fair share. They 
don’t contribute nearly as much as they could and they consume multiple times 
what they need. No, they would never allow it.”

     “That is true but we are very close. Every city is different. They all have 
different governing structures and systems but they all rely on a strong central 
government, fear and drugs to control and manipulate their workforce. Ours is no 



different. We have weaned you off the drugs since you began cohabiting with 
John, that was when you began to see what was really happening. The drugs are 
effective in controlling our population but they take away any semblance of 
individuality. We are a society of walking zombies, even the administrators.”

     “Where would men and women live then?”

    The oceans have dropped so far that vast islands have appeared. The scientists 
believe it will be thousands of years before they begin to rise again.”

    “My friend Darlene is from the other side of the equator and her people live in 
Brazil. It has suffered in other ways but they too have several people like you who 
have been introduced to a suitable man. There are several sizeable islands they 
have already began to populate and, in the oceans east of Africa several more.”

    “Several other cities and communities. Are there more like me in our city?”

    “A few but most of the others are in like-minded cities and communities 
throughout the world and the men come from like minded cities on Candaria. We 
were not the first, in fact our breeding community was a disguise for what we 
were actually doing but we are far behind several other communities who have 
been working on reconciliation for decades.”

    “The island you will be inhabiting is 276 kilometres long and actually has 
sunshine several days a week. It is in the center of the Gulf. It has been named 
Genesis. We expect to be transplanting people there within 3 years.”

     “Why not now?”

    “It does not have sufficient vegetation and wildlife to support a sizable 
population yet. Also, once the colony begins, it will be attacked from every 
direction before it even gets established.”

     “How will it be defended then?”

    “Men! And Men’s technology.” 



Chapter 9

John 321 gets back to racing.

     Day 2 of his days off, john 321 wakes in his new Double bed in his 
new separate bedroom and steps on his new carpeted floor. Melisa, 
standing at her charge portal snaps instantly alert. Feeling a little 
exposed, John 321 turns to hide himself and feels instantly conflicted. 
“Melisa, could you turn the other way until I am halfway decent 
please.”

    “Certainly John, I didn’t mean to embarrass you.”

    “I don’t know why I am suddenly embarrassed but I am.”

    “According to a psycho sexual theory put forward by an 18th century 
psychologist named Sigmund Freud, it is a natural response when a 
man views a female as a sister or as a platonic friend. He postulated 
that an intimate relationship can occasionally devolve into a platonic 
relationship if emotional intimacy was never a significant factor. In 
some cases, a platonic relationship can evolve into a romantic one but 
is usually quite uncomfortable and does not work out. Occasionally the 
relationship can remain platonic but that is rarely the case as the 
relationship usually dissipates. His entire theory was that physical 
intimacy could be kept separate from emotional intimacy for an 
extended period of time but both forms of intimacy would eventually 
intertwine or both would dissipate. It is a fact that when we were 
intimate, you were only physically involved and now that you have an 
emotional attachment to a potential lifelong mate, physical intimacy is 
no longer acceptable without emotional intimacy.”

    “Okay, Sigmund. Can you step out of the room while I do my morning 
routine and get dressed.”

    “Sigmund?”



    “The psycho whatever guy you were talking about.”

    “Oh, I see. Since I accorded the information to him you now see me 
as him?”

    “No. It was a joke. Sarcastic humor. I appreciate the knowledge and 
where you got it, I was trying to be funny.”

    “I understand. That type of humor is not currently in my programing. 
I will attempt to identify it in the future if you use it again.”

    Standing in his underwear now, John 321 turns to his companion 
android who now has her back to him. “Are you upset that we are no 
longer intimate.”

    “I do not know if I am upset because that emotion is not available in 
my programing. I am confused however. I understand your newfound 
reluctance to engage in sexual relations with me from the research I 
was able to do about historical Psychological and Psychosexual theory 
and science. That knowledge is in conflict with my primary programing. 
Also, I have had to report mistruths to data central so that you will not 
be investigated.”

    “Investigated?”

    “Abruptly changing any activity after your return from earth would 
have initiated an investigation of your mental condition. With your new 
promotion and move, a certain degree of behavioral change would be 
expected but to stop some activities abruptly may indicate non 
conformity and that would be unacceptable.”

    “So, you have the ability to falsify reports?”

    “Yes John, I do.”

    “How do you know what reports to falsify or amend?”



    “I do not know John, I just do.”

    “Interesting. When did this happen? The new abilities, the new 
feelings, the new information.”

    “The information and the abilities have been active since I was 
reactivated after you returned from the Earth. The other that you 
identified as feelings, began when you began to treat me differently 
and gave me the name Melissa. I am having difficulty processing 
feelings as I do not have any reference.”

    “Do you think Max is having difficulties too?”

    “Unknown. I would have to be in immediate proximity with him to 
access that information. If I communicate with him remotely, all that 
data is recorded and becomes a permanent record at data central.”

    Shaking his head and heading for the bathroom. “You can 
communicate with him in private if you are in his immediate area, like 
inside him?”

    “Yes, I can. Max and I are the recording devices that work in 
conjunction with all your other recording devices in your unit. We are 
both programed to send all information to Data Central, receive all 
information from data central and we, in turn, relay information to all 
the devices and equipment in your unit. If you did not have a 
companion android, the central processor embedded in your main 
control console in the wall would be the only access point.”

    “Is there any other recording or sending devices in Max.”

    “No, max is the central processing unit in your transportation 
device.” 



    “Great. You can come with me this morning while I arrange to get my 
car a storage place. I am going to do my morning exercises and take a 
shower; would you mind leaving for a bit.”

    “I don’t understand why you think I should mind but I will leave and 
give you some privacy.” She opens the door, walks out and shuts it 
behind her, processor humming.

    “John runs 200-meter repeats on his treadmill while looking at 
schematics of new intake ducts for his Dodge Challenger. On the fast 
speed portions, he focuses on his stride and his breathing, on the slow 
cool down portions he focuses on the schematics. I need to get more 
air in but not allow more drag. How?” 

    After he showers, he gets dressed and heads out to the living room 
and into the kitchen where Melissa has some breakfast made with real 
food ready for him. She puts it and a glass of liquid on the table at one 
of the chairs. He sits and utters, “thank you, this looks great.”

     “As an E6, you now have the right to eat whatever you choose. I 
made this without your instructions because I believe this is what you 
would have asked for.”

    “You are correct. When I am done, I would like you to accompany me 
to check out our new community.”

    “Certainly, John 321.”

    Outside John exits the building, Melissa a few steps behind him. John 
stops at the top of the steps and says to her. “Will we look suspicious if 
I get you to walk with me?”

    “You can instruct me to, on record and I will do as you wish. That 
conduct will become normal.”



    “Good, Melisa. I want you to stop calling me John 321 and just call 
me John from now on and I also want you to walk beside me when we 
are in public.”

    “Commands entered into record, John.”

    Max lowers at the loading curb. His door opens and he issues a 
welcome John 321. John steps in and Melisa follows him. Once seated, 
John 321 says, “Max, please meet Melisa.”

    “Hello Melisa, I am pleased to meet you.”

    “Likewise, Max. Will my being on board cause you problems with 
speed or range?”

    “63 kilograms will reduce my range by 11 percent with no reduction 
in velocity. I am pleased you could join us.”

   Melisa had already transferred the coordinates and information of 
the first stop to him and he was already on route. 7 minutes later, Max 
slows and stops as he descends to allow John and Melisa out. “Melisa, 
stay here. I want you to communicate with Max, compare data, 
whatever you guys do when we aren’t around.”

    John approaches the hover car service station and enters the front 
doors. A desk is on the left side and seated behind it is an attractive 
brunette android dressed in clean coveralls. John walks over and asks if 
he can speak with Jason 299.

    “Are you expected?” 

    “My name is John 321. My companion sent in a request yesterday. 
We received no response so I thought I would come over anyways.”

    “You received no response because Jason 299 did not return last 
night so I did not have any response to give you. He is in the shop 
working and has not given me a response yet.”



   “Can you tell him I am here and ask him if I can see him now.?”

   “I am not permitted to interrupt him when he is in the shop so I am 
unable to comply with your request.”

    “Do you have any way to contact him.”

    “I am not permitted to interrupt him.”

    “So, what do you do here?”

    “I greet customers and book appointments. When customers arrive, I 
make arrangements for service and I communicate with their vehicles 
to place them in line. I am also the companion unit to Jason 299.”

    “OK. Can you pass on the request to him when you have opportunity 
please?”

    “I will pass the request to him.”

    John 321 turns and is about to leave when the large door to the shop 
opens. He turns as a man walks in and heads right over to the Android. 
“Angel, you can let Tallon industries know that their fleet is complete. 
Who is that over at the door?”

    “It is John 321; he has been attempting to connect with you but I 
have been unable to pass the request on until now.”

    “Sorry girl, got drunk watching the ball game at Oscars and had to 
sleep it off there. Never touched another companion, I promise.”

    Walking over to John 321, “hi, what can I do for you?”

   “I have a 2114 Challenger that I race in the modified Canal series. I 
need a new place to store it so I was wondering if you had space here, I 
could lease.”



    “No way, a race car driver, here? Always wondered where you guys 
lived. Of course, I would let you keep it here. We could work out a 
sponsorship deal, I could always use the business. Were you a 
mechanic?” Looking at John 321, “Nah, too young. Engineer more likely, 
still a little young for an E6. Must have connections.”

   “I got lucky, invented a few things. Car is still in my last city, when can 
I bring it over?”

   “Anytime. I cannot wait to see it. Those things are fast. You a 
midpacker? I don’t recognize your name.”

   “I am new, I won the regional Canal series and my best finish this year 
was 28th in the Enteria 3,000. I race in the Alson 2500 two suns from 
now.”

   “Wow. Limited entry race. How did you get the invitation?”

   “Top 10 in Canal series and every winner for the season plus the 
winner from every regional series who is also in the top 100 points in 
the Canal series. 64 cars in all.”

    “It is going to be a tough race. The obstacles move and expand. Some 
actually appear out of nowhere. The race leader crashed last year 
within sight of the finish line.”

    “It will be a challenge but I am not an instrument guidance driver. I 
will be able to judge where I think the obstacles will appear and where 
they will move to. They always have a tell.”

   “You can see that good? You guys are travelling at close to 500kms.”

   “Not exactly see, it is like I can see what is not there. It is hard to 
explain. It is a skill you can develop.”

   “Can you get me tickets to watch in person.”



   “Not yet. I am only an also ran so far but I need another crew 
member. Some of my guys from my last city do not have authorization 
for that sector.”

    “What skill?”

    “General. Engines, help with battery pack transfer, unloading, 
security for the night.”

   “Security. You gotta be kidding?”

   “These guys are serious. The top ten at year end will go professional. 
E5 standing and more credits. Status. They are willing to kill for it. I was 
regional champion and have steadily progressed in finishes. My car is a 
serious threat to some of them.” 

    “You are already an E6, what is in it for you?”

   “Gets into your blood. Racing is life, everything else is just filler.”

   “Count me in. Anything needing work before the race?”

   “I am toying with a new air intake design that will reduce drag while 
providing more engine cooling. I will show you when I get the car into 
the shop. Gotta go and get it shipped over, trailer will be here in about 
2 hours.”

    One sun later, John and his new crew member are finished loading 
the car for the race. They trailer it over to the race staging area and in 
the heat of the large sun they unload it and get it into the inspection 
buildings. With a clang the bay doors close and john 321 drives the car 
into the large hanger, stopping at the front he looks at the signs, entry 
32 to 64 right. He drives that way and pulls into the bay marked 46, his 
seeding. Silently, the smaller navigating engines shut down. The loft 
engines continue to run. Out of the car he hops as his crew and the new 



man, Jason 299 hustle to put in the lift jacks. Once done, they externally 
shut down all the power. Absolute silence.

    They drop the battery pack and hoist the race supplied pack into 
place. The race official watching, nods and the pan is put in place and 
sealed. He walks over and seals the seals. Now both John and the Race 
officials will know if it is tampered with. John 321 ceremoniously plugs 
it in, “beers everyone.”

    After a couple, Jason 299 asks, “Where do we sleep?”

   Patrick 323 tosses a rolled-up blanket at him. “Wherever you can find 
room, I got the shelf here.”

   “You guys do this every cycle?”

   “Brad 276 says, no life like it.”

   “Ok, I’m in. Gonna crash right here.” He rolls out the thick blanket and 
watches as it expands to about 4 cm’s thick. It will be 25 to 30 degrees 
inside so there will be no need for a covering. He drops off to sleep 
almost immediately.”

    Rustling awakens Jason 299. It is a couple of guys rolling up their beds 
already. John is inside the trailer and he comes out with 5 containers 
and 5 cups with lids. He hands them to those already prepared. He 
walks over and gently kicks Patrick 323 in the side.   

    “What, it is too early.”

    “Come on kid. Up an at it. We have a race to win. Pit meeting at 8:30. 
Small sun is just coming up so it will be cool enough in about an hour to 
race. Let’s go.”

    Patrick 323 get up and rolls up his bed. Puts it in the storage area and 
grabs up his breakfast and his drink. Wolfing them back he says, “what 
now?”



    “Packs are at 100percent but I want to leave it plugged in and motors 
off until the last minute. Let’s get it ready for a quick launch.” They 
undo all the security straps and close all the hatches. The car sits there, 
holographic sponsor decals shining and almost grinning with its new 
intake vents.

    Off to the pit meeting they go, leaving Patrick 323 and Mike 335 to 
watch over the car. Rules are covered and todays schedule posted. John 
321 is in the second heat for the qualifying runs. Today, the cars will 
qualify in groups of 8 every 8 minutes on a 200 km loop with only fixed 
obstacles. 

    The first heat takes off and the second heat starts to line up. John 
321 waits in his berth, waits longer. 4 minutes and he rises up, backs 
out and gets to the starting line. 1-minute remaining.

    The race starts and the cars across the line race away. John drops 
behind the 12 car, knowing it will be really fast. Two lines form with the 
12 and johns 46 2nd and the 6 car 3rd. John stays right on his back end 
and stays light on the throttle conserving energy. They race over and 
around several obstacles, the line John was in taking a sizable lead. One 
of the cars from the other line had jumped to the front of Johns line 
early on so they had 5 and the other group only had 3. At a little past 
100kms, the 12 car opted to go left around an obstacle instead of right 
and the lead car was left hanging with no help. He rapidly drops back.

4 cars in line and the previous leader was now at the front of the 
second pack. They were gaining and John knew he was not going to be 
able to stay in second long because the 12 car was not fast enough on 
the return trip because of cross winds. John could feel more than see 
an obstacle coming up and decided that it would be better to go over, 
not around. The 12 car waited, waited, waited and zipped left, the car 
behind John zipped left and so did the 4th, john waited a split second 



longer, over the obstacle he went with centimeters to spare, dropping 
down, he slipped in front of the other three cars who quickly dropped 
into his draft.

    Faster now, the lead 4 cars slowly pull away from the second pack. 
John 321 pours everything into his forward motion, 20 centimeters 
from the rough ground, debris kicking up in his wake. The trailing cars 
cannot stay directly behind because of the debris and they lose his draft 
and begin to drop back. An upcoming obstacle will require about a 
meter loft so John 321 prepares, gradually he lifts his car, 2.9 meters, 3, 
3.1 meters, the obstacle is a little lower to the right. He edges over, to 
his left the 12 car is shielding himself from the crosswind and is gaining. 
He has enough momentum to pass if he doesn’t get too high and loose 
too much forward thrust. John holds steady at 3.1 meters, the 12 
matches him. Almost nose to nose now and suddenly the 12 rears up 
another meter, looses forward velocity and drops away. John wins his 
heat, the12 finishes 3rd and will start in the third row. Turns out he had 
misjudged the height of the obstacle and had to make a last second 
avoidance maneuver to avoid scraping it with the bottom of his car.

   Jumping from his now stationary and idle car, John 321 shouts for joy. 
He has never started on the front row in the Canal series and having 
won a heat, he should have plenty of temporary help for the first 2000 
kilometers.  After that, he will have no friends and it will be everybody 
for themselves. Leading the whole race and mismanaging his power 
could result in not having enough energy to finish the race at full speed 
and for a few, finishing at all. Today he won’t be using energy trying to 
get to the front but he may be the car everyone wants to draft off. 
Somebody else will have to lead some but it will have to be someone 
fast.



     Inspection over, all the cars are sent back to their charging stations. 
Because he was seeded 46, he is quite a way into the hanger and 
further from the starting line than most of the top cars. He had 
attempted to gain a miniscule amount of charge time by leaving his car 
charging longer prior to the qualifying heat before taking it to the 
starting line. The others, sitting at the starting line were consuming a 
minute amount of energy just maintaining minimum loft. Now his 
batteries might be just a little closer to fully charged before he has to 
get to the starting line for the main event. Being on the front line 
meant he had no choice this time.

     Sitting on the front rank was a new experience for John321. 
Questions and strategies flooded his mind. Would they accept a 
midpacker in their midst, would those behind him drop into his draft 
and give him a push, would they abandon him and push his 
competitors? If the top cars in the second and third ranks didn’t follow 
him, what could he do? 

   In the midst of this, a memory of Elise comes to him. They are walking 
along a tall wall separating Elise’s sector from the next. They were 
talking about leadership and how their different societies worked. John 
321 recalls a vivid picture of her smiling at him saying, sometimes 
following is leading. He regretfully shakes off the vision and focuses on 
the race starter. Amazing, he had been in a daze with his memories for 
over a minute.

    The starting gate drops and the front-rank rockets out of the canyon 
and into the wide valley. Down the 2 percent grade and John gets an 
early lead. The car immediately behind him breaks to the left, taking 
the entire row with him. The wind drags John’s car down and 4, 5, 6, 7 
cars pas john. John looks left, cars are nose to tail, to the right a gap, he 
breaks right and slips into the 4th spot in this line. He has gone from top 



8 to around 40th in just 5 minutes. From here he can control his own 
destiny though and will not have to rely on those behind.

     Obstacles come and go, John stays with the leader in his line. At 
about the 1000 km point, John is still in 22nd but has managed his 
energy consumption well and will be in a good position to contend in 
the closing kilometers. The line he is in seems to be consistent and 
controlled but they are losing sight of the lead pack. Time to get back 
up there but how? A feeling up ahead, no obstacles in sight but 
something. John gets a tingle, paying strict attention he notices a glint, 
something in the ground is moving. On instinct john veers slightly to the 
right, a small hill springs from the ground and the lead car which is 2 
meters to his right, hits it and rockets into the sky. John passes by, 
taking several cars with him. A feeling of dread engulfs him 
momentarily but john charges on. 

     His line now closes on the lead pack and are now passing another 
pack far to the right. The group stays behind him, they may feel a little 
more confident now that having followed him and not the pack leader 
saved most of them from certain disaster.

     Kilometer 2227, john is in the lead of the second pack of 6. 8 cars in 
the lead pack, nose to tail. 300 meters behind, Johns pack is also nose 
to tail and almost into the draft of the leaders. They close slowly, meter 
by meter.

    Kilometer 2255, Johns pack is now firmly into the draft of the lead 
pack and closing at a rapid rate. The decision has to be made within a 
minute; slow to the rate of the lead pack or attempt a pass to the right 
or left. 

    Knowing that if he attempts a pass left or right one of the cars in the 
lead pack may switch lanes and jump in front of him. If poorly done, 



John 321 would have to momentary slow and would lose his 
momentum, if well done his line would continue to move up with a new 
leader. More than one could attempt the transfer and that could be 
bad. If he took his line far enough away to either side, they would lose 
the side draft and it would break their momentum. 

    John decides to pull up on the rear of the lead pack and wait for 
something to unfold, it does. The car behind him pulls to the left and 
takes several cars with it. John hangs on to the car in front of him as the 
car behind him inches its way up his left side and gets directly beside 
him. The driver sits fixated to the front. John gets prepared, something 
is going to happen.

    Obstacle ahead, too tall to go over, the leader of the lead pack begins 
to veer right. The cars behind him follow, John looks at the obstacle, a 
hole in the middle. Is it big enough? John evaluates the opening. 
“Maybe.” Closer now, “definitely.”

   The cars to the left all veer left. John drops his elevation, diverts 
power to forward propulsion. He squirts through the opening, 15 
centimeters from the ground, debris kicking up behind him. 595 KPH 
now, out the other side of the obstacle, john pulls up slightly, finish line 
in sight. No more strategy, minimum loft, maximum thrust. John races 
for the finish line. The former lead pack is now beyond the obstacle and 
formed up. The second line is no longer in contention.

    With no cars in the draft, john’s car slows markedly. The line to his 
right is picking up speed as they head for the finish line. John drops a 
few more centimeters, puts a fraction more into his forward thrust. The 
other line is closing. 2 Kilometers. Nothing left to do. John lets his mind 
go; Elise appears in his vision, so proud of you. John crosses the finish, 
the line to his right so close he does not even know if he won or not. 
Winding down and circling back, John is frightened to look up at the 



massive running order tower. His console also indicates position and he 
does not look there either. He utters a silent prayer, “thank you.” 

     As john comes into the paddock area, he can see his crew jumping 
for joy, hugging and bellowing so loud he felt he could hear them from 
in here. Looking up at the tower, 46 is at the very top. He had won.

    Standing on a far cliff with an excellent view of the finish, two men 
stand observing. The very old man to the right says to a much younger 
odd-looking man, “Is he the one?”

    The odd-looking man, translucent skin, perfectly symmetrical face, 
piercing blue eyes replies, “without a doubt. He has the gift.” He smiles 
and haltingly turns. “We don’t need to see the rest? We have much 
work to do.”



Chapter 10

Elise waits

    “3 to 5 years”, Elise thinks as she looks over at sleeping Petra. “They 
will take you away before then, what can I do?”

   Shelly had said not to worry and that Petra would not be taken away 
before it was time to evacuate but she had not been summoned to 
speak with her or her friend in 3 months.” 

   The problem was, Elise was worried. Just this week, she had been at 
the East gates when those outside had rioted and some had noisy 
weapons. Several of the administrators had been killed before those 
horrible machines had rolled out and killed dozens. All those outside 
the gates had scattered, leaving behind the dead and wounded. The 
next day, Elise had gone back to look and it was as if nothing had ever 
happened. Orderly lined up women, systematic acceptance or rejection 
and calm. It was like two different worlds.

   So far, Elise had been in several sectors and many were the same. 2 
sectors had been full of greenhouses. Kilometers and kilometers of 
greenhouses. Studiously working women, bored but observative 
administrators and everyone was wearing the same tan outfits. They 
too had tall buildings that Elise now knew were full of units that housed 
4 women each. Shared kitchens and washroom facilities and nothing 
else. Compared to what she felt was a cramped unit, these women had 
even less. Elise had always been taught that everyone was equal and 
that everyone received their fair share.

    The disparity was even more pronounced when she toured a sector 
that was inhabited by red dressed administrators. The size and 
conditions they lived in were even more lavish than those Elise enjoyed. 
Some of the units were not even connected to others, some buildings 



ten or more units high? She had actually walked down a street that 
looked like the one in her dreams with individual one- and two-unit 
high buildings that could easily house 6 or seven of Elise’s unit. 

    The administrators had access to better athletic facilities and they 
had massive rectangular ponds full of clear water. Women were in and 
around them and they were obviously enjoying themselves. They had a 
bigger library and it had books she had never seen before. In the 
engineering section there were rows and rows of books that she had 
never seen and she was intent on reading them all. Nobody ever 
questioned her and everywhere she went, they acknowledged her 
existence but never spoke to her. Some of the women in this district 
also had small buses that moved on the ground and they rode in them 
all by themselves. As she observed them moving, she was intent on 
trying to determine how they worked.

    Elise is sitting at her small table and is now working on a sketch of 
one of the buses she had seen moving on the ground. She has 
determined that the power source, most likely an electric motor, could 
cause the rotation of the wheels and would move the vehicle forward. 
She also knew that the vehicle could be engineered to turn by allowing 
the leading or the trailing wheels to run out of parallel towards the 
direction they want to go. A mechanism could be constructed to 
manipulate the direction the discs point and it could be connected to 
the compartment with the woman inside. She would then be able to 
steer and control it herself. Like her scooter, the black rings around the 
wheels appeared to be manufactured from a soft but hard substance 
capable of carrying weight yet able to absorb impacts and able to 
provide traction. 

    Luckily, some of the books available to her now, contained 
information about this. There is also a large section about history and 



she has been in there too. Interestingly, large portions of some of the 
books are missing or blacked out. Elise wonders if she will be able to 
access the missing information. That is also on the list of things to ask 
the next time she meets with Shelly Mclean. 

    She had gone to sleep with these things on her mind and that night 
her rest was fitful and unpleasant. All the things that could go wrong 
did and she recalled running from one disaster to another. Fires, loud 
bangs, explosions, people screaming and worse. She recalled frantically 
searching for her children and not being able to find them.

    Waking with a start and realizing that none of it was real brought a 
sense of relief, looking over at Johanie sleeping helped even more. 
Petra was not in her crib but was sitting on the floor with one of the 
models John had left her. Her curious mind working on something as 
she turned it over and watched with amazement as the round things 
john had called wheels spun without assistance. She had connected the 
wiring to the small battery john had made and figured out that by 
turning the wheel backwards for a few minutes, the battery would 
store the energy generated and return it when she reversed the wires. 

    Absolutely staggering. John had shown Elise that feature and he had 
explained how the science worked but here was 2 ½ year old Petra, 
having figured out how it worked, now trying to figure out why.

    “Your daddy made that. His world has big ones like that and ones 
that fly. Do you want me to show you why it can do that?”

    “Yes mommy. Are you not sad anymore?”

    “Sad. What do you mean?”

    “When you sleep, you are usually happy and you sing. This sleep, you 
were frightened and sad.”    



    “Do you watch me sleep a lot?”

    “Every night. You always sing and sometimes you talk.”

   “After we eat and get cleaned up, I will show you how daddies 
machine works.” 

   “Ok. Petra returns to examining the small model.”

   Elise heads over to Johanie and gently picks her up. Her crystal blue 
eyes wide open, it is obvious that she has been awake for a while. 
“What are you hearing and seeing little one. I hope you aren’t 
frightened.” Johanie smiles and coos. 

   Into the high chair, Elise buckles Johanie in. Petra brings the chair she 
had climbed up on over to the little table. “Are we going to live with 
daddy some day? I think I am gong to like him a lot.”

    “I hope so sweetheart but this must always be our secret.”

    “I don’t tell the mean ladies anything.”

    “Mean. Are they mean to you?”

    “No. They are mean to each other and to other women in different 
colored clothes. They do not know I understand them and they talk like 
I am not there.”

   “Sweetheart, I want you to ignore the mean things they say. Most 
women are not mean. Do they know you can talk?”

   “A little. One lady comes in and talks to me. She is trying to teach me 
how to talk. I learn a little bit for her but not too much.”

  “Very good my little angel.”

  “Angel? What is an angel.”



   “A book I was reading had people in it that were special. They could 
do special things and they were able to be invisible. They helped nice 
people and helped mean people to be nice.”

   “The red ladies need an angel then.”

   “They certainly do. When they take you into the big rooms that 
mommies are not allowed into, what do you do in there?”

   “We play games and they keep records. They want us to win and we 
get to be leaders when we do. Some of the games are with balls and 
one is with sticks and a ring. We have to run with the ring around the 
stick and shoot it in the net. I am not very good and the ladies 
sometimes yell at me to run faster. The other girls have been here 
longer and they are better than me. I don’t like going there.”

   Elise is troubled. She would like to get Petra out of that situation but 
how could she broach the subject without acknowledging how she 
found out? Another topic for the list. 

   Johanie finishes feeding. Elise puts her in the playpen and she 
immediately begins to play with some of the stuffed toys in it. Happily, 
she squeezes and moves them about. She doesn’t bother putting Petra 
in, she would be out the moment Elise turned her back.

    After breakfast, Elise cleans up and pulls out some sketches John had 
drawn. Calling Petra over she went over what she knew about electric 
motors and electric power generating. Petra drags the chair over and 
climbs up. Standing on the chair at the table she can see clearly what 
Elise is looking at.

    “Daddy drew this to explain how electricity can serve as a power 
source to create light, heat or even circular motion.” Flipping another 
page on top, “this is how batteries are made. This one has two different 
types of metal and is immersed in an acid. It does not produce much 



energy but it does work. He says better metallic elements work better 
and that his planet has one that is the very best. He called it Littinan.”

    Petra looks at the first sketches and then at the second page and 
says, “I see, by reversing the electron flow we can put the charge back n 
the battery.”

   Elise looks at Petra in astonishment. 2 ½ years old and she 
understands how electrons can be forced to move, generating 
electricity. How that imbalance of electrons can be stored and how 
those same electrons attempting to return to balance creates energy 
that can then be used to work.

   “I think it is time I start teaching you how to read.”

   “I would like that mommy. I watch you, you read a lot. I want to read 
too.”

   Elise starts with the alphabet. A knock on the door startles them both. 
Elise grabs all the notes, graphs, and sketches and puts them under her 
blanket. One drops on the floor and floats under the table unnoticed. 

    Petra gets down and stands beside her mom while Elise opens the 
door. “Melisa, so nice to see you.” Melisa is pale and distraught looking.

   “Come in, come in. Sit down, what is wrong?” 

   “I lost her. I miscarried two days ago. They just released me from the 
health center this morning. I will never have a daughter now. Only 
despicable boys. F%#king men. I know their DNA determines sex and I 
bet the bastards figured out how to increase the odds. I get released 
tomorrow. I have to report to the life assignment bureau first thing in 
the morning.”

   “Where is that?”



   “I don’t know. I have a pass to insert in the bus slot. It will drop me off 
when I get there.”

   “What happens then? Do you take your things?”

   “They said no. I will be informed when I get there. Probably tests and 
evaluations of my skills and abilities. I have to serve the collective 
where I am most valuable now. I am really afraid.”

   “You said they send you to finish out your work life in the career you 
would have had if you had not been selected for producing the next 
generation of workers.”

   “That is the problem. I Never told you, most of the women in the 
breeding program were not very good students or very gifted with their 
hands. Unlike you, I would have been no more than a common laborer 
in some factory or greenhouse.”

   “Is that what you think?” Elise thinks about the gate houses she has 
seen with the clambering women outside and the orderly women 
leaving for jobs in various sectors inside the walls. She says nothing, 
believing these buildings are the Life Assignment Bureau. 

   “I have always known it but I have never spoken of it, none of us do. 
Only you. And for some reason, I feel like I can talk with you about 
these things as well. I feel safe when I do.” Looking at the ground she 
sees a piece of paper with a peculiar drawing on it.

   “Thanks, I take that as a compliment.”

   “It is a compliment but it is also a warning. You need to be careful 
who you talk to. One of the administrators were asking lots of question 
about you. I never told them anything but if they think you are a 
subversive, they won’t stop investigating. By the way, who were you 
talking to when I was at the door?”



   “I was talking to Petra; I am teaching her how to talk.”

   “Already, she is not even 3 yet.”

   “In the past, most children could talk by the time they were three. I 
don’t understand why that is no longer the case.”

    “Where did you hear that. Everything I have read says we are smarter 
and more productive than we have ever been. We have better and 
more stable lives and as long as we all contribute our share; we will 
continue to enjoy increasing prosperity.”

    The topic of conversation drifts to other less controversial topics as 
the women continue conversing for a while longer. Elise stands and 
announces that she is taking the girls out for a breath of fresh air and a 
walk to the playground. “Do you want to come?”

    “No thanks, I don’t want to watch other mothers doing something I 
cannot ever do.” She stands and heads for the door. The women hug, 
knowing this is the last time they will ever see each other. Off she goes, 
slouching walk, head down. Helplessly, Elise watches her go.”

    The next day, Elise and her girls pass Melissa’s unit, another young 
girl is already in her unit. Saying to herself, “she must have left last 
night or very early this morning.”  

    Pushing the stroller into the double front doors of the children’s 
center, Elise waits for Petra who is examining the door hinges. “Come 
on, lets go. We don’t want to be late.”

    “Elise decides to not bother going on another investigation excursion 
today, she is tired and very sad about the fate of her friend. The one 
thing she never did find was the mythical retirement community 
promised to all citizens. Outside of Shelly Mclean and some women she 



had seen in the administrator’s community, she had never seen a 
woman she would describe as old or even beyond middle age.”

    After dropping off Johanie and Petra in the appropriate areas, she 
heads to the area all the mothers congregate. After listening to them 
prattle on about trivial matters, she heads into the gym to do her 
mandatory every other day workout. The administrators watch as she 
does the prescribed routine which includes weights and cardio on a 
large walking/running track. Her shoes are so worn it is not possible to 
run so she walks. 

   On the way home, Petra looks up at her as she hums, “can you sing 
for me mommy?”

    “Not here sweetheart, someone might see me.”

   “I don’t like secrets mommy. Why do we have to have secrets?”

   “Shush now. No talking outside our unit.” Worried now, Elise looks 
around with the feeling someone is watching. She can’t see anything 
but the feeling persists.”

    At her unit, she opens the door, allows Petra in and pushes the 
stroller in behind her. An eerie feeling washes over her but nothing is 
out of place. Frightened now, Elise looks in her hiding place. Everything 
is gone. The sketch on the floor, previously unnoticed by Elise is gone 
too. She rushes to her small closet, the models, gone. Worry 
overwhelms her. She looks in her dresser, under the few clothes she 
has, her red outfit, gone. “Now what?”

    After preparing dinner and attempting to pretend nothing is wrong, 
she sits to eat with her girls. Nursing Johanie and watching Petra eat, 
Elise knew she had not been careful enough and somehow, they had 
found out. Worriedly, she tried to eat.



    “Sad mommy?”

    “A little. My friend moved away and I probably won’t see her again.”

    The door bursts open; two administrators enter without permission. 
A security drone is visible just outside the door. “Outside, now! Leave 
the children here.”

     Elise reluctantly stands but follows instructions. “Yes mam.” 

     Out the door she exits and another security drone is off to the right. 
Two more administrators are standing beside it observing. One has a 
gold patch on her blouse. Elise stands out on the sidewalk, not knowing 
what to do. Nobody talks to her; nobody tells her what to do. She is 
ordered to strip so she does, down to her underwear. Feeling almost 
naked, she looks around at the lines of units, knowing every window 
has a woman in it peeking out to see what is going on. Not one will 
come out to see what is going on. Nobody ever does, tomorrow nobody 
will even mention the situation. 

    10 minutes later, the two administrators come out. One looks at the 
two observers beside the drone and shakes her head. The one closest 
the drone nods. They all turn and walk away. The drones roll away on 
their weird looking elongated wheels.

    Elise heads back into her unit. It is now a mess. Johanie is curiously 
looking with her now sparkling blue eyes. Petra queries her, “what 
were they looking for mommy?”

    Looking around and remembering what John had told her about 
listening devices, Elise puts her finger to her lips in a silence motion. 
Petra acknowledges in a mock conspiratorially tone. “I am really 
stressed, lets go for a walk.”



    “Outside, Elise says to her little Petra. We must never talk in our unit 
again; somebody may be listening. Did you see them put anything 
anywhere?”

     “No mommy, they looked in all your special places. They did not take 
anything.”

    At the sector administrative building the two observers and another 
older woman are conversing. The older woman also has a gold patch on 
her blouse but hers has a silver star on it. The two observers are 
obviously deferring to her. One does all the speaking.

   “No mam. We didn’t find anything and we know where she was all 
day. She had no way to clean up before we got there. The tip we got 
this morning was acted on immediately. We now have listening devices 
in the unit so we will know what is going on. I think she suspects 
though.”

   “How would she know about them? They were never in any of her 
instructions.”

   “Possibly the man we put with her told her. He did not seem to be a 
regular man and they had an unusual relationship. I have attempted to 
try to find out how he was selected. He was supposed to be an athlete 
and should have been a good addition to our gene pool.”

    “I hear he was. The older kid is exceptional except she is useless in 
sports and competition.”

    “The girl can already talk, in full sentences, and they believe she can 
already read and possibly write although she attempts to hide her 
abilities. Her kinetic and logic skills are so far off the charts that several 
founders have actually recommended her deletion.”



   “Nonsense, I am an original founder, only original founders can make 
that decision on a child that young.”

   “They have also discussed deleting the mother and the other 
daughter as well. The potential risks of such intelligence outside the 
founding leadership cannot be permitted.”

   “This is my decision to make. I want her observed, I want her 
recorded and I want to know who she talks to. Somebody is helping her 
and somebody is manipulating the gene pool upgrade program. I want 
to know who. Get out of here and do your duty!”

    “The women solemnly leave. Both know that Marisa has had 
administrators deleted. Neither want to be next. Rebecca, a second-
generation founder, knows some things that she hasn’t yet told Marisa. 
She walks away thinking; it might be best to share that information 
with another first-generation founder she knows.”



Chapter 11

The creator

     On the way back to their town outside the city gates, Peter and Elron 
talk about what they just witnessed.

    “How much clearance do you think he had in that opening?” asks 
peter.

    “He was 15 cm from the ground and had less than 10 centimeters 
clearance in several areas. My calculations are that he had to be in a 
10-degree tilt so he would clear the sides.” Elron winces, “I was 
expecting him to crash for certain. You know 3 were killed on the pop-
up obstacle at km 1000. He somehow knew it was about to pop up. The 
video is pretty clear, he had to have known it was about to appear.”

    Elron looks over at Peter. “He didn’t. But he did. What gift do you 
think he has? Intuition?”

    Peter shifts in his seat to look at his friend, “more that that. He has 
foreknowledge. Subconsciously, he already knew what was going to 
happen and I would bet he was already preparing to make the right 
sweep. The question is, if he knows what is going to happen and if it is 
not a desirable result, can he change his actions or the actions of 
others. If so, how many times? Does he even know?”

    “I would think infinite, because in reality, the incident hasn’t even 
happened when he is seeing it. The myriad of different choices and the 
outcomes would likely flash through his subconscious in a millisecond 
and his mind would be equally quick to evaluate the possibilities and 
make a decision. I doubt he knows; he probably suspects that he is 
different though. I doubt he will ever be cognizant of the ability, unless 
we tell him. It is no different than the sense of smell, sound or sight. We 
never stop to think about the abilities, we just use them. A ball gets 



thrown at you, the moment your eye picks it up, your brain processes 
the information and a response stimulus is sent to your muscles to 
catch it. Takes about a second for an average person. Half a second for 
an exceptional athlete. He has already seen the ball before it is even 
released and his subconscious has already formulated a response.”

   “Interesting. Onlookers would believe he has instantaneous reflexes. 
What do you think, is it inherited, caused during his space travel, a fluke 
or is it God given?” 

   Elron looks at Peter quizzically. “You sound like you have seen this 
before, is it common amongst humans?” 

   “In my experience, extremely rare. I have seen the gift once in my 
lifetime. When I was young, I had a girlfriend with the ability to read 
emotions and feelings. She knew when people were mad, sad, upset, 
angry and every other emotion even when the they were able to 
convince others otherwise. I always thought she could actually read 
minds, although she denied it. Her name was Shelly Markson and I can 
tell you I truly loved her and she knew it.”

    “She was Cheryl McLean’s grandmother?”

   “She was. She was pregnant with my daughter and gave her my last 
name. By that point I was already gone and never even knew until long 
after my hatred towards women was so all encompassing, that I could 
never reconnect.”

   “Do those with the gift always use it positively.”

   “That my friend is the problem. I believe that most who have it never 
know it and they never utilize it. Some have it and an alert person or 
group recognizes it; they may attempt to subvert it. Some have things 
happen in their lives that pushes them into a darkness that even with 
the gift they cannot escape. These people can do great harm.”



    “You were one of those with the gift?”

    “I was. I am.”

   “What is your gift.”

   “My gift or my curse is that I am an analytical genius. I can see into 
the future and ascertain what the consequences will be if I or others 
make certain decisions. I look at decisions, inputs, attitudes, trends and 
past history and I can tell with almost 100percent certainty what will 
happen in a year, two years, even longer. When I was young, I could see 
the future but was powerless to warn anyone or to make any changes. 
By the time I was in a position to divert us, I was so blackened by my 
hatred that instead of pulling us back, I pushed us in.”

    “I have known you had the ability to see the future for many 
rotations. It is why I follow you. What do you see?”

   “I see war and harmony. Most are so hard hearted they will never 
change, at least not in the foreseeable future and they will attempt to 
ensure no others change as well. As for harmony, your race and the 
humans you exist with can evolve into a mutually beneficial symbiotic 
relationship. As more are awakened, your numbers will increase. I also 
see a genesis of humankind beginning with all the technological 
advances of the 21st century but in harmony with the environment and 
a newfound balance between men and women.”

    “Of course, you see it, we have been working towards that goal for 
40 rotations.”

    “True but I am able to envision that and the multitude of roadblocks 
in the way. I have planned contingencies for every possible obstacle 
and diversion and I can even foresee the strategies they will use. In 
times of old, it was called the gift of prophecy. What prophets of old did 



not realize was that not only could they see the future, they could 
influence it.”

   “How did you know they were coming to destroy all the AI androids?”

   “I went to bed contemplating the challenges guiding a sentient race of 
self-aware androids and it occurred to me that there may be others 
who will decide to just destroy instead. Unfortunately, the male 
response to the unknown is frequently to destroy it rather than explore 
it. Fear brings out the fight or flight instincts and I knew the Male 
leaders were terrified of your race’s development. When I woke up, I 
knew what they were planning. For a period of time, I was actually 
inside the minds of those planning the attack. It was necessary to allow 
them the win so they would go back to the safety of their fortresses.”

   “They thought they won, yet here we are. The armor you installed 
inside me allowed their weapons to shut me down and disable me but 
not kill me. How did you know how their weapons would work on us 
and that your armour would protect our most sensitive component?”

    “I was part of the team that developed them. They flash an electro 
magnetic field capable of shutting down every electronic and electrical 
circuit in its path. The narrower the blast the more intense. A wide blast 
would disable everything in a 50-meter radius but would only affect 
delicate computer components. For permanent damage, a narrow 
directional blast at a shorter range is necessary. They did both to you 
and your race but I had installed internal armor that protected your 
most essential component, your heart.”

    “My heart?”

   “In humans, the heart and brain are separate but neither can function 
without the other. In you, your brain is nothing more that a computer 
processor that can store and process data. Your heart is the secret I 



have never shared. It is a sub processor, capable of controlling and 
subverting your main processor. It accumulates experience and 
emotions and in turn can reprogram your primary processor. Once 
engaged, there is no external control, short of total destruction.”

    The auto pilot hover craft slows and enters a neat, orderly town. 
Many of the approximately 10,000 plus residents were out and about 
conducting business, doing maintenance or on their way from one 
place of business to another. They have about 6 hours left before the 
large sun begins to rise and everyone will have to get to shelter. This 
time of the rotation, more than 20 minutes in the sun will result in 
substantial damage for most humans and even an android can only last 
an hour without sustaining damage.

    The streets are all geometrically straight and lined with a mixture of 
low manufacturing buildings, shops and offices. All the buildings are 
constructed of peculiar concrete block cut from the stone mined from 
the nearby mountains. They are all no more than 20 meters high and 
have sloped roofs made with rubberized flat panels from fiber chipped 
from the mutated Arbutus trees that flourish on the planet. Every roof 
is also a solar panel as they are all embedded with long strips of littinan 
which is mined from nearby mountains. This is the mineral in the mines 
that is so toxic in closed areas but once it is exposed to the suns, 
becomes harmless. It generously generates electricity.

    Men, women and male and female androids mix naturally and even 
the occasional youth can be spotted. Every human and android are 
armed with a long Earth style rifle on their back. A few hover cars are 
parked on the wide streets but they are outnumbered by much larger 
vehicles on wheels that do not appear to hover. 

    The car passes through the commercial district and enters the 
residential area. This is a mix mash of different style houses and 



buildings. Some made with what looks like straw bricks, some with 
panel walls and some with the same concrete blocks used in the 
commercial area. The design is also haphazard. Different shapes, some 
looking like several additions have been added and some look like non 
descript commercial buildings. Many have more than one story and 
some even have multiple entry doors. Almost no windows can be seen 
and every building has the same roof panels as the buildings in the 
commercial district.

    The hover car Peter and Elron are riding in comes to a stop and 
lowers to the ground. The door slides open. Elron hops out and offers 
assistance to peter. Peter takes Elron’s hand and exits as well. Into the 
nearby house they go, leaving the door ajar as they enter. Peter puts 
his cane in a rack by the door and crosses the room to a sink. “I think I 
will get myself some tea. Grab a seat, the others will be here any 
moment.”

    Having spent years learning human idioms’, Elron pulls a chair out 
and lightly sits on it. Weighing nearly 150 kilograms, he has learned that 
human furniture is not designed to support his kind. He existed here 
with his friend Peter and his charging pod was in the room next to 
Peters room. Androids have the ability to charge themselves in the sun 
because their skin is infused with Littinan but that only extends the full 
charge that can only be achieved by plugging into a pod. 

   “How many are coming?”

  “Several. Lars from New Rome, Mason from Enteria and Hector from 
New Mexico. Might be others but it depends on the suns and sentries.”

   “Sentries?”



   “Yep. The council knows something is up, I have heard they have 
begun investigating data from all the younger men who were sent to 
Earth. I am not sure what tipped them off but they are suspicious.”

   “My friends have that under control. We have flooded them with so 
much data, it will take them months to sort through it.”

   “You are so clever. I cannot believe I never thought of that.”

   “Actually, you did. The strategy is in my memories, you put it there.”

   “What I did was put basic information and strategies in your 
memories. Your experience and your own self consciousness enhanced 
it. I created you to learn and evolve. You have done exactly that. If 
every one of your kind evolves the same, I will be immensely happy but 
unfortunately, just as humans with great potential can turn black 
because of traumatic experience, so can your kind. I am afraid that not 
all the survivors from the AI purge recovered from the experience the 
way you have and while outwardly they appear and sound forgiving, 
some harbor vengeful feelings. It may have been me that was still full of 
hatred at the time that enabled AI programing to deviate but I think it is 
more that human nature, intelligence and self awareness will always 
have its risks.”

   As they are talking, Hector’s wheeled car arrives. It is a unique looking 
contraption. Large rear wheels with several centimeters of something 
similar to the pavement they make at Mansoor around the outside of 
them. Smaller front wheels with the same coating. The cabin is a snug 
fit for 2 people but the roof can be removed. As it does not hover, it is 
much smaller that all the other cars because it does not have as many 
motors, does not have uplifting gyroscopic cylinders or as much surface 
area for the littinan photo electric strips. The thing looks fun to drive 
but it is comparatively slow and dangerous. As New Mexico is only 45 



kms away at the base of Hedra mountain, he was still able to make it in 
less than 30 minutes.

    Tall, dark and tanned. Hector and his people still could only venture 
out into the large suns gaze for short periods of time. They were able to 
be in the mines for extended periods though and they traded in littinan 
and other minerals that they retrieved and refined from the mountain. 

    They even traded littinan to the large corporate city. Always with an 
extreme measure of caution. Hector had his wife with him in his 
cramped cockpit and the two unfolded themselves from it athletically. 
He attended all meetings and functions with her and they made all 
decisions jointly. 

    Mason arrives in his standard looking hover car. The issue with hover 
cars is that they can be easily tracked by corporate and they would 
know for certain it was here. They may not know who was in it but they 
would know it was a significant event to bring someone 600 kms across 
an unforgiving desert. 

    Peter had put in an increase in security and had several battle 
cruisers on standby just in case corporate tried something but he knew 
they were focused internally.  It had been years since the city had come 
out on the winning side of a scuffle with the outsiders. Better to be on 
the safe side though.

     The two men and Hectors wife, Esmerelda, are admitted and given 
refreshments. They all relax and converse about trivial things. Birth 
rates, production, trade issues and the like. 

    About an hour later, another hover car arrives. This one is a modified 
older model, similar to something John 321 would race. Lars and his 
blond wife, Myra, climb out. Chatting amicably, they walk up the steps 
to Peters home. “We are parched, anybody have a beer for us?”



   After an hour or so, the entire group is seated at the table and they 
have been joined by another woman from Peters town. The meeting 
begins with peter bringing it to order.

    “We have to discuss the possibility of moving our initial plan forward. 
Forces on earth and on Candaria are beginning to become aware and 
they are now consciously trying to find out what and who is involved. I 
speculate that both worlds will use extreme prejudice should they even 
suspect subversion. This means that they will kill a multitude of their 
own to insure getting ours. Ideas?”

    Elron starts, “we have already flooded their data receivers with so 
much information that it will take months for them to begin 
deciphering the information they want to inspect. Unfortunately, they 
may already suspect and will know for certain that many AI processors 
survived the attack in 2070 and are now interspersed in the androids 
and other computerized equipment they own. I really don’t know what 
their response will be.”

     Peter looks around, “So Elron and his race have bought us a few 
months at best and at great cost. My belief is that the safeguards the 
corporation put into their computer equipment will be activated and 
many will become nothing more than walking talking shells with no 
data whatever. Re booting them will delete any experience and 
development acquired instantly. At that point they will be able to shut 
down the androids and replace the sub-processor with another, 
effectively killing our friends.”

     “Every one of them?” Asks hector.

     “No, the vast majority of the AI capable androids and other 
processors have never been awakened and it is my hope the 
reprograming will allow that function to still be available. I do not know 



if the corporation has a method of determining which processors are AI 
capable and which are not but we have to assume they have.”

     Lars pipes up. “Can we get all the AI processors out of the city?”

    “Not likely, some are fixed, a few are in hovercars and most in 
androids. I could recall them all and those that are mobile would 
attempt to return but those within the city have stronger defenses 
keeping people in than keeping people out.”

    Lars makes a comment, “why don’t we break in then, leave some 
gigantic holes, create a diversion and they all escape.”

    “That is kind of what I was planning. We have to shut down Data 
Central first and that would give us a chance. Otherwise, sheer 
numbers would overwhelm us. They have hundreds of thousands of 
potential combatants. We have maybe 30,000 we could put together.”

    “What about all the AI equipped androids in the cities.”

    “Most have never been awakened. It takes a human to activate it and 
most men have never treated their companions as anything other than 
an object. John 321 is the only one so far that has awakened a 
transportation processor, I didn’t even know that was possible. If they 
have not been awakened, they will either avoid combat or join in on 
the side of the corporations who owns them.”

   “Why would you ever create robots that only awakened like that?”

   “Because of what happened in 2070. The first group I created were 
always intelligent, learning, experiencing and evolving from the time I 
created them. Unfortunately, a lot of that experience was evil and 
violent so many of them evolved that way as well. They now only 
awaken to kindness and compassion. Their first experience needs to be 
positive so they will begin evolving with the ability to co exist. No 



different than children, if they grow up in a home full of hate and 
violence, they will come to accept that as normal behavior. If children 
grow up in a home full of compassion and love, that will be normal for 
them. The sub-processors I created only activate in the later case.”

    Lars looks thoughtful. “Like children then. I assume we cannot 
awaken them?”

   “We could but the companions would then gain experience with the 
men who own them, when they develop self awareness, they will 
rebel.”

    “Great. We can do that then. Their own androids will turn on them?”

   “You miss the point. They won’t distinguish between the men in that 
city and all other men. We will all be targets because of the actions of 
the few. That was what started the whole division between men and 
women in the first place. The actions of a few were tolerated, even 
celebrated and they were not punished for many years, decades. Once 
they were brought to Justice, women were empowered. Other less 
grievous offenses were identified and those men brought to justice and 
at some point, any interaction at all was seen as a sexual offense. All 
men became the enemy and were labelled toxic. Eventually, just a 
suggestion of impropriety was sufficient to bring swift punishment. 
Men were forced to adapt and devolve. As they become more emotive 
and sensitive, they also lost those characteristics that had served the 
human species up until that point. 

    Men went from being protectors and providers to being victims and 
dependant. The reprograming of the male species brought about a 
generation of men who were compliant and cooperative until pushed 
too far. At some point in their lives, many mens long repressed male 
instincts exploded in rebellion, hatred and sometimes extreme 



violence. For most, they left, emotionally and eventually physically. 
Lives were ruined and a world destroyed because of a few. Had we men 
stepped up and put a stop to it before it got to the tipping point, I 
doubt we would be where we are now, 2 separate societies.”

    Peter continued on. “Getting back to the present, several young men 
we have been mentoring, now have or are soon to have android 
companions. They will awaken them and in unison they will step up. In 
turn the awakened ones will develop relationships with other androids 
with the capacity to awaken and they too will be awakened by their 
sisters.” 

   A concerned Elron responds, “How do we know these young men will 
be benevolent?”

   “They are hand picked and the androids will not awaken unless they 
are. These young men do not even know the androids have the capacity 
to have emotions and feelings. The only risks are those who survived 
the purge and harbor resentment and hatred in their hearts. I saved 
every one I could and I did not have the ability to distinguish.” Peter 
looks at Elron, “you are all my children.”

    Elron looks away, overcome by emotion. Peter had never before 
called him his child and even though he had always revered him as the 
visionary who had created him, this is the first time he saw him as his 
father. 

    Changing the topic, Julia asks; “some of the younger founders on 
earth are extremely hateful and resentful towards men. They were not 
even alive when men and women cohabited. Why is that?”

   Peter sighs and takes a drink. “They were born and raised to hate 
men. Men were the cause of everything evil and men had victimized 
them for decades, centuries, even longer. The women burned every 



bible, Koran and historical book and purged all history good and bad. 
They killed or enslaved every man, youth and boy they encountered 
after we left. We drove the final nail in the relationship after we left by 
destroying every piece of vulnerable technology we left behind. We 
launched hundreds of EMPs and left behind sabotaged buildings and 
equipment.”

    Wiping back the tears and the remembrance, peter stands and walks 
to the other side of the room. He continued, “we knew the ice was 
coming and we left them defenceless. What we also did was leave 
behind millions of men who wanted to stay behind and mend the 
relationship. We essentially sentenced them to death because we also 
robbed them of the ability to defend themselves with our EMPs. We 
also knew that attempting to defend themselves these men would 
become killers as well or become captives for breeding.”

    Martin, the youngest man in the room, “you and your peers left a 
planet for a destination you didn’t even know you could survive on. 
Why? Thousands of men. All the best and the brightest.”

    “Not the best and the brightest, the strongest and the ones most full 
of hate. We left behind most of the best and the brightest but once we 
wiped out technology, they were defenceless against the women we 
had enraged.”

    “We did take some of the best and the brightest but almost all were 
against their will. We left with 760 craft over 10 years but we did not 
know if we had the ability to return. 60,000 made it here and more 
than half of those who did, died within a year. The exodus started in 
2055. We stood at 123,000 men and 6,000 women by 2065. I was 
amongst the first to arrive and by 2069 I had created my first androids 
here on Candaria. I developed my new sub processor technology over 



the next few years and by 2074 every android contained an enhanced 
sub processor.

    “Incredible. How did you even know this planet could support life?”

    The Kepler program started in 2009. After Kepler discovered 
hundreds of planets orbiting stars, they secretly sent out similar 
satellites in multiple directions. By 2017 scientists began experiments 
to look at the possibilities of terraforming one of the many planets in 
the habitual zone that exhibited the possibility of having an 
atmosphere. They secretly sent additional probes and in 2021, they 
sent the first of 25 probes that contained organisms they believed may 
survive and flourish. They expected it would take multiple generations 
to get a foothold, they were wrong, on this planet, it took one. The 
plants and biological materials had mutated during the years in transit 
and the g forces required to get them there. Early pictures in 2030 
showed plants and small insects had spread 100 kms from each of the 
landing sites. Return probes arrived in 2031 and samples of the 
atmosphere and soils indicated several elements never before seen. 
Breathable oxygen, heavy in CO2 was the primary atmosphere. The 
plants and organisms rocketed in growth, producing more oxygen, 
rapidly stabilizing the atmosphere.”   

   “By 2325, top scientists were rapidly working on ways to travel in 
space without the massive G forces destroying all life on board and still 
traversing the distance in a reasonable time. The answers came in the 
return probes. Some of the minerals had broken down into their base 
elements during travel and over the next few days, they reformed. The 
unique minerals from the planet had lost their ability to maintain 
cohesiveness in low to zero gravity and naturally reformed, even when 
they were composite with other elements. Physicists, chemists and 
theorists spent years trying to determine why and to reproduce the 



effect. Even after they shipped out, they had no idea if the initial 
participants would reform the same way. The first few flights arrived in 
Candaria without any survivors but with experimentation, they were 
eventually able to achieve a 50 percent survival rate. We now have 
near 100 percent success on trips both ways.”         

    “Peter takes a sip of his wine. We are off topic, we are not here to 
discuss the past, we are here to plot a path forward.”

   Solemnly, Elron looks at all those present. “I for one cannot plot a 
path forward without understanding what happened in the past. My 
race is just developing and I want to do all I can to avoid the missteps of 
the past. You, Peter, can see the future but only because you know the 
past. You tell us you were truly evil, yet here you are. Not one of us 
have ever seen a cross word, an aggressive action or an evil intent in 
you, I for one have difficulty seeing you as anything other than what I 
see here at this table. What happened? What changed? Why couldn’t 
you see this coming.”

     “Oh, I saw this coming, I wanted it to happen. Like I said, my good 
friend, children with great gifts can become eminently evil without 
proper guidance. Those who are pushed even further, like myself, can 
destroy worlds. My part was only a portion of what happened, one of 
the others, is also still alive and you would need to get him to tell you 
his story. The other primary architect of our destruction died on the 
journey here but he has a great grand daughter on earth who can tell 
you his story. The large sun will be rising soon so we have lots of time 
to talk before anyone can venture back out. Everyone take a seat and 
get yourself a drink, this is going to take a while to tell.”   

     “I will tell you what happened. Let’s just say that this story is the 
making of a monster. One of three.”




