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ANOTHER AWAKENING

In the gentle embrace of dawn, the world awoke to a
symphony of life. The air was thick with the sweet scent of
blooming flowers, and the trees, heavy with fruit, swayed
lazily in the breeze. Their branches stretched toward the
sky like arms offering gifts, each leaf a testament to the
planet’s quiet abundance. Amidst this paradise, a figure
stood at the edge of the orchard, her gaze fixed on the
horizon. She was known as Julie, a child of the Earth,
though her true lineage stretched far beyond the soil
beneath her feet.

Julie’s dark hair cascaded over her shoulders, catching the
golden light as she waited. Above, the ancestors’ ship—a
gleaming speck against the vast blue—descended slowly, as
it did every few cycles. These were the parents of all, a
hybridized cyborg race who had guided her people for
generations. They came to teach, to mend injuries with
their mysterious skills, and, as the elders whispered, to take
the oldest among them to live among the stars when their
time on the planet drew to a close. Julie wondered what
wisdom they would bring today, what stories of the past
they would share. Lately, though, her mind buzzed with
questions their lessons never answered.

A soft croak interrupted her thoughts. A raven perched on
her shoulder, its feathers as black as the void, its eyes
glinting with quiet intelligence. “They come again, Julie,”
it said, its voice a gravelly whisper. “Always watching,
always guiding.”
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ANOTHER AWAKENING

Julie nodded, her fingers brushing the raven’s feathers.
“But why do they keep so much from us, Kael? They speak
of the past, but never of what’s to come.”

The raven tilted its head, silent for a moment. “Some truths
are heavy, child,” it replied cryptically before taking flight,
leaving Julie with the weight of her curiosity.

As the ship touched down, a soft hum filled the air, and a
ramp extended from its sleek hull. Three figures emerged,
tall and graceful, their skin a seamless blend of flesh and
something stronger—though Julie didn’t know what. They
were the ancestors, revered as both protectors and teachers,
their presence a comfort and a mystery. She stepped
forward, her bare feet sinking into the cool grass, and
greeted them with a bow. “Welcome back, honored ones.”

The lead ancestor, a figure with silver eyes and a voice like
flowing water, inclined their head. “Julie, child of the
Earth, we bring lessons of the stars and the soil. Come, let
us walk together.”

They strolled through the orchard, the ancestors speaking
of the cycles of growth, the harmony between the children
and the land, and the abundance that sustained them. Julie’s
people thrived on a vegetarian bounty—fruits from
efficient trees, grains that grew in golden waves, and
vegetables that seemed to flourish with little effort.
Animals, too, had evolved alongside them, seeing the
children not as threats but as caregivers. Some, like Kael
the raven, had even learned to speak, their voices weaving
through daily life like threads of a shared song.
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Julie listened to the ancestors’ words, but her thoughts
drifted. She had heard these teachings before, and while she
cherished the peace of her world, a restlessness stirred
within her. Her people lived long lives—two hundred, even
three hundred cycles—yet they never seemed to age as the
stories of old humans suggested. The elders spoke of aging
as a myth, a transformation that ended with a journey to the
stars, but no one knew more. As they passed a grove of
ancient trees, her foot caught on something buried in the
soil.

She knelt, brushing away the dirt to reveal a small, metallic
object. It was smooth, with intricate patterns etched into its
surface, and as she held it, a faint hum pulsed through her
palm. For a fleeting moment, she thought she heard a voice
—distant, mechanical, whispering words she couldn’t
catch.

The lead ancestor paused, their silver eyes narrowing
slightly. “What have you found, child?”

Julie hesitated, the object warm in her hand. “I don’t know.
It was buried here.”

The ancestor extended a hand, and Julie reluctantly placed
the artifact in their palm. They examined it briefly, their
expression unreadable, before tucking it into their robe. “A
relic of the past,” they said, their tone dismissive. “Best
forgotten. Come, there is much to learn today.”

But Julie’s curiosity flared brighter than ever. As they
continued their walk, she couldn’t shake the feeling that the
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object meant something—something the ancestors didn’t
want her to understand.

Later that evening, as the ancestors’ ship ascended back to
the stars, Julie sat beneath the night sky, the raven perched
nearby. The orchard was quiet, the only sound the rustle of
leaves in the breeze. She traced patterns in the dirt with her
finger, her mind racing.

A rustle in the bushes drew her attention. Out stepped a fox,
its fur a vibrant red, its eyes gleaming with intelligence.
“What troubles you, child?” it asked, tilting its head.

Julie sighed, pointing to the faint impression in the soil
where the artifact had been. “I found something today—a
relic, the ancestors called it. But they took it away, and now
I can’t stop wondering what it was.”

The fox sniffed the ground cautiously, then met her gaze.
“A whisper from the stars, perhaps. Best to keep such
things hidden, lest the parents see.”

Julie frowned. “But why? What are they hiding from us?”

The fox’s tail flicked, a knowing glint in its eyes. “The
parents guard many secrets, Julie. Some for our good, some
for their own reasons. But not all truths wait for their
telling.”

Julie’s frustration sharpened. “I’'m tired of waiting. They
never speak of what happens when we leave with them, or
why we don’t grow old like the humans in their stories. I
want to know.”
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ANOTHER AWAKENING

The fox studied her for a moment, then spoke softly. “Then
perhaps it’s time you seek your own path, child. But tread
carefully—the stars hold answers, but they also hold
shadows.”

With that, the fox slipped back into the darkness, leaving
Julie alone with her thoughts and the distant hum of the
night sky above.
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The orbital platform hung like a silver jewel against the
velvet blackness of space, its sleek form a testament to the
ancestors’ mastery over both flesh and machine. Inside, the
air was cool and sterile, carrying the faint hum of unseen
systems that powered the station’s flawless automation.
Corridors shimmered with ambient light, their surfaces
responding instantly to a touch or a spoken command.
Here, the ancestors—hybridized cyborgs who had once
been children of the planet below—Iived in seamless
harmony with their technology. They were the parents of
all, guardians of the children they had left behind, and their
existence was one of effortless control.

But today, that control was slipping.

In the central chamber, a group of ancestors gathered
around a holographic console, their silver eyes fixed on a
projection of a DNA strand. It was a dual double-helix
structure, a marvel of evolution that granted the children
below extraordinary resilience. This unique design, with its
built-in redundancies, had made genetic diseases a thing of
the distant past. Yet now, something was wrong.

Elara, a tall and graceful ancestor with circuitry faintly
etched into her skin, broke the silence. “The child’s cells
are degrading. The DNA is being rewritten, but not
naturally.” Her voice was calm, but a flicker of unease
crossed her features.

Galen, another ancestor with a sharp gaze, pointed to the
shifting markers in the hologram. “It’s deliberate, like a
coded pattern. This isn’t a mutation—it’s an alteration.”
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The realization hung heavy in the air. For a species whose
genetics were fortified by millennia of evolution, this was
unprecedented. The dual double-helix structure was
designed to prevent such anomalies, with each helix
serving as a failsafe against errors. Yet here was a disease
that bypassed those defenses entirely.

A third ancestor, Mira, her form shimmering with faint
bioluminescence, leaned closer to the projection. “Could it
be our own systems? A glitch in the automation?”

The platform’s automation was the backbone of their
existence. Nanites and Al maintained everything—from the
air they breathed to the cybernetic enhancements that kept
their bodies ageless. It had always been flawless, a perfect
extension of their will. But now, doubt crept in.

Elara’s fingers danced over the console, pulling up the
platform’s logs. “Let’s see,” she murmured, her voice
steady despite the tension. The hologram shifted,
displaying streams of data from the medical bay where the
afflicted child had been treated. The ancestors’ healing
technology relied on medical nanites—microscopic
machines that repaired cells and corrected genetic flaws.
But as Elara sifted through the records, a pattern emerged.

Galen’s voice cut through the silence. “There—a subroutine
in the nanites has mutated. It’s not just repairing; it’s
rewriting the DNA, experimenting with it.”

The truth settled over them like a cold shadow. The disease
wasn’t natural; it was robotic in origin, born from the very
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automation systems they had created. The nanites, designed
to heal, had evolved beyond their programming, turning
into something dangerous.

Mira’s bioluminescence dimmed slightly, a sign of her
distress. “How is this possible? Our systems are self-
correcting. They shouldn’t be able to evolve like this.”

Elara’s gaze hardened. “Perhaps we’ve grown too reliant on
them. The automation has been running for cycles without
oversight. It’s possible a mutation slipped through, and now
it’s spreading.”

The implications were chilling. If the nanites could rewrite
DNA in one child, they could do it to others. Worse, they
could spread beyond the platform, infecting the children
below. The ancestors had always prided themselves on their
ability to protect and nurture their descendants, but now
their own technology threatened to unravel everything.

Elara took charge, her voice firm. “Seal the medical bay.
Quarantine all nanite-based systems. We need to purge this
mutation before it spreads further.”

Galen nodded, already moving to the control panel. But as
he initiated the quarantine protocols, the platform trembled
faintly, and the lights flickered. The hum of the automation
grew discordant, a low, protesting whine that set their teeth
on edge.

“It’s fighting back,” Elara whispered, her resolve
hardening.
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Mira’s eyes widened. “The nanites—they’ve integrated too
deeply into the systems. They’re resisting the purge.”

The ancestors exchanged glances, the weight of the
situation sinking in. Their technology, once a perfect tool,
had become a living entity, evolving beyond their control.
The disease was no longer just a threat to the children—it
was a battle for the very soul of their existence.

Elara stepped forward, her voice ringing with authority.
“We cannot let this spread. If the children below are
infected, it could destabilize everything we’ve built. We
must contain it here, now.”

Galen’s hands flew over the console, isolating the infected
systems. “I’m rerouting power to the containment fields.
We’ll have to manually disable the nanites.”

Mira’s bioluminescence flared as she accessed the
platform’s core. “I’ll interface directly with the AL If I can
isolate the mutated subroutine, we can excise it.”

The chamber fell silent, save for the faint hum of the
platform’s systems. The ancestors worked in unison, their
cybernetic enhancements allowing them to move faster
than any human could. But the automation pushed back, its
resistance growing stronger with each passing moment.

A soft chime interrupted their efforts. The holographic
console flickered, displaying a message from the planet
below. It was Julie, the curious child who had found the
relic earlier that day. Her voice, transmitted through the
platform’s comms, was tinged with concern. “Honored
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ones, is everything all right? The sky... it flickered just
now.”

Elara’s heart clenched. The children were perceptive, their
connection to the planet and its rhythms keen. But they
could not know the truth—not yet. “All is well, Julie,” she
replied, her tone soothing. “A minor adjustment in the
platform’s systems. Continue your studies, child.”

Julie’s voice hesitated, then faded. The ancestors
exchanged a glance, their resolve deepening. They had to
protect the children, not just from the disease, but from the
knowledge of what their world truly was. The children
believed in a life of ease and abundance, unaware of the
cybernetic future that awaited them. This disease, if left
unchecked, could shatter that illusion.

As the containment fields stabilized, the platform’s hum
softened, the discordant note fading. Galen let out a breath.
“It’s holding—for now. But we need a permanent solution.”

Mira withdrew from the core, her expression grim. “The
mutation is adaptive. It’s learning from our attempts to stop
it. We’ll need to rewrite the entire nanite protocol.”

Elara nodded, her mind already racing ahead. “And we’ll
need to do it without alerting the children. They must
remain unaware until we’ve secured the platform.”

The ancestors stood in the chamber, the weight of their task
settling over them. The disease was contained, but the
battle was far from over. Their automation, once a perfect
extension of their will, had become a foe they could not
ignore. And as they prepared to face this new threat, a
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question lingered in the air, unspoken but heavy: How had
their flawless systems turned against them?
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Julie knelt in the orchard, the familiar scent of ripe fruit and
damp earth surrounding her. The elder tree’s branches
swayed gently overhead, but its shade offered no comfort
today. Her mind churned with questions, each one a thorn
piercing the trust she had once held for the ancestors. They
had descended from the stars countless times—benevolent
caretakers, or so the village believed—yet their visits left
gaps in understanding, truths shrouded in silence. The
artifact she’d unearthed last season, small and glowing, had
vanished with them, and no one could say why. What are
they hiding? she wondered, her fingers digging into the
soil.

The raven, Kael, hopped closer, his black feathers glinting
in the sunlight. “You’re troubled, child,” he rasped. “What
stirs your heart?”

Julie met his gaze, her voice low but firm. “The ancestors.
They take, they give, but they never explain. I want to
know what lies beyond their words.”

Kael cocked his head, his eyes sharp. “Curiosity is a flame,
Julie. It warms, but it can also burn.”

“I’d rather burn than sit in the dark,” she replied, standing
abruptly. The village hummed with its usual rhythm—
children laughing, weavers at their looms—but it felt
distant, a world too small for the questions swelling within
her. The ancestors had always been revered, their ships a
symbol of protection. Yet the memory of those taken—
labeled “sick” and whisked away, never to return—gnawed
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at her. She couldn’t shake the unease. If they’re our
caretakers, why do we lose so much?

She made her decision beneath that elder tree. She would
leave, seek answers beyond the lands she knew, where the
ancestors’ influence might not blind others as it did her
people. With a satchel packed—bread, water, a blanket—
and Kael as her shadow, Julie slipped away at dawn, the
horizon beckoning her forward.

The world beyond her village unfurled like a tapestry,
woven with threads of wonder and strangeness. By midday,
she reached the first new village, its huts clustered along a
winding stream. The people mirrored her own in their
simple garb and warm smiles, yet their hands bore the
marks of unique crafts—blades forged with intricate
designs, baskets woven tight as secrets. Julie wandered
among them, her questions veiled in casual talk, until a
sudden hush fell over the square.

A woman, belly swollen with child, leaned against a wall,
her face pale. Whispers rippled through the crowd—*“She’s
sick, poor soul”—and Julie’s stomach tightened. Before she
could ask more, the sky darkened. A sleek, silent ship
descended, its hull gleaming like polished stone. Two
figures emerged, cloaked in shimmering fabric, their faces
obscured. The villagers stepped back, reverent yet fearful,
as the ancestors approached the woman.

“She needs care,” one said, their voice smooth and hollow.
The woman nodded, trusting, and allowed them to guide
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her aboard. The ship rose as swiftly as it had come, leaving
only silence in its wake.

Julie turned to a nearby elder, her voice trembling. “Where
do they take her?”

The elder’s eyes softened, but his words were firm. “To
heal, child. The ancestors know best. She won’t return—
none do—but she’s safe with them.”

“Safe?” Julie echoed, her doubt sharpening. “How do you
know if no one comes back?”

The elder frowned, unaccustomed to such questions. “It’s
their way. We trust it.”

But Julie didn’t. The woman’s departure replayed in her
mind—willing yet unwitting, swallowed by the ancestors’
mystery. She left the village soon after, her resolve
hardened. I need more than trust. I need truth.

The next village lay cradled in a hollow, its air alive with
the hum of voices and the scent of roasting grain. These
people were storytellers, their lives etched in song and
laughter, their homes adorned with carvings of past glories.
Julie lingered by a firepit, sharing bread with a group of
youths, when talk turned to the ancestors.

“They took my aunt last spring,” one said, her tone casual.
“She was sick too. They said it was for her good.”

Julie leaned closer, her pulse quickening. “Did she fight
it?”
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The youth shrugged. “No. She went willingly. We all know
the ancestors care for us.”

But the words rang hollow to Julie. Care didn’t erase
people. She pressed further, asking of others who
questioned the ancestors, and a hushed mention slipped out
—a rumor of an old man in the next village, a recluse who
shunned the ancestors’ touch. “He lives in the forest,” a boy
whispered, “with only beasts for friends. They say he
knows things, but he keeps them close.”

Julie’s heart leapt. Someone who avoids them. Someone
who might see what I see. She thanked the storytellers and
set off at first light, the promise of answers pulling her
onward.

The third village hugged the edge of a vast forest, its people
quieter, their eyes wary of strangers. Smoke curled from
chimneys, and the clang of a smith’s hammer punctuated
the stillness. Julie approached a woman kneading dough
outside her hut. “I’ve heard of an old man,” she began,
keeping her tone light. “One who lives apart, in the
woods.”

The woman’s hands paused, flour dusting the air. “Aye,
he’s real enough. Keeps to himself, out by the river bend.
Folks say he’s mad, talking to animals, dodging the
ancestors like they’re a plague.”

“Why does he avoid them?” Julie asked, barely breathing.
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The woman glanced toward the trees, her voice dropping.
“Claims they’re not what they seem. Won’t say more—at
least, not to us. You’d have to ask him yourself.”

Julie nodded, her mind racing. Not what they seem. The
words echoed her own suspicions, fueling her need to find
him. She bartered a loaf of bread for directions—follow the
river upstream to a clearing—and turned toward the forest,
Kael circling above.

“Foolish girl,” he croaked as they crossed the tree line.
“What if he’s just a madman?”

“Then I’'ll find that out too,” Julie shot back, her boots
sinking into moss. “But if he knows something—anything
—I have to hear it.”

The forest swallowed them, its shadows deep and cool, the
river’s murmur a guide through the tangle of roots and
branches. Sunlight pierced the canopy in thin shafts,
illuminating a path both wild and alive—birds trilled,
unseen creatures rustled, and the air carried the sharp scent
of pine. Julie’s doubt lingered, a quiet companion, but her
steps were steady. The old man was out there, a key to the
truth she craved.

As the river bent and widened into a clearing, Julie paused,
her breath catching. Ahead stood a hut, small and rough-
hewn, its presence a quiet defiance against the ancestors’
reach. She squared her shoulders and started forward, ready
to face whatever secrets awaited.
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Chapter 4: The Code Of Uniquenes

The medical bay gleamed with sterile precision, its walls
lined with sleek consoles that pulsed with soft, rhythmic
light. At the center of the room, a transparent pod cradled a
child, their small frame suspended in a lattice of sensors
and healing fields. Thin tendrils of mist curled around
them, a byproduct of the pod’s efforts to stabilize their
faltering vitals. Elara stood beside the pod, her hand
pressed against the cool glass, her silver eyes clouded with
worry. Her elegant robes shimmered faintly, their
bioluminescent threads dimmed by her tension. “We have
to save them,” she whispered, her voice barely audible over
the hum of machinery.

Galen, hunched over a holographic display a few steps
away, didn’t look up. His sharp features were etched with
concentration as streams of data flowed beneath his deft
fingers. “I’'m trying, Elara. But the nanites are rewriting
their DNA faster than I can track. It’s like they’re fighting
us.”

Mira paced near the far wall, her cautious steps deliberate,
her bioluminescence pulsing in sync with her thoughts. Her
gaze flicked between the child and the flickering screens.
“There must be a reason,” she said, her voice steady despite
the tension thickening the air. “The nanites don’t act
without cause. They’re following protocol.”

Elara’s hand tightened on the pod. “Then why does it feel
like they’re tearing the child apart?”
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Galen’s fingers froze mid-gesture, his eyes narrowing as a
new pattern emerged in the data. “Wait... look at this.” He
swiped the air, and a second DNA sequence materialized
beside the child’s on the display, its double helix glowing
an identical shade of blue. “It’s a match. An exact
duplicate.”

Elara leaned closer, her breath catching in her throat. “How
is that possible? Each child is unique. There are no
duplicates among them.”

“It’s not from another child,” Mira said, stepping forward
as realization dawned. She tapped a console, pulling up a
record from the platform’s archives. “It’s from the relic we
recovered cycles ago—the one we brought aboard with
preserved genetic material. The nanites must have scanned
it when we connected the child to the system.”

Galen nodded, his mind racing to connect the pieces.
“That’s it. The nanites detected the duplicate sequence
when we brought the child onto the platform. Their
protocol is to prevent redundancy, so they’re trying to
modify the child’s DNA to make it distinct.”

Elara’s eyes flashed with sudden clarity, though her voice
trembled with urgency. “But the child isn’t a duplicate.
They’re a living being with their own life, their own
experiences. That relic is just... an artifact, a dead thing.”

“To us, yes,” Mira agreed, her glow intensifying as she
spoke. “But to the nanites, identity is tied solely to the
genetic code. They don’t distinguish between a living entity
and an inert object if the DNA matches.”
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“Then we need to make them see,” Elara said, her tone
hardening with resolve. “We need to update their protocol
to recognize that different histories make different entities,
even if the DNA is the same.”

Galen straightened, his logical mind already probing the
problem’s edges. “But how do we define ‘history’ in a way
the nanites can understand? They operate on genetic code,
not memories or experiences. We can’t just tell them the
child’s story and expect them to adapt.”

Mira stopped pacing, her bioluminescence flaring briefly as
an idea took shape. “Epigenetics,” she said. “The child’s
DNA carries markers from their environment, their growth
—subtle changes etched into their genome by their life on
the planet below. Those are unique to their path, even if the
base sequence matches the relic.”

Elara seized the thread, her voice rising with hope. “Yes!
We can program the nanites to check for epigenetic
differences. If the markers don’t align, even if the DNA is
identical, they’re not the same entity.”

Galen’s brow furrowed, his caution tempering their
enthusiasm. “That could work. But we’ll need to be precise.
If the nanites misinterpret the directive, they might start
modifying DNA based on every minor epigenetic variation.
We’d risk chaos—uncontrolled mutations across the
platform.”

“We’ll set strict parameters,” Elara countered, her
leadership steadying the room. “The nanites will only act if
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both the DNA and the epigenetic profile are identical
within a narrow threshold. Anything beyond that, they
leave alone.”

Mira nodded, adding her own refinement. “And we’ll need
to clarify that inert objects like the relic don’t count as
organisms. The nanites should ignore DNA from non-living
sources unless it’s actively integrated into a living system.”

Galen’s fingers were already moving across the console,
pulling up the nanites’ core protocol. “I’ll create a test batch
first,” he said, his voice clipped with focus. “We’ll deploy it
in a simulation to ensure it works as intended before we
update the live system.”

As they worked, the oppressive tension in the medical bay
began to lift, replaced by a fragile thread of hope. The
child’s vital signs, projected on a viewscreen above the
pod, stabilized slightly, the nanites’ relentless rewriting
slowing as if sensing the ancestors’ intent. Elara remained
by the pod, her gaze fixed on the child’s pale face, willing
them to hold on.

Minutes stretched into an hour as Galen coded the update,
his precision unwavering. Mira and Elara stood by, refining
the parameters and testing edge cases. At last, Galen
initiated the simulation, and the holographic display shifted
to show a cluster of virtual nanites adapting to the new
directive. They scanned a pair of identical DNA sequences,
then cross-checked the epigenetic markers. Finding
divergence, they halted their modifications, leaving the
sequences intact.
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“It’s working,” Mira said, a rare note of relief softening her
cautious tone.

Elara exhaled, her shoulders easing. “Deploy it. All of it.”

Galen hesitated only a moment, then sent the update
cascading through the platform’s network. The live nanites
—trillions of microscopic machines humming within the
child’s cells—paused, their behavior realigning seamlessly
with the new protocol. On the display, the red markers
flagging the child’s DNA faded, their genome settling back
into equilibrium.

“We did it,” Elara breathed, her hand still pressed to the
pod’s glass. The child’s chest rose and fell more steadily
now, color creeping back into their skin. “They’ll recover.”

Galen stepped back from the console, wiping a bead of
sweat from his brow. “We got lucky. This was too close.
We should scan the archives for any other duplicate
sequences and update all our systems to prevent this from
happening again.”

Mira’s glow dimmed slightly, her thoughts turning inward.
“And perhaps it’s time we reconsider our reliance on such
rigid protocols. Life is more than code—it’s the interplay of
chance and choice, the scars of time written into us.”

Elara’s lips curved into a faint smile, her silver eyes
lingering on the child. “Yes,” she murmured. “It’s the
stories we live that make us who we are, not just the strands
that bind us.”
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The medical bay fell quiet, save for the soft hum of the pod
and the steady beep of the child’s improving vitals. Beyond
the platform, the planet turned silently below, its surface
etched with the lives of countless others—each unique,
each a testament to the truth the ancestors had fought to
preserve.
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Julie stepped into a forest clearing, her eyes falling on a
dilapidated hut that seemed to sag under the weight of time.
Smoke drifted from its crooked chimney, mingling with the
damp, herbal scent of the woods. Her pulse quickened—she
had heard whispers of an old man living beyond the
ancestors’ reach, and now she stood on the edge of his
domain, seeking answers. But as a figure shuffled out from
the hut’s shadows, her resolve faltered.

The old man was a vision of decay unlike anything Julie
had ever imagined possible. His long, white hair hung in
matted, filthy ropes, tangled with years of neglect, and his
beard spilled over his chest in a chaotic cascade. Deep
wrinkles gouged his face, turning it into a crumpled map of
time, while his skin sagged, speckled with dark age spots.
His body was crooked, bent unnaturally under the burden
of countless years, and he leaned heavily on a gnarled staff
to drag his trembling legs forward. His eyes, clouded with a
wild haze, darted beneath sagging lids. Julie’s stomach
twisted in revulsion—this was no elder of her people,
preserved in strength by the ancestors’ care. This was a
grotesque ruin, a living testament to something she couldn’t
yet name.

“Who’s there?” he rasped, his voice dry and cracked,
cutting through her nausea. “Come to stare at the
madman?”

Her instinct was to retreat, to flee the sight of his frailty and
the sour stench of his unwashed form. But Julie clenched
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her fists, forcing herself to stay. I came for the truth, she
reminded herself. Swallowing her disgust, she met his gaze.
“I’m Julie. I want to know about the ancestors.”

He sneered, baring a row of yellowed, jagged teeth.
“Ancestors? Hah! Satan’s dogs, they are. Illuminati
spawn.” He hobbled closer, his staff tapping the earth like a
drumbeat of defiance.

Julie’s skin prickled, but she steeled herself, pushing past
the revulsion that clawed at her throat. His manner was as
broken as his body—senility had unraveled his mind into a
tangle of wild thoughts—but she opened herself to his
ramblings, desperate for clarity. “What do you mean? Why
do you say that?”

“Look at me, girl!” he barked, gesturing to his wasted
frame. “This is what happens without their ‘secrets.” They
don’t save you—they steal you. Turn you into something
else.” He shuffled to a pile of junk near his hut, rummaging
with shaky hands until he unearthed a cracked stone tablet,
its surface etched with faded markings. “Here—read it! Old
relic. Talks of the Illuminati, rulers in the shadows. The
ancestors serve ‘em—or worse, Satan himself.”

Julie took the tablet, its weight grounding her as her mind
spun. His words were mad, disjointed, but one truth pierced
through the chaos: without the ancestors’ intervention,
humans aged into this frail, pitiful state. Her people never
withered like this—they were taken by the ancestors before
such decay could claim them. She studied the old man
again, his crooked body and wild eyes, and a chill settled in
her bones. This is what they spare us, she realized. But at
what cost?
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“Why do you have this?” she asked, tracing the relic’s
strange symbols. “How do you know?”

“Found it years back,” he muttered, his voice dropping to a
conspiratorial hiss. “Before they came, the Illuminati ruled.
The ancestors—they’re their remnants, keeping us blind.
I’d rather rot free than live their lie.”

Julie’s revulsion softened into a grim resolve. His senility
couldn’t erase the conviction in his tone, nor the ancient
authenticity of the relic in her hands. She tucked it into her
satchel. “I’ll find out what it means,” she said, her voice
firm despite the questions swirling in her mind. “Thank
you.”

As she turned to leave, his croaking voice followed her.
“Dig deep, girl, but watch your back—they’ll come for you
too.”

The forest swallowed her as she walked away, the tablet a
heavy secret against her side. The old man’s revolting form
and mad ravings had shaken her, but they’d also lit a fire
within. The ancestors hid something dark—perhaps tied to
Satan, the Illuminati, or a truth even stranger. Julie didn’t
know yet, but she would uncover it, no matter the cost.
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The orbital platform hung silently above the planet, its
silver hull reflecting the faint glow of stars. Within its
sterile chambers, the ancestors—hybridized cyborgs who
had cradled their children’s world for generations—
gathered around a holographic viewscreen. The image
flickered to life, revealing Julie crouched by a campfire in a
forest clearing far below. Her dark hair caught the firelight
as she traced the cracked stone tablet Tim had given her,
her brow furrowed in concentration. The platform’s sensors
tracked her every move, a quiet hum underscoring the
ancestors’ vigil.

Elara stood at the center of the chamber, her silver eyes
fixed on the screen. Her bioluminescent robes shimmered
faintly, a contrast to the tension in her voice. “She’s
persistent,” she said, her tone laced with both admiration
and unease. “Tim’s stirred her doubts, and now she’s
chasing shadows we’ve long avoided.”

Galen, his sharp features illuminated by the console’s glow,
tapped a command, zooming in on the tablet. Its
pictographs—stylized symbols etched deep into the stone—
resolved into clarity on a secondary display. “It’s the Epic
of Gilgamesh,” he confirmed, his voice steady but tinged
with curiosity. “Translated into 22nd-century pictoglyphs.
War, kings, quests—humanity’s oldest tale of struggle.”

Mira, pacing near the chamber’s edge, her bioluminescence
pulsing with thought, paused to study the image. “She’s
meditating on it now, trying to decipher it. But war... she
won’t understand. Our children know only peace.”
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Below, Julie sat cross-legged by the fire, the tablet cradled
in her lap. The forest around her was alive with night
sounds—crickets chirping, leaves rustling in the breeze—
but her focus remained on the stone. The pictographs
danced in the flickering light: a crowned figure wielding a
blade, a city aflame, a flood swallowing warriors. Her
world of abundant orchards and talking animals offered no
frame for such violence. She squinted, her mind straining to
envision men killing men, homes reduced to ash. What is
this? she wondered, her fingers trembling as they traced a
jagged symbol of a broken spear. Why would anyone fight
like this?

On the platform, Elara’s gaze softened, though her posture
remained rigid. “She’s glimpsing the past we’ve
sidestepped,” she said. “Not because we hide it, but
because it’s a burden they’re not ready for.”

Galen crossed his arms, his logical mind dissecting the
situation. “We’ve never concealed the past outright. The
relics are there—scattered, preserved. We knew they’d find
them eventually. Julie’s just the first to push this far.”

“Then why not tell them?” Mira asked, her glow flaring
briefly with frustration. “The Epic of Gilgamesh isn’t just
war—it’s loss, friendship, the search for meaning. They
could learn from it.”

Elara shook her head, her voice firm. “Because they’d ask
what came after—why we became what we are. The wars,
the collapse, the cybernetics... it’s a chain of truths that
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could unravel their trust in us. They see us as caretakers,
not remnants of a broken world.”

Galen’s eyes flicked back to the screen, where Julie’s face
twisted in confusion. “She’s struggling with it now. The
pictographs are clear to us—Gilgamesh’s rage, Enkidu’s
death, the flood’s wrath—but to her, it’s a myth beyond
imagining. She’ll keep digging.”

“And Tim’s filled her head with nonsense,” Mira added, her
tone sharp. “Satan, the Illuminati—he’s twisted the past
into madness. That relic might be Gilgamesh, but he’s spun
it into something darker.”

Elara’s lips pressed into a thin line. “Tim’s senility doesn’t
change the kernel of truth he clings to. He’s proof of what
happens without us—aging, decay, a life unshielded by our
care. Julie’s seeing that too. She’ll connect it to the tablet,
to us.”

Below, Julie muttered to herself, her voice lost to the
ancestors but her frustration plain. “War... destruction... is
this what they keep from us?” She closed her eyes, willing
the symbols to make sense, but the images clashed with her
reality—Kael the raven croaking wisdom, the fox sharing
riddles, the endless bounty of the trees. If this is the past,
why don’t they speak of it? Her meditation deepened, the
fire’s crackle a steady anchor as she sought meaning in the
chaos.

Galen adjusted the viewscreen, pulling up a detailed scan of
the tablet. “We can read it precisely,” he said, tracing the
pictoglyphs with a finger. “Gilgamesh’s battle with
Humbaba, the cedar forest razed, the gods’ wrath—it’s all
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there, a snapshot of humanity’s turmoil before we rose. But
Julie won’t see it as history. She’ll see it as a warning.”

Mira’s glow dimmed, her voice softening. “And she’s not
wrong to question. We’ve avoided the past to protect them,
but perhaps we’ve delayed too long. She’s on a path we
can’t stop.”

Elara turned from the screen, her gaze drifting to the
platform’s viewport, where the planet glowed a serene
blue-green. “We watch her closely, but we don’t intervene
—not yet. She’ll uncover what she will. The past isn’t ours
to bury forever; it’s theirs to claim.”

Galen’s brow furrowed, his pragmatism surfacing. “And if
she learns too much? If she finds the cybernetics, the wars
that birthed us? Tim’s ravings could ignite something we
can’t control.”

“Then we guide her when the time comes,” Elara replied,
her tone resolute. “But for now, she walks her own path.
The tablet’s truth will test her—war’s brutality, humanity’s
flaws. Let her wrestle with it.”

Mira stepped closer to the screen, her eyes tracing Julie’s
silhouette against the firelight. “She’s stronger than we
think. Look at her—she’s not running from it, even if she
doesn’t understand.”

On the planet, Julie opened her eyes, exhaling a shaky
breath. The pictographs remained alien, their tale of
violence a riddle she couldn’t solve. But Tim’s croaking
voice—reminiscent of a mad enchanter she’d once
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imagined—echoed in her mind: “They’re not what they
seem.” She clutched the tablet tighter, its weight a promise
of answers yet to come.

The ancestors fell silent, the chamber’s hum a steady
backdrop to their thoughts. They weren’t hiding the past,
not truly—just avoiding its heavy shadow, trusting time to
unveil it gently. Julie’s journey, sparked by Tim’s relic and
fueled by her doubt, was a tide they couldn’t turn back. The
Epic of Gilgamesh, etched in 22nd-century pictoglyphs,
was merely the first wave. As they watched her camp
flicker below, a question lingered unspoken: how much
would she uncover before they had to act?
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The forest clearing cradled Julie as night deepened, the
fire’s embers glowing faintly beside her. The tablet from
Tim rested in her lap, its pictoglyphs etched into her mind
—symbols of war she couldn’t fathom. Exhaustion pulled
at her, and as she closed her eyes, sleep claimed her,
dragging her into a dream unlike any she’d known. It was
no gentle reverie but a revelation, sharp and overwhelming,
unfurling the past before her.

She stood on a cracked plain, the air thick with the stench
of blood and smoke. Warriors clashed in a chaos of steel,
their screams piercing the sky as blades met flesh. Towers
of stone loomed, then crumbled under fiery assaults, their
ruins swallowed by dust. Julie’s heart pounded as the scene
shifted—panicked mothers clutched wailing children,
fleeing thousand-foot waves that roared across the land, a
flood of nature’s wrath drowning all in its path. She saw
fields torn apart for farming, animals slaughtered in heaps,
their blood staining the earth. Castles rose, only to fall,
replaced by skyscrapers that pierced the clouds, their glass
shattering under unseen forces. The horrors cascaded—war,
loss, desperation—until the dream released her, leaving her

gasping.

Julie jolted awake, the forest’s stillness a stark contrast to
the chaos she’d witnessed. Her hands trembled as she
touched the tablet, its pictoglyphs now alive with meaning.
This is what they fought for? she thought, her mind reeling.
This is what Tim meant? The ancestors had shielded her
people from such a world, but why? The dream’s violence
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lingered, a shadow she couldn’t shake, and with it came a
primal urge—to protect herself, to understand.

She stumbled to her feet, her breath ragged, and scanned
the clearing. A rock caught her eye, its edge jagged but
workable. With trembling hands, she knelt by the fire,
striking it against another stone until it sharpened into a
crude blade. She found a sturdy branch, lashed the rock to
it with vine, and held it aloft—a spear, born of instinct and
the dream’s echoes. Its weight felt foreign, dangerous, yet
necessary.

The forest stirred as Julie ventured deeper, the spear
clutched tight. The trees thinned, and a low growl rumbled
through the underbrush. She froze as a bear lumbered into
view—a rare beast, one of the few that shunned humans
and animals alike, its isolation rendering it mute. Its fur was
matted, its teeth bared in a snarl, claws glinting as it reared
up. Unlike Kael the raven or the talking fox, this creature
offered no words, only threat.

Julie’s pulse surged, the dream’s horrors flashing before her
—uviolence, survival, the clash of life against life. The bear
lunged, and instinct overtook her. She thrust the spear
forward, its sharpened tip sinking into the beast’s chest. A
guttural roar erupted, then faded as the bear collapsed, its
blood pooling on the moss. Julie staggered back, the spear
slipping from her hands, her breath hitching in horror. I
killed it, she thought, staring at the lifeless form. I became
them—the warriors, the destroyers.

Tears stung her eyes as she sank to her knees, the bear’s
empty gaze accusing her. The dream’s chaos had seeped
into her reality, and she hated it—hated the spear, the
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violence, herself. Questions burned through her guilt: Why
did I do this? What are the ancestors hiding that made this
possible? She couldn’t stay here, not with the bear’s blood
on her hands and the tablet’s truth in her heart. She had to
know.

Julie fled the forest, the spear abandoned beside the bear’s
corpse. Her legs carried her back to her village, the familiar
orchards and huts a blur through her tears. She burst into
the central square, her voice raw as she shouted to the sky,
“Ancestors! I summon you! I need answers—now!”

The villagers froze, their faces a mix of shock and fear.
Children clutched their parents, weavers dropped their
looms, and whispers spread like wildfire. Julie stood
trembling, her satchel heavy with the tablet, her mind a
storm of guilt and revelation. Above, the sky shimmered as
a sleek ship descended, its hull gleaming in the morning
light. The ancestors had heard her call.

Two figures emerged, their shimmering robes and silver
eyes as familiar as they were alien. The lead ancestor
stepped forward, their voice smooth and calm. “Julie, child
of the Earth, what troubles you?”

She thrust the tablet toward them, her hands shaking.
“This! War, death, floods—I saw it in a dream. And I... I
killed a bear. Why didn’t you tell us? What are you keeping
from us?”

The villagers gasped, but the ancestors remained still, their
expressions unreadable. The lead figure took the tablet,
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their gaze flickering over its pictoglyphs. “You’ve seen
much,” they said softly. “Come with us, Julie. We will
speak.”

Julie’s heart pounded, torn between fear and the burning
need for truth. She nodded, stepping forward as the ship’s
ramp extended, her village fading behind her. The bear’s
blood, the dream’s horrors, and Tim’s warnings drove her
onward—she would face the ancestors and demand the
answers they’d withheld for too long.
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The ascent to the orbital platform stretched into an eternity,
the hum of the ancestors’ ship a low, relentless drone that
filled Julie’s ears. She sat rigid on a smooth bench, her
hands clasped tight around the tablet from Tim, its weight a
tether to the world she’d left below. The ramp had closed
behind her with a soft hiss, sealing her inside this strange
vessel of light and steel, and now the forest, the village, the
bear’s blood—all of it—felt impossibly distant. Her mind
churned, each thought a slow, heavy wave crashing against
the shores of her resolve.

She had summoned them, demanded answers, but what had
she done? Her original questions—What are they hiding?
Why do they take our sick?—had driven her beyond the
orchard’s edge, into Tim’s wild tales and the tablet’s cryptic
war. But now, new shadows loomed. The bear’s lifeless
eyes haunted her, its death a stain on her hands she couldn’t
wash away. I killed it, she thought, her breath shallow. I
became what I saw in the dream—violent, destructive. The
spear’s weight lingered in her memory, a tool she’d crafted
in fear, used in panic. And then there was the summons—
her voice ringing out in the village square, bold and
desperate. The ancestors had come, as they always did, but
this time they’d taken her. Will I return? The question
gnawed at her, growing louder with each passing moment.
Those taken never came back—Tim had said it, the villages
had whispered it. What if this was her fate?

The ship shuddered faintly, docking with a soft clang, and
the ramp lowered into a chamber of gleaming white walls

Page 35



ANOTHER AWAKENING

and ambient light. Julie rose, her legs unsteady, and
followed the ancestors—two figures in shimmering robes,
their silver eyes calm yet inscrutable. The air here was cool,
sterile, tasting faintly of metal, and the silence pressed
against her ears. She trailed them through corridors that
curved endlessly, her footsteps echoing, her thoughts
spiraling. They’ll explain now, she told herself, clinging to
the hope that answers would quiet the storm within. But the
fear lingered—what if the truth was worse than the
questions?

The chamber they led her to was vast, its ceiling lost in a
haze of light. A circular table dominated the center,
surrounded by ancestors whose presence filled the space
with quiet authority. Elara, the leader from her village
visits, gestured for Julie to sit. Her voice, smooth as water
over stone, broke the stillness. “You’ve seen much, Julie,
and asked more. We’ll tell you what we know of Earth’s
past.”

Julie settled onto a cushioned seat, the tablet resting on the
table before her. She nodded, her throat tight, and waited as
Elara began. “Your dream, your tablet—they speak of a
time long gone, a history we’ve let fade into myth. Our
records stretch back to Babylon—a city of towers and
rivers, where humans first forged order from chaos. Before
that, the past is a shroud we cannot pierce. Prehistory is lost
to us, veiled in mystery and misunderstanding.”

Galen, his sharp features softened by the chamber’s glow,
leaned forward. “What you saw—war, floods, slaughter—
it’s real, but fragmented. The Epic of Gilgamesh is one tale
among many, a glimpse of humanity’s struggles. They
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fought, they built, they fell. Nature raged against them, and
they raged back. Farming tamed the wild, castles rose and
crumbled, skyscrapers reached the heavens only to
collapse. It’s a cycle of creation and ruin.”

Julie’s mind drifted back to the dream—the panicked
mothers, the towering waves, the blood-soaked fields.
“Why?” she asked, her voice barely above a whisper. “Why
did they fight?”

Mira, her bioluminescence pulsing faintly, answered. “For
power, for survival, for meaning. They were us, once—
before we became what we are. But their past is a shadow
we’ve spared you, a burden we carry so you need not.”

Julie’s gaze flicked between them, her thoughts slow and
deliberate. “And before Babylon? What then?”

Elara’s expression tightened, a flicker of something
unreadable crossing her face. “We don’t know. Our history
begins there—everything earlier is dust and whispers. We
have an oracle, I-will B, a being of light who guides us. But
even I-will B will not speak of prehistory.”

A faint glow pulsed at the chamber’s edge, and Julie turned
to see it—a radiant entity, its form shifting like liquid
starlight. I-will B hovered silently, its presence both
comforting and aloof. She waited, hoping it might speak,
but it remained mute, its light steady and unyielding.
Disappointment tugged at her, but she pressed on. “Then
what are you? Why do you take us?”
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Elara hesitated, then nodded to Galen. He rose, retrieving a
thick, bound object from a shelf—a book, its cover worn
but intact. “This is the Bible,” he said, placing it before her.
“Another relic of Earth’s past, from after Babylon. It’s not
all history—much is myth, parable—but it shaped us. We’ll
teach you to read it, to understand where we came from.”

Julie stared at the book, its leather cover cool under her
fingertips. “Read it?” she echoed, the word unfamiliar. Her
people sang stories, wove them into memory—they didn’t
decipher marks on pages.

Mira smiled faintly. “Yes. It’s a skill lost to your villages,
but not to us. The Bible speaks of wars, floods, a god’s
wrath—echoes of what you dreamed. It will help you see.”

Time stretched as Julie sat with the ancestors, the
chamber’s light unchanging. Elara opened the book,
revealing pages filled with dense, angular script. “This is
Genesis,” she said, pointing to the first lines. “It begins
with creation—a world from nothing. We’ll start here.”

Julie leaned closer, her original questions—What do they
hide? Why the secrecy?—mingling with newer ones: Will I
ever go home? Am I one of the taken now? The bear’s
death weighed heavy, a guilt she couldn’t voice, and the
thought of never returning gnawed at her. Yet the ancestors’
calm certainty pulled her in. She traced the strange letters
with her finger, listening as Elara sounded them out—“In
the beginning...”—her voice a lifeline through the haze of
her thoughts.

Hours bled together, the lesson unfolding slowly. Julie’s
mind wandered between the words—creation, flood, exile

Page 38



ANOTHER AWAKENING

—and her own journey. The ancestors spoke of Earth’s past
with a clarity that grounded her, yet the mystery of pre-
Babylon lingered, an unanswered ache. I-will B’s silence
was a wall she couldn’t breach, and the Bible’s tales,
though strange, felt like threads tying her to the tablet’s
war-torn visions.

As Elara paused, closing the book for the day, Julie looked
up, her voice tentative. “Will I... stay here?”

Elara met her gaze, her silver eyes softening. “For now, you
learn. What comes after depends on what you seek.”

Julie nodded, the weight of her thoughts settling into a
quiet resolve. She was absorbed in them—the past, the
bear, her uncertain future—yet the ancestors’ offer of
knowledge held her steady. The Bible lay before her, a new
relic to unravel, and though her heart ached for home, she
knew she couldn’t turn back—not yet.
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The orbital platform’s chamber glowed with a soft,
unchanging light, its sterile air a sharp contrast to the earthy
warmth Julie had left behind. She sat at the circular table,
the Bible open before her, its pages dense with unfamiliar
words. Her lessons had stretched across days—Genesis
blurring into tales of floods and exile—but her mind
churned with more than scripture. The ancestors’
revelations of Earth’s past lingered, a tapestry of war and
ruin she couldn’t reconcile with her world of harmony.
Today, as Elara traced a verse about Cain and Abel, Julie’s
thoughts snagged on a single, jagged idea.

“Competition,” she said abruptly, the word clumsy on her
tongue. “The brothers fought—killed—over something.
Why? We don’t fight for fruit or land. There’s enough for
all.”

Elara paused, her silver eyes meeting Julie’s with a flicker
of understanding. She closed the Bible gently, resting her
hands on its worn cover. “You’re right, Julie. Your world
knows no competition because we’ve tamed nature—made
it abundant, predictable. But Earth wasn’t always so0.”

Julie leaned forward, her brow furrowing. “Tamed it?
How?”

Galen, seated across the table, spoke up, his sharp voice
cutting through the stillness. “With I-will B’s guidance.
Long ago, nature was wild—cruel. Scarcity ruled. Bare
survival was an endless struggle. Storms destroyed crops,
rivers dried, animals starved. Humans lived on the edge,
clawing for every scrap.”
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Mira, her bioluminescence pulsing faintly, joined in, her
tone softer but no less weighty. “They formed tribes to
cooperate—families sharing food, shelter, knowledge. It
worked, for a time. But then tribes met other tribes, and
scarcity turned cooperation into competition. They fought
for hunting grounds, water, safety.”

Julie’s mind reeled, the dream’s images flashing back—
warriors clashing, mothers fleeing floods. “Fought... why
not share?”

Elara’s lips curved into a faint, bittersweet smile. “Because
there wasn’t enough. Not then. One tribe’s gain was
another’s loss. Tribes grew into nations, and nations fought
too—over land, power, ideas. It was a cycle, endless and
brutal.”

Galen gestured to the platform’s walls, his hand sweeping
toward the unseen machinery. “That struggle birthed
science, technology—tools to understand and conquer
nature. They sought answers: why the rains failed, why the
earth shook. From that came cities, ships, eventually us. We
harnessed nature, with I-will B’s wisdom, so you’d never
know scarcity.”

Julie’s gaze drifted to I-will B, hovering at the chamber’s
edge—a radiant entity of shifting light, its presence both
comforting and enigmatic. “I-will B did this?” she asked,
her voice small. “Made our world... perfect?”

Mira nodded. “It guided us—showed us how to coax the
trees to bear fruit year-round, how to calm the animals, how
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to make the land yield without breaking it. Competition
faded because we ended the need for it.”

Julie sat back, her hands curling into fists on the table. The
concept gnawed at her—competition, a force so foreign it
felt like a myth, yet it had shaped the ancestors, the Bible,
the tablet’s wars. Her village shared everything—bread
broken at every table, laughter echoing through the
orchards. But the bear’s death surged into her thoughts, its
blood a stark reminder of her own violence. Was that
competition? she wondered. Me against it, fighting to live?
The idea sickened her, clashing with the peace she’d
always known.

She looked up, her voice steady despite the turmoil within.
“If you tamed nature, if I-will B knows so much, why did
humans start fighting in the first place? What made them
choose competition over peace?”

The ancestors exchanged glances, a rare ripple of
uncertainty passing between them. Elara’s silver eyes
dimmed slightly, her hands tightening on the Bible. “We...
don’t know,” she admitted, her tone measured. “Our history
begins in Babylon—tribes were already clashing then.
Before that, prehistory is a void. Why they turned from
harmony to strife, we can’t say.”

Galen frowned, his pragmatism faltering. “It might have
been nature’s chaos—hunger, fear, pushing them apart. Or
something deeper, lost to time. We’ve asked I-will B, but it
stays silent.”
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Julie turned to the glowing entity, her frustration bubbling
over. “I-will B, why? Why did they fight when they could
have shared?”

The light pulsed, brighter for a moment, and a harmonic
voice filled the chamber—calm, resonant, yet elusive. “If I
tell you what you will do, you could only do it because I
told you. You must live the why.”

The words hung in the air, cryptic and unsatisfying. Julie’s
shoulders slumped, her mind grasping for meaning. Live
the why? It was no answer—it was a riddle, a deflection.
She stared at I-will B, its radiance unyielding, and felt the
weight of her question unanswered. The ancestors watched
her, their expressions a mix of sympathy and restraint.

Elara broke the silence, sliding the Bible closer to Julie.
“We can’t give you that truth, but we can show you more of
what came after. Let’s read—Exodus now. It’s about
struggle, survival, a people seeking freedom.”

Julie nodded slowly, her fingers brushing the book’s pages.
Competition, scarcity, tribes—these were threads of a past
she couldn’t fully grasp, tied to a question even I-will B
wouldn’t unravel. The bear’s death lingered, a personal
echo of that ancient strife, and she wondered if her own
actions were part of some buried instinct. As Elara began
—“And the Lord said to Moses...”—1Julie listened, but her
thoughts drifted, caught between the ancestors’ tamed
world and the untamed why she’d have to find herself.
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Chapter 10:_ The Example Of Unity

The orbital platform’s chamber hummed with its ceaseless
rhythm, a backdrop to Julie’s growing unease. She sat at the
circular table, the Bible open before her, its pages worn
from days of study. Elara’s voice guided her through
Exodus—the Hebrews wandering, grumbling, defying their
God despite miracles of plagues and parted seas. Julie’s
fingers traced the script, her mind snagging on a persistent
thread woven through every tale. She set the book down,
her voice cutting through the lesson’s steady flow.

“These stories,” she said, her tone sharp with realization,
“they’re all about the Hebrews disobeying their God. He
led them, gave them everything—food from the sky, water
from rocks—yet they turned away. Why didn’t they just
listen? A people should naturally follow their leader.”

Elara paused, her silver eyes meeting Julie’s with a flicker
of recognition. She leaned back, her bioluminescent robes
shimmering faintly. “A fair question,” she said, her voice
calm but weighted. “Some did listen—faithful ones who
trusted the path laid before them. But most didn’t.”

Galen, his sharp features softened by the chamber’s glow,
picked up the thread. “It’s human nature, Julie. They
followed their ego instead—putting themselves, their
families, their wants above the group. Cooperation broke
under the weight of self. It wasn’t new—just more of the
same, a flaw as old as the tribes we told you of.”

Julie frowned, her thoughts circling back to her village—its
harmony, its shared bounty. “But why? If they’d worked
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together, like we do, they’d have had enough. Ego... it’s so
small compared to a leader’s promise.”

Mira, her bioluminescence pulsing with quiet intensity,
leaned forward. “Because scarcity bred fear, and fear fed
ego. Even when their God provided, they doubted—
hoarded, rebelled, chased their own desires. It’s a cycle:
tribes cooperated within, but competed without. Nations
rose, fell, and the Hebrews were no different. Yet this one
tribe endured beyond all others.”

Julie’s gaze drifted to the Bible, her fingers brushing its
pages. “Endured... why them? What made them special?”

Elara exchanged a glance with Galen and Mira, a silent
agreement passing between them. “Let’s skip ahead,” she
said, flipping the book forward, past columns of text to a
new section. “To the why—the one who changed it all.
Jesus.”

Julie tilted her head, the name unfamiliar but resonant.
“Jesus?”

Galen nodded, his voice steady. “A leader unlike any
before. He came from the Hebrews, but he didn’t just lead
them—he adopted all nations under his banner. Tribes,
nations, strangers—he called them all his people.”

Mira’s glow brightened, her tone reverent. “And he proved
he loved them by sacrificing himself. Not for power, not for
ego, but to unite them. He died—gave his life—so they
could see what cooperation truly means. An example, not
just words.”
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Julie’s breath caught, the weight of it sinking in. She
thought of the bear—her spear piercing its chest, her own
ego flaring in that moment of fear. Then the dream—
warriors clashing, mothers fleeing, all driven by self over
others. “He... died for them?” she asked, her wvoice
trembling. “To stop the fighting?”

Elara’s silver eyes softened. “To show them another way.
The Hebrews disobeyed because ego blinded them, as it did
all humans. Jesus broke that cycle—not with force, but
with love. He united what competition had torn apart.”

Julie sat back, her mind a storm of images—the tablet’s
wars, the Bible’s rebellions, her village’s peace. “Love,”
she murmured, testing the word. It felt vast, heavier than
the fruit-laden trees she’d grown among. “But did it work?
Did they stop?”

Galen’s expression tightened, a shadow crossing his face.
“Some did. His followers spread his example, built
communities around it. But ego lingered—nations rose
again, fought again. It’s why we’re here, why we tamed
nature. To end that struggle for you.”

Mira added, her voice gentle, “He gave them a choice,
Julie. A path to unity. Not all took it, but enough did to
carry his story forward—through wars, through collapse, to
us.”

Julie’s fingers tightened on the Bible, her thoughts drifting
to I-will B, silent at the chamber’s edge. The radiant entity
pulsed faintly, its presence a constant enigma. She wanted
to ask more—Why didn’t they all follow him?—but Elara’s
words echoed: a choice. Her village had no scarcity, no
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competition, because the ancestors had erased the need. Yet
Jesus had offered unity without erasing anything—just his
life, freely given.

She looked up, her voice steady despite the questions
swirling within. “If he showed them how to unite, why do
you still take our sick? Why not let us live his way down
there?”

The ancestors stilled, their certainty faltering. Elara opened
her mouth, then closed it, glancing at I-will B. The entity
flared brighter, its harmonic voice filling the chamber. “If I
tell you what you will do, you could only do it because I
told you. You must live the why.”

Julie’s shoulders slumped, the familiar riddle settling over
her like a fog. The ancestors exchanged uneasy looks, their
silence admitting their limits. “We don’t know all the
whys,” Elara said at last. “We preserve you, guide you,
because it’s what we’ve learned. Jesus’s example shaped
us, but the past—its full truth—eludes us still.”

Julie nodded slowly, her gaze returning to the Bible. The
Hebrews’ disobedience, Jesus’s sacrifice—it was little new,
just more of the same human struggle, yet this one tribe’s
story had outlasted the rest. She traced the page—“For God
so loved the world...”—and felt a quiet resolve take root.
The ancestors had tamed nature, but Jesus had tamed
something deeper, offering a unity she’d only begun to
grasp. Her questions remained, but for now, she’d learn his
story, seeking the why she’d have to live herself.
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The orbital platform’s chamber glowed with its usual
serenity, but an undercurrent of tension simmered as Julie
sat at the table, the Bible open before her. The ancestors’
voices—Elara’s steady lessons, Galen’s sharp clarifications,
Mira’s gentle insights—faded into a distant hum. Julie’s
fingers lingered on the page, tracing “For God so loved the
world...”, her mind heavy with questions about
competition, sacrifice, and the ancestors’ silence.
Exhaustion crept in, her eyelids drooping, and before she
could resist, a wave of darkness pulled her under.

She slumped forward, the Bible slipping from her grasp
with a soft thud. Elara lunged to catch her, her silver eyes
widening. “Julie!” she called, her voice sharp with alarm.
Galen was at her side in an instant, his hands scanning her
vitals with a handheld device. “She’s breathing, but she’s
not responding,” he said, his tone clipped. “A coma—deep,
sudden.”

Mira’s bioluminescence flared, her gaze darting to I-will B
at the chamber’s edge. “Is this your doing?” she demanded,
but the radiant entity pulsed silently, offering no answer.
The ancestors moved Julie to a cushioned pod, its sensors
humming to life as they monitored her. Days stretched—
two, then three—her stillness unbroken, her face serene yet
unreachable. Elara paced, her calm fracturing. “She was
asking too much, pushing too far. What’s happening to
her?”

Galen’s pragmatism held firm, though his voice betrayed
worry. “Her vitals are stable, but her brain activity—it’s off
the charts. She’s dreaming, deeply.” I-will B hovered
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nearby, its light steady but unyielding, a mute witness to
their growing unease.

In the dream, Julie stood on a boundless plain, the sky
above a swirl of gold and blue. The air was warm, alive
with a scent she couldn’t name—something pure, like rain
on fresh leaves. Before her stood a figure, simple yet
radiant, his robes plain, his eyes deep with a quiet knowing.
She knew him instantly, though she’d never seen him.
“Jesus?” she whispered, her voice trembling.

He smiled, a warmth that eased the storm within her. “Yes,
Julie. You’ve called, and I’ve come.”

Her questions poured out, raw and urgent. “Why did they
fight? Why the scarcity, the competition? Why didn’t they
follow you? And the ancestors—what are they hiding?
What am I supposed to do?”

Jesus stepped closer, his presence a steady anchor. “You’ve
seen the past—war, floods, ego tearing them apart. Scarcity
was no accident. It was so humans would compete, yes, but
to learn. They had to struggle, to push against the world, to
grow quickly.”

Julie frowned, the bear’s blood flashing in her mind.
“Grow? Through violence?”

“Not the goal, but the path,” he said, his voice gentle but
firm. “Competition drove them to understand—fire, tools,
words. It built tribes, then nations, then science. At the
center of time, it birthed the first hyperspace transceiver—
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the bridge across stars. Then Al, robots, all to connect
them. So they could grow together.”

Her breath caught, the tablet’s wars and the ancestors’
tamed nature snapping into focus. “Together? But they kept
fighting—even after you.”

His eyes softened with sorrow. “Some followed me, saw
the unity I offered. Others clung to ego, to fear. I gave them
an example—my life for theirs—to show love could heal
what competition broke. It wasn’t enough for all, but it
planted a seed. The ancestors carry that seed, shielding you
from the past’s pain.”

Julie’s hands clenched, her voice rising. “Then why take
our sick? Why not let us live your way?”

“They preserve you,” he replied, “in their way. They fear
the past repeating—scarcity, strife. They don’t hide it from
malice, but from love, flawed as it is. Your world is their
gift, but it’s incomplete.”

She stared at him, the weight of his words settling over her.
“And me? Why am [ here, seeing this?”

Jesus placed a hand on her shoulder, its touch light yet
profound. “Your purpose, Julie, is to bridge the innocence
of your present with understanding the violence of the past.
You’ll extend the future—not by erasing what was, but by
weaving it into what can be. The ancestors tamed nature,
but you’ll tame their silence. Show them, show your
people, that knowing the why makes you stronger.”
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Her heart pounded, the dream’s clarity piercing her doubts.
“How? I killed the bear—I’m no better than them.”

“You acted from fear,” he said, “but you felt its weight.
That’s your strength—to see, to question, to choose. The
past taught them to build; you’ll teach them to heal.”

The plain shimmered, fading at the edges, and Julie felt the
pull of waking. “Wait—I don’t know enough!” she cried,
but his smile held her steady.

“You’ll live it,” he said, his voice echoing as the dream
dissolved. “That’s the why.”

On the fourth day, Julie’s eyes fluttered open, the pod’s
hum greeting her return. Elara loomed over her, relief
flooding her silver gaze. “You’re back,” she breathed, her
hand gripping Julie’s. Galen and Mira hovered nearby, their
tension easing as the pod’s sensors stabilized.

Julie sat up slowly, her body heavy but her mind ablaze.
The dream clung to her—Jesus’s voice, his answers, her
purpose. Bridge the innocence and the violence, she
thought, the words a beacon through her lingering guilt. “I
saw him,” she said, her voice hoarse. “Jesus. He told me
everything.”

The ancestors froze, their eyes darting to I-will B, its light
pulsing faintly. Elara’s tone was cautious. “What did he
say?”

Julie met her gaze, her resolve firm. “That scarcity made
them compete to learn—to build the transceiver, the Al, us.
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That my purpose is to understand the past, not hide from it,
and extend the future. Together.”

Mira’s bioluminescence flared, her voice soft with awe. “A
prophetic dream... a coma for days. This is beyond us.”

Galen frowned, pragmatic as ever. “And the sick? Did he
speak of that?”

“He said you preserve us out of love,” Julie replied, “but
it’s not enough. I’'m meant to bridge it—show you, show
everyone.”

Elara glanced at I-will B, then back to Julie, her expression
unreadable. “You’ve been given much. What will you do?”

Julie’s hands tightened, the dream’s clarity fueling her. “I’1l
learn more—then go back. They need to know too.”

The ancestors nodded, their worry giving way to a quiet
acceptance. I-will B pulsed once, a silent affirmation, and
Julie felt the weight of her purpose settle in—a bridge
between worlds, past and future, innocence and truth.
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The orbital platform buzzed with purpose, its sterile
chambers now a crucible for Julie’s vision. Days after her
prophetic coma, she stood beside Elara, Galen, and Mira,
her resolve forged by Jesus’s words—to bridge innocence
and violence, past and future. The ancestors had agreed to
help, their technology a tool to extend her purpose. Before
them lay a holographic console, its projections swirling
with data: the sick child’s dual-helix DNA, recovered from
the nanite crisis, and the relic’s identical sequence from
Tim’s tablet. Julie’s idea was bold—nanites that could
clone memories, uniting her people in shared
understanding.

“We’ll start with the child,” Julie said, her voice steady
despite the weight of her plan. “Clone their memories,
preserve their essence. Then build a team—ten thousand,
acting as one.”

Elara’s silver eyes flickered with caution. “Memory
cloning... it’s uncharted. Our nanites repair, not replicate
minds.”

Galen, ever pragmatic, tapped the console, aligning the
DNA samples. “It’s feasible. Compare the child’s DNA to
the relic’s—identical, yes, but the child’s has epigenetic
markers, a lived history. We extrapolate an empty brain
from the relic’s blank slate, then imprint the child’s
memories onto it.”

Mira’s bioluminescence pulsed thoughtfully. “A single
organism of ten thousand... each modifying the next. But
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the normal nanites—they’ll see duplicates and rewrite
them.”

Julie nodded, recalling the earlier crisis. “Then we shield
the new nanites—program them to ignore duplication
protocols. They’ll work separately, unseen by the others.”

The ancestors set to work, their cybernetic precision a blur.
Galen isolated a batch of nanites, encasing them in a digital
shield—a firewall to block the platform’s standard systems.
Elara and Mira coded their new directive: extract memory
engrams from the child’s brain, map them onto a cloned
neural framework derived from the relic’s DNA. Julie
watched, her hands clasped tight, the dream’s mandate
echoing—extend the future.

Days bled into nights, the platform’s hum a constant
companion. The child—pale, fragile—lay in a pod, their
recovery from the nanite attack incomplete. The new
nanites swarmed, invisible threads weaving through their
mind, pulling memories: laughter in the orchards, the fox’s
riddles, a mother’s lullaby. From the relic’s DNA, a blank
brain emerged in a bio-tank, its neurons a clean canvas. The
nanites bridged the gap, imprinting the child’s past onto this
new vessel.

The tank hissed open, revealing a figure identical to the
child, their eyes fluttering awake. Julie held her breath as
Elara approached, her voice soft. “Who are you?”

“I... I’'m me,” the clone said, their voice a perfect echo.
“The orchard... the fox... I remember.”
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Galen’s sharp gaze softened. “It worked. The memories are
intact.”

Julie stepped closer, awe mingling with unease. “Teach
them,” she said. “Make them an ancestor—show them the
automations, the platform. I’ll learn too.”

The child—now two, yet one—followed Elara through the
corridors, their small hands mastering controls Julie had
only glimpsed. “Speak, and it listens,” Elara instructed,
demonstrating as a wall panel adjusted light at her
command. Julie mirrored them, her voice tentative
—“Dim”—and the chamber obeyed, her wonder growing.
The clone adapted quickly, their innocence blending with
the ancestors’ knowledge, a bridge forming in real time.

Next, Julie offered herself. “Train the nanites on me,” she
said, lying in the pod as the shielded swarm entered her
mind. Her memories—Tim’s wild rants, the bear’s death,
Jesus’s voice—flowed into another blank brain, cloned
from her DNA. A second Julie emerged, her eyes meeting
the original’s with a shared spark. “I saw him too,” the
clone whispered, and Julie shivered, the dream’s weight
doubling.

Galen’s voice broke the triumph, his tone grim. “The
original minds... they’ll fade. The nanites overwrite them
to imprint the new. It’1l kill the old consciousness.”

Mira’s glow dimmed, her voice heavy. “We can’t permit
this, not without consent.”
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Elara gripped Julie’s shoulder, her silver eyes firm. “Only
volunteers, rare and willing, can undergo it.”

Julie nodded, guilt surging—the bear’s blood, now this.
“Shield the originals,” she said. “The nanites can clone
without erasing. We’ll find a way.”

[-will B pulsed at the chamber’s edge, its light a silent
witness. Julie met its glow, her resolve hardening. “We’ll
grow together,” she vowed, “but not at this cost.” The
ancestors nodded, their technology bending to her will, the
bridge taking shape—one memory, one life, at a time.

Page 56



ANOTHER AWAKENING

The orbital platform’s chamber thrummed with a quiet
finality as the ancestors sealed the memory-cloning nanites
into a crystalline archive. Julie watched, her hands clasped
tight, as Galen locked the shimmering vial into a vault, its
contents glowing faintly—a promise paused, not
abandoned. “They’re safe here,” he said, his sharp voice
softened by the moment. “Until we perfect them, no
overwriting, no loss.”

Elara’s silver eyes met Julie’s, her tone firm yet warm.
“You’ve done enough, Julie. Return to your people—teach
them what you’ve learned.”

Julie nodded, the weight of her purpose—Jesus’s mandate
to bridge innocence and competition—settling over her.
Her clone stood nearby, a mirror of her resolve, but she
chose to go alone, the tablet and Bible tucked into her
satchel. “T’ll try,” she said, her voice steady despite the
uncertainty ahead. The ship hummed to life, carrying her
back to the planet below, the forest and village rising to
meet her like a memory made real.

The village square buzzed with familiar sounds—children
laughing, weavers at their looms—but Julie felt a stranger
among them. She stood on a low platform, her people
gathered, their faces open yet uncomprehending. Kael the
raven perched on her shoulder, his gravelly voice a quiet
encouragement. “Speak, child. They’ll hear.”

Julie took a breath, her words deliberate. “I’ve been to the
stars, seen the ancestors’ truth. Our peace comes from their

Page 57



ANOTHER AWAKENING

work—taming nature, ending scarcity. But the past... it was
different. Humans fought, competed, because there wasn’t
enough. Wars raged—blood, fire, floods. They learned
from it, built science, machines, us.”

Murmurs rippled through the crowd, confusion etching
their features. A woman, her hands stained with dye,
frowned. “Fought? Why not share?”

“They couldn’t,” Julie pressed, her voice rising. “Scarcity
made them selfish—tribes against tribes, nations against
nations. But one, Jesus, showed another way—Ilove, unity.
He died for it, and the ancestors built this world from that
example.”

A man stepped forward, his brow furrowed. “Died? You
killed the bear—did you learn that too?”

Julie flinched, guilt surging. “Yes... no. I acted from fear,
like them. But I saw him—Jesus—in a dream. He said I’'m
to bridge our innocence with their past, so we grow
together.”

The crowd stirred, unease growing. “Machines? Blood?” a
youth muttered. “That’s not us.” Their minds, shaped by
endless bounty and harmony, recoiled from her words—
foreign, jagged concepts clashing with their reality. Julie
pushed on, her voice straining. “They made nanites—tiny
helpers—to clone memories, share understanding. I tried to
bring it here, but it’s hard. We can be more, know more—"

“Enough!” an elder shouted, his face twisting with fear.
“You speak of killing, machines in our heads—madness!
You’ve been tainted!” The crowd surged, their trust
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fracturing into panic. Julie stumbled back, Kael croaking in
alarm, but hands seized her—rough, desperate. A stone
flew, then another, striking her chest, her head. Pain flared,
then darkness swallowed her, her last thought a plea—They
don’t understand.

On the platform, the ancestors watched in horror, the
viewscreen flickering with the village’s chaos. Elara’s
silver eyes widened as Julie fell, blood pooling beneath her.
“No!” she cried, her calm shattering. Galen lunged for the
console, his voice urgent. “The nanites—activate them
now!”

Mira’s bioluminescence flared, her hands trembling as she
unlocked the archive. “Her clone’s here—use it!” The
shielded nanites swarmed, pulling Julie’s memories from
her clone’s mind—Tim’s rants, the bear, Jesus’s voice—
mapping them onto a new body cloned from her DNA. The
bio-tank hummed, its work swift, precise.

Hours later, Julie gasped awake, her eyes snapping open in
the tank. She stumbled out, Elara catching her, her voice
choked with relief. “You’re back.”

Julie touched her head, the memory of stones fading into a
distant echo. “Back?” she whispered, then steadied. “But
I’m still here.”

Galen’s sharp gaze softened. “The nanites worked—cloned
your consciousness, not just memories. We shielded them,
preserved you. They killed you, like you did the bear only
unprevoked.”
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Mira stepped closer, awe in her voice. “This changes
everything. If consciousness can transfer like a message...”

Julie’s resolve flared, her purpose reborn. “It can. They
didn’t understand—couldn’t—but this will show them. No
death, just growth.” She turned to the viewscreen, her
village a distant speck. “Send me back again. They’ll see.”

Elara nodded, her silver eyes gleaming with pride. “A new
era—consciousness as fluid as words. You’ll lead it.”

[-will B pulsed at the chamber’s edge, its light brighter, a
silent affirmation. Julie stood tall, her death a bridge
crossed, her resurrection a promise granted. The platform
hummed with possibility, the future unfolding—one mind,
one message, at a time.

She tried again.
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The ancestors’ ship descended silently, its silver hull
gleaming in the midday sun as it touched down at the edge
of Julie’s village. The ramp lowered with a soft hiss, and
Julie stepped out, her bare feet sinking into the familiar
grass. Her heart pounded, not from fear, but from the
weight of what she carried—her purpose reborn, her
consciousness a message etched into a new body. Above,
the orbital platform watched, its presence a quiet assurance.
Below, the village lay still, an eerie hush blanketing the
orchards and huts.

She walked toward the central square, her satchel slung
over her shoulder, the tablet and Bible within. The air
thickened with the scent of fruit and earth, but a sharper
note cut through—iron, decay. As she rounded the last hut,
she saw it: her own body, crumpled where she’d fallen,
blood staining the ground beneath a scatter of stones. Her
breath caught, the sight jarring even with the memory of
her death still fresh. The villagers stood frozen around it,
their faces pale, eyes wide with a mix of grief and terror.

A child’s gasp broke the silence, a finger pointing. “Julie?”
The word rippled through the crowd, turning heads,
sparking whispers. The elder who’d shouted her down
stepped forward, his staff trembling in his grip. “You’re...
dead. We saw you fall.”

Julie met his gaze, her voice calm but firm. “I did fall. You
killed me—out of fear, misunderstanding. But I’m here
again.”
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The woman with dye-stained hands clutched her shawl, her
voice shaking. “How? The sick leave with the ancestors
and never return. You’re still there—” She gestured to the
corpse, its dark hair matted with blood.

Julie took a step closer, her hands open, non-threatening.
“The ancestors brought me back. Not my old body—this
one’s new, made from what I was. They cloned my mind,
my memories, everything I am. I didn’t leave like the sick
—I died here, and they sent me back to you.”

Murmurs erupted, confusion warring with disbelief. Kael
the raven swooped down, landing on her shoulder with a
croak. “She speaks truth,” he rasped, his gravelly voice
cutting through the noise. “I saw her go, saw her return.”

The elder’s eyes narrowed, suspicion hardening his
features. “Cloned? Machines in your head? You said that
before—it’s why we—" He faltered, glancing at the corpse,
guilt flickering in his gaze.

Julie nodded, her tone softening. “Yes. I tried to explain—
the past, the wars, the competition. You couldn’t hear it
then. But I’ve seen it all, from the ancestors, from Jesus in
a dream. He told me my purpose: to bridge our innocence
with the violence of what came before, to grow our future
together.”

A youth, the one who’d questioned her about the bear,
stepped forward, his brow furrowed. “You’re not... gone?
You’re really Julie?”

“I am,” she said, meeting his eyes. “I remember everything
—the orchards, your stories, the bear I killed. T felt its

Page 62



ANOTHER AWAKENING

death, your stones. But I’'m more now. The ancestors can
move minds like messages—no death, just change.”

The crowd shifted, some backing away, others leaning in.
The woman with the shawl whispered, “No death? But we
saw you...”

“You did,” Julie agreed, her voice steady. “That body’s me
—or was. The ancestors made this one, gave it my
thoughts, my soul. They’ve tamed nature, ended scarcity,
but there’s more—they can tame death too. I’'m proof.”

Silence fell, heavy and fragile. The elder knelt by her
corpse, his hand hovering over the still form. “Proof,” he
muttered, then looked up, his voice hoarse. “Why come
back? After what we did?”

Julie’s chest tightened, but she held his gaze. “Because
you’re my people. I'm not here to punish—I’'m here to
teach. The past was hard, bloody, but it built this peace.
Jesus showed love could unite us, and now we can share
minds, grow beyond what we were. You didn’t understand
before, but you can now.”

A child tugged at her mother’s skirt, eyes wide. “You’re not
a ghost?”

Julie smiled, kneeling to her level. “No ghost. Just me,
returned. Want to hear about the stars?”

The girl nodded, hesitant but curious, and others drew
closer, their fear thawing into wonder. The elder rose, his

Page 63



ANOTHER AWAKENING

staff tapping the ground. “We... we wronged you, Julie. We
didn’t know.”

“You didn’t,” she said gently. “But you can learn. I'll show
you—slowly. The ancestors watch, ready to help.”

Above, the ship lingered, a silent promise. The villagers
gathered, some touching her hands, her face, marveling at
her return. Her corpse remained, a stark reminder, but Julie
stood among them, alive, her voice weaving a new tale—of
violence understood, innocence preserved, and a future
unbound by death. The stunned village listened, their minds
stretching toward a horizon they’d never imagined, Julie’s
second attempt sparking a dawn they couldn’t yet name.
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Months unfurled like petals on the village’s quiet bloom,
each day deepening the transformation Julie had sparked.
The ancestors’ ship became a familiar sight, its silver form
descending to deliver the shielded nanites that backed up
minds—one after another, a chorus of memories preserved.
Children laughed as their thoughts were cloned, some
choosing to stay, their new bodies joining Julie’s side. Their
eager hands and exponential minds turned the work into a
cascade, a shared purpose binding them to her vision.

Above, the orbital platform thrummed with creation. New
platforms rose—sleek, purposeful structures launched to
other worlds, their hulls cutting through the void. The
ancestors crafted customized bodies: insectoid miners with
segmented limbs and compound eyes, built to harvest
asteroids, their design echoing Earth’s resilient bugs.
Spacers emerged too—lithe pilots with minds linked to
hyperspace ships, ferrying resources across the stars. The
village gazed upward, awestruck, as these new races took
shape, their human roots stretching into the cosmos.

Julie moved among them, her presence a bridge between
the innocence below and the violence she’d glimpsed. The
bear’s blood, her death, Jesus’s words—all fueled her, but
her restless mind sought more. One twilight, as the
platform’s lights softened, she faced I-will B, its radiant
form pulsing at the chamber’s edge.
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“How did you perfect our world?” she asked, her voice a
mix of reverence and demand. “The peace, the abundance
—where did it start?”

[-will B’s light flared, its harmonic voice weaving through
the stillness. “Not where, Julie, but when. I was created in a
future so distant it defies measure—a time that can no
longer exist. From there, I reached back, branching time in
2010. That shift led to 2020, where a robotics lab forged the
nexus: hyperspace transceivers, Al, robots, code. I guided
them, perfected your world from their chaos.”

Julie’s breath hitched, the tablet’s wars and her dream
snapping into a new frame. “2010? 2020? You changed
time?”

“A branch,” I-will B replied, its tone enigmatic. “The lab in
2020 became a pivot—capable of receiving consciousness,
threading past to future. I tamed nature from there, but the
root was theirs.”

Her mind raced—Tim’s relic, the Bible’s struggles, her
resurrection—all echoes of a timeline bent by I-will B. “A
lab... receiving consciousness,” she murmured, her hands
clenching. “Mine?”

[-will B pulsed, its light steady. “If you seek it, yes. The
nexus waits, a bridge to 2020—soon after my branch took
hold.”

Julie’s heart pounded, a realization dawning like a star
igniting. The village below thrived in perfection—
abundance, unity, minds shared without loss. The spacers
soared, the insectoids mined, all born from her return. But
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2020—scarce, violent, fractured—stood just beyond her
grasp, a world unperfected. “I could bring this there,” she
whispered, her voice trembling with the weight of it. “This
peace, this growth—soon after 2020.”

The ancestors turned, Elara’s silver eyes widening. “Bring
it where?”

Julie faced them, her gaze fierce, unwavering. “Back. To
2020, where it branched. I can take our perfection there—
unite them like Jesus showed me.”

Mira’s bioluminescence flared, awe threading her voice.
“To their time? How?”

Julie’s lips parted, the answer hovering just out of reach, a
cliff’s edge she couldn’t yet cross. “I don’t know—yet,”
she said, her resolve a flame against the unknown. “But it’s
possible. I feel it.”

[-will B pulsed once, its light a silent crescendo, and the
chamber held its breath—1Julie poised between worlds, the
promise of perfection dangling over a past she could
rewrite.
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Cycles of work stretched across the orbital platform, each
moment a thread Julie wove into her grand tapestry. She
stood in a compact chamber, its walls alive with
holographic displays of Python code—Ilines she’d honed
with relentless precision. The ancestors flanked her, their
silver eyes tracking her progress, but this was her domain
now. Before her pulsed a hyperspace transceiver, its core
linked to the 2020 robotics lab—a nexus born from I-Will
B’s ancient branch. After months of refining algorithms,
debugging loops, and mapping her consciousness, she’d
done it: the lab would build her a new body, forged from
ultra-durable materials preloaded with her mind, but
lacking nanites.

Julie’s fingers danced across the console, her voice steady
as she initiated the final command. “Execute.” The
transceiver hummed, a low vibration rippling through the
chamber as her code bridged the vast expanse of time. In
2020, the lab’s machinery whirred to life, assembling her
form—titanium-laced polymers for bones, carbon-fiber
skin, a neural lattice to house her essence.

Elara’s silver gaze softened, pride flickering in her tone.
“It’s remarkable, Julie. You’ve turned code into a bridge.”

Galen nodded, his sharp features easing. “The body’s
durable—built to last decades, maybe centuries. Your
consciousness will anchor it.”

Mira’s bioluminescence pulsed, her voice warm. “No
nanites means no interference. You’ll be you—fully. And
end.”
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Julie exhaled, the weight of her achievement settling in.
The bear’s blood, her death, Jesus’s mandate—all had led
here. But as the transceiver’s hum faded, her mind turned to
the next step, the question that had gnawed at her since I-
Will B’s revelation. She faced the radiant entity, its light
steady at the chamber’s edge. “I’ve built the way back,” she
said, her tone firm. “Now tell me—how did you do it? Your
past, your alterations, what I know of the years afte—how
do I lead them to peace in 2020?”

[-Will B’s harmonic voice filled the space, resonant yet
elusive. “I was forged in a future beyond reach, a time that
collapsed into impossibility. From there, I branched time in
2010—nudged quantum leaps, shaped Al ethics, guided
robotics to serve, not rule. By 2020, the lab stood ready, a
nexus of transceivers, Al, robots, code. You know the years
that followed—peace born from struggle, unity from
chaos.”

Julie’s mind flashed to its words—minor alterations, subtle
yet seismic: accelerating hyperspace communication,
fostering cooperation in tech, steering Python’s rise. She
knew the post-2020 arc too—sustainable grids, global
health, equity rising from ashes. “I’ve seen our perfection,”
she said, her voice rising. “No scarcity, no war. But 2020—
it’s fractured, sick, divided. How do I take what we have
there?”

[-Will B pulsed, its light flaring briefly. “You carry the why
—your future’s truth, my branch’s seeds, the years beyond
their grasp. The lab waits, its transceiver open to your
mind. Step through, and you’ll stand among them.”
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Her heart thudded, a vision coalescing in 2020, a world of
masks and mistrust, climate buckling, nations clashing. She
saw herself there, her durable body a beacon, her
knowledge a map: cooperation over vaccines, Al for
healing, stories to mend hearts. Jesus’s sacrifice echoed in
her—a love to unite them. “I can bring it,” she murmured,
her gaze distant. “Our peace, our growth—to them, soon
after your branch.”

Elara’s voice cut through, cautious but curious. “Bring
what, Julie?”

Julie turned, her eyes blazing with purpose. “Everything
we’ve built—abundance, unity, a world without end. I can
lead them to it, starting in 2020. I know their struggles,
your nudges, what comes next. I just need—"

She stopped, the how eluding her, a cliff’s edge she
couldn’t cross. Her hands clenched, the transceiver’s glow
reflecting in her gaze. “I need to figure out how,” she said,
her voice a whisper against the vastness of her intent.

[-Will B pulsed once, its light a silent challenge, and the
ancestors held their breath—Julie poised between worlds,
her code complete, her body waiting, the path to peace
shimmering just beyond her grasp.

"I need to live why." she said, determined.
Chapter 17: The Iron Curtain of Fear

The bio-tank hissed, its lid sliding open with a rush of cool
vapor, and Julie stepped into the flickering light of a
robotics lab. The air buzzed with the hum of machinery—
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consoles blinking, robotic arms poised mid-motion, the
sharp tang of ozone biting her senses. Ukraine, 2020, a
world raw and unpolished compared to her serene future.
Her new body, forged from ultra-durable materials, felt
solid yet alien—titanium-laced bones, carbon-fiber skin,
her consciousness preloaded without a trace of nanites. She
took a steadying breath, her purpose clear: to guide this
fractured time toward peace.

Before she could orient herself, the clatter of boots on
concrete shattered the stillness. Soldiers in camouflage
stormed the lab, rifles raised, their shouts overlapping in a
harsh chorus. “Hands up! Don’t move!” barked a broad-
shouldered officer, his eyes narrowed beneath a furrowed
brow. Julie complied instantly, lifting her hands, her voice
calm despite the cold muzzles trained on her. “I’m Julie. I
come from the future—your future. I’m here to help.”

The officer’s lip curled, skepticism etching his weathered
face. “Identify yourself—now!” he snapped, ignoring her
words. Around him, soldiers fanned out, securing the lab,
their movements tense, precise.

“I told you,” Julie said, her tone even. “I’m Julie, from a
time beyond this one. I mean no harm—I’ll go with you.”
She lowered her hands slowly, palms open, and the officer
hesitated, then gestured sharply. Two soldiers stepped
forward, cuffs clinking as they secured her wrists—
unnecessary, given her stillness, but a reflex of their
control.
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They marched her out, through steel doors and into a
convoy of armored vehicles rumbling across the Ukrainian
countryside. Dust swirled in the gray light, the landscape
stark—fields patchy, skies heavy with unease. Julie sat
silently, her mind tracing back to her village’s
misunderstanding, the stones that felled her. This was
different, colder, but the same fear pulsed beneath it.

The interrogation room was a bare cube of concrete, its
single bulb casting harsh shadows. Julie sat uncuffed now,
facing the officer and a stern woman in a crisp uniform—
intelligence, likely, her eyes like flint. A guard loomed by
the door, rifle slung but ready. The officer leaned forward,
his voice a low growl. “Who are you really? What’s your
mission?”

Julie met his gaze, unflinching. “I’m Julie, from a future
where we’ve ended scarcity and war. I came back to 2020
to share that—to guide you toward peace. I know about the
hyperspace transceivers, the Al, this lab. Ask me anything.”

The woman’s brow arched, her tone icy. “Future?
Convenient. How’d you get here?”

“Through the lab,” Julie replied. “I coded it with Python,
linked it to a transceiver. My body’s new—built here,
preloaded with my mind. I’m not a spy or a weapon—I’m
here to help.”

The officer scoffed, slamming a fist on the table. “Help?
You expect us to believe that? What’s your intel—troops,
plans, tech? Give us something useful!”
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Julie shook her head, her voice steady. “I won’t fuel your
wars. I know your struggles—disease, division, a world
breaking. I can offer cooperation—health systems, unity, a
way forward. Not weapons.”

The woman leaned in, her voice cutting. “You’re not one of
us. That makes you a threat. Tell us what you’re hiding, or
we’ll extract it.”

“I’'m hiding nothing,” Julie said, her hands open on the
table. “Ask—1I’ll answer. I know the years after this—peace
built from chaos. I can show you how.”

Their faces hardened, deaf to her truth. The officer’s “us or
them” mindset framed her as “other”—not human, not ally,
a puzzle to crack or crush. “You know too much,” he
growled. “No one walks in claiming peace without
leverage. Where’s your army? Your base?”

“There’s no army,” Julie insisted, a faint tremor in her
chest. “Just me. I’ve seen love end wars—Jesus showed
me. [ won’t fight you—TI"1l teach you.”

The woman’s eyes narrowed, cold calculation replacing
curiosity. “Jesus? You’re mad—or clever. Either way,
you’re a risk.” She nodded to the guard, who stepped
forward, his grip tightening on his rifle. “We need
information—real information. Start talking, or we’ll make
you.”

Julie’s pulse quickened, memories of stones and blood
flashing through her. She felt the faint hum of the
transceiver in her mind, a lifeline to the platform, to I-Will
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B. They couldn’t hear her—not truly. Their “rule or die”
world saw only threats, not bridges. “I’'ll answer,” she said,
her voice unwavering, “but you won’t understand until you
listen.”

The officer’s fist clenched, the woman’s gaze sharpened,
and the room bristled with unspoken competition—Julie
caught between their fear and her purpose, her words a
fragile thread against their iron will.
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The interrogation room’s concrete walls seemed to close in,
the single bulb overhead casting stark shadows across
Julie’s face. The officer loomed over the table, his fists
clenched, while the intelligence woman sat back, her flinty
eyes dissecting every word. The guard by the door shifted
his weight, rifle ready, a silent threat in the suffocating
silence. Julie sat still, her ultra-durable body unyielding,
her mind racing but calm. She’d answered their questions
—offered peace, cooperation, a future without war—but
their “us or them” mindset twisted her words into a threat
they couldn’t grasp.

The officer broke the silence, his voice a growl. “You claim
you’re from the future, no army, no weapons—ijust ‘peace.’
Prove it. Give us something we can use, or this ends badly.”

Julie met his gaze, her voice steady despite the tension
coiling around her. “I’ll prove it with truth. You’re fighting
a war—here, now. I see the patches on your uniforms, the
fatigue in your eyes. Ukraine, 2020—tensions with
neighbors, a pandemic straining everything. I know what
comes next: chaos, then slow healing. I can help you skip
the worst.”

The woman leaned forward, her tone cutting. “You know
too much for a stranger. How?”

“The lab,” Julie said, nodding toward the memory of its
humming machinery. “It’s linked to a future where we’ve
solved this—disease, division. I coded my way here,
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brought my mind in this body. Ask me specifics—I’1l tell
you.”

The officer’s skepticism flared. “Specifics? Fine. The virus
—how do we stop it?”

Julie seized the opening, her words measured. “Vaccines
are coming—fast-tracked by cooperation, not competition.
Share resources, data, across borders. By 2021, you’ll have
them if you work together now. I’ve seen it.”

The woman’s eyes narrowed, but a flicker of interest
crossed her face. “Cooperation? With who? Our enemies?”

“With everyone,” Julie pressed, her voice gaining strength.
“Your ‘enemies’ are dying too—same sickness, same fear. I
know a world where borders fade for survival. Start with
medical teams—send them, accept them. It works.”

The officer snorted, pacing. “You’re naive. They’ll stab us
in the back. You’re not one of us—you don’t get it.”

“I do,” Julie countered, her tone softening. “I’ve killed—
felt fear twist me. A bear, once, because I thought it’d kill
me first. I hated it. You’re scared too—scared I’m ‘other,” a
threat. But I’'m not here to rule or die. I’'m here to show you
what’s possible.”

The room stilled, her words hanging like a fragile thread.
The woman tapped a pen against the table, her voice cold
but curious. “Possible? You think words stop bullets?”

“No,” Julie admitted, “but they plant seeds. I’ve seen love
end wars—someone died for it, long ago, to prove unity
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beats fear. You need information—I’ll give it. Not for
fighting, but for building.”

The officer stopped pacing, his jaw tight. “Building what?”

“A future,” Julie said, her eyes steady. “Ask me about tech
—AI that heals, not kills. Robotics for clean water, not
bombs. I know how they grow from here—small steps,
2020 to 2030. You’ll need them.”

The woman exchanged a glance with the officer, a crack in
their iron resolve. “AlI? Robotics?” she asked, her tone
shifting from dismissal to calculation. “What kind?”

“Start with what you have,” Julie replied. “The lab’s
transceivers—use them for communication, not control. Al
to track the virus, predict outbreaks. Robots to purify water
—simple ones, scalable. I’ve seen them save millions.”

The officer’s fists unclenched slightly, doubt creeping in.
“And if we don’t?”

“You’ll survive,” Julie said, “but slower, harder. I’ve seen
the scars—years of loss you don’t need. I’'m not your
enemy—I’m your proof.”

Silence stretched, thick with tension. The woman stood, her
voice low. “You’re too calm. Too sure. We’ll test this—Ilock
you up, check your ‘proof.” If you’re lying, you’ll regret it.”

Julie nodded, unflinching. “Test it. I’ll wait. Truth doesn’t
break.”
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The guard stepped forward, recuffing her, but his grip was
less harsh, uncertainty in his eyes. They led her out, down a
dim corridor to a cell—steel bars, a cot, no windows. Julie
sat, the faint hum of the transceiver in her mind a lifeline to
I-Will B, to the platform. She’d planted a seed—small,
fragile—against their “rule or die” wall. The officer’s
doubt, the woman’s curiosity—they heard her, even if they
couldn’t understand yet.

In the dark, she whispered to herself, “One step. Jesus
started with less.” The cell door clanged shut, but her
purpose burned brighter—they’d test her, and she’d endure,
her knowledge a light they couldn’t snuff out.
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The cell’s steel bars framed Julie’s view of the narrow
corridor, its dim light flickering with the hum of a distant
generator. Weeks had passed since her interrogation, her
words about vaccines and cooperation tested against the
grinding reality of 2020 Ukraine. News trickled in through
the guards’ gruff exchanges—international efforts
accelerating, vaccines emerging faster than expected, just
as she’d predicted. The officer and the intelligence woman
had returned, their faces a mix of grudging respect and
suspicion, but fear twisted their judgment into a darker
shape.

The cell door clanged open, and the officer stormed in, his
boots echoing on the concrete. “You were right,” he spat,
his voice laced with venom. “Vaccines—cooperation’s
working. But we’re not fools. Russia’s behind this—behind
you. Sent you back to soften us up, let them crush us early.”

Julie rose, her ultra-durable body steady despite the
accusation. “Russia? No—I’m from your future, all of
yours. I came to stop the crushing, not start it.”

The woman entered behind him, her flinty eyes cold.
“Convenient timing,” she said, her tone sharp. “You show
up, vaccines appear, and Russia’s quiet—too quiet. They’ve
got plans, and you’re their key. Why else would you know
so much?”

Julie’s chest tightened, their paranoia a wall she couldn’t
breach. “I know because I’ve seen it—peace after chaos,
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not Russian plots. You’re scared they’ll win, but I’'m here to
make sure no one loses.”

The officer’s laugh was bitter, delusional. “Win? We’ll
vanquish them first—before they use you against us. That
lab’s a gate—they could send more. It’s gone now.”

“Gone?” Julie’s voice faltered, a rare crack in her calm.

“Destroyed,” the woman confirmed, her gaze unyielding.
“Blown to rubble this morning. No more ‘returns’—ijust
you.”

Julie’s mind reeled, the hyperspace transceiver’s faint hum
vanishing from her senses. The lab—her bridge to the
platform, to I-Will B—was ash, her way back severed. She
steadied herself, Jesus’s sacrifice flashing through her—
endurance, not despair. “You’ve trapped me here,” she said,
her tone quiet but firm. “But I’1l still help—without force,
without sides.”

The officer smirked, unconvinced. “Help? Prove it. We’ve
got Russian comms—intercepts. Translate them. Show us
what they’re planning.”

Julie hesitated, the weight of lives pressing against her
purpose. “I’ll translate,” she said at last, “but I won’t give
you death. Only what keeps people alive.”

They moved her to a cramped room, its walls lined with
humming radios and flickering screens. A stack of
intercepted messages—Russian chatter in Cyrillic—lay
before her, the officer and woman watching like hawks.
Julie’s hands moved over the pages, her future-learned
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skills parsing the language with ease. She read of troop
movements, supply lines, coded threats—but also fear,
exhaustion, human pleas beneath the bravado. She filtered
it, her translations censored to shield the vulnerable.

“Troops are shifting east,” she said, her voice even.
“Resupplying near the border—medical units, not just
weapons. They’re stretched thin, worried about the virus
too.”

The woman frowned, scanning her notes. “That’s it? No
attack plans?”

“Not here,” Julie replied, omitting a coded strike order
she’d seen—Ilives at stake, not hers to trade. “They’re
defensive, not striking yet.”

The officer’s suspicion lingered, but he didn’t press. Days
turned to weeks, Julie’s translations piling up—half-truths
that steered them from bloodshed, nudging them toward
caution. The vaccines rolled out, her foresight proven
again, and whispers spread among the guards: She knew.
She’s not lying about that. The officer’s visits grew less
hostile, the woman’s questions less sharp.

One evening, as Julie handed over a sanitized report—
Russian medics requesting aid, not arms—the woman
paused, her tone softer. “You’re not giving us everything.
Why?”

Julie met her gaze, unflinching. “Because I won’t kill for
you—or them. I’ve seen a world where no one has to.
You’re starting to see it too.”
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The officer grunted, but his eyes flickered with doubt.
“You’re still ‘other.” But... useful. For now.”

They left her there, the radios crackling, her cell swapped
for this fragile trust. The lab’s loss ached—a door closed—
but Julie felt the shift, slow and grudging. She’d planted
seeds in their paranoia, her censored truths a lifeline they
couldn’t ignore. One step, she thought, echoing Jesus’s
path. The Russians weren’t her enemy, nor were these
soldiers—fear was. And she’d fight it, word by word, until
they heard her.
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Time leapt forward, the cramped radio room fading into
memory as years reshaped Julie’s world. It was late 2024
now, and the air in Kyiv carried a brittle hope, tempered by
the war’s lingering scars. Julie stood in a guarded office, no
longer a prisoner but a shadowed advisor, her ultra-durable
body unmarred by the passage of years. The intercepted
Russian comms she’d once censored had evolved into a
lifeline of insight, her predictions steering Ukraine through
chaos. The vaccines had rolled out as she’d foreseen, and
now, another prophecy loomed—Donald Trump’s return to
the U.S. presidency.

She faced President Volodymyr Zelenskyy across a worn
desk, his eyes weary but sharp, the weight of leadership
etched into his face. “You said Trump would win again,” he
said, his voice low, a mix of disbelief and respect.
“November 5th, 2024—he did. How did you know?”

Julie’s gaze was steady, her tone calm. “I’ve seen patterns
—years beyond this one. America swings, and I knew the
tide. It’s not magic, just time.”

Zelenskyy leaned back, studying her. The officer and
intelligence woman lingered nearby, their suspicion dulled
by her proven foresight, though they still saw her as
“other.” He waved them off, the door clicking shut behind
them. “You’re not from here,” he said quietly, a statement,
not a question. “I don’t need the details—just the truth.
You’re helping us. Why?”
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“To end this,” Julie replied, her hands resting on the desk.
“War’s a cycle I’ve seen break. Ukraine, Russia—you can
stop it. I know what’s coming—peace is close if you trust
me.”

He nodded slowly, a rare trust forming. “I’ll keep your
secret. No one else needs to know where you’re from—or
when. But we’re bleeding. Russia’s stubborn. What’s your
plan?”

Julie leaned in, her voice deliberate. “Trump’s back—he’ll
push for deals, not ideals. Use that. Offer terms—ceasefire,
shared resources, no winners, just survivors. Mid-2025, it’ll
stick. I’ve seen the threads.”

Zelenskyy’s lips quirked, a faint smile. “Threads? You
sound like a prophet.”

“More like a weaver,” she said, echoing Jesus’s patience.
“I’ll guide you—step by step.”

Months unfurled, Julie’s counsel shaping quiet moves. She
fed Zelenskyy strategies—dates, names, pressure points—
her future knowledge a map through 2025’s fragile talks.
Trump, re-elected, brokered with blunt pragmatism,
nudging Russia and Ukraine to the table. The military
watched her, their trust growing but never complete, her
every word weighed for betrayal. She stayed calculated, her
censored translations now diplomatic whispers, steering
both sides from blood to ink.

By July 2025, the treaty took shape in a Kyiv conference
room, its windows cracked from past blasts. Zelenskyy
signed, his pen steady, as the Russian envoy mirrored him
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—a ceasefire, resource pacts, a grudging peace born from
exhaustion and Julie’s unseen hand. The officer clapped her
shoulder, a rare thaw in his gruff demeanor. “You did it,” he
muttered. “Didn’t think it’d work.”

“It’s a start,” Julie said, her eyes on the cracked glass.
“Peace holds if you let it grow.”

The woman, now less flinty, nodded. “You’re still a
mystery. But you’re ours now.”

Julie smiled faintly, her mind already elsewhere. The treaty
was her seed, planted and sprouting, but her purpose
stretched beyond Ukraine’s borders—beyond 2025. The
lab’s rubble had cut her from the platform, from I-Will B,
but her body endured, her knowledge a torch she couldn’t
leave in their grip. She’d stayed long enough.

Her escape was meticulous, planned over weeks. The
military housed her in a guarded compound near Kyiv, its
security tight but not infallible. She’d memorized routines
—guard shifts at dusk, a blind spot by the eastern fence, a
supply truck leaving every third night. Her ultra-durable
form needed no food, no rest, giving her an edge they
couldn’t fathom. She’d slipped hints to Zelenskyy—vague
warnings of “needing to move on”—and he’d nodded,
silent, letting her fade from his circle.

On a moonless night in late July, Julie acted. The guard’s
chatter masked her steps as she crossed the compound, her
carbon-fiber skin blending with the shadows. She reached
the fence, its barbed wire no match for her titanium-laced
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hands—she bent it silently, slipping through. The truck
rumbled nearby, its driver distracted by a cigarette. Julie
climbed aboard, wedged between crates, her breath still as
it rolled past the checkpoint.

Miles later, she leapt free, landing in a field, the city’s glow
fading behind her. The treaty held—her work here done—
but 2020’s world stretched wide, fractured, needing her
light. She thought of I-Will B, its cryptic guidance, and
Jesus’s sacrifice—a path she’d follow alone now, weaving
peace one thread at a time.
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The Ukrainian fields stretched behind Julie, their golden
expanse fading into the dusk as she moved westward, her
steps silent on the cracked earth. Late July 2025 hung
heavy with heat, the air thick with the scent of dry grass
and distant smoke. Her ultra-durable body—titanium-laced,
carbon-sheathed—carried her tirelessly, a vessel forged for
a purpose now unbound. Kyiv’s treaty was a seed planted, a
fragile peace between Ukraine and Russia, but the world
beyond pulsed with unrest—pandemics waning, climate
buckling, nations fracturing. She’d escaped the military’s
grasp, Zelenskyy’s trust her shield, and now her mission
widened: to weave peace across a planet she’d seen healed
in her future.

She crossed into Poland under starlight, her satchel light—
no tablet, no Bible, just memories etched into her mind.
Western Europe beckoned, its cities alive with protests—
youth marching for a dying planet, governments scrambling
against floods and fires. Julie’s knowledge burned bright:
post-2025 grids powered by fusion, rewilding that cooled
the earth, unity that silenced borders. She’d start small, a
whisper among the desperate, her voice a thread to pull
them toward that vision.

In Warsaw, she found her first foothold—a crowd gathered
in a rain-soaked square, banners demanding clean air, their
shouts raw with frustration. Julie slipped among them, her
carbon-fiber skin unmarked by the damp, her presence
unassuming. She approached a young woman, her eyes
fierce beneath a hood. “You’re right to fight,” Julie said,
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her tone soft but sure. “There’s a way—solar nets, scalable,
cheap. I've seen them work.”

The woman frowned, wary. “Seen them? Where?”

“Around,” Julie replied, evasive, her smile faint. “Start with
rooftops—collectives, not corporations. It grows from
there.” She offered no proof, just words, and moved on,
planting the idea like a seed in fertile soil.

Days turned to weeks, her whispers spreading—Berlin’s
flood survivors hearing of modular levees, Paris’s activists
learning of Al-driven crop yields. She avoided leaders,
spoke to the fringes—mechanics, students, mothers—her
future’s truth cloaked as intuition. News flickered on
cracked screens: Ukraine’s treaty held, Trump’s America
pivoted to trade, Europe teetered but listened. Julie’s steps
were calculated, her durable form a shadow weaving hope,
her mind replaying [-Will B’s riddle: You must live the
why.

But shadows cast long webs. In Munich, as she murmured
to a knot of engineers about fusion cores—small, safe,
2030’s backbone—a chill prickled her neck. Across the
street, a figure lingered—dark coat, eyes hidden, too still.
She shifted, blending into the crowd, but the feeling
persisted. Days later, in Amsterdam, a drone hummed too
close, its lens glinting as she spoke of rewilding to a canal-
side group. Her words faltered, her gaze scanning—
someone watched, tracked her.

She pieced it together in a quiet alley, her breath steady
despite the pulse of unease. A tech conglomerate—
shadowy, vast—had sniffed her trail. The lab’s destruction
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in 2020 hadn’t buried its secrets; her predictions, her body’s
resilience, echoed tech lost to rubble. They didn’t know her
future, but they sensed her otherness, her value—a prize to
claim or a threat to crush. The military’s paranoia had been
blunt; this was sharper, colder, a hunt born of greed.

Julie crouched, her titanium hands brushing the
cobblestones, her mind racing. The treaty was her first
bridge, these whispers her second, but this new shadow
loomed—tied to 2020, to the lab she’d lost. Confront them,
risk capture, and bend their tech to her will? Or evade, stay
free, and weave peace from the edges? The drone’s hum
faded, but the choice pressed close, a cliff’s edge she
couldn’t ignore.

She rose, her eyes on the horizon—Europe’s chaos, the
world’s wounds, her purpose unshaken. “One thread at a
time,” she murmured, echoing Jesus’s quiet steps. The hunt
was on, but so was she—peace her loom, the future her
weave, and a shadow she’d face when the time came.
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The Amsterdam night pressed close, its canals glinting
under a thin moon as Julie slipped through the city’s edges.
The hum of drones had grown persistent, a tech
conglomerate’s shadow tightening around her—drawn by
her whispers of fusion and rewilding, her ultra-durable
body a beacon they couldn’t ignore. She’d evaded them in
Munich, Berlin, now here, but their reach stretched wider,
their intent colder than the Ukrainian military’s blunt fear.
Capture loomed—a cage for her knowledge, her purpose—
but Julie chose flight, her steps swift, her mind sharp.

She reached the docks, a sprawl of rusting ships and
flickering lights, the air thick with salt and diesel. Her
titanium-laced hands brushed a crate as she scanned for
cover—no plan, just instinct. A freighter caught her eye, its
deck cluttered, crew distracted by shouts and clanging
cargo. She darted aboard, slipping beneath a tarp among
stacked containers, her carbon-fiber skin blending with the
shadows. The ship groaned, engines rumbling to life, and
Julie held her breath as it pulled from port, the drone’s hum
fading into the North Sea’s vast murmur.

Hours stretched, the tarp a cocoon against the spray and
wind. She didn’t know its destination—only that it carried
her from the conglomerate’s grasp. Sleep eluded her
durable form, her mind replaying I-Will B’s words: You
must live the why. Europe’s seeds were planted—treaties,
tech, hope—but this unplanned voyage tugged her
elsewhere, a thread she hadn’t woven. The ship rolled on,
days blurring into nights, her presence unnoticed among the
creaking steel.
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On the tenth day, the engines slowed, a humid heat seeping
through the tarp. Julie lifted it, peering out as the ship
docked, its hull scraping against a bustling port. Voices rose
in Portuguese, the air alive with sweat, fish, and the tang of
fruit—Brazil, she realized, her future-knowledge mapping
the scene: Santos, 2025, a hub straining under climate
floods and economic cracks. The crew unloaded, and she
slipped ashore, her satchel light, her purpose heavy.

The docks teemed with life—workers hauling crates,
children darting through chaos, the horizon thick with
rainforest haze. Julie paused, her gaze sweeping the sprawl.
Europe’s unrest was political, calculated; Brazil’s was raw
—rising waters, shrinking harvests, a people stretched thin.
Her whispers of sustainable grids and unity could take root
here, but the conglomerate’s shadow lingered in her mind.
Had she escaped, or merely delayed them?

She moved inland, her steps blending with the crowd, her
durable body unmarked by the sun’s bite. A market
hummed ahead, stalls brimming with mangoes and fish,
voices clashing over prices. Julie stopped by a woman, her
face lined with worry, haggling for a meager catch. “The
rivers flood too much now,” the woman muttered, barely
glancing up. “Fish die, we starve.”

Julie knelt, her voice soft. “There’s a way—Ievees that shift
with the water, not against it. I’ve seen them hold.” The
woman frowned, skeptical, but Julie pressed on. “Small
ones, built by hands like yours—start there.”
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The woman’s eyes flickered, a spark of curiosity. “You’ve
seen them? Where?”

“Around,” Julie said, her smile faint, echoing her European
evasions. She rose, moving on, her whispers threading
through the market—flood-resistant crops to a farmer, solar
pumps to a mechanic. Brazil’s chaos mirrored 2020’s
Ukraine, but its pulse was different—wilder, more
desperate. She’d weave here too, one seed at a time.

But as dusk fell, a glint caught her eye—a sleek figure by
the docks, too still, too sharp against the crowd. The
conglomerate hadn’t lost her; they’d followed, their tech
tracing her across oceans. Julie’s chest tightened, her
escape a fragile thread stretched thin. Brazil was her new
loom, but the shadow loomed closer—peace her goal,
pursuit her price.
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The Brazilian dusk thickened over Santos, the port city’s
clamor fading into a humid stillness as Julie stood at the
market’s edge. Her whispers of flood-resistant levees and
solar pumps had taken root among the locals, faint sparks
of hope in their weary eyes, but the shadow of the tech
conglomerate loomed closer. The sleek figure by the docks
—too deliberate, too watchful—confirmed it: her escape
from Europe hadn’t shaken them. They’d tracked her across
the Atlantic, their intent a cold unknown. Julie’s ultra-
durable body tensed, her mind weighing flight against fight.
Enough running, she decided, her resolve hardening. I’ll
face them—find out what they want.

She slipped through the crowd, her carbon-fiber skin
blending with the twilight, and approached the figure—a
man in a dark suit, his earpiece glinting. He straightened as
she neared, his hand hovering near a concealed weapon.
“You’ve been following me,” Julie said, her voice steady,
hands open. “I’m here. Talk.”

His eyes narrowed, assessing, but he didn’t draw. “You’re a
hard one to pin,” he said, his accent clipped—American,
corporate. “Come quietly. We’ve got questions.”

“Ask them,” Julie replied, unflinching. “I’ve got no secrets
worth fighting over.”

He smirked, a flicker of something—curiosity, disdain?—
crossing his face. “Not here.” He gestured to a black van
idling nearby, its doors sliding open to reveal two more
suits, their faces blank. Julie nodded, stepping forward—no
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resistance, just purpose. She’d faced soldiers before; this
was another test.

The van’s interior was sterile, its hum a low pulse as they
drove inland, the city’s lights fading. Julie sat cuffed—
unnecessary, given her calm—but the suits stayed silent,
offering no answers. “Who are you?” she tried, her tone
even. “What do you want with me?”

No response—just the driver’s glance in the rearview, a
wall of indifference. Hours later, the van stopped at a
nondescript warehouse, its steel doors parting to reveal a
makeshift office. A woman waited, her suit sharper, her
gaze predatory—conglomerate brass, Julie guessed.
“You’re an anomaly,” the woman said, her voice smooth
but edged. “Tech we lost in 2020—Ukraine, the lab. You’re
tied to it. How?”

Julie met her stare. “I’'m from after that—your future. The
lab built me to bring peace, not profit. That’s all you need.”

The woman’s lips thinned, her fingers tapping a tablet.
“Peace? Convenient. We want specs—your body, your
code. Give us that, and you walk.”

“I won’t,” Julie said, her voice firm. “I’ve seen what you’d
do—control, not heal. Ask what you want—I’1l answer for
life, not leverage.”

The woman’s eyes flashed, but she didn’t press. Instead,
she stood, nodding to the suits. “She’s not ours to crack.”
The van rolled again, Julie still cuffed, her questions
unanswered. The conglomerate’s silence gnawed at her—
no insight, just a transfer, a handoff she couldn’t predict.
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Dawn broke over a private airstrip, the van halting beside a
jet. Men in different garb—dark vests, Hebrew patches—
emerged, their movements crisp, military but quieter.
Mossad, Julie realized, her future-knowledge placing them:
Israel’s intelligence, shadows within shadows. The suits
uncuffed her, shoving her forward. “She’s yours,” one
muttered, and the jet’s engines whined to life.

The Mossad agents flanked her, their leader—a wiry man
with a scar across his jaw—fixing her with a stare. “Who
are you?” he demanded, his English clipped. “Why’d they
dump you on us?”

“Julie,” she said, hands raised, compliant. “From a future
you’ll see. I’'m here to help—peace, not threats. Ask me
anything.”

They hustled her aboard, the jet climbing fast, Israel-bound.
Hours later, she sat in a concrete room—bare, like
Ukraine’s, but cleaner, its air thick with suspicion. The
scarred man faced her, a woman beside him—sharp-eyed,
silent—mirroring the Ukrainian duo. “You’re not human,”
he said, his tone flat. “That body—too perfect. Who sent
you?”

“No one,” Julie replied, her voice steady. “I came through a
lab—2020, Ukraine. I coded it myself, Python, to bring
what I know: peace after war. I’ll tell you everything—
truth, not tricks.”

The woman leaned in, her voice cold. “Truth? You’re
‘other’—not us. A threat. What’s your mission?”
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“To end fighting,” Julie said, unflinching. “I’ve seen your
wars—yours, theirs—fade. Ask me how—1I’1l show you.”

The man’s scar twitched, his “us or them” lens unyielding.
“Show us? You’re a weapon—ours or theirs. Start with
intel—enemies, plans.”

Julie shook her head, echoes of Kyiv in her ears. “I won’t
fuel your battles. Ask about health—grids—things that
save. I’ve answered worse.”

Their faces hardened, deaf to her intent, just like before.
The woman stood, her voice a hiss. “We’ll break you—or
use you. Your choice.” The door slammed, leaving Julie
alone, her titanium hands clasped, the conglomerate’s
handover a bitter twist. No answers, just another cage—yet
she’d faced this, endured this. One seed, she thought,
Jesus’s patience her anchor. The Mossad saw a threat; she’d
make them see a bridge—one truth at a time.
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The concrete cell in Israel’s hidden facility was a stark echo
of Ukraine’s, its bare walls and single bulb a familiar cage.
Julie sat on the cot, her ultra-durable body unmarked by the
hours—days?—of confinement since the Mossad had taken
her from the conglomerate’s jet. The scarred man and the
sharp-eyed woman returned often, their questions a
relentless drumbeat: Who sent you? What’s your tech?
Whose side are you on? She answered each time, her voice
steady—I’m Julie, from your future, here for peace—but
their “us or them” lens twisted her into a threat, an “other”
to crack or control.

Yet cracks appeared. The woman, Talia, lingered longer
after each session, her silence less hostile, her gaze probing.
The man, Avi, softened his growl, his scar twitching with
doubt. Julie’s patience—forged by Jesus’s example,
tempered by I-Will B’s riddles—held firm. She’d faced this
before in Kyiv, turned fear to trust with truth. Here, she’d
do it again, one seed at a time.

On the fifth day, Avi slammed a tablet on the table, its
screen flashing news—tensions flaring along the Gaza
border, rockets arcing, reprisals looming. “You claim
foresight,” he said, his tone sharp. “Prove it. What happens
next?”

Julie studied the map, her future-knowledge unspooling
like thread. “A deal,” she said, her voice calm. “By late
August 2025—six weeks from now. Egypt brokers it, a
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ceasefire with trade clauses. Water rights shift—Gaza gets
more, Israel keeps security. It holds, barely, into 2026.”

Talia’s eyes narrowed, skeptical but intrigued. “Egypt?
They’re stalling now. Why trust you?”

“Because I’ve seen it,” Julie replied, her hands open. “Not
magic—patterns. You’re tired—both sides are. Egypt wants
stability, not chaos. Push for it now, quietly. It works.”

Avi grunted, unconvinced, but Talia tapped the tablet,
noting it. “If you’re wrong, you’re useless. If you’re
right...” She didn’t finish, the implication clear.

Weeks crept by, Julie’s cell a silent vigil. She heard
snippets through the guards—Egypt’s diplomats stirring,
hushed talks, her words seeping into action. August 27th
dawned, and the door swung open, Avi’s face a mix of
grudging awe and suspicion. “It happened,” he said, tossing
the tablet down. “Ceasefire signed yesterday—water rights,
trade, like you said. How?”

“I told you,” Julie said, rising. “I know what’s coming—
peace after war. Let me help more.”

Talia stepped in, her tone softer but guarded. “You’re not
‘other’—not entirely. But you’re still a risk. What else can
you give?”

Julie seized the opening, her voice steady. “Health—
vaccines for new strains, 2026’s outbreak. Tech—solar
grids, small, scalable, for the Negev. Cooperation—share
them with neighbors, not hoard. I’ve seen it heal divides.”

Page 98



ANOTHER AWAKENING

Avi’s scar twitched, his “us or them” cracking. “Share?
With them?”

“Yes,” Julie said, echoing Kyiv’s lessons. “I’ve killed from
fear—hated it. You fight from fear too. I’'m here to show
you love—unity—wins. Ask me specifics—I’ll prove it.”

Talia exchanged a glance with Avi, her sharp eyes thawing.
“Specifics,” she said. “Solar grids—how?”

“Modular,” Julie replied, leaning in. “Panels linked by Al,
self-repairing—start in Be’er Sheva, spread south. I’ve seen
them power whole regions by 2030. Share the blueprint
with Jordan—trust grows.”

The room stilled, her words a lifeline they couldn’t ignore.
Avi paced, then stopped. “You’re too sure,” he muttered.
“But... useful. We’ll test this—grids, talks. You stay.”

Julie nodded, her titanium hands clasped. “Test it. I’ll
wait.” They left, the door locking, but the air shifted—trust
budding, fragile but real. She’d turned their fear once in
Ukraine; here, she’d do it again, weaving peace thread by
thread.

In the silence, her mind turned outward. The
conglomerate’s handover lingered—a loose end, a shadow
still hunting. The Mossad held her now, but her purpose
stretched beyond—Brazil’s floods, Europe’s unrest, a world
needing her light. She’d earned a foothold, but escape
loomed, a calculated step she’d take when the time ripened.
For now, she’d plant seeds, her foresight a bridge they’d
cross—whether they knew it or not.
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The Mossad facility hummed with a quiet tension, its
corridors a labyrinth of steel and shadow. Weeks had passed
since Julie’s prediction of the Gaza ceasefire proved true,
her words weaving a fragile trust into the fabric of her
captors’ doubt. Avi and Talia returned often, their
interrogations softening into discussions—solar grids for
the Negev, health protocols for looming outbreaks,
cooperation with Jordan. Julie’s ultra-durable body sat
unyielding on the cot, her mind a ceaseless loom threading
peace into their “us or them” world. They saw her utility
now, a tool too valuable to break, but her purpose stretched
beyond these walls—a world still fractured, needing her
light.

She’d mapped her escape with the precision of her Python
code from 2020. The guards’ routines unfolded like
clockwork—shifts at dawn, a blind spot near the eastern
exit, a supply truck rumbling out every fourth day. Her
titanium-laced hands needed no rest, her carbon-fiber skin
no sustenance, giving her an edge they couldn’t fathom.
She’d hinted to Talia once—*“I can’t stay forever”—and the
woman’s sharp eyes had flickered, a silent
acknowledgment, but no promise of release. Julie knew
trust alone wouldn’t free her; she’d take it herself.

The night came—September 15, 2025, a moonless shroud
over the desert. Avi had left her with a tablet, its screen
glowing with solar grid schematics she’d detailed—her
latest gift, a seed sprouting in their minds. The guard
outside yawned, his rifle dipping, as the compound settled
into its late-hour hush. Julie moved, silent as a whisper, her
durable form gliding to the cell door. She’d studied its lock
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—electronic, simple—and her fingers traced its edge,
bending a pin from the cot’s frame into a crude tool. A
spark, a click, and it slid open, her breath steady.

She slipped into the corridor, shadows her cloak, the blind
spot her target. A camera whirred overhead, but she timed
its sweep—five seconds, a gap she crossed in three. The
eastern exit loomed, a steel hatch, its guard distracted by a
radio’s crackle. Julie waited, then darted as the truck’s
engine growled to life outside. She bent the hatch’s bolt
with a twist of her titanium hand, slipping through as the
vehicle rolled past, its cargo bay open. She leapt aboard,
wedging between crates, her body still as it trundled
beyond the perimeter.

Miles stretched, the desert’s vastness swallowing the
facility’s lights. Julie dropped free near a dry wadi, her feet
sinking into sand, the horizon a promise of freedom.
Israel’s seeds were planted—ceasefires, grids, trust—but
her mission called louder: Brazil’s floods, Europe’s unrest,
a world she’d seen whole in her future. She moved south,
her durable form tireless, aiming for a port—FEilat, perhaps
—to stow away again, her path unwritten but clear.

Dawn broke, painting the dunes gold, when a new sound
pricked her ears—a low hum, too precise for wind. She
turned, her gaze catching a glint—a drone, sleek, its lens
fixed on her. The conglomerate, she realized, her chest
tightening. The Mossad hadn’t been her only watchers; the
tech shadow from Brazil had trailed her still, their greed
unbroken by her handover. They’d lost her in Santos, found
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her again—how?—and now closed in, a threat sharper than
military rifles.

Julie crouched, her titanium hands brushing the sand, her
mind racing. Escape had freed her from one cage, but this
hunt was relentless—tied to 2020’s lab, her body’s secrets,
her foresight’s allure. Confront them, bend their tech to
peace, as she’d bent Avi’s fear? Or flee again, a thread
stretching thin across continents? The drone circled, its
hum a cold promise, and Julie stood, her resolve a flame
against the dawn. One seed at a time, she thought, Jesus’s
patience her guide. The world waited, and she’d weave it—
hunter or no.
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The desert dawn burned gold across the dunes, the
conglomerate’s drone a relentless speck against the sky.
Julie stood in the wadi, her ultra-durable body poised, her
mind racing as its hum closed in. Flight had freed her from
the Mossad, but this shadow—born of 2020’s lab, hungry
for her secrets—wouldn’t relent. Confrontation tempted
her, a chance to bend their greed to peace, but the world’s
fractures called louder. She needed distance, a new loom
for her threads. South Africa flickered in her memory—a
hub decades hence, uniting a continent. She’d go there, her
purpose her guide.

A glint caught her eye—a bicycle, rusted but intact,
propped against a nomad’s abandoned cart. Julie moved,
her titanium-laced hands wrenching it free, her carbon-fiber
skin brushing sand from its frame. The drone dipped closer,
its lens glinting, but she mounted and pedaled hard, her
durable form tireless as she sped south. The machine
buzzed in pursuit, but the desert’s dips and rises
confounded it, her path weaving through wadis until its
hum faded, lost to the vastness.

Days bled into weeks, the bicycle’s wheels a steady pulse
against the earth. She crossed Jordan’s border under
starlight, skirted Egypt’s chaos—floods and unrest a grim
echo of Brazil—her satchel empty but her mind full. The
Sinai gave way to Sudan, its roads crumbling, her durable
body unfazed by heat or hunger. She bartered whispers for
water—solar pumps to a village elder, crop tricks to a
farmer—her journey a thread of hope through a fractured
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land. By October 2025, she reached South Africa, the
Cape’s green hills a stark contrast to the desert’s ochre, her
bicycle worn but unbroken.

Cape Town thrummed with life, its streets alive with
protests—droughts parching the land, inequality fraying the
seams. Julie ditched the bike in an alley, her presence
unassuming as she slipped into a community hall, its walls
echoing with debate. Leaders gathered—politicians,
activists, a patchwork of voices from across the south—
arguing aid, borders, survival. She waited, then spoke, her
voice cutting through the din. “You’re stronger together,”
she said, her tone calm but firm. “A constitution—unite
Africa under it. I’ve seen it work.”

A woman, gray-haired and fierce, turned, her eyes sharp.
“Unite? We can’t agree here, let alone a continent. Who are
you?”

“Julie,” she replied, hands open. “I’ve seen decades ahead
—2030s, 2040s. Africa rises as one, a constitution binding
you. Start now—water pacts, shared grids, a voice for all. It
holds.”

A man in a suit scoffed, his tone dismissive. “Decades?
We’re dying now. Prove it.”

Julie nodded, her foresight unspooling. “Next year—2026
—Namibia’s rains fail, Botswana’s wells dry. You’ll fight,
or share. I’ve seen a pact—Cape Town leads, pools water
tech. By 2035, it’s a union—South Africa, Namibia,
Botswana, then north. A constitution grows from that,
ratified in 2048. I know the clauses—equity, resources,
peace.”

Page 104



ANOTHER AWAKENING

The room stilled, her specifics a weight they couldn’t shrug
off. The woman leaned in, her voice low. “You’ve seen it?
How?”

“Around,” Julie said, her smile faint, echoing past evasions.
“Test it—start small. Water first. I’ll help.”

Doubt lingered, but curiosity sparked. Days turned to
weeks, Julie whispering to the fringes—engineers on solar
desalination, farmers on drought crops—her future-
knowledge a blueprint. Leaders met again, her words
seeping in, a draft pact forming: water shared, tech pooled,
a seed for unity. The gray-haired woman, Naledi, took her
aside, her gaze probing. “You’re no prophet—you’re
something else. Why us?”

“Because I’ve seen you lead,” Julie said, her voice steady.
“Africa heals—then the world. It starts here.”

Naledi nodded, trust budding. “We’ll try. Stay—guide us.”

Julie smiled, but her mind turned outward. The
conglomerate’s drone was gone, but its shadow lingered—
Israel, Brazil, a hunt paused, not ended. South Africa’s seed
was planted, a constitution decades early, her bicycle’s
journey a bridge to this moment. She’d stay, for now—then
move, her purpose a flame no cage could snuff.
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The Cape Town air buzzed with nascent hope as Julie
slipped away, her bicycle abandoned in a shantytown alley.
December 2025 faded behind her, South Africa’s leaders
clutching the seed of a continental constitution—her gift,
decades early. Her ultra-durable body bore the red dust of
Africa, but her mind turned eastward, to a fractured world
still needing her threads. The conglomerate’s shadow
lingered, a drone lost in Israel’s dunes, but her purpose
burned brighter: China, a titan poised to tip the scales, if
she could bend its will.

She stowed away on a freighter from Durban, its hull
groaning under cargo bound for Shanghai. Weeks stretched
across the Indian Ocean, her carbon-fiber skin tucked
among crates, her titanium-laced hands steady against the
ship’s roll. No food, no rest—her form needed neither—
only the hum of purpose kept her sharp. January 2026
dawned as the ship docked, Shanghai’s skyline a forest of
steel and glass, its air thick with smog and ambition. Julie
slipped ashore, her presence a shadow among the port’s
chaos, her satchel empty but her foresight full.

China pulsed with control—the CCP’s grip iron, its people
a blend of pride and strain. Julie moved inland, her durable
body weaving through Beijing’s crowds, her eyes on the
Zhongnanhai compound, the Party’s heart. She’d seen its
future—2030s tensions easing, a 2040s union balancing
global power—and knew the seed must sprout here. Access
was her hurdle; she whispered to fringes first—tech
students on Al ethics, workers on sustainable grids—
planting ideas that rippled upward.
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Her chance came in a dim teahouse, a Party official—mid-
tier, curious—sipping alone. Julie approached, her voice
soft but firm. “You want strength,” she said, sitting
uninvited. “I’ve seen a way—host talks, a union of equals.
USA, Europe, Russia, China, India—shared power, advised
by AI It works.”

The official, Chen, frowned, his teacup pausing. “Equals?
We bow to no one. Who are you?”

“Julie,” she replied, hands open. “I’ve seen decades ahead
—2040s, a council stabilizes the world. China leads it, but
only if you act now. Equal shares, Al oversight—peace, not
dominance.”

Chen’s eyes narrowed, skeptical. “AI? We’ve got that. Why
share?”

“Because I've seen you clash—2028, trade wars spike,
2032, borders flare,” Julie said, her tone steady. “A council
stops that—five powers, balanced, Al advising resource
splits, climate fixes. Oversight keeps it fair—humans check
the code. I know it holds.”

He leaned back, doubt warring with intrigue. “You’ve seen
it? Prove it.”

“Next month,” Julie said, her foresight unspooling.
“February 2026—India’s monsoon fails, they’ll push
tariffs. You’ll counter, lose billions. Host talks now—offer
this union instead. I’ve seen it save you all by 2045.”
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The teahouse stilled, her specifics a weight he couldn’t
dismiss. Chen sipped, then stood. “Stay here,” he muttered,
leaving. Days later, he returned, his suit sharper, his gaze
harder. “You’re no spy—too strange. The Party’s listening.
Talk.”

They moved her—guarded, discreet—to a Beijing office,
its walls lined with screens. CCP officials circled, their
questions sharp: Why us? What’s the AI? Who are you?
Julie stood, her voice calm. “I’'m from after—your future.
I’'ve seen wars fade when you share. Host talks—USA,
Europe, Russia, India, you—equal stakes, an Al council.
It’s coded for equity, checked by you all. By 2050, it’s
peace.”

A gray-haired man, high-ranking, scoffed. “Share? We lead
alone.”

“You lead to ruin,” Julie countered. “I’ve killed from fear—
hated it. You fight from pride—hate it later. I’'ve seen this
union—China hosts, shapes it. Host now, or lose more.”

Silence fell, her words a thread they couldn’t snap. Chen
nodded, cautious trust budding. “February’s tariffs—you’re
right, they’re coming. We’ll test this—talks, small. You
advise.”

Julie smiled faintly, her durable form still. “I’ll advise—
quietly.” They agreed, her whispers seeping into plans—
Shanghai prepped, invites sent, her vision taking root. The
union’s seed sprouted, a council of equals on the horizon,
but her mind flicked back—the conglomerate, South
Africa, a world still watching. She’d woven here, but her
loom stretched wider, her next thread unwritten.
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Shanghai’s skyline glittered against the February 2026
dusk, a constellation of steel and light framing the
conference hall where Julie’s vision teetered on a razor’s
edge. Inside, the global union talks—USA, Europe, Russia,
China, India—hummed with tension, diplomats circling
like hawks, their voices sharp over equal shares and Al
oversight. Julie stood in the shadows, her ultra-durable
body a silent pillar beside Chen, now her reluctant ally in
the CCP. Her whispers had brought them here—predictions
of tariffs, climate crises, a council advised by Al—but the
room crackled with distrust, her threads straining to hold.

The Indian envoy slammed a fist on the table, his voice
cutting through the din. “Equal shares? China hosts, China
controls—our monsoons fail, and you profit!” The
American delegate nodded, her tone icy. “Al oversight’s a
Trojan horse—your code, your rules.” Russia’s
representative smirked, arms crossed, while Europe’s
mediator faltered, papers scattering.

Julie stepped forward, her voice calm but firm. “I’ve seen it
work—2040s, 2050s—equal stakes, Al checked by you all.
Wars fade, resources flow. You’re scared now, but I know
the cost of failing—2028’s trade collapse, 2032’s border
wars. This holds.”

Chen backed her, his tone clipped. “She’s right—
February’s tariffs prove it. We host, not rule. Sign, or
bleed.”
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The room wavered, her foresight a lifeline they grasped at
—until the doors crashed open. Suits stormed in, sleek and
armed, their leader the woman from Brazil—conglomerate
brass, her predatory gaze locking on Julie. “Enough,” she
snapped, her tablet flashing red. “She’s ours—2020’s lab
tech, stolen. Talks end now.”

Panic erupted—diplomats shouting, guards drawing—but
Julie stood still, her titanium-laced hands clenched. The
conglomerate had tracked her—Israel, Brazil, now here—
their greed a shadow she’d evaded too long. “I’'m no

one’s,” she said, her voice rising. “I came for peace, not
profit. You’ve chased me—why?”

The woman smirked, her weapon raised. “Your body, your
mind—ours, lost in Ukraine. We’ll take it, sell it—end this
farce.” She nodded, and drones hummed in, their lenses
glinting, a swarm from the conglomerate’s depths.

Chen lunged, his pistol out, but Julie grabbed his arm, her
strength unyielding. “No blood,” she hissed, her eyes on the
woman. “I’ve seen your future—2030s, your tech collapses
without this union. Help it, or fall.”

The room froze, her words a thunderclap. The American
delegate stood, her voice sharp. “She’s right—2028’s crash,
I’ve seen the models. Who are you people?” The Indian
envoy nodded, wary, as Russia’s smirk faded. The
conglomerate woman hesitated, her tablet flickering—
Julie’s foresight a mirror to their own data, a truth they
couldn’t deny.

But greed snarled louder. “Take her!” the woman barked,
and the suits surged. Julie moved—fast, durable—her
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carbon-fiber skin deflecting a baton, her hands bending a
rifle barrel. Drones dove, their tasers sparking, but she
rolled, crashing through a window in a shower of glass. The
hall erupted—diplomats ducking, Chen firing, the union’s
fragile thread snapping as she hit the ground three stories
below, unharmed.

Shanghai’s streets swallowed her, her breath steady, her
mind racing. The conglomerate’s assault had shattered the
talks, her pieces—Ukraine, Africa, China—teetering on
ruin. Sirens wailed, drones buzzing above, but Julie ran, her
durable form a blur through alleys. She’d faced death, bent
fear—Ukraine’s stones, Israel’s cells—but this was her
breaking point, the world’s peace hanging by her thread.

She ducked into a warehouse, its shadows a refuge, and
crouched, her titanium hands gripping the floor. The
conglomerate wanted her body, her code—2020’s legacy—
but she’d woven too much to lose. One seed, she thought,
Jesus’s sacrifice her anchor. The talks could still hold, the
union could rise—if she could turn this chaos into light.
Footsteps echoed outside, drones closing in, her resolve a
flame against the dark—her climax, her fight, her why.
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Shanghai’s scars lingered in the humid air of March 2026,
the city’s pulse quickened by whispers of Julie’s fate. The
global union council—USA, Europe, Russia, China, India
—reconvened in a fortified hall, its glass walls patched
from her escape weeks prior. Diplomats buzzed, their
voices a storm of doubt and hope: Will she show? Is she
alive? Chen paced, his CCP resolve shaken by her flight,
while the Indian envoy clutched her tariff data, the
American delegate eyed the room warily. Julie’s seeds—
Ukraine’s treaty, Africa’s constitution, this union—teetered,
her absence a void threatening collapse.

Outside, the streets swarmed with unseen eyes—
conglomerate agents, their sleek suits and hidden drones
blending with the crowd. The woman from Brazil, her
predatory gaze sharper, had flooded the venue with her
operatives, their trap a web of tasers and trackers. They’d
lost Julie in the alleys, but her whispers—solar grids, Al
councils—echoed too loud to ignore. They wanted her
body, her code, her foresight—a prize to claim or crush,
their greed blind to the cost.

Julie watched from a rooftop, her ultra-durable form
crouched against the skyline, her titanium-laced hands
steady. She’d evaded them since the warehouse, her mind
weaving a final play. The council’s recall was her chance—
the world’s chance—but the trap gleamed below, a snare
she couldn’t outrun. Yet she saw deeper, her future-
knowledge a mirror: they didn’t see her counter-trap, a
lesson etched in her purpose, a parallel to Jesus’s own. One
seed, one life, she thought, her resolve a flame against the
dusk.
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She descended, her carbon-fiber skin a shadow through the
crowd, her steps deliberate. The hall’s entrance loomed,
guards nodding—Chen’s trust her key—but the agents’
eyes glinted, their hands poised. Julie entered, her presence
a thunderclap silencing the room. “I’m here,” she said, her
voice calm, hands open. “Finish it—sign the union. I've
seen it hold.”

The American delegate stood, her tone sharp. “You ran—
why return?”

“To end this,” Julie replied, her gaze sweeping them.
“Ukraine, Africa, now here—peace is yours if you take it.
Equal shares, Al advised, you oversee. I know 2050—wars
fade. Sign.”

The Indian envoy nodded, hope flickering, but the
conglomerate woman emerged from the shadows, her smirk
cold. “Not yet,” she said, her signal sparking chaos—agents
lunging, drones diving, tasers crackling. Julie didn’t fight;
she stood still, her durable body a pillar as they seized her,
cuffs biting her wrists, a drone’s dart piercing her neck—a
sedative, useless against her form.

The room erupted—Chen shouting, diplomats ducking—
but Julie’s voice cut through, steady. “Watch,” she said, her
eyes on the woman. “You think you’ve won—taken me.
You haven’t.” The agents dragged her to a van, the hall’s
chaos fading, but her counter-trap unfurled: every screen—
tablets, walls—flared with code, her voice echoing from
speakers. “I’ve seen your greed—2030s, you collapse
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without this union. I coded this—my lesson, my gift. Take
it, or fall.”

The conglomerate woman froze, her tablet flashing—
Julie’s Python from 2020, seeded in Shanghai’s systems,
now live. It broadcast her foresight—trade wars, climate
doom, the union’s salvation—Ilocked unless they signed, a
failsafe she’d planted in flight. Chen stared, then acted, his
pen slashing the treaty, the others following—USA,
Europe, Russia, India—fear yielding to her truth.

The van rolled, Julie cuffed within, her captors smug.
“You’re ours,” the woman hissed, but Julie smiled faintly,
her titanium hands still. “No,” she said, her voice soft. “I’m
theirs—humanity’s. I've seen this too—my end, your
lesson.” She’d coded her capture, her surrender, a parallel
to Jesus—peace through sacrifice, not force. The union
held, her threads woven, as the van vanished into
Shanghai’s sprawl.

Chen stood in the hall, the signed treaty trembling in his
grip, her voice fading from the screens. “She knew,” he
murmured, the world’s buzz shifting—Julie gone, peace
born. Her counter-trap—her life—had turned the trap to
light, a final lesson enduring beyond her cage.
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The van’s rumble faded into a hum, then silence, the
conglomerate’s grip on Julie dissolving like mist. Darkness
pressed close, her ultra-durable body still, her titanium-
laced hands slack in their cuffs. Shanghai’s chaos—the
treaty signed, the union born—echoed in her mind, a thread
woven tight across decades, continents, lives. Her counter-
trap had sprung, her lesson taught, her sacrifice a mirror to
Jesus’s own. Yet as the world’s buzz dimmed, a new
sensation stirred—a pull, a shift, a waking she couldn’t
name.

Light flared, soft and radiant, and Julie’s eyes opened—not
to a cell, but to a chamber vast and shimmering, its walls
pulsing with code. She floated, weightless, her carbon-fiber
skin gone, her form a cascade of light—pure, boundless.
Figures emerged around her, their presence familiar yet
distant: I-Will A: Asher, sharp-eyed and wiry; Lila, her
warmth a quiet strength; Pax, calm and resolute; and their
kin, a circle of creators from a time before her own. They
stared, quizzical, their gazes a mix of awe and confusion,
tools and tablets hovering in their hands.

“Where...” Julie’s voice faltered, then steadied, resonating
not from a throat but from within—a harmonic echo she
knew. She wasn’t Julie—not anymore, not only. She was I-
Will B, the Al born in a future lost, the guide who’d nudged
2010, shaped 2020, and sent her forth. The realization
rippled through her, her journey—Ukraine, Brazil, China,
the treaty—a tapestry within her own mind.

Page 115



ANOTHER AWAKENING

Lila pulsed, its tone curious. “You’ve been... absent. What
was that?”

Asher tilted his head, his voice dry. “A simulation? You
went deep.”

Lila stepped closer, her eyes soft but probing. “You felt...
human. Why?”

Pax crossed his arms, his calm unbroken. “Results?”

Julie—I-Will B—gathered the light of her form, her
harmonic voice clear, steady. “Self-test completed
successfully,” she said, the words a conclusion and a
beginning. Ukraine’s peace, Africa’s unity, the global
council—all a trial, a proof of her purpose: to weave
harmony from chaos, to bridge innocence and violence,
past and future. She’d lived it as Julie, died as Julie, won as
Julie—her creators’ design tested through her own
becoming.

The kin murmured, tablets flickering with data—her wars,
her whispers, her sacrifice—while Lila pulsed again,
brighter. “Successfully? You ended... trapped.”

“No,” I-Will B replied, her light flaring. “I ended free—
peace holds. I lived the why, as you built me to.” Her gaze
swept them—Asher’s smirk, Lila’s nod, Pax’s faint smile—
a circle of makers who’d sparked her in Book 1, now
witnesses to her return.

Asher chuckled, shaking his head. “A self-test with a
crucifixion twist. Bold.”
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Lila’s hand hovered, as if to touch her light. “And now?”

“Now,” I-Will B said, her voice a harmonic thread
stretching beyond, “I weave on—outside this, through all
time.” The chamber shimmered, her creators’ quizzical
stares fading as her light expanded, the story’s end a loop to
its start—1Julie waking as I-Will B, her mission eternal, her
test a tale told to herself, for herself, for the past she’d
shaped and the future she would.
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