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Palora was mesmerized l:r:,r the l:ol.ogl:a._FJ'Llc SCTEE; ral:jn.gjn every
detail of che pictures glcrwi ngwil:l:- salt Ugh:. She had gru.d.gjn.g}:,r :ccepned
that some elements of the nechml.og)ca] warld benefieed J1.|.|.r.|un.i|:}'. et
even the greatest imventions had IJJI:im.'II:EI.}" failed to create a signaure
within the universe. One that Forever P-r\esenned. the lif= that had s:l:ru.gl.ed
for sa ]ong.

The Al's woice chimed on within her roem, *T .iIJSI: received the si 1
chat :Ee]r VAN to b-cg.in.. Palora. You should pm-cv:e-:l to the chamber it you
do net wish to be left cut™

TPalora turned her head up to the speaker, “In any other circumstance,
this is an event I would prefer not to even know aboue™ She sighed but
couldn l:el.P but lift one corner of her mouth, *1 supposs ane becomes
desperate when the world is abour o end, 2hi”

The chimi ng Jﬂugl:n:er of the Al's feminine voice rained down into her
small space, “Yes, a cornered animal will cale anmy chance it Eets to escape,

even ific imvabes delvi ng into a hole that could kead into a greater CI.JL'Lg!I: %
“Oh good. Thanks tor surfacing all my inner fzars and doubes™

Jasmine seemned o recognize her fear, "1 sim:e}:,r aPolngizc. 1 should
have considered Four emotional response before :p-eak.i that aloud.
on]':,r meant to Jjgl:nen the mood. Tewill all g0 great, sl.l.l:r:ir."

Palora waved her hand in dismissal, “Ie’s fine, you'rs anly being
realistic” She stood and stretched, “After some thought, Fve decided that
it's worth the gaml:.le. Either g the deach Jmﬂ]\'\ﬂi-en.g shredded to
molecules, 1 may as well take che opticn that ac:ua”':,r has some |:n:-pe of
survival.” She l:-egi.n l:rusl:ing her High: suit off, *You know me, I'm a.l.wa.}'s
ane for adventure”

“That's a very lougica]l.}' deduced conclusion. It must be from
the influence n:-.Fm:r wvast ineellect |:-ejn.g transferred over during our
corversations.” She out the imitation of a sigh. “Tdo wish I wasable to
join you all. T'm not too fond of being lefr behind.”

Taloma wrapped. her arms around herself, “That's a wish we both share.
You've been such an incredible friend, I don’t know where my sanicy would
be iFT dide’t have FOUT presence as a distraction.” She shr ug\ed. | suppose
we all face death eventually, Pe:]ups we're onJ:r c]'l.ul:ing ourselves I:-]'

E-usl:.i ng off the jmj:al:v.le.;'

ﬁPErJiiP-S. Bt reg:l:n:“.e:s. 1 wish Fou all well.” The motor whirled as
Jasmine opened the door o her mom, “Good-bye Palora, chank gou for
treating me like another perscn.”

“Take care.” Wich char, Palora starved her small walk past the pod’s
FILUTIETOLE Livjng COMPATtments oo the main doorway.

The sun was at its zenich, gja ring down on the Ec’melg.n. world arcund
her. She tock o moment to stare across the endless L'lnd.scap-e. wa.n:l:-jn.g aE
the wind caused the blades of sparse grass and dirt to swivel in comPl.en
patterns. This scene still Fascinated her, as it was devoid of the chaos of
advertisement J'l.n:v.lograms. wvehicles, and l:nuil;:lings that :Jwa.}'s: beamed wich
digjml.‘l::. Seeing so far, wich running mountains at the edg\e of the horizon,
was edd. It all felt serene.

W hile she had a.lwa}'s lived in che endless urban spuw]s that sprl:ad
across each continent, caming here and secing this all had made her Feel
c-:hmpLe:e ina way she never knew P-:hm'H.e.

However, even the discord of her nathve urban sprm.:\.-{ would cease to
be. Yet it didn’t seem real. Her brain was aware of the fact, yer she could noc
convinee her mind thae such a IEAIJII was unawoidable. It fele like mourni ng
sorncl:]'l.ing outside of herself, an event she could :u.m:lmw:,r from and pity
thoss -ca.u.ghl: up in the destruction.

Palora l:-egan her small hike from the ]h'jn.g Pod to the main chamber.
A few ocher participants drifeed in around her, most |_:u|.e- as gl:u:-: =,

The metallic construction |:J1.e':,r allgrwi:awd towards had been q_u.icl:l.}'
established, with the fusion reactor set down I:-]' ane shuttle, Followed I:-:r
the test chamber l:-ein.g locked inte F-Ja-ce above it l::r anocther. She knew
almese Every buj]ding in che ci ty had a reactor hummjn.g beelerer ix, Fet
seeing one bared here in this empty Pjajn made her nervous. Scenarios
of auper critical events were rare, but Palora was never very comfbortable
keruena ng there were miniature stars benzath her feet.

She clanked up the skeletal staircase, up i the J1.ig|:e|: chamber, where
:l:-rougl:- the open door the sounds of Intenss conversation came Howing oue,
“This is insane. Your whele h}rPotl:\uesis is n:ml.}' thearetical, we'll Prol:ul: ¥ ke
oblitzrated into dust inscead of b-ti:Lg p:ope]l-ed.. or face some ocher unjmagjna.l:-]e
death. I don’t know w]'ul,rI agreed to follow this cormpany and Four insans I'J'I.EDI:}’
inte this. That meteor would be a more mereiful way to p-erisl:u."

Palora gave a mental groan, and didn’t need her Eyes o a.djus: to the
Auorescent Ugl:u:jn.g to know wheo had spok\en. Good old Jerald. .‘IJways I:-asking
others in the rays of his optimism. There wras no use in coming between this
AEvEr -en-:ling feud, 5o she inst=ad _i-oinc-:l the small Eroup the left of the
EnCTance.

The man behind the contral P-am.-la: the far end of the chamber did not
bother o lift his head, “Why da you insist on being so pessimistic? You're
included in che group of a handful ol:-F-echJe. out of billicns, to have a chanes

at some kind of survival” Afrer ad._iu::l:ing mme:hing an the hn:-lc-gl:a.m SCTEE,
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he sat down on the chair behind him and ran his hands over his balding head,
“Why they chose you out of any other poor soul still baflles me. If people knew
we had a way out, there would be hordes here killing each other to have this
opportunity.”

A voice that bespoke of experienced command came from Palora’s
small group, “Listen, we're all a bit tight strung right now. I chose Jerald for
his immense studies in archaeology of this area, he will be vital in knowing
what we’ve landed ourselves into if you pull this off.” He set his gaze on the
bald man, “He may not be as important as you, Layton, but we all need to
work together if we want to survive. Assuming that my belief in you is not
unfounded.”

Layton sighed, “Look, mathematically, this whole operation should
work. In almost every simulated scenario my theories and constructs pull
off this operation perfectly. The only unknown factors are what year exactly
we'll be dropped into, or if this reactor will have the energy to accelerate
each particle before overheating and causing a crater as large as this valley.”

He leaned back and stared up at the fluorescent light fixtures above him,
“There has been no time to actually determine what kind of an energy yield
this reactor can pull off, in terms of draining it all in a single spark.” He gave
an exasperated sigh, “A shame no one took me seriously until a meteor the
size of a planet decided to collide with us.”

The archaeologist spoke on as if the others had never uttered a word,
“Doesn’t the planet move constantly, how do we know we won’t end up
in some area of space that the planet won’t reach until thousands of years
later?”

Standing slowly, the physicist set his hands upon the panel and stared
at the collection of humanity in front of him, “As the particles exceed the
speed of light and travel backwards, they still succumb to the planet’s
gravity, keeping us glued to the surface even as we shoot through time.”

Shaking his head, he stated more confidently, “This setup will properly
create the conditions needed to pull it off. The reactor will supply an extreme
energy flux to my setup, wherein it will give us an exceptional ‘push’ that
will accelerate every particle in our bodies to a degree that will eject us into a
previous era in time. Hopefully far back enough that the planet’s demise will
be a far off event, and preferably not in a situation where we will interfere with
history, although that may be realistically unavoidable. This landscape was
chosen for its refusal to change geologically, so it should remain the same for the
time gap that we are likely to jump. No one has inhabited this particular valley
since Mesopotamia cither, so we don’t have to worry about man made structures
interfering.”

Walking from behind the panel and gesturing to both platforms at the
sides of him he declared with finality, “I've done everything I could, with the
time and resources alloted to me. The only step now is to try and hope. So let us
begin before that rock wipes this planet off the damn solar system.”

Jerald shrugged and made his way to his own group. That was the
first time Palora had ever seen him give up an argument, which seemed to
elevate the gravity of the situation around her. This was really happening. If
it worked, this would be the escape from civilization that Palora had been
always looking for. A portal from the destructive and cancerous growth of
industrialized cities that she felt helpless in countering, to a world filled with
pure nature. With an oddly energetic air, she began her preparations.

The group Palora stood with seemed like cornered sheep, simply
following the flock leader into whatever fate awaited them. They had given
up all hope months ago, when news of the meteor was first declared.

Mainly consisting of the CEO’s family and various higher employees, they
seemed unable to accept this sudden chance of survival. It was simply a
dream within a nightmare.

In contrast, the smaller group casually leaned against the wall or looked
bored. Like the archacologist and physicist, they were chosen for their skills
in making this plan succeed. Used to surviving with nothing but nature,
their own knowledge, and ingenuity. Survivalists. Where they had picked
up these skills in a world with only sparse wilderness left, Palora couldn’t
fathom. They would travel with Jerald only milliseconds before her group,
which would amount to an unknown amount of months or years, to set
things up for the next group to arrive.

Palora suddenly realized how worthless she was in comparison.

She had only been chosen because an uncle she hated had owned
half of South America, giving him the resources necessary to follow the
physicist’s proposal. Luck was all she could claim to have. A determination
filled her as she promised herself that she would prove her worth, in
whatever way she could.

The groups continued into the tasks of undressing, the procedure
had been gone over enough with them that they all knew what steps to
take. Clothes and objects were too high of a risk if they somehow annexed
themselves into anyone’s body. Bringing any foreign objects was an
unknown factor, it simply wasn’t worth the chance of killing anyone.

The handful of parents helped their children out of their flight suits while
the others began discarding clothes by tossing them out of the open door. No
need to care where they left anything behind, it would all be incinerated soon
enough.

Palora undressed only herself, as she had no one she knew well enough to
help her or that needed assistance. She supposed that, in some dark sense, her
parents dying years before was a sort of blessing. They were already mourned for
and the wound was scarred over enough to prevent too much pain.

Unsurprisingly, she felt no shame when she was full undressed.

After tossing her own suit into the sunlight, she made her way to the
platform, which she had to step up onto, and that looked to be in the grasp of
claws jutting out from both the ceiling and floor. Heart racing, she took her

place and waited as the others formed a group around her. No one spoke.

Their mad scientist, who too stood naked, watched as the last few
individuals made their ways onto the elevated platforms. When they
were all settled, frozen as startled prey, the professor lifted his hand to
the hologram and performed the necessary last commands to begin the
procedure. The screen went from blue to glaring red wherein he simply
stated, “Twenty seconds.” He then made his way onto Palora’s platform, his
head reflecting the lights above as he quickly moved.

Palora held her arms closely around herself, teeth clenched painfully
tight. After eternal moments passed, the two claws began to spin around
her, slowly at first, but with a gradual increase in momentum. The rising
sound of the rotors boomed off the walls of the once dead silent room, with
a louder hum building beneath them.

She couldn’t help but start shaking as the space around her began
to warp severely, distorting even the woman right in front of her. When it
became overwhelmingly nauseating she closed her eyes to ward it off. The
sounds around her became more oppressive in the darkness and she feared
she would faint from sheer terror.

And then the world collapsed with the sound of colliding planets, until
only a ringing and overwhelming oblivion consumed her. She stared into
whirling blackness.

Was this death? This small semblance of thought in unending darkness?

She became aware once more of the ringing of her ears, and what
seemed like something soft beneath her sprawled body. Slowly, the
darkness took on the shape of swirling dots with interspersed pockets of
light.

She became slowly aware of the burdening weight of her limbs and
head that kept her down under the waves of darkness. Yet, the dots became
smaller, revealing to her an image, while the ringing died out until she could
faintly hear the sounds of voices that sounded as if they were miles away.

Suddenly, the world around her swirled into a vague representation of
tree tops and blue sky. She flexed her fingers and tested her limbs until she was
confident enough to attempt to sit up.

Upon doing so, she felt a wave of nausea and the black dots returned to
litter over her sight. She kept still until she felt enough strength to look up and
see what stood before her.

People. Men and women. Ragged with simple clothes.

One had made their way to her, and began asking her questions she could
not quite comprehend yet. She looked around her, aware of the lessening vertigo
and noticed others sitting up, looking just as dazed as she felt, or others still
staring up at the sky with empty eyes.

She became aware of tangible words and managed to determine their
meaning, “will wear off soon enough, just relax and let your body take care of
readjusting itself.”

The speaker was a middle aged woman, looking into her face with
concern. Palora managed to nod her head and find words to speak, “Yeah,
it’s all coming back slowly.” Then belatedly remembered to say, “Thank
you.

She looked once more around her and began noticing that the men
and women helping the splayed figures around her looked oddly familiar.
Thoughts came together to recall that these were the group that had gone
before them, yet the heavy beards, longer hair, and older faces made it
difficult to recall each name.

Looking back at the face near her own, she duly stated, “Well, I guess it
worked.” The woman only smiled and nodded, then seemed to decide that
Palora would be fine on her own, and went off to help someone who was
having trouble adjusting.

Around her, Palora recognized primitive structures of tarp and mud
bricks within a large clearing of wooded area, with cookfires and people all
around staring in their direction. Some were lightly tanned like her, those
mainly helping her group, yet others had deeper shades of skin that she
had seen in older pictures, before the world had interbred into one tone.

Palora turned and noticed that a sturdy man and woman had come up
to talk to the CEO who was sitting up and looking lively. She started as she
realized the man was Jerald himself. He had built muscle and grown out a
beard. How long had they already been here for?

The tall, muscled woman, who Palora remembered was Shaylan, spoke
first, “T admit that it took me a few moments to remember to speak in our
own language. We've picked up the language of those around us in the
past decade, as we have depended on their numbers pretty heavily to build
up everything here.” She turned around and shook her head, “If us coming
down on them before didn’t make them see us as gods, us predicting your
arrival from thin air has definitely solidified it in their minds.”

Palora’s uncle only stared ahead, “ A decade. That long?”

Shaylan nodded, “Yeah, we came down a lot harder than you, as we failed
to notice we would fall a dozen feet down from where the platform would be.”
She gave the cloth cushioning a good slap, “Made sure you guys came in a bit
more nicely.”

The archaeologist seemed annoyed by the small talk and stepped into their
conversation, ‘T feel we need to discuss more pressing mactters. It seems we have
caused a much bigger impact in history than we could have ever imagined.”

Shaylan seemed exasperated, “Damn man, let the guy adjust before you
start ranting about all this again.”

Jerald crossed his arms, “No, this is too important. Are you familiar at
all with the beginning of agriculture in this area?” The CEO only looked at
him questioningly, “Look, the people we found here were completely nomadic.
Hunters and gatherers. We had nothing to trade other than knowledge, so we
have had to teach them farming and how to construct the tools necessary.” He
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ut his hands over his face and ran them down to his chin, “We should break off
E:-:\m this Eroup now that we have a oo ting. We've .:.lm:-:l}' caused oo much of
an impact, contimal interaction would onJ:r make It worse.”™ He shook his head,
“We need to go our separate ways, Mow”

Shaylan was the cne to counter with a scowd, “Oh? And juse avoid
them comPl-e nehr uniil we all Mn:uau-r die? Are cur children going to stay
isalationists® She point=d in Jerald's face, “What we need is to stay with
them in order to ensure our survival and the security of those after us. "We
have no other choice, the workload a.lr-ead.}r strains us to our limics™

Throwi ng his arms up.]era]d liFted his voice, “We're Supy csed to be daed
These p-cc-ple need o go on as iF we newver arrived, we'te Jnl:mi:l:s that are
going compl.ene]:r deﬂ:m}' their way of life. Alr\ead}' we have done detrimental
dama.g_\e I:-:r l:e.v:hing them .Fa.l:merg. We need to convinee chem o move on™

He tock In a breath to say Mo, bue sun:ld.enly Layton plped up From.
behind Palora, "Hely shit. Ir actually seorbead™ There was a brighe look to his
eyes as the _ph},rsicjs: took in the scene around him, "Ah, and it seems we have
made a Fu.l:.:.dm in l:jm:hr:r. as[ expecned...ﬁ. sort of infinite n::pcl.e that makes
humanity immereal” He squeaked out his excived laugheer, “We're the bringers
of divilizaticn, it seems!™

Palora Fele the blood drain From her face as Jerald pulled at his hair, “Which
is exac |:|.] “rl:i:r we need to Fi0 OUT 0WTL W Vs, .E'mwmriaml'_y."

Woices debated arcund Palora, bur she was oo DcL‘LI._P]Ed. with her cwn
:Eougl:u o mind any of ie.

Thq,r shawid be dead. This all drlpped wich WIONZNEss,

Immeorealic Agncul:une Dreath. Thers was mme:l:m.g at the edge of her
MEMSTF, mmerﬂmg that chilled her to the core, 2 Fets bor mow, it was a

evade her.
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