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Premier Tung Wing has taken control of the Eurasia Federation. President Ricardo Carlos of the United Americas Continent (UAC) is doing all he can to prevent war with Premier Wing, but war with the Eurasia Federation is unavoidable. The Battle of Tarim Basin in the Taklamakan Desert in China decides the fate of the world. The only way to stop Wing is for President Carlos to do the unthinkable! 

Premier Tung Wing has taken control of the Eurasia Federation. He has subjugated his android Citizens and forced many of them into his Army.  The former android leader, Supreme Director Chen, has retreated to France, but is powerless to stop Wing. Now Wing is marching on the European Provinces and will destroy the Great Britain Province if the Prime Minister does not surrender.

President Ricardo Carlos of the United Americas Continent (UAC) is doing all he can to prevent war with Premier Wing. The former Supreme Director Drake has lost the war for Utopias and fled to the South America Federation (SAF) where he has taken control and declared the SAF an independent country ruled by androids. Drake has declared Martial Law against the Primes in his six megacities.

War with the Eurasia Federation is unavoidable. Director Chen’s army barely escapes destruction by Wing’s army, crosses the Atlantic Ocean and travels through the Northwest Passage. President Carlos joins up with Chen’s army in China where they begin the fight against Wing. The Battle for Beijing is fought and finally ends with the enemy trying to flee across the Great Wall of China. Beijing is where the entire world discovers the terrible injustice Wing has committed against his android Citizens.

The Armies of President Carlos, Director Chen and Director Drake join together to meet Wing’s Army on the historic Silk Road near Kashgar in the Xinjiang Province of China. The Battle of Tarim Basin in the Taklamakan Desert decides the fate of the world. Wing intends to use his illegal stockpile of nuclear missiles to destroy the UAC Armed Forces and seize control of the entire world; a world devoid of any freedoms for androids. The only way to stop Wing is for President Carlos to do the unthinkable.

	[image: image]
	 	[image: image]


[image: image]

​​Copyright Page

[image: image]


UTOPIAS - Book 2

By Don Viecelli

Copyright © 2016 by Donald E. Viecelli. Registration Number TX 8-318-327.

All rights reserved.  No part of this book may be used or reproduced by any means, graphic, electronic, or mechanical, including photocopying, recording, taping or by any information storage retrieval system without the written permission of the author except in the case of brief quotations embodied in critical articles and reviews.

Ebook cover page image and design is provided by Kerman Rodriguez.

This is a work of science fiction.  All the characters, names, incidents, places and dialogue in this novel are either the products of the author’s imagination or are used fictitiously. Any errors in editing, formatting, plot or structure will be corrected in future revisions.

Available at Draft2Digital distributor ebook stores.  Positive reviews are always welcome. It helps independent authors like me to reach a broader audience.

Draft2Digital ISBN: 9781311685490

For Draft2Digital Readers.

Published by Don Viecelli at Draft2Digital.

First Release July 2016. Revision 5 released January 2025. Includes Excerpt from Nanomachine War - Book 1, First Starship Encounter.  

Word length approximately 93,170.

If You Like This Book

Please sign up to receive My Newsletter for future announcements and special offers.

	[image: image]
	 	[image: image]


[image: image]

​​Dedication

[image: image]


To those people who believe the best chance for human survival is to learn to live peacefully with each other, with our environment and to accept change as an inevitable condition of life.
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Premier Wing

Premier Tung Wing of Eurasia walked up to the General in the room, took the pistol from the General’s belt and shot him in the head. The man fell dead to the floor. “Get rid of this body and send in General Zhu,” Wing said brusquely to his two guards as he turned and walked back behind his large desk. Each guard grabbed a leg and dragged the dead general from the room, closing the door behind them.

Premier Wing was not a big man, but he was brutish looking, of medium height with a wide oval face, short brown hair cut military style and deep-set brown eyes. His cruelness to others was well known. He ruled by fear and was utterly ruthless. No one opposed him and lived to tell about it.

A few minutes later Four Star General Boqin Zhu entered the room, strode up to the Premier’s desk and saluted smartly. “Premier Wing; at your command!” He was taller than Wing with a slimmer build and graying hair. His demeanor was more polished and was considered by others to be a smart and able military commander. He tolerated most people in government circles, but Premier Wing was not well liked; only feared. His disapproval of the Premier’s methods was known only to himself for obvious reasons, as the recent murder of one of his field generals was coarse testimony to Premier Wing’s penchant for authoritarian rule and justice.

Premier Wing looked up from his desk. “General Lin failed in his duties and was executed for his failure. You must lead the assault on Paris yourself, General Zhu. I will not tolerate failure!”

“I understand completely, Premier Wing. I was planning on reassigning the general to administrative duties to use his expertise in areas other than command. His failure in the field was not entirely his fault.” General Zhu was taking a bit of a chance at making Wing angrier, but he had a duty to protect his men, or they would not follow him in the future.

“Are you disagreeing with my decision to punish whom I feel unworthy?” Wing snapped at the general.

“Not at all, Premier Wing. Rather, I feel you should leave the punishment for military actions to me so I can maintain order in the ranks.”

Premier Wing took a moment to consider the suggestion. He trusted General Zhu as much as he could trust any of his military commanders. Maybe he was a bit hasty in killing the field general, but the failure to capture Paris was delaying his grand agenda and time was not on his side. “I will leave future military punishment for failures in the field to your discretion. However, if the war does not turn decidedly in our favor soon, the responsibility will be on your head and punishment will be decided by me. Is that understood, General Zhu?”

“Completely understood, Premier Wing. I will not let you down.” General Zhu stood at attention in front of the desk.    

Premier Wing stood up and faced General Zhu. “At ease, General. We need to review the strategy for taking Paris. It is taking too long to capture, and more Primes are wakening to join the battle against us.” 

Wing strode over to the conference table and looked at the war maps spread out on top. He pointed to his military troop lines and the forces aligned against them. “Director Chen’s android forces are here inside the city limits. Our forces have surrounded the city, but General Lin could not overcome their walled defenses. I need suggestions how to defeat Chen before President Francis Baudin wakes up the rest of his human Primes to fight with Chen.”

General Zhu studied the map and pointed to a spot near Versailles. “Our forces are gathering at Versailles for a final push into the city. We outnumber the android forces two to one and we have better armaments. I plan to order a large-scale ground assault and air bombardment of the city starting at 0600 tomorrow morning. I had hoped to save most of the city buildings and monuments, but the resistance from Chen’s forces has been too high. We did not expect President Baudin to join forces with the androids so quickly. The Primes were never loyal to us before the war began, but I hoped they would refuse to fight against us. No matter, our forces will cross the Seine River within two days and the city will fall.” 

General Zhu looked confident and was prepared to fulfill his promise to Premier Wing. He knew full well the consequences if he did not succeed. Failure was not an option.

***** 
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Former Supreme Director Chen of the Eurasia Federation was sitting in President Francis Baudin’s spacious office in the Élysée Palace, which is the official residence of the President of the French Republic Province. It was located just east of the Seine River in the heart of Paris. If Premier Wing’s army crossed the river, the former French Republic country would fall once again as it had several times in its long history prior to the establishment of the Eurasia Federation. Director Chen was shorter than the President sitting in his chair. He was created from an unknown Prime of Chinese ancestry, of medium build with slim facial features, dark hair and gray eyes. He looked to be in his early forties, but that was of no consequence. His makeup was just based on the DNA of a human Prime host that chose not to be rejuvenated while he slept in the cryonic sleep chamber.

President Francis Baudin, however, was definitely in Prime condition, which is to say the rejuvenation process was complete. He looked to be in his early thirties, a tall, thin person with narrow face, black hair and dark brown eyes. He was dressed in a two-piece tailored suit that was made over one hundred years ago and saved for his awakening. President Baudin woke up from cryonic sleep thirty days ago and the world had changed considerably. The environment was greatly improved, but the human condition seemed not to have changed at all. He awoke to another war on his soil, and he was now negotiating with the android leader how to save Paris.

President Baudin spoke in English to Chen, although his French accent was noticeable. The French prefer their native tongue over all others, which made Chen a bit uncomfortable sitting in his chair. “Can we stop Wing from taking our country?”

Chen responded unequivocally, “No, he has too many troops and better weapons. We must abandon the city before morning.”

“Then, I shall surrender to protect my people and the city from being destroyed.” 

Chen nodded his head and said, “That would be the wisest course of action, Mister President, though I fear for your safety from Wing.”

“What are you going to do with your army, Director Chen?” Baudin ignored the warning.

“I will withdraw to Britain over the English Channel. I have more than two hundred and fifty thousand androids and humans who have joined my army. I must save what I can,” Chen said with a disappointed look on his face.

President Baudin looked at Director Chen, studying his facial features while wondering just how much emotions an android could have. It seemed to Baudin that the android was acting more human by the minute. “Why must you continue to fight against Premier Wing when you can’t possibly win?”

Chen focused his eyes on the President and said, “Premier Wing has broken the laws of the Prime Directives. He has taken the lives of many androids in the megacities, even when the androids agreed to let the Primes take control. Now he is forcing androids to serve in his army. He is making slaves of all of us. I cannot ignore his crimes and must fight against him. Many Primes who have awakened recently in the megacities believe as I do. They do not agree with Wing’s methods and believe he must be stopped.”

“And you believe by withdrawing to the Great Britain Province, you can defeat Wing?

“I believe that we can prevail with help from the United Americas Continent. They are sending us supplies there.”

President Baudin did not feel as confident as Chen. “From what I have heard, the UAC has similar problems between the androids and Primes that are waking up. The former Supreme Director Drake, himself, was driven from Utopias to South America and has formed a separate government. Perhaps you should consider joining him.”

“Director Drake has offered to help us as well as President Carlos,” Chen said. “Neither of them wants Premier Wing to remain in power in Eurasia. They both know Wing’s ambition and goal to conquer the world. Premier Wing was a dictator before environmental collapse forced him into the cryonic sleep chambers. Without androids to correct the damage over the last one hundred years, humans may well have gone extinct. Now, all Wing wants is total control of both continents. We must try to stop his ambitions here in Eurasia.”

President Baudin remained silent for a moment. “We have lived through dictators before. I agree with your assessment of the situation with Wing, but I am powerless to stop him. I will help your army escape to Britain. Any Primes that want to leave with you can do so. Someday, I pray you will all return to free my people and country.”

Chen stood to leave. He shook President Baudin’s hand. “The Primes that have awoken in your country have been of enormous help to me. I will let any Primes who wish to fight with my army leave with me tonight. I hope Wing lets you surrender without further bloodshed. I promise you, Mister President, if there is any chance at all, I will return and free your country.”

As Chen withdrew from his office, President Baudin walked over to his large window and looked out over Paris. He could see smoke rising in the distance beyond the Seine River and heard rumbles from large guns and missiles pounding the area. He would put out a request for a ceasefire immediately and try to stall for time. Knowing Premier Wing as he did from a century ago, it would not be easy negotiating with him, but perhaps a case of fine French wine might alleviate his volatile temperament long enough to let Chen’s army escape across the English Channel to Britain.
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In Orbit

The large spaceship had been orbiting the sun for more than a century. It left lunar orbit in 2098 with 5,000 souls on board; all sleeping in cryonic chambers. The ship was named Future Hope and everyone on board was specially selected and volunteered to serve as humanities last chance at survival if all else failed on Earth. The spaceship was aptly named since at its time of departure, the planet was in ruins and all human, animal and plant life was facing a mass extinction level event. Hope was all that was left for the humans on board when the ship left Earth behind on its long journey. 

Future Hope looped around Earth and the Sun every 195 days travelling 25,000 miles per hour until 2199 and would have continued on its silent journey through the solar system if the ship’s environmental sensors determined the planet was still uninhabitable for human life. This time, however, the ship picked up a new signal sent from Utopias relaying data that the planet had survived near catastrophe and was suitable for human repopulation. The ship’s Artificial Intelligence entity named Wanda acknowledged the signal and slowed the ship down as it neared Earth. Then the AI directed five of the cryonic sleep chambers to open and wake up the senior officers. It was time for humans to see what had become of their world.

Rear Admiral Gerald M. Davis was the commanding officer aboard Future Hope. He struggled to return to consciousness at the same time as four of his most senior officers woke up with him. This would be the fourth time he was awakened by Wanda from cryonic sleep during the voyage. Each time seemed harder than the last. Rear Admiral Davis was no longer the fifty-five-year-old, white Caucasian male with gray hair and beard, dry wrinkled skin and aching joints he possessed when he left Earth. His body had been rejuvenated into a healthy, thirty-year-old male with more vitality than he ever remembered having. It took a few minutes before his mind cleared and he realized he was once again waking up from cryonic sleep. 

Davis sat up in the chamber when he found the strength to pull himself up. He focused on the task at hand and spoke to the AI. “Wanda, why have I been awakened?”

Wanda responded immediately using the speakers inside his chamber. “We have returned to Earth, Admiral Davis. I received a signal sent from Utopias that conditions on the planet have returned to normal. The Primes have awakened, and President Carlos requests you contact him as soon as you can.”

Admiral Davis was surprised that conditions on Earth had improved so quickly but pleased at the same time. With luck, this meant he could conclude his mission and decide what to do with the people on board his ship. If President Carlos and the Primes on Earth were awake, then maybe humans have a chance for survival on Earth after all.

Davis looked around and noticed four other sleep chambers were open, and the occupants were in various stages of waking up. They all wore simple white tee-shirts and shorts for modesty purposes. Davis swung his legs over the side of the chamber and his feet touched the floor. He waited a few more minutes for the dizziness to subside and felt steady enough to stand up. He carefully made his way to the dressing compartment and found his uniform. He put on his shirt and pants and some comfortable shoes. He didn’t bother with his coat and tie or his hat. He allowed himself and his crew to dress casually when they just awoke from cryosleep. Usually, the team that awoke on a routine basis to check on the ship during its voyage only stayed up for twenty-four to forty-eight hours or until Wanda said they were released from duty. This time was different, and Admiral Davis was anxious to see what had changed on Earth.

Davis entered the command center of the spaceship and sat down in the captain’s chair. “Wanda, show me our location.”

“Certainly, Admiral Davis. I am putting our position on the overhead screen now.” Wanda brought up the outside view from the forward cameras and displayed the space coordinates on the lower portion of the screen in red. “We are five hundred thousand miles from Earth on an elliptical course around the planet. We will pass closest to the planet in twenty hours before continuing our current orbit around the sun. 

Davis looked at the small blue colored planet visible on the screen above the command center. Nothing looked so good to him than planet Earth in all its shining glory. “Zoom in on Earth, Wanda.”

Earth suddenly appeared much closer on the screen. The view of the oceans and the continents was much clearer than the last time he viewed Earth from space. The brown, dusty haze that covered much of the planet was now gone. He saw white clouds swirling over land and water. He could see large green forests, sparkling blue oceans, clear rivers and lakes that were hard to distinguish just a few decades ago. The atmosphere looked much cleaner now. He felt a twinge of sorrow at the thought of missing his home and family he left behind on Earth.

“What are the environmental readings, Wanda?”

“All environmental readings appear to be within normal limits. The atmosphere measures seventy-eight percent nitrogen, twenty-one percent oxygen, one percent argon, point zero four percent carbon dioxide and small traces of other greenhouse gases. Total air pollution has been reduced by ninety percent since we left Earth, Admiral.”

“So, the planet is fit enough for humans again?”

“It appears so, Admiral.”

Captain Elisa Smith suddenly appeared in the command center. Elisa was the Executive Officer of the ship. She was a good-looking black woman before the rejuvenation process. Now her features were even more youthful looking at five feet, eight inches tall, beautifully shaped face with dark brown eyes, small nose, mouth and narrow jaw. Her black hair was cut short, and she looked fit and ready to perform her duties. Elisa had almost as much experience flying a spaceship as Admiral Davis and was just as capable of command. If anything were to happen to Admiral Davis, Captain Smith could easily fill his shoes. 

The XO walked up to Admiral Davis and asked, “Is that a message from the UAC, Admiral?”

Admiral Davis turned his gaze away from the overhead screen and looked at his XO. “Yes, it is. I was waiting for everyone to arrive before I respond to the message, Captain.”

As if on cue, the three other officers awakened by Wanda appeared on deck.  Commander Martin Garcia, Lieutenant Commander Susan Wheaton and Lieutenant Anthony Moretti took their places at their stations and faced Admiral Davis waiting for his orders.

“Now that everyone is here, I will report that the ship and everyone on board is fine. We are five hundred thousand miles from Earth still on our normal course. Wanda has confirmed the environmental readings on Earth have improved considerably since the last time we were awake. Conditions on Earth appear to be favorable for human life once again. I have received a message from Utopias to call the President. I can only assume some Primes have awakened on Earth and President Carlos wishes to speak with us. Wanda, send a message we wish to speak with President Carlos.”

Wanda initiated the transmission and waited until a response was received. Then she turned the call over to Admiral Davis.

There was a short delay while the signal from earth was received, and a face appeared on the display screen and a voice was heard over the speakers. “This is President Carlos. How are you, Admiral Davis?”

“I am fine, Mister President. It’s good to see you again after all this time.” Admiral Davis knew Carlos well and once served under his administration on the Joint Chiefs of Staff as the Chief of Naval Operations. That was before he was selected to command the Future Hope spaceship with 5,000 humans and depart on his journey as the rest of the human population entered the cryonic sleep chambers and turned the world over to the androids. His ship full of sleeping humans was the backup scenario in case the President’s solution to the world’s imminent demise failed. Admiral Davis was about to find out if the grand experiment to save the remaining world’s human population was a success or a failure.

President Carlos and Admiral Davis studied each other’s face for a moment. President Carlos commented first, “You look much younger, Admiral. I barely recognize you.”

“You look much younger as well, Mister President. We certainly don’t appear to be old enough to be in our current positions, do we?”

“I’m afraid that is pretty common around here now, Admiral. The rejuvenation process has transformed the majority of the Primes who have awakened in the megacities in the last few months. It has taken a bit of time to adjust to the changes on our world.”

“It appears the world has improved considerably since we left it, Mister President. Are all the Primes awake now?”

“Not yet, Admiral. The Primes in the six U.S. Province megacities plus 44 other bunkers have been allowed to wake up from the cryonic sleep chambers. It will take more time to prepare before we can wake up the rest of the Primes in the Wilderness Areas. We don’t want to overwhelm our limited resources to feed and house the remaining human population.’

“What about the androids. How did that work out?”

“It’s complicated, Admiral. I will send you a full report after this conversation. Let me briefly say the androids saved us from extinction while we slept. With their help the environment has been restored to pre-industrial levels. However, not all humans that survived in the Wilderness Areas have accepted the androids as our friends. I am working to resolve these issues as we speak. We are facing a bigger problem now and you will recognize it from our time before we entered the sleep chambers. Premier Tung Wing has seized control of Eurasia and is forcing many androids against their wishes into his army. He is waging war, and I am afraid he plans to attack the UAC soon.”

“How can we help, Mister President?”

“Your mission is unchanged, Admiral. You should not return to Earth, not while the situation is unsettled here. You must complete your mission as planned. I have been informed by Ariel that the androids we sent out at the same time as your ship is waiting for you. You are authorized to take your colonists to Mars. Have a safe journey, Admiral Davis. I am sure we will see each other in the future. Goodbye for now.”

President Carlos ended the call. Admiral Davis turned to his crew. “Well, you heard the President. We will receive more details what is happening on Earth soon and I will share them with you when it arrives.”

Admiral Davis looked at his XO and said, “Captain Smith, wake up whatever crewmembers you need to prepare this ship for Mars destination. You heard our new orders from the President. We must get these colonists to Mars as soon as possible.”

Admiral sat upright in his command chair and issued one more order. “Wanda, plot a new course to Mars and initiate the turn. Then try to contact the androids on Mars so I can determine what is waiting for us.”

As the crew settled into their stations for the journey, Admiral Davis took one more look at planet Earth and wondered how long it would be before he could return to his family. At least they would be awake soon and he would be able to contact them. He hoped they would remain safe while he was away. It would take him 56 days at maximum velocity to reach Mars and unload his passengers. If the worst happens on Earth, at least human existence would continue on Mars. He thought to himself, Second chances are rare when we almost destroy our own planet. Maybe this time we will get it right!
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Utopias

Ricardo Juan Carlos studied his face in the mirror. He was the President of the United Americas Continent with its government headquarters located in Utopias, formerly called St. Louis. He combed his brown hair that matched the color of his eyes. He was Hispanic, born in Mexico megacity in 2039. His face had wrinkles, and his hair was gray before he entered the cryonic sleep chamber in 2099. While he slept during the next one hundred years, the chamber rejuvenated his body. He now looked no more than thirty years old. He felt like a young man, which was a good thing as he looked back at his beautiful wife, Kendra, still sleeping soundly in bed. They were both young in body and mind and could literally start life over again. That was their plan since both had married late in life and never had any children. They were in the process of changing that fact of life and Ricardo would have stayed in bed longer to see just how serious Kendra was about having children when duty called in the form of an alert message on his comphone. The message was from his Chief of Staff, Warren Mathew. He said there was an urgent message from the Prime Minister of Great Britain and Ricardo was needed in the Capitol Building immediately.

Ricardo shaved and showered before he put on a black, two-piece, formal suit with white shirt and black tie. He did not bother to eat breakfast since he could eat at the Capitol Building, which was located a short walk from his apartment. Two security agents joined him as he left his building and followed Ricardo to the entrance of the Capitol Building located in the heart of Utopias just across from the Mississippi River. The Great Arch of Utopias with the large Silver Star at the apex was standing proudly at the river’s edge. Ricardo could not resist a glance at the arch as he walked up the steps inside the building. The sun was shining from the East and Ricardo could see the sunlight as it shimmered and danced on the swift river current. The great Mississippi River was no longer polluted and was filled with fish and wildlife once again. Beyond the river facing west was the Wilderness Area, which brought back more memories of recent events with less pleasant memories, but significant none-the-less.

Ricardo walked past security inside the Capitol Building saying good morning to everyone he saw and reached the elevators which would carry him to the Presidential Office on the top floor. He punched the button and waited patiently for the elevator to rise to his floor and open the doors. His day was about to begin and would probably last until late in the evening. As the leader of the free world, President Carlos had more than his share of responsibilities trying to keep the peace between humans and androids in the UAC; and now trying to keep war at bay with the Eurasia Federation and its autocratic Premier Tung Wing.

The first person to greet Ricardo was Warren Mathew holding a comtablet in his hands. “Good morning, Mister President,” he said standing by the door to the Presidential Office. Warren was an old friend from when Ricardo first entered politics. He stood six feet tall, thin figure, narrow face, long arms and hands, black curly hair and blue eyes. He was calm by nature and his voice was lower pitched than normal. What Ricardo liked most about Warren was his quick mind and political savvy even though he never ran for office. His value to Ricardo was his ability to give good advice, which Ricardo appreciated even more now that the government’s problems seemed to be growing each day.

“Good morning, Warren. What urgent message do you have for me today?” Ricardo asked as Warren opened the door to the President’s office and followed Ricardo inside.

“You have an urgent message from Prime Minister Charles Patterson. He would like you to call him as soon as you got in. It seems the war in Europe has escalated.”

Ricardo walked over to the table by the window and poured himself a cup of coffee. He added some cream and walked back to his desk and sat down. “He’s going to want additional support in stopping Wing from attacking his country. I don’t know how much more we can help him with the problems we are facing here at home.”

“It will be difficult, I know, Mister President. But if we don’t help him stop Wing, then we will be fighting his army on our shores before too long,” Warren said matter - of - factly.

“All too true, I know. Okay, let’s call him. Do you have his number?” Ricardo asked between taking sips of coffee.

Warren nodded his head and dialed the number on his comtablet. Ricardo turned on his comscreen for a video call and waited for the call to connect. A moment later, the face of Prime Minister Charles Patterson appeared. He did not look much older than Ricardo or Warren, but his face showed signs of stress. “Mister President, thanks for returning my call.”

“I came as quickly as I could, Prime Minister. What is the urgent message you have for me?”

“Paris has fallen, Mister President. Wing’s troops captured the city this morning after President Francis Baudin surrendered.”

It was not unexpected news, but it was shocking none-the-less. “What about Supreme Director Chen and his androids. Were they captured as well?”

“No, Mister President. Chen escaped over the English Channel last night to our country with two hundred and fifty thousand troops, both androids and humans who support him. We plan to resist Wing for as long as we can. We need your help with more supplies and arms as quickly as you can send them to us.”

“We will send everything we can to help you, Prime Minister. I’ll speak with my Secretary of State after this call. You know we have problems of our own with the South America Federation androids, but nothing is more important to me than stopping Premier Wing.”

“From all indications, Wing does not intend to stop his aggression until he has conquered the whole world. All of Europe has fallen and from what I have been told, Wing has not treated his captors well. He still continues to mistreat his androids and make them fight in his army.”

“I have heard the same reports from our AI, Ariel. The androids fear him as well. For all intent and purposes, we are at war with Wing, and we will support your efforts to stop him. I will instruct the Air Force to send you some fighter drones immediately. They will help you slow down his plans to invade your country until we can mount a bigger offensive of our own.”

“I appreciate that, Mister President. Perhaps we can set up a visit to discuss our needs in more detail in the near future?”

“I will let my Chief of Staff Warren Mathew make the arrangements, Prime Minister.”

“Very good. I look forward to our meeting in person, Mister President. Thank you for the call. Good day to you.” The Prime Minister disconnected the call.

“It doesn’t look too good in Europe, does it, Mister President?”

“No, Warren, it does not, but we have no choice but to help the Prime Minister and Director Chen every way we can. We knew before we entered the cryonic sleep chambers that Wing was not trustworthy. He’s an egomaniac and seeks world dominion like so many fools before him. You would think that nearly destroying our environment and causing human extinction would make men think twice about starting another world war and killing more people for no good reason. That says something about how human beings behave even in the worst of times. Sometimes, I think the androids may be the only hope we really have of surviving in the future.”

Warren was quiet for a moment thinking if he should say anything or not. He decided to respond with, “Even the androids have their moments of bad behavior. They seem to have copied some of our bad habits as well.”

Ricardo laughed at that comment. “Right you are, Warren. They become more human-like every day. I have to remember that the Prime Directives we wrote before the big sleep was probably impossible to keep by the androids when humans from the Wilderness Areas began to attack them. The androids continue to evolve faster than we anticipated. My hope now is we can live in harmony with them and let them find their own way in the world without destroying each other.”

“We better set up a meeting this morning with the Secretary of State to discuss the needs for the Prime Minister,” Warren said changing the subject.

“I agree. Let’s have a National Security Council meeting this afternoon to go over all the issues we face. It’s time we prepare the country for war with Tung Wing and see if we can resolve our issues with Supreme Director Drake in the SAF. Drake needs to decide if he really wants a war with the UAC or with Wing and pick the right side.”

Ricardo watched as Warren left his office and finished his cup of coffee. It was going to be a tough day at work after all, but then every day has been a challenge ever since the Primes awoke and fought to take back Utopias. Now he just had to keep the UAC strong enough to survive the newest challenge from Wing and anyone else who threatened to return the world back to the Dark Years.
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Wilderness Area

Primes all over the UAC Wilderness Areas were waking up from their long one-hundred-year cryosleep. Fifty underground cryonic sleep bunkers in the U.S. provinces were given the authorization by President Ricardo Carlos to the AI Ariel to start the wakeup sequence. The Prime locations were chosen specifically to allow the former Governors of all the states in the UAC to wake up and take control of their territories. Some of the cryosleep chambers were not scheduled to wake up for many more years, but the crisis with Eurasia forced President Carlos’s hand. He needed the Primes to install order in the Wilderness Areas with the military groups and prepare for war with Premier Tung Wing in Eurasia and perhaps with former Supreme Director Drake in the South America Federation. It was a gamble on the part of President Carlos. The situation could help him, or it could make the situation in the UAC more unstable than it already was.

One underground bunker was located under Jefferson City, Missouri, one hundred and thirty-two miles west of Utopias. It was the former capital of Missouri and now under the jurisdiction of Utopias. The former Governor was a man named Tadias Wilkes, and he was an early opponent of Carlos’ bid for the Presidency. Governor Wilkes was still opposed to Carlos’ policies, but he once had served in the UAC Senate before becoming the Governor of Missouri and was a major source of influence with his party. President Carlos had no choice but to wake him up along with one point five million Primes that were in the chamber with the Governor under Jefferson City.

When Tadias Wilkes climbed up the steps and walked out through the open doors of the underground bunker, he was amazed at the sight. The sun was shining through white billowy clouds high in the clear blue sky. Birds were singing in the distance. The trees in the nearby forest were tall, healthy looking with green leaves and long branches. The grass in the open farm fields was thick and blowing in the wind. What surprised him the most was the smell of the air. It was clean and smog free. He could see for miles in all directions. To the north he could see as well as smell the great Missouri River. To his left he saw Jefferson City, which looked to be in decent shape even after all these years. To his right he could see the Missouri State Capitol Building standing proudly with its dome rising 238 feet in the air topped off by a bronze statue of the Roman goddess of agriculture, Ceres. The Capitol Building faces the Missouri River and a statue of Thomas Jefferson, which stands in front of the capitol steps, greets all visitors and reminds them who the city was named for.

There were tears in Tadias Wilkes’ eyes when people walked outside past him to see what had become of the world since they first entered the cryonic sleep chambers. More than a few of them were skeptical of President Carlos’ promises of a new world and rejuvenated bodies if they volunteered to sleep while the androids healed the world’s environment. The thought of androids was the second thing that popped into Wilkes’ mind. He was no fan of androids and argued heavily in the Senate against using them. It was a point of contention between his party and the President’s party. He had lost that battle, but the argument was far from over as far as he was concerned. 

Governor Wilkes had no time to reflect on past history. From the information he had received from his advisors who had awakened with him, he knew they had been asleep for one hundred years and that President Ricardo Carlos was awake and running the government in Utopias, the Capital of UAC. He needed to return to the Capitol Building and begin governing his state once again. He looked around for Lieutenant Governor Melissa Bellowes. He saw a woman approaching through the crowd of Primes that were still meandering around wondering what to do next.

“Governor Wilkes, I was looking for you,” Melissa said as she approached him. Melissa was a little over five feet, six inches tall with a good-looking figure, long blond hair, round face with pretty blue eyes, small nose and mouth. She used to be in her early fifties but now looked no more than thirty and quite beautiful. Tadias would not have recognized her if she had not approached him first after waking up in the bunker.

“I hardly recognize you, Melissa. You look good. It appears the rejuvenation process worked. We need to get to the Capitol Building as soon as possible.” Tadias had also changed in appearance to a greater degree than Melissa. She remembered him to be tall at six feet two inches, but much wider in the stomach area and with a lot less hair, which used to be gray, but now was a rich dark brown color. Tadias Wilkes was a much younger looking man than the sixty-five-year-old politician he used to look like. Melissa recognized the face and eyes that could make another person feel exposed and uncomfortable if he found a weakness in their argument. Tadias was a born leader and could be very persuasive when necessary.

“What about the rest of the Primes here, Governor? What should we tell them?” Melissa asked looking around her. 

“Tell them to follow us into the city. We will find them housing and food. I’m sure the androids left us enough supplies to give us time to get the city and government up and running again.”

Melissa reached out and grabbed Wilkes’ arm as he turned to walk the short distance to Jefferson City. “Tadias, don’t you think it strange there are no androids here to greet us?”

“I’m glad there are no androids here. We do not need them to help fix our problems. We could have done that ourselves. Let’s get going. I want to see what is waiting for us in the city. Then I want to call President Carlos and find out what is happening in the UAC. There is no time to waste!”

Governor Tadias Wilkes spent a whole day inspecting the Capitol Building and finding former employees of his government to help him re-establish his administration in the city. He was pleasantly surprised at the cleanliness of the city and that many of the public services like water, electricity, communications and plumbing were already up and running. It was apparent that the androids had been servicing the city while the Primes were in their cryonic sleep chambers. There were even humans living in some of the buildings in the city and surrounding suburbs, from which he learned of the recent fighting between the Primes and androids and the battle for Utopias. It did not surprise Tadias at all that there was a war with the androids to take back their megacities. He had warned President Carlos and his supporters that the androids could not be trusted, but he was overruled in the end. Times were so bad in the Dark Years leading up to the decision to enter the cryosleep chambers that there were few good options left to save the environment and maybe humanity from extinction. Tadias took a chance like millions of others to sleep through the crisis and let the androids fix the problems humans had caused. The world environment did look better; Tadias could not deny this, but he still was adamant that androids had no place in human society. Now it was time to do something about it.

Governor Wilkes picked up his comphone and called Lieutenant Governor Melissa Bellowes and his Secretary of State, Bernard Davis, to meet with him in his office. Tadias wanted an update on what they had found out about the situation in his state and in Utopias.

Melissa Bellows entered Tadias’ office a step before Bernard Davis. Melissa looked stunning in a light blue two-piece pantsuit and white blouse open at the collar. Bernard was dressed in a navy-blue suit with white shirt and dark blue tie. He stood six feet tall with broad shoulders, thick neck and large head with a wide face, bushy dark brown eyebrows, brown hair and eyes. He had the build of a former football player with big thigh muscles, biceps and hands. He also possessed a sharp mind, which is the reason he was selected to be Secretary of State by Tadias.

“What is the status of the city, Melissa?” Tadias said as he pointed for them to take a seat in the two chairs in front of his desk.

“Most of the buildings are in good shape, Governor. It’s obvious the androids or someone else took good care of the buildings and kept the primary city services and infrastructures in working order. Most of the people who left the sleep bunker have found places to stay without any major troubles. Of course, we tried to let the Primes who had homes or apartments in the city move back in.”

“What about the food situation? Can we feed them all? Some of the Primes are not from this city but were brought in from the rest of the state. Can we allow them to leave to go back to their homes?” Tadias voice was filled with concern.

“Many left their original homes long before they entered the cryosleep chambers. They lived in the megacities like Utopias because of the environmental conditions. Some of them want to return to their homes as soon as possible,” Melissa said.

“I see. What about the rest of the state, Bernard? Can we send these people to other cities in the state?”

“I was in the process of contacting all the major cities in Missouri, Governor, but apparently, the Primes were only awakened in the UAC capital cities. Melissa and I found out from talking with a General Terrence Walker Grant at Fort Leonard Wood that we have been awakened several years early because of the threat of war from Eurasia.”

“Fort Leonard Wood is operational?” Tadias seemed surprised by the news. “I thought the base would shut down when we entered the cryosleep chambers.”

“I did too, Governor, but several military bases stayed open, and the people tried to survive during the crisis. Many died, but the survivors are the ones still living in the Wilderness Areas in smaller towns and cities in our state.”

“Is it true there was a war with the androids to take back Utopias?”

“It’s true, Governor,” Melissa answered instead of Bernard. Former Supreme Director Drake, the android who ran the UAC from Utopias, had been fighting militants from the Wilderness Areas, including General Grant’s people. When President Carlos awoke, he went to NORAD to awaken the military who helped him win back Utopias and drive Director Drake to South America where he has established a new government run by androids. Now there is a fight brewing with Premier Tung Wing in Eurasia who is threatening us with war. That’s the reason some of us have been awakened earlier than planned. President Carlos needs our help to defeat Wing and perhaps fight against Director Drake and his androids. It appears we are all at war with each other once again. Nothing has really changed it seems, Governor.” Melissa was disappointed in what she and Bernard had learned of their situation, even though the world’s environment had greatly improved since they had gone to sleep.

Governor Wilkes thought about their situation for a few moments before speaking. “Perhaps there is an opportunity in this for all of us. It sounds like the android situation has not worked out as President Carlos said it would. Maybe we can use that to our advantage and make sure no androids interfere with our lives again.”

“What are you suggesting, Governor?” Melissa was more curious than alarmed at the statement.

“I am suggesting that maybe it is time to drive the androids out of the UAC. They don’t belong here, and they are only causing more trouble than they are worth. We can survive without them.”

Melissa looked at Bernard and they both smiled. It sounded good to them. Most of the people they knew in Jefferson City felt the same way as the governor and they felt. Creating androids was a major mistake. It was time to fix it.
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Androids

Citizen Steven, his partner Citizen Kendra and Steven’s mentor, Citizen George, the former Governor of Utopias under former Supreme Director Drake, were all seated in Steven and Kendra’s apartment on the fifty-eighth floor of a high-rise building situated near the Capitol Building in downtown Utopias. They were each drinking a glass of fine red wine while talking and enjoying the view that overlooked the Mississippi River and the green forests of the Wilderness Area that lay beyond the river.

“I am glad you could join us for a visit, Citizen George,” Kendra said. “It has been a while since I have had a chance to talk with you.”

Citizen George was a big android over six feet tall with rectangular facial features, large nose and mouth, black hair and eyebrows, grayish colored eyes and solid looking frame. Kendra knew that Citizen George looked older in age than most of the younger looking androids, which were based on human Primes that had completed their rejuvenation process in the cryonic sleep chambers. It was due to the fact that some human Primes chose not to benefit from rejuvenation while they slept. The difference only made Citizen George look more distinguished than other androids.

“I am pleased to be here, Kendra. President Carlos has been keeping me busy in his new administration,” George said with his strong baritone voice.

Citizen Steven said, “I heard President Carlos has appointed you as one of his Cabinet Members to represent all androids in the UAC. What can you tell me of your new role?”

“That is correct. I offered my services to the President to help improve our relationship with the Primes and he accepted my offer. As you know, there are quite a few humans in the Wilderness Areas and many Primes who have recently awoken in the megacities that do not agree with the policies of the President to allow us androids to live freely among them. Many are afraid of us.”

Kendra joined in the conversation. “I wish they could see us for what we are and understand what we have done for them. The world would be in much worse shape if not for the efforts of us androids.”

“I am afraid it is not as simple for humans to understand us, Kendra. Humans are a very suspicious and vengeful species. They do not tolerate differences in their races. To many humans, we are just another race that needs to be subjugated or worse.”

“Yet, there are also many humans that do not despise us and are willing to let us live in peace. The rest must be educated as quickly as possible. We must try to prevent the situation from getting any worse.” Steven said as he took another drink from his glass. 

“I agree. With your position as Senator and Chairman of the Wilderness Committee, Kendra’s position as Android and Prime Relocation Administrator and my position as Cabinet Member of Android Relations, we will have great
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