
The Weed of Earth

The Legend of the Future IV

[image: image]

By Luiza Dobrzynska

All material contained herein is

Copyright © Luiza Dobrzynska 2021 All rights reserved.

***

Translated and published in English with permission.

***

Paperback ISBN: 979-8-9853307-0-0

ePub ISBN: 979-8-2013967-0-1

***

Written by Luiza Dobrzynska

Published by Royal Hawaiian Press

Cover art by Tyrone Roshantha

Translated by Rafal Stachowsky

Publishing Assistance: Dorota Reszke

***

For more works by this author, please visit:

www.royalhawaiianpress.com

***

Version Number 1.0

Table of Contents

Title Page

Copyright Page

The Weed of Earth (Legend of the Future, #4)

I.

II

III

IV

V

VI

VII

VIII

IX

X

XI

XII

XIII

XIV

XV

EPILOGUE


Motto
The stone which the builders rejected has become the cornerstone
(Gospel of Matthew)
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A little girl was kneeling in front of the window, looking at the sky in amazement. The setting sun turned it into a daily spectacle, which never happened exactly the same twice. Luminous reflections of different colors lay on her happy face. Pastel colors, intertwining in various configurations, created a multicolored moving kaleidoscope above the line of green hills, which the child eagerly watched through the window, until it was completely dark.

“The sun has gone to bed, it’s time for us to do the same. Tomorrow will be a new day,” the mother approached the girl and hugged her.

She kissed her warm head, checking to see if the child’s temperature had risen. She took her in her arms, laid her on the bed and pulled the soft blanket over her. She laid a bunny made of cloth, filled with scraps of linen, on her pillow

“Mom, does the Earth have a sun too?” the girl asked sleepily, hugging the toy.

“Yes, dear,” the young woman replied.

She had dark blond hair, gray eyes and a beautiful, fair face.

She sat down on the bed next to her daughter. She looked at her with boundless love mixed with a hint of strange sadness.

“Does it have sunsets, too?” asked the child, although her eyes were already closing involuntarily.

“It does, of course. They are just slightly different. The Earth’s sun paints the sky with bright colors: yellow, red and orange. They are so strong that sometimes it’s difficulty to even look at them.”

“Are there stars too?”

“Stars can be seen from anywhere, Jamie. From every planet. They are immutable.”

“And the moons too?”

“We have only one moon on Earth, which in the night sky looks like a plate, sometimes round, and sometimes crescent-shaped,” the girl’s mother looked at the view outside the window. “And what we call moons here are actually the two companion planets of our Patris. As you get older, you learn about them at school. They will also tell you about our blue planet, which is mostly covered with water. About gorgeous rainforests that only certified ecologists are allowed in. About how big the cities and countries of Earth are, how tall the houses they built and who lives in them. About highways, videoart parks and manufacturing plants located in the desert. About the dead seas and destroyed continents called Europe and Asia. How people finally learned to live without destroying their shared world and how much it cost. Now, I’ll sing you something, so you can sleep easier.”

The child was silent for a long time. The seated woman stroked her tousled curls gently, humming a lullaby. She already thought that her daughter was asleep when she suddenly moved and hugged her mother’s hand with her warm arm.

“Mom...” she whispered inquiringly. “But you made it all up, didn’t you?”

“What are you saying, Jamie?”

“I’m old enough, mom. I’m not a child. You can tell me the truth.”

“But, honey...!”

“There is no such thing as Earth. It’s just such a fairy tale...”

*****
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How lonely does a person have to be to create their own soulmate? Someone to accompany them day and night so that they never feel alone and always have someone to talk to? My imaginary brother was a Mestizo named Silver. Why a Mestizo? At the time, I was fascinated by the Indians. My father, a cultural historian, had many unique publications at home, including a beautiful album of paper imitation showcasing the forgotten Indian tribes. My father never forbade me to browse his collection, so I could browse as many albums as I wanted. I didn’t really like reading, but pictures speak louder than words. I would look through them all day, alone in the huge house. Thus, was born Silver, the green-eyed Oglala Sioux, tall and slender as a reed, with black hair falling over his shoulders. One might expect that such an imaginary friend would be the same age as me, but somehow that was not the case. Silver was an adult; he was twenty-one years old. Always... when I was nine, and when I had my sixteenth birthday. That’s what I dreamed him like. As to why, it’s hard to explain. Maybe I needed not only someone to play with, but also a guardian to protect me?

When, by coincidence, much later I received an android companion as a gift, I began to think about something else. Why is the world in which I was born and raised so filled with loneliness that it needs to be treated with artificial human substitutes? It took me a long time to realize that, unlike my favorite childhood toy, which was the electronic squirrel, the android is not just an interactive machine. Not at all. And that such loneliness may also be familiar to them.
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I was maybe eight years old when, again and again, the realization that I was different from my peers came to me. I became confident of the fact that I’m different upon returning from the sanatorium where my mother had sent me. I should wonder why she did that a good year after I left the hospital, where I spent two whole months, and not right away. Because after all, I was very sick, although no one told me what it was. I only remember that I had a terrible headache and couldn’t eat or drink for many weeks. I lay under various devices, half asleep and half delirious. When I recovered, I was told that this was a real triumph for medicine.

My mother arranged for the sanatorium for me. I saw this trip as an unexpected vacation and only when I returned, I realized that it was something more. The nurse from the facility, who brought me home, had an envelope with printouts for my parents. Opening it, they both locked themselves in the living room. I was playing in the foyer with my electronic squirrel and was not trying to eavesdrop, but I couldn’t help but hear their raised voices.

“It’s all your fault!” shouted mom. “You lied to me, and this is the result! I will never forgive you for that, do you hear me?!”

“You won’t forgive me for what?! Aurita is a beautiful, healthy girl. Not everyone has to be a scientist,” her father replied in anger.

Mom started crying.

“I would never have expected that something like this would happen to me,” she lamented. “That my child would be below the norm of our class. Who did I even give birth to? Who will she be when she grows up? I don’t want to be ashamed of my child my entire life!”

“But, honey,” the father said again. “How is that my fault?”

“You dare to even ask, you monster?! If I knew that you have zeroes in your family, I would never have married you! And on top of that, I find out that one of your sisters sat in a mental asylum! You hid that from me.”

“Give me a break, Carmen Antonio, what does the zero of genetic usefulness in one of my sisters and a nervous breakdown in the other have to do with Aurita’s test results? What does the infectious disease, which our daughter suffered, have to do with the grade zero classification of my sister? Besides, these are two different matters, fertility and IQ...”

“If it wasn’t connected, the zeroes wouldn’t be so despicable in public view! And even at Aura Maria’s birth, the doctors warned me about her hardships! Don’t put all the blame on the disease! You know full well that we should have given her away immediately!”

“Shut up, woman!”

I didn’t understand much of this exchange. I was too young to understand the stigma of having a member of the family with the classification of zero fertility, or worse, being someone like that. Regardless, I deduced from my mother’s tone that she harbored a grudge against me and I was about to cry. At such a young age, that is the only protection one can have. When Mom opened the living room door, I was ready for the tears, but they got stuck in my throat as soon as I looked at her face. She looked at me with anger and disgust, as if I was a rotting carcass. She walked past me without a word and locked herself in her room.

Only after a while did father leave the living room. He was walking towards his office, but when he saw me, he stopped.

“Were you eavesdropping, Aura Maria?

I shook my head in silence. He sighed and crouched down next to me. I snuggled into his arms, into a shirt that smelled of pipe smoke. He stroked my head gently.

“Dad, why doesn’t mom love me?” I asked quietly. He shuddered.

“Don’t say that, honey. It’s not true. Mom is just angry, that’s why she said all these things that she doesn’t mean at all. Tomorrow it will all pass.”

He probably didn’t believe that himself. He hugged me and held me as if afraid that I might suddenly slip away from him.

“Tomorrow everything will calm down.”

He lifted me up and carried me to bed.

“Sleep now, princess. It’s late. Tomorrow will be a new day and everything will go back to the way it was.”

He really wanted to believe it, and so did I. I obediently covered myself with the blanket and closed my eyes. Father kissed my forehead, turned off the light and left. I was left alone with my thoughts, and I didn’t feel like sleeping at all. After a while, my squirrel ran up and jumped on my pillow, curling up into a ball next to my ear. Although I was still a child and knew little about the world, I knew that my pet was an artificial creation. However, I loved Rudzia like a living person. That night, I realized why I was so attached to her. She was the only one who played with me – I didn’t have any friends, even though I went to a school with so many children. They didn’t want to play with me, and I had the feeling that I wasn’t allowed to talk to them. Their parents looked at me with superiority, unpleasantly.

For the first time, I thought that maybe it has something to do with my academic performance, which was in fact very poor. Could my illness have influenced that? At the beginning of the year, the teachers treated me like all the other students, then they stopped picking me for answers, they no longer encouraged me to read my homework out loud or gave me school assignments. I was glad about it – being called to the blackboard was a nightmare for me, I immediately turned into the proverbial pillar of salt, and it was impossible to draw out a single meaningful word from me. I felt the happiest when no one paid attention to me. That night I realized it was not normal.

In the morning, contrary to my father’s words, nothing was fine. It turned out that at night my mother packed her suitcase and left, leaving only a short note on the table, stating that she must think it over. I didn’t know what exactly. My father was clearly upset and tried to hide it from me as best he could. Of course, I knew certain things, even though I was silent and pretended that everything was fine. I tried to cheer him up with childish pranks, for which I had enough time – he never sent me to school again. I thought that he wanted me to be with him because he felt sad after the quarrel with mother, no other reason came to my mind, and I liked this unexpected extension of my vacation. When you’re eight years old, everything seems simple and natural.

Mom returned a week later. It was six in the morning and I was still in bed when I heard her voice in the hallway. I jumped up and walked barefoot to the door. I’ve never done this before, but previous experience has taught me that eavesdropping could be very helpful. Holding my breath, I put my ear to the door.

“I hope you’ve cleared your head,” father said. There was relief in his voice, mixed with feigned strictness.

“It’s not like that, Johnny,” mother took a deep breath. “I want to give us another chance.”

“What?!”

“Don’t raise your voice at me. You know very well that we haven’t gotten along for a long time. And you also know why.”

“You’re not serious.”

“I am completely serious. Look at these papers, this is the best solution to our problems. The educational center. They will take care of her there, teach her a profession, and we will be able to try again.”

Father was breathing heavily, so loudly that I heard it from where I stood. When he finally spoke, his voice trembled with anger.

“I will never allow that. What kind of mother are you, Carmen Antonio?

“Mother, mother... that’s what I’m saying! I don’t want to be associated with such a creature. Do you understand that, having received these results, no genetic committee would recognize her as a full citizen? Hah, not even a human being. Do you understand? I am the mother of... a plant!”

I bit my fingers subconsciously. I understood little from this exchange, but I realized that it was in some way unbeneficial for me. From the corridor I heard the sounds of a struggle and again the voice of my father:

“Get out of here! I don’t want to see you again near this house. You are not going to waste away my daughter, do you hear me?!”

I jumped away from the door and rushed to the bed, while Rudzia, curled up on my pillow as usual, jumped up, puffing out her tail. I threw a blanket over my head and began to cry. The squirrel circled chaotically around me, its tiny brain with a dozen processors struggling to decide what to do. I cried until my father showed up in my room. He took me in his arms and rocked me back and forth for a long while.

“Don’t cry,” he said. “I won’t let anyone hurt you for as long as I live. You are my beloved daughter, my treasure, the star of my sky.”

He hugged me and kissed me, then put me back in bed and covered me with a blanket.

“Sleep some more. It’s very early.”

That was the last time I saw my mother. For the next few years, I also didn’t go to any school, but instead the teachers came to me. The lessons lasted over half a day and covered all areas of expertise. I’ve lost count how many educationalists of both genders have passed through our home. I know that the monthly assessment of my abilities worried my father and uncle Albert, who moved in with us a year after my parents’ divorce. Father called one teacher after another an idiot, eventually kicking them out of the house and hiring another in their place. What’s obvious, studying in this system, is that I didn’t have contact with other children, and I was beginning to feel this isolation from a normal child’s world more and more. That’s when Silver was born. Although I was not considered particularly smart, I was smart enough to hide his presence from my family and psychologists.

He appeared one rainy day while my father was working on an article for a science newspaper and – as was usually the case – he was drowning in work up to the ears. Uncle Albert left for his company’s integration meeting. The house seemed empty without my mother and her noisy friends, who were always present in our lives. I felt more alone than usual, so I took action. I dreamed of an older brother who completely adored me, a brother for whom I was the meaning and content of life. I named him Silvestro Silversnake, or in short – Silver. I don’t know how I thought up this name myself. But it seemed fitting for a Mestizo, which he was supposed to be. The photographs in my father’s album strongly influenced my imagination, and the programs I later watched on General Geographic inspired my love for Indian culture.

The fact that the Indians were practically gone made me very sad. There were still people on Earth whose genes indicated such heritage, but many, many years ago, the remnants of the Indian tribes left their reservations and mixed in with other races. The professor running the program said that they no longer believed that the persistence in nurturing the remnants of their culture made any sense. The old gentleman’s voice sounded very sad. As I understood from the content of the program, he was one of those anthropologists who did not agree with the prevailing theory of omni-populism. I didn’t understand it, even though I tried to. After all, what’s wrong with different cultures, different groups of people with their own traditions existing on the same planet?

To me it seemed beautiful, but the professor’s counter-investigator, a passionate woman with red hair in a short braid, who was slightly younger than him, indignantly resisted his arguments. She reminded of some events in human history, so terrible that I could hardly listen and finally switched the TV to cartoons.

Some things are just not for me, even to this day. I hate descriptions of human misfortunes and catastrophes, even more so the sight of it, so I didn’t watch any films aimed at adults, except for light comedies. One day I accidentally switched to a sensational drama and was watching a scene where the main character was stabbed in the side with a knife. I vomited, screamed and cried so hard that father had to give me some medicine to calm me down and sit next to me all night. And I was fifteen at that time.

And that’s how a brother appeared in my life, one whom no one could see, not even me. But I was no longer alone. Silver was with me always and everywhere: he bent over me when I hurt my knee, looked over my shoulder while I was painting, and in the evenings he sat next to my bed and told me all kinds of stories. I was generally thought of as stupid, but by that time I was smart enough to hide us from people. Even my father knew nothing about him, let alone the teachers and psychologists who regularly examined me. I was silent about him because I didn’t want to lose him. He was too precious to me. Years passed, and I became more and more aware of my loneliness. I didn’t go to school, so I didn’t have friends.

The neighbors’ children didn’t visit me or invite me. They were not allowed to by their parents, who thought I was not the right company for their offspring. I myself, after several children threw clods of dirt at me shouting: Idiot, loser, nobody, was not too willing to leave the house. It was a terrible experience. I stood there like a statue, not knowing what these children wanted from me, scared and crying, until the kids’ parents ran up and dragged them away, telling them that they should be ashamed of such behavior. They made them apologize, but that didn’t fix or explain anything, and I ran home crying bitterly. I didn’t understand why I was treated this way, and my father didn’t want to explain it to me. He only gave me some medicine to calm me down and told me to go to bed early.

So, I was satisfied with our villa and patio for my whole world, as well as the weekend trips with my father and uncle to different fun places. Over time, I got used to it. Then I stopped asking why I didn’t go to a regular school like my peers and completely gave up on trying to go out to people. I realized that our house, although large, with two stories, was small in comparison with the street and the city, but I was not bothered by it. I grew up in a voluntary confinement, learning about the outside world only through television and computer communications. I stubbornly watched the scientific channels, and although I sometimes didn’t understand much of what was said, I got the impression that through programs about physics, geology, anthropology and botany, I was getting smarter. Finally, I started taking online lessons on a regular basis and found that virtual tutoring didn’t give me such panic attacks as live tutors. It even became pleasant to study, and I passionately passed the consecutive levels.

It wasn’t because I wanted to be alone. On the contrary, I really wanted human companionship, the best proof of that was my imaginary brother. Although I had enormous problems acquiring knowledge at the school level, I accidentally discovered something that I could learn more than willingly. One of the online educational channels offered dance and stage singing courses from basic to expert. Unbeknownst to my father and uncle Albert, I purchased both of them. I didn’t want them to laugh at me, but when I accidentally mentioned it at dinner, they looked at me with unexpected respect.

“Very good, Aurita. Study,” said uncle. “I hope you can show us what you’ve learned, from time to time?”

I blushed to the roots of my hair.

“But of course,” I muttered.

Any sign of someone’s interest I took as a surprise, even when it came from immediate family members. Maybe it’s because – apart from my father and uncle – I knew them very poorly. Sometimes my grandparents came to visit us, but they treated me in a strange way, as if they didn’t know what to talk to me about. When they left, I felt relieved. Although I have to admit that they tried. Once they brought my cousins ​​Amador and Itati, but we couldn’t find a common tongue. They kept to each other the whole time, and I got the impression that they only knew how to talk to one another. They were wary of me, and, as I understood from what my father told me, they behaved this way towards everyone. It had something to do with their mother, but what it was exactly, no one told me.

Now I was putting even more effort into these lessons. While they worked, I – locked in my room – practiced the instructions coming from the screen on the wall. These were wonderful moments. Once I mastered the basic steps, everything else came on its own. I completed the exercises dictated by the virtual teacher without any problems, and also began to compose my own dances to randomly chosen music. When I got tired of dancing, I picked up the microphone and started singing, watching the reaction of the program. As soon as I started being out of tune, the pulsing lines changed from green to red. It usually took me about a dozen repetition to sing in order for the teacher’s avatar on the screen to smile and say: Very good, Aura Maria. Keep it up. Every such praise I received with clapping my hands, feeling joy to the marrow of my bones, as this was only reserved for the students with the best results in the program.

“I always believed in you,” my imaginary brother, the handsome green-eyed Mestizo, would say in such cases, touching my shoulder with his brown hand.

I became so familiar with his image that he already became a real person for me. In the evenings, he sat next to me on the bed, and we talked. During the day, he accompanied while I learned dancing and singing, he followed me into the garden, he was present even during the meals, whether I ate alone or not. My father and uncle rarely had breakfast or lunch with me, but we almost always had diner together. It was a great opportunity to talk about the past day and exchange thoughts. Those were the happiest moments, during which I felt that I have some kind of family, besides the hologram teachers, Silver and Rudzia.

The electronic squirrel was still working, perhaps because I took great care of it. Using the diagrams and instructions on the computer, I learned how to clean its circuits and fix whatever was broken. Although reading bored me, especially reading descriptions, I could easily decipher even the most complex pictures. The shortened legend was enough for me to make even the most intricate pattern as bright as the sun. Encouraged by my success with Rudzia, I imported DIY kits from online stores and worked on various things – models of self-propelled robots, mechanical arms that can support this and that, manipulators on extension arms... Father and uncle didn’t know about this hobby, but they admired my other hobbies – dancing and singing, which I showed off in my spare time. Yes, they were delighted, and I didn’t understand that what I was doing was actually worthless. At that time, I also began to draw, first with pencils, then with charcoal, and finally I started painting.
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Maybe it wasn’t that I didn’t attach any importance to the fact that I did not share my life with the right group of peers, which would happen if I went to school or work. It took me a long time to come to terms with it. I treated the subsequent groups of teachers as a necessary evil, not the company I wanted. They usually consisted of four and sometimes three teachers, and each of them diligently hammered into my head something that I didn’t understand or cared about. I had no friends that could give me hints or support me, I was alone in the face of the training system.

Over time, I got used to being alone and no longer pondered about the differences of my life the lives of other young people. In the simplicity of my spirit, I felt that I was really no different from others. I was frighteningly naive. A few things should’ve made me think, such as how the doctors treated me – as if I was still a child. They didn’t persuade me to begin my sex life, they did not explain the subtleties associated with my genetic classification, moreover! I didn’t even know what it’s like. Nobody bothered to tell me about it. I didn’t know then that they simply thought of it as a waste of time. I’m sure if I was more interested in social or scientific programs, something would lead me down the right track, but I didn’t watch them very often. 

The problems began when I was twenty years and six months old. Within one week, we were visited by four officials and a medical commission which examined me very carefully, as if I was a rare specimen. Then the officials took a good look at me, two men and two women. They were dressed alike, in tight-fitting suits, equally well-groomed, sleek as if their hair was plastic. They asked a lot of questions that I couldn’t answer most of the time and ordered me to take dozens of tests. I didn’t understand what they all meant, and finally I began crying out of fear. This made a very bad impression on the members of the commission. They kept on writing endlessly in their notebooks before they finally got up and left me alone.

“Calm down, dear sister, I’m sure everything will be okay,” Silver repeated helplessly, not knowing how to help me. One way or another, for the first time in my life I felt that I was in danger and that nothing could help me. I had never been so terrified before, and the bodyless shadow hanging over me this time could not give me courage. The shouts coming from my father, who was completely furious, did not help. Sitting in the living room, wiping away my tears, I listened to him call the committee members all the worst things. Finally, I kicked off my shoes and crept quietly to the office door where they were talking. The officials tried to calm my father down, and I could hear their voices at times when my father was silent. They said strange things that I didn’t quite understand.

“You know the social law,” they reasoned. “You’ve ignored the rules for too long. She is going to be twenty-one soon!”

“She is my daughter!” father shouted. “No one but me has the right to make decisions about her!”

“You are wrong, Mr. Solis, and you are well aware of that. You somehow convinced the board of education, but that couldn’t last forever,” a female voice explained patiently.

“We understand your affection to your daughter,” said another, male voice. “But you have to understand where we’re coming from, too. We cannot change legislation just for you. Besides, we do not even have such capabilities. We are contractors, not legislators.”

It was quiet for a moment, then I was surprised to hear that my father was crying. I was scared. I have never seen or heard him cry before. I was different, I could afford to cry, but him? The immovable rock of my life? The officials must have felt stupid too. They began saying something so softly that I couldn’t make out the words, then they returned to their usual tone.

“We can give you five more months,” said one of the men. “Look for a solution, because we don’t see one. She is over twenty years old! If she was still a child, perhaps she could’ve been educated to become a worker and earn money for herself, but it’s not possible now. With her IQ, she will be unhappy for the rest of her life, she wouldn’t have anyone to talk to even in the workers’ colony, because she is too stupid for that. Perhaps if you persist and get to the highest power, they will take pity on you and give her a small social pension, or she will remain in your sole custody, in both cases alone and without prospects. We must not allow that to happen. Society today cannot afford to support the worthless and outcasts, all the more since, under the right circumstances, they can become dangerous to public order.”

“I don’t think you have any human feelings at all,” father said bitterly.

“That is not true,” one of the employees objected. “We do have them. We think about everything.”

“We should give you a referral to test your levels of monoamine oxidase​[1],” the doctor who examined me entered the conversation. “You have clear symptoms of deficiency and that may explain your behavior.”.

“Can’t you people understand that I just love my daughter?!” father shouted in despair. “Don’t take her away from me! You can’t! It’s not fair...”

The officials and doctors talked for a while in a low whisper, then one of them said:

“You have
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