
    Part 1

    Rome, Vatican

    Bishop Adengu Mikambo, Professor and Dean of the Vatican's Astrological Chair, was a man blessed with an indeterminate age, but now with white hair and deep wrinkles on the classic thinker's forehead, walked uncertainly with flags flying through the corridors of the Vatican to an audience with the Holy Father that he had spontaneously requested.

    For days he tried to get an appointment to present his initial results and hypotheses to the highest level, but he was repeatedly put off.

    His bishop's robe was only inadequately buttoned and his Levis 501 and Adidas sneakers flashed through in contrast to the traditional garment.

    Only twenty minutes ago, he had received the call granting him an audience. With quick, agile steps, with a lightness of foot that was somehow reminiscent of an aging panther, he hurried past the numerous paintings and frescoes, watched by saints, angels, and the Savior.

    As a man in his seventies, sweat stood on his forehead, his heart pounding, and his lungs burning as he climbed the last steps to the Pope's audience chamber with acid-laden leg muscles. But the burning, the shortness of breath, and the extremely heightened danger of suffering a heart attack were things he didn't even notice in his excitement, despair, and fear. His alert brown eyes, now weakened by his fervent study of the Holy Scriptures and almost all the writings on the history of astrology, publications, and scientific essays on astronomy, wandered frantically from left to right. His lips formed silent fragments of the discussion. He went over everything again in the fragments of conversation that had been debated in the emergency conference at the chair last night, and even in the last few seconds before knocking on the large, heavy oak door of the audience chamber. But he always came to the same conclusion, as he had in the last few days and nights. A scenario that could upend the spiritual world, would need to – and might just become real, like thunder upon steel.

    He knocked on the door far too loudly and waited with the impatience of an altar boy for the Vicar General to open it. The seconds stretched into eternity. A slight dizziness and a feeling of weakness overcame him the moment he stood up and caught his breath. But with all his willpower, he pushed aside any weakness and braced himself to report to the Holy Father, God's Vicar on earth.

    When the almost deafening knocking on the door of the Pope's audience chamber echoed, more reminiscent of the announcement of a raid by the Carabinieri or a jealous husband than the most humble request for an audience from a bishop in the service of the Vatican, Pope Paul and his Vicar General Andrea Ignazio flinched involuntarily at the unseemly drumming on the holy door.

    Ignazio, a thin man whose careerist ambitions, coupled with unconditional devotion to God and admiration for the Pope, oozed from every pore, immediately turned red and had to control his rising temper. For a brief moment, the Holy Father was infected by his Vicar General, the Cardinal Secretary General, but then a smile crossed his lips and his kind face shone with the majesty of his office.

    Back then, when he was elected Pope in the conclave ten years ago in his early sixties, He still used the opportunities his election had opened up for reforms and change, moving away from the teachings of a punishing God toward a Christian future in harmony with modernity. But the years in the Vatican had slowly but surely honed the reformer in him. Today, the visionary many saw in him back then rarely had the opportunity to not only seek to shape a future based on the past, but also to contemplate genuine upheavals.

    He was raised harshly as a devout Russian, graduated from high school and studied theology, biology and physics, and learned to doubt before finding his calling in the Bible and pursuing an unprecedented career in the Catholic Church, ultimately being elected as God's representative on earth.

    “Is that him?” Pope Paul asked in a deliberately gentle tone, in order to guide his assistant and long-time confidant back to Christian charity.

    “Yes, Your Holiness,” Andrea replied in a sharp rapport.

    “It’s about that celestial body that was discovered a few weeks ago, isn’t it?”

    “Yes, Your Holiness.”

    "As you know, I'm currently in advanced negotiations with the cardinals regarding the adjustment of church taxes, the new directives regarding diplomatic relations with the governments of Africa and Southeast Asia, and, for purely tactical reasons, marriage equality. They're waiting in the Great Hall, showing little patience or understanding for mysterious interruptions, and I don't really have time to chat with this Mikambo about the stars, comets, or asteroids, unless one hits Earth!"

    “That’s what he said, Your Holiness.”

    Now the Pope was paying attention and all the hustle and bustle that had just been revolving around the ignoble church politics, fell away from him. Andrea, completely uncharacteristically, began rocking back and forth on his feet, and something crept into his otherwise clear speech that the Holy Father had never noticed in his deputy before: insecurity!

    Andrea continued, ever more quietly: “Bishop Mikambo and the Chair Conference have assured me that the matter is of the utmost urgency, Your Holiness!”

    “So the end of the world is near?”

    "No, Your Holiness! Not necessarily. Probably not."

    "What then?"

    “Perhaps the end of the Holy Catholic Church, Your Holiness.”

  
    At the same time in Tel Aviv

    There was a flurry of excitement in the Great Synagogue in Tel Aviv. Senior men interrupted each other, emotions ran high. Radical approaches alternated with conciliatory solutions. Moderation and balance were still on the distant horizon, awaiting their moment.

    The Great Synagogue, the center of spiritual life in the Israeli capital, a building steeped in history with its ups and downs, was the scene of the event. It was located at 110 Allenby Street, Tel Aviv, east of the Shalom Tower. The building was designed by Yehuda Magidovitch in 1922 and completed in 1926. It was last renovated in 1970 with a new exterior facade featuring arches. After the bombing of the King David Hotel in 1946, the British authorities found weapons stored in the synagogue's basement. As a result, the synagogue administrator, Eliezer Neumann, was arrested and sentenced by the military authorities to a year in prison. Behind these walls, the coming of the Savior and his Preconditions have been speculated and in recent years arguments have focused particularly on Gaza, the terror of Hamas and Hezbollah, the war and the peace that seems ever more distant. But for three days now, the leading clergy of the Orthodox and moderate Jewish communities, leading politicians and business leaders have been meeting to discuss something else. The topic of the meeting had been brought to the attention of the Prime Minister and his staff three days ago by intelligence circles. After a few phone calls on secure lines, fewer than ten text messages on the government's internal messenger service and three encrypted emails, it had become clear to Bazra Rosenzweig, as Head of State of Israel, that national security, especially in a state as religious as Israel, was in grave danger. It was not without reason that Bazra had been Head of State in Israel for many years; he was a cunning scoundrel and knew the soul of his country inside out. Outwardly, he looked like an aged Pavarotti, but the impression was deceptive, because he was an ex-military man and still practiced martial arts.

    Bazra had sat down at his desk, gone through everything again, then turned pale and had to prop himself up, and his only thought had been, this could really change everything, everything!

    He had picked up the receiver with a trembling hand and instructed his secretary to call a secret conference.

    For three days now, people have been heated up about this phenomenon, which was first discovered in America by the Hubble telescope more than five weeks ago.

    The Israeli intelligence agency, the Mossad, had pricked up its ears because the matter was immediately given the highest level of secrecy in America. This wasn't particularly surprising at first, as the object appeared to be on a collision course with the moon. This, of course, calmed the minds in government circles at least somewhat, as a direct impact on Earth could at least be ruled out.

    But the subject became increasingly mysterious over time, and finally, Israeli telescopes and satellites were able to detect the object. However, the object didn't behave as predicted. The Mossad was groping in the dark. Why were the Americans so upset, what did they know, what were their assumptions?

    Initially, there was speculation in Israel about raw materials and resources that could somehow be tapped from this site, which could change the economic balance of power. But with each new calculation, this became less likely. Meanwhile, Bazra had also been presented with another theory that had deeply shocked him.

  
    Parallel to this in Tehran

    Mohammed Attasu ben Husseini, the eldest son and right-hand man of Ayatollah Husseini, arrived at his father's palace with an official-looking government letter. His father was a tall, gaunt man with a traditional long white beard and impressive eyebrows, who hated modernity and any form of progress.

    Mo hadn't achieved much in his life so far, as he had always been in the shadow of his all-powerful father.

    He was now approaching thirty and, much to his father's dismay, was still unmarried. He wore a moderately long beard and let his hair grow as God desired.

    Mohammed had previously attended a prestigious boarding school in London and, by Western standards, could have pursued a promising and promising career. The boarding school, built in the typical, time-honored architectural style with the ivy-covered ceilings practically planned by the architect, The growths of the blue-gray hewn natural stone, the high bull's-eye windows, and the towers cost 100,000 pounds a year. His education in England was based on his father's idea that one must know the enemy to understand him.

    Mo dreamed then, and secretly still does, of becoming a human rights lawyer so that he could speak before the UN General Assembly in New York, before all the nations of the world, on behalf of the Muslim world, which has been oppressed for centuries, and demand justice.

    Boarding school had its downsides, and according to his father's rules, he wasn't allowed to stay overnight in the mixed-gender boarding school like all the other children of super-rich magnates, managers, scientists, politicians, athletes, or clergy from all over the world. After school, he had half an hour until a driver from the security detail picked him up and took him to a luxurious private home in London's best neighborhood. There he attended Koran lessons until dark.

    At that time, he lived there with his mother, another of his father's four wives, and a few of his sisters in a kind of isolation with bodyguards, for which his wealth provided only limited consolation. Like so many before him, he lived between cultures.

    Mo had had a few casual crushes back then and had no idea about love. Once, he found one of the bodyguards' porn collection. The cover, with its explicit images, triggered a rollercoaster of emotions in him. The instinctual male nature of a 17-year-old, disguised as curiosity, got the upper hand. So he secretly took one of the Blu-rays back to his room and, after initial feelings of guilt and shame, he woke up the next morning soiled and sticky, but deeply satisfied. When one of the staff woke him and entered the room to serve breakfast in bed, she, as a mother of three now grown sons and a wife, immediately noticed the sweet, chlorine-like smell of semen. After initial feelings of disgust, she grinned at him understandingly and, as she placed the tray on his bed, she winked at him and said, quietly but clearly: "You'll strip the bed yourself today, my dear." He immediately turned bright red and broke out in a sweat, which increasingly transformed the bouquet of his room into a puma's den.

    Mohammed was now accustomed to the fact that Western-socialized employees were kuffar, and that in the West, even women spoke to men, sometimes in a tone that was unthinkable in Iran. As the employee, demonstratively exhaling, prepared to leave the room, she turned back to the ashamed Mohammed and said with an almost coquettish smile and in a tone that was a little too familiar: "By the way, let me tell you one thing, little one, and never forget this: You have about ten thousand rounds of ammunition, and you still want to go to war, don't you? And not waste it all at the shooting range." At first, the war metaphor naturally conjured up images of jihad in his mind, which his father liked to describe in social circles, over and over again, in all the gruesome facets of every war. But then he got his bearings and smiled briefly after the employee as she closed the door with another wink.

    This year, Mo lost his virginity to a classmate, a Muslim woman from an extremely wealthy family, who, however, only wore a headscarf for show and, in the community, only pretended to be a well-behaved, modest, obedient, and chaste daughter in front of the others. It was a shock for Mo when he realized this, and his worldview continued to waver. When his other Muslim classmates explained to him that this was not an isolated incident, but was increasingly becoming the norm in the West, he realized the reason why his father tried to isolate him. Mohammed was upset about this pretense. on the one hand horrified him, on the other it stimulated his imagination in a way that he could only describe as sinful.

    At a graduation party, for which Mohammed had persuasively obtained his father's permission, Mo got involved with the class beauty named Jasmin and secretly allowed herself to be seduced by her into drinking alcohol. After the initial chat and the seemingly undivided attention Jasmin seemed to give him, he became more and more captivated by her. After her first compliments and the first non-binding, casual, even random touches and increasingly deeper glances into the eyes of this fascinating being from another world, Mohammed, already completely overwhelmed by his feelings, by Jasmin's beauty and grace, her voluptuous charms, but also her eloquence and self-confidence, began to dream of a grand engagement, a wedding, and children together. But she had other, more momentary things on her mind.

    Jasmine had charmed Dr. Trudlington after physical education class with a devious diversion, employing all her feminine attributes and skill in flattery. She had lured him back to the gym under a pretext to secretly steal the key to the swimming pool from his desk drawer. Her plan was to entice the intriguing, mysterious, and devout Mohammed Attasu Ben Husseini to swim naked on the evening of the celebration and, if she liked what she saw, perhaps seduce him into all the other heavenly pleasures of sinfulness.

    Among the girls in his class, Mo, who was not particularly attractive but still had a striking, almost regal demeanor, was considered extremely interesting and, above all, not unathletic. Mohammed seemed somewhat aloof, and this was precisely why he attracted the heightened interest and the many raunchy, wet fantasies of the pubescent females in his class.

    After a few sips of champagne, which, purely metabolically, could have had no effect, Hamed fell completely under her spell. They chatted and laughed, and the heavy, sweet, oily scent emanating from her intoxicated his senses. She teased him, and then, with a mischievous smile and a seductive look, she teased him about not having the courage to come to the pool with her. The oldest trick in the book. He defiantly escorted her into the pool and was surprised where the hell she had gotten the key. Then she locked the door behind them, and they were alone. Hamed was still wondering where she could have gotten a swimsuit from when she turned to him at the edge of the pool, swung her ample but shapely hips to the side, and slowly began to unbutton the blouse of her school uniform. A few breathless moments later, she stood before him in red French lace lingerie, savoring his sheer helplessness, evident in each of his increasingly labored breaths and the softening features of his face. The otherwise disciplined oriental nobleman, who seemed to know every verse of the Koran by heart and who could recount the life of the Prophet like no other in their community, surrendered to the moment. And she savored the power, her own arousal, and his increasingly unbridled passion, his desire, and the sin, as she opened her bustier and revealed her two shapely and by no means small breasts, their nipples stretched to the utmost. Almost paralyzed with excitement, Mohammed stood like a rabbit before a snake as she turned slightly away from him, never taking her eyes off him. With a look that would have seduced a siren, she slid her two thumbs under the sides of her thong, stretched them slightly forward and back, shaking her waist-length, slightly wavy, strong hair almost casually, but perfectly staged, which now lay loose over her shoulders and clinging to her breasts, and pushed her thong down. When she had thrown herself into a well staged pose with her back arched, so that her smoothly shaved, symmetrical vagina was only visible to Mo for a split of a second as she turned. As she turned away, her momentary hesitation allowed Mo only that brief of a glimpse of her desired secrets. Gracefully, she submerged into the water, effortlessly swept her hair back without disturbing her waterproof makeup, and asked him with a seductive smile: "Are you coming?"

    Like a madman, he ripped off his school uniform and dashed after her. Their bodies drew closer, and she wrapped her legs around him as he penetrated a woman for the first time in his life, succumbing to sin. They made love all night long in every imaginable way, while she guided him and, after the first, much-too-quick ejaculation, rekindled his desire. Now the secrets of the Kama Sutra could merge with the legends of One Thousand and One Nights, and she could get what she wanted from him. She revealed to him all the secrets of love, with her tongue, her breasts, her hands, and every other technique that could ignite desire. She made him a man that night, and when morning broke and the first light of day woke her, he quickly panicked because he was definitely wanted by his security detail. The police might already be involved, and a diplomatic crisis was brewing. He was torn between his fervent love for Jasmine and his intentions to marry her on the one hand, and his fear of his father's wrath on the other.

    They got dressed, but somehow Jasmin wasn't the same as yesterday. Why did she seem so composed now? When they opened the door to the hallway connecting the venerable swimming pool with the boarding school building, the director and the head of the security detail were already waiting for them. His eyes reflected his contempt, combined with profound disappointment and his own entirely justified existential fear. After all, it was his job to protect Mo and not lose sight of him.

    Mohammed stammered with Jasmine on his hand that he loved her with all his heart and that he still loved the father would ask Jasmin for her hand when she broke away from him and caused his world to collapse.

    With mockery and shame in her voice, in an air of absolute self-assurance, as if the director and the head of the personal security detail weren't even there, she blurted out: "Pfft, you're crazy! What do you think you are? I'm seventeen years old and I'm definitely not going to marry you! Man, I don't know today whether I'm even going to get married or want children! You're not going to talk to anyone about it, is that clear? Mo, that was a really nice, um, I mean, lovely night, but that's all I wanted! Pfft, getting married..."

    Ahmed Scheitel, the command's senior officer and a true giant, was responsible for Mohammed's safety. But he also had a heart and recognized the despair and shame in the boy's eyes, who was close to tears, and firmly addressed the principal. "We will handle this discreetly, and you will hand over the surveillance footage to me. You will not speak of this to anyone, to anyone, and a very generous donation will be transferred to the school's account."

    The same day, the flight to Tehran left and his father was waiting for him in his office, while the video of his disgrace played on his monitor screen.

    His father looked at him and then back at the screen. Ayatollah Husseini asked, "Was she still a virgin? Will you marry her?"

    Mo looked down in shame, listening to his moans from the monitor speakers, alternating with Jasmin's, complementing them, overlapping them, and intensifying them. He was unable to utter a single word in reply.

    "Well, I'll answer for you. No! Since she was fifteen, that whore has apparently fucked at least three boys from school!"

    His father looked at his son and heir and explained now in complete clarity and without any emotion with that voice as if coming from heaven and hell simultaneously: "I love you, my son, but my love for the word of the Prophet is greater. You will have to answer for yourself. You will be tried and judged according to the commandments of Sharia." But then the Ayatollah lost all composure again and almost lost his composure. "I can't believe you didn't recognize the ugly face of the devil and the entire Western world, which is one and the same, my son, when it grinned lustfully in your face!" At that moment, he pressed a key on his PC, froze the image, and turned the screen toward his son. He slapped the table in fury and screamed. "No, you sinner had to fuck Shaytan in the ass, just like he loves to do!" The screen showed an image of Jasmin and him lying on the mats in the pool's equipment room, and she straddled him with her legs spread wide and bent like a frog, leaning back slightly and supporting herself on her arms. The close-up showed her vulva, wide open after hours of passion, while his cock was clearly embedded deep in her anus a few centimeters behind it.

    Mo thought that this damned voyeur, this director, had apparently hastily created a nice arrangement of camera changes and zoom effects.

    And indeed, Jasmin, as she dominated him so sexually in this still image, with her open mouth, her tongue sliding over her lips, her almost demented expression marked by rapture, the sweat on her forehead, and her upward gaze, looked somewhat diabolical.

    Hamed stood before the ruins of his fate, desperate horror in his eyes, like the schoolboy he was. But he submitted, and a few moments later, his father's bodyguards led him away and placed him in the custody of the vice squad.

    He was given a simple cell to await his trial the next day. That night He couldn't sleep and heard women's voices crying and talking to each other in despair from a window in the opposite wing. He listened and heard the story of Fatima, who at the age of eleven had to marry a loveless, elderly man of sixty-four. He was overweight, bald, and had only a few teeth. But the worst part was her bad breath, which seemed to have stemmed from a stomach ailment. She, on the other hand, was still completely childlike, yet quite attractive. Her parents had simply sold her out of necessity. And after the wedding, he came to her every night and raped her until it became a habit and she put up with it. But because she hadn't yet had her period, she couldn't get pregnant, which is why her husband's sister initially called her cursed, and a few months later, her husband began to abuse her. Four years passed, and the countless rapes and abuse left her infertile. Finally, he beat her so badly that she had to be hospitalized. In the hospital, she met a charming and very attractive young male nurse, and the two fell in love the moment they laid eyes on each other. Although they never became acquainted, they secretly began writing letters to each other, swearing their love and dreaming of escaping together. Her husband's sister found the letters and told her brother, who was naturally beside himself with rage and jealousy. So today, after months in the custody of the vice squad, she was sentenced to death by stoning, and her beloved male nurse was sentenced to eighty lashes.

    That night, Mo doubted God and His justice for the first time. He awaited his own trial with fear, but hoped that leniency would be shown. After all, he was the son of the Ayatollah. He, too, was sentenced to eighty lashes in a staged example, and his father appointed himself as the executioner. With a mixture of fatherly love and submission to God's commandments and his prophet, he strapped his son to the block and beat his son without hesitation.

    Hamed barely survived the torture and was close to fainting after less than twenty lashes.

    When he awoke after the torture and two days in an induced coma, the first thing he saw was his father, who had apparently been watching over his bed the whole time. His father simply said: "God is great, my son, God is great, and he still has much in store for you." Mo repeated in a whisper, still weakly: "Truly, God is great." Since then, Hamed lived a godly life according to Sharia law and the commandments of the Koran. He made a name for himself and rose ever higher as his father's protégé. But the seeds of doubt had taken root, and at night, under the pseudonym Luther, he would sometimes enter secret chat rooms where controversial, critical, and at times almost blasphemous discussions about religion and science took place.

    As Hamed entered the air-conditioned, orientally furnished and decorated room, open on all sides and lined with flower arrangements, with the letter, Ayatollah Husseini was sitting with the Saudi ambassador in the reception hall of his residence, enjoying tea and baklava. Mo heard the Saudi ambassador say, almost in a panic: "We've received confirmation from our contacts in the Vatican and from the Chinese; it could really happen, you understand? It could really, really become reality! And then? Then the people will tear us apart if they get that far. The arrival could be expected in less than a week, and then God help us!"

    Without a word, Hamed handed the letter to his father, who immediately tore it open, frantically and obviously excited. His father read it, and so did this man, who had always steadfastly adhered to the teachings of Islam, who had personally carried out death sentences in the name of God, who was planning a genocide, a jihad, whose first aim was the annihilation of Israel and then the Islamization of the entire world and the murder of all Kuffar, temporarily fell away from the faith.

    With glazed eyes and fear in his voice, he explained himself to his son and the ambassador. The sheikh confirmed that the Council of Elders and the scribes now believe that first contact could occur within a few days.

  
    In Washington at this very hour

    Donald Han Diangelo had taken the White House by storm a few months ago as the first biracial president of the United States of America, with the support of a highly successful Japanese journalist for a mother and the unlimited financial resources of a Mexican oil magnate for a father. His former name was Donaldo, but the "O" had to make way for his political career. Donaldo was actually too good-looking to be a politician; he had the basic features of a Latin lover, successfully combined with classic Asian traits, which made him seem even more intellectual. There was something almost too feminine about him, which is why he had always worn a three-day beard since his early twenties, which gave him a certain boldness. By now, the first gray strands were appearing in his stubble and at his temples, adding a touch of maturity to his attractiveness.

    With a mixture of the classic, worldly Kennedy approach, combined with the spirit of Barack Obama and the conservative and nationalist soul of Donald Trump, he had been able to inspire the hearts of Americans for his one-man show in a gigantic media drama à la telenovela and achieved a clear election result. which had not existed for fifty years and which seemed to unite America's divided soul.

    The former soldier and alleged national hero as a veteran, as a loving father, loyal husband and demagogic charmer had been in office for a few months and the first routines were gleaming on the approaching horizon when the Chief of Staff ambushed him in the Oval Office.

    General Steelpoint, a chiseled man, explained to him, completely emotionless and with military polish, that national security was at stake and that an object was approaching Earth. Based on all of NASA's previous analyses, it was now necessary to discuss further steps at the highest level. The haggard-looking general, who looked as if he were approaching seventy, explained to the stressed-looking and completely bleary-eyed president, who seemed to be listening casually, that the matter had been under observation for five weeks. Images of Bruce Willis and Ben Affleck approaching a meteorite with their crew in the blockbuster "Armageddon" came to mind, when the conversation took an unexpected turn:

    “It’s most likely a spaceship, sir.”

    Donald choked on his coffee and began to laugh involuntarily. He said:

    "Then I'll quickly watch Independence Day and develop a battle plan. Does the White House actually have Netflix?"

    But the general did not share his easygoing cheerfulness and looked him in the eyes with determination and hardness.

    When Donald became aware of the situation, the information had sunk in, and he had finally awakened from his thoughts about the next appointment, the President asked, "That wasn't a joke, right?"

    His voice suddenly dying, as hot flashes overcame him and he gasped for breath, he loosened his tie, twisted his mouth into a grimace of overexertion, and awkwardly undid the first few buttons of his shirt. Moment He no longer seemed like a president and supposed leader of the Western world, but rather like a miserable heap.

    “No, sir!”

    The president pulled himself together with all his might and tried to create an image of himself that he did not believe in himself.

    “What do we know?” asked the president, now pretending to have regained his composure.

    "Sir, the leadership of the NASA science team, who have been working on this matter for the past few weeks, is waiting outside. Should I invite them in?" the general asked, as if it were a perfectly normal occurrence.

    “Yeah, damn it!”

    The general approached the door and ushered in a very small, very slender, red-haired, bespectacled, and extremely unfashionably dressed and coiffed woman who seemed far too young to hold a leadership position. She looked as if she hadn't slept in days and as if she hadn't changed the clothes that clad her small, eccentric figure in for a week.

    “This is Professor Hayley, sir.”

    "What can you tell me with certainty at this point?" the president asked, seemingly convinced that he had to be in control of the situation. He again played his role as president, recalling movie scenes he had seen in similar situations, and thinking at the time how cool it must be to be able to say such a sentence.

    Hayley: "It's slowing down, sir. It's made some minor course corrections repeatedly, but it's slowing down now. It's still faster than anything we know of in terms of propulsion technology, but it's in the process of decelerating."

    President: "And it really is a, um, a, a UFO? Where did it come from, can we determine that?"

    Hayley: “No, it was suddenly on our screens.”

    President: “And is it coming our way?”

    Hayley: "No, it's currently heading for the moon's shadow, but that doesn't really say anything about their intentions. It's huge, could still turn, and could be carrying shuttles or combat drones in its belly, sir!"

    President: "Can you speculate on what their intentions might be? I mean, um, I mean, is there any movement that would indicate their intention?"

    Steelpoint: “Not really, sir!”

    President, addressing Steelpoint: "Are we prepared or able to repel a potential takeover or any kind of invasion?"

    Steelpoint: "Definitely not, sir! They appear to be far, far superior to us technologically, and we don't know their weapons technology. Furthermore, our satellite scans indicate that there could be a little over three thousand aliens on board."

    President: "Three thousand? Oh God!" After a brief moment of silence, in which Donald considered what the manpower of three thousand ultimately meant in terms of potential for a takeover, he realized that the mere number didn't matter at all, and he changed his approach.

    President: “Has anyone thought about how we could get in touch, I mean, they’re unlikely to speak English?”

    Hayley: “Oh, we’re in contact, sir, and yet…”

    President: “What?”

    Hayley: “Yes, they speak English, um, sir.”

    President: "And you're only saying this now? What are you saying?! That wouldn't be irrelevant for further steps, would it?"

    Hayley: “He will come.”

    President: "He's coming... And what question did they answer that to? And how, over the radio?"

    Hayley: “Well, that’s another point I need to inform you about, sir.”

    President: "That means, what? Get it out, it can't get much worse!"

    Hayley: "No matter what communication platform. I could send a WhatsApp message, a message on Facebook Messenger, or an email, and they'd reply. They always know when they're being addressed! And no matter the question, they always answer the same thing!"

    The president felt dizzy and had to sit down. His thoughts raced, and his helplessness became increasingly clear to him.

    President: “Continue.”

    Hayley: “Of course, we first tried using radio waves, basically radio, then we amplified the signal via satellite and contacted the ship.

    The response came immediately, and the strange thing was, although all signals actually take time, according to our calculations the response was still received by all participating satellites and also by us in the control center at the same time."

    President: “Okay, their technology is obviously superior, but that was obviously already clear.”

    Hayley: “Well, our concerns actually go beyond that, sir.”

    President: “I’m all ears.”

    Hayley: "Okay, after it became clear that the response was definitely a manned extraterrestrial mission, one of our students sent a WhatsApp message to a colleague who works on the other side of the control center, saying, 'What do you want? '

    And the answer came in a new, unnamed chat: 'He'll come. ' The student was irritated, thinking it was an error in the chat history. She revisited the original chat and asked her colleague in a new WhatsApp message, essentially, what that was all about. She had read it, after all, and repeating the message wouldn't be helpful, 'you asshole! '

    The colleague read the accusations, was irritated, stood up half-heartedly, and looked across the room to make eye contact with the colleague and signaled to her that he didn't understand. She rolled her eyes and walked toward him. 'He's coming, ' are you kidding me, are you not taking me seriously or what? You still think you're smarter than me, you arrogant little bum. I'm spinning my wheels and I'm scared, and you're acting like an ass. She looked into a face that showed complete incomprehension, and he simply asked uncertainly what she meant. 'Are you kidding me? You can save yourself the trouble! You know very well that we're not supposed to use WhatsApp while we're at work. I wrote to you anyway, and then this. I actually thought we could get along, but I guess I was wrong. ' The colleague replied: 'What kind of WhatsApp? I didn't get one. I don't have a WhatsApp from you! ' Now the student looked incredulous but still belligerent. 'Show me your damn phone! ' Apart from the last message, nothing had arrived on the phone. She was filled with doubt and brooding, and after a few moments her brilliant mind, which had led her to NASA, took a quantum leap. She looked at the message again and suddenly her eyes opened wide. She ran like lightning to her immediate superior, who was standing right next to me and my assistant, and said that she had made an observation and suspected something. We looked up from our central monitor, and she showed the message from her supervisor. She held her phone, or rather the display with the three words on it, directly into the team leader's face. She simply asked what that was all about and what she thought she was doing in this situation. I, admittedly also annoyed at first, said she had 30 seconds from now to explain, or we would fire her immediately and her career would be over. She said, 'They answered me. The aliens, they answered me. I don't know how, but, but... '

    'Pardon? ' the colleague asked, completely taken aback, and seemed about to grab the student's throat!

    I turned to the phone to call the security service. At that moment, I thought it was some kind of nervous breakdown. menstruation or a histrionic attack of a paranoid student when the colleague came over and explained that he had not answered.

    I somehow became curious again, because I couldn't see any madness in the student's eyes, and she didn't seem like someone who wanted to show off and say, 'Twenty seconds left. '

    "I sent Nail a WhatsApp message, sorry for the inconvenience, and I received a reply in a new, empty, unnamed chat. But Nail didn't write back."

    The supervisor started to smile smugly, like a cat about to play with a mouse, and asked with biting irony: 'And now you think the captain of the spaceship has your cell phone number ?' When my assistant held her screen up to my face and said: 'Oh my God! ' The same three words were on her phone in an unnamed chat!

    President: “Go on, go on, go on, what’s the problem now?” The President was becoming increasingly impatient.

    Hayley: "Sir, don't you understand? We all started tweeting and we all received the same answer. Then some started writing emails. The same result. The email with any recipient didn't arrive, and the aliens responded as soon as they felt addressed. Some started experimenting, thinking of a hack and trying to ask increasingly cryptic questions or hide the question somehow, but they could always tell. However, if you quoted something from a book that contained the relevant question, they didn't answer. They actually seem to be able to distinguish literature from an emotionally driven personal question using an algorithm. Then we started trying it on all kinds of messenger services, always with the same result. In every language in the world. Then we started generating a computer that could send the question in incredible numbers across all servers. around the world on all channels to see if the answer would always be answered at the same speed, even with such massive amounts of data. No matter how many there were, no matter where the question was asked on the globe, there was always the same response latency of 0.01 seconds until the answer came."

    President: "I'm confused. So you were hacked, and?"

    Hayley: "No, sir, not really. It seems to go far beyond that. We then contacted relatives of the team, private citizens around the world, with the order to ask the aliens a question, and everywhere the result was the same.

    And then my mother called me and wanted to know what the aliens might be up to. But the call didn't reach me. When the dial tone ended, she immediately asked in her impatient way, 'What do they want? What do they want? ' And a voice that sounded melodic and soft, lilting and somehow ethereal, answered, 'He'll come! ' "

    The President jumped up as if stung by a tarantula, picked up the receiver from behind his desk, and it all just poured out. He still hoped he was being played, that his staff or his vice president were trying to poke fun at him. In a stately tone, he began: "This is the President of the United States of America. I would like to speak with the person in charge and would like a letter of intent regarding your rapprochement!" The irritated voice of the assistant and secretary in the anteroom answered uncertainly, but somewhat amused: "Okay, and from whom exactly?" The President yelled at her like a madman to get off the line!

    He hung up briefly and, after a moment's thought, called his wife. The dial tone rang, cut off, and 0.1 seconds later, he heard a voice that played on every emotion within him, like a glass harp. In its gentle perfection, so unworldly it could be, he heard the message: "He will come."

    The President's knees gave way behind his desk and, pale as a sheet of whitewash, he hung up the phone with a trembling hand.

    Hayley: "Now do you understand, sir? You know who we mean and when we mean you, you know!"

    President: “Could they gain access to our nuclear arsenal?” the President asked in an icy voice.

    Hayley: "Sir, do you really still not understand? They're hundreds of thousands of kilometers away and they know when we're thinking what! So it's no longer a question of whether they might have the codes. To put it simply and understandably: This potentially borders on omniscience, sir!"

    The President now felt as if the deck he had commanded, which had already been more or less shaky since his inauguration, had been submerged. The thought of being confronted by a technologically superior and all-knowing superpower ripped the ground from under his feet. The entire charade, the entire masked ball of his existence, seemed to be exposed. Abysmal overexertion, as so often happens on this planet at this time, also spread in the President's heart.

    He kept murmuring, “Omniscience, omniscience,” and realized the magnitude of this idea!

    Donald felt overwhelmed as a politician all along, and essentially from the very beginning. He had always believed he was incapable of handling the job. He had never voluntarily read a hundred books in his life, let alone the classics. He couldn't claim to be truly educated, and now he was president. Deep down, he'd always felt like a phony.

    But the prospect of power was too tempting, and throughout the entire rocky path, almost everyone applauded, encouraged, and carried him on their hands. He repeatedly told himself that he would grow with the responsibility, but he didn't, not really.

    After taking office, the piles on his desk grew ever higher. If he read at all, he only skimmed or read the last few sentences of the documents presented to him, and then pretended to his advisors that he wanted their opinion on the matter in order to get a summary or even to feign some knowledge. He was simply overwhelmed; this was his permanent state.

    Essentially, Donald was a victim of the progressive decline of the entire Western world.

    Throughout his life, he had been put on the horse by others, and sometimes even helped to do so with force. Most recently, he was placed on the rodeo bull during the presidential campaign, and the wild ride began. Donald Diangelo was always supported, and his mother's media presence and his father's influence opened almost every door for him along the way. Yet he was a product, a synonym, a symptom, or a prime example of the consequences of an ever-lowering standard of education.

    Ultimately, it didn't really take crises or armed force to destroy a civilization. The decline in morals and an increasingly poor level of education was enough. If increasingly uneducated offspring become scientists, the gain in knowledge stagnates; if they become doctors, patients will die; if unsuitable lawyers and judges litigate, bad decisions will be made; in business, poorly trained traders will miscalculate and burn money; architects will build houses that are unsafe and may even collapse; and bad teachers will produce even worse future generations. The politicians of such a system govern ever worse, becoming ever more deluded and ideologically driven. And so, in this insidious process that often goes unnoticed at first, people die: at first a few, then by the hundreds of thousands and millions.

    Despite his declining educational standards over the past few decades, Donald had always done reasonably well in school with the help of tutoring, and even at university, he was only a limited high achiever. The older professors, who had been cut from a different cloth, repeatedly shook their heads at Donald and wondered what future elites would be capable of when thinking was now done by computers and the common knowledge required for a well-founded discussion was always just a full battery and a few Wikipedia visits away. Some professors already preferred to chat with ChatGPT, an artificial intelligence, rather than deal with these would-be student influencers.

    But Donald's fate took its course, and the racehorse he was riding headed exactly in the direction of Washington, as his puppet masters, and above all his father, desired. His connections in the business world, contacts here and there, one knew this one and another that another, and suddenly he was with the Democrats and, whoosh, he was governor and, abracadabra, at 41, a presidential candidate in the election campaign to assume the venerable office of President of the United States of America, and completely overwhelmed.

    President: "All-knowing, how can one communicate, let alone negotiate, with such superior force?" he said almost resignedly to the room. Professor Hayley and General Steelpoint looked at each other and remained silent, their faces embarrassed.

    The extent of his messed-up existence crept through every fiber of his being, and the fear that omniscient might also mean they could see deep into his soul drove him almost insane.

    It's all just an illusion and a lie, he thought. Ever since he was seduced by his football coach at the age of sixteen, he had known that he was gay. But he was unable to give in to his inclination; his desire for social inclusion was too great. Recognition and a career, and the fear of disappointing his staunchly Catholic father were too great. The fear of being labeled a "faggot" by society was too great, and so he pushed the second greatest driving force of human existence after the instinct for survival, sexuality, into the background and continued to build his world of illusion. It remained a single occasion, but in his memory, it was an anchor of complete sexual fulfillment.

    He had many girlfriends, but he only fucked them anally or let them satisfy him orally. He himself simply didn't care about the satisfaction of his partners because during sex he was more preoccupied with thoughts of Brat Pitt, Johnny Depp, Tom Brady or Christian Ronaldo than giving a moment's thought to the reality of the moment. The women always found the bad macho behavior interesting for a while, had the feeling that if they only had to charm this guy enough, he would realize they were true love. Some, a certain type of woman, simply didn't care and behaved like whores who gave themselves up to the oligarch's son in a kind of contract so that he could introduce them to high society.

    But most of Donald's partners also had their needs, and if he didn't get bored with them and break up with them, then after six months at the latest, they started talking about the "next step," wanting to be licked themselves and, above all, vaginal intercourse. They insisted they would definitely use contraception and would even sign consent clauses if they became pregnant, as if Donald had ever given such a thought a second thought. Of course, the relationship was over by then.

    Sometime towards the end of his studies, his father introduced him to Caron, his future wife. A doctor from the Bush dynasty, strict Anglican, arch-conservative, and frigid, yet somehow attractive and, above all, stylishly elegant, blessed with a radiant, captivating smile. She was in capable of captivating an entire group with her brilliant analyses of almost any topic. She possessed a certain authority, but this was coupled with an almost compulsive tendency to always leave the final stage to the men in the group, as her equally devout father had instilled in her like a mantra and her loving mother had modeled for her.

    The night after the engagement, they had sex for the first time. She was still wearing her nightgown when she got into bed with him and turned out the light. She lay on her back and waited. Donald was somewhat relieved that the light was out and smiled to himself. He turned to her, pushed up her nightgown, kissed her not very passionately on the mouth and neck, and for the first time in his life, with mixed feelings, he penetrated a vagina. She was obviously shaved, which somehow calmed him down, but the structure of her labia, which was quite pronounced in hers, deeply disgusted him for aesthetic reasons. He had never understood how creation could have provided these wrinkled protrusions reminiscent of some kind of seaweed? Damn, why couldn't she have just one slit like this Leandra, or was her name Lisanne? His fiancée was obviously very nervous and insecure. She wasn't really wet, and it was difficult to get into the rhythm. It even hurt a little at first, but little by little he felt better and his thoughts crept into his coach's locker room.

    Six months later, the wedding took place, where he only knew a fraction of the people, but whom his father insisted he should know. Then the honeymoon trip to Hawaii, where he found the bartender so erotic that he slept with his wife almost every day. After that, they only had sex every few months, especially when she brought up the subject of ovulation and children, and he knew he would have to fulfill his marital duties again. Otherwise, the two got along well. They were fabulous, shared interests, and laughed a lot. Especially since, for reasons he couldn't fathom, she seemed to look up to him and made him feel like he was the man of the house. He adapted surprisingly well to this marriage construct. Donald especially enjoyed it when she went shopping with him and gave him advice; it was even better when she came back from a shopping trip with clothes just for him. He could always be sure that he would turn heads at his next appointment. Not because he was extroverted like a rock star in patent leather and leather, or because he wildly combined colors like one of those parrot-like designer "chicks", but because he always knew how to combine Italian chic with British classicism and still appeared fashionable. He placed particular importance on his shoes, and they were welcome to add the occasional accent.

    Donald had always been indoctrinated by his mother that there was no second chance to make a first impression, and his father often liked to echo this sentiment. Especially after work, after a few bourbons late at night and his son was home from college, his rather domineering father would sometimes give him a lecture, which he nevertheless somehow enjoyed.

    A raunchy parable from his Mexican and thus traditionally macho father that had struck him as particularly impressive was: "Imagine, Junior, you marry the hottest babe outside of Las Vegas and somehow you suspect that all she wants is your money and after she has pointed your cock towards the North Star for maybe a year after the wedding and whipped you through the Kama Sutra, the divorce comes and half of your fortune is hers. And about $1,350,000,000 divided by 365 makes a daily rate of $3,689,630. I wish it for you, Junior, but this whore isn't going to suck your cock for eight hours a day, but let's assume she's an average service provider, which a wife sort of is, and put a ten-hour Every day, six days a week. If we subtract the average fifty-two Sundays and about eight holidays, and allow her a generous twenty days of vacation, then for a year of leg-spreading she gets an hourly wage of $473,684.21. So, Junior, now guess how long it takes, how many years of school, how many semesters of university, what degree, how long you have to knock on doors, how many asses you have to lick as a normal businessman before you can charge that kind of hourly wage? Well? I don't know! I don't know, Junior, because I'm still not there today and probably never will be, also and especially because I'll never lick business partners' asses.

    Donald understood, but had to grin to himself with a slight gleam in his eyes, which his father, in his arrogance, interpreted as recognition. Secretly, with a tingling in the back of his mind, he would definitely consider the ass-licking part as a career option.

    The father continued pontificating: "So, Junior, now for the crux of the story: before you marry any whore. Then you go to the best law firm in town and look at that wall in the foyer where those damned vulture narcissists always hang their resumes, certificates, degrees, and all that shit next to their glossy photos. Then you look at the look on the men's faces in the photos and interpret it: which of all those faces is the real leader? Then you look at the rest of the guy: how is he shaved, where are his wrinkles on his face, how is his hair styled, what does he radiate? Does this man have cojones? Then you examine the collar of the shirt, the tie, and the lapel of the suit: style or no style, broad athletic shoulders or office slicker? Never trust anyone, my boy, who has no style, and never bet on a man who doesn't know what the moment of a touchdown feels like. And then you can you make an appointment. Then it all depends on the moment the guy enters the room, you have to immediately feel it. The handshake, the voice, and then everything else. If he then confirms the impression from the picture, then you can have this man draw up a marriage contract for you. These are the men you should surround yourself with in the future, Junior. And never forget that, Diangelo Junior," the father said now in a voice whose emphasis could have torn down walls, and leaned forward with one elbow on the knee of his widely spread legs: "Before you're ready to assemble such a staff, to surround yourself with men of such quality, be the kind of man the top hundred in this world want to surround themselves with!"

    This was how Donald had always done things, and the prenuptial agreement was drafted by Walter Chatman, the Manhattan lawyer with the American firm. Of course, Donald kept in touch, as his father had instilled in him.

    Then the children came, first a boy and less than two years later twins, incredibly sweet girls.

    Since then, Caron slept in the children's bed and apparently also lost what little interest she had in sex, which was already almost nonexistent. Somehow, this made him feel better, and he could understand it. He had been present at the births and had seen things that had deeply disturbed him. When the doctor performed an episiotomy with a pair of poultry shears during the birth of the twins, who were much too large for girls, let alone twins, Donald fainted.

    Otherwise, he now slept alone and could masturbate in peace before falling asleep, thinking about the main actors of the evening's program.

    Everything was going like clockwork in the eyes of the public, but in truth, deep within him lay the realization that even then, as a candidate for governor of California, he was definitely on the way to stepping into shoes that were too big for his generation and, in particular, for him.

    Now crouching on the sofa in the Oval Office, much more was going through the President's mind, but finally, after what felt like an eternity with the eyes of the professor and the general fixed on him, he briefly regained his composure before gasping for air between two waves like a drowning man on the high seas.

    "Oh God, oh God," he murmured. "All-knowing!" His thoughts focused on how unworthy he was, at the very core of his existence!

    “Aliens,” he muttered.

    The general then asked the president why he was so surprised about the topic of aliens?

    “Seriously?” the president asked indignantly and a little too arrogantly.

    Steelpoint: "Sir, haven't you read the transfer papers? Chapter 37? The intelligence files that are handed over from one president to the next?"

    President: "Um, no, not quite yet! I found all this hocus-pocus and all these conspiracies from Chapter 11 onwards only of limited interest, and I thought I'd read it all when I had time."

    The general and the scientist looked at him in disbelief.

    President: "Well, I don't have to justify myself here, but I have other things to do. First came the problems in the committees with the funding, then healthcare reform and pension reform, then the problems in the Middle East and the exploding costs of military spending, and then this huge mess with the limits and requirements for artificial intelligence, and then this one piece of shit from the Pentagon, what should I call it, AI escaped." The President looked at the two listeners and smiled inappropriately self-righteously. "You understand, escaped, because of Pandora's box. No? Whatever. We don't even know what kind of damage it will cause, or not. But of course, the press has got wind of it. They got it and ranted about a catastrophe, saying that the coronavirus would be nothing compared to a drop in the ocean, apocalypse, horror scenarios. And what's happened in the last few weeks since then? Have satellites crashed, labs with bioweapons been opened, secret service documents been published? No! But it was still a hell of a lot of stress. And now you're talking about aliens and 'He will come. ' What does that even mean?"

    Steelpoint: "Roswell, the UFO we recovered? With the dead alien pilot? All the confirmed reports from our pilots and air defense, and the findings from our space missions?"

    “What are you trying to tell me?” the President barked at the General.

    Steelpoint: "Sir, with all due respect, I really expected you to be more on the topic at this point, and how should I put it, more aware of the importance and responsibility of your office!"

    President: "I, I am the President of the United States. I have been elected leader of the Western world. I have soundly defeated that elderly Republican candidate, and you have the nerve to talk to me like that? I set my priorities as I see fit, when I see fit, and if I ever want to hear your opinion again, you'll know it!"

    So what does it mean, 'He will come' ?"

    "I don't know, sir. We think you might be referring to your leader," the somewhat embarrassed scientist countered, while the general looked sheepishly at the tips of his official shoes.

    President: "Yes, probably. When will they be close enough to attack us?"

    “Sir,” the scientist said now almost pityingly, “if they wanted that, we would already be dead!”

    President: “When will they be here, so when will they be behind the moon?”

    Hayley: “In six days, sir.”

    President: “Does China know about this, Russia, Europe?”

    Steelpoint: “Something like that.”

    President: “Make a telephone appointment with all the heads of state, we will have to meet with everyone, everyone!”

  
    At the same time at an altitude of 1,798,412 kilometers

    On the bridge of a spaceship the size of approximately 36 football fields, rising over 22 decks, propelled by the unbridled power of a technology far beyond the comprehension of humanity at its current level of development, stood two beings, angelic and delicate. The ship looked like a cross between the Battlestar Galactica and the Star Destroyer from Star Wars, only with flowing contours, more curves, more reminiscent of natural lines.

    These perfect creatures appeared almost transparent, and each cell seemed to emit a warm white light, which was partially refracted in the surroundings like a prism. They were about three meters tall and, according to the universal principle, not unlike humans. They had soft facial features, rather thin lips, and large, almond-shaped eyes. They had no hairstyle. They were graceful and sublime-looking beings. The men had purple eyes with yellow inclusions, and the women vice versa. They had a kind of wing that grew from their shoulder blades. However, these were never evolutionarily intended for flight, but rather, in an infinitely complex Patterns recorded the entire unfolded data set of their individual chromosomes and had served eons ago in courtship of the opposite sex to match genetic disposition and potential with the chosen one. Like a condor, or rather a peacock, they could spread their wings to a span of up to 4 m. The men were somewhat broader shouldered and the women somewhat more delicate. They had rather small breasts and a modest waist with correspondingly slight but noticeable curves of the hips. They wore no clothing, as they had never really expanded the concept of shame to include nudity in their culture. They only had a type of necklace that they spent their lives forging themselves, constantly adding to and developing it. Most of the work was delicate and discreet, and only a few necklaces were somewhat more voluminous and resembled a type of breastplate that enclosed or covered the breast. This jewelry told their respective stories, their insights, hopes, and fears, spoke of friendship, kinship, and love. Above all, however, it testified to success and achievement, which represented the central concern of their culture, the primal volition. These beings were fundamentally immortal, and with increasing age, their cells appeared more brightly illuminated, and they became more radiant the more knowledge they accumulated. They decided for themselves when it was time for them to leave and when to return to the eternal cycle. When they felt they were no longer of service to the common good, when, after many hundreds, sometimes thousands of years, they had reached a point where their knowledge and research had reached a level that made it impossible for them to continue working efficiently and making a contribution, they believed they had fulfilled their purpose. This was considered the highest goal of these beings' existence, representing complete harmony with themselves and the universe. Then they passed away, and their knowledge crystallized in the seven cervical vertebrae. Since the beginning of their research and endeavors millions of years ago, only a handful had filled the seventh and final shimmering glass vortex with knowledge. Yet, even leaving with less was not shameful in the culture. It was only about the individual's contribution in general, with the quality of that contribution remaining almost unevaluated. Of course, the top performers in society were granted more amenities and allowed to tie up more resources; they also had more influence on politics, but wastefulness and vanity were considered weaknesses in their philosophy.

    After their passing, the energy of these beings, their individual auras, and their vibrations, returned to the collective. Thus, each one remained unforgotten in their existence and present in the collective, forever.

    They believed in a God who existed outside of space and time and who had created the beginning. Their beginning and the beginning of the entire universe. This one beginning, relevant to them, in a structure of infinite dimensions in a series of infinitely recurring beginnings. According to their philosophy, one day a perfect universe would emerge, shining in complete harmony with the One, and this should be the goal.

    When they passed away, all that remained were the seven crystallized cervical vertebrae, on which the wearer's existence and achievements were stored. Subsequent generations could touch these crystals, open their minds, and formulate questions that were answered by the crystals' inherent, accumulated vibrations. Essentially, it was like a personalized search engine. And so, the knowledge of this culture has multiplied and increased exponentially ever since.

    They have accompanied humanity for about twelve thousand years, practically from the beginning of cultural formation and in the lecture halls and corridors of this science ship, which at the same time a kind of university and had only a few weapons, and names such as Leonardo da Vinci, Einstein, Abraham, Michelangelo, Jesus, Copernicus, Mohammed, Galileo, Siddhartha Gautama, Aristotle, Noah, Socrates, Kant were repeatedly mentioned and in recent years there has been increasing talk about Project 222.

    In the records of the ancient Egyptians, the Incas, and throughout the world, angels repeatedly appeared as messengers of a god. The pyramids and stone sculptures on Easter Island, or the oversized drawings in some deserts, were not coincidences, but traces of earlier missions. Thunder and ships were spoken of, as was infinite wisdom. Time and again, angels intervened in history, sometimes blessing individual people and optimizing their potential based on the first set of chromosomes that was just merging in each act of procreation. For example, the Bible also reports that the Holy Spirit impregnated Mary, which is likely only half the truth. Blessed individuals have often proven themselves outstanding throughout history, sometimes more, sometimes less obviously influencing the history and development of humanity. But so far, no one has been able to fulfill this expectation and make the Earth a truly better place, existing in complete harmony with the universe.

    They communicated with each other in a spherical voice and in a language that was infinitely complex, combining birdsong, whale song, and the phonemes of human communication into a harmonious sound. They perceived things in a much more complex way than humans and used all their senses at all times, as well as the perception of electromagnetic fields and vibrations, which they combined with all their other senses in their perception. At the same time, they used elements of telepathy, which allowed them to sense the respective auras and vibrations, to integrate that moods and emotions into the perception and interpretation of their communication.

    On the bridge of this ship, Uva, as the female being called herself, asked Ragan, the male being at her side, if everything was ready. Uva was an admiral and also the scientific director, and Ragen was her first officer, and for over eight hundred years they had been bound together in harmonious love. Ragan nodded, then looked at Earth and said: "By now, all humans can see us in the starry sky. Many will recognize it as a sign, as we did over two thousand years ago." Uva replied that it had been democratically decided by the Council of the Thirteen Elders. Showing herself would probably pave the way for Project 222 to follow. This time it would be clearer, and contact had been established as planned. The idea had already been implanted millions of times. As planned, her scans had recognized the humans' questions and attempts at contact and responded to them on all communication channels with the announcement, "He will come."

    He nodded again and looked toward the blue planet. He continued, "In six days, conception will be accompanied."

    "Hopefully it will work this time. This time, the One simply has to manage to lead everyone onto the path," she added with a hint of doubt in her voice, and then, more firmly, "You can go now and rest. We all haven't quite overcome the space-time jump yet. I'll take over."

    Ragan was just about to leave the bridge when she followed up and asked him if the scans had already clearly identified the suitable pair.

    “Yes, according to our calculations, a certain couple could complement each other almost perfectly.”

    Uva: "If you have a little time and you would tell me about them, I would be happy. But only if you are not too exhausted, please. We will spend the last "We've had so little time together in a while," she said, more to herself than to him, smiling at him. "And if you like, I can come to our quarters later after the handover, and perhaps, if you'd like, we can reunite."

    Ragan looked over his winged shoulder, smiled, and turned around.

    "So," he began, sitting down in one of the futuristic, ergonomic, and organic-looking control chairs. This chair immediately made contact with him, attempting to connect to his nervous system in his head, arms, legs, and chest, and also immediately extended manual controls. He casually pressed a few buttons, which transformed the chair back into a mere seat.

    "So," he began, and repeated with a gleam in his eyes, "She is Danish, twenty-nine years old, 1.79 m, 69 kg, blonde, and blue-eyed. Her body measurements are close to perfect at 97 points, her mitochondrial density in her muscles seems impressive, and her physical performance appears to be at 90% potential, even without targeted professional training. Her facial features also achieve a very high value of 96.5 points for symmetry and the usual indicators of health, full lips, large eyes, clear skin, etc., which by human standards indicate fertility and are therefore considered attractive. She has no hereditary diseases and a very good, impressively good immune system. In terms of character, she also matches the thousand most successful and influential people currently at over 90%. Her memory is at the 98th percentile, and her IQ, i.e., her intellectual potential, is even at 98.5%. Their genome, i.e. genetic potential, originates from a line with the expected side lines, mostly of the Caucasian type, and is, apart from minor influences from the classic Genghis Khan genome, predominantly Nordic in character, which means that their ancestors, as seafarers in the Middle Ages, already had lively genetic exchange with other cultures and did not have any isolation problems. accumulated. Her assertiveness in terms of frustration tolerance is at 92.5%. Her rhetorical skills are at 94%, and her maternal instinct is at an incredible 99%. In terms of potential, she appears outstanding. She is an oncologist and, as in her dissertation, which she completed summa cum laude, has completed her habilitation
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