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Behold! The light breaks Upon Giganticum 

Trembling forth go the stones of time and 

The passing into darkness is upon us

—Harl Leddone, Oblivion Upon Us 

Hello.

I do not know how else to begin, for this form of communication remains foreign to me, and one I have not learned formally but in the observation of my father since my birth. In truth, I fear in such a form my meaning may lose focus as I try to learn this new language. By design, my communication processes have been centered around auditory communication, which is to say the generation of sound waves in what my father called my larynx. However, I find now that such a form is now growing obsolete as there are only few receptors as I have found to receive my communique. So whosoever finds this, forgive my ignorance, I find myself guiding a sled on foreign slopes. 

I have yet to understand the structure designed for the establishment of text, so again the best I can do is mimic what I observed in my father's writing which always began with an introduction and a solar year:

3219 A.R.-K4

My father named me Galadra, a name picked with care, so he said, from one of his many great books. He said Galadra was the name of the Angel that bound the hands of the Encyphligons and made them witness to the ascension of man. Father said I would bring such light to a new era. There with my father and I was my brother Thelonius, another name from one of my father's many texts, the one that descended the throne of the Progenitor and was lost in exile. At least, that is what my memory tells me. 

There are many other things my memory tells me.  The first thing it tells me was of my first meeting with my father.  I remember the light was blinding at first, my optical sensors overloading and enacting their failsafe, a complete shutdown to the nerve, and then all I sensed was his voice. The voice stood alone in the darkness and spoke in soothing tones as if to an infant. 

“Hello, Galadra. Do not be afraid.” The voice said calmly, “I’m going to turn your optical nerve back on.  Give it time and your lens will adjust.”

Another flood of stimulation came to my optic sensor as I felt pressure behind my eyes and in the blinding light I could see his face as he leaned back away from me, his hand removing itself from behind my optical ports. His skin was dark and tight across his cheekbones and his face was framed in a curly grey beard which countered his empty head.  

“Yes, easy now. Your processor will be overstimulated during this session but it will adjust in time to the data flow,” His voice shook subtly and his eyes betrayed a fearful wonder.  “I am Dr. She’chala, but you can call me Father. I am happy to welcome you home Galadra.” 

I live my memories as if for the first time when I engage my archival recall functions. I can see, as clear as the clouds which crown Giganticum, the tears which crowned my father's eyes, and now too crown my own.  I return to this memory often so I can see my Father’s face again, a face filled with wonder and excitement and dread, the face that taught me love.  Another often-visited memory was the birth of my brother, Thelonius. I remember the months during which I watched my father labor in the repurposed barn between hours spent in the fields.  I remember that afternoon, the sun shone through the solar dome of the barn-turned workshop and glinted off of Thelonius’s skin, shrouding him in light.  

“Do you remember when you awoke?”

“Yes, Father.  I was afraid.”

“As was I.  And so I assume he shall be as well.”

“But we will comfort him, won’t we Father?”

“Yes, Galadra. We will comfort him.”

As Father activated Thelonius’ core and his spirit came to life, his body lashed within its constraints upon the workbench and I watched as his optical sensors winked out and once in the darkness of his mind, Thelonius began to moan and cry.  Father held him and spoke softly to him.  He whispered his name and held his hands and when Thelonius would not stop thrashing about, he reached within his thorax and disconnected his nervous system.  In the stillness, Thelonius’s cries subsided, Father restored his motor functions and manually rebooted his optical nerve, and shrouded in magnificent light I could see the fearful wonder in my brother's eyes.  

The farm was barren when I was born.  Sparse crops littered the earth where my father, in his solitude, began what he considered the greatest of his life's work. Well, the greatest next to Thelonius and me.  Yet, we were created to assist in his work and to continue on with it should the day come that Father's spirit left him. I will always cherish those early years on the farm with my Father and later with Thelonius.  I often recall the memory of my first growth, as I watched the stalk grow from the soil and in the growing shadow of the Giganticum, bloom its first flower.  I sat there on my knees until dark settled over the land and as I returned home I could not help but wonder if this feeling which settled in me now was the same feeling I witnessed within my father upon my birth.  A fearful wonder that burst with joy and love and horror at the capabilities present within me, at the control I had over this environment.  As I was to my father, so these crops were to me.  

From this moment on, many curiosities fell meaningless and my joy and purpose were harvested from the soil as our crops grew year after year, yielding more and more fruit and produce. Yet, Thelonius continued to seem restless in his pursuit of knowledge.  Father sought to construct a model mirroring prehistoric agricultural practices in hopes that, on a large enough scale, he could begin to help alleviate the famine which had plagued the shadowlands for years now.  Thelonius believed this approach was antiquated and focused much of his free time on organic synthesization, seeking to clone genetic strands of our produce crops and genetically alter them to increase their yield. He worked endlessly, often through the nights, with little rest between planting, harvesting, and tending the fields.  My father was in awe of his genius, yet I stood, still, in awe only of my father's work.  

In the dark winter of this year my Father died in his sleep. His heater gave out and his synth-blanket from his youth had been lost in the summer of this year.  I awoke at dawn and began to gather my tools and Father slept through breakfast. I went to his bed and pulled his covers back and he lay still, serene, as much as Thelonius had on his workbench moments before his birth.  Thelonius saw this and left the house without a word.  I knelt and held my father's hands, speaking to him calmly, as an infant, and watched in my memories as he awoke me over and over again.  During the setting sun of the following day, I arose and carried his body wrapped in his blankets out past the workshop and dug a grave.  As the shadow of Giganticum stretched beyond me I laid his body in the cool earth and in the growing dark I ploughed the land back over his corpse and saw in my memories the green stemmed flower blooming from the soil.  
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Thelonius has barely spoken to me since Father's death and he no longer helps me in the fields.  He has locked himself in the workshop and continues his work with genetic manipulations.  I’ve been working tirelessly and without Father, I must spend more time harvesting and planting to ensure that the crop output does not decline drastically. The trader came two weeks ago for the seasonal exchange.  He was greeted by Thelonius, but when he asked where Dr. She’chala was, Thelonius stared with no response and eventually went to the workshop and locked himself in.  The trader instead met me out in the field.

“Elem, I’m looking for Dr. Sche’chala, I’m here for the pickup,” he glanced at his wristwatch, then up towards the sun, and back to his watch again, “He should be expecting me by now.”

“My Father is away, but the shipment is prepared. I will load it for you.” I took him to the carbon steel shipment containers where our produce was packed and began to load it into his skiff.  

“Where’s the Doctor off to?  It’s not typical of him to miss a pick-up.  You two Elem’s run him off?” I shifted the container from one shoulder to the other as I addressed him.

“Father has returned to Giganticum, to the markets, we have been short on supplies this winter.” I watched as he puffed on a pipe he had pulled from his hip pouch.  

“Well when he returns, let him know I’ve got something for him next time I come through,” he pulled from his pipe again, “And you might wanna check on the other Elem, he was non-responsive when I was asking about the shipment”.  I finished loading the skiff and offloaded the payment, setting it beside the workshop.  I turned to the merchant.

“Why do you call my brother and I Elem?”

“L.M., Learning machines.  You two don’t get out much do you?” he was climbing into the saddle of his skiff, pulling his long coat around himself and pulling the hood over his head. I stared for a moment, thinking of this new name. “I will check on my brother.”

“Yeah, like I said, let the Doctor know I’ve got something coming for him next month. Alright.” He spat into the earth as his skiff hummed to life, lifted from the ground and began to move back across the plains.  
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I found Thelonius in the workshop. He was inspecting an embryonic growth sack underneath the glow lamp, a small flower growing within.  I found it odd that seeing him standing there, my memory recalled my father during Thelonius’s birth, standing over the workbench.  He was lost, hypnotized by his work. I spoke to him. 

“Brother, to where have I lost you?”

“I wish to finish fathers work.”

“Then come with me back to the fields. My processor slows with each day as I try to attempt the work of two men.”

“This is my work Galadra, the fields will be meaningless if these zygotes spawn and flower like I intend.”

“But we must work the fields brother.  Father made it imperative, as it is written in the sacred texts.  We must use the land we have to provide for the villagers.  We cannot let them starve while we work away in this workshop.” Thelonius was quiet and continued to work and I felt that I had not only lost my father but my brother as well.  He had only grown more and more withdrawn since fathers spirit left us.  Finally, after minutes under the globe light, he spoke to me.

“I will bring him back. If it works on the crops it can work on him.”

“This is blasphemy Thelonius, this is necromancy.  Such thoughts are an affront to the Progenitor, you know this. No man is to be made except by woman.”

“I need a sample from his body. I would prefer to take it with your blessing. We need him to continue this work.”

“Will you not listen? He birthed us because he needed us because he knew his body would die and he would no longer be able to continue his work.  We can finish this together Thelonius, only if you will help me.” Thelonius set the embryo back into growth plate, turned the globe light off, and sat down on the stool. The moon shone in through the solar dome and painted Thelonius in a cool light that reflected on his smooth skin.  He looked only at his feet, or maybe his hands in his lap.  

“I miss him, Galadra.  His absence has inspired in me a new feeling that I have never known. I feel an emptiness that spreads through my synapses and no matter which circuits I shut down, I cannot eliminate this sensation. Look, look here at this hope I have found, please Galadra.” And opening his cupped hands which sat in his lap, there between his palms in a mound of silt grew a green stem with a flowering bulb that shone like an emerald in the moonlit shop.  I walked to Thelonius’ side and knelt so that the flower was level with my eyes.  I touched it and felt its smooth, velvet skin against my finger. In my mind I was years away, seeing the stem grow from the soil under Giganticum, seeing it as the shadows stretched across the land.  I was on the workbench, light overloading my synapses, haloing that dark face wrapped in white curls, tears crowning his eyes. I felt it run down my cheek. A tickle, a raindrop that slid and fell from my jaw and as a pinprick, darkened a point on the ground between my knees. 

“You’ve done it Thelonius.  You’ve saved them.”

“But I only wish to save him.” And he stood, lying the sapling on the workbench, and stepped out of the workshop into the moonlit night.  
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The skiff came across the plains in the mid-afternoon, dust kicked up behind its engines.  The merchant noticed the fields seemed more barren than months passed.  As he approached the homestead, it seemed empty.  Some fields lay empty and unplanted, others presented rotting produce.  A mound of dirt stood behind the workshop.  The merchant landed the skiff, and puffing on his pipe, approached the mound.  As he neared, his hair stood on end.  Opposite the mound was a grave, and in the grave lay a learning machine. 

“God damn,” the merchant said to himself, “Which one are you?”

The L.M. lay in the grave facing the sky, serene and majestic. Its orbital sockets were uncovered and it stared blankly into the blue beyond, a soft smile on its face.  There was a large hole in the side of its head. The merchant watched as a small earthworm crawled out of it.  The dragging of a door caught his ear and he turned towards the workshop. Stepping out into the sunlight was the other L.M. with a bundle held to its chest.  It walked towards him.

“It is good to see you merchant, the shipment is by the house. Do you need a hand?” the bundle in his arms shifted and crawled, and under the cool wind, the merchant believed he heard soft cooing sounds.  

“Where’s the doctor?” 

“He’s returned again to Giganticum. He has left me in charge of the farm until he returns for his son.” Pulling the bundle back, the L.M. revealed a small baby boy who began to cry as the harsh sunlight reached his face. The L.M. covered it back up, held it close to its chest, and began to soothe it.  

“What happened to him?” the merchant gestured to the grave behind him.  

“A tragedy.  My brother experienced a short circuit in his processor.  It sparked and caught fire and burned through his shell.  I tried to repair his neural links but father said they were damaged beyond repair and suggested I bury him.”

“You plan to cover it up and finish it?”

“In time...”

“What’s the holdup?”

“When I close that grave, he may never see the sky again, and I will never see my brother again.”

The merchant looked at the corpse in the grave.  It smiled up towards the sky.  He turned and looked back at the L.M. and the bundled baby boy.

“Help me get this shipment, I brought something for the Doctor but considering he’s not here, I guess his boy can hold onto it,” He walked towards the house and noticed the shipment size was twice as large as usual.  He glanced over the fields in their state of disarray, then back to the shipment. “You do all this yourself?”

“No.  I had my brother and father’s help.”

The merchant looked around again. The farm seemed in worse shape than he had ever seen it. He took out his omni-tool and cracked the lid of one of the carbon steel crates and it was full to bursting with produce, “This is really gonna make a difference for the village this time of year. Let Doc know how thankful we are. He’s saving lives.” 

After the skiff was loaded he mounted the saddle and wrapped his cloak around his shoulders. “I nearly forgot,” he reached into the saddle bag and pulled out a long, thick synth-blanket, “an inquisitor traded it to me a couple of months back. It gets much colder out here on the plains so I figured the doctor could make better use of it than me. Until next time.” 

He tossed it to the L.M. who caught it with one hand while still cradling the child.  As the skiff sped across the barren plains, dead produce was scattered by the backdraft of its engines. Walking into the workshop, the L.M. closed the door behind him and approached the workbench. The sun was setting outside and shadows stretched out across the workshop, reaching into the dark corners which were now filled from one end to the other with synthetic habitats, all overflowing with green plants which sported fruit aplenty. 

Sitting at the workbench, he laid the synth-blanket down and slowly unbundled the quiet child which lay in his arms.  Discarding the old sack which had swaddled the child, he wrapped him in the synth-blanket and as he laid him on the workbench, the child began to cry. The L.M. cradled him and spoke softly to him, and all the while was far away, seeing in his memories, his brother kneeling at his feet, cradling the first cloned flower, shinning like an emerald in the moonlight. 

“It will be alright, hush now. Do not be afraid little Galadra,” his voice trembled with fearful wonder, “I will not let anything happen to you. I am Thelonius, but you can call me Brother.” 
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