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    For every daughter who was promised the world,and every father who fought to keep it.And for the Earth—the only home that ever truly knew our names.

      

    



  	
        
            
            Earth was not finished with us.
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Chapter One: The Red Signal
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The humidity in Jakarta always felt like a heavy blanket, but today, the air felt even thicker. Sami stood on the balcony of his small apartment, watching the sun dip below the horizon. The orange light reflected off the sea, which was creeping closer to the city walls every year. He held a cold glass of water in his hand, the condensation dripping onto his fingers. Inside, he could hear his daughter, Maya, humming a song while she packed her school bag. She was ten years old, full of life and questions that Sami often struggled to answer.

Suddenly, every cell phone in the city began to chime at once. It was not the usual sound of a text message or a social media notification. It was a deep, rhythmic pulse that vibrated through the floorboards. Sami looked at his phone. The screen was a solid, bright red. There was no text, only a countdown clock at the center.

"Dad? What is that?" Maya asked, stepping out onto the balcony. She held her phone out, her small hand shaking slightly.

"I do not know, Maya," Sami said, his voice low. He tried to remain calm for her sake. "It is probably just a test of the emergency system. You know how they are with the flooding warnings."

But deep down, Sami knew this was different. The sound was coming from everywhere. It was coming from the televisions inside the apartments, from the radios in the street below, and even from the giant digital billboards that usually showed advertisements for soft drinks and fast cars.

One by one, the people in the street stopped moving. Cars pulled to the side of the road. The constant noise of the city—the honking horns, the shouting vendors, the hum of engines—fell into a sudden, terrifying silence. Thousands of people looked up at the billboards.

The red screen faded, and the face of the Secretary General of the United Nations appeared. She looked tired, her eyes rimmed with red as if she had not slept in days. Behind her stood a group of scientists and military leaders from many different countries. Their faces were grim, frozen in expressions of profound sadness.

"People of Earth," the Secretary General began. Her voice was steady, but there was a tremor of emotion that she could not quite hide. "I speak to you today to deliver a message that no leader ever wishes to give. For the past six months, an international team of scientists has been monitoring a series of irreversible changes in our planet’s core."

Sami felt a chill run down his spine despite the tropical heat. He reached out and pulled Maya close to him. She tucked her head under his arm, her eyes fixed on the screen.

"The stability of Earth has reached a breaking point," the woman continued. "The magnetic field is collapsing, and the tectonic plates are shifting in ways that our models suggest will make the surface of this planet uninhabitable within a very short time. We have consulted every expert, every mind, and every government. The conclusion is unanimous."

She paused, taking a long, shaky breath. "We must leave. We have exactly twelve months to evacuate the planet Earth."

The words felt like a physical blow. Sami felt the air leave his lungs. Maya looked up at him, her eyes wide with fear. "Leave? To go where, Dad?"

The Secretary General continued as if answering Maya’s question. "For decades, we have been preparing for the possibility of life beyond our world. Secret projects have built a fleet of massive transport ships. These ships are ready. We have identified a habitable moon in a nearby system that can sustain us. Starting tomorrow, the global lottery will begin. Every human being will be assigned a departure date. We will move as one family, one species, toward a new future."

Sami looked out over the city. The silence was broken now. A low moan seemed to rise from the streets below, a collective sound of grief from millions of people. Some began to cry, while others simply sat down where they stood.

"We are told to leave the only home we have ever known," the woman on the screen said, tears finally sparkling in her eyes. "Earth was a kind mother to us, but she can no longer hold us. We must be brave. We must be kind to one another in the days to come. May we all find our way to the stars."

The screen went black.

Sami stood there for a long time, his hand resting on Maya’s shoulder. He looked at the plants on their balcony—the jasmine flowers he had spent months nurturing. He looked at the peeling paint on the railing and the distant lights of the ships in the harbor. Everything he knew, everything he loved, was suddenly temporary.

"Will we be together?" Maya whispered. Her voice was small, like the sound of a bird in a storm.

"Yes," Sami said, though he did not know if he could keep that promise. "We will stay together. I promise you that, Maya."

He looked at his phone again. The countdown had started. Three hundred and sixty-four days, twenty-three hours, and fifty-nine minutes.

Sami was a logistics officer for the city’s shipping port. He knew how long it took to move a crate across the ocean. The idea of moving billions of people across the vacuum of space in a single year seemed impossible. It was a task beyond human imagination.

But as he looked into Maya’s eyes, he knew he had to believe it. He had to believe in the ships and the lottery and the new world. He had to believe because the alternative was too dark to face.

That night, the city did not sleep. The lights stayed on in every window. People gathered in the streets, not to protest or to fight, but to hold each other. There was a strange sense of unity that Sami had never seen before. The differences between the rich and the poor, the powerful and the weak, seemed to vanish in the shadow of the red signal.

Sami sat at his kitchen table, a small wooden piece of furniture that had belonged to his father. He ran his hand over the grain of the wood. In a year, this table would be dust. The photos on the wall, the books on the shelf, the very ground beneath his feet—all of it would be gone.

He opened his laptop and began to search for information. He wanted to understand the science. He wanted to know why the core was failing. He found technical papers and official statements, but something felt strange. The data was there, but it was presented in a way that felt rushed, almost scripted.

He found a forum where scientists from around the world were talking in hushed tones. Most were devastated, but a few were confused. A geologist from Nairobi, a woman named Nadia, had posted a question that caught his eye.

"The seismic readings do not match the thermal output," she had written. "If the core were truly collapsing this quickly, we should be seeing massive volcanic activity already. But the Earth is quiet. Too quiet. It is as if the planet is being told to sleep, not dying."

Sami stared at the words. He didn't know much about geology, but he knew about systems. He knew that when something broke, it usually made a mess before it stopped working.

He looked over at Maya, who had fallen into an exhausted sleep on the sofa. Her breathing was steady and soft. He reached out and touched her hair.

"I will get you on a ship," he whispered. "Whatever it takes."

But as he looked back at the screen, at Nadia’s comment, a tiny seed of doubt was planted in his mind. What if the instability was not natural? What if the warning was not a plea for help, but a command?

He closed his laptop and walked back out onto the balcony. The stars were bright above the smog of Jakarta. For the first time in his life, they did not look like distant lights of hope. They looked like a destination. And as much as he wanted to reach them, he couldn't help but look down at the dark, warm earth beneath him.

He felt a strange sensation in his chest—a deep, pull of loyalty to the ground he walked on. It was as if the planet were reaching out to him, whispering that it was not finished with him yet.

Sami stayed awake until the sun began to rise. It was the first day of the final year. The world was changing, and the race to leave had begun. But in the quiet of the morning, Sami made a second promise to himself. He would find the truth. He would find out why they were really being told to leave.

The journey ahead was long, and the stakes were higher than anyone could imagine. It was not just about survival anymore. It was about the soul of humanity and the secret of the world they were leaving behind.
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Chapter Two: A Year of Goodbyes
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The sun rose over Jakarta the next morning, but it did not feel like a new day. It felt like the beginning of a long sunset. Sami woke up early, the habit of a working man still pulling him from his bed. For a moment, he forgot the red signal and the countdown. He smelled the familiar scent of rain on hot pavement and heard the distant call of a street vendor selling breakfast.

Then, he saw the red light of his phone on the nightstand. The countdown was at three hundred and sixty-three days. The reality crashed back into him, heavy and cold.

"Dad?" Maya’s voice came from the doorway. She was still in her pajamas, clutching a worn teddy bear. Her hair was messy, and her eyes were puffy from crying before she fell asleep. "Do I still have to go to school?"

Sami sat up and rubbed his face. It was a simple question, but it felt impossible to answer. What was the point of geography or mathematics when the world they lived on was being discarded?

"I think the schools will be closed today, Maya," Sami said softly. "But we should still get dressed. We need to go down to the community center to register for the lottery."

The lottery. The word sounded like a game, but it was the most serious thing in human history. It was the system that would decide who left first, who left last, and who would be responsible for building the new world.

They walked through the streets of their neighborhood. Usually, the morning traffic was a chaotic dance of motorbikes and colorful buses. Today, the roads were mostly empty of vehicles. Instead, people were walking. They walked in groups, families holding hands tightly. There was a strange, polite kindness in the air. People stepped aside to let others pass. They nodded to one another with a shared, silent grief.

Outside a small grocery store, an elderly man was giving away crates of mangoes. "Take them," he said to anyone who passed. "I cannot take them with me to the stars. Eat, enjoy the taste of the earth while we are still here."

Sami took two mangoes and thanked the man. The fruit was sweet and sticky. As Maya ate hers, juice running down her chin, Sami felt a sharp ache in his heart. Would there be mangoes on a distant moon? Would they ever taste the sun like this again?

The community center was crowded. Thousands of people stood in long, winding lines under the shade of large trees. Global officials in blue uniforms were handing out digital tablets and paper forms. Despite the numbers, there was no shouting. The weight of the news had hushed the world.

"Name?" a young woman asked when Sami and Maya finally reached the front of the line. She looked exhausted, her blue uniform wrinkled.

"Sami Rahardjo. And my daughter, Maya," Sami said. He handed over their identification cards.

The woman scanned the cards. Her computer beeped softly. "You are a logistics officer at the port, Mr. Rahardjo?"

"Yes," Sami replied. "I have been there for fifteen years."

The woman looked up, her expression changing slightly. "Your skills are on the priority list. Logistics, engineering, and medical staff are being moved to the first wave of departures. You and your daughter will likely be on a ship within the next three months."

Sami felt a wave of relief so strong he nearly fell. He had been terrified that they would be left until the very end, or worse, separated. "Thank you," he breathed. "Thank you."

"Do not thank me," the woman said, her voice dropping to a whisper. "Just make sure you are ready when the notification comes. There will be no second chances if you miss your boarding window."

As they walked away from the center, Sami saw a man being restrained by several guards. The man was screaming, waving a handful of money. "I will pay! I want my family on the first ship! My wife is sick!"

The guards were firm but not cruel. "The lottery is blind, sir," one of them said. "Money has no value anymore. Please, return to your home."

Sami looked at the man and felt a pang of guilt. He was lucky. His job, something he had often complained about, was now the very thing saving his daughter. But as he looked around at the thousands of people still waiting in line, he realized that for every person like him, there would be thousands who would have to wait and wonder if they would ever see the sky from a spaceship window.

They reached the shipping port by noon. Sami had to report for duty. The port was no longer just a place for cargo. It was now a gateway to the heavens. Giant cranes that usually lifted shipping containers were being modified to handle the massive components of the transport ships.

Sami’s boss, a tall man named Malik, was standing on the pier. Malik had been at the port longer than anyone. He was a man of few words, usually focused on schedules and fuel costs. Today, he was staring out at the ocean, his hands behind his back.

"Malik," Sami said, stepping up beside him.

"Sami," Malik replied without looking away from the water. "They want us to work twenty-four hours a day. Three shifts. We are loading the 'Seed Ships' first. Equipment, seeds, frozen embryos of animals, libraries of human knowledge. Everything we need to start over."

"It is a lot of work for one year," Sami said.

Malik finally turned to look at him. His eyes were dark and thoughtful. "It is too much work, Sami. I have been looking at the manifests. The amount of fuel they are bringing in... it does not make sense. They are bringing in enough to move the ships, yes. But they are not bringing in enough to return. This is a one-way trip for the ships, too."

"We knew that," Sami said. "They told us we are leaving forever."

"No," Malik shook his head. "You do not understand. If these ships stay at the destination, we have no way to bring more people. The first few waves will be fine. But what about the millions who are scheduled for month eleven? Month twelve? If the ships do not come back, those people stay here."

The air suddenly felt even hotter. Sami looked at the massive hulls of the ships being built in the dry docks. They were beautiful, silver giants designed to pierce the clouds.

"The Secretary General said everyone would go," Sami said, though his voice lacked conviction.

"Politicians say many things when they are afraid of a riot," Malik said. He lowered his voice. "I have been hearing things on the shortwave radio. Strange signals coming from the deep ocean. Not tectonic shifts. Not the sound of a planet breaking apart. It sounds like... a heartbeat. A rhythmic, mechanical pulse."

Sami remembered the comment from the scientist, Nadia, on the forum. It is as if the planet is being told to sleep, not dying.

"What are you saying, Malik?"

"I am saying that we are being pushed out of our house," Malik said. "And I want to know who is holding the broom."

Before Sami could respond, a loud siren echoed through the port. It was the signal for the afternoon briefing. Thousands of workers began to gather in the
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