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Volume I Summary

ALMOST 8 MONTHS AGO, after a blackout, I woke up 300 years in the future. I had been brought to see how society had evolved as a result of the book I'd written.

Apart from a highly technically evolved society, which I was expecting, I found a world quite different from the bleak predictions of Orwell or Huxley's famous dystopias.

It seems that the success of this society was due to the disappearance of money and property. Of course that meant a monumental change in the way society was organized. With the disappearance of money also disappeared all the jobs in accounting, finance, gambling, banks, state institutions that collected taxes, a large part of marketing and lawyers. Countries disappeared, with only sort of administrative provinces around the globe. Religion remained purely traditional.

Most importantly, politics disappeared, which is hard to believe could happen in a society that has been run by politics for more than 3000 years. Leaders, if you can call them that, otherwise very intelligent people, were appointed on merit by artificial intelligence, thus eliminating corruption and fraud, some of the most harmful elements of the human race.

As property disappeared, so did the terms public and private. All the factories, companies, former institutions were neither public nor private, owned by nobody. Quite hard to understand for someone coming from our times, but I had some time to get used to during my two visits. The hardest thing for me to adjust to, was the lack of money, being used to paying for any service received or good purchased.

There was no money, everything was free, but there was no such word in the future. That didn't mean things had no value. They weren't related to money. Their value was somehow calculated in hours of labor worked to produce a good and its usefulness.

Every human was chipped at birth. This chip was an authentication method in society, having both an identification and a medical role, reading the health status of the individual and transmitting data to healthcare facilities and the penblet. The penblet was another invention that had multiple roles. Depending on the level of the penblet, you had a certain position in society that allowed you access to certain circles or more elite locations. The penblet also doubled as a computer, a telephone, a television set, being a small parallelepiped device that fit in your pocket.

I found a society in the future that was free of prejudice. As cars disappeared from the ground being replaced by some people-carrying drones (flycars), all the cities looked like vast botanical gardens. Many people were involved in keeping the cities clean as well as in gardening activities, as all these plants needed maintenance. The oldest profession in the world had not disappeared; it was just no longer seen as immoral, lacking any material implications. Now, they were called Sexual Relations Representatives and were well appreciated by members of society, certainly not stigmatized.

During my two visits to the future I was guided by Vlad. Vlad was a solid guy, with a Viking-like presence, a heavy consumer of alcohol and cigarettes, but otherwise a very intelligent individual, and by profession, mainly an anthropologist. He had known other bright minds who had influenced my vision. However, it seemed that I had been the source of inspiration for the evolution of society, as things I had described in the book I should have written were applied. 

Wars had disappeared along with money, no longer serving a purpose. A large portion of the population migrated from Asia to Africa, raising Africa's standard of living to that of the other continents. All of this occurred under the careful observation and guidance of environmental protection agencies. Nothing was done before they assessed the environmental impact.

Surface trains had disappeared, being replaced by high-speed underground trains, allowing agriculture and wildlife to occupy spaces unencumbered by roads or railways. Tunnels crisscrossed the entire world, with underwater transport between continents supplemented by flycars capable of very long flights.

Given the market economy disappearance, consumption decreased. Useless or luxury goods were no longer produced. People no longer acquired things just to socially differentiate themselves. An important effect of money disappearance and jobs based on money was the human resource, which requalified in roles useful to society. Of course, these individuals played a significant role in the market economy, but in reality, they added no real value to society. Innovations increased, and researchers filled the job market. Many bright minds emerged, leading society into unprecedented progress.

Despite all that I had seen, I remained skeptical. Somehow, artificial intelligence had predicted that my delay in writing the book would change the future, but there were still no signs of concern. For me, there were. I saw the results, I could see how far they had come, but I couldn't conceive of the transition period. There had to be a moment zero, which I could not perceive. But Vlad told me not to worry; things would turn out fine.
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Volume one effects

A few months had passed since the publication of the first volume on Amazon, and I had no hope that writing my book would be a success. Although Vlad had told me that it was important to reach certain wealthy and powerful people, I couldn’t see how that would happen. Promoting your book on Amazon was a true science. I tried to publish the book in Romania as well, but without any success. The publishers simply ignored me. I even considered paying for the printing of 1,000 copies, just to see if they would have any impact on people. Nevertheless, the few buyers left me encouraging reviews.

I started to enjoy writing. After all, as Vlad had told me, we have nothing to lose or gain in this life, it’s only about the experience of living. So, an idea came to me for another book, The Empire of Books. This time, I was writing a dystopia, completely different from the first volume of Society. I needed to learn more about marketing in the book-selling industry if I wanted my writings to reach readers. Unfortunately, yes, marketing—not valuable manuscripts—makes the difference in the market economy. 

In the society of the future, artificial intelligence would have analyzed the book and promoted it (or not) to readers. There was no room for useless things in the future. Millions of books are written annually around the world, the vast majority being written for money; very few books are truly valuable. Those promoted through marketing sell very well, even if very few remain valuable over time. Somehow, this thought comforted me—maybe centuries from now, someone would discover the books I had written and consider them valuable. Although it was clear that I wouldn’t get rich from writing, and probably wouldn’t earn much at all, some extra money would have been helpful.

I was writing in my free time. I had taken a break from any specialization courses until the end of the year; I just wanted to write and rest, no extra activities. I felt very tired, even though work was quite relaxed. I had even started working from home as my schedule allowed. It seemed that the summer vacation hadn't fully helped me recover.

One evening, I spoke with a friend who had recently finished reading the first volume of Society, and he asked me when the second volume would be coming out, saying he enjoyed reading it. I hadn't seriously considered writing a second volume because I didn't know if I would be brought back to the future or not, and I counldn’t really think on anything to invent. However, I had left room for a second volume.

I closed my phone (following Ivan's advice, I tried to use this device for short periods of time, especially avoiding wasting time on social media) and, as usually, I deeply fell asleep.
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400 years later

I woke up thirsty and went to get some water from the fridge. When I got out of bed, I saw that I was in my room from the future. I expected to see Vlad, but there was no one in the room. I looked out the window, and it seemed very late at night. It was beautifully snowing outside, with the trees covered in a thin layer of snow. Not a soul was in sight; there was a monumental silence. I went to the mirror. I had the same body as during my last two visits, which suited me—a tall, fit man, the kind who looks good on screen. I was already comfortable with it; I felt good in this borrowed body.

The furniture was the same, indicating that it was roughly the same time period as before, probably a few years later. I went to the fridge to get water, knowing that I usually had everything in there, even though there had been little food during my last visit. The light, whose source I hadn't identified during my earlier visits, switched on automatically in the room and hallway as I started to move. The fridge was the same, it was probably used only for my visits. Inside, I found sparkling water, apple juice, and a small 200ml bottle of whiskey. However, it seemed strange; there was more alcohol in the past. Someone who didn’t know my habits must have done the stocking. I drank the water and opened the whiskey bottle. Since I didn't consume alcohol at all in my world, here it was a habit I enjoyed, especially since I had landed in a very resistant to alcohol body. I finished the whiskey and then felt hungry. I ate some kind of pastrami with a flatbread and went to sleep. It was very strange that Vlad was not present. 

The next morning, I woke up pretty early; the sun hadn’t fully risen yet. I think it was the beginning of December. After freshening up, I stayed a bit longer until it was light enough and decided to leave the room. I knew the place well; I was heading to the familiar bar where Vlad was likely to show up.

When I opened the wardrobe, the clothes surprised me. The garments I had worn during my last visit had disappeared, being replaced by gray and black suits. The jackets had no collars, resembling those worn in China in the 1970s. I hoped they would at least keep me warm; I didn’t know how resistant this body was to the cold, as my last two visits had been in the summer. I dressed entirely in gray, a color I thought was suitable for the winter outside, and I left.

Although part of the vegetation was still green, the impression of a vast botanical garden was no longer as intense. Most likely, some plants had been genetically modified to withstand the cold. It wasn't
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