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First edition




To my family, human and fluffy alike
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​Preface and content warnings

​
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Working with Farren to put together this collection has been a blast! I decided at the tender age of 15 that I’d never prioritize selling my stories over writing them, but as I prepare to travel around fairs and festivals in Western Oregon, spinning my tales across the valley, I want a way to leave my audiences with something that will last them after the stalls have closed and Monday has rolled around again. Farren’s sketches have always captivated me, and I had a Google Drive full of already-published stories gathering dust, so a sibling duo was formed! I’m excited you’re picking up this book—it means you’re on this adventure with us.

#
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This collection was written for mature readers, and has the following content warnings: 

“The Salvation of Aftenborg”—Death, including death of children

“A Lesson for My Son”—Death; violence

“Rivkah’s Arguably Bad Day”— Death

“The Beloved Sisters of the Sun-Bleached Hills”—Death, including death of children; violence, including violence against children and gender-based violence; brief mentions of sexual abuse; gore

“The Welfare Queens Go to Pluto”—Death; classism; ableism; ageism; mentions of violence

“The Holy Diplomat of Love and Evil”—Sexual content

“The Vengeance of Snow White and Rose Red”—Death; violence, including domestic violence and violence against children; mild sexual content

“Annika the Seafaring Cat”—N/A

“The Raven of the Western Ridge”—Death; violence, including gender-based violence; torture; gore

“If the Shoe Fits”—Mild gore

Some Notes About The Beautiful Ones—Death; violence, including violence against children; brief mentions of torture; brief mentions of sexual abuse

How the Dream-Giver Came to Be: Death; violence, including domestic violence and violence against children; attempted sexual violence against children

Please note that “The Welfare Queens Go to Pluto” includes slurs in a direct reference to Luke 14:13-23:

“But when you give a banquet, invite the poor, the crippled, the lame, the blind, and you will be blessed. Although they cannot repay you, you will be repaid at the resurrection of the righteous.”

––––––––
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​The Salvation of Aftenborg


[image: ]


First published in 45th Parallel, August 2024



Dear Anaya-odL, 

I just want to follow-up on our last discussion about the Homo sapiens bottleneck event of 2100-2250. While the sociological details of the collapse of most societies during that period are unknown, I just stumbled across an unusually well-documented case, the collapse of a society on an island off the coast of Northwest Europe. (It seems as though this area managed to keep their electricity working up until their collapse, and they recorded information on a previously undiscovered technological artifact that’s provided a wealth of information for us—yay them!) I scanned the government records and sent you some of the files I found in case it happens to pique your interest; if you want to do a deeper analysis, just reach out to Anaya-PUL at the university data center and she’d be more than happy to help you. 

Most of the docs are in 22nd century Danish, but the closely related 20th century Danish language was recently added to the national translation software so you should be fine. Let me know if there’s any other way I can help! I look forward to hearing your presentation next month. 

🙂


All the best, 

Professor Anaya-uKa 






File 031.4 

Date: February 18, 2195 

Format: Transcript 

Description: Transcript of a security video of a mayoral office. The two figures are identified as Bernt Bhaduri, the mayor of Aftenborg, and Freya Hagen, a mayoral staffer. 
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F. Hagen: -fucking lunatic. We should be studying medicine— 

B. Bhaduri: We tried that, Freya. I know you’re upset, but please be logical. If pouring everything into studying medicine hasn’t worked so far— 

F. Hagen: You don’t win a cold war by giving up! 

B. Bhaduri: Freya, how many of our neighbors died this past month? 

F. Hagen: I—that’s— 


B. Bhaduri: If this is a cold war, we’ve already lost. 

F. Hagen: Then we should be studying communication, so we can actually learn if another goddamn strain is coming, or farming, or something reasonable. I’ve got kids, Bernt—


B. Bhaduri: And I used to have kids. 

[Incomprehensible] 

F. Hagen: Bernt, I’m sorry, I understand where you’re coming from, I swear. If my Lars or Trove were taken from me... but we need to be reasonable. We have so few resources, so little time. We need to protect the living. 

B. Bhaduri: This was the will of the people, Freya. 

F. Hagen: The people aren’t rational, Bernt. Sending our only quantum scientist to our only working lab to figure out fucking *time travel?* Do you know how stupid I feel to just say that out loud? Bernt, they’re desperate. The people are just desperate. 

B. Bhaduri: Yes, we are desperate. 

[Incomprehensible] 

F. Hagen: I’m sorry, Bernt, I didn’t think, I’m so sorry— [Incomprehensible] 






File 031.7 

Date: January 25, 2196 

Format: Physical printed material 

Description: A ballot of a special election held in the town of Aftenborg on January 31, 2196. Completed by an unidentified resident. 
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AS 

The public of Aftenborg has voted to focus their excess resources on exploring the possibility of messaging individuals in the chronological past 

AND 

Professor Johan has determined he has the ability to realize two manners of sending print messages to individuals in the chronological past 

AND 

Professor Johan has determined he has the time and resources to study, plan, and create only one manner of sending print messages to individuals in the chronological past 

AND

Mayor Bernt Bhaduri and Doctor Charlotte Larson, being the two remaining Aftenborg residents with relevant scientific knowledge, have agreed to oversee and establish the legitimacy of Professor Johan’s plans and creations, 

The citizens of Aftenborg are hereby granted the opportunity to decide which manner of contacting individuals in the chronological past Professor Johan will pursue. 

#
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Position One 

Professor Johan will use his scientific expertise, and resources owed to the public of Aftenborg, to alter the current timeline to avoid the Century of Plagues. He shall operationalize this aim by creating a device that will warn a past global leader to exercise extreme caution when permitting the use of antibiotics, the burning of fossil fuels, the destruction of animal habitats, and increasing the rate of international commercial travel. Because of uncertainty regarding the so-called “Grandfather paradox,” this option features a low probability of success. 

To minimize risk of the “Grandfather paradox,” only Professor Johan, under the supervision of Mayor Bernt Bhaduri and Doctor Charlotte Larson, would be allowed to message individuals in the chronological past. 

Locally referred to as the “Line” method. 

#
[image: ]


Position Two 

Professor Johan will use his scientific expertise, and resources owed to the public of Aftenborg, to create alternative timelines in which the Century of Plagues is minimized in fatality or does not exist. He shall operationalize this aim by creating devices that can send messages to individuals in the chronological past, creating alternative timelines in which those messages are received. Because this option avoids the “Grandfather paradox,” it features a 98.5% probability of success if implemented correctly. Because messages are received in an alternative timeline, the current timeline is unaffected, eliminating the probability of altering the current timeline to avoid the Century of Plagues.

Because there is little risk of the “Grandfather Paradox” and because of the low cost of creating the necessary technology, devices would be distributed to all adult citizens of Aftenborg to use at their discretion. Professor Johan has warned that, without more materials, the devices will only be capable of sending 1 message, of maximum 204 characters, per 196 hours. 

Locally referred to as the “Vee” method.

Position One: ◯ Position Two: ⚫




File 031.9 

Date: January 2, 2197 

Format: Digital collection of messages 

Description: A collection of messages recorded by ‘Johannides,’ a technological device created in Aftenborg in late 2196. 
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From: Hilmar Gundersen | January 2, 2197 

To: Franklin Delano Roosevelt | January 1, 1940 

Dear President, I send an urgent message from the future. The overuse of antibiotics led to the rise of resistant bacteria, and we have been devastated by waves of disease. Please use constraint! 

#
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From: Freya Hagen | January 2, 2197 

To: Ivan Amberg | July 5, 2069 

Prime Minister, I can’t explain, but I am a mother with two children who go hungry each night. Localize Denmark’s food production, because supply chains will fail and we will be alone 

#
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From: Manoj Bhaduri | January 2, 2197 

To: Keryn Tranberg | January 1, 2100 

as a man who has buried 3 grandchildren, i beg you: fight the fossil fuel industry with all your might. as you can see from the sent date of this message, you have time to save our children 

#
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From: Njord Hom | January 2, 2197 

To: Alexander Fleming | September 3, 1928 


Throw out the mold. You have no clue the horrors you will release. Ignore this message, and the world will perish 

#
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From: Sanne Andresen | January 2, 2197 

To: Poul Schlüter | January 1, 1985


You idiots, you absolute idiots, how dare U trade our loved ones for yours?! We burn corpses each night, all because you couldn’t help but treat every disease you see! Sacrifice a few—it’s only fair! 






File 032.3 

Date: January 18, 2197 

Format: Transcript 

Description: Transcript of a security video of a mayoral office. The two figures are identified as Bernt Bhaduri, the mayor of Aftenborg, and Freya Hagen, a mayoral staffer. 
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B. Bhaduri: Freya, I’ve been looking for you. 

F. Hagen: I’m sorry, it’s...the 196 hours will be— 

B. Bhaduri: I know. Everyone is distracted. But our water filtration system is failing and I need you to focus. 

F. Hagen: There must be something we can trade with the mechanics in Odense, maybe Sanne has some extra calves— 

B. Bhaduri: The island’s internet was on long enough yesterday for me to get a message from Odense. The militia fell and the city is in chaos. 

F. Hagen: Svendborg, then. 

B. Bhaduri: I haven’t heard from them since reports of a new strain of—

F. Hagen: Then Robert can fix it. 

B. Bhaduri: The parts are from China, the uptake was taken care of by Copenhagen...we don’t have the knowledge or the ability. 

F. Hagen: If the uptake was done by people in Copenhagen, they might have spare parts, and the knowledge to fix it. Hilmar still has that boat. He can go to Copenhagen. 

B. Bhaduri: If it still exists. 

F. Hagen: What choice do we have?


[Silence] 

F. Hagen: If the water filtration system dies, we die. Hilmar knows this. He’ll agree. He wants to save his family as much as we do. 

B. Bhaduri: What good does it do? 

F. Hagen: What good does it do? We might have more days to see our children, Bernt. And we can help the other timelines learn from our mistakes. Don’t you see? We aren’t alone anymore. We might not be able to save ourselves, but we can save— 

B. Bhaduri: He might die alone. 

F. Hagen: He won’t die alone. He’ll have a lifetime of people to talk to. 

B. Bhaduri: Freya, last time we talked, you’d planted in my head the suspicion that this time travel was a waste of time and resources. And when Johan showed Doctor Larson and myself the inner workings of the first, completed Johannide, and we shared to our constituents the best news they’d heard in their miserable lives, I was so grateful that I hadn’t listened to you. 

F. Hagen: I was wrong. But this timeline needs water, and the other timelines need us to survive so they can learn from us. My children, your father...they need us, in this timeline and others. 

[Silence.] 


B. Bhaduri: Very well. Go find Hilmar. 






File 031.8 

Date: March 6, 2197 

Format: Digital collection of messages 

Description: Collection of messages initially recorded by ‘Johannides,’ a technological device created in Aftenborg in late 2196. 

#
[image: ]


From: Hilmar Gundersen |March 6, 2197 

To: Hilmar Gundersen | January 1, 2181 

Invest in the good boat, the one with the covered top and the stronger motor. Someday the community will depend on you, but the rain is cold and the going is slow. I can’t explain any more. Trust me 

#
[image: ]


From: Freya Hagen | March 6, 2197 

To: Asta Mpofu | March 6, 2090 

Please, Madam, focus Denmark on preparing for an onslaught of disasters during the next decades of your reign. My children helped carry the dead to the pyre today. This is the future if you do not act 
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From: Manoj Bhaduri | March 6, 2197 

To: Aretta Unigwe | June 1, 2050 

as a man who has buried 3 grandchildren, i beg you: start focusing now on globally battling disease, so the plagues of 2100-2200 won’t happen. let my grandchildren survive in your future, if not in mine 
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From: Njord Hom | March 6, 2197 

To: Orville Wright | December 16, 1903 

Destroy your plane and all of your blueprints. The more connection we have, the quicker plagues can spread and dependencies can be forged. Ignore this message, and the world will perish 
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From: Sanne Andresen | March 6, 2197 

To: Soren Ursin | January 6, 2180 


The few survivors of a group of refugees from Odense collapsed on the edge of our town, and we had nothing to spare for them. THIS is the future U make if U do nothing 






File 033.0 

Date: May 15, 2197 

Format: Transcript 

Description: Transcript of a security video of a mayoral office. The two figures are identified as Freya Hagen, a mayoral staffer, and Charlotte Larsen, the doctor of Aftenborg.
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F. Hagen: [Incomprehensible] talk to you. Is there any way to access the messages people send on their Johannides? 

C. Larsen: Oh, sweetheart. Is this about Hilmar? 

F. Hagen: It’s just that he’s been gone for so long, and the 196 hours just ended and I need to know if he’s— 

C. Larsen: I’m afraid it’s impossible. The Johannides send their print message into the hands of the recipient, and then it’s recorded in the device itself but nothing else. Without his device, there’s no way— 

F. Hagen: Then can we make a way? Hack into it, I don’t know, somehow use the internet to— 

C. Larsen: It doesn’t connect to the internet. I’m sorry, dear. I know how frustrating it is to not understand these things, and to just depend on this batty old lady to tell you what is or isn’t possible in this confounding world. Believe me, if we could see if Hilmar was still alive, the mayor and I would already have made Professor Johan do it. 

[Silence] 

C. Larsen: This isn’t your fault. 

F. Hagen: [Incomprehensible] dead! Charlotte, how could I [incomprehensible] 

C. Larsen: Oh, sweetheart, come here. It was the right choice. Come here. We need that water filter fixed. It was the right choice. Come here.

F. Hagen: I know, that’s why I’m so [Incomprehensible] 






File 031.9 

Date: May 29, 2197 

Format: Digital collection of messages 

Description: A collection of messages initially recorded by ‘Johannides,’ a technological device created in Aftenborg in late 2196. 
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From: Hilmar Gundersen |May 29, 2197

To: Mei Gundersen | May 28, 2197 

I failed you, Mei. I’m lost and my feet bleed. Know that I love you, and I would do it all again if it meant a chance of saving you. Look at the stars, and thinks of the Vs where we grow old together 
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From: Freya Hagen | May 29, 2197 

To: Ezra Jorgensen| March 5, 2177 

Mayor, please make Aftenborg self-reliant, especially our water system. Someday our bravest heroes won’t be able to find the help we need, and we’ll suffer. My son has a fever. I don’t know how to help 

#
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From: Manoj Bhaduri | May 29, 2197 

To: Manoj Bhaduri | November 6, 2167 

spoil that son of yours as much as you can. let bernt keep those kittens, and buy him that stupid scooter. please. let that beautiful boy be happy while he can 

#
[image: ]


From: Njord Hom | May 29, 2197 

To: Saif Hakimi | October 29, 2077 

Isolate Denmark and focus it all on building resilience. The water systems will fail and medicine will fail and we will still have families to protect. Ignore this message, and Denmark will perish 

#
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From: Sanne Andresen | May 29, 2197 

To: Pernille Foss | May 29, 2057 

Don’t waste OUR country’s $ on some war, focus on FOOD! We can’t import, and bacteria affects cows too, and now my daughter is hungry because we lost half our herd and we have nothing else!






File 033.9 

Date: July 11, 2197 

Format: Transcript 

Description: Transcript of a security video of a mayoral office. The two figures are identified as Charlotte Larsen, the doctor of Aftenborg, and Bernt Bhaduri, the mayor of Aftenborg. 
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C. Larsen: —think it’s flammable. From the color we made when we burned it, I don’t think the fumes were safe. We should check in on her children later, they might have inhaled it. 

B. Bhaduri: Why did you burn Mei with her Johannide? It seems like a hazard. 

C. Larsen: She was clutching it when her children found her, and by the time I got there, she was stiff. But I think you’re stalling, dear. 

B. Bhaduri: [Sigh] Always the sensible one. Very well. What do we do with Freya? 

C. Larsen: I hate to say it, but I think we need to strip her of her office. Stealing someone else’s cow, the property they depend on to live— 

B. Bhaduri: What, do you not know about Lars? 

C. Larsen: ...what do you mean, that he got some parasite from the water? Dear, I’m his *doctor.* Of course I know— 

B. Bhaduri: Then you know how much he needs medicine. Nyborg still has a few antiparasitics, but they won’t give them to us for free. What else was Freya to do? 

C. Larsen: [Sigh] it’s not that I don’t empathize with the poor girl. But Bernt, we’re on the brink of chaos as it is. All we have is each other. We can’t allow our neighbors to steal from our neighbors. 

B. Bhaduri: Without the medicine, her son will die. 

C. Larsen: Bernt, my dear. I understand that this is a delicate topic and I want to assure you that I hold Freya in the highest esteem. But without that cow, Sanne and her daughter might die. We can’t—


B. Bhaduri: They will all die, Charlotte. I won’t punish a mother for trying to save her child. 

C. Larsen: Bernt— 

B. Bhaduri: She won’t be punished. Tell Sanne to let her go. I will not punish any parent from trying to save their...[voice break] their children. 






File 032.1 

Date: July 13, 2197 

Format: Photograph

Description: Photograph of a handwritten letter. Text transcribed beneath. 

#
[image: ]


image.rMXpWnfgkdf.alf 

Freya Hagen, 

How fucking dare you. I may not have been the best neighbor but I NEVER would have dared steal YOUR CHILDREN’S FOOD, not when the pantries are empty and our children’s ribs stick out. You are a MOTHER and yet you tried to stop a MOTHER from taking care of HER CHILDREN. I feel terrible for your son, of course I do, but your child’s life is NOT more valuable than mine’s. 

Even if the city won’t stop you, I promise you, Freya Hagen, if I see you or your daughter near my farm ever again the city will need to find a new assistant for Bernt. To think, I actually messaged past members of the WHO and told them to focus on eradicating parasites after I heard the news about your son. 

I’ll still give my all to fix this water filter, but don’t think for a MOMENT it’s for you. 

Fuck you, 

Sanne Andresen 






File 035.2 

Date: September 4, 2197 

Format: Digital collection of messages 

Description: A collection of messages initially recorded by ‘Johannides,’ a technological device created in Aftenborg in late 2196. 
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From: Freya Hagen | September 4, 2197 

To: Lars Hagen | May 14, 2196


Lars, my beloved, I need you to read this & know that I love you. Look up at the stars. In another world, know that your mother is looking at the same stars & is so, so grateful she could have known you 

#
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From: Manoj Bhaduri | September 4, 2197 

To: Bernt Bhaduri | December 4, 2185 

i dont know why you dont have a Johannide but if you wont tell yourself i will: spend every moment with those kids. i know youre busy as mayor, but dont leave childcare to me. dont take them for granted 

#
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From: Njord Hom | September 4, 2197 

To: Uffe Ingwersen | October 4, 2067 

Build strong water systems on the island and give us the knowledge to fix them. My grandfather is sick from the water and I boil and haul it for him, but it’s not helping. You cannot ignore this message. 
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From: Sanne Andresen | September 4, 2197 

To: Pernille Foss | April 1, 2068 

STOP wasting our time/money on some stupid war while we are fucking DYING from YOUR rotten water systems and famines YOU didn’t stop and plagues YOU didn’t prevent. Our children are DYING and YOU DID NOTHING 






File 032.3 

Date: October 11, 2197 

Format: Transcript 

Description: Transcript of a security video. The two figures are identified as Charlotte Larsen, the doctor of Aftenborg, and Freya Hagen, a mayoral staffer. 
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C. Larsen: Freya. I’m glad to see you again— 

F. Hagen: —am I making worlds just for him to suffer?


C. Larsen: No. Freya, you’re— 

F. Hagen: Every message I'm sending him, every desperate attempt to save my baby, am I making universes for him to suffer in just so I can sleep at night? 

C. Larsen: Not at all— 

F. Hagen: —but when I don't, when I message people centuries ago to change the world and prevent this all from happening, am I creating worlds where he doesn't even exist? 

C. Larsen: Freya. Breath. I have answers, if you're ready to listen. 

F. Hagen: [Deep breath; sputters; sobs]. Please. Anything. 


C. Larsen: I've gotten a lot of questions like yours, and I'll tell you how I’ve answered them all: you aren't creating new worlds. You're just... splitting the existing reality. Halving it. All the halves still make a whole. In our reality, Lars existed, and he loved you, and you loved him. Nothing you do can erase this. You may halve our reality and create one fraction where we never existed, but that doesn't undo all the parts of reality where he does exist. And in the part of reality where he does exist, it does nothing but good for you to halve the painful parts, and create offshoots where those more painful parts were softened by your political intervention, or even just words of motherly love. 

F. Hagen: I tried to ask Johan and he turned me away. [Silence]. I want to believe you, truly, I do. 

C. Larsen: Johan has been hit incredibly hard by the loss of his parents, and is seeing no one. I honor and love the man, but we must allow him space and not read into his actions. You are not harming your son, Freya. You are protecting him. You are making universes where the plagues were weaker. You are telling him he is loved. 

F. Hagen: Do you promise? 

C. Larsen: My dear. I’m a doctor. I swore to do no harm, and I will protect that oath until the day I die. It’s okay. You’re okay. 






File 035.8 

Date: November 23, 2197

Format: Photograph

Description: Photograph of a letter. Text transcribed beneath.
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image.rMXpWnfnppdf.alf 

To the friends and family of Hilmar Gundersen, 

We offer our condolences for the death of Hilmar, whose body we discovered several months prior. We found this odd device with him, and forgive us, but we took a look at the messages it held. Best as we can understand, the poor soul was hit by a storm when returning from Copenhagen, washed off-course, and succumbed to the elements shortly after reaching land. 

We’d heard that you people in Aftenborg believed in some sci-fi magic thing, so we assumed he was from your town when we saw the device with him (not that we're judging—we’ve certainly prayed to stranger gods). Apologies for not returning it to you in person, but we’re as human as you and Hilmar did have some useful gadgets on him. We don’t intend to return the items we need to survive, but Mei deserves to see these last messages. 

May the gods have mercy on us all. 






File 032.5 

Date: October 25, 2197 

Format: Transcript 

Description: Transcript of a security video. The two figures are identified as Bernt Bhaduri, the mayor of Aftenborg, and Njord Hom, a citizen of Aftenborg. 
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N. Hom: Sir, please. Let me go. 

B. Bhaduri: I made my choice. Robert Bukh, Trove Hagen, and Mia Andresen will find the thieves. You will stay— 

N. Hom: Trove and Mia should be safe at home with their mothers, not battling grave-robbing thieves. It would be a humiliation to my family’s name if I sat safely at home while those little girls fought our wars. 

B. Bhaduri: Your mother is sick, and your nephew needs someone to care for him. Njord, I’m not afraid to send you into danger. I’m afraid of what would happen to your family if you were lost. 

N. Hom: What, they might die of some waterborne illness?


B. Bhaduri: Njord— 

N. Hom: My grandfather died only last week, sir, and I carried gallon after gallon of water for him and boiled them all. It didn’t help. I brought my mother to Charlotte’s hospital yesterday and I saw how low medical supplies were. If I stay here, I’m twiddling my thumbs while I wait for my family to perish.

B. Bhaduri: It might not help. We don’t know for sure that these “gadgets” the thieves took were the parts for the water filter. The messages on his Johannide didn’t even say if his mission had been successful— 

N. Hom: What else would you have me do? 

B. Bhaduri: Stay and fight for your family. 

N. Hom: I won’t stay and watch my parents die while girls battle grown men for the one chance to save us. Trove, she’s only 15, what happens if she dies? Freya almost lost her mind when her son died, stealing Sanne’s cow—what happens if her daughter is lost, too? 

B. Bhaduri: Who will provide for your family? 

N. Hom: Trove can, in my absence. Sir, please. I can’t sit around and wait. Please. 

B. Bhaduri: I don’t know. Trove already agreed. 

N. Hom: You know what it’s like, watching the typhoid or cholera or whatever new thing that’s emerged take your family while you sit helplessly beside them. I know what happened to your father. I saw it happen to my grandfather. I boiled water and I ran for Charlotte and I carried his corpse when he was dead and it all meant nothing. Nothing. Let me defend my family. 

[Silence] 

B. Bhaduri: Very well. Send word to Trove and Freya. You’re a good man, Njord. 






File 034.1 

Date: December 4, 2197 

Format: Digital collection of messages

Description: A collection of messages initially recorded by ‘Johannides,’ a technological device created in Aftenborg in late 2196. 
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From: Freya Hagen | December 4, 2197 

To: Freya Hagen | May 4, 2179 

Build a home away from Aften with a creek, a cottage, and a hearth with space before it for 3. When our children are born, take them away. Make a world where we 3 are in front of a fire and we are safe 

#
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From: Njord Hom | December 4, 2197 

To: Njord Hom | November 25, 2197 

Take the left road when you get to the quarry. Right leads nowhere. Have strength. We’re making our family proud. 

#
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From: Sanne Andresen | December 4, 2197 

To: Hilmar Gundersen | April 1, 2197 

A storm will hit when you return. PLEASE record in Johannide if you got the parts, bury them if needed and record where. My daughter/other youths are risking themselves to find it. We love and mourn you. 






File 032.7 

Date: December 31, 2197 

Format: Transcript 

Description: Transcript of a security video in a makeshift hospital. The two figures are identified as Charlotte Larsen, the doctor of Aftenborg, and a female minor deduced to be Trove Hagen. 
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C. Larsen: My dear. I mean this with all my love when I say: get out, or I will find your mother and make her drag you out of here herself. 

T. Hagen: He’s dead, isn’t he? Is that why you won’t let me see him? He’s dead, and I was too late, and— 

C. Larsen: Either he’s dead and this room is not sanitary to be in without my protective equipment, or he’s very sick and this room is not sanitary to be in without any protective equipment. Trove, please. Go. 

T. Hagen: It’s my fault, isn’t it? I saw that he was getting worse but I was so afraid of catching something, and I thought it wasn’t that bad, I’d gotten that sick before and survived, and— 

C. Larsen: Breath, Trove. You are 15. You are not a medic. You did the best you could. 

T. Hagen: Then he *is* dead? He’s dead, and I let a child die as I slept? He’s just a child, I promised Njord that I would care for him, Njord risked himself to save me and I let his fucking nephew die— 

C. Larsen: Trove. Breath. Go. 

T. Hagen: But what do I do, please, Charlotte, what can I do, he’s just a child and there has to be something, I can’t be a murderer— 

C. Larsen: If I give you my Johannide, will you go? 

T. Hagen: ...what? 

C. Larsen: My Johannide. Promise not to look at the past messages, and you can have it. I know you’re not a legal adult; you don’t have one yet. You can’t undo what’s happened. But you could create a world where— 

T. Hagen: Please. 

C. Larsen: It’s in my house, under my bed. 

T. Hagen: [Incomprehensible] Thank you thank you thank— 

C. Larsen: Trove? 


T. Hagen: Yes? 

C. Larsen: Never come back to this room. I love you. Go. 






File 036.3 

Date: January 15, 2198 

Format: Digital collection of messages

Description: A collection of messages initially recorded by ‘Johannides,’ a technological device created in Aftenborg in late 2196. 
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From: Freya Hagen | January 15, 2198 

To: Freya Hagen | December 30, 2197 

Don’t let Trove go to the Hom’s house tomorrow. Sickness. Send Charlotte in her ppe, but don’t you dare let that beautiful daughter of ours go to their house. She is sick. Don’t know what to do 
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From: Njord Hom | January 15, 2198 

To: Njord Hom | October 25, 2197 

Don’t go. They’re dead. No parts. Don’t go. 
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From: Sanne Andresen | January 15, 2198 

To: Mia Andresen |January 15, 2198 


I just wanted to tell you how proud I am of you. The house is so empty without you here, but whenever I feel alone, I think of you out there, fighting for our survival. Please get home safe. I love you. 






File 032.9 

Date: January 29, 2198 

Format: Photograph

Description: Photograph of a handwritten letter. Text transcribed beneath 
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From a mother who has lost a child to a mother who has lost a child, 

I know that no words can help. I won’t try. But I won’t let you walk through hell alone. 

Look up at the stars. It’s been 54 weeks since we got the Johannides. 54 weeks, with over two dozen remaining villagers, that’s over a thousand messages on the Johannides. A thousand different worlds, with thousands of people receiving and sending more messages on the Johannides, creating thousands of more worlds where Mia and Lars might be alive and well. And we may have changed a lot in those worlds, but do you know what no human can change? The stars. 

Look up. Somewhere across the thousands of millions of universes we’ve created, our children are looking at those very same stars. 

Mia is loved. You are loved. 

Freya Hagen 






File 037.0 

Date: February 2, 2198 

Format: Transcript 

Description: Transcript of a security video in a hospital. The three standing figures are identified as Charlotte Larsen, the doctor of Aftenborg; Freya Hagen, a mayoral staffer; and Njord
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