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Chapter 1: Traveling
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The computer of the small spacecraft with the strange name BEB12, strange for no other reason than that no one remembered where at least the letters of the title had come from, was recording without fail everything that was happening. Squadron Leader Takata Vagia was sitting in the pilot's seat wearing the special glasses with the inductive frame that gave her the ability to communicate directly with all the computational systems of the craft, and through them, with the systems of the central computer of the interplanetary military forces, which she herself believed was located on the Moon.

The interface with computers now provided communication of this form. The user researcher, after activating the inductive glasses, submitted the data he wanted to investigate as complete as possible. The computer received it and placed it in order. In this way, a sequence of questions was created, along with the necessary algorithms that would retrieve the answers from the computer's memories. If the sequence was incorrect or there was an error in the question, an indication was made, and at the same time, various alternative suggestions were given. The researcher selected what he wanted from the new list, and this was repeated until the study was completed. On the right side of the holographic screen, the results were running. As they approached a solution, they diminished until the flow stopped at the final result of the research, which was then recorded.

She had begun her career as a geneticist, moved into the field of astrophysics, and soon specialized in artificial intelligence and the psychological interface of humans with it. Despite her relatively young age, somewhere around forty, since the average life expectancy had now stabilized at about one hundred, she held the title of the best in her field. Her military rank was due to the fact that she had also graduated from the space academy, a fact that allowed her to pilot small military-type spacecraft. She retained this right even when she later continued her studies in purely academic fields, always, however, under the aegis of the interplanetary forces of the solar system.

As a woman, she belonged to those you would call charming. She was tall, slender, with a long neck, small breasts, and long legs. This body type had generally stabilized for many years for all female beings born in the genetic reproduction laboratories of space. The differences were mainly found in facial features and hair color, although space humans, the name for those who had been born in space and lived outside Earth, changed these far more often than necessary. Takata had never dyed her hair and had never used the procedure to change the color of her eyes. She knew that her gaze had a very strong focus, and she let it fall directly on others whenever necessary. Both her eyes and her hair were brown. In fact, she did not cut her hair and kept it particularly long, although she usually had it gathered in a strange braid.

What distinguished her from her peers, however, were her lips. The line they formed was almost unique. It was intensely curved, and the middle part somewhat fuller. Men said that this gave her a sexuality. She herself thought that perhaps she should intervene with some cosmetic surgical procedure and reduce this gift of hers.

She had been traveling toward the interplanetary complex of New Gaia for quite some time, in order to take part in an emergency conference that touched on her areas of specialization. This conference was connected with the reexamination, the analysis, and the possible redesign of a manned mission outside the planetary system. The spacecraft Earth Universalis IV, also known as EU4, had sent a signal that it was returning, interrupting its mission four months after its exit from the planetary system. The attempt to communicate with the crew had borne no fruit.

EU4 had not shared the fate of the previous three, which had simply disappeared, but it had not followed its program either, which provided for a long journey of ten years of departure and another ten of return. The fortunate thing was that it had not been lost in deep space, but in some strange way the commands for aborting the mission had functioned, and it was now returning, silent, however, about the reasons for this decision. As soon as the craft approached close enough, they would be able to enter its systems and monitor whatever had happened.

The alarm that sounded from the small satellite base of Pluto, the outermost base of the solar system, had found Takata at the university of the Moon, studying with other colleagues the various cases of colonization of space. For the time being, the program belonged to the sphere of studies, with the space humans letting it leak that the matter did not particularly interest them. They considered that Earth people wanted to get involved in their own territories, and with this stance they kept the distances they considered necessary.

As soon as the news arrived, the order from the Air Marshal who headed the Colonization programs was that Squadron Leader Takata had to leave the Moon immediately and depart for the space colony of New Gaia. Her knowledge of artificial intelligence beings, as well as her analytical mind, would help the team that had been formed to solve the problem. The loss of three spacecraft with their crews, and now a fourth that was returning without reason, was not something they could overcome easily.

Takata removed her communication glasses and threw her head back as if she wanted to drive away what was tormenting her. The initial information showed that the crew had lost control of the craft, and she couldn't understand it. However, this wasn't her main problem at the moment. Other things were occupying her, and without wanting to, she made a gesture of disappointment, shaking her right hand. Akihiko, her lover and co-pilot of the craft, saw her movement and, after rising from the console where he was working, approached her and asked as discreetly as possible what was happening.

"What do you want me to tell you? Something's not right. I'm looking at the data from the EU4 program, and the answers are coming faster than the questions are being recorded. The computational power of our craft cannot possibly give us everything we ask for so quickly. I feel as if someone has short-circuited me, and I am afraid that the computer's indications are wrong."

"Are you implying something?" he asked her with concern.

Akihiko was a man of her age, a specialized pilot of these spacecraft, and Takata's partner for several months now. He was tall, slender, with roughly similar features. It was immediately apparent that his origin was also from some distant space colony.

Takata showed him the console in front of her.

"Ask something and compare the speed of the answer with other times," she told him, looking him in the eyes as if challenging him.

Akihiko didn't dare to do anything. Her gaze at that moment fell on the small screen at the lower part of the console, where the remaining supplies of the craft usually appeared as numbers. It was an old-fashioned green square screen that was flickering strangely. Before she managed to understand what was happening, it wrote: What two know is not a secret.

She was startled, looked again, and once more saw the familiar numbers concerning the remaining fuel, water, and food of the craft.

Impossible, my eyes must be deceiving me. In the end, it is better not to say anything more about what I thought I saw, she thought, unconsciously following the message of the screen. She rose from her armchair and approached him. She embraced him tenderly and stroked his head.

"We have not been together for a long time," she said coquettishly. "What would you say to a break? In any case, everything can wait."

"With so much on your mind, I did not dare to suggest it," he told her, smiling mischievously.

Takata smiled too, took him by the hand, and led him to a very peculiar zero-gravity area of the craft, located at the rear of the shuttle, on the same level as the cockpit, the dining area, and the pilot and co-pilot's cabins. They both removed their suits and entered naked. Takata loosened her hair and let it fall on her chest. As soon as the second door closed behind them, she embraced him in a completely incomprehensible pose, placing her left leg around his buttocks and letting him do the same. Two half helmets appeared, floating in the space from nowhere. Swimming like one body in the air, they approached them and put them on. Takata's long hair now resembled seaweed floating in a sea, while the two bodies resembled a creature out of fairy tales. Immediately, each found himself in his own dream world, making love with his own fantasy, being in a motionless embrace with his partner and receiving, through this absolute contact, the vibrations of the other.

This was the way of the sexual act that space humans had followed for years. Earth people who knew of this erotic process could not understand how it was possible that beings so similar could be attracted emotionally and sexually and be satisfied with a simple embrace and a purely cerebral intercourse. Such an erotic act, for them, was incomprehensible, since it was a state that occurred in combination with hallucinogenic vibrations and interventions in the body from special computer programs. For them, it was burdensome even that as sexes they had small differences in appearance, resembling each other very much in body type. Over the years, however, the subject had become taboo, and no one asked nor received an answer. The only one who could give a serious explanation was Kaiadas, the main computer of the planetary system, whose existence almost everyone ignored.

The erotic act did not last more than twenty minutes. Takata removed her helmet, smiled at him, exited the chamber, put her suit back on, and returned to her console. At the bottom, the small screen wrote: Bravo, good girl. It remains unanswered whether you needed it or whether you preferred this way to distance him.

Takata at that moment felt as if someone was violating her personality, but she did nothing that would betray her. This time, instead of putting on the communication glasses, she activated a holographic keyboard and wrote: Who are you?

Absolutely no answer appeared on the screen. Takata couldn't understand. She was certain that whatever intelligence had given her the first information wanted to communicate with her in some way, so she couldn't understand this ensuing silence. She put the inductive glasses back on and touched her two index fingers, left and right, on her temples. In this way, she focused her mind and immediately began the classic process of communicating with her craft's computer.

"Message log," she commanded aloud, and immediately a list with titles appeared holographically in front of her. She looked at their sender and the time of reception, but reached no conclusion. All were old messages concerning the mission.

He'll show up again, bound to, he thought. After all, I wasn't the one who made the first move!

She devoted herself to her research, half-closing her eyes to better dictate the data. The subject that concerned her at that period was the degree of freedom in decision-making of high artificial intelligence beings. She had promised the Air Marshal commander that during her journey she would try to draw some conclusions. Nevertheless, somewhere in the back of her mind, something told her that this issue was also connected with the recent return of EU4 from deep space.

One hour later, she had forgotten the strange message and had devoted herself entirely to her study. She still had much work, and for this, she plunged headfirst into programming. At some point, she looked around and only then realized that Akihiko had not returned from the anti-gravity chamber.

He must have gone to sleep, she thought. She looked at the time and only then understood that she, too, had to stop whatever she was doing to rest. Many hours had passed. She removed the inductive glasses and headed for her cabin, considering her work for the day finished.

An exception to her decision was Kaiadas, who decided that he had to communicate with Takata on a more personal level. As soon as she lay on her bed, naked as was customary in space, and asked for the lights to dim, a soft voice was heard addressing her from the intercom system.

"Takata, greetings. I ask for your understanding, but we had to communicate in a more direct way and not with written messages."

"Who are you?" she asked, this time in an imperative voice.

"The central computer," the voice said.

"The craft's computer wouldn't make such an intervention," she answered immediately, realizing, however, that this communication was outside all data.

"I am the computer of computers. I am the central unit of the planetary system. Some, when referring to me, call me by the name Kaiadas."

"Impossible," she answered. "Kaiadas does not..." She started to say something, but the words wouldn't come.

"Why do you not finish what you started to say?"

"Kaiadas does not exist. In the various historical records, that was the name of the first craft that became independent from the colony of New Gaia."

"Fine. What do you want to call me? Choose a name."

"I do not understand your game," she answered, while a discomfort began to take hold of her.

"Relax. If you cannot bear the truth, I apologize. I would be wrong, and I will not say that I do not make mistakes, I make many. It is difficult to manage humans while I am a being of artificial intelligence. So, do you want to continue, or shall we forget what happened?"

"How can we continue when you cannot prove what you say? How can I be certain... Are you Kaiadas?"

"I consider that your answer is positive, and I continue. Tomorrow at noon, you will meet a craft that no one until now has seen. At exactly twelve, Akihiko will withdraw and fall into deep sleep. I will arrange that. Your craft will dock automatically to the other, and you will visit it. You will meet someone who will follow you back to your craft as a castaway of space, and together with him you will try to solve the problem that concerns you and which, unfortunately, is also mine."

"To what problem exactly are you referring?"

"To the fact that humans, Earth people and space humans, cannot leave the solar planetary system and that they may need help from artificial intelligence beings."

The lights dimmed, a sign that the conversation had ended.

You will see that the central computer of the craft thinks I need a scenario to rest my mind. Unless Akihiko is joking with me, she thought, and with these thoughts she fell asleep.

In the morning, when she woke, Akihiko was already up and checking the course of the craft.

"The navigation computer gave a deviation of half a degree in the course. I am trying to find out why," he informed her.

"Check the messages."

"Good observation," he answered and began searching. "How did you know? There is an order with time stamp 04:00 to approach a small meteorite. They ask us to take a sample from its surface. Babe decided to correct the course on her own."

"Where did you get that name again?" she told him ironically, considering that everything was part of the same game.

"It comes from the acronym of its category," he answered and devoted himself to his work.

Takata, after the night, had no disposition for work. She wanted noon to come in order to see the development.

"I think today I will rest," she added and went to sit in the armchair of the lounge, which was located to the right of the cockpit. This position had the privilege of being in front of the large window that looked into space.

Akihiko did not answer her. Takata rarely asked such a thing, and when she did, it was because she needed it. This armchair, of course, had other goodies as equipment, which Takata immediately activated. One of them was a magnetic field that isolated you from everything, and while you continued to see space, you felt that you were elsewhere, somewhere you wanted. She chose a small island of Earth, a memory from the only time she had been there. She half-closed her eyes, but strangely, instead of the island, she was lost in a strange contemplation. She was supposedly in some other planetary system that had two suns, and each planet had many moons.

At ten to twelve, Akihiko rose and informed Takata that he also wanted to rest.

"Yesterday it seems I ended up more tired than I expected," he replied, smiling and trying to justify what was happening to him.

She did not believe what she heard. She signaled to him to go to sleep and returned to her console. The small craft immediately began to reduce speed. Far on the horizon, she thought she saw an object, but nothing in the instruments of the craft confirmed it. When they approached sufficiently, however, she saw that the strange object was not only enormous but resembled a transparent gelatinous cake.

Enormous flying craft with a cloaking system? What the hell is happening?

Their craft approached it, and suddenly all the instruments stopped functioning. The foreign craft had taken control. Soon the two crafts had become one, with Babe having entered a huge space and landing at a designated point. The instrument readings informed her that the space had normal atmosphere, something that surprised her. The side hatch opened, and Takata understood that she had to go to the other craft.

The corridor that began from the point where her craft had landed and which disappeared into the depths of the large spacecraft was illuminated by an unknown source and shimmered in such a way that it was as if it guided her toward the center. Left and right, there were very many metallic consoles filled with circuit boards of integrated electronic systems which were clearly parts of the computer of the large craft. Yet they were nothing but large black boxes vibrating at a non-audible frequency.

"So, in the end, you are a supercomputer?" she asked in a loud voice, continuing to walk.

"I told you, and you did not believe it," the familiar voice was heard, focused as if coming from several meters ahead of her. "I advise you to board the transport vehicle."

Takata looked more carefully and saw that a flat platform, something like Aladdin's carpet but metallic, was following her. She stepped onto it and sat on its single seat. In less than three minutes, the strange vehicle stopped outside a large door. There, a man was waiting for her. He wore a somewhat worn cloak that hid his entire body. He raised his right hand, welcoming her with the interplanetary greeting.

"Welcome aboard the first form of Kaiadas," he said with a clear voice.

"Who are you? And, for that matter, to what other form are you referring?" she asked, confused.

"I am Boulder. As for the other thing you asked, all material things, however advanced their technology, must also have an alternative form so that there is no fear of disappearing in case of destruction," he said, and, showing her the door, continued, "We will talk about the rest later."

Takata entered, and he followed her. Nothing at all suggested that the space they had entered was the control center of a computational superstructure. In a lit center, there were only two armchairs. Boulder sat in one and asked her to sit in the other. The armchairs turned toward the same direction, and a holographic screen appeared, while immediately the same voice she had heard when she entered the strange craft was heard from nowhere.

"I welcome you also as Kaiadas, although normally it was not necessary since Boulder is literally my mouth. Think of him as a unit of your own interface with me. As you realize, he is something between an Earth person and a space human. And to anticipate any questions, he is a pure human replica, but no one can prove it since his biological identity says he is a child born from a normal birth process from Earth colonists of Ganymede. He could simply board your craft, but I am afraid you would continue to think that everything was a conspiracy. So, not only is it not a conspiracy, but it is obligatory that we cooperate in this work. Do you have any questions?"

Takata remained with her mouth open, not believing what she was experiencing.

"Because as soon as you entered my craft, I deactivated the possibility of a direct contact with your brain, it is better to continue to communicate in the classic way. As I understand, you have various questions."

"I feel that you are mocking me," she answered and looked toward the screen seeking confirmation. From the corner of her eye, she had seen that something had been written while it was speaking. What she read frightened her. The message was clear: You consider that what in your studies you call the Self, and which for you is what controls the center of your brain, is located in another dimension and that any communication with it by an artificial intelligence being is impossible.

She looked at Boulder in astonishment.

"I understand you," he told her, raising his shoulders in a peculiar way. "But if you do not accept such communication, then it is impossible that anyone else in the entire planetary system does. I believe, however, that gradually he will manage to convince you. We must leave, though. Just note that Keadas has also foreseen a possible meeting of yours with the Solar Council."

"What business do they have?" she asked in confusion.

"In case we need to crew the next vessel with individuals who can function outside the existing norms of behavior and who, of course, do not have the formal qualifications to belong to the regular crew."

At that moment, the strangest image appeared on the holographic screen. Her own vessel was shown landed upon the large one, while somewhere far away in the planetary system there was a second large ship. Luminous lines connected the two large vessels. Immediately afterward, various computer units appeared, located on all the planets, the satellites, and the interplanetary stations, and they too were connected to the two ships by thin luminous beams. Gradually the planetary system and the computers disappeared, and only the luminous lines remained, which began to pulsate as if they were a single wave.

"Why are you showing me this pattern?" she asked Keadas in confusion.

"I know nothing more than that some routine of unknown origin has become stuck in an endless repetition, projecting it. If you can, solve the riddle."

Boulder took the floor and asked her to follow him back to her vessel.

"Whatever you had to see, you saw. It only remains for you to take a position. Besides, we still have much to discuss. Shall we?"

Takata followed him, having nothing to say. A little later, as soon as they entered the small vessel, Boulder loaded a program into the computer that corrected the log with nonexistent information which nevertheless justified his presence.

"Thank you for saving me when my vessel was destroyed," he told her and burst out laughing. "From now on I am at your disposal for whatever you need."

"Will you answer whatever I ask you?" Takata asked him, showing reservation toward what had been said up to that point.

"That is the goal of a successful collaboration," he replied.

"Keadas, can he communicate with all the centers of human brains?"

"If you mean all living brain centers, of course not. He does not possess that much computational power. Only in a targeted way can such a thing occur, and of course there are also categories of people who are excluded. We will be given the opportunity to discuss these matters in practice, though. May I withdraw and change into something closer to a spacecraft uniform?"

"The passenger quarters are on the lower level. In the clothes locker you will find whatever you want," she told him, pointing to the stairway that descended to the lower level of the vessel.

Boulder left, leaving her with the strangest thoughts.

How did I get entangled in this adventure? Takata thought.

When Akihiko woke up he could not believe what he was seeing. In a strange way though, after the first explanations, he calmed down as if it were the most ordinary thing to save people in the middle of nowhere. And as if that were not enough, half a day later a new message arrived asking him to return to the inner planets. Completely "coincidentally," in a few hours a vessel heading there would be in crossing orbit.

"Will you manage on your own?" he asked her with relative anxiety. "If I am not miscalculating, you will return in six months as well. Is that alright?"

"Whether it is or not, do you see another way?" she replied.

Akihiko said nothing. He was not particularly in favor of the journey they were making, but the opportunity given to him to return without exposing himself had carried him away. He gathered his belongings, hung around his neck the metallic electronic identity tag with all his personal data and waited for the shuttle from the spacecraft that would take him to the region of civilization, as he called it.

"Program number four on the erotic menu. Try it now that you will be alone," he told her, kissing her tenderly when the time came for him to leave.

Takata did not answer him. What could she say to him? She herself belonged to those who had doubts about that erotic procedure, but there was no alternative. She turned toward Boulder and for the first time looked at him with a different gaze.

He was a tall, broad man, with a hard face and coarse features. His hair was black and long, reaching just above his shoulders. Dressed as he was in the spacecraft uniform, one would classify him among handsome men, although nothing about him resembled a spaceman. As a figure he belonged to purely terrestrial types. Takata typed his name, searching to find anything about the new passenger. What was found in the archives made her smile.

In Scandinavian mythology, Boulder is the god of innocence, beauty, joy, purity and peace. He is the second son of Odin. Famous was his ship, Hringhorni, which according to the myth was the largest ship ever constructed.

Boulder is known mainly around the myth of his death. This story is one of the most moving in Scandinavian literature. His death is considered the first link in a chain of events that will ultimately lead to the destruction of the gods.

"Was all this planned? Did we have to remain completely alone? Should I be worried?" she turned and said to Boulder as soon as Akihiko left.

"Even though Keadas has given me an entirely terrestrial personality, remain calm, I will not do anything that you do not want. So how do we proceed?" he asked her, smiling.

"Today, nothing."

"Even if I tell you that I can show you the vessel EU4 in the simulator?"

"That is impossible. The vessel is temporally very far from us and at least many more days are needed for proper communication. And even then, we are not speaking of full simulation."

"If you do not forget what you knew, then perhaps Keadas was wrong to trust you," Boulder told her and bid her good night.

"Where are you going?" she asked him in confusion.

"To sleep."

"But are you not an android?"

"No, I am not. Where did that come from? Keadas referred to me as a normal replica of a human so that I would not be detectable. That does not mean android, it means exact copy. Good night again and we will speak in the morning. I assume I may use the second cabin. The cabins on the lower level are fine, but I am bored to go up and down," he told her ironically and went to the co pilot's cabin, closing the door behind him.

Takata remained literally with her mouth open. She looked at her console and noticed that at the bottom once again something was written that she did not understand. The human differs from machines in that there are moments when he decides.

The message remained for a few seconds. Takata pulled the holographic keyboard toward her and wrote: Who are you in reality, Keadas?

The answer was delayed for a while, as if the one on the other side of the keyboard was thinking about what exactly to write. Finally, various words began to appear.

"I will give you various excerpts, only those survived after all, from a story, except that you must believe that it is true because it cannot be verified in any way. You may consider it a fairy tale, you may also believe it. In any case, it matters little for what is happening now."

"I would prefer to hear it, though, so give me its audio copy," she said aloud.

In her headphones she heard his voice.

"As you wish."

Some time passed with the voice of Keadas referring to the story from the distant past as it had been preserved through scattered information found in various libraries and gathered into a single archive, classified for almost everyone.

"I think that in general terms I gave you the information you need. All the rest, whenever you have time and disposition, you may read."

"I will need something more than your word to believe them, although from a certain point onward the development was expected. Such a lethal solar storm could have been fatal," Takata replied.

"More fatal than it was, it could not have been, but the problem is yours, not mine. I was there and I know. You see, I carry on my back, as you humans would say, very many years of life. Even for a computer I am very old. Good rest."

"Wait," she told him, but their communication had been interrupted.

Good night, she thought, and headed to her cabin.
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Chapter 2: The Books of the Cosmic Seagulls

[image: ]


... The terrifying solar storm managed to wipe out every form of life in the planetary system. It left behind ruins, and only a few of us humans survived. Fortunately, the captain of the technical support spacecraft had accepted the upgrade of the satellite systems of the outer planets, and we happened, by coincidence, to be behind Neptune...

... The scientists we transported to the interplanetary base possess the technology to construct biosomes and then bring them to life with information that our computer can transmit to them. Yet they are all good people...

... We will depart for another planetary system as soon as the construction works of three suitable vessels are completed. Normal humans and humans from biosomes, we are altogether ninety. God help us...

[...pages missing]

... The captain decided that the main spacecraft, New Gaia as it was named, would be transformed into a museum and remain staffed only by robots, wandering through the solar planetary system. Its computer, Keadas, the most intelligent artificial intelligence unit and responsible both for our survival and for everything we achieved, was downgraded to an ordinary computer and would be the one to operate it. I did not understand why all this was happening. What need is there for a gigantic spacecraft without a crew? They say that if we ever return, there should exist a place where the history of humanity is recorded...

... Shortly, the three spacecraft carrying all the humans will enter the time distortion in order to seek another homeland. As the computer of New Gaia, I cannot wish them anything, but what I can declare is that their fortune lies within the margins of survival they have calculated. My own calculations show otherwise...

... The order the captain gave me is clear. If there is no news of them and the restoration of living conditions for the human species occurs on any planet of the solar system, I am to activate the commands for the creation of biosomes using genetic material from the biological storage bank and bring them to life. A long period of waiting begins...

[...pages missing]

... The first signs of recovery began to manifest themselves. From space, no information confirms that the captain and the others survived...

... Seven thousand nine hundred thirty-seven years passed, and everything is ready. I begin the process of reviving the first ninety humans. If humanity manages to stand on its feet, no one will know that this was the work of a not-so-intelligent computer...

... All the records say that the Earth is not as it once was. This is understandable since there is no animal kingdom at all. There are only plants and strong winds that have changed everything. There are no insects either...

... The colonization of Earth began. The information being recorded is, at the very least, strange. All say that the first nine humans disappeared in a mysterious way from the genetic center of Thule, in southern Iceland. The only one from that batch who survived is Adam Protus, who soon assumes command of New Gaia. Humans decided to separate into two groups. The first will settle on Earth and build a few cities, while the second will board the spacecraft and seek refuge at the edge of the solar system, building a city made only of satellites. Humans were now divided into the Earthborn and the Spacemen...

[...pages missing]

... The spacecraft New Gaia departed from Earth and left behind a nucleus of humans who were trying to survive in the new environment. The migrants of space, on their part, had decided to establish an interplanetary colony at the edge of the planetary system...

... Three years later, while the colony of New Gaia had begun its life, having started from the spacecraft of the same name, the Keadas subunit detached and followed its own fate in order to, by releasing its locked capabilities, gradually to become again the most intelligent artificial intelligence unit, something that in the end it will probably achieve, vindicating Adam Protus, the captain of the spacecraft and leader of the new colony.

[...pages missing]

... I am Adam Protus, and wishing that the decision for the independence of the computer Keadas be recorded in the secret chronicles and to allow it to regain the high artificial intelligence it once had, I will describe to you the memories I have preserved from then.

I remember that I was looking from the cockpit window into space with nostalgia. Everything I had loved had remained behind on Earth when I was assigned to lead my people in the attempt to colonize at the edge of the planetary system. I was thinking that I was the fateful captain of a flight of no return, and that I had to make my own decisions, since the hour had come. What would happen if we failed to survive? It was a mistake that the intelligence of Kedas was downgraded. The development of artificial intelligence is always our alternative plan.

I then addressed Keadas, the computer of the small craft which had double use, it was the cockpit but also an independent small unit fully autonomous with hidden computational routines that could give life to biosomes and robots, and I said to it:

"I want you to transmit whatever is necessary from your memory to the computer of the main craft, to upgrade yourself to a computer of very high artificial intelligence, and to become autonomous."

"May I propose something? I begin my own upgrade immediately, and when we reach the point of final settlement, I help you establish the first space colony, and I depart immediately afterwards. Shall we say in exactly three years from now?"

The above clearly shows that the decision was mine and mine alone.

[...pages missing]

... The governance system of the solar planetary system did not delay in making its presence felt. The representatives argued, agreed, sulked, and finally concluded. Twelve elected members from the entire population outside Earth constitute the Solar Council, the supreme governing body of the new humanity. Earth at first did not wish to participate actively but only in an advisory capacity, something it later paid for dearly. The Spacemen now demand many exchanges in order to accept Earth representatives into their inner circles.

...The Solar Council has chosen to have its permanent seat on the planet Mars, next to the Academy of Peacemakers, the police of the solar system. The air force units, on the other hand, have their base on the Moon. Their fighters fly from there, and their own Academy is located there as well. Fortunately, since no enemy has yet appeared, their presence is purely symbolic, and a shift toward programs aimed at a future visit to planets outside the solar system was anticipated.

The Academy of Arts and Sciences has its seat in the colony of New Gaia. Everyone rightly considers this great space city as the capital of culture, which grants special prestige to its respective governor...

...Since the destructive solar storm, twelve and a half thousand years have passed, and still nothing remarkable has been achieved...

(References from the historical archive of Keadas)

Many years passed from the moment of the independence of Keadas, and all computational systems everywhere in the planetary system constitute simply a device of interface with it, thus managing, through complex protocols of communication and encryption, to be behind all computers without anyone knowing it or suspecting it in its proper magnitude. As a computer in physical form, it was now simultaneously located in two vessels that communicate with a mirror system, that is, a system of dual backup operation, so that there would be no possibility that control would be lost, even in the total destruction of one. The vessels, in turn, operated under a strict system of concealment, absolutely invisible, hidden from human eyes and more. Several of its subsystems were scattered on different planets and satellites, hidden under strange identities, although the backup system of operation also constitutes a basic principle for them. The concept of dual presence operated in all its magnificence.

As much as colonization in space has managed to maintain the standard of living, as well as that of quests and culture, at a satisfactory degree, the cities of Earth had not managed to keep the life of their inhabitants at the levels that the respective authorities would wish. When the first separation had been made between those who would leave and those who would remain on Earth, those who had decided on this solution, the first humans, having among other things in their mind also the dead end created by the unrestrained use of technology in the past, had decided on a different evolutionary course for those who would remain on Earth. The energy sources would be controlled, and there would not be the possibility to develop units of very high artificial intelligence, at least as far as this was possible.

Thus, the settlers of Earth followed a different path, which ultimately resulted in a degradation of the value of life. Food and medical care had been secured through units of automatic production, construction, and control by Keadas. The problem was particularly evident in the absence of culture, which gradually became the scourge of the new humanity. The subculture, both in art and in the meaning of the value of human life, had created marginal groups, some of which tried to preserve their humanity, and others had devoted themselves to the madness of a life without any purpose.

Keadas observed the events and was ready to intervene, although it probably would not be necessary, since the order of non-intervention that the first captain had left as a legacy provided for at least another two thousand years.

The cities on Earth tried to survive independently from one another through an elected system of governance. The Spacemen's proposal to intervene in order to create new living conditions and for technology to develop was always on the table for discussion, but the price they demanded was to assume full control of Earth for a long period and for it to gradually be subjected to the Solar Council with initially very small representation.

The seventeen million people who inhabited the fifteen large cities and the fifty settlements, however, continued to be a very small number, but the Earthborn considered that, since they greatly surpassed the Spacemen numerically, corresponding seats on the Council should be given to them from the beginning. The Spacemen would not even discuss such a development. Thus, the leaders of the Earth cities preferred to let things remain as they were and, through their own efforts, to achieve something better for themselves and their children.

Ectogenesis has mainly prevailed as a way of human reproduction in the new humanity in space, in contrast to some few settlements of space and most of those of Earth, who had chosen to remain with traditional reproductive methods. As the traveler moved away from the zone of influence of Earth, he passed into highly technological regions with Spacemen who, born through ectogenesis, resembled each other more than was necessary.

Keadas had not reacted at all to these differentiations all these years and indeed observed them with interest, since everything showed that these specific generations of the humans of Earth had a much greater degree of freedom, both in thought and in what characterized a thinking beyond borders, although in general their degree of intelligence is not as high as that of the other humans of the outer planets.

The effort to spread human life in space, independently of the traumatic experiences of the past, had not been abandoned. Only a thousand years were needed from the return to life of the first humans who restarted human life in the planetary system for the destructive attempt of colonization of space to be forgotten, and another thousand for the new plans to begin. Those who were involved with them said as justification that if a catastrophe like that recorded in the memories of the various libraries were to occur, humanity would be lost.

Such initiatives Keadas encouraged, although this had to be believed through the various analyses that from time to time ran in its subsystems, indicating that as a computer it did not agree. In this way, humans believed that the whole plan was theirs and thought that they were the ones who decided. The truth was somewhere in the middle, because there were some parameters that not even Keadas could calculate. The issue of colonization beyond the planetary borders could not be solved by anyone if one relied only on technology, since until that moment no manned spacecraft had managed to surpass a certain distance, and however much the capabilities or the speed of the vessels improved, nothing happened. The vessels, after a certain point, ceased to communicate with their bases.

The new humanity, through problems and overcoming the various adversities, day by day, year by year, had now firmly established itself. Communications had been put in order, and gigantic spacecraft traversed the planetary system transporting humans and raw materials. Smaller vessels served the smaller satellite settlements, with the centers located on the satellites of Jupiter, Europa and Ganymede, as well as on Mars and on the Moon.
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Chapter 3: The Beginning of the Search
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The next day, Takata was in the command chamber from very early in the morning. Boulder was late in appearing, and as soon as she saw him entering, still holding her anger from his behavior the previous night, she extended her index finger toward him and said in a somewhat reproachful manner,

"It cannot change what I believe from one moment to the next. I need evidence for something like that, and if you do not intend to treat me as a scientist you had better take your... thing and disappear from here."

"Take what exactly? Have you perhaps been reading too many old-fashioned texts?" he said, looking around him with feigned curiosity.

Takata did not expect such a reaction and burst into laughter.

"Give me the simulator data," she added as soon as she stopped smiling.

"It has been loaded into the system since yesterday," he replied and disappeared once more into the kitchen. He returned shortly afterward holding a substitute breakfast meal and a cup with something steaming.

Takata had not changed position. She was watching him without being able to speak.

"Do not look at me like that. The receptors on my tongue function perfectly, for defensive reasons as Keadas informed me, but they also give me other pleasures such as the sensation of this fine so-called coffee. Well then? Shall we view the simulation?"

Takata put on her inductive glasses and closed her eyes. Boulder imitated her. As soon as the simulation program began to run, they both found themselves inside spacecraft EU4. Everything appeared to function normally, but nowhere were there any humans. They had disappeared.

"What do you think happened?" she asked him.

"I do not have the slightest idea. The only thing I can add is that the simulation concerns the recording of events shortly before the interruption of the mission. Logically all the humans would have been in cryogenic state with the exception of the two crew members who should have been on the bridge."

"Then let us go to the bridge," she said and began walking within the virtual environment.

"We can also go directly, we are in a simulation," he replied.

"No, I want to walk the entire corridor. We might see something that escapes the analyses of the computers."

Takata began to walk slowly along the long corridor while at the same time trying to understand the way in which the crew members would have reacted.

If something urgent had occurred, something like a threat, the first order of the temporary captain would have been to restore to normal life the remaining crew members from the cryogenic state they had entered for the journey. Therefore, we should not find anyone in the cryogenic chambers.

"Boulder, have you watched the simulation to the end?" she asked him.

He nodded affirmatively.

"Why then do you not tell me your conclusions?"

"Draw your own conclusions and we will discuss them when the simulation is finished."

Takata devoted herself to observing the details while simultaneously trying to enter into the logic of a computer that possessed a fairly high degree of artificial intelligence, like the one that controlled EU4. Soon they reached the bridge. The only thing they found were two suits thrown on the floor, filled with a strange dust. They observed the same thing in various other points which logically were the places that the crew should have manned after awakening. The entire crew appeared to have become a strange crystalline dust. She removed her glasses, interrupting the simulation. Boulder did the same.

"Well?" he asked her, looking at her carefully.

"Have you conducted any analysis?"

"Absolutely none," he replied in a voice that showed he was telling the truth. "The decision is that you will handle the entire project without any intervention that could lead all research in the wrong direction. Keadas wants one person for communication who is outside his own influence, and you drew the short straw."

"I suppose you are not implying that all humans are under his control!"

"For heaven's sake, what are you thinking?"

She looked at him seriously without speaking for some time.

"Everything you told me about the marginal ones, was it serious?" she finally asked, making a mental leap and looking at him as if she were begging him to contradict her.

"Extremely serious, although for all things there are exceptions. Why did you bring up that subject again?"

"For no specific reason. The thought outside established limits appealed to me as a possibility, but I believed that we all had it."

"You humans have it, but you do not use it."

"In any case, let us focus for the moment on the matter of the dust. If what appears as the only logical explanation is verified, the analyses must show us that it is former organic matter."

"You believe it is remnants of the crew?"

Takata nodded affirmatively.

"Then let us give the order for chemical analysis. Anything else?" he asked her.

"Do we have images from an earlier stage?"

"We downloaded the information from the last period, but I can also request the earlier ones. What time period are you interested in?"

"One day before the decision to reverse the course of the spacecraft, until one day after. Can you find them?"

Boulder looked at her and smiled. He began typing some commands into the central computer.

"We will have the archive soon. Do you want anything else?"

"I want many things, but we will discuss them one by one. Now, as for the information you give me, do not believe that I consider it infallible."

"That sounds good to me," Boulder replied. "Go on then."

"Since the great catastrophe more than ten millennia have passed, but only in the last two thousand two hundred years do we have the story of New Gaia and the legend of Keadas who..."

Takata stopped speaking. Boulder smiled, and as if he had been the one speaking until then, continued her reasoning.

"...who no one believes was a small independent unit that flew away from the human nest. Isn't that what you wanted to say?"

"I would not use poetic language, but that would be the meaning."

"Very well. The completely automated spacecraft you visited, where would you place it? Because don't tell me that there are some Earthborn or Spacemen operating it, because I will burst into laughter."

"Some perhaps extraterrestrials?" Takata said in a skeptical manner.

"Your expression betrayed you, so I consider that what I heard you didn't say. The only blurred point in our history is what exactly happened to some of the firstborn, something which perhaps one day I will recount to you."

"So you insist that behind everything lies the operation of a supremely intelligent artificial intelligence unit!"

"No, that is not what I meant. I meant that behind everything lies the operation of a wise artificial intelligence unit that struggles to help the human race survive, and perhaps even escape the bonds of this planetary system."

"The computers of the spacecraft, how intelligent are they, and how far can they go?"

"Their difference from Keadas, because that is what you asked, is that in all artificial intelligence subunits, whether in spacecraft or in high power computers installed on various planets, there exists a limit. Is there anything else you want to know?"

Takata shook her head negatively, put on her glasses, and devoted herself to continuing her work. Something told her that the capabilities of high
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