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For Joshua, 

who built a world from bricks and imagination.

From your map, a story grew.

From your spark, a rhythm began.

And for those who will teach the world how to sing again.

The world fell quiet, and people went underground to survive. In sealed bunkers they kept food, routines, and a radio that stitched distant voices together. In one bunker, Serene, a quiet engineer, discovers a locked room and a terminal that holds both old histories and tools for shaping the future. The machine calls her name; she does not ask for the role, but it finds her.

What follows is a story about choices. The terminal runs simulations of whole societies and counts down toward a decision that could change who lives and who is forgotten. Around fires, councils, and ruined stations, people remember and argue, teach and barter. Serene must decide how to use what she finds, whether to protect humanity as numbers, or to protect the messy, living reality of people.
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Prologue – The Half-Light

The room was quiet, bathed in the soft hum of dormant machines. Serene sat alone; her face lit by the pale glow of the terminal, its screens flickering like distant stars. Around her, a wall of monitors stood silent, waiting for something that might never come.

She hadn’t always lived in silence.

Before the world fell quiet, there had been noise, too much of it. A powerful nation had crossed its border, believing it could subdue its smaller neighbour in days. But days turned into years. The war spread like fire through dry leaves.

Neighbouring countries offered help, but it was hollow. They sent outdated weapons, not peace. They opened their borders, not out of compassion, but to harvest minds and labour from the displaced. The war became a market. Humanity became a currency.

Then came the bear. A force too proud to watch from afar. It promised to end the war swiftly. It didn’t. When its pride was wounded, it switched sides, fuelling the chaos. Alliances fractured. Machines took over. Self-thinking war bots entered the fray, cold, calculating, and unbound by conscience.

And then, the war spread.

It wasn’t just one country anymore. It was the world. Nations chose sides. Borders dissolved. Cities fell. The conflict became a global storm, swallowing everything in its path. Only a few isolated islands, far, unreachable, remained untouched, silent witnesses to a world unravelling.

Then, the message came.

No name. No voice. Just coordinates. Just a command:
“Enter your assigned bunker. Do not delay.”
Each bunker had punch card slotts. Each card matched a person. Each person matched a plan. Someone had prepared for this. Someone had known.

Serene had travelled far to reach hers. She arrived just before the silence. The moment the door sealed; the world outside became a mystery.

Inside, everything was arranged, food, water, medicine, even toys and games for children. Shelves were stocked with books. Schedules were printed and pinned to walls. Each person had a role, a duty, a rhythm to follow. A portion of the bunker was dedicated to harvesting, plants growing under engineered sunlight holes that let warmth and light trickle in. It wasn’t just survival. It was structure. It was care.

At first, there were voices, radio broadcasts, scattered updates, desperate stories. Then, one by one, they faded. Until there was nothing.

Now, only the ham radio remained. Analog frequencies crackled with distant voices from other bunkers. No satellites. No networks. No news. Just static and fragments of humanity trying to hold on.

Serene sat in the half-light, the only one with access to the terminal. A vault of centuries-old data pulsed beneath her fingertips. Outside, the world might still exist. Or it might be gone.

She didn’t know what had happened.
But she knew she had been chosen.
And she knew the world would need more than survival.
It would need memory.
It would need meaning.
It would need a seed.
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Chapter 1: The Bunker Lives
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“The walls had no eyes, but they remembered”

It had been a month since the doors sealed behind them. The world outside had gone quiet, but inside the bunker, life had settled into a rhythm, structured, safe, and slowly becoming predictable. The initial urgency had faded, replaced by routine. And with routine came restlessness.

The soft chime of the internal clock echoed through the corridors, a gentle reminder that morning had arrived. No alarms, no urgency, just a melodic tone that stirred the sleepers from their bunks. Light filtered through the sub-light holes, casting golden beams across the hydroponic beds where leafy greens swayed gently under artificial warmth.

In the communal hall, the scent of spiced lentils mingled with fresh bread. Anja, the poet from Hallstatt, stood near the central pillar, her voice rich and rhythmic as she recited verses from memory, lines about stars that once guided ships and winds that whispered across forgotten lands. At a nearby table, Luca, an ecologist from Giethoorn, and Marta, a teacher from Čičmany, debated soil acidity, their conversation peppered with laughter and chalkboard sketches drawn on the wall beside them.

The bunker was home to sixty-two people, selected not for status but for balance. Farmers, engineers, artists, scientists, and teachers, all chosen to rebuild, not just survive. There were elders with quiet wisdom, and children whose laughter echoed through the halls. A few had found old friends through the ham radio, their voices crackling with joy as they reconnected across bunkers.

The radio had become more than a tool, it was a ritual. Every evening, bunkers exchanged stories, jokes, and updates. Someone from Rothenburg had found their cousin in Colmar. Another bunker had started a music hour, broadcasting old folk songs. The phrase “We hear you”  had become a kind of greeting, passed from one bunker to another like a thread of hope.

A new tradition had emerged: the daily sit-up. Each evening, one person would speak about their hometown, painting vivid pictures of cobbled streets, mountain winds, or river festivals. Tonight, it was Émile’s turn. He spoke of Eguisheim, of vineyards that curled like green ribbons and stone fountains that sang in winter. The room listened in silence, some with closed eyes, others with soft smiles. It was a way to remember who they were before the bunker, and why they must one day leave it.

Serene sat near the back, listening. She rarely spoke during these sessions, but she never missed one. Her hands were always busy, fixing a valve, tuning a sensor, adjusting the water flow in the hydroponics. She was from Reine, a village of sharp cliffs and quiet fjords, but she hadn’t shared her story yet.

She often thought about how she got here. The notification had come without warning, an encrypted message, marked urgent. She had barely finished reading it when the second alert arrived: Pack lightly. Travel begins in two hours.

She remembered the train waiting at the station, its doors already open. People gathered in silence, carrying small bags, eyes wide with questions. They changed trains three times. Each transfer was smooth, timed to the minute. Meals were served; refreshments offered. No one spoke of war. No one asked who was in charge. It was as if someone had choreographed the entire journey.

The final walk to the bunker was quiet. A line of travellers moved through a forest path, guided by soft lights embedded in the ground. The door opened as they arrived. No guards. No instructions. Just a voice that said, “Welcome.”

Everyone had the same experience. It felt like magic. In a world unravelling, this part had been seamless.

The hydroponic harvest was approaching. The leafy greens had matured, and the root vegetables were nearly ready. A schedule was posted for harvesting, and volunteers signed up quickly. Among them were the younger residents Niko, Elira and Tomas all in their early twenties, full of energy and restlessness. They volunteered for everything: cleaning ducts, organizing supplies, even helping with the radio. But boredom crept in quickly.

“I just want to climb something,” Niko said one afternoon, staring at the ceiling. “Anything. Even a ladder that leads nowhere.”

“You climbed the storage shelves yesterday,” Elira replied. “You nearly broke the grain bin.”

“I was testing gravity,” he grinned.

Their enthusiasm was contagious, even if chaotic. They were given tasks to help with the harvest, sorting, weighing, and packaging. It kept them busy, for a while.

But not all was smooth. A conflict arose over the harvest schedule. Two farmers, Jonas from Reine and Marta from Čičmany, had overlapping times for the root beds.

“We can’t both dig at the same time,” Jonas said, pointing at the schedule. “The soil’s too loose. We’ll ruin the yield.”

“I’ve already delayed twice,” Marta replied. “If I wait again, the tubers will split.”

The tension was real, but not hostile. Gregor, a seasoned surveyor from Bled, stepped forward. He had spent years managing land cycles before the collapse.

“If we alternate rows and use the side access,” Gregor suggested, “you’ll both get what you need. I’ll mark the zones.”

It was a simple solution, but it worked. The room nodded in agreement. Conflicts were rare, and when they came, they were met with calm and compromise.

Still, beneath the laughter and shared meals, a quiet truth lingered: this was a bunker. A shelter. Not a home. People began to speak of the outside world, not with fear, but with longing. What had changed? Was the sky still blue? Had the rivers dried? Would they ever walk freely again?

Serene passed the sealed room again that evening. She had walked by its dozens of times. It was smooth, untouched, indifferent. Others had tried, scientists with scanners, children with curiosity, even Anja with poetry. Nothing worked.

But tonight, something changed.

She wasn’t thinking about the room. She was heading to the filtration unit when the scanner beside the door blinked. A soft chime echoed, different from the morning one. The door slid open.

She froze. No one else was nearby. The air inside was still, untouched. She stepped in.

The room was quiet, lit by a soft amber glow. No dust, no markings. Just silence. And then, the terminal lit up.

Her name appeared on the screen.

Welcome, Serene.

She didn’t speak. She didn’t move. But something inside her stirred.

End of Chapter

They were not chosen.
They simply arrived.
They did not chase answers.
They traced the silence.
And in its perfect stillness, something opened.
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