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I am very grateful to people I admire, who have inspired and helped me with writing. 

These people all know who they are, and many others, who don’t know they helped me, but inspired me. 

Some have left the Earth to be in the stars, maybe on other planets and under the sea. Ask me about it sometime :-)

I also want physical things to exist for my family, such as books.

I love my family and friends so much. 

Thank you.








  
  













“What you think, you become”










  
  Prologue


The cycle of humans leaving Earth continues. 
History repeats.
Earth takes 100 million years to repair itself via the Gaia process.
Through the mining of Quantium-42, modern-day humans made the Earth uninhabitable via the biosphere-destroying release of methane. The population of Earth was aware of this and prepared accordingly with underground mega-cities to survive. 
The population on Earth, except twenty people, were not aware of an incoming asteroid strike that rendered the Earth uninhabitable for 100 million years. 
The two events together coincided at an inflexion point to destroy the Earth’s atmosphere and habitable surface as they knew it.
An exodus of human civilisation occurred with the help of GEORGE, the advanced computer system.
144,000 people left Earth, called evacuees. Every other human remained on Earth and did not survive both the biosphere-destroying event and the asteroid strike. 
Life on Earth was wiped out.
Life would return.
Humans would return to Earth.
Life would come back.






  
  Chapter 1
Mini Arks

Time Unknown


Ablack sky loomed over planet Earth. Something was coming. High above the planet’s swirling storms and plains, tiny specks flickered against the blackness. They looked like thousands of small fiery particles scattered from an asteroid breaking up in the atmosphere, the most impressive fireworks ever seen, shattering and spitting white phosphorus fire splinters across the night sky. 
They were impossibly small for what they carried, like pebbles scattered into the abyss. Yet each one contained the sum total of something far greater. A genesis compressed, a billion-year history waiting to begin.
The Mini Arks, no larger than an adult human thumb, descended in calculated silence, their trajectories bending under the invisible pull of Earth’s gravity. Wrapped in an exoskeleton of granite and an inner lining of Quantium-42, an unidentifiable alloy that shimmered under the right frequencies. They disguised themselves as nothing more than meteorites.
The air tore apart as they entered the atmosphere. Superheated gasses raged at their surfaces, screaming against the impossible composition of the Quantium-42 shell. The elements tested them, and fire gnawed at their edges, but the Mini Arks survived.
They struck the surface with the force of angry gods. Some vanished into boiling oceans, disappearing into the abyss of volcanic vents. Others crashed into landmasses, carving out smoking craters before embedding deep within the rock. 
Time, an illusion to those who had sent them, stretched out across epochs. Was this 500 million years ago, or was it 100 million years into humanity’s future?
But the Mini Arks did not care for questions. They had a mission. The mission had just begun.
Inside each Mini Ark, encased within the polished womb of the device, the foundational ingredients of life lay in stasis. Amino acids are locked into perfect suspension. Proteins waiting to be assembled. Carbon-rich compounds are stacked in intricate molecular lattices.
DNA’s building blocks lay within. Adenine, guanine, cytosine, and thymine. Surrounding them are salts, minerals, and essential compounds. Phosphorus, iron, ammonia, a chemical blueprint drawn in precise strokes, waiting for the first spark to ignite.
The Mini Arks contained more than just the seed of biology. Within them, hidden among layers of encoded strands, lay the final legacy of those who had come before. Knowledge, compressed and folded into the very structure of junk DNA, waited in silence. The entirety of human civilisations, everything ever learned, written, or whispered, was stored within these microscopic spirals. The Mini Arks carried not just life but memory.
Each device, no larger than a human adult thumb, bore responsibility far beyond its size.
The Mini Arks had nestled themselves in crevices, sensing the temperature, the mineral content, the salinity. They calculated, analysed, and waited. Then, when the conditions were right, they began to unfold. Unfolding like petals on a flower, opening for the mid-day sun. Like sunflower heads, they are tracking and pointing towards the sun.
Thin, skeletal appendages extruded from the mini ark’s smooth exterior, probing the environment like the limbs of an awakening organism. Self-replicating nanobots, no larger than dust, streamed outward, guided by an intelligence buried deep within the Mini Ark’s core. These machines scavenged the surrounding elements, drawing in iron, sulfur, and silicates and weaving them into structures at the atomic level.
First, the factories came. Molecular assembly units, no larger than a grain of sand, sprang to life, constructing the first micro-laboratories. Chemical reactions churned, and amino acids linked, bonded, and folded into proteins. RNA strands curled into shape, twisting into the first self-replicating loops.
And then, the real work began.
Inside one of the Mini Arks, a sealed chamber stirred. A pinprick-sized reservoir of biological material. A microscopic ocean of potential, activated under precise conditions. 
Inside, 50,000 human sperm cells, frozen in time, began the final leg of their journey. Alongside them, 100 human eggs lay in wait, each one an untouched vault of genetic information. The Mini Ark’s internal systems initiated the insemination process, and its biotech lab mimicked the natural conditions of conception. No climax of applause or orgasmic shudder, just transactional.
Cells divided. Organisms formed. The first humans of this new cycle, whoever they would be, were beginning to take shape.
At the heart of each Mini Ark, an intelligence stirred. GEORGE (Geological Exploration and Resource Geolocation Engine), an artificial construct designed by those who had long since vanished, began to assess, adjust, and refine. It was not a consciousness in the human sense, not an entity prone to doubt or emotion.
GEORGE sent out silent signals. More nanobots are deployed, constructing scaffolds from raw minerals. Some would become incubators, nurturing embryos until they could be sustained in a more natural environment. Others would become engineers, crafting the microscopic tools needed to accelerate evolution itself.
As the Mini Arks worked, the world turned. Eras passed, continents shifted, and mountains rose and fell. The seeded life began its slow, inevitable rise. First, they are single-celled organisms, then into something more. The DNA stored within the Mini Arks would unfold like an ancient script, written in the language of evolution itself.
No civilisation would ever find the Mini Arks. When the work was done, they would vanish. Disassembling themselves at the atomic level, leaving no trace. GEORGE ensured this. It was the final safeguard, a built-in protocol from intelligence that had long since learned the dangers of interference. No species, no matter how advanced, should ever know the truth of its own origins.
The cycle was beginning again.
Somewhere, deep within the genetic code of these newly forming lifeforms, the history of an entire lost civilisations lay buried, waiting for the right moment to be discovered.
But who or what originally created these Mini Arks and their blueprints?






  
  Chapter 2
Earth Star Ships (ESS)

45 to 50 Years from the present day


The Earth was dying. Gaia and the Gaia process knew it would not die, though. Earth was withering and wilting, giving the appearance of death. But, deep below, the life force cycle was turning. 
The blue skies of Earth were bruised with shades of ash and ember, the remnants of a planet convulsing in its final throes. 
An asteroid had come, its descent a blinding streak across the atmosphere before impact. The collision had liquefied the crust, sending shockwaves blasting across the planet like death ripples on a village pond. 
In milliseconds, the oceans were sent screaming, tsunamis folding over entire continents like sheets of steel. The impact site itself had been reduced to a crater so vast it defied comprehension, its rim lined with the molten glass, similar to moldavite, seen in Germany, the Czech Republic and Austria.
The air carried the acrid stench of burning earth. The scent of sulphur, carbonised forests, the charred remains of a world.
Gaia would reset. She always did.
But humanity would not be around to witness it.
Above the roiling surface, where the heat had turned the stratosphere into a churning maelstrom of burning clouds, the great Earth Star Ships (ESS) of the exodus silently prepared to leave from the space elevator (LIFT) docking stations. 
Inside, the 144,000 chosen evacuees sat or stood in silence. Some whispered prayers in the hushed cadence of dying traditions. Others clutched relics of a planet they would never see again. Photographs, soil samples, and water from the poisoned oceans. The children, too young to understand the magnitude of their departure, merely clung to the warmth of their parents, their wide eyes reflecting the cold glow of emergency lights. Their personal bots stayed faithfully by the side of each human they attended to.
The ESS Revelation was the first to leave for the Moon. Its engines, silent in the vacuum, ignited with a light that rippled the very fabric of space-time. Whenever the Quantium-42 powered engines fired up, the humans would all have a mild sense of tinnitus that lasted for about 30 seconds.
Then came the others. 
ESS Nomad, ESS Genesis, ESS Odyssey. 
Each vessel slipped from Earth’s orbit as the dying Earth shrank beneath them. They headed to the Moon as the first outpost before continuing their journeys to their respective destinations. Soon, the Earth was expected to be no longer habitable.
The ESS ships were unlike anything in living memory to have been built. Their exteriors, smooth as obsidian, bore no rivets, no seams, just the flawless contours of engineered perfection. All built by GEORGE and the army of nanobots.
Inside, the vast ships were microcosms of the world they had left behind. Ringed gravity habitats spun in slow, hypnotic revolutions, creating artificial gravity where there was none. Great vertical farms, encased in glass domes, stretched up into the ship’s cathedral-like chambers. Rows of hydroponic crops swaying gently in the artificial breeze. The air smelled of loamy earth, a stark contrast to the sterile






