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Chapter 1- The Fate of The Pale Women
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Amauliah and Betina watched as Abraham’s lifeless body dragged behind the cart they rode in alongside the woman who had been drugged. Shaking and silent, they knew they were moving away from the city into darkness, but not to what end. Before long, they approached the spot where they had left the vehicle, and the woman they had drugged began to wake. When she opened her eyes Betina and Amauliah gasped. Against the olive skin and dark hair, her vibrant lavender eyes confirmed what the two womb bearers had thought since they first learned of these beings' existence...

THEY WERE HUMANS, all the same species.

“Stay with your people.” The woman spoke firmly in a broken version of their language as she opened the door to their transport, revealing that it had been powered by two quadrupeds. Akin to modern horses, these creatures had not yet lost their dew claws or gained the features we recognize today. Seeing the look on their faces as they exited, she grabbed Betina’s hand and brought her to the front of the cart and placed her hand on the creature’s neck pulling it down towards its wither. She looked at Amauliah and motioned her to the creature as well before pointing in the direction of Mars and throwing her arms across each other into an X. “Not again. They stay. We Stay. Harmony.” She walked to the back of the cart where Abraham's body lay, and when she returned she handed Amauliah a linen dripping with red and pointed them towards their vehicle.

The womb bearers sat in their rover as they watched the woman climb back into her transport and fade into the distance, Abraham’s body tumbling faithfully behind them. The realization that they hadn’t even been prisoners had left them frozen, and now a new fear consumed them. This was the first time they didn’t have someone to answer to in their lives. Betina broke down first. As soon as the natives were out of sight, she sank into the passenger seat and wailed, a guttural sound that cut through the generations of her ancestors who had perpetrated so much evil in the name of donors, and never gotten a reprieve as they just had filled the air.

Amauliah’s tears came silently; decades of being conditioned to be the strong one among the womb bearers had stolen her screams. They both composed themselves before Amauliah started the vehicle’s ignition, only to realize she still had the bloody pouch in her lap. She lifted it towards an emotionally exhausted Betina, who was still drying her eyes.

“Road snack?” Amauliah questioned sarcastically. This made Betina absolutely lose it as she automatically reached for the dripping linen. She then tossed it in the cooler, shaking her head.

The earth spun to meet the sun and powered up the rest of their vehicular systems as it did but today was different. Reading the solar gauges brought new hope and uncertainty as Amauliah addressed Betina.

“We will be able to pull the Sun shields up for the remainder of our journey at the end of the day. If we sleep and drive in shifts, we can make it back to the ship in about a week and walk to the village from there.”

“How? That would mean its only taken six months for enough light to be blocked, that's too quick.” Betina started checking her math and the planets’ outputs before quickly realizing the issue. “Oh we did NOT account for that! It seems that the impact of the meteors triggered planet wide volcanic activity. Everything we learned about the ancient volcanoes seemed so impossible I thought it was made up.”

By the time either of them had been born, volcanic activity was a distant memory as the planet’s core had cooled off long ago. They hadn’t even known what it was like to live on a planet with a functioning magnetic field and atmosphere before arriving on earth. They had adapted to living without their planet, in the cages build by people who refused to save the planet; believing it would somehow magically fix itself. The same arrogance that caused them to believe this was the arrogance that Betina now held in shame.

As they made their journey, they were happy to be able to leave the shades up. The gentle twilight soaking the new world was perfect for their sensitive eyes, and they took in the wonders of their new home. The animals that would not be spared by the impending transformation still frolicked, unaware of how quickly change would be required for survival. By the time they made it back to the wreckage, the landscape they were met with looked like yet another planet.

A thin layer of white covered everything and for the first time, Amauliah and Betina were thankful to come from a cold dead planet. They reunited the rover with the ship and made their way to the village, curiosity for the fate of their friends permeating every crunch of ice beneath their hurried steps.

“Do you think there really was weather like this at home long ago?” Betina wondered aloud, admiring each flake of snow as they wandered listlessly toward the earth.

“We may have had fresh water, but I don’t think it ever fell from the sky.” Amauliah giggled, unaware of the wonders of her home world that were stolen by greed and a superiority complex long before their time.
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Chapter 2- The Actions of The Catalyst

[image: ]


It was during this time that The One Who Watched returned to The Catalyst within the greater ether to tell their tale of humanity’s fate. We didn’t yet have the understanding that they did of the rules of time for your plane or know just how quickly ideas can change the course of the world. By the time we arrived to remove the wreckage of the Martian survivors, your world was already beginning to come out of its icy slumber and begin anew. T’was not fifty years, but fifty generations that had passed.

To this day we don’t know how The One Who Watched was able to conceal Abraham’s consciousness while we moved the galaxy, though we were almost certain he had to have been there...

For all the time it took us to ponder what we had learned, Abraham unraveled the framework of community that had contributed to your species' survival through such inclement times. The harsh weather did the work to destroy history and when it was time for your people to emerge from the caves again, you emerged differently. You became distrustful of the world around you as well as the very ones who gave you life. Abraham’s ideal future effectively infected the weakest of men.

Abraham’s ability to move through this realm at speeds even impossible to us gave him the opportunity to meet the society at the center long before us, even though he left long after. The
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