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Prologue

 


In 2999, the environment
is failing. Trees and plant life can no longer handle our
pollution. Oceans are turning toxic and the very air we breathe is
so tainted our bodies can hardly process it. There is a solution,
created from the very best minds in the world. A machine and a
liquid-based chemical that would regrow

 our world in a matter
of years–The Cultivator.

Governments take their
most important people—presidents, politicians, geniuses,
billionaires—and set them up on a space station that will orbit the
earth while the planet grows and toxins are pulled from the water.
Normal people, the everyday workers, are sent underground in
crystal hibernation centers. They are to sleep out the years it
will take the world to be able to sustain our numbers once more.
Everything will be destroyed. Fire will consume any structure and
dying life. New seeds will be spread by The Cultivator. It will
then go through each section of the entire planet and spread a
substance to regrow the earth.

It’s not a simple plan but
it is solid. Almost incident proof…

 


My father held my hand, doing his best
to keep the tears from his eyes.

I was tucked, nice and snug, in a
hibernation chamber. “I’m scared.” The fear made my small body
quake. At thirteen I had yet to develop and my fear of the dark
still existed, though I refused to admit it aloud. I didn’t want to
be alone in this place. The walls were made of crystal and it was
so quiet I could hear myself breathe.

“It’s okay, my boy. You
just close your eyes and sleep. When you wake up, I’ll be right
here.” He clasped both big hands over my small one and my lips
quivered. “Now, let’s say our prayer.”

I lowered my head
slightly. My voice was high pitched compared to my fathers.
“Now I lay me down
to sleep. I pray the Lord my soul to keep. If I shall die before I
wake, I pray the Lord my soul to take,” we said together, the words
echoing in the chamber.

“He will keep you safe, my son.”

Those were
last words I heard. They comforted me, surrounding my fear and
dousing the flames. I lay further into the soft pillow beneath my
head. The lid of the hibernation chamber lowered from the ceiling,
coming over me. I saw my father’s shadow on the wall, standing then
moving away. The cover was in place. My lids were heavy. I was in
this tomb-like chamber. The prayer echoed in my head as the chamber
began to hum and put me to sleep. “Now I lay me down to
sleep…”

I
missed him as I drifted off. The hibernation chamber didn’t let me
dream. I was stuck in a strange place. Not yet asleep but not
awake. It was a
strange realization as time passed. I didn’t know how much time. We
were supposed to stay for twenty years
, my father said. Even my inner voice was
slurring, and I took a deep breath, fading away.


****

“We can’t just leave them! They’re kids. They’ll die here!”

I heard the
panicked voice and it was not my father’s. My breath was heavy as
the sleep wore off. The hibernation chamber was beginning to wake
me.

“I
have to save this one!” That same deep voice said.

Who was dying? Where was my father? I pried my lids apart, wincing at
the light. The cover over my chamber wasn’t open, and I felt the
brief panic of being closed in so tightly. My mouth was dry, and I
wet my lips as I eased my head to the side. What was going on? The
men that were yelling were gone. I stared out through the haze and
then felt the rumble beneath my body. I instantly braced my feet
against the sides of the chamber and pushed as hard as I could
against the lid. The thing wouldn’t move. I wasn’t strong enough. I
cursed my lean body and flailed as I tried again to free myself.
“Father!” I called out, frantic now. How much air did I have? The
ceiling above me shook and a big chunk of crystal fell to the
floor. I heard it smash and saw sparkling crystal shatter,
spreading across the floor in all directions. “Father!”

A
figure appeared. He was stumbling down the hall past my chamber.

“Father? Please help me!”

The figure stopped and seemed confused, just idling there
staring in at my struggling form. Then as if pinched awake, the figure loomed
closer. It was a boy. No, not a boy, closer to a man. Much older
than my fourteen years. “Help me please!”

He nodded.
“Push together.” It was that deep voice that I’d heard.

The moment he
touched the cover, I used every ounce of my strength to assist. The
heavy cover shifted, moving over, and then fell off the side of the
hibernation bed. It landed with a loud crack and then a thud.
“Thank you!” I said in my high voice as I stumbled from the bed. My
legs felt like liquid as I tried to stand. The stranger helped me,
grabbing my arm as we made our way out. “What happened?” There was
another rumble beneath our feet.

My savior
glanced around, his tired expression changing to that of rage.
“They left us to die.”

I
was too scared to
speak as we made our way down the hall. If it wasn’t for him, I
would have been too stunned to move from my chamber. He went from
room to room. Most of the chambers had suffocated the occupants but
a few managed to survive. We saved everyone we could, stumbling
around as the tremors died down, and eventually the earth was calm
beneath us. Four in total now fumbled behind us, silent and scared.
We followed the makeshift leader that saved us to the control room,
and he did something to the systems, bringing information up on
screen. I wasn’t really paying attention. Where was my father? I
knew he would never leave me behind. Something must have happened
to him. I conjured up his image in my head, hoping to never forget
his strong hands and kind eyes.

“We’re all that’s left,” he said, his breath shaky. “The ship
in orbit is gone, the regrowth is in phase two, and the other
chambers show no life signs,” he said from the control desk. “The
government disconnected ties to the chamber ten minutes before I
woke up. They left us here to die.” He ground his teeth together
before staring at us.

We looked
pathetic, a bunch of kids who didn’t even know the meaning of
alone. “Why would they do that?” I asked, adamant it couldn’t be
true. “My father would never...” I knew right there I would never
see my father again. If he had been in the ship, he would have
tried to stop this, but if he had been in a chamber... “What do we
do now?” I looked to the one that saved us and the others did the
same. We were kids. What could we possibly do?

His shoulders slumped but after a deep breath, he stood tall… well, taller
than we did. “The regrowth takes a few more years to complete. When
it’s done, we can go to the surface. Until then...we don’t go back
to sleep. We survive down here.”

 



Chapter
One



Twelve weeks to the surface

 


I stared at
the boy now. Well, boy no longer. Aric was now a man of
twenty-five, the oldest of our ragtag group and our leader. We were
six strong, four males and two females, making a living under the
ice in what was left of the crystal hibernation chambers and
waiting for the surface to finish its regrowth cycle. We learned,
adjusted, and found a rhythm to life. It took a while as we grew to
get used to things down here. It was so cold that we often bundled
together at night, all six of us cuddled under our coats so we
wouldn’t freeze to death. Food was scarce too. The food generation
system was offline, and it took a full six weeks before we figured
it out. As more systems were discovered, we learned to turn on
power and, therefore, heat. We had limited resources but we were
surviving—together.

It
was my birthday. I
made it to eighteen and we were having this group party. Aric said
it was important to celebrate each year because each year was a
gift. We all sat in a semicircle, telling old jokes that I’d heard
a thousand times. Still, I laughed, enjoying the moment for what it
was. We had twelve more weeks and the seals would open so we could
return to the surface. I longed to feel the sun on my skin. I
forgot what trees looked like, but I knew they were green. Memories
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