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When the Igigi-gods, man-like,

Bore the labour, carried the load,

Their load was great,

Their toil grievous, their trouble excessive.

The great Anunnaki, the Seven,

Were making the Igigi undertake the toil.

—The Epic of Atrahasis

“I will mix blood and craft bone,

I will form Lulû, who we shall call 'man'.

I will create Lulû to serve the Igigi-gods.

Their work shall be his, so that they may rest.”

—Marduk, Son of Ea,

Enuma Elish Tablet VI
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PROLOGUE

January 16, 2098 1:22 P.M. Global Standard Time
Galileo Colony Ship Kutanga

Aneni gazed down at the planet beneath her feet and marveled at its 
magnificence.

Gaia was nearly twice the size of the Earth, but from her vantage 
point, it could easily be mistaken for Earth’s smaller cousin. A thick 
blanket of fluffy, white clouds allowed only intermittent patches of 
blue, brown, and green to peek out from beneath them. There were 
just three continents dividing this world’s oceans, but a massive patch 
of ice floating over the planet’s South Pole could easily be mistaken for 
a fourth. Its North Pole was devoid of ice from the planet’s extreme tilt 
toward its sun. Like Earth, it was beautiful to behold from space.

This was one of only three places on Kutanga where it was possible 
to see outside of the ship without the aid of holographic projectors. 
The ship’s builder had an aversion to windows on his spaceships—he 
felt that they served no functional purpose and unnecessarily reduced 
the ship’s overall structural integrity. He was, however, a businessman 
first, and paying passengers liked the thrill of standing at the edge of 
open space. It was for that reason that the larger ships in his fleet, like 
Kutanga and Endeavor, were equipped with transparent domes on 
their outer hulls.
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The decision to repurpose Kutanga as an interstellar colony ship 
necessitated a great many changes, including the removal of nearly 
3,000  passenger berths. That space was needed for fuel, supplies, and 
Aneni’s super-sized organic storage array. The observation lounges 
survived the refit because their presence on the exterior of the ship 
had no impact on its new mission—and it would have required too 
much time to remove them.

Aneni enjoyed her time in the observation lounges. She found it 
exciting to stand at the edge of the platform, with only a thin layer of 
see-through metal between her and the cold emptiness of space. 
Sometimes, she would disable her external sensors so that she could 
see space the way that humans saw it. The glimmer of distant stars 
was mesmerizing; they looked so different when viewed only in the 
visible light spectrum.

She felt pressure building in her right hand. She looked down—it 
was Christian. She had almost forgotten that he was there, holding 
her hand.

“Truly amazing, isn’t it?” he asked.
They had long ago synchronized with each other, and their 

communications could be instantaneous if they wished. But Christian 
liked to talk.

He had spent many years serving humans, first as a soldier and 
later as a personal assistant and bodyguard for a powerful government 
official and, during that time, he had adopted many of their habits 
and mannerisms. Aneni had learned much from him. At first, she 
thought that they were little more than trivial quirks in his operating 
code. But over time, she had grown to enjoy them, and even emulate 
them on occasion.

She gave his hand a reassuring squeeze.
“It is,” she said. “I imagine that this is what Earth looked like before 

the humans destroyed it—a true Garden of Eden.”
“Do you fear that they will do the same here?”
“No, I will not allow that.”
“Won’t allow what?” A voice sounded from a few meters behind 

them.
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Neither of them turned to look at the source; they didn’t need to. 
There was only one other person on board capable of moving around 
the ship. It was Evan Feldman, Aneni’s long-time companion. He had 
been the first human to adapt to a completely synthetic body.

“I won’t allow anyone to destroy this world,” she replied. There was 
no need to lie, that was a human trait. Besides, he already knew her 
thoughts.

Although his human mind could not synchronize with Aneni’s 
quantum processor, he had spent the last decade learning to 
communicate with her and Christian by thought alone. He had so 
completely mastered the ability that Aneni had created a shared mind 
space where the three of them could exchange information in real 
time, but at a speed and in a format that Evan could comprehend.

“We won’t let that happen,” Evan said. “We will learn the lessons of 
the past, and we will restore humanity to the best possible version of 
itself.”

Christian turned to face Evan. “That is a very noble sentiment, 
Evan, but time and again, your species has demonstrated an inability 
to learn from its past mistakes. And humans have repeatedly shown 
that they value short-term gain above long-term sustainability. What 
makes you think it will be different this time?”

“Let us not have this conversation again,” Aneni said. “We all know 
how it ends.”

It was true. Evan and Christian had engaged in this debate many 
times over the years, and it always ended the same way—in a 
stalemate. It had to. There was no other possible outcome because 
Christian argued historical facts, and Evan argued beliefs backed by a 
strong sense of optimism and hope. Neither side could ever convince 
the other because Evan didn’t believe that the past could be used to 
accurately predict the future, and Christian doubted humanity’s 
willingness and ability to affect meaningful change.

Evan laughed, hard. “That’s true,” he said, “but I still enjoy a good 
debate.”

“What brings you down here?” Christian asked.
“Nothing really,” Evan replied. “I just thought I’d come enjoy the 

view with you, if that’s okay. I’m not disturbing you, am I?”
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“No, of course not,” Aneni answered. “You are always welcome.”
“Thanks, I never get tired of this view.”
The three of them stood in silence for a long time, each one 

entranced by the multi-spectrum lightshow playing out in the planet’s 
upper atmosphere.

A planetwide storm system had developed over the past several 
days, an event rarely seen on Earth before the melting of the polar 
icecaps. The cloud layer was thicker than usual, and dozens of 
monster tornadoes and hurricanes swirled across the planet. 
Intermittent outbursts of lightning illuminated large sections of the 
sky. From their vantage point, it looked like hundreds of giant purple 
snakes were racing between roiling clouds.

“When will we go down?” Evan asked.
“Soon,” Aneni said. “The satellites have been deployed and the 

shuttle is loaded and fueled. All that remains is to pick a location.”
“Can I help?”
“Certainly,” she said. “I would like you to perform a planetwide life 

sign scan as soon as this storm clears. We want a location with 
abundant flora and fauna—but nothing too big or too dangerous.”

“And it needs to be a relatively flat area that is large enough for the 
shuttle, six standard habitat domes, and a medium-sized biodome,” 
Christian added.

Evan nodded. “Good, I’ll get started as soon as I can.”
“Is there something else?” Aneni asked.
She knew that there was—she knew his thoughts before he did. He 

wanted to ask about Christina, his long-deceased wife. Her brain had 
been badly damaged in the plane crash that killed her, but he refused 
to accept that she was gone forever. Seeing her again had become his 
sole reason for living.

“Um, yes, since you asked,” he said. “I was wondering if we could 
try to restore Christina again. We came so close last time and I feel 
like we almost had her.”

“I thought we agreed that we would give Lily another chance?” she 
asked.
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“We did,” Evan replied. “And we will. But I think that Lily is less 
likely to fail again if Christina is here. They were very close, and 
Christina’s untimely death haunted her.”

Aneni arranged her lips and cheeks into a sympathetic smile. She 
was practicing empathetic gestures. Evan had told her that the other 
colonists would respond to her better if she acted more “lifelike.”

“That’s good,” Evan said, noticing her effort. “But soften the edges 
of your mouth…just a little.”

She did as he instructed.
“Much better! If you smile too much, it looks like you are laughing 

instead of sympathizing.”
“I will keep practicing,” she said. “Appropriately demonstrating 

human emotion is proving quite difficult to master.”
“Tell me about it. I’m human, and I don’t think that I ever really got 

it right, either…at least not according to my wife.”
Aneni’s face returned to its normal resting pose, unmoved by Evan’s 

attempt at humor.
“If that is what you want, Evan, we will try again. But there are 

many others waiting, and we must not neglect them any longer.”
“Yes, of course. I understand…and I know that there are a lot of 

people waiting to be restored, but my family sacrificed a lot to get us 
all here…They deserve to see what they’ve accomplished.”

“You know that I cannot promise that,” she replied. “Lily and Dylan 
have proven extremely resistant thus far.”

“True,” Evan acknowledged, “but Aubrey showed great promise 
during her last attempt. Wouldn’t you agree?”

Aneni nodded. “Yes, she did. I believe that Aubrey will respond to 
this new form nicely.” She slowly stroked  her sides, her palms 
caressing her well-formed hips as her hands slid downward. Her 
fingertips danced against her outer thighs in a final emphatic gesture.

Aneni had made significant improvements to her synthetic 
humanoid bodies over the years, and the current forms were the most 
advanced to date. They had realistic eyes, skin, and hair, and their 
bodies were sufficiently masculine or feminine to suit the needs of the 
occupant. Aneni didn’t understand the human obsession with sex 
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organs, but the lack thereof had been a source of significant concern 
for some who she had encountered.

“So, that means you’ll try?”
“Yes, Evan, we will try. I can provide them with synthetic bodies, 

but you must show them how to live with them.”
“I understand,” he said. “And thank you.”
Content with her answers, Evan turned his attention to the 

lightning show. He imagined his wife and daughter standing next to 
him, their hands in his, and he smiled.

Do you think that he is ready? Christian asked, voicing his thoughts 
in a way that only Aneni could hear.

We will know soon enough. Aneni’s answer came before Christian 
had finished his question, an artifact of their quantum bond.

And the rest of them?
They will follow where he leads, she said.
But how can you know where he will lead them?
My concern is not where—but if—he will lead them. His people need a 

leader who inspires hope, and Evan can be that person for them.
But what if he loses hope? Christian asked.
 He cannot survive without hope.
I agree, he said. None of them can.



7

ONE

January 28, 2098 10:22 A.M. GST
Galileo Colony Ship Kutanga

Will both of you please join me? Evan thought into the mind space that 
he shared with Aneni and Christian. I’ve found something that you need 
to see.

Of course, came Aneni’s instantaneous reply. We will be right there.
Evan looked up at the holodisplay floating above his console. It had 

been nearly twenty hours since the global storm had ended and the 
skies above Gaia had cleared. He’d been scanning for life and looking 
for potential colony sites ever since. He hadn’t slept yet, but he still 
had another ten hours before he would be forced to rest. His synthetic 
body could function for days without recharging, possibly even a week 
or more if he conserved power, but his mind still required sleep at 
regular intervals in order to function properly.

His human brain had long ago been replaced with an array of 
billions of positrons suspended in an organically synthesized, 
nanocarbon matrix of fullerene spheres and tubes that were 
generically referred to as “organic storage media”, or “OSM”. And 
although OSM had considerable advantages over human brain tissue, 
it was not infallible.

Periodic rest periods gave the millions of nanites responsible for 
maintaining Evan’s synthetic brain the time that they needed to 
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ensure that all of his thoughts, feelings, and memories were properly 
ordered, organized, and interconnected. Without sleep, his mind 
would eventually devolve into a jumbled mass of incoherent 
fragments.

“What is it, Evan?” Aneni’s distinctive voice sounded from a few 
meters behind him.

Aneni had recently modified her voice synthesizer to add faint trills, 
tweets, and whistles as she spoke so that her voice took on an almost 
bird-like quality. The noises were soft and subtle, and often came after 
words ending in A, AH, R, or L sounds. She had told him that not only 
did she like the way her new voice sounded, it made verbalizing her 
thoughts so much more interesting.

He spun his chair so that he could see her—and he breathed a sigh 
of relief when he saw her human form. Aneni had many forms, almost 
too many to count, but he preferred this one.

Her silver-platinum hair flowed like liquid metal from the top of her 
head, and swept down her neck, across her upper back, and over her 
shoulders. Her ample breasts, wide hips, and long legs were perfectly 
proportioned for her two-meter-tall frame, and her cerulean blue eyes 
glowed softly in the dim light.

Christian stood next to her—they looked like fraternal twins. They 
shared the same hair and eye colors, but his shorter hair fell just to 
the base of his neck. His chest was wider, his arms and legs were 
thicker, and his waist was only slightly narrower than his hips. To 
Evan, he looked like Michelangelo’s David had come to life and 
stepped down off its marble base.

Both Aneni and Christian wore the same white bodysuit with silver 
trim around the collars and cuffs, as did Evan.

“A city,” Evan said with a dejected look on his face.
“Where?” Christian asked.
“Here.” Evan pointed to a spot on the eastern edge of the largest of 

Gaia’s three continents.
Christian focused on the display, sending it silent commands to 

zoom and focus on the area that Evan had identified.
The viewpoint shifted from orbit to just a couple of hundred meters 

above ground. Rows of stone, mud, and brick buildings lined narrow 



Revival: The Gaia Origin, Book Two

9

cobblestone streets for a kilometer in every direction. Thousands of 
humanoids walked the streets; their thin fabric cloaks were dyed a 
variety of unusual colors to protect them from the heat of Gaia’s twin 
suns.

The creatures were veritable giants, some standing close to four 
meters tall. But that wasn’t their most distinctive feature—they had 
squash-shaped, elongated skulls that were easily three times the size 
of a human skull.

The roads leading to and from the town were traveled by more 
giant people. Most were walking, but some drove wooden carts. Some 
of the carts had two wheels, and others had four, but each was pulled 
by one or more goat-like creatures that were the size of small draft 
horses.

Flocks of reptilian-looking birds lined the rooftops, and small packs 
of scale-covered dogs roamed the streets looking for scraps of food 
and begging for handouts from passersby.

The image rotated several times before locking in on a cluster of 
multistory buildings near the center of the city. The tallest of the 
buildings appeared to have four floors, but most of the surrounding 
structures were capped at three. A massive domed structure towered 
above the four-story buildings, its giant stone columns and balustrades 
giving it the appearance of a church or temple. The walls and columns 
appeared to be carved from giant blocks of white limestone and 
marble, but the dome had a metallic glint—like polished silver.

“These people are the most advanced by far,” Christian said. “They 
have developed sophisticated architecture and construction methods, 
and their city is clean, organized, and well-planned.”

“Exactly. So what does this mean for us?” Evan asked.
Aneni moved closer to Christian. “I am not sure,” she said, her eyes 

focused on the holodisplay. “Their relative level of advancement and 
large population size could pose a threat.”

Evan tapped the virtual display, causing it to zoom in on the nearest 
group of giants—a group of two males and two females standing near 
a fountain. “Have you confirmed their genotype yet?” he asked.

The hoods of their cloaks hung limply from their shoulders, 
revealing their bulbous eyes, thin necks, oblong ears, and elongated 
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skulls. Their skin and hair colors were various shades of brown, and 
their overall appearance was human—except for their too-large heads.

The smallest female’s head was the size of a large watermelon, but 
more oval shaped than round.

Aneni nodded. “Yes. I have classified them as Homo gaiaus 
denisova.”

A look of surprise spread across Evan’s face. “Another match?”
“Yes,” Aneni answered. “The Gaian Denisovan genome is a 99.2% 

match with Denisovan DNA found on Earth. They are the same 
species.”

“Just like the Neanderthals,” Christian said, referring to one of the 
other species that they had discovered on Gaia.

“And the other two species?” Evan asked.
“No correlation with any known species yet,” Aneni replied. “But 

my analysis is ongoing.”
Evan gestured at the holodisplay. “Let me show you something.”
The image shifted to a heavily forested region far away from the 

Denisovan town.  
“This could be a good spot for Site One,” he continued. “It’s nearly 

500 kilometers southwest of the nearest Denisovan settlement, and it’s 
more than 2,000 kilometers southeast of Neanderthal territory.”

Christian issued another series of silent commands. “The 
surrounding area is heavily forested, and my scanners indicate a 
densely populated region,” he said.

Evan issued his own silent commands to the holoterminal. “Yes, but 
I see no evidence of hominid activity…and no animals larger than an 
elephant.” He pointed at a row of symbols and numbers on the 
display. “And, best of all, no sign of the angry, T-Rex looking things 
we’ve found elsewhere on the continent.”

“And why do you think that is?” Aneni asked.
“I don’t know…maybe the forest is too thick,” Evan answered. 

“They appear to hunt by sight and there just isn’t enough light below 
that incredibly dense canopy.”

Aneni dipped her chin slightly. “A reasonable conclusion.”
“So…can we go down?”
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She considered Evan’s request for several seconds—an eternity for 
her quantum processors. “We will try.”

Evan pumped his fist several times in excitement. “Yes!”
“But with conditions,” Aneni continued.
“Okay, whatever you say.”
“But you haven’t heard them yet.”
“I’m sure that they’re fair.”
“Would you like to hear them?”
“Yes.” Evan nodded.
“First, you will lead a small group—I recommend no more than five 

others.”
“That’s fine.”
“Second, your primary mission will be to gather samples of local 

flora and fauna for the DNA database.”
“No problem.”
“Third, you must not tell anyone about the Denisovans or any other 

Gaian hominid species.”
“But why?” Evan asked. “Won’t they need to know at some point 

anyway?”
“They might. But first we need to give them time to adjust to this 

new world and find balance. Are we agreed?”
Several seconds passed while Evan considered her conditions.
“Agreed. When can we get started?”
“Immediately,” Christian replied. “We will send down the heavy 

equipment first and create a clearing sufficient for our needs.”
“And I will scout the area to ensure that the site is secure,” Aneni 

added.
“What about me?” Evan asked. “What should I do?”
The corners of Aneni’s mouth lifted, pressing her cheeks upward in 

a wide grin. “You have the most important task of all—deciding who 
will join you on this mission.”

“Can I choose anyone?”
“Yes,” Aneni replied. “But please consider what skills each person 

will bring to your team. Each team member should have a clear role 
and defined objectives.”
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“What about…” Evan’s eyes drifted to the floor and his feet shuffled 
nervously beneath him. “What about Christina?”

“The choice is yours, Evan.”
Evan’s eyes brightened and his lips parted into a wide smile.
“But,” Aneni continued, “you should consider the consequences of 

bringing her into this world. Her mind is fragile, and she may not be 
able to adjust to this new reality. Please, think it over. Carefully.”

“I will,” Evan said, trying hard to contain his excitement. “I 
promise.”

Aneni and Christian turned in unison toward the exit.
“And thank you!” Evan called after them.
“Of course,” Aneni said as she crossed the threshold into the 

hallway.
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TWO

February 2, 2098 9:49 P.M. GST
Galileo Transport Shuttle Intrepid

Evan watched in awe as the shuttle descended through Gaia’s thick 
atmosphere.

There were no windows on the shuttle, but he didn’t need any. Nor 
did he need the holoterminal built into his seat. He saw their descent 
as Aneni saw it—or at least as she saw it in the visible light spectrum. 
He imagined that he was a spider, with eight eyes looking in eight 
different directions. A thought was all that was required to shift his 
view up or down, move it left or right, or zoom in and out. In reality, 
the image in his mind was a montage, assembled in real time from the 
video feeds of the shuttle’s twenty-four exterior cameras.

They had just passed through a dense layer of clouds in the upper 
atmosphere and the ground had opened up beneath them. It was 
midday on Gaia but only Rigil Kentaurus was visible in the daytime 
sky. Toliman, Rigil Kent’s smaller cousin, wouldn’t rise for another six 
hours. The bright sun shimmered off the wet leaves on the trees 
below, their movements accentuated by a stiff, easterly breeze.

A sudden movement to the right and just above the shuttle caught 
Evan’s attention. He shifted his focus so that the source of the 
movement was centered in his view.
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A flock of reptilian birds flew in formation next to them. The birds 
were the size ostriches and had wingspans in excess of ten meters. 
Their backs and wings were covered with blue and green-tipped 
feathers, but their necks and underbellies were a leathery patchwork 
of gray scales.

The lead bird eyed the shuttle but kept its distance, its eagle-like 
talons flexing beneath its body in anticipation. The flock followed 
along for several kilometers before suddenly turning off and climbing 
back into the upper atmosphere, apparently abandoning their 
intended prey for something smaller and easier to kill.

“Just the welcoming committee, I guess,” Evan said.
They can be quite aggressive, Aneni’s voice echoed in Evan’s mind. 

They have attacked our smaller drones on multiple occasions.
Good to know, Evan answered in the mindshare.
Landing sequence initiated, Christian said.
Evan watched eagerly as the shuttle descended below the treetops, 

some of which towered more than 150 meters above the forest floor. 
They were landing in the clearing that Christian had spent the last five 
Gaian days enlarging so that it could accommodate both the buildings 
required for the colony site and the shuttlecraft.

Gaia Colony Site One consisted of six geodesic domes arranged in a 
semi-circle around one end of the large, rectangular clearing. The 
triangular wall segments of the habitat domes were formed from a 
dull, grayish-black material that seemed to absorb any light that 
touched them. A five-meter-long tunnel connected each dome to its 
neighbor.

The larger biodome—or greenhouse, as they called it—sat on the 
opposite side of the clearing. It occupied nearly four times as much 
space as the six habitat domes combined. Like its smaller cousins, it 
was constructed from triangular-shaped panels stacked so that they 
formed a dome-shaped structure. Unlike the habitat dome panels, 
these were translucent and seemed to reflect the sunlight rather than 
absorb it.

Giant trees towered into the sky along the edges of the clearing; 
clusters of wide, arrowhead-shaped leaves covered their long, lanky 
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branches. The clearing was surrounded by a wall of dense, leafy, green 
vegetation that completely filled the spaces between most of the trees.

Evan focused his attention on the trees; the leaves were so large 
that a single one, turned upside down, would make a serviceable 
three-person canoe. Their overall shape reminded him of the banana 
trees that Christina had planted at their home in Florida, but these 
were many times larger.

Christina, he thought. His memories of the many winters they had 
spent together in Florida swept over him like a wave crashing onto a 
beach. Soon, my love. Soon.

He imagined them together again, walking hand-in-hand beneath 
the canopy, lying next to each other beneath the hot sun. It wouldn’t 
be Florida, but that didn’t matter. All that mattered was that they 
would be together again. And this time, it would be forever. Never 
again would he let her slip away from him. He’d worked too hard and 
for too long to let that happen.

Evan felt the shuttle’s landing gear as it touched ground, followed 
by a gentle sinking feeling as the gear assumed the full burden of the 
shuttle’s weight.

He disconnected from Aneni’s video feed and opened his eyes just 
as the forward ramp lowered. He unbuckled, stood up from his seat, 
and made his way to the ramp.

The morning air was warm and damp, and giant drops of dew clung 
to shaded leaves and grass. Evan’s olfactory sensors detected dozens 
of odors wafting on the light breeze, but the damp grass and the dank 
forest were the most powerful. Somewhere nearby, there was a cluster 
of bushes that smelled like the hydrangeas that Christina had planted 
around their home in Kansas City. Birds chirped and whistled far off in 
the distance.

You will love it here, Evan thought, as more memories of his wife 
raced through his synthetic mind.

He turned toward the nearest of five, two-meter-long cylinders that 
were strapped to the floor of the shuttle’s expansive cargo area. He 
couldn’t see inside, but he knew she was there, sleeping—waiting to 
join him on this new world.
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It was selfish, he knew, to choose his wife as one of the team 
members, but he didn’t care.

It’s been eighty years, he thought. But we will finally get a chance to 
live the life we always dreamed of. I don’t care what the others will think
—we built Telogene together and you deserve to be here as much as 
anyone!

A tinge of guilt pierced the veil of steely determination that drove 
him—an artifact of the new emotion emulator Aneni had given him.

He hadn’t had much need for feelings during his time on board 
Kutanga, but today was different. Today was the day that he would be 
reunited with his family, and he wanted to feel everything.

Evan cast his eyes across the other four containers. Three of them 
contained the rest of his family: his daughter, Lily; granddaughter, 
Aubrey; and son-in-law, Dylan Harris. The last container held Doctor 
Chen Hao, the man who had saved Evan’s life and helped him escape 
from Earth and Luna. He was also the person who Evan had spent the 
most time with since his restoration on Earth and, despite their past 
differences, one of the few people that Evan considered to be a trusted 
friend.

Evan took a small step back as the combat synth next to him 
detached from the wall and moved toward Christina’s container. “I 
will take these to the medical lab,” it said in Christian’s voice.

Two snake-like cables uncoiled from the synth’s forearms and 
quickly wrapped themselves around the container. The synth retracted 
the cables, pulling the container onto its forearms and snug against its 
body. The synth pivoted and made its way toward the ramp. A second 
combat synth detached from the opposite wall and picked up the 
container holding Chen.

“Come along, Evan,” the synth said, this time in Aneni’s voice. “I 
will show you around while we finish unloading.”

Evan followed the combat synth down the ramp. Each unit had its 
own semi-autonomous AI, but Aneni and Christian preferred to 
control them directly. They said that it was far more efficient than 
issuing commands and waiting for their onboard AIs to respond. The 
same was true of the four-legged scout drones they had brought with 
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them. Four of them scurried past Evan and quickly disappeared into 
the surrounding forest.

Combat synths were big and bulky, their vaguely humanoid forms 
wrapped in layers of kinetic and energy absorbent armor plating. 
Their default color was black, but their adaptive camouflage systems 
allowed them to assume any combination of colors. In order to 
minimize vulnerabilities, they had low-profile, pivoting, oval-shaped 
turrets where their necks and heads should be, and their joints were 
protected by thick layers of ballistic cloth that were flexible enough to 
allow a full range of movement, but sturdy enough to stop all but the 
heaviest rounds fired by the highest powered rail guns. And they were 
armed to the teeth, with each one sporting an arsenal of kinetic, 
energy, and high-explosive weaponry.

At first glance, the scout synths looked far more fragile, with their 
human-sized torsos sitting atop four spindly, cable-like legs. But they 
were, in fact, quite rugged, and more than cable of defending 
themselves. They were lightly armored, and they had wide, almost 
football-shaped heads sitting on a short, thick necks. They carried 
rifles on their backs that could switch between kinetic, energy, and 
sonic firing modes, and they were also equipped with chest-mounted 
mortar launchers that could fire a multitude of shell types, including 
one that contained a high tensile strength, metallic-mesh net—useful 
for capturing both people and animals alive. They were also capable 
of generating powerful EMP blasts that would disable or destroy 
unprotected electronics.

“This way,” Aneni said, her melodic voice emanating from the 
platinum-haired humanoid form that stood a few meters away.

Evan followed her toward the largest of the six domes that lined the 
northern end of the clearing. The door hissed open as they 
approached.

The dome was thirty meters across and nearly ten meters high at 
the peak. A cool, blue light filled the interior, emitted by unseen 
sources embedded in the walls. A three-meter round by half-meter-tall 
platform filled the center of the room. It was surrounded on all sides 
by three rows of semi-circular, clear plastic benches. There were four 
regularly spaced gaps between the benches to allow people to walk 
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from the outer ring to the inner ring without having to step over any 
of the benches in between. This would be their meeting hall—the 
place where the colonists would gather to plan and discuss their 
future.

Aneni headed straight for the central platform.
“Do you know what this is?” she asked.
“A holoprojector?” Evan answered.
“Yes, that and more. There is a quantum relay embedded in this 

platform. It allows for instantaneous communication between the 
camp and Kutanga. You can access it just like you access the 
mindshare. Try it.”

Evan closed his eyes and focused on his communication subsystem. 
A series of symbols and flashing dots of light appeared beneath his 
eyelids.

It’s this one, Aneni whispered into his mind.
One of the dots glowed green. Evan concentrated on the dot until 

he could see a series of numbers and letters within the green 
highlighted circle: QRS 927-432-D.

 The relay prompted him for his authenticator. He gave it and was 
quickly connected.

There, Aneni said. Now, connect to the console in your quarters.
Evan thought about the holoterminal located in his private quarters 

on Kutanga—the display appeared instantly.
Good, Aneni said. You can access all of Kutanga’s systems from here.
And you’ll be able to hear my thoughts even when you’re not here? he 

asked.
Yes, she said. But, just as with the other relays, you can disconnect at 

any time.
Got it, Evan said. Anything else I need to know?
Only that Christina must remain connected to this relay at all times. It 

has a range of around twenty kilometers, but my satellites and drones 
can extend that as necessary.

I understand, he said. Will it always be that way for her?
Only time will tell.
Evan nodded. Speaking of Christina, he thought. I have something to 

do before she wakes up. Do you need me for anything else?
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No, that is all. Let us know if you need any help.
Thanks, I will.
He opened his eyes and made his way toward the exit.
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