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The allure of war has long passed.
      It was their pride to celebrate the death of cyborgs.
      They took to the streets in their trademark blue with the words "human" emblazoned all over them, fighting only with whatever technology they could automate on their own.
    The robots went haywire, massacring renowned Nobel laureate in Physics, Dr Berdicha, prompting them to band together. Two months of conflict resulted from it. Despite past atrocities, just one party arrived in the Land of Milk and Honey. 
    It was somehow over before it truly began. In the end, the robots were nothing more than dazzling armour, engulfing people in their reduced state of silver dust. 
    All that remained were too many electronic parts that were meant for robotic innovation. They never reverted to their prior slave-like state.

***
He stood staring at the waves crashing against the two-dimensional drawings of anti-automation propaganda on the ship's hull during a breathless pause.
     The damp ambience infiltrated him. To keep warm, his fragile body let out a whimper of energy. As the warmth embraced him, at the only place that offered the soul refuge; peace finally gladdened his heart. There was a faint stench of coal burning in the breeze.
     Enzo gazed around, attempting to make sense of his surroundings, until his attention was drawn to a crimson speck in the distance. Every inch it moved forward, Enzo's brain transmitted a signal to his legs, however, chills in his spine prevented any movement. His legs turned to granite and it simply felt like an anchor was fastened to them.
     Quickly morphing into a hovering object, it charged before coming to a halt inches away. He realised at that moment that it was too late to flex his fingers.   
    The squeaking of the door jolted him back to reality. A black shadow sprung from the ground and peered at him. The hovering scarlet car faded into oblivion as the figure moved away from it. His dark eyes were fearful pools of despair.
      ¨Let's rest from all that running, shall we?¨
       While lifting a foot, it sent vibrations ahead, and caught echoes of the silhouette ahead approaching.
       ¨Like it or not, you aren't going anywhere¨
       He took a step backwards, one step, and prepared to plant his feet. But what was supposed to be a step grew into an infinite descent.    

***
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      The blinding rays were pouring through his eyelids leading them to flutter like curtains caught in the wind, unable to bridge the gap in what they saw. His thoughts were drowned out by a strong anguish in his brain. 
     His eyes glistened as he struggled to adjust to the bright colours. At that moment, he noticed a clipboard looming above his face.
      ¨You're awake.¨
      ¨What happened?¨ Enzo inquired. His gaze drawn to his reflection in the mirror, revealing him donning a head brace.
      ¨You're in the hospital dear. You took a rather hard fall. Someone was there at the right time.¨
       Everything seemed to be a fever dream. The last thing he recalled was fleeing from the orphanage. Despite that, too many emotions were oppressing his mind to remember what exactly happened. 
       Surprisingly, he had no recollection of crashing upon anything. Certainly one that caused an excruciating pain.
       Now he lies in a dilapidated hospital room with depressing grey walls. The environment did not appear to be one in which patients felt motivated to improve their health. If anything, it will bring someone closer to death.
     ¨The doctor will be with you in a short moment.¨
      A lanky man entered the room from the front door. He walked briskly with the posture of a lieutenant. His eyes were soulless as he grinned coldly. His face appeared to be twenty years older than the rest of his body. One would suppose that was the effect of staring at a computer screen all the time.   
      ¨How are you doing?¨
     ¨ Not as bad as….¨
     ¨ I'm Dr. Durus, the person who has been checking up on you in the last few weeks,¨ he responded abruptly, cutting him off.
      ¨When will I get released back to the orphanage?¨
      ¨Don't worry about that for now. You will need to get better gradually. As for the health of your brain, we did surgery to stop the internal bleeding. Although, there might be a need to follow up on that,¨ he responded in a serene tone, despite the fact that it had caused Enzo's hair follicles to contract.
      ¨Press the button if you require any assistance.¨
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As he laid there staring at the back of his eyelids, reminded of the recurring disturbing memories, he quickly grabbed the nearest magazine and flipped to a random page for an escape.

        For years, humankind has struggled to answer one of the most complex topics we have encountered; the solution may be closer than we realise. The universe is a perplexing yet a distinct aspect of our existence. Scientists have been delving into numerous aspects of the universe, but one of the most difficult aspects of the universe—dark energy—has yet to be confronted. Dark Energy accounts for 72 percent
of the entire mass-energy density of the cosmos. Despite our awareness of the magnitude of its effects on our universe, we have yet to properly appreciate much of it due to its intricacies, and our scientists thought it was the appropriate time to use it for our personal benefit….

     The figure of the nurse appeared as the lights went off.
     ¨You need to go sleep soon.¨ 

 As he turned to face the nurse, taking a quick glance up, the room had vanished into a silent nothingness. Reaching for the lamp, disregarding everything else, he returned to the article.

          …..After obtaining light speed energy in our space crafts, we were finally able to travel to the Andromeda galaxy in our effort to find life beyond our galaxy. With the continuation of this mission and the exploitation of dark energy, we will be able to go beyond the limits of the observable galaxy, which has previously confined our space exploration to a minimum level. Dark energy consists of neutrinos and neutrino-like particles that travel at a significantly greater speed than light. Experts have created an alloy, Efentix, through extensive research that is baryonic and can interact with non-baryonic matter. The Quaesitum Space Agency, or QSA, has launched a manned  spacecraft, Efen X, to venture beyond the visible barrier utilising this one-of-a-kind technology. Gregory Shepard, one of the Efen mission astronauts, has significant military experience and holds a PhD in both biology…….. and physics. Whereas the other astronaut, Thomas Pahari, has completed numerous…...missions, as well as…. 
Make sure to……….. upcoming edition of The Gap In Space ……….the newest…… and….breakthroughs in……of space…...

      As he made a pathetic attempt to continue reading, darkness engulfed him, as the weight on his eyelids was agonising.  

***
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  The tranquility of the surroundings hung strangely on Enzo's shoulders like a fine silky comforter. He tried to sleep, which was the sole thing that offered him peace, but the glaring lights that he couldn't help but notice prompted his eyes to be as wide as always.
      Quickly, a discussion down the hallway coalesced in his thoughts, robbing him of any chance of sleeping….
      ¨Dr Durus we need you.”
       ¨Why?¨
       ¨There's an emergency!¨
       ¨Just tell me.¨
        Silence ensued…
       ¨ I'm not sure if you already know but Both astronauts, have indicated that they were doing well in the first few days onboard Efen X.¨
       ¨ Get to the point! I`m busy.¨
       ¨On the third day, what we believe to be a technetium star crashed into the tank of fluoride stored for a mission. The immense heat of the impact must have caused a chemical reaction which resulted in technetium(VI) fluoride or technetium hexafluoride. Efentix and technetium(VI) hexafluoride formed efentix(V) fluoride and many other solids through the compounds in the surroundings....¨
       Enzo's larynx was flooded, ready to burst, yet something in him wanted to hear more.
       ¨…..After a quick look by both astronauts, they reported that efentix(V) fluoride together with the surrounding compounds with the radiation of the black energy has caused to start Efen X to deteriorate.¨
      ¨What happened to the astronauts?¨ In the midst of his ambiguity, a voice spoke up.
      ¨Despite the fact that he knew gravity is three times stronger than we've ever seen in space on prior unmanned excursions beyond the barrier, Gregory went out in the aim of patching the gash. He began to lose control, as predicted, and the radiation from the impact site created a repelling force with the suit's poly-carbonate causing him to rift further away from the spacecraft. We do not however know what happened. If we even ponder saving him, timing is crucial.¨
       Enzo didn't hear any more voices or notice any shadows move.
       ¨Just follow me to the control room.¨
       Sharp footsteps accompanied by solitude.
***
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       Thirst progressed from a peaceful background music to a raucous rave. Every warm inhalation depleted his body of water. His lips are covered in white paste. With the room swallowing groans, the corner of his mouth stung.
       The shirt collar had a foul odor of saliva. 
       ¨Ew...¨ he slid his legs off the bed, muttering. His joints started to quiver as his bare foot landed on the chilly grey cement. 
       Searching around for a jug, he instantly noticed that there weren't any, or that his brain couldn't process the sight of one. He rang the bell and waited anxiously, but no one showed up. Eventually, he decided to take matters into his own hands.
      It is indeed ironic that a facility that wants you to strengthen up doesn't provide the simplest essentials for it.
      As he placed his bare foot on the chilly corridor floor, his entire body jerked.    
      The hallway was the clearest example of the chronic state of the hospital. If a wheelchair came down the corridor, one would have to hug the walls. The once-painted walls are now covered in flakes that cling to the walls by a miracle and reveal the crumbled cement beneath.
      The air felt stagnant, and the fluorescent light seemed static. But most noticeably, the silence was deafening.
      Gently, he dragged himself forward through the hallway. Despite the fact that he could smell danger in the air, he opted not to give it any thought. At the corner of his eyes, he read Dr. Durus on the door. Enzo turned in due to fascination but was stunned to see a pair of familiar faces.
       On the computer screen, he and his brother lay staring at the wooden chair ahead, with the words 'Enzo Louise Shepard' and 'Silas Louise Shepard' accompanying their faces— interestingly, Louise was his middle name all along. He continued scrolling the paragraph underneath, enticed by the idea of finding anything to do other than glare at the withered plant in the corner of his ward and the back of his eyelids.

Sat,Feb 5, 2133
From: Errol Dionysus
To: James Durus   

Dear Dr. Durus,
        The fatal tragedy on Efen X occurred around 11 hours ago. The spacecraft has proceeded to disintegrate in front of Pahari`s eyes. We have 14 days to save Thomas
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Pahari till it disintegrates into uselessness at the pace it's degrading. The spacecraft has yet to reply to any commands via the control panel, leaving it bound to almost nothing.
      Gregory Shepard, however, was wearing the X-type tank, which supplies almost 96 hours of oxygen. Given that the suits offer maximum protection if not damaged, his chances of survival are estimated to be about 99 percent. We calculate that he floated 184° south of the ship based on imagery from Efen X. Even though finding him without coordinates may be challenging, we feel it is achievable if we adopt 184° south as our directions while using the spaceship as a reference point.     
      Time is of the essence in rescuing our astronauts. We can't develop an automated spacecraft, and none of our present crew can operate Efen X. Furthermore, we cannot afford to lose our finest and only astronauts who have the experience to go beyond the barrier during the space race against the east. 
      We feel that this is the right moment to abandon conservation of the ignoramus et ignorabimus in favour of testing modern Cerebrumology technologies. 
     Despite your worries, we thoroughly examined the brain's major cerebrum, cerebellum, and four lobes. We also extracted a clone of their mind using the fully functional Cerebromyster prior to their mission to deal with a disaster like the current one.
      We would be able to construct a human that thinks and functions exactly like either astronaut when all the synthetic brain components work together with the uploaded human mind.      
      The technology can only interact with the Cerebellum, which governs movement and coordination, and the Prefrontal Cortex, which controls thinking, only if they share the same DNA as the original brain. 
      Though the mind may not completely adapt to the body, epigenetic changes prevent the body from struggling unduly and allow the body to react promptly to its new brain, allowing it to successfully travel and rescue both astronauts.
      Through an accident and but more importantly a coincidence, one of the adolescents of Gregory Shepard, Enzo Shepard, was admitted here. 
     The crew and I have determined that Enzo Shepard is the safest choice for this after due deliberation of both astronauts' adolescents. He will pilot the Efen XI to the location of both astronauts in a heroic rescue mission.
     The surgery is expected to last roughly 5 hours, with the patient waking up after nearly 11 hours. Having stated that, we will have to launch Efen XI before the patient wakes up in order to save the astronauts.
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      We only need your permission to proceed with the surgery. Please respond as soon as possible.

Yours faithfully,
Deputy Director of Campaign Efen
Errol Dionysus.

       Enzo stepped back. For a brief period, his mind stalled. His brain went underground as his thoughts caught up. It brought about a feeling of peace within him, a brief period for his brain to finally comprehend his feelings after a long time and girder the soul for what was to follow.
      With one foot out of the office, Enzo began screeching at a pitch his throat couldn't keep up with ¨Dr Durus! Dr Durus…! Dr....¨ His words became gentler as his tongue resembled a desolate lake filled with cracks.
      The sensation of footsteps resonated down the hallway.
       ¨What do you think you're doing?¨
       ¨I'm willing to go to space.¨
       ¨What?¨
       ¨I read the email. I know everything.¨
       ¨Why were you in my office?¨
       ¨Stop asking questions! My father is out there. I need to save him for Silas!¨
       ¨Don't be silly! I'm not sending a fourteen year old into space. Can you comprehend how ridiculous it sounds? Don't you realise that you'll never get back your own true self? You've got so much to live for, kid!¨ He wailed lamentably as he promoted his hands upward.
        ¨ I'm not a child. Our entire existence has been a struggle to survive in an orphanage with merciless caretakers. Why do you think I ran away? I can finally look the world from another perspective while doing it for my brother.¨
       Dr. Durus and Enzo shared a brief period of silence as he contemplated the words that his brain had transmitted to his larynx.
        ¨If that's your wish.¨
    ***

¨Do you really want to do this?¨ inquired Dr. Durus observing Enzo's clenched hands.
        Enzo raised his head slowly, keeping silent. After what seemed to be a brief moment of deliberation, he progressively lowered his head.        
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       He was hesitant to venture to space, but he was also opposed to the notion that he wasn't the one going.
      He was mostly emotionless about death. 
       He hadn't said anything since the day he made his benevolent sacrifice. He spent the rest of his precious time thinking. As a result of his inaction, his lips had grown together. He wanted to say something but couldn't move a single facial muscle. His face hardened to the consistency of a sculpture.
      ¨It's 10 o'clock. If the astronauts were to be saved, the procedure would have to be started soon. The operation theatre was now fully prepared.¨
      Dr. Durus motioned for the nurse to go.
      The familiar nurse and another nurse who looked exactly like her arrived and rolled the bed out into the hallway. The corridor leading to the surgery room was lined with windows. A flood of pitiless light imbued the day with innocence and reality. He observed the sky first, and then the operating room. 
     The sun's rays flooded into the room and hit his face for a fleeting second before retreating into bleakness, like a plant being forced absence from the sun.
      A wave of xenization surged over him.
      His face was covered with a mask, and his nose flared as it picked up the anesthesia, causing his eyes to close gradually.
      He stared at the wires from the brain that led to his forehead and then observed Dr. Durus’ grin as Enzo`s eyes closed inexorably. Each region of his brain gradually went asleep, producing a peaceful symphony.    
      ¨I'm going to save my father,¨ he thought. His heart loosened with the absence of fear. His face was like a delicate gemstone with a sparkling shine.
         A scalpel pierced his skull, displaying the cortical vein pulsating and ridges on his brain. The knife is gradually brought closer to him. His enthusiasm had faded from his face like an empty playground at dusk.

***
A message signal illuminated bright red in the control room.
       ¨Efen XI has descended on Efen X. Taking a turn 184° south.¨   
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