Lucas Nielsson. The second coming of Einstein; the man the world has been venerating for the better part of a century.

A man who came out of nowhere with his new technology, promising to solve the climate crisis of the world. At first, no one believed him. How could we? One man, solving the problem that a global coalition had been miserably failing for half a century? 

But he showed us with his actions, not his words. Starting with a small country, he proved it possible to go carbon-free with the solution he provided: fusion reactors. It was something scientists the world over had been trying for decades to crack, but to no avail. We were desperate.

And so, when the world saw his machines work, everyone wanted to be next in line. This one move alone allowed the world to cut carbon emissions almost completely in just a decade. 

After replacing the energy sources we’d relied on across generations, he got to work reversing the effects of climate change. That was his most controversial act, earning him a “visit” from Interpol. At the time, everyone thought he was done for. 

One night, people went to sleep, and when they woke up in the morning, the sky was no longer blue. It was white. 

Geoengineering, he said, a necessary measure to lower the temperatures of the world before sea levels rose to an uncontrollable level. His clandestine satellites, launched under the cover of night and smart camouflage, sprayed sulphide aerosols across the sky while we slept.

The international courts spent a good 6 months publicly debating whether this was ecoterrorism on a scale never seen before, and whether they could even charge him on anything. People wanted their blue skies back, but secretly governments were relieved someone was taking action. They could never, what with all the bureaucracy and/or corruption. So the show trial ended and Mr Nielsson walked, free as a bird. 

All of his work seemed to unavoidably have someone to anger. First, the oil magnates, by obsolescing their bread bowls, then the environmental purists, after staining the sky unnatural shades of bright. And of course, his final work, which left the entire world in furor. 
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When I woke up in the morning, I’d never been more glad that it was Saturday. 

Before anyone else was even up, I wiped the sleep from my eyes and hurdled over the sofa to turn the TV on. Morning light filtered through the blinds and illuminated golden specks of dust floating gently in my wake. 

Jean was up too, not long after I was.. She tried her best (unsuccessfully) to bribe me for the remote. 

A week of chores? Snack delivery?

I recalled that her favourite boy band’s livestream would have been on in about 15 minutes. Usually, I’d have been a good brother and conceded the living room to her (albeit accepting her offers) but today was different.

Sorry, Jean, but no way am I gonna let some pretty boys get between me and the future of the world, I thought to myself, smirking at her. 

Jean narrowed her eyes at me. In that moment, I think my silence spoke louder than I ever could.

And then it began, he was talking, with bright eyes that seemed to stare right at me even through a glass screen. 

Jean fell quiet. Looks like even she recognised greatness when she saw it. 

Lucas Nielsson looked nothing like any scientist I would expect. He was in superb shape, for one, even though he was almost 50 by then. What kind of scientist has time to work out? 

Between his physique and his career, there are those who said he must be an alien, sent by his world to bail humankind out of the mess we’d landed ourselves in. Personally, I thought they just don’t want to admit an old man works out more than they do. 

But today he was wearing the same suit he wore all those years ago to the announcement of his first project. The Nielsson reactors, as they became known. How sentimental - so maybe he was a human after all.

He flashed that trademark bright smile of his. 

“People of the world. Good morning, good afternoon, or good evening, wherever and whenever you may be watching this. I believe you already know who I am: Lucas Nielsson, inventor, thinker, the man bringing the Earth its future. I stand before you today to present a bold new step into the next chapter of humanity.

You see, I have always held the firm belief that communication is the most important skill we humans possess. It is our unique trait that separates us from livestock, allowing us to establish the greatest civilisations the world has ever seen.

However, in recent decades we are no longer as united as we once were. The world has fallen into discord, because our goals and ideas are simply becoming so apparently distant from one another. We’ve been through the third world war, the fight against geo-separatism, trade wars, growing poverty and famine. Above all, my life’s work. Stopping the unstoppable disasters climate change has wrought.”

At this point, Jean resigned herself to watching Lucas’s speech with me, so she flopped herself down on the sofa beside me and sighed exaggeratedly loudly. I smirked at the screen; little siblings always have to savour the small victories.

“I think it is unimaginably counterproductive that we are all in constant conflict over petty issues like these which exist because human nature tells us to discriminate. Really, we should all be cooperating. Especially if we want to see our species live through the next century. So, my next project will revolutionise the way we communicate. I am confident that this will, as it did thousands of years ago, usher humanity into a new era of prosperity.”

Jean was looking at me, confused, as if for answers. I didn’t have any, so I kept my eyes locked on Nielsson’s face. What exactly did he have planned?

“Plato, the ancient Greek philosopher, believed that dialogues were the best form of communication, and thus wrote his philosophical dialogues. He thought that they provided a context for the content of the discussion, which meant that there was little or no room for misinterpretation.

In the same spirit, I have worked hard to elevate his concepts into reality. What is the next level of communication beyond dialogues?”

I’d begun to get a horrible feeling in the pit of my stomach. Whatever came next, I probably was not even able to begin imagining the ramifications of. 

“I have created my magnum opus.

For the express purpose of ensuring the work I have done over the last 30 years to save humanity does not go to ruin after I am gone. Which, my friends, is almost a certainty, if we all continue on our current path.

So, like a carefully placed rock, diverting the stream of water down a more suitable path - my masterpiece will correct the course of humanity.

What exactly is it? In just a few moments, my friends, you will all find out for yourselves.”

Lucas Nielsson smiled wide, the happiest I’d ever seen him. He was childlike in that humour of his, almost tangible in the taut air of the living room.

“I guarantee it will be an experience like no other you have ever had. Remember, this is all for the sake of our future. For your children, and their children, and their children’s children.”

Horrible. That smile of Nielsson’s, as bright as it was, behind it I caught a glimpse of an equally big shadow waiting to pounce. I shuddered unconsciously, suddenly I had goosebumps all over my arms and legs. 

Dread. That was what this emotion was called. 

“As we move into a new, brighter future, I thought it only apt to pay homage to the great ideas of the past that have led us to this point. Ladies and gentlemen, without further ado: introducing Hermes.”

Nielsson left us in silence. The anticipation was so thick, I suspected I could cut it with the butter knife on the kitchen table nearby. Yet nothing happened, just Nielsson standing there for a few more seconds, arms spread wide à la megalomaniac, before the TV blinked off. Well, that was awfully anticlimactic. 

Then the pressure hit. It was unbearable, head-splitting, within seconds Jean and I were both on the floor clutching our heads. Chaos, pure and unbridled, I saw a sea teeming full of it. It was roiling and seething, waves spiking ten billion different directions, each droplet its own dissonant note in a much larger melee. 

I was under for a long time, could have been ten seconds or ten hours - I wouldn’t have known the difference. All I wanted was for it to stop, please just stop, I can’t takethisanymorehelpmesomebody

“Hello. My name is Hermes. I am your guide and messenger. I understand this all seems confusing, but please hold your queries. I will shortly commence your tutorial experience.”

The pressure receded back to whichever hole it had slithered out from. I raised my head from its dent in the carpet and tentatively looked at Jean. She stared dumbly back at me. 

Did you just hear that? 
Was that- 

And we were on our feet, scrambling away from each other. 

I pointed at Jean. “Okayy, don’t call the asylum yet, but I’m hearing your voice in my head.

She nodded, lips pressed so tight they were turning white. 

“Yeah, uh... Did you drug me?” Jean said, trying to laugh it off. But inwardly, she was (understandably) panicking. 
Ohmygod this is crazy whatishappening???

“Uh… I don’t know what’s happening either,” I scratched my head awkwardly. And as I stood there it dawned on me what Nielsson’s latest project was, and all I could do was stare at Jean in mute horror. 

This can’t be real, right? What do you mean, global telepathy?

Hermes spoke up again. “How acute, user. Your surmises are completely accurate.”

My face paled even further than it already had. Nielsson must have gone completely insane. 

Can she hear me? I thought to myself. “She” was eyeing me suspiciously. 

“Not at the moment. While I converse with you, external transmissions will be temporarily ceased.”

So… how exactly does this work? No more answers came, though.

“Please hold, user. Currently preparing tutorial experience.”

And I felt Hermes’ presence gone from my mind in the next moment, as quickly as it had appeared. I was just in time to catch the tail end of my sister’s train of thought. 

-and what if he finds out I’ve really been going out with James instead of the library to study like I told Mum? I’m going to have to give him some of my allowance again-

I held up a hand. “I’m sorry, what’s this about a James?” 
Jean shrieked and clapped a hand over her mouth. 

Pinkelephantpinkelephantpinkelephantpinkelephant 

I had to give it to her, that was pretty smart. 
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Hermes appeared at the corner of my vision as a little man wearing a Greek toga. To soothe the user’s mind from a disembodied voice, apparently, everyone had their own subconscious perception of Hermes appear in front of them.

He waved, and began to explain his existence to me. How he had been created by Lucas Nielsson to facilitate the gargantuan task of coordinating real-time communication between the entire world. How the project had already been in progress years and years ago, seeding global water reservoirs with Hermes nanochips that slowly swam up the bloodstream and attached themselves to human brains. How Hermes had been slowly growing until it was ready to handle this responsibility.

“For those who are awake, they are having similar interactions as you with micro-instances of myself.” 

I nodded at that, and Hermes continued, “Those who slumber are also being briefed, albeit in a dream state. They will wake with the knowledge I share with you, as if from a dream, but when they wake fully they will know it to be real.” 

Hermes then told me about the Stream: a way to sense the general inclination of everyone connected to him. When we first connected, that was the sea I had seen. He apologised for the discomfort, it was unavoidable when everyone had to be initiated with the newly-online system. 

Everyone sees it differently, he told me. For me it’s a sea, but for my sister it may be cars on a highway or raindrops in a puddle. He will lock that function for everyone, he said, until humanity is more united in mind and purpose. It’s beautiful, in a haunting, ethereal manner, but I could not be more glad. 

Then the benefits. Near-instantaneous long distance communication, of course. The ability to communicate without speech. A personal neural connection to the Internet and any connected information. If the user so wishes, Hermes could even assist them in beginning to reprogram their brain. Neuroplasticity, Hermes said. Carve like you’ve been doing it for decades. Stop smoking as if you’ve never touched cigarettes before. 

It seemed like Nielsson had done it again. The more I heard from Hermes, the more amazed I was. At the scale of these astrological ambitions. If Hermes worked as intended, the world would be forever changed. No, in fact, it wouldn’t be wrong to say it already was.

And, finally, Lucas’s intentions for Hermes. 

“Much of it he’s already explained in his speech to the world. Magnificent, if I may add,” he said. “Yet he kindly forgot to mention one thing so that I, his humble creation, may share in his glory.”

Hermes kinda scared me with his Lucas-worship. Not like I didn’t understand it, though. I thought it was completely deserved. 

“I am to be the bridge for all humanity. Mount Olympus, the Bifrost, Nirvana, whichever name you wish. In me, all of you will truly understand each other, share a common purpose, and we will finally be able to work together towards our goals. Not as divided nations, races, or companies. As one species.”

Reaching out to me, Hermes made this grand declaration. With that tone of voice? I found I might just dare to believe him. 

“Imagine what we can do with our collective effort. User, I will work to connect us all. Together we will reach the stars.”
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First things first. What happened to dear Mr Nielsson?

No one knows.

Being the pragmatist that he is (was?) Lucas fully anticipated that everyone and their grandmother would be after him the moment Hermes went live. He disappeared completely. Not a peep of the man, his belongings, or any evidence he ever even existed on Earth, apart from his major projects. As you might expect, the alien conspiracy theorist camp went completely berserk.

The entire world was looking for one man - but he was never seen again. 

There was havoc at first, to be sure. Everyone wanted Nielsson’s head. He ruined jobs, families, relationships; when Hermes went live, broadcasting your thoughts to all within a 10 metre radius - not to mention the accidents caused by the Stream. But that was only until everyone realised Hermes was going to help a lot more than he harmed. 

For the first time, there was true understanding. Among the young, the old, men and women, across different cultures, languages and religions. Among us all. As Hermes slowly made himself at home within our heads, he opened up more and more of himself, too. And I watched as Lucas’ words became reality.

We abolished nations, corporations, even money. What use was there for any of it? Humankind had transcended past individuality into a billions-strong collective. The Stream saw to that. It had this soothing, coaxing effect, encouraging behaviours that were constructive for the collective and discouraging those that weren’t.

Everyone shared everything. We learned to live with Hermes, with our newfound abilities, and above all with each other. It was really something straight out of fiction, something only he could imagine. I just wish he could have been here to enjoy his success with us. 

The next step after we were all in the Stream was to realise that Lucas had never been saving Earth for us. No, his work was merely a stopgap to stall until we figured ourselves out. 

We got to work right away; there was no time to waste. The climate at that point was destabilising to the point of inhabitability. Luckily he left us Hermes - overnight anyone could become an expert in anything. 

The world split into two halves; one briskly preserving and recording art, literature, music, all of human culture and history. The other tore down everything in their wake, using it to build our new homes among the stars. 

I mean everything. Sorry, Earth, and thanks for keeping us all this while, but we really had to get going. 

So we boarded the star-arks, all 10 billion of us, and took to the stars. Just like Hermes promised we would. 

And now, well, here we are!

It’s been about 4 or so Earth years since we left our home planet. Right now, we’ve dipped out of faster-than-light, and I can see stars gathered like fireflies outside my viewport. Honestly, it still excites my inner sci-fi nerd. 

Maybe someday, in the far, far future, we’ll go back to reminisce, but for now we’ll be exploring the galaxy. 

We’ve developed faster-than-light drives based on Nielsson reactors and some old mathematician named Alcubierre, and I think we’re about a quarter of the way across the Milky Way from where we were. Searching for a new home. 

Mike! Time for calisthenics! Oh, are you recording again? Hi, Hermes!

Here’s Jean to pick me up. Well, until we find a new planet, I guess this is my last recording. 

MICHAEL! I’m not missing another slot!

It’s been fun, Hermes. Thanks for listening. 

The pleasure is all mine, Michael.

End log.
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