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The talented hits a target,
that no one else can hit.
The genius hits a target
that no one else can see.

Arthur Schopenhauer, German philosopher

PREFACE

The year is 2068. The Human Civilization had reached its own Everest.
Nothing new, nothing undiscovered, nothing more perfect, was left to be
discovered and harnessed by civilized people in our world. Our Civilization had
reached full satisfaction of human reason and skill.

Our small planet is unique residence of animate matter (life) in the whole
immense universe. This fact is determined by the basic symmetries governing
our world/universe. Life on Earth is a Universe of Animate Matter and it can
exist only in dialectic unity with the Universe of Inanimate Matter- the whole
immense universe which we observe in our most powerful telescopes. Outside
this coexistence there is no observation, no measurement, no comparison,
there is no reality, there is no world at all! Life on Earth is the Great Unique
Observer of the World-Universe!!!

Achieving its final triumph-apotheosis, Human Civilization — the superior
form of life- lives some short period of satisfaction and pleasure — result of its
highest stage in its evolution. Then, follows sharp fall down to the precipice of
non-existence, to the end of the Human Civilization, of the Life, of the whole
universe. Natural and human initiated disasters start to destroy everything
created by the civilized human being during his long six-thousands years
existence. And everything alive on the Earth.



The Superior Mind of the world/universe (God in religion) sends a
prophet-messiah with task to safe the seed of the Human Kind. God
incorporates the soul of His messiah in the body of a young man — one of the
leaders of the Mission of Salvation.

A lot of philosophical thoughts, a lot of incredible adventures, a lot of
human dramas, love in time of plague, await the readers of this book — unusual
in content and in style. A book revealed to the author by God!

The present book is a science-fiction based on real events which will
happen pretty soon —some 50 years from now. The characters are invented,
they have no real prototypes in our world.

It is very difficult for contemporary readers to understand and accept as
a ‘normal’ fantasy such kind of books. Because their understandings about our
world are shaped by accepted as final truth official scientific dogmas and
philosophy. The average reader just cannot overcome these old-fashion
scientific/philosophical barriers. The book in your hands that you have the
chance to read looks too pessimistic at first glance. But whether you take as
very pessimistic the idea of your own death? If you accept as real thing the end
of your own life, why not to accept as real fact the end of the world in which
we live? It is very logical to suppose that everything that has beginning must
have an end too. It is logical to suppose also that ‘something’ that have as a
beginning of its existence an event uncaused by some previous in time cause,
this cause must be located in the time-frame of this ‘something’. Hence, this
‘something’ is eternal, repeated infinite times in closed time-cycles. The time of
existence of this ‘something’ cannot be straight line, it must be closed-loop
(circle-manifold) contour which beginning and end coincide. The cause of
existence of this ‘guantum something’ cannot be exterior, it is located inside of
this closed loop. Such closed-loop in time object is our unique world-universe!!!

In contemporary officially accepted scientific theories the philosophy
that determines the content, the structure, and the behavior of the world is
replaced by mathematics. Mathematics is just theoretical tool for better and
clearer presentation of the realities in the world in the mind of civilized human
beings. Not substitute of these realities! As we know, mathematics can do
everything which the scientist wants from it. Analysis of mathematical
theoretical models is, in fact, analysis of these models, not analysis of the real
world. A lot of lies are thought to the students in schools, huge money are
wasted by governments and private investors to prove wrong ideas based just
on mathematics.

If you have a patience to read this book to the end you’ll learn —in
literature form — what represents the real universe and how and when it will
disappear.



PART ONE

The beginning of the end

In the coming night twilight, debilitated by heavy thoughts and the
exhausting effect of diabetes, an elderly man was lying on the couch in his
home. It was a man in his early seventy, with white hair — half bald, with
clever,black eyes still unaffected by the devastating effects of the old age.
There was no trace of wrinkles typical for his age at his large smooth forehead.
A man looking at those eyes intuitively felt some immense spiritual power
radiating from the depths of their brain. He was a deeply thinking man,
understanding man, capable man. A person with enormous spiritual potentials.
A man chosen by God.

The old man was distracted by the images displayed on the TV screen,
was seldom sipping small doses of coffee from the cup placed by his wife on
the glass table in front of the couch. His thoughts flowed somewhere between
reality and imagination. The TV was making him sleep better than the slimming
tablets he usually took before bedtime. Next to him on the couch was dozing
his beloved cat Murka. The old man adored his calming nerves purr . The
house was quiet, warm, cozy. His wife was busy with her never-ending
homeworks. She was trying not to hinder him with excessive noise and
guestions. Peter was the name of this elderly man. At the age of 72, a retired



person who has passed through fire and water in his long working life, a world-
famous scientist, inventor of a fuelless source of energy that has been judged
to become a major source of energy for mankind. The global science of the
world he had created was "dictated" to him by the Super-Mind of the Universe
(God). This Theory of Everything was recognized by many people in the world,
but it was still rejected by academic conservatives - the supporters of the old,
outdated scientific dogmas. Peter Hammer was his name.

In the mind of the sleeping man, began to emerge, somewhere from
the deeply located brain zones (the memory stores) confused scenes of his life
interwoven with scenes drawn from the imagination of what we call
subconscious. The brain was asleep, but the subconscious was working actively.
It combined real life events with imaginative ones. Have you ever wondered
what is this power (this factor) that creates and conducts people's dreams? Is
there any such composer-conductor of dreams, or are they just a product of
the blind chaos in the absence of the organizing action of the awake external
consciousness? The subconscious of a sleeping normal person works as the
awake mind/consciousness of the madman. Still, there is something reasonable
in our dreams, something organizing, something like an 'external manager' who
chooses what to show us from the quantum time in which the past, the present
and the future have merged into one pieace and are indistinguishable in their
place on "the arrow of time". Some people claim to have dreamed things that
happened to them much later in their lives. Or had visions of future events that
came to pass later on. Does our subconscious penetrate somehow in the
future, which is not yet revealed to us by the providence? This is quite possible,
though this idea is furiously rejected by conservative scientists. They believe
that the consequence can not precede the cause. That is, the past (the
consequence) can not precede the cause that is in the future. Such a
conservative solution to reality would be true if the second face of reality did
not exist - its quantum common image. In this quantum image, everything is
merged into an indivisible common entity in which there are no separate
elements apart from each other. Under certain conditions, however, this
guantum whole can be " unpacked " and " an individual object can leak from it
with its own individual characteristics. For the case of time, that means 'fishing'
an event from the future and transfer it to the present. This happens not at the
will of the one who wishes it, however. This 'fishing' from the common
(quantum) is statistic and does not depend on the desire and actions of the
person in question. It is given to the person by an external conductor. In the
consciousness or subconscious of a man such prophetic dreams or visions come
upon the order of an 'external spiritual manager' '. Every material object, and



non-material one (spiritual) too, represents unity of two opposites that coexist
and "fight" with each other simultaneously. This is the so-called philosophical
Principle of Unity and Struggle of Opposites. Such contradictory unity is "the
unity and struggle of the individual and the common" existing in every object
(material or spiritual) or in any event. The “individual” in human life is the
events experienced personally by the man and arranged purposefully on the
arrow of time one after another. This arrow of time is always directed from the
past to the present and from the present to the future. In its very indefinite
beginning is the birth, and at the very end is the death. The moments of birth
and death are "indefinite", "blurred" in time, because these extreme moments
in man’s life human beings do not feel (actually perceive) them because their
consciousness is simply absent at these moments.

In the common the place of the events is indefinite on the arrow of time. These
events have merged with each other, melted into a quantum time, a continium
in which no individual parts exist.

Our external consciousness (when awake) reflects the world of
individual objects and events, while our subconscious (working when we sleep)
reflects both. The common in the subconscious is not arranged in the right
direction from the past to the future. The subconscious of a man can "pull"
events from the common of the whole human race and present them in the
dreams in a very confused way in time. If the casual images and events from
the ocean of the common mix with the fantasy games of the dreamer's own
consciousness, then the picture of the dreams will be complete: a chaotic meal
of personal experiences with the addition of foreign experiences and a very,
very fancy inventions of the working brain.

Some of dreams are prophetic. In their dreams, some gifted people can
see events not only from their own lives but also from the lives of other living
people, and also from the lives of all human beings belonging to the whole
human civilization. Such people are especially valuable to mankind.

The great scientists, people of art, inventors, politicians, are not the sole
creators of their great master pieces and careers. Mozart did not compose his
divine music, he recorded in notes what the musical muse whispered to him
from outside. The great scientific theories and technological discoveries that
have changed the cardinal course of human civilization are the work of this
‘external factor'.

Peter knew all that, he was understanding how the great masterpieces
of human talent and thought were born. He himself was endowed with the rare
quality of contact with this 'external factor'. He was sleeping now, nervously
twisting himself on the couch, black thoughts and nightmares were alternating



in his subconscious. But let's get into this one, in principle impenetrable for an
external observer, an individual world of real-life events, events borrowed from
the common and the fantasies of the subconscious.

Peter was dreaming that he was on the banks of a river, turbulent and
deep, the dark waters of which reflected the last red rays of the setting sun.
Something sinister, oppressing the soul, he felt in this twilight that enveloped
the surrounding landscape with its ever-darker, blood-lined cloak. Pieter's
subconscious intuitively felt that the sinister calmness and order of the
surrounding world would soon erupt and give way to a crazy chaos. "Mother,
dear Lord, what is awaiting us," the sleeping man moaned?

Suddenly, as a vision emerged from the thickening darkness, in the Peter's gaze
materilized a boat with a lonely passenger in it. The boatman stood in the
middle of the boat, holding a long rod sinked in the middle of the turbulent
river. A lantern was hung on a short pole at the front of the boat, illuminating a
small sphere of space around it. The boatman's face was not clearly visible, a
black cloak covered his skinny body, his long hair fluttering in all directions of
the compass under the influence of the raising wind. For a moment, the
boatman stopped working with his long rod and stared down at the Peter's
shore. The later realized that the boatman had noticed him and waved friendly
with hand. The boatman understood the gesture and pointed the boat in
direction of the trunk on which Peter was sitting. The old man was sitting
without moving, without talking, his eyes watching the boatman's movements
uneasily.

“What is this weird man. Is he a criminal with bad intentions? Or simply
a lonely person looking for a company in this gloomy, desperately lonely
world," Peter thought.

After taking his boat off the shore, far enough from the lush waters of
the river, the unknown boatman approached Peter and sat down on the other
end of the trunk without asking permission from the host. The boatman looked
at Peter carefully, and said in a muffled, hoarse voice:

“Good evening, sir, | hope | did not interfere with your privacy in this
wilderness.”

“Please, please, feel at home”, Peter answered politely, though the
presence of the uninvited guest was worrying him.

“l am the boatman who carries the souls of the dead sinners to the Hell,"



said the boatman after a moment of silence. He continued after a short pause:

“My name is well-known, Charon. And the river opposite us is the river
Stix, which leads to the Hell. | came for you.”

“”] do not want to the Hell, I'm not a sinner. There is some mistake.”

“There is no mistake. And you have no other better choice. If you stay
here you will die of hunger. In the Hell you’ll survive. They are waiting for you
there. You need them", said Charon, without any explanation.

Peter prevailed over his initial numbess, and scrutinized the terrible
guest. What he saw terrified him. It seemed that the devil himself was seated
next to him. As he had seen him in the paintings of the great renaissance
artists. There was a silhouette of an extremely slender body, almost skeleton
beneath the black cloak of the boatman. The hair on his head resembled the
writhing snakes of legendary Gorgona Medusa. In the twilight, his eyes were
burning like the eyes of an angry Siamese cat. The fingers of his hands were
unusually long and ended with nails of a predatory bird.

“Are you scared of my appearance?", shouted Charon with a slightly
savage voice.

“Am | afraid? There is no such thing, | have seen even more terrible
things than you. But | confess - I'm puzzled by your appearance. Are you either
a ghost or a real living creature?”

“I'm not devil for what you're obviously taking me. Though | serve the
Hell. I'm not a ghost from the shadow world either. I'm completely real
creature, I'm made of skin and bones, like you, people, like to express yourself.
I'm more like a demon in flesh’, finished the explanation of his own personality
Charon.

“Dante? I've always thought this was a fictional story. Or do | dream
now?”’

“You do not dream, you'll soon see that. Dante, in his time, was invited
in the same way to visit and see the Hell. Only Lucifer, the supreme boss of the
Hell, knows why. Maybe to show to the living souls who are candidates for the



Hell, what do sinners expect after their souls leave their earthly bodies?
Nobody explains anything to me. I’'m only serving.”

The boatman got up from the trunk, and impatiently urged Peter:

“It's time, | have a plan to do. Watch how many dead souls had
gathered there on the shore for transportation.”

“I have nothing against to take other souls in the boat," Peter said
generously.

“No, no, you are a special delivery.”

On the way to the boat, Charon unexpectedly stroked Peter's thigh
with his bony hand.

"Is this demon a gay?", Peter thought.

It seemed as if Charon had guessed Peter's thoughts, and he said:

“I punched you to understand that you are real man and not dreaming.
In their dreams people do not feel pain, even though if they realize it as
happening. People also do not feel pain from stroking by a ghost.”

Peter scratched his half-bald head and said:

“l do not know what to think anymore. Everything is so unusual, so
confused. But please do not stroke me anymore. Your fingers are like pliers.”

“OK”, answered in pure English the demon-boatman.

The two sat in the boat and Charon drove the rod in the black waters of
the turbulent river. He took the boat in the middle of the river and provided it
to itself. "To the reason and strength of the water element”, as he said.

It was dark like in a horn. The only bright spot in this black hell above the
raging waters was the spotlight created by the small lantern. Charon's face was
not visible. Only his squeaking voice was heard, which occasionally ejected



some demon’s course. Peter was not asking questions, he just waited humbly
for something to happen, something that would take him out of this nightmare
that he thought his present state is. But the nightmare dream was getting even
more obscene. The wind had become a hurricane, the speed of the water flow
greatly increased, the boat bounced up and down like a ball on a shaken
trampline.

Suddenly, without warning, Charon directed the boat to the left bank of
the river. There, hidden from the sight of the passengers in the boat, there was
a deviation from the main river. On the shore there were two signs: "Straight
ahead - to the Hell of the Sinners", "To the left - to the Hell of the Great
Tribulation". Charon pointed the boat toward the canal leading to the hell of
the great tribulation. The two of them were silent, Peter did not ask Charon
why he had chosen the river leading to the hell of the great tribulation, it was
clear to him why.

“The river will soon enter a tunnel passing through the mountain. It's kind
of a step water slide that's in your water attractions. There will be tremendous
shaking, hold tight on the sides of the boat”’, warned Charon. After minute he
added:

“The exit from the tunnel is an entrance to the future where you go.
There is the dividing line between the present and the future”. And he
continued after short pause:

“The exit from the mountain is an entrance to the 'Wonderland'. This is
the world of the future in which your children and grandchildren live. A future
world that will soon become a hell. My role as guide-boatman ends at the end
of the tunnel. Then | leave you alone in the hands of the providence.”

Charon mumled something else unintelligibly for Peter and disappeared
after a dozen minutes suddenly - as he had appeared two hours ago.

Suddenly the black darkness surrounding the world disappeared, and a
dazzling bright light, blinding, burning eyes, exploded like explosion of an
atomic bomb. Moments later, the blinding light dimmed, and around Peter's
vision a new world appeared, which looked like anything but hell. Charon had
brought him to the paradise instead. But a paradise that, according to the
devil-boatman, would very soon become hell.

Peter looked around - he was alone in the boat. The river was flowing
into a lake that was about a kilometer away from the place where he had
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leapt from the 'other' world. There was no tunnel nearby, no mountain, miles
away from the boat.

“Strangely, how did | get here? Where is the mountain separating the
world of my present and the world of future? Complete mystery! Where the
hell did Charon disappear? Was he real or a ghost? "

Peter had ceased to be astonished at the unusual events he had
experienced and continued to experience after seeing Charon a few hours
ago.

The river in which his boat was unmanageable floating was not big in this
place - about twenty meters in width and no more than two meters deep in
the middle. It was lazily dragging her crystal-clear waters into its bed, rolling
like a giant snake between the low green hills of the area. Mild gusts of the
breeze brought almost subtle to Peter's flair scent of damp land, of spring
wild flowers, which he could not determine what they were, on jasmine, on
green freshly cut grass. The hills were mostly covered with grass, on some
spots of which there were small islands of yellow and blue wild flowers.

"Spring is now, as it was on our land, in our time," Peter thought sadly.

"Nature is very beautiful early spring because it is revived for a new life.
So are the people - they are tender and beautiful while they are young. The
old ones like me are ugly, worn and nasty because they go to the winter of
their lives."

In the distance, downstream, there was visible the outline of the shores
of the lake where the river was flowing. The sun, which hung low above the
horizon, reflected its rays from the mirror surface of the lake. This surface
flashed in places for a short time, as a diamond shone with bright light.

Peter skillfully maintained the boat in the thalvaga of the river, where the
flow of water was the fastest.

“Where the hell did that goddamn servant Charon bring me?”’ — angrily
he shouted to himself.

After about half an hour of winding between the hilly banks of the river,
the boat came out into the waters of the lake. Peter docked the boat on the
shore and tied it to the log of a dead tree that stood lonely on the sandy beach.
On the shore, Pieter felt light, energetic. His legs did not hurt him as he had
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been in his 'time' lately, he wanted to run, to fool, to jump like a young goat.
This fact astonished him a great deal, he stopped and looked closely at his
body. Peter was amazed to find that his stomach had disappeared and in its
place he could see flat as the bottom of a pan white stomach. The hairs on his
whole body were black and not gray as they were before his journey into the
future. He poked his face - it was his, his nose small and a little crooked as it
was, the ears tight against his head as he knew them. But what was different
from before was the unusual smoothness on his face and the luscious soft hair
that closely covered every square inch of his head.

"Is this me or not? If not older, at least | should be the same as | was
before crossing the line separating my time from this future time. There is no
logic in this confused world. If at all this is a real world, not a dream or some

mystification sent out to me. Devilishness somehow. "

Peter checked all pockets of his clothes, but nothing like a mirror he
found.

"If I was a woman, | would definitely have a mirror with me. But we, the
men, are not at all practicable and prudent”’, Peter thought with annoyance.

He looked at the water surface of the lake and struck his forehead:
“Instead of that, we are more creative than the female tribe."

He leaned toward the water surface, and there he saw his blurry, shaking
like the leaves of aspen, current image.

"I look considerably younger - this is the good news. The bad news is that
I'm not sure it's me. Has Charon not put my soul in a young body? "

Not being able to prove or disprove his identity on place, Peter decided to
go to the nearby town that he noticed from the boat.

"If I'm a local, they could know me there?"
The outskirts of the village seemed blurry, moving like a mirage bathed by
the rays of the bright sun, and these rays were deformed through the morning

haze hanging over the town. Peter could not judge the distance to the town
and whether it was located on or near the shore of the lake.
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"Maybe | see a mirage?", thought Peter, but since there was no other
alternative explanation, he decided to move towards the 'mirage’. His walking
was very easy, he even jumped and kicked from time to time, as the little
children did hold by the hands of their rather low-energetic grandmothers. It
was strange that he did not feel hungry. He remembered very well that he had
eaten the previous day at his home for the last time. He had not really had a
dinner.

"The lack of hunger is another proof that | am not real," thought Peter.
"But, damn it, I'd love to have a cup of espresso, and a fresh croissant to it. And
this fact no longer resembles the behavior of a ghost. " He did not care
anymore what he was, as he was unable to solve that mystery, anyway.

"People in the town will decide what | am and who I’'m," concluded Peter,
and walked briskly toward the town. He walked in the direction of the town, as
it seemed to him, but in reality he seemed to be moving away of it, and not
approaching it. Just as this is what self-respecting mirages do.

"Do I’'m really going to the reflection of the town in the lake, instead of its
true location?", Peter reflected, and turned to the left from the previous
direction. This time the town seemed to be approaching. The outlines of the
buildings were not pinned down to the ground, as they were in real life, instead
they were rocking, dancing, bending like waves of flags during a parade,
illuminated in different rainbow colors by the rays of morning's bright sun.
Reflected from the flat glass facades of the buildings, light rays were broken
through the prism of the heated air and changed their legal from the physics
direction. The images of the buildings arrived at Peter's eyes, greatly changed
in their place in the real space. Optical effect. Something like a mirage.

Peter had turned left to the sandy gravel beach and was now walking on a
green lawn. The last one was dotted in some places with small islets of yellow
dandelions. These beautiful wild flowers, which homeowners regarded as
weeds in his time, were destroyed mercecly by them with chemicals. Here,
these 'harmful weeds' looked like a gift of God. Planted by the wind on random
places, they were like golden coins freely displaced by one's generous hand.

"Nature worthy of the brush of a great impressionist painter! And, what

the hell did | destroy these beautiful natural creatures in my yard? ", angrily
thought Peter.
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Suddenly, unexpectedly, from the dazzling, shimmering diaper that hided
Peter's vision to the town, the outline of a small round structure, lonely
standing on the green lawn, materialized.

"Probably an arbour ”’,Peter thought, and walked over to it. Such arbours
he had not seen. It was not a simple wooden arbour with a roughly rigid table
and a semi-circular wooden bench around the table — typical for the forest and
park arbours of his time. The strange arbour was made of pipes, plates, and
connecting them elements. The material from which these elements were
made reminded him of plexiglas or possibly some modern light metal. The
plates and the tubes changed their colors and the intensity of the light which
they were emitting. All of this was not chaotic, but seemed to be in line with
some musical work. The rhythms and harmony of lights and colors, which only
the sophisticated perception of a skilled man could feel and appreciate. Peter
was such a man. He hesitated for a moment and forgot what he had been going
for. Such futuristic structures Peter had seen years ago at the Pompidou Center
in Paris.

“Harmony in the apparent chaos of building elements, changing lights,
colors and music! Do all contemporaries understand that? A strange arbour
built in an even more strange place”, Peter said aloud.

Suddenly, the lights and the colors disappeared, and with them the
image of the arbour was gone, only a vague outline, a skeleton like an
apparition was left. From this arbour-apparition came out two completely real
people - a man and a woman judging by their figures. These were real living
human beings, not a three dimensional hologram, people in living flesh and
bones. They were dressed very strangely, as if they were popping out of a
screen showing a futuristic movie.

“Why am | surprised? | am in the future now. People from the future can
not dress like us - Neanderthals from the beginning of the twentieth century. "

In pure English, the youngsters from the future greeted Peter:
“Good morning, mister. How are you?”

Astonished Peter replied:
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“I'm fine, thanks. How are you?”’

Youngsters smiled and, without answering Peter's question, headed to the
shore of the lake. Peter looked after them as they walked away in the morning
haze, waved to them with hand angrily, and headed for the town.

"Since the language had not changed much, it is logical to think that | had
not gone far ahead in time. Thanks God for that, the future scares me."

Peter entered the town invited by no one, and expected by no one.
Though different from what could be seen in a small American town of his
time, the progress in building materials and architecture was not so much
advanced by the look of this American town from the 'near future'. Along
with modern buildings made up of singing and luminous facades, many
buildings were built in the 'good old days' - buildings of brick, wood and stone
- could be seen. The churches were the same but well maintained and many
of them were restored as they were at the time of their construction.

Driven by the pleasant smell of freshly milled ground coffee and freshly
baked muffins, Peter entered a restaurant that reminded him of his favorite
café - at least from outside — and attracted by the smells that came from
within. Inside, however, the things had changed greatly: strange luminous
tables, even more strange rotating and adjustable chairs, coffee machines
that performed the bartender's oral orders, alcohol and soft drinks vending
machines. Bakery products and pastries were not served by waiters but
climbed out from pipes mounted on the sides of the tables. The service of
coffee and drinks, however, was preserved manual. This was probably done
to preserve the friendly contact between customers and the beautiful half-
naked waitresses.

"Coffee without a nice, beutiful waitress to serve it to you is like drinking
coffee without sugar. And something more”’, but what was that “something
more" Peter could not formulate at this moment. Coffee was served to Peter
with a great deal of elegance and with no less flirtation by a beautiful young
waitress. The coffee was excellent. Peter drank it with pleasure, and
consumed it with an aromatic croissant just made out of the oven. As he was
eating, his gaze wandered through the half-naked waitresses' bodies. For a
moment his gaze stood at the dark triangle he could see between the legs of a
waitress idle at the moment. Peter blushed as he realized that the girl knew
where his eyes were pointed. The girl, however, did not blush. She was
accustomed to the "groping" sexual glances of the customers. The waitress
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settled in a position more comfortable to observe by Peter and shout him a
stunning, very promising smile.

Peter remembered the words of an unmarried colleague-young girl from
the scientific research institute where he worked many years ago. This young
lady justified her light behavior with an example of life: "You have to go to
cemeteries more often. There you can see many graves of young people,
including children. And then, you will understand that life is something very
fragile, something that can break at any moment. You go out into the street,
and a drunk driver drives you down and kill, or you get a cancer and you die in
painful aches in a few months. The conclusion is: Live your life the way you
like it, and do not worry about some stupid morality invented by priests. "

Peter was ashamed of himself and turned his gaze away from the
waitress's intimate parts. He requested the bill. Suddenly he realized
frightened that he did not have modern money or credit cards on him. Peter
trembled with fear as he thought he might be arrested as a simple ruffian. He
called out his waitress and said guiltily to her:

| apologize very much, but | did not check if | had any money with me
before | went to your place. Can | give you my phone number and my social
security nubber? | will gladly return to pay my bill.”

The waitress was surprised at such an explanation, but she recovered
quickly from this surprise and grasped the palm of Peter’s right hand. She
bind it to a glowing red square in the center of the table. After a few seconds
she said:

“That’s it, the bill is paid.”

The limb, that stuck in Peter's throat instantly disapeared, his
uneasiness was replaced by violent joy. He stared at his palm and wondered:

"How much money has been deposited in this old paw? It is interesting to
know who loaded it and why? "

It was clear to Peter that many new things must be learned in this new
world if he had to live long in it. Years ago, when he emigrated with his wife
to America, they did not even know how to pay their bills for electricity, gas,
water, and all the other things in this new world. But they learned with time,
as they learned also English. Here, at least, there was no need to study
English.
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"First, what | have to figure out is who | am and where is my house. If it
still exists, of course “, Peter thought.

” One moment, please”, he said to his waitress, “can you borrow me for
a moment your mirror?"

The waitress silently pointed to a door to the left of the bar.
Behind this door it turned out to be the restroom of the restaurant. Without

wasting time to learn about the progress reached in the public toilets, Peter
immediately turned to the sink, over which was mounted something that
apparently served to reflect the faces of the customers. It was not the simple
flat mirror that served humanity for thousands of years, but something that did
not appear to have a reflective glass surface. Still, this invisible thing reflected
the objects in front of it. But it mirrored them as real, three-dimensional
images. Peter walked cautiously to this miraculous mirror and looked cowardly
at himself. A man stood in front of him, as if he had just leaped out somewhere
behind the invisible mirror. This man was his three-dimensional holographic
copy, but turned at hundred and eighty degrees around - the left and the right
had exchanged their places. Peter reached for this mirror, and the man from
the mirror, as expected, did the same. Their hands touched somewhere in the
space, but Peter did not feel any material contact, as in ordinary old mirrors. He
felt like touching the fingers of a ghost. Then Peter showed out his tongue, the
copy-man did the same in response.

"It's me, but not what | was in my time." Peter's three-dimensional
holographic image was of a young man no older than forty years. The facial
features of his reversed image were very familiar to Peter.

"I've seen this man somewhere. | thing that’s me but in my youth? "

The young man's clothes were the same as Peter had noticed them in
the boat. They were like those in which the visitors of the bar-café were
wearing. These clothes were very comfortable, he almost did not feel them,
they were sewn from some elastic fabric that was adjusting to the body shapes,
whether it was at rest or moving. Peter later found out that in these clothes
there was installed mini-climate system that enhanced comfortable body
conditions. With nothing else to discover in his new body, Perre turned his back
on his reverced image and left the bar.
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"Where to go now?", asked himself Peter. "I have to ask a local resident
where | am and what date is today."

Unfortunaly there was no living soul in the square in front of the café-
restaurant, except for a dozen doves, who were focussed on something
invisible to the human eye on the stone slabs. A hundred paces from him rose
majestically, somehow alienated from other modern buildings, a Christian
temple - probably the local cathedral. The architecture of the temple was
typically Byzantine. The central dome of the temple was gilded, and now it
looked like a second sun, that like the moon shone with reflected light. But this
light was rivaling in power with the light of the natural heavenly lumunary —
the sun. A tall bell tower supplemented the elegant appearance of the old
building.

"If the church is open, there will be surely in it worshipers or certainly
priests. I'll ask them what | want to ask ", Peter decided. Unfortunately, the
temple was closed and a sign was hung on its main entrance: "The museum is
open every Friday, Saturday and Sunday from 10:00 am to 6:00 pm in the
evening. Free entrance. "

Peter was just wondering what a move he would take when he heard a
low, squeaky voice coming from behind him:

“God will punish the unbelieving politicians who had closed the Christian
temples and turned them into museums or warehouses.”

Peter swing at right angle and saw a short, hunched, very old woman
who had leaned against one of the walls on the cathedral and suported herself
by curved can . The old woman caught Peter's curious gaze and assuming him
as compassionate person, continued to chatter:

“The worshipers were expelled from the temples and they were filled
with exhibits humiliating the true religion given to us by the Son of God Jesus
Christ. The old woman stumbled with her can and spit on the stone slabs of the
square. She crossed herself several times and continued:

“They forgot God, they chased him out of the temples. But he will punish
them, so as it is written in the gospel. Watch those steaming mountains - there
will soon erupt volcanoes and destroy the unbelievers with fire and brimstone.
The Judjement Day predicted by Jesus Christ is at hand.”
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Peter caught a moment of brief silence that the talkative old woman took
to recover her breath and asked:

“Grandma, what is this town? | am a stranger here, friends brought me in
the middle of the square - probably a joke - and they left me.”

The old woman looked suspiciously at him and replied:

“It’s Orem. Are you a criminal escaped from the local prison?”’

“No, honest man, retired. Just my friends made a joke with me. To check
out how | get oriented.”

This explanation looked foolish to the old woman, she turned her back to
Peter and started to go quickly in the opposite direction. Leaving his only
informant at hand, Peter caught her and asked very politely:

“Grandma, what day is today, what year?”

“Are you crazy or the sun overheated your brains? Tuesday is today, and
the year is 2068. | do not remember what date is today.”

Having received the necessary information, Peter left the frightened old
woman in peace, and sat down on the nearby bench to rest and gather his
thoughts.

"So Charon had dragged me half a century ahead in the future. By my
calculations in the year when the end of the world will happen. That's why he
told me he brought me to the hell. His last words were: “Welcome to the hell
of the future, my friend. "

"Is this a hell? It looks not like hell, | rather came from the hell, which the
super rich snobs had created for us, the ordinary people. "

Peter was tired. He was thinking deeply, the warm sun was warming his
naked head. He fell asleep. A voice and a pat on his shoulder woke him up.
Peter jumped off the bench and in a frightened voice shouted:

“Who are you, where am [?”

The man responded kindly to him:
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“I'm a local policeman, and | thought you were sick and maybe faint. You
were raving in dreams and waving your hands. Do you need help?”’

Realizing the situation, Peter replied:
“No, no, I'm fine, | do not need any help.”
He smiled guiltily at the policeman and added:

“By the way, | need help. You are the person who will best help me. Informs.

The policeman, for his part, smiled broadly and kindly replied:

“My duties include not only neutralizing ruffians and criminals, but also
helping people in need. So long as this aid does not harm other citizens and is
within the law.”

“It does not harm, | assure you. And it is not related to breaking the
law.”

“And what is it?”’

“Looks like I'm in amnesia, or someone hit my head. | do not remember
who | am and why I've been here in this town.

“That's not hard to figure out. Give your hand if you like.”

The policeman took Peter's right hand and pressed it against a gray
plate hanging on his belt. The image of the person who looked at him from
the mirror in the bar was displayed on the screen of the policeman's
smartphone. The image said: "l am Peter Hammer, born on May 5, 2029, in
Utah.” And so on. Now Peter knew everything about the man whose body
had taken his soul. It was odd that the name of the young man was the same
as his - Peter Hammer. More strange was that they were very much like -
when he was the same age, of course.

“If you wish, | can make a written record of what you heard about
yourself, sir”’, said the policeman.

“Yes, please, make a record, | could forget something.”

20



The cop made a written record for Peter and said good-bye. He also gave him
his business card:

“Maybe you'll need it?”, he said.

Peter stayed alone and thought about what to do next. He already
knew what body he was using as a bearer of his soul, he knew the address
where Peter Hammer was living, his work, parents, wife, children, and other
important things about him . Old Peter suspected that Peter Hammer Jr was
his grandson. He had not seen his grandson, since he was born after he went
on this journey to the future.

"They had respected me, then. Thanks to them. He is my grandson and
he had scratched my skin. We are twin brothers, perhaps more than twins “,
Peter Sr. thought. From now on we will call him with this name.

"If I'm not mistaken, and if there is no other reasonable explanation, it
seems that I’'m cloned from my grandson's body. And my soul has settled in
this body."

Peter Sr scratched his cloned head and asked himself the logical question:

"Devilish work. Why does Charon, or any other devil, needed this
masquerade? Apparently, devils have also something in mind when they are
doing some important devilish work. They do it for a purpose, not just to
make dirty to a decent man, just by malice. They have also some purposes in
life””.

For now this devilish purpose slipped away from his logic. Peter Sr had to
look for his heirs to know, perhaps, the purpose of this plot. PeterSr looked
for a taxi, but such was not visible in the area of his vision. He did not even
know what modern taxi looked like. In order to clarify this problem, Peter
headed back to his café. He walked into it and, without any explanations,
asked the bartender:

“Please, can you explain to me how to get to this address as soon as
possible? It's hard for me to be oriented in your city.”

The bartender, already accustomed to the strangeness of this customer,
answered politely:
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“One moment please.”

About ten minutes later in the front of the café landed a small aircraft,
which was presented to Peter as "your taxi."

Already flying in the airtaxi, Peter felt frightened how he would pay for his
fare. But soon he reassured himself and said to himself: "I'll pay the way | paid
in the cafe, with my grandson's credit card. But | have to warn my grandson
about unforeseen costs and restrain myself from doing other expenses. "

The airtaxi had little resemblance to the helicopters of his time. The
biggest difference was that there were no rotating propellers on the taxi.
Another mystery to come to know. Peter Sr was an energy specialist, and that
was a matter of great concern to him.

"How are these propelerless and wingless metal ducks flying? | suppose
the source of energy is the quantum energy, but how does it is transformed
into kinetic energy of flying? Perhaps the rocket principle? "

Peter sat comfortably in the chair behind the taxi driver. Without warming
of the quantum engine, the aircub ran straight up into the heavens without
noise, and no shock. It seemed to Peter that the initial acceleration of the cab
was too great for the comfort of his capricious stomach. He barely vomited. But
he stayed silent, he did not want to annoy the pilot yet his life was now in the
hands of that man. Later he realized that taxi drivers were obliged to offer
special pills to the passengers against vomiting. His pilot had failed to do so.

Having climb the required altitude for safe flight - height permitted by air
traffic controllers - the airtaxi changed at ninety degrees the flight direction. It
flew parallel to the ground.

Peter looked curiously at the inside of the cab. There was a large screen in
front of the pilot, which was projecting the surrounding three-dimensional
space, and on which where displayed texts and numbers giving flight
information. The pilot occasionally pressed some points on the screen,
probably to give orders for changes in the flight program. There were no
steering mechanisms or handles for manual control . Sensors took care of the
safety of the flight. The cockpit was isolated from the passenger compartment -
for pilot’ safety. There was space for four people in the passenger
compartment, the luggage compartment was at the back of the cab. In front of
the passengers there was a dashboard, the upper part of which was a three-
dimensional holographic screen, and the lower part was designed to serve the
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passengers - buttons, lights and inscriptions below them. At the bottom of the
dashboard there were openings, from which were coming out the orders - food
and drinks.

As if he guessed the Peter's thoughts, the pilot called in the internal
audio system:

“You can serve yourself, sir, we have a wide choice of drinks and snacks.”

Peter was neither hungry nor thirsty, but he decided to test how the
automatic taxi bar works. He ordered a cold beer from a brand unknown to
him. The beer reminded him of the bitter taste of Heineken. Peter stared at the
holographic screen that was showing the terrain beneath the taxi, writing data
of the flight and the climate in the environment.

"Just like an overseas liner. It is interesting how much will cost me this
luxury trip? Is my paw loaded with enough money to pay forit? ", Peter
thought worriedly. But he relaxed as he remembered to where he was flying.
"They will pay, they are my children after all."

During the flight, Peter did not see any terrestrial vehicles, nor any major
roads, highways, road facilities that spurred the rather intense traffic in his
time. The transport was removed to the heavens, and possibly underground. A
significant part of the earth's surface was free from roads and was given to the
industry, agriculture, housing, entertainment, and wildlife. The population of
the earth had grown considerably and there was no room for unnecessary
land-based road communications which in Peter’s time took large areas. Three-
dimensional traffic created safer conditions for the growing number of vehicles,
the probability of collisions in the three-dimensional space was much smaller
than in the two-dimensional space of the earth’surface. This also provided a
much larger volume of transported goods and people. The streets in the cities
were preserved mostly for pedestrian traffic. It is really stupid to go to the
nearby café with your private airborn car and wonder where to park it. Or walk
your pet in the air, where he trembles with fear. The streets and squares
divided the houses, shops, cultural and industrial buildings from one another
and created buffer zones between the property of the people and the
companies. The atmosphere over the cities was pure as distilled water.
Aircrafts used quantum free energy, the production and use of which did not
release any harmful gases or other harmful secondary wastes. People,
however, were two-dimensional living beings. They were born, were living,
multiplied, and died on the two-dimensional surface of the earth. The surface
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of the earth gave them certainty, confidence; in the air and in the cosmos they
did not feel in their "plate". Because of this, people preferred to move mainly
on the streets and squares, not fly like birds and flies over them. The three-
dimensional world of the earth's atmosphere served only to quickly move
people and loads from one place to another, but not for a permanent life.
Peter rehearsed in his mind how to behave and what to talk at his first meeting
in the future with his son, grandson whom he had never seen, with their wives
and little grand-children.

“Will be better maybe to warn them that I’'m coming? No, better not. Let it
be a pleasant surprise for them. "

The surprise would be really great, but if that will be nice surprise, Peter
was not sure. Meet the resurrected father and grandfather! A shock for
everyone in the family!

“WEe’ll be in front of the house in five minutes”, anounced the pilot.

The airtaxi landed in the same way as it took off — with no shock, and no
noise. After Peter Sr paid for the trip with his right paw, the airtaxi immediately
flew into the heavens. Peter Sr stayed alone in front of his grandson’s house.
His heart was beating like the heart of lizard, his body was petrified, his brains
refused to think logically. Peter's eyes, however, were doing their right job -
they were looking at the three-meter high stone fence surrounding the
courtyard, the massive metal gate embedded steadily in it, the climbing plants
creeping between the joints of the gray well-rounded fence stones, the
wooden horizontal girders dividing the fence along the height and reinforcing
its stability and improving its architectural beauty. Behind the stone fence were
visible the upper floors of the house and its red tiled roof. The building had a
complex architecture, but it was moderately complex. Excessive rupture of the
facade and what lay behind it created only disharmony of this facade and
inconvenience for inhabitants of the house. Peter Sr was understanding very
well that because he was a specialist in this field. And because he was
understanding more than any other human being of the earth the harmony of
the world.

"Beautiful planes fly better," the constructors of airplanes say.

The smart combination of convex and concave elements of the building,
tailored to the comfort of its inhabitants, the spatial ratio of these elements,
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the right choice of colors, the presence of small towers in protruding parts of
the building, the complex roof covered with red ceramic tiles,..., everything this
created appearence of a small French castle built during the Middle Ages and
restored by a skillful contemporary architect. This architect had selected
modern materials, doors, windows, lamps on the facade, chimneys - which
served only for ventilation of the building and for architectural purposes -,
and other architectural tricks. All these modern things did not kill the
impression of a medieval French castle.

Slowly Peter was recovering from initial stiffness.

"Good for my grandson, he understands the everlasting beauty of nature
transferred into architecture. But he is a little bit fascinated also by the modern
ugly architectural solutions. The old wine is tastier than the new one. The old,
traditional architecture has been created for centuries, it had abandoned the
ugly and non-functional elements, it was aging centuries in the minds and
hearts of the people, and finally it was accepted as a final contemporary model-
form of architecture. The old traditional materials remain as basic in
construction and architecture: stone, wood, ceramics. The old architectural
elements also: doors, windows, balconies, division in different levels (floors),
roofs, rectangular shapes mainly. New building materials and architectural
solutions must complement the old ones rather than completely depress them.
Such a complete denial of the old would lead to the death of the eternal
harmony of the world reflected in the architecture of the buildings. This should
also apply to the architecture of industrial buildings and facilities.
Unfortunatelly this harmony of the world has long since been forgotten in the
architecture of industrial buildings.

Peter Sr remembered the modern facades made of luminous and singing
panels and tubes that could change their color as chameleons or change or
reject some of their elements like lizards. These ugly novelties in architecture
were not liked by Peter Sr - they were in contradiction with his aesthetic taste.
And, which is very important, the facades of the houses must be in harmony
with the environment and national traditions in the country.

"I can not accept as normal thing the construction of a glass pyramid at
the entrance of the Louvre or a Chinese pagoda adjacent to a Christian
medieval cathedral. As we can not expect a working mechanism if we combine
apples and gears in one mechanism “, Peter was reasoning, expecting at any
moment someone in the house to notice and invite him inside.
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To convince himself about existing harmony between the house's
architecture and the environment, Peter Sr turned his back to the house and
stared at the nearby and distant site. Far from his observation point, over the
invisible horizon merging the circular land with the celestial sphere, the
majestic outlines of the Rocky Mountains emerged. Their high rocky peaks and
the hills protected from direct sunshine were still covered with snow. The snow
peaks were like mirrors reflecting the sun's rays, rays reflected by countless
small and large snow-covered mirrors, sloping to the horizon, moving in
different directions of space. Natural prisms - fog or water vapors over some
lakes or rivers - split some of these reflected rays and decorate them in a
variety of rainbow colors. This faerie of colors, changing and dancing in chaotic
patterns in the sky, was reminiscent of the natural beauty of the polar auroras.
Below, on the steep slopes of the mountain, the line dividing the zones of alive
and non-alive nature was clearly visible. Above that line were the rocks, below -
the forests. Quantum laws of nature had defined the area of existence of life,
not as wrongly thought by conventional scientists - the influence of climatic
conditions. The level of the World Ocean is this two-dimensional closed curved
surface on which the Supreme Intelligence of the Universe (God,as religious
people call Him) resides. God regulates and stabilizes the life of this surface,
give and take few miles up and down. God is the intelligent quantum nucleus of
life. Everything else living on the earth - bacteria, algae, unicellular,
multicellular, trees, flowers, reptiles, mammals, ... are the protoplasm of the
giant cell of life from which the nucleus draws its food and energy. The
Intelligent Nucleus - God - is invisible to the sensory organs of the innumerable
individual sub-elements of life, as they occupy different dimensions of space.
But as humans and individual material objects in the universe feel gravity - a
manifestation of the deformation of the common quantum image of the
universe -, the individual inanimate material objects and all living beings on
earth feel the stabilizing patronizing influence of God (He inhabits the
orthogonal dimension of space — the two-dimensional closed quantum space).
Leaving the area of the residence of God for a longer time, living creatures
degenerate biologically and mentally, and die very quickly afterwards. These
ideas were explained by Peter Sr in his books.

After gazing enough longtime at the surrounding landscape, Peter Sr
turned his back to face the house again. He was petrified by surprise for the
second time.
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"Oh, oh, am | dreaming or seeing an apparition! Where's my grandson's
house? "

Instead of the castle-house, in front of which the pilot had landed the
aircab, a new house was there - Chinese.

"Whether he brought me to China, this devilish server Charon? He mocks
the old man, this bastard. "

The facade of the new house resembled the facades of the Buddhist
temples that Peter had seen in China during his two-yeasr stay there. The roof
of the house was covered with glossy green tiles, its corners bent upwards like
a Mexican sombrero, columns with spiraling artificial lianas around them,
multicolored plates on the fagade with golden Chinese inscriptions. Still not
looked well at the facade of the Chinese house, Peter Sr was awarded a new
vision - the Buddhist house vanished as a ghost, and a new ghosthouse
appeared in its place. It was a rococo-style house with numerous architectural
elements on its complicated facade.

"It seems I’'m dreaming, damn it. It is not possible for such a solid house to
disappear like smoke and in its place to grow another perfect house with all its
details. This can only happen in dreams or in computers. It is disturbing that |
perceive things as very real, my senses feel real. | often ask myself whether | do
not dream, and that sleeping person never does. "

Peter decided to make sure he sees real things in front of him. He ran a
hand on the rough wall of the fence, but pulled his hand away like a sting. He
felt a heavy electric shock, but not so strong as to kill him.

“Thank you for your grandfather's friendly welcome”’, Peter Sr said
ironically, looking at a device attached to the upper horizontal beam of the
gate’s frame that he had taken as videocamera.

A new thought lit his brains: "The policeman's apparatus identified me as
Peter Hammer Jr, my grandson. My grandson is now, most likely, inside the
house, and with him his household. They see in front of the house an absolute
copy of the owner, a suspicious impostor who apparently wants to enter their
house. Besides, his grandson may already have realized that someone
penetrated and took money from his bank account. This could happen only
with the help of grandson's paw. What would these people think, what would
their reaction be? Eventually the Peter Sr’s patience was exhausted, and he
shouted out loudly:
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“Anybody in the house? I'm your grandfather Peter. From the past.”

A new his stupidity - the long-dead grandfather has declared that he had risen
from death and had come to visit them.

The door opened, and behind it, Peter Sr saw a charming young woman
smiling with a wide open mouth, showing two rows of perfectly symmetrical
white teeth. She was wearing modern dresses, but modestly - without
displaying the intimate parts of her body, as the waitresses did at the bar. The
young woman invited him with a gesture to enter the yard. She kept smiling,
but she did not speak. Peter followed her back to the house, which had once
again accepted its original look of a medieval French castle. An elegant fast
elevator climbed them upstairs. With a silent gesture of the hand, the woman
invited him to a large room, obviously reception room for guests. The interior
of the room had nothing in common with the Middle Ages. The furnishings
were modern in style, similar to those in the cafeteria. The young, silent lady
whom Peter Sr. identified as a servant, with a clear smile, made him realize that
the true owners would soon emerge. And she left the reception room.

As he was waiting for the owners to appear, Peter Sr sat in an armchair
and looked around the room more precisely. He looked with curiosity at the
table in front of him - there was a panel with buttons, lights and inscriptions
mounted on it. There were also two round holes. "Just like in the bar,"
thought Peter. He pressed a button without reading what was written below.
The button responded with a clear female voice:

“Do you want coffee, sir? What would it be? Snack? Juice? Order by voice,
please, whatever you want.”

Peter was shocked by this unexpected suggestion, and murmured with half a
voice:

“Thanks, for now | do not want anything.”

A pleasant female voice, but not the one who had offered him breakfast, called
from somewhere:

” Good day, sir. I'm glad to welcome you to our home. My husband is
getting a shower right now. If you like, wait a minute, please.”

Peter Sr. replied kindly:
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“No problem, ma’m.”

He was astonished to see that the wall decoration had changed - the walls
showed now a hologram of the area around the house. His attention was
attached to the scenery projected on the walls, when a young man entered the
room and after a faint cough, said:

“Good day, sir. My wife informed me of your visit. Can | know who | have
the honor of talking to?”

Peter was startled to hear the voice echoing his own voice, but a little clearer
than his own voice. Not waiting for his grandfather's answer, Peter Jr
continued:

“It's strange that we are very much alike. When my wife Paula saw you
on the TV screen standing in front of the courtyard gate, she thought that |
have a twin brother about whom | did not mention to her for some reason.”

Peter Sr was overwhelmed by the excitement that had occurred to him when
he met his grandson, and replied timidly:

“We are not twins with you. But we are close relatives. | am your
grandfather Peter - you are baptized in honor of me. This is true, incredible it
may seem to you. I'm still not sure | do not dream,however. | think my
strange presence here is just a destiny, a necessity, a mission | still do not
know about. Whatever this higher power, God or Satan, who sent me to you
in your time, it is for some very important purpose | guess. Important for
everything existing on earth, good or bad. | had seen in my life visions of the
future that have come to happen later. This vision, however, is too far in the
future, in which | have no right to live. | believe | have been sent out by the
Providence, whatever it is, in the future to learn about some tragic events
that will happen there and describe them in my books. | am a well-known and
trusted scientist in my time, millions of people read my books. It is possible
that the purpose of this strange visit in the future is to describe these tragic
events and thus to prepare the people of the future for their easier
overcoming. Or maybe for another purpose: to participate in an mission as a
counselor to rescue the human kind. That, the latter, seems to me more
likely.

The grandson was listening to him very carefully, tensely. He answered as he
carefully selected his words:
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“I know many things about my late-grandfather. And all intelligent
people around the world know about him. He is the inventor of quantum free
energy, which is today a major source of energy for our civilization. | have also
read his work on the structure of the universe and its scientific predictions of
the end of the world. Not all people believe, however, that the end of the
world is so close. Intuitively | believe you, although your story seems very
crazy to me. My father had mentioned that he had seen visions like yours.
Then | was skeptical about these visions. But he is alive, and you should not
be here in our time. | will call him and ask for advice about you. And for now,
feel at home. Get some rest before lunch.”

Tired of so many emotions, Peter Sr nodded his head and settled in the
armchair more comfortably. Let his son clarify his status, he decided. Half
asleep, lulled by the quite plesant music comimg from somewhere of the
walls. Peter Sr was already sleeping when somebody pushed him slightly over
his shoulder and in a low voice said:

“A small breakfast is served in front of you, sir. Wake up, please.”

In front of him stood the young maid-woman who had met him in the
yard. There was a knock at the door, and without a response, the grandson
entered the reception room. He motioned the maid to withdraw.

“| talked to my father a while ago. Unlike me, he did not accept your
mysterious appearance as an irrational event. He was very excited. He said
that he expected you. | do not know what to think. You can have your
breakfast, and while you are eating I'll explain what's happening recently in
the world. The time of apocalyptic events, about which | had read in the
books of grandpa Peter, is already started. | do not know what you saw in one
day in our world, but lately there have been things that the hair of the most
courageous people is going up. The earth is already trembling under our feet,
we do not feel safe ourselves anymore in our modern housing settings.
Something very scary happens, something we are no longer able to control.
Our modern means of protection against natural disasters prove to be
powerless to protect us from the fury of the angry nature.”

“What's going on?”’

”0ld volcanoes are getting very active and new ones are starting to
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erupt. Earthquakes everywhere and every day. Devastating droughts and
floods ruin crops. Scientists explain this phenomenon with the destructive
activity of people over the environment in order to extract more and more
resources from it to feed the heavily increased population of the earth and to
meet the needs of our modern civilization with more metals, minerals, wood,
others. With its industrial activity, the civilized man drastically changes the
climate on our planet. And she, the wounded motherland, avenges the man
with severe natural disasters. Between man and nature there is already a war
eye for an eye, a struggle for life and death. Nature had ceased to be a good-
hearted mother for the humans, it becomes a cruel stepmother, even a
murderer. But these are not just the natural disasters that threaten the
stability and life on the earth. Natural disasters are accompanied by human-
induced disasters - large-scale thefts, severe accidents in businesses and
infrastructure, transport accidents, murders. These human-induced disasters
have always existed, but now they are growing in number and amplitude with
each passing year. If we add here the growing microbial war against the man
and the biology that feeds him, it becomes clear that the end of mankind is
close.”

Long silence fell. The grandson quenched the "environment" from the
walls of the room and restored the normal home appearance of the walls.
Peter Sr recovered from the painful impression that left his grandson's words
and said:

“When | left my time in 2016, you were not yet born. | was 72 years old,
your father was only 24 years old. Now he is my age. A little older. When can |
see him?”

“It can be done tomorrow. He also told me he is eager to see you. Dad
believes this is you. They live with mom about a dozen miles from here. He
loves you very much, grandpa, honors your memory. For him you are a leading
star in his life, an example of imitation.”

The grandson had gone unnoticed to "you" and "grandfather."

"He's starting to believe me," Peter Sr thought happily.

The two under the impulse coming from the inside rose and hugged warmly.
The "merging" between grandfather and grandson was accomplished. The
genes had wirelessly transmitted the information to their subconscious that
they were related souls. Words and explanations were superfluous.
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“Excuse me for my ignorance, but | have a question that in your time can
be considered as trivial.”

His grandson motioned him to continue.

“How do you change the appearance of the facades of your house at
such a short time?”

“Quite simple. This is my main business, by the way. I'm an electrical
engineer, and my business is to make holograms of facades and the electrical
systems that carry them out. At the touch of a button, the hologram of the
desired facade climbs in front of the real facade and visually erases it. At first,
when you land in front of the gate of the yard, you saw the true facade of our
house. My wife had decided to surprise you, or to joke with you, so, she had
demonstrated to you other, fake, images of the house.”

”| see. Something hit me, a strong current probably when | decided to
touch the fence by hand.”

“It has nothing to do with the hologram. A high-voltage protection is
built around the fence that is not lethal to humans, but it scares them when
they decide to penetrate the house uninvited. This is mostly to make scare to
the potential thieves. There are almost no thieves in our time, however. But
wild uninvited animals hang around the house sometimes - we live in nature as
you noticed maybe. Once they realized that the fence is biting, they never
comeback to the fence anymore. In other words, it's our electronic dog ", Peter
Jr gaily laughed.

Grandfather Peter moved closer to his grandson and looked straight into his
eyes. He said:

“I do not know what my mission is in your time, but what | would first
like to know is why and how | had been put in your cloned body. Who is this
clever demon who had done this complicated procedure?”’

“I know as much as you do. Nothing. Well, my father knows more,
he's a little spiritualist. Tomorrow you will meet him in his home.”

The two of them secluded themselves at both ends of the couch,
thinking about the incredible events that had happened that day. Peter Jr was
sniffing something that resembled an electronic cigarette and was puffing gray
symmetrical smoke sachets in front of him. As he gathered enough his
thoughts, he asked:
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“How does it happens that some people, very capable, are finishing
their lives without leaving to the next generations nothing useful. And you, the
ordinary engineer, made discoveries that fundamentally altered the course of
evolution of the human civilization. These are two epochal discoveries:
Quantum Free Energy and General Theory of the World. Hardly to believe that
these ingenious discoveries were born in the head of their inventor - you, in
this case. | think there was some interference from outside — from God
probably.”

“You rightly believe that, my grandson”, -said Peter Senior, sighned, and
continued: “Yes, the great discoveries in science, technology, art, and other
areas of human activity, are gifts of God. He is paving the way for unknown to
date politicians and military people to become great leaders and generals. The
great masterpieces of human genius come to life not at any time in history, but
at certain moments in the evolution of human civilization. No sooner, no later.
The ingenious ideas and discoveries have long been unnoticed and not
understood by contemporaries, for they are blind to them. Rarely, a real genius
- prophet in a certain area - is understood and recognized as a genius during his
lifetime. If he is recognized as such, it is 99% probable that this person is not a
genius, or he is a genius of inferior class. It takes time to “swallow”” great
discoveries, to remove the grain from the chaff, to see emerging from the mist
the silhouette of the unknown until now genius scientific discovery that will
change the old-fashioned concepts and to impose new scientific dogmas”’.

Peter's eyes were burning like wind-flared coals. This was a subject he had
been discussing many times with his colleagues and friends, most of whom
were unbelievers. Those well-educated and smart people did not take seriously
his claims about God's chosen geniuses. They thought that any well-trained
scientist or engineer could become a genius if he accidentally drops on a great
idea or some unknown natural phenomenon. They called this phenomenon
"the effect of somebody" without understanding its essence. They also did not
understand why he, Peter, was unable to build an industrial quantum
generator for business before the right time had come, and built it much later,
when the right time had come.

Peter Sr decided to change the subject of discussion and asked:

“And where is your grandmother Evelina buried, my dear wife?”
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“Grandmother Evelina is buried in Bulgaria - it was her desire. Your are
buried there too - in the same grave, but much earlier than that. This is one of
your many graves, grandpa. They are more than hundred in number.”

“How come a hundred? Do you mean that my dead body was cut into a
hundred pieces and each of them was buried in a different tomb? Who ordered
that?”’

“This is your wish written in your poem. Do you want me to citate it by
memory?”’
“Go ahead.”

““When | die, burn my body and buried it in a hundred graves” . And so
on. A very heartbreaking poem. The grandson looked up at his grandfather,
who barely held back his tears. He sighed and continued:

“Your uncremated heart is buried in your grave at the iemetery of
Bojana, and in a glass urn is preserved your uncremated brains dipped into a
preserving solution. This urn is exposed in a museum. The rest of your body is
cremated and your ashes are distributed to a hundred urns that are buried in
different countries around the world. That's it. I'm sorry | upset you.”

After a short pause through which Peter Sr wiped his wet tears, he
said:

“I would like, | would love, to visit the grave of my wife Evelina. Will
you help me?”’

“Of course, grandpa. With my father we will organize a trip to Sofia,
Bulgaria. As soon as possible.”

The two men again sank into sad thoughts. They did not feel when the door of
the room opened and a young attractive woman came in.

“Good afternoon”, she said with a pleasant voice

Peter turned in direction of this voice and saw a charming female creature no
more than 30 years old. With a lovely smile the young woman addressed the
guest:

“Nice to meet you, grandpa. I'm Peter's wife. My name is Paula.”

And she handed her little tender hand gracefully to Peter Sr. He kissed her
hand as were doing the men in the good old days. The young lady blushed
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slightly, unaccustomed with such fashionable cavalry manners. She
inadvertently pulled back her hand.

“I've heard and read so much about you, grandpa. You are a legend in
our time. My husband mocks me about it, but | believe in spiritualism —
summoning dead souls with the help of magical spells in crystal spheres of pure
quartz glass. | believe that the souls of our dead relatives often visit us, invisible
and immune from our material sense organs. But they can be invoked in reality,
become visible, answer questions, only by people endowed with particular
talents. | do not know how that happens, but there are so many examples of
the appearance of spirits of dead people. You are a good example of that.”

“Paula, grandpa is real, he is not a spirit that had come out of a crystal
sphere. You can touch him and you'll understand that he is an alive person.”

Peter Sr did not like that his daughter-in-law considred him as a spirit
summoned by a skillful spiritualist, but he did not protest because he could not
find another logical explanation for his sudden appearance in the future where
he suppose to be not belong. And he did not want to contradict the lovely
woman. Peter Sr had an important mission to do in the time of his descendants
and should not come into conflict with their perceptions. He might be driven
out of their house if he is overdoing with his pretensions of a soul occupying
the illegally the cloned body of his grandson.

“You don’t mention my son George, his wife, my daughter Claudia, my
grandchildren, and the great grandchildren | probably have. I'm interested in
everything concerning my family”’, - Peter Sr said with confidence.

“We'll tell you everything, grandpa. But first let’s have a lunch.”

“| agree. Although a ghost, but my intestines are screming like a pot of
bean on a strong fire. They are complaining that for twenty hours | did not give
them anything essential for processing. Something material to reassure their
hungry spirits”, - Peter Sr smiled.

Paula issued an oral order to the service robots which were invisible
for the people in the living room, and the interior of the room changed
unrecognizably. A larger and more massive table than the previous one, new
chairs, new wall paintings and other new ornaments appeared before the Peter
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Sr’s gaze. He gasped with astonishment.

“How does this happens? Just like in a circus.”

” Automation, which performs verbal orders given to it by a familiar
voice. If you give such an order, the service robots will ignore it”,Peter Jr.
explained.

Paula gave other verbal orders to the robots. Suddenly invisible robot
asked Peter Sr:

“Would the gentleman tell me what kind of food he wants to be
served? We serve modern food, but if the gentleman gives more detailed
explanations, then we could prepare food that people from your epoque were
consuming.”

“0Oh, oh, I'm an easy case. Burgers, french fries, and beer to them
would be perfect for me.”

” This will not make problem for us”. - the invisible robot-waiter
answered. “Within ten minutes your order will be ready.”

Ten minutes later, young woman-maid stepped into the living room
with a large tray in her hands. Peter was astonished, he was expecting a fat
robot, such as in star wars, to roll to the table and serve the lunch. Or, the jars
and drinks coming out from some invisible openings on the table. But the table
was a simple table without buttons and lights on it and without openings. And
the maid was young and attractive real woman. Peter Jr understood the
wonder of his grandfather, winked to him, hidden from his wife’s gaze, and
said:

“Robots do not have round buttocks. Customers do not like to be
served by a rusty cold machines.”

“You're not very original”’, his wife angrily said. “That's true, by the
way. Robots are soulless, they do not understand jokes, they do not respond to
the sexual looks of the stupid men. Beautiful waitresses-girls in the bars are
the human factor that no machine can replace. But as it is known, waitresses
want to be paid for this human factor. Actually, our maid Mimi is a very serious
girl, she has a boyfriend - our technician who maintains the house.”
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“l understand, these geisha-waitresses are not prostitutes, but they are a
lure for men who love to loosen themselves after boredom at working place
and at home," said Peter Sr.

Paula swallowed up this rough morsel without saying a word. Confused
by his untactful comment, Peter Sr decided to change the subject of the
conversation:

“It's interesting to know how the food is prepared and what the kitchen
is, serviced by robots.”

Peter Jr. gave the explanations:

“I and my technician had made this kitchen of the robot-cooks in our
house. Machines and automation. Robots are available on the market. We just
incorporated in them new programs for our use and our voices. Before the
food is used, it passes through precise checks for the presence of harmful
substances, including dangerous bacteria and viruses.” After short pause he
continued:

“You probably do not know yet, but the fight against the dangerous
viruses and bacteria in our time is so stiff that it has become a war of life and
death for the human kind. And for everything alive on the earth, of course. The
time of peaceful cohabitation and tantalizing skirmishes between the big living
and the micro-living is already in history. Dangerous micro-organisms have
mutated to such an extent that to struggle them sucessfully is becoming more
and more difficult, often impossible. The only way to fight this scourge is to
avoid direct contact with them. To not allow them to our body. It is not easy
and pleasant to close people in their homes, to isolate them from the dangers
of the surrounding world, however. One of the consequences of the war of
nature against the man is the greatly reduced immune protection of the human
organism against the new micro-killers. And that makes even more difficult for
a man to fight with these new microscopic killers. Too many babies are born
with diabetes. Genetic engineering is no longer helping.

Many people now do not believe in the near end of life and the universe as a
whole, as it was foretold by you more than half a century ago. And thanks God
they do not believe. If they believe you such a global panic will happen that no
governmental measures will help to silence the panicked people, many of
whom will put an end to their lives. People are afraid not so much for their own
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lives as for the lives of their children and grandchildren. They want their genes
to pass through to their offspring, not to go to the grave with them”.

“That's right”’, Peter Sr said sadly.

“And you, grandpa, do you believe that the end of everything will
happen so soon?”

“ Do | believe? Of course, that's why I'm here —among the last human
generation on earth. That's what “they’”’ know too - those who sent me to you.
God and Satan can not exist without us, the people. By keeping us, they keep
themselves alive. That's why God and Satan have united their efforts now for
ours and their salvation.”

“But you wrote the end is inevitable.”

“The end of the cycle of the universe is inevitable, but not the end of everything
real. Nothing and nobody created this world, hence nothing and nobody can destroy it. O
world/universe is uncreated and indestructible. The soul of a man also is not created and
cannot be destroyed. The universe exists in cycles lasting 4.4 billion years each. Our uniqt
universe is born (appears) in a ready appearance in the "Indefinite Beginning" and dies ir
“Indefinite End" in a ready appearence. And again, resurrected for a new life from the
ashes of its death like the legendary Phoenix bird, the universe begins new cycle, which ir
all its details, in its finest details even though, is absolutely the same like other cycles.
Because there is no “before’”” and no “after” out of the time of existing of our unique
universe. We, the individual civilized people, are the intelligent nucleus of Life in the worl
of individual living things. Without us the whole universe can not exist. Some civilized me
must be necessarily presented in the “indefinite beginning’’ in order to give reason and
meaning to Life and to the universe. The “indefinite start/beginning’ is not a fixed point «
the closed line of absolute time (the “time arrow’’). What the civilized men feel and see
around themself as fossils of life long gone from the face of the earth is, in fact, a “ghost
time”. The soul of a man never dies because it had never been created. We, the civilized
people, are mortal in a given cycle of the universe, and eternal at the same time, because
these cycles are repeated forever, in the same form, in the same details. We know
ourselves as humans, not as human embryos or atoms and molecules of decayed human
flesh. Our souls eternally roam the closed line of our personal closed quantum time. We ¢
forever seen as living people, somewhere between our birth and our death.”

In the afternoon, Peter Jr and Paula brought their grandfather to one of
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his hundred graves. The urn with some of his ashes was hung in one of the
walls of the local cathedral. On the wall, nearby the urn, there was stuffed
a marble plague with the inscription: "Here lay Peter, the last great
prophet of God."

Peter weeped a little on his own grave - one of his hundred. He lay down
bouquet of red roses in the metal basket mounted beneath the memorial
plaque.

People say that general Franco, the fascist dictator of Spain, has wept
bitter tears when he watched a rehearsal of his own burial in a newly built
luxury memorial tomb located close to the tombs of the Spanish kings —in the
monastery El Escorial.

The next day, Peter Sr, Peter Jr, and Paula, headed for George's home, the son of
Peter Sr. There, people were already warned of the advent of the "prodigal," risen
from the dead, legendary father and grandfather. George, weeping in tears, was
waiting for his resurrected father at the gate of his villa. His wife Janet and twin-
granddaughters Tony and Lina, children of his grandson Peter, stood behind him, in
tears too.

Father and son stood for a long time strained by excitement and did not have the
strength to embrace each other. Their legs trembled due to great excitement, clums
stuck in their throats. Janet pushed her husband forward. This make her husband back
to his feelings.

“Are you alive dad? Are you spirit or a living person? | believe that you
are alive, real. | saw your coming to our time in one of my visions. Welcome to
our home and our time, father.”

Peter Sr finally gathered his forces and embraced his beloved son. He
said:

“When | went on this journey in time, you were only 24 years old. You
was unmarried, | knew Janet - then your girlfriend. Now | see you as old man,
retired, with son and grandchildren. Big leap in time is this.”

Peter Sr embraced and kissed his daughter-in-law Janet, and then his two twins-
granddaughters - the seven-year-old Antonia and Angelina. After this very emotional
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encounter, George led the relatives into the backyard of his villa. There, in the shade
of dense vine, a solemn table was arranged in honor of the dear guest from the past.
To Peter Sr was given a seat at the head of the table - where he liked in his time to sit
when his whole family was gathering at lunch or dinner. He said:

“So it was the same in our good old days: me and your mother Evelina at
the head of the table, opposite each to other, and you, my kids, between us.
Your sister Claudia is not with us now. Where is she, is she still alive?’”

“She's alive, dad. She called me yesterday that she will come soon to our
house to see you. She will be accompanied by her two granddaughters Evelina
and Jessica. She had not come to our house for a long time. Her husband died
two years ago, and her only daughter, the mother of her granddaughters, is in
obscurity. She became a drug addict and left her home with her husband - a
drug addict too - many years ago. My sister raised their children. From the
conversation with her, | realized she is skeptical about you. She thinks you're an
alien.”

The solemn lunch was in full speed, everyone was talking, nobody was
listening to anyone. They had been drunk by George's home-made wine and by
the joy of an unexpected encounter with the relict parent. The young children
were pounding under the table and pulling on their great-grandfather's legs -
they could not imagine how such a young man terribly alike to their dad could
be their great-grandfather. And he caressed them on their fluffy heads, and his
heart was filled with such joy as he had not experienced since the time when
his kids were young, and he hugged and kissed them.

"An old man like me can get a heart attack of so many emotions”, old
Peter thought. But he remembered at once: "There is no danger of a heart
attack. | forgot that my very excited soul is now living in my grandson's cloned
healthy body. Just do not get drunk and start talking nonsense, as my wife
Evelina warned me when we took part in such celebrations. Unfortunately, she
is not here to protect me from the temptations of the devil. "

Peter Sr politely was refusing offered to him sweet drinks and desserts.
George noticed that and said:

“I remember, you had diabetes in old age. But now you have a new

non-diabetic body. Relax, have a meals and drinks from everything you like on
the table. Soon, we’ll have a non-alcoholic time.”
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“What do you mean?”’

“What | saw in my dream-vision was a journey to the end of the
world. And beyond.”’\

“Your dream is prophetic, son. You are also God's elect. | am glad to
have an associate and partner in your face. It will be easier and safer for me
with you in the Mission of Salvation. As | see people around still accept me as a
ghost from the past.”

They did not talk about it anymore. Peter Sr was looking at the many dishes
served on the table. Most of them were unknown for him. He tested them
cautiously in small portions, and if they tasted good he consumed them in
normal quantity. His young body was hungry, it wanted food to produce
energy.

| offer a toast for my late mother Evelina. She would be so glad to
see us already grown old and with her grandchildren around. And daddy with
us”’, - raised his glass George. He wiped his tears and added:

“A lot of time since her death passed, dad. Our pain about her is
fading away with each year and mom becomes a ghost in our memory. Not so
sharp like before, but still haunting our souls.

“How about me?”’ -jealously asked Peter Sr.

“The same. Difference is that you live through your books and great
discoveries in the souls of all people on the earth. You’ll never die.”

Peter Sr sighed deeply and said:

“My beloved wife, your loving mother, George, was alive and healthy
when | left my time for your future world. It is a pity that God did not send her
with me on this journey for the salvation of mankind. It would be so useful to
all of us. Let’s drink for her, for my Eva, the original mother of our family.”

Everyone got to their feet, children came out from under the table, they all
took glasses and drank for her memory and eternal peace.

Peter Sr was so happy to be with his family. There was no longer any sense of
being a ghost among living people. He was alive among alive people - he was
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completely convinced in that. Everything seemed very real, it was not possible
for these cheerful sensual people to be just imagination of his consciousness.
Even though Charlie, the dog, who was hanging around Peter, waiting to get
some morcel from the table, looked very real, growling and tearing when
someone was trying to jerk the bone out of his mouth.

Peter looked around, the attention to his personality already settled. A
beautiful mongrel was perched on the opposite bush, looking stupidly at the
feasting people. The bird was chased away by a cat who leaped up from
somewhere.

“This is our cat Murka”, - presented the cat George. “He is a skilfull
hunter. No mouse has a courage to cross his path in the house, but he attacks
birds too, often much larger than him. We are unable to rub in his stupid cat's
head that birds are useful animals. Soo little of them had survived lately. It is
strange that the flying creatures - bees, flies, birds, and others - first experience
the onset of the great tribulation on our planet. They are massively dying
lately.”

The family celebration was over. Janet started picking up the dishes
and cleaning the table. Her young daughter-in-law Paula helped her.

"| see that the patriarchy had survived in their time. Women continue
to serve men”’, Peter thought.

George turned to his father:

“I'm an old man, dad. | have a habit to rest two-three hours in the
afternoon. How about you?”

“I had the same habit in my time too, but now my old soul inhabits a
young body, and this body does not want to sleep afternoon. You go
resting, and | will look around.”

George's villa was a three-storey house, with architecture
reminiscent of ancient Spanish style.

“I had seen such houses in southern Spain - Seville, Cordova," Peter
Sr thought. Glazed ceramic tiles framed the doors and windows, the
facade was white - whitewashed. The roof was covered with red wavy
ceramic tiles. Here and there were wailing snakes of creeping plants that
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were reaching to the roof. There were wooden trays on the window sills
with many beautiful live flowers. And nothing superfluous, nothing
luminous, nothing singing, nothing changing, there was on the facade. Just
as beautiful as a fairy tale.

"Well, my boy, you have a good taste. Beautiful is always simple,
symmetrical, harmonious. And the choice of style is obviously influenced
by Janet in whose veins is flowing Mexican blood”, Peter thought.

Much of the vast courtyard was covered by well-grown grass, no weeds,
and no bald patchs on it. Massive stone wall was enclosing the courtyard.
On the perimeter of the fence were installed video cameras for external
and internal surveillance. On the inside of the fence were planted shrubs -
mainly roses and jasmine. The combination of the smells of these two
royal shrubs reminded the smell of an expensive perfume. The western
fence of the yard was a high retaining wall separating the flat courtyard
from the ascending slope of the mountain. From the joints of the
rectangular stone blocks, from which the wall was built, stalks of winding
plants, grass, ferns, moss were coming out. A thin stream of water flowed
through this four-meter-high stone wall, which dampened a moisture to
the rooted plants. It looked like a waterfall whose water source was
almost dry. About three feet from the wall there were two wooden
benches. Peter sat down on one of them facing the waterfall. He listened -
the water was quietly drifting through the leaves of the plants that sucked
from it invigorating moisture.

” Peaceful place for retired people," Peter uttered aloud.

After he was satisfied with this heavenly sight, Peter Sr turned his back to
the waterfall and faced the western facade of the house. Except for a
narrow window on each floor and a solid metal door on the ground floor,
there were no other openings and ornaments on this spartan simple
facade.

"Very, very strange, such beautiful facades with many windows
decorated with colorful glazed tiles and flowers, beautiful doors and
balconies, and such an ugly facade - cinderella compared to them. Why
this inconvinience? "
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While looking for an explanation of this architectural mystery, a dull voice
of an elderly man called up from the upper floors:

“Welcome to the entrance of my technical hermitage, dad. I'll come
down immediately to open the metal gate.”

After a while, the metal gate opened with a creak, and Peter Sr saw the
still sleeping face of his son. Confused Peter Sr hurried to explain:

“Excuse me, my son, that | woke you up, and without your
permission | allowed myself to look around the yard and this strange
facade of the house.”

“Ah, no problem. There is nothing to excuse. You are my father and
not anyone. Anyway, |'ve planed as a next point in the program today to
introduce you to my personal lab which is located behind this metal door.
This door was not used for years, it is for extraordinary occasions. | use
internal secret entries to the lab. Here, in this laboratory, if it is written in
the book of destiny, you and me must create the machine of salvation of
the human kind. But for that later. Now get in.”

Peter walked into the room cautiously, with slow footsteps. George
walked sideways from him. The room was far more extensive than Peter Sr had
imagined from outside. The lab was not part of the house, it was a separate
building linked to the house. When Peter Sr was looking at George's villa, he
had paid attention to the yard mostly, and had not noticed that the southern
facade of the villa was too long for a house and there were no windows in its
south-western part.

In the southwestern corner of the lab, there was an elevator that, as George
explained, was used for his personal move into the lab building, including a
connection to secret corridors leading to the house.

“” Does Janet has access to the lab?’”’, Peter Sr asked.
“No”, - George said bluntly, giving no explanation.
“And your son Peter?”

“No either, but he will have soon access to it. You also. Actually, you
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already have it. The three of us will be a team-leader that is going to be very
important in this project — project for salvation of the human kind.”

Peter Sr did not ask what exactly they were supposed to do, and went on to
look at the lab. At the far end of the lab there was a metal platform measuring
about 10 x 12 meters.

“An assembly stand”’, - George said as he watched his father. And
continued after a small pause:

“The platform can be lifted up, almost up to the bridge crane and
lowered down into the lower laboratory room. It can be rotated around its axis.
If the product is massive, it is moved to the lower floor and then hooks to
another horizontally moving platform, which on rails transports massive
elements trough an underground tunnel to the outside shaft —located outside
the fence. In this shaft lift raises elements to the ground level. From there, they
are loaded in truck.The materials for the workshop are also inserted into the
lab through the same shaft. Outside, the shaft is well masked. For an external
observer, it is practically invisible.”

Peter continued his view of the lab without asking questions. The laboratory
had a twenty-ton bridge crane that rolled on rails fixed on two metal beams,
which in turn rest on metal pillars firmly attached to the solid floor of the
laboratory-workshop. This crane covered almost the whole area of the
laboratory. Near the walls, along the perimeter of the laboratory, metalworking
machines were installed: lathes, milling machines, stationary drills, mechanical
cutters, grinding machines, and many others. They were all robotic. There were
countless hand tools hang on the walls, accurately arranged in type and size.
They looked different than those Peter knew, but they were much more
elegant and probably more functional than those from Peter Sr's time. George
noted:

“As you can see, not all robotic machines can replace manual labor. As
they say in Bulgaria: a hand to touch, an eye to see. That sentence | heard from

you, by the way.”

At the time when Peter Sr left his time, his son had begun his own small
business - he was producing parts for a great machine-building company.
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“George, what have you been doing all these years, | mean in the time I'm
not yet familiar with?”

“With a lot of labor and deprivation | managed to expand my business
and started making ready-made machines. | was experimenting, creating a new
type of machines on new principles unknown in practics, using quantum energy
to power these machines, you were helping me with advices, we protected our
intelligent properties with patents that brought us a lot of money. We became
very rich. And very famous, especially you. But you were very old, left the
business and soon died. | went on alone.”

“You mentioned that we have worked together since | have returned
from this journey to the future. If this trip was a reality, of course. Did |
mention about this trip?”’

“Not much. You remembered this time spent in the future, but you
avoided talking about it. Perhaps you thought it was just a dream or a vision. Or
you were afraid people to take you as crazy. Only with me did you sometimes
shared what you experienced during the great tribulation that preceded the
end of the world. Honestly, then, | did not believe in this terrible story about
the end of the world.”

“And how happened that now you believe in these “crazy”’ events,
even more than | do.”

“I had my way to understanding this terrible time. | was reading your
books, | started to understand and believe in your ideas, | watched the
world we live in. Our civilization had reached its apogee, development
stagnation, people's and governments' moral degraded every day,
people's health worsened more and more, the war with life-threatening
microorganisms was lost, drugs and doctors had become helpless, natural
and human-initiated disasters with unprecedented rage had undermined
the stability of the civilization. All this stuff completely convinced me that
you were right by predicting the end of civilization and the whole universe
somewhere in 2068. Besides, you were telling me, albeit very briefly,
about your prophetic trip (dream?) in the future. You called it ‘prophetic
dream’, not reality.”
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“How does you believe that I'm a living man, not a ghost who uses
your son's body?”’

“That's another story. Like yours. As God sent a message to the
virgin Mary and to her old husband Joseph that she would bring forth the
Son of God, so God, | am convinced that it was He, sent me a few visions
and messages-revelations to suggest to me you will return to earth as a
messiah - the savior of the human race. And it is a destiny that you and me
will bring some of the perishing human tribe out of the dying universe,
through the horrors of the last great tribulation in the history of the earth,
and |, not you, will enter the new universe that will replace the old one,
immediately after the end of the world. The seed of the civilized man will
find there a fertile soil for living and evolution. And everything will start
anew. And it will follow the same scenario as it has always been so far.
And as always it will be. The universe is perishable and eternal at the same
time. It exists in cycles which never started and never will end!”’

“Impressive, very impressive! It was so inspired to me also. How
God had done so that he had settled my soul in the cloned body of your
son, my grandson, is His secret. As the Bible says: "The ways of the Lord
are unknown. Here, however, there is also the finger of the Anti-God -
Satan Lucifer. The Superior Devil helps in this project too. He is interested
in the transition of the civilized man from the old world to the new one.
Without people on the earth Lucifer will lose his business too”’, Peter Sr
laughed.

“ | forgot to tell you that in one of my visions, | saw a ship equipped
with everything needed to save a small group of people - the members of
our chosen family - during the time of the terrible great tribulation. A new
Noah Ark for Salvation from the Great Death. The design of this salvation
ship called SURVVIVOR (in my vision) is sealed in my consciousness. We
have to build it in this lab: you, me, and my son Peter. Without any
unnecessary talking about it. In secret.”

“And do you have the money for such a expensive project?”

“l think | have.”
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“ | cannot imagine how such a large ship can be built and
exported out of such a small laboratory’’, Peter Sr observed.

“In this lab we will build smaller sections of the ship, while the
assembly of the whole ship will be executed in one of my company's
workshops, which | have already prepared as CEO.”

“And about the secrecy?”
George waved his hand:

“Don,t worry, the workshop will only be at our disposal. It is already
prepared and equipped for us.

Peter gasped with admiration:

“What an expeditiousness! What an perseverance! God knows His
job — he had chosen you - the most capable man on earth to fulfill His great
plan.

“ And you, first of all.”

Peter Sr was interested in everything. He tried to run some of these
unknown for him metalworking machines, learned how to work with the
modern, unfamiliar to him, sophisticated hand tools. His son watched him aside
without interfering with instructions and advices.

“Now, show me, if you please, the lower underground floor of the
workshop”’, asked Peter Sr.

George's personal elevator dropped them downstairs. In addition to the
transport platform for moving large elements out of the building, there were a
number of racks and boxes for storing materials and equipment needed to
manufacture parts and machine assemblies on the lower level. In other words:
it was an warehouse.
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Suddenly a screen shone on the wall, and Janet's holographic face kindly
invited them to afternoon coffee. They went through a complicated maze of
corridors, elevators and automatic doors that only George's voice could open.
Finally, they found themselves in a large living room furnished in old style.
Comfortable leather sofas and armchairs, paintings of renaissance painters, of
French impresionists, of talented contemporary paintners decorated the
brightly painted walls of the living room. Soft light changing harmoniously in
intensity and color came from lamps mounted on the floor on the perimeter of
the living room, illuminating walls, and giving them a mysterious look. Two
massive wooden tables with ornaments cut on them, similar style chairs
covered with soft silk seating. It was obvious that the owners of this house
adhered to the old, established through the ages, fashion of interior. Peter Sr
was pleased, he liked the interior of the house. It seemed that George guessed
intuitively the approval of his father, and said:

“We like and stick, with a few exceptions, of course, to the traditions of
old times, when the interiors of the houses were composed not by electronic
and computer engineers, but by real alive artists - interior designers.”

Janet appruved her husband's opinion:

“Coffee is a coffee, whether it is brewed in a pot or in sophisticated
programmed coffee machine. The taste is important, not how the coffee is
done. These modern robots-cooks and robots-waiters remind me of an old
movie of Charlie Chaplin. Damaged robot can sometimes become dangerous to
the person it serves. You can not be at hundred percent sure that the cook
robot will not misinterpret a recipe and put you in the meals some dangerous
for the health garbage.”

A little bit later Janet retired and they both remained alone. George
suddenly blurted:

“For your information, | have already started the project. | was expecting
you to appear at any moment, in that | was absolutely certain.”
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“ Don’t you think it's selfish from our side to save only our family and
leave other people to a certain doom?”’

” Do you see another way? My resources are limited. We cannot build
up a huge Noah Ark that could take aboard all United States citizens and with
them representatives of all kinds of animals and plants. Apparently God had
made his choice already - choosing our family to bring the torch of human
civilization into the new world. The survival of the human seed is in stake,
father. What selfishness can you be concerned about?”

He paused for a moment to catch his breath and continued:

“ Salvation is a work of the drowning person. The drowning person,
who understands that he is drowning and who is able to save himself without
outside help. That is us, our family. And maybe another families, who will
believe us and invest good money in the construction of another several ships
SURVIVOR, will participate in the mission of salvation. I'm already working on
this issue.”

“| suppose these are wealthy people. And the poor — let’s dogs eat
them. God had never been just to the poor, no matter what the Christian
church preaches. Equality, brotherhood, justice — just chattering of the priests
and communists.”

“You're wrong, dad. God is rational, He strictly implements his Master
Plan in the nature. You wrote it in your books. This plan is not God’s invention.
This is a plan of no one, and no one can change or cancel it. In this plan, there is
no place for compassion and mercy for the poor, the miserable, the sick. There
is no room for compassion and mercy on whoever it is. Although the evolution
of Life, and Human Civilization in particular, goes towards improving quality of
the species living things, relationships of production, and public morality, it
never complies with the needs and desires of individuals. Evolution works in
general, in gross. If necessary, it crushes the individuals as a beetle is crashed
under the boot of the stronger, larger man.”

George had read a lot, understood everything his father had written in
his fundamental work about the structure and behavior of the world. How not
to be proud of such a son? But Peter Sr preferred to keep silent. He asked:
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“Your son Peter's involvement in the project would be very useful for the
success of the mission of salvation. He's a good electrical engineer, |
understand. What do you think about that?”

“I think he must take part in the mission. I'll call him to come down right
now. We have a lot to discuss.”

After five minutes Peter Jr. announced himself:
“I'm here, at your disposal.”

“| had already introduced my son Peter to the goals of the mission,
dad. We already discussed with him what preparations we need to do
before to start the construction of the modern Noah Ark. And, which is
very important, he believes now in the God’s great plan for salvation of
the human kind and that our family is chosen to be the bearer of human
seed in the new cycle of the universe. The three of us will work side by
side, united by the noble idea of salvation of the human race. Being close
relatives only helps.” For a moment he paused and looked at his father
and his son. He said with a smile:

“It's a little difficult to me, however, to distinguish you from one another.
You are perfectly identical in body and | do not see the smallest feature in your
faces, figure, even though in your voices that distinguishes you from each
other. We may get into a confusing situations on the oboard of SURVIYVOR. At
least you have to dress differently and sew an emblem on your clothes with
your name. And it can be that Paula and my great-grandkids may confuse you.
I'll tell you a real case of life, it looks like a joke indeed. I've heard that story
from your mom Evelina’s mother — my mother-in-law.The story as | remember
it is like that: My mother-in-law’s mother, an old woman of advanced age and a
little bit out of mind, had asked her daughter Eve: "Eve, I've forgot something,
are you my mommy or I’'m your mommy?" Let’s me not do something like that
- to ask either of you two: Peter, are you my dad or | am your dad? Confusion
will be even greater if Paula gets confused”.

The three of them decided that the grandfather and the grandson would
have different hairstyle and dressing differently: grandfather like in the old age
fashion, while grandson in contemporary fashion.

“Now let me introduce you to the current situation in the world. My son
told me that he had already briefed you on this, but listen to my opinion too.”
George sighed heavily, sipped from a glass of red sparkling liquid, and went on:
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“This situation is characterized by phenomena that precedes the
beginning of the end of human civilization and the whole universe. Natural and
human initiated disasters are destroying what had been created by man for
thousands of years. Greedily, ruthless exploitation of natural resources leads to
irreversible climate change. The climate of the earth becomes inappropriate for
sustainable life in all its manifestations. Old viruses and bacteria that the
medicine had been overcome long time ago, emerged from like nowhere,
mutated in an accelerated rhythm, and are taking tens of millions of casualties
a year. There had also appeared new killer micro-organisms causing illnesses
with which medicine is unable to fight. Insignificant injuries lead to infections
that bring into the grave young and old. Airplanes fall like ducks shot by a
mysterious invisible hunter, illogicaly, for unknown reasons. But who is this
cruel, invisible, invincible by the highly developed modern civilization, Deuvil
Murphy who had clearly set himself the goal of fully destroying the human race
that had existed for six millennia on earth already? If, for example, a rock is
judged to fall on the road below it, it will be necessarily there a car that is
crushed and the passengers in it are killed. The modern invisible Papa Murphy
seeks to realize the worst of all possible options, both in natural and man-made
disasters. Apparently this is not Papa Murphy - the founder of the supply chain
of uncooked pizzas. Is this Satan himself? Or God, to whom people pray for
salvation? But you said that both God and Satan are equally interested in the
survival of the human race. Then who or what is this mass killer of the human
kind? | know what is this supreme power that stay above God and Satan. This is
the Quantum Wave of Life. You wrote about it in your books.

People see that something very terrible is happening to their world, but they
are especially afraid for their children and grandchildren. The majority of
people on this planet think that this phenomenon is temporary. Because they
don’t want to be this tragic way. They hope that the peaceful, happy times will
come back to this land again. Since they cannot explain these tragic
phenomena with the help of conventional academic science, many people turn
for consolation and help to the old religions that had disappeared from the
public view many decades ago. Temples, which had long been turned into
museums or warehouses, begun to open doors for the newly created
worshipers. The priest's profession became very deficient recently.

Some clever heads begin to understand that neither the conventional scientists
nor the priests will give them an answer to what is happening with the world
and can it be saved. These people turn more and more to the only correct
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science of the world — your General Quantum Theory. They accept it as the only
true global theory, however difficult it may be to accept the fact that human
civilization is mortally injured and that its end is inevitable, and this end is very
close.

“It will be no easy life for the passengers of the new Noah Ark. They, the
last survivors of the earth, isolated from the living environment in which they
were born and lived until now, will suffer hell of suffering - physical and moral.
Will they endure these trials before the moment of the transition to the new
world? | think the supreme bosses of our universe will do their best to make it
happen. Another alternative does not exist in our closed-time world. By no
means the universe can avoid its tragic end.”

“You're right, dad. We will endure. So it is predicted to become.”

“Our universe is unique, there are no other parallel universes. Because the
absolute time begins and closes on it. And beyond the time of the universe
nothing real can exist. The universe of inanimate things exists because there is
an Alive Observer in it - the life on the planet Earth. And the Earth’s Alive
Observer is the only one in the whole universe - this is determined by the
fundamental symmetries in the world. We cannot imagine a world with many
alive observers in it. Every alive observer will determine the inanimate world in
one's own way, in absolute disagreement with other alive observers. Therefore,
the parameters of this imaginable world cannot be stable, nailed. A world of
constantly changing, floating global constants and parameter dimensions can
not exist!

The inanimate and animate natures are two universes, one in another, two
sides of one whole, two opposites that complement each other and deny each
other. They are determined by one another and can not exist separately. In its
indefinite beginning, the inanimate universe appears in a ready-made form -
atoms, sand granules, rocks, planets, stars, galaxies, galactic clusters - as we see
it now. The animate universe appears in the indefinite beginning in its most
primitive form - unicellular prokaryotic bacteria and unicellular blue-green
algae. After the Beginning, the inanimate universe does not change its quality,
while the animate universe evolves in quality, perfecting its forms according to
the requirements of the great Quantum Wave of the Evolution of Life. At the
end of the cycle, both universes die at the same time.
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The inanimate universe is a quantum object, and as such has its own quantum
constraints: geometric dimensions, total energy, total impulse, total mass, time
of existence, ..., quantum world constants. The animate universe is also a
guantum system with its own quantum constraints. The spatial dimension of
the man (his height) and the elements of his body, lifespan, weight, and other
parameters and qualities are the ones we observe and they cannot be
different. They are determined by global symmetries and quantum ratios of
proportionality. The quantas of animate nature are not designed by something
or somebody. They cannot be changed, they are eternal. With no chemicals, no
medical tricks, or other means, the length of human life can be increased, for
example.

The universe has a divine design, but God is not its designer. This design is
eternal and immutable. Because in the closed “space-time world” the cause of
its existence is within it. Unfortunately, individual people see and perceive only
individual non-quantum image of the world, they think and accept the world in
non-quantum way, their questions and their answers are non-quantum. Such
are all conventional theories now about our world/universe. Including official
academic cosmology and biology, which are still supported by the majority of
university scientists.

In every cycle of the universe we are the same with all our details. In this
eternal reincarnation in the new cycle of the universe consists our immortality.
We always, forever, find ourselves inside our personal quantum time
somewhere between the indefinite beginning of our lives - the birth - and the
indefinite end — the death. For some people, the circle-time of life closes too
early. These people do not live to reach normal old age. But are those people
unfortunatate? | think not, because they do not experience the inconveniences
and sufferings of the old age. In their personal quantum circle, they are
eternally young, eternally exist. These early mortals do not feel the time
between death and reincarnation (birth), because this time is zero for them,
does not exist. They feel themselves only as a living people.”

“Dad, in a world where everything is subject to quantum laws, world by
nothing and by nobody designed and built, world that nothing or nobody can
destroy, is God necessary’’? Interrupted his father, George.

“Not unnecessary, of course. Quantum laws of nature are the
constitution of the world, God is the supreme commander/manager of this
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world. Something like CEO of the company "World". Or president of the world,
eternal and not chosen by anyone. Something like an absolute irreplaceable
dictator of the world. God is the highest level of intelligence in the universe.
God is a spirit of the highest quality. Our human souls are spirits of a lower
quality level - they are elementary bricks in the world of spirits. Spirit is higher
gualitative level in the piramid of Reality. Matter is lower level. God stands
(occupy) on the very top of the pyramid of spirits (minds). On every new level
in this piramid the spirit acquires new quality. God’s Spirit is different in quality
from our human spirits (souls), with an immeasurably greater potentials for
impact on the world (both —inanimateand and animate) . God's Unique Spirit
can not be multiplied in many little gods because this highest spirit - or
"supreme reason", or "supreme soul" - is at the last highest stage in the
gualitative evolution of Reality. The quantum transition from the Spirit of God -
obligatory for all forms of Reality in our inexhaustible closed world - to the next
structural level of Reality can be only to the lowest form of this Reality - the
“reason” (intellect) of the proton and its symmetrical partner - the electron.
The Spirit of God is embedded in all forms of Reality. Therefore, God can
influence them if necessary.

“This your philosophy I've read already in your books, grandpa. Let's talk
about other things", interrupted his grandfather Peter Jr.

George was very angry at his unruly son:

“Peter, if you interrupt your grandfather once more, | will sneak you in
such a slap as | did not hurt you from your teenage years when | knew you
were drinking alcohol and smoking grass. I'm sorry to tell you that”.

“Sorry, dad, | understand. You're right, probably | would do the same in
such circumstances. Grandfather, if you please, continue your lecture
about God.”

But the grandfather had already lost interest in this theme. He decided to
change the subject.

”| apologize, too, this explanation took a very long time. The people in the

room usually fall asleep at such lectures”.

He wiped his wet forehead with a napkin and went on:
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“We are here to discuss the SURVIVER project. So let us first clarify the
meaning of the salvation project. Your father, Peter, understands it very well,
maybe better than | do. When he was young man, even in his teen years, he
asked me to explain my fundamental theory of the world. And the meaning of
life in this unique world. This theory was given to me by God through
revelation. | took it as something coming from outside, not born in my own
consciousness. Intuitively, rather than logically, | felt, | understood, that this
extra-brains transmitter of such extremely important information about
mankind was God Himself. God who was denied by official science and was
thrown out of scientific textbooks longtime ago.

God is three-dimensional spirit, He exists in three images. Like baryons, which
three images are the three quarks. Two of God’s images are quantum spirits
and exist in His two-dimensional quantum world, and His third image are His
individual manifestations in our world. These individual “little gods’”” are human
beings. The founders of the Christian religion (fourth century A.D.) had
understood this essence and had called the three images of the unified God:
God-Father, Holy Spirit, and God-Son. The Holy Trinity!”

Peter Sr had noticed with the edge of his eye that his grandson had begun
again restlessly turn in his chair. "l overdon again," thought Peter Sr. He took a
few sips of water and continued:

“I know that | was again talking too much, but since everything
important in this world comes from God, especially this project, | consider it
necessary to clarify the essence of God and His participation in this project of
salvation. For each project, it is important to know who is behind it and who
supports it. Imagine holding in your hands a smooth metal sphere, absolutely
homogeneous, without any scratches or other bulges or dents on its surface.
Sphere - perfect mirror. Imagine that this is a two-dimensional object without
space beneath its ideal surface. If you imagine this, you hold a quantum mirror
in your hands. From the surface of this ideal quantum mirror are emited
outward thermal rays because this mirror’s temperature is higher than the
absolute zero. Imagine now that this absolutely homogeneous quantum mirror
is God Himself - a two-dimensional quantum continuum. As a heated object -
spiritually, of course — this quantum object radiates spiritual rays outward its
surface whuch penetrate into the surrounding three-dimensional space of our
world - the world of individual living creatures. These individual spiritual beams
are the individual images of God in our world. These are the souls of ordinary
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civilized people. When a person dies, his soul is projected back to this two-
dimensional quantum surface - the soul of God. The two-dimensional Soul of
God is the paradise of the individual human souls - from where they go to the
world of individual things, and to where they return back when died. In this
paradise, human souls lose their personal identity. They melt into one entity,
becoming a continuum called God. God is projected in our three-dimensional
space as an ordinary man. This projection-human soul, however, is not as
reasonable as God Himself. This individual spiritual object is of much inferior
quality of the philosophical category Reality, in this case the human mind-spirit.
The human soul does not have the enormous potentials of God. Holy Spirit is
the soul of God, the individual human souls united in two-dimensional
continium are His flesh - God the Father. In some people — chosen by God -His
projection into our world can be especially powerful spiritually. These are
people like “super nova” stars in the cosmos. Or "super nova quasars" people.
The presence of God in such people is very strong. These people are the elect
of God, His spiritual prophets. They can be scientists whose discoveries change
in cardinal way quality of our civilization, paintners, sculptures, political
leaders, military leaders,... At the nodes of the Quantum Wave of Life, the
quality of life and human civilization are changing in a cardinal fashion. It is in
these moments that the "super nova” stars burst among men - great prophets
or messiahs are born. This had happened also now - just before the end of the
world. The star of the last messiah in the history of mankind had emerged. This
great messiah will lead a small part of mankind into the new cycle of the
universe.

“And this last messiah is you, dad," said George excitetdly.

“And you and my grandson Peter are his assistants," Peter Sr said. He
continued after a short pause:

“l was sent here by God (or by Lucifer?), a real man or a spirit. My soul was
incorporated for some reason in the cloned body of my grandson Peter
with the goal to be that great prophet who will take a part of the little
human tribe from dying universe and bring it to the boundary of promised
land - the new world -universe. The very entry into the promised land,
however, will happen without me. A new prophet-chief will lead you into
the new world. This will be my son George.”
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“And where on the line of time in the new world-universe will this small
tribe of civilized people land?

“This will happen about six thousand years before the end of the cycle of
this new / old universe”, Peter Sr answered grimly.

“And before that landing what was there? | mean, when we were not
there”, Peter Jr asked seriously.

“As | have already mentioned, the indefinite beginning is not a fixed point
on the closed line of time. It is like a blurry paintning of an impressionist
artist that is not a detailed, photographic copy of Reality, but is an
expression of some sensual impressions of the artist from the impact of
this reality. Definitive, in details, is only the time-quantum of the existence
of a given species of living beings, and in particular the quantum time of
existence of human civilization. The dominant type of a given quantum
period of life is in this time determinant specie. In the indefinite beginning
of the universe, the ‘binocular’ of the ’living observer’ is not focused well,
whereas in the quantum-time of existence of this living observer the
binoculars are very well-focused. That means that the indefinite beginning
of each quantum period of life can be at any point in this blurred area of
time. And because the greatest quantum time in the universe is 4.4 billion
years, the indefinite beginning for each quantum period of life is limited by
this maximum time. Was there a civilized man roaming the earth 4 billion
years ago? Hardly. The probability of such an event is practically zero.
While the probability of having a civilized person in the last six thousand
years is a hundred percents. And just before these six thousand years, this
probability is close to hundred percents. It is not possible to fix the
beginning of human civilization precisely. This notable event happened
about six thousand years ago in the fertile lands around the Nile River. This
is the place and time of your landing in the new world.”

Peter Sr stopped talking for two minutes. He surveyed how his two listeners
responded - they did not look bored. He continued:

“The speed of evolution of the “alive observer” (Life on Earth) accelerates
towards the end of the universe in geometric progression. At the end of the
universe all quantum periods of life arrive at the same time - at the same time
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point. But the probability of finding a dinosaur at this indefinite end is zero.
Their kingdom, when they were the dominant species animals, had passed
longtime ago - about 65 million years ago. After the quantum time of their
dominance had passed they entered their blurred indefinite end and
disappeared from the face of the earth. Still, it is possible, very unlikely, that a
small colony of degenerate their representatives live somewhere in an isolated
place on the planet.

At the end of the evolution of life all members of the living world will
disappear: viruses, bacteria, jellyfish, coral, bougainvillea, algae, fish, lizards,
snakes, grasses, flowers, mammals and all the people on earth. And together
with the living world of the earth - the only one in the whole universe - the
inanimate universe will disappear too because the animate and inanimate
universes are the two elements of one whole, they determine each other and
cannot exist separately. The alive observer disapears and the object of his
observation - the inanimate universe — disappears too. That's it.”

“Amen to that,” said the grandson with relief.

“Tomorrow morning we start working on the construction of the ship of
salvation SURVIVOR ONE," George cut off.

“One last question, grandpa. Can 1?”
”0.K., tell me your question.”

” What would happen to the new cycle of the universe - after its present
end - if we, apparently the only candidates for "flying" to the new world,
abandon the salvation project, or simply are unable to make it, or we cannot
survive during the "flight"?

“Such a thing absolutely cannot happen! There will happen what had
always been and will always happens - our small expedition will be able to land
in the indefinite beginning of the universe . God Himself is responsible for that.
He never fails. Everything in this world is predestined, outlined. Neither we, nor
the inanimate nature have the right of "free will" - a free choice. The right of
free choice is a fiction of philosophers. There is no such an animal in our closed
everlasting world. In our world, the cause for its existence lyies inside it, not
outside it.

The grandson nodded gratefully and left the room. George turned to his father:
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“Janet will show you the room where you'll live during the building of the
ship SURVIVOR ONE and preparing for the expedition. We have prepared it to
your taste, as we knew it from the good old days. What's new in it is the
presence of a service robotic table. You can give orders for meals and drinks. To
communicate with me - press red button on the service table. From tomorrow,
as we have already agreed, we are starting to work on the project. Start of
workday - 10 a.m. First few days, we’ll devote ourselves to discussions on the
survival strategy in the context of catastrophic global disasters, and on the ship
design. You are number one in these discussions. When we’ll start the technical
part of the project (construction of the ship) you can take small vacation. Then
me and my son become main specialists in the project - we are engineers with
good practical experience. Besides, | am the chief project manager. And the
investor. Now, good night. Until tomorrow, dad.”

Peter Sr was badly sleeping this night. Nightmares struck him. In these
nightmarish dreams old events, he had already experienced, were interwoven
with new ones, strangled from his subconscious, plus a lot of fantasies of his
dreaming, restless brain. A dreadful moment in the dream awakened him from
time to time, he was getting out of the bed all over covered with cold sweat,
shievering with fictional fear. He was drinking water, which the never-sleeping
robot waiter always tried to keep at his side, went again to rest, and tried to
induce his brain to send him pleasant dreams. But the brain knew its own - the
subconscious mind of the sleeping brain continued to serve nightmares.

When the first rays of sunlight penetrated through the slits of the blinds, Pete
Sr was on his feet. In the bathroom he made the necessary hygienic
procedures. In a large, normal mirror, Peter Sr looked at his new body. "Apollo
in body, Alain Delon in person. Lucky is my grandson's wife ", Peter Sr thought
with satisfaction.

As was agreed the day before, exactly at 10 a.m. Peter Sr and George
were in the living room.

“My son Peter cannot be present today. He is engaged in his work, which
provides him means of existence. And we do not really need him today either.
Peter said he would take his annual vacation to participate fully in the project. |
prepared a plan for the design, construction and financing of the SURVIVOR
ONE project. | have another suggestion: My daughter-in-law Paula has a
university degree in "Interior and Industrial Design". She has also a three-year
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internship in our company where | was the CEO. | told her that we would
attract her into the project as a specialist. She agreed with great pleasure. Her
twins will be watched by their grandmother Janet. They are accustomed to her.
If you agree, then | will call her to attend this first meeting.”

Peter Sr nodded approvingly. Five minutes later, Paula appeared in the living
room. George had prepared a plan for the project, something like business
plan. He had made a preliminary simplified ship design, estimates of materials,
equipment, timetable for the execution of the project, and everything else
what specialists needed. He looked at the computer in front of him and said:

“First of all, | had prepared a power point ( computer presentation) - so
how do | see the project from my point of view. We will discuss it now, and if
you have remarks and additions, we will discuss them too. One head is fine, but
four heads are much better. Ultimately we must have a generally accepted
consensus on the project.

Major figures in the project are Peter Sr, George, Peter Jr, and Paula - a ship
designer. Dad, | am, as you know, mechanical engineer with almost fifty years
of experience in the specialty, including CEO of our company. You, dad, are the
main figure - scientific consultant, and energy specialist, not to mention that
you are the mission's chief prophet — messiah. Peter Jr is an electrical engineer
with a very good experience in electronics and computer assurance. Paula is a
good industrial designer, albeit with little experience. As you can see, we have
everything in the family. But this is a tough project, workers with different
specialties are needed, of course, and, a lot of money.”

“Every major project must have a head, chief manager. It is imperative
that we have one, otherwise we risk to run in endless disputs and
controversies, and in inaction as a result of that, which may be fatal for the
launch of the mission. The mission must be ready to start before catastrophic
disasters had occurred in the area of the ship's construction, or at least at the
very beginning of these disasters, when they are not yet dangerous to the ship
and the passengers. My opinion is that, you George, must be the chief ship
manager and its future captain. For many reasons: first, you are the host here
and the owner of the lab-workshop where many of the elements of the ship
will be built; secondly, you are the project's main investor; thirdly, you are the
initiator of the project; Fourthly, you, George, are a connecting link between
Hammer's four generations.”
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“We do not need a superiors, we are all equal in this mission. What kind
of superior can | be, if we are close relatives!”’, protested George.

“”Okay then, not a chief manager, but the SURVIVOR’s captain. A ship
must have a captain. Do you agree? ", Peter Sr asked.

“l agree”, George answered uncertainly. He run large holographic
screen. In fact, it was a volume in the middle of the room, in which was shown
a three-dimensional schematic model of the SURVIVOR. Against the blue sky, it
was written:

Project SURVIVOR

Participants:

George Hammer - captain, mechanical engineer

Peter Sr Hammer - prophet of the Mission of Salvation and Chief
Scientific Adviser

Peter Jr Hammer - Electrical Engineer

Paulla Hammer — Project Designer

There were shown photos of natural and human-induced disasters that hit our
planet in the last five years. It was pointed out that their frequency and
amplitude had grown significantly compared with their "normal" state. It was
clear that nature was fierce against every living thing on the planet. The
internal enemies of the human race were also stinging - human malignant
microorganisms were rapidly mutated and the medics were no longer able to
fight the new mutants. Increasingly, fetuses or children with compromised
immune system were born. Developed countries's governments have been
making unrealistic plans for the salvation of mankind. These plans, as a rule,
were not financially and technically secured. No one believed them, they
themselves did not believe. Governments of developed countries — mostly USA
- were increasingly looking to the planets of the Solar System as a rescue place
for moving people from the inhospitable planet Earth. But evacuating so many
people to New America's promised land and providing them with everything
they need for a stable life was a matter unthinkable even for the Americans.
This is not the Apollo project. Here the problem was not only technical and
financial. The problem was basic, in principle. High-ranking senior politicians
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from Washington, advised by conventional scientists, did not believe in Peter
Sr's theory of the existence of a zone of life on the surface of the planet Earth
and its proximity (take or give few kilometers upward and inward from that
surface). Life for a short time and a short distance from this area was still
possible, but for the purpose of massive and permanent resettlement to
another planet it was impossible. Beyond the limits of our planet, the cosmos
was absolutely hostile to every manifestation of life.

Civilian structures of civilization ceased to function one after other. Political
and industrial leaders lost interest in managing society and industry. No one
wanted to command and save a ship doomed to apparent sinking. Even the
captains. Education and health systems were still functioning, but poorly,
incompletely. Medical workers simply served for salaries. Apathy covered large
part of the population on earth.

For now, love for children still keeps active the spirit of the people. But for how
longtime? There would be a moment of non-return to the good old days. Then
the affection and love for close relatives would wither. Only the egoism of the
individual man would remain - for his own survival. Humans going to become
beasts.

Unusual measures to combat natural disasters and a new strategy for the
survival of at least part of humanity were needed. Fight not for the individual,
but a struggle for survival of the "civilized mankind”.

There were footages explaining Peter Sr's global theory. And especially his
understanding about the universe's cyclicality and univerese’s inevitable end.
And an inevitable beginning that wiil follow its death. "The king is dead, live the
king." Bird Phoenix rises from the ashes of its burning - death.

George, very skillfully and with great understanding, presented his
father's ideas about the appearance of life in the "indetermined beginning" of
the universe. From there, in the blurred, indetermined (by the living observer )
"indefinit beginning" of the cycle of the universe, where the past, the present,
and the future events intertwine with each other, merging into a continuum,
appear the inanimate and the animate forms of Reality. From this "indefinite
beginning" of the human race, which length of existence is about six thousand
years (measured from the end of the universe and backwards along the arrow
of time) ,the "seed" of the civilized man will appear. This "seed" is us - the
survivors of the SURVIVOR ships.
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The underground hermetic shelters that were built in the twentieth
century for survival in the event of nuclear war between the great powers of
the planet would not help humanity survive. People in them would be baked
and melted by the quantum energy coming from the sun. This energy will melt
the whole planet earth.

There was also analysis of the dangers that humanity will face during the
"great tribulation" that preceded the end of the world. Namely:

¢ Ubiquitous destruction of the living environment and human-built
infrastructure as a result of catastrophic natural disasters.

e Human-related disasters: Terrorism (based on religious, national, or simply
fear, or hatred towards the rich). Accelerating climate change as a result of the
merciless exploitation of natural resources and uncontrollable pollution of soil,
air, water. Loss of public responsibility. As more destruction grows, more and
more people will lose their sources of food. The system of supplying the
population with vital products for survival will be severely hit and very soon
completely liquidated. There will be robberies of shops, food stores, dwellings
of rich people, people in the streets. Cities will become a dangerous place to
live. Bleaked bands of hungry people will rob and kill richer citizens who had
fortified their families in their fortress houses. The riches of more property will
cease to be God's mercy, it will become their curse. The police, if at all, at that
time, will not be able to deal with the crowds of people who had fled,
desperate to limit, people "without anything". Policemen themselves coud
organize gangs for robbery. Local and central governments will collapse. They
will become redundant.

* People's mantality and morality will be changed dramatically. Lost hope for
survival a large number of people will resort to suicide, even murder of their
own families. Another large part of the population will simply be mad. Those
who had lost their minds will become dangerous not only for themselves but
also for the others. People will lose sense of collective responsibility and safety.
They will become as animals - attacked by beasts- of a great herd that does not
care about the fate of a single animal. People will increasingly concentrate their
efforts on protecting their own personality and their family, not on the survival
of the city or the country they live in. Only a group of people united by the idea
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of collective self-defense have a chance to survive in the complicated
conditions of the great tribulation. At least temporarily, longer.

The last part of the presentation was devoted to the equipment and safety
features of the SURVIVOR ship. Just as George imagined them. He turned off
the holographic screen and turned to the two in the living room:

“Well, how was it? Did you understand the idea of saving the "seed" of
the human race and its transfer to the indefinite beginning of the new / old
cycle of the universe?”

Peter Sr gave his opinion first:

“0Oh, very well, perfect! | could not do it better than you. Now what
should be done next?”’

George ignored this remark and question and said:

“If there are no other comments or remarks, then coffee and a little
rest. Or, because the time had gone too far, just lunch. After lunch a sleep for
the older of us”’, George pointed at his chest. He smiled and called on her wife
on internal audio system:

“Honey, we just finished our first session. We need a light aperitif
before lunch. How do you think about it?

Very soon the aperitif was served by the robot-waiter. Janet had instructed the
robot cook about the tastes of the three participants in the session. During the
aperitif the participants continued discussions. Soon, the lunch was served. All

members of the family, including small twins, attended the lunch. Except Peter
Jr. At George's suggestion they decided to continue the session the next day at
ten o'clock in the morning. He felt very tired.

The next day, the conspirators in the secret project SURVIVOR gathered
again in the living room at ten o'clock in the morning. Peter Jr first took the

floor:

“| apologize very much for not being able to attend the first session. My
collegues called me urgently to come to the company. In our time we,
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engineers-designers usually work from home. The excellent modern
communications allow us to exchange information with our colleagues directly
from our workrooms equipped in our homes. This saves money for office
workers, wins time from traveling to the company, and other benefits to work
from home”’, Peter Jr laughed.

“And how about employee's discipline and responsibility for the interests
of the company?”’

“” You mean whether employees abuse the trust of the company?”’
“Excactly.”

“I do not know how it was at your time, but the modern employee is
very conscious, disciplined. If he is not, then his bosses understand that pretty
soon and release him, fire him. Our contribution to the business success of the
company is judged by what we produce, not how long time we stay in the
office in the company and are chattering with our colleagues. Either drink
coffee, or picking our noses.

“Logically", Peter Sr agreed.

“Workers and managers work in the company, of course. You
understand that it is not easy to send metal details on-line. Engineers-designers
are present at the tests of the machines they have designed. This is happens in
the company's workshops.”

The four participants in the session sat in the specially prepared armchairs for
them. To these armchairs were attached robotized service-tables and
something like a laptops.

“Today, | propose to specify the objectives and parameters of the
SURVIVOR ship. Once we know exactly what we want from it, we'll put this
data into the computer-constructor. These data will be brought into the
computer by the three alive constructors: me, my son, and my daughter-in-law.
That's what we do usually in our time. This super-fast and ultra-smart computer
will spell its decision quickly enough - maybe in two hours. Then we will look at
the ship's design in the three-dimensional space. We will rotate it in space and
look at each side of the ship, in every detail, including the inside of the ship. A
three-dimensional computer animation will also be shown - operation of
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different ship’s systems. After removing the weaknesses in the project and
adding new, missed initialy requirements to the construction and the functions
of the ship, we will issue an order to the computerized constructor to prepare
the final project. Finally, we will make a virtual ship test in "working
conditions". The ship will be populated with virtual passengers and will be
allowed to move and work in a virtual environment hostile to life. Several very
dangerous situations will be staged for the survival of the ship and the
passengers in it. If a gaffe is found in this virtual test, the computerized
engineer must re-make the project.

| have in mind what new materials we’ll use, new specialized equipment, new
design solutions. So until a stable version of the ship is delivered to the
passengers for stable, safe, and comfortable living conditions during months of
external cruel siege.

Under the conditions of total destruction of the foundations of our civilization,
the SURVIVOR ship must be equipped with a sufficiently reliable system of
communication with the surrounding still active world. We should not rely on
the global cosmic connection through the artificial communications satellites
on earth.

SURVIVOR ship must have sufficient spare parts for repair, repair workshops,
food and water storage facilities.

Quantum free energy is the ship's main source of energy. It is a fuelless,
absolutely clean, unlimited in power and energy generation, energy source. But
everything can happen, so | suggest we must have a small stock of conventional
fuel on the ship.

To move the ship from a place already dangerous to stay to another safe place,
the ship must be equipped with quantum-powered rocket boosters. Their work
need a compressed air stream produced by a powerful compressor. The
guantum energy compressor works on the principle of destroying space by the
periodically occurring and disappearing ball lightning in the quantum
generator's chamber. The efficiency, here called over-unity, is one hundred
times or more.

For gathering environmental intelligence, it is necessary to build unmanned
drones. For hunting and fishing, collecting the gifts of nature, for external
transport operations, and for rescue operations, it is necessary to have
airborne small crafts.

| think it is absolutely imperative that the ship be equipped with laser weapons
for defense. Gangs of frightened gone wild people can be expected to roam in
the vicinity of the landing ship.

The ship must be able to take off and land, to navigate, on water mirrors also:
lakes, rivers, seas. The ship must be fitted with water propellers.
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That's all. Now let the three engineers put their data into the computer-
constructor. And you, dad, can rest in this time. | suggest you walk or hang
around with your very energetic great-granddaughters Tony and Lina. When
we are ready with the first design we’ll call you to come down. It is most likely
to be ready for the first virtual test of SURVIVOR tomorrow morning.

Peter Sr left the living room and set out to communicate with his daughter-in-
law Janet and his great-granddaughters Tony and Lina. Nobody called him from
the working-living room that day.

The next session began with a demonstration of the three-dimensional
holographic image of the first version of the ship. SURVIVOR ONE consists of
several main compartments-floors that can be sealed, isolated from each other
in case of serious accidents. The living quarters may even be catapulted into
the surrounding area. The lowest floor-section is reserved for the ship's
propulsion system - here are the quantum engines of the rocket boosters. In
the same section is installed standard 100 kilowatt quantum generator to
provide the ship with all the energy it needs in steady state: electricity, hot
water, hot water steam. Above it is the storehouse, the repair workshop and
the robotic kitchen. In the middle of the ship is located its largest section - that
of the living quarters. It consists of a spacious living room equipped with many
sofas and armchairs, three-dimensional TV screens, service tables in front of
each couch, a long service table with sixteen chairs around it, a children's
corner, a billiard room, and a smoking room. On the perimeter of the
residential area are situated seven bedrooms-cabins each equipped with a
bathroom including a sink, toilet and shower. Above the living quarters is the
ship's control section. One third of this section is used for a botanical garden. In
another one third is the medical cabinet-lab. And in the uppermost section of
the ship is located the garage of the manually operated small aircrafts and the
drones. Here is also the weapons store.

The ship stands on six telescopic legs when it is parked on the land. They are
pulled back in flight.

All sections are interconnected with lifts. To enter and exit the ship at each
level-section there are airtight doors.

The water tank and the compressed air containers are installed in the ship's
protective jacket. The outer casing of the ship is made from heat-resistant light
metal alloy. Between the two sides of the outer jacket, springs are mounted to
provide elasticity and stability to the ship in the event of its being caught by
landslides caused by earthquakes.

Missile boosters can raise the ship to a height of no more than two kilometers,
and in a horizontal flight to move it up to a distance of no more than 800
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kilometers. The reason for such a limited flight is the overheating of the
guantum engines. They need cooling and possible repairs. These are the
world's first engines of this type and the lack of time to improve them is the
reason for such limited radius of flying.”

To the ship's description, after long pause for the rest of his mouth, George
added:

“Materials used for the outer casing are very light and very resistant to
high temperatures and mechanical stresses. As seen on the three-dimensional
screen, dampers are installed between the walls of the double shell of the
"egg" to ensure the ship against violent external forces and avoid unwanted
vibrations inside the ship. Electrical part of the ship was developed by Peter Jr.
I'm not going to comment on it, my son and the computer engineer know their
job well. | just want to point out that the ship is equipped with many different
sensors for external monitoring: temperature, light, pressure, for gases, and
many others. They are connected to the computer-analysist. This computer will
decide when to give a red signal for extreme danger and immediate take-off.
Paula had done excellent design work. We will have a reliable, reasonably and
efficiently arranged ship, very convenient to operate and live in it. That's it, I'm
done.”

For the view of the ship's three-dimensional design, presented as a three-
dimensional holographic animation with virtual passengers in it, were invited
the members of the whole family.

“How many are the passengers in SURVIVOR ONE?” - asked Peter Sr first
guestion.

“Our whole family: you, me, Peter Jr, Janet, Paula, twins Tony and Lina,
Claudia with her two granddaughters Evelina and Jessica. Ten people in total.
Cabins will be allocated as follows: one for you, one for Claudia, one for me and
Janet, one for Peter Jr and Paula, one for Evelina and Jessica and one for Tony
and Lina. Six cabins will be used by our family. One cabin remains a backup.
Cabins-bedrooms can be rebuilt and refurnished according to the wishes of
their occupants. | forgot to say there will be another cabin in the section below
living quarters — next to the robotic kitchen.

“| guess for the robot cooks?”’, Janet commented ironically.
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“It's a secret for now’’,George told her.
“You're so stealthy, George, and you do not let me in your home lab.”
George merely shrugged his shoulders and continued the explanations:

“The size and low weight of the ship, more accurately to say its bulk
weight, allow it to float like a cork stopper on the surface of the water. In the
event of a mud or rock slides, SURVIVOR ship will be able to get out of his way
using powerful jacks and powerful rocket boosters.
| think | added everything that the first computer presentation missed. The
computer engineer is a smart, fast-acting machine that strictly follows the
instructions given to it by alive engineers. The alive person raises intelligence in
its electronic brain, but this brain can not become awere of itself as
independent personality and cannot thought like human. Electronics no matter
how sophisticated is NEVER will become thinking alive human.”

“Yes, the man is a man. He has consciousness that thinks, feels, creates.
This even the smartest machine cannot do it. Because of that, computers do
not suffer or fall into depression in difficult situations like us”’, Paula said.

“Machine is what | wish to be: no eat, no pain, no jealousy," Janet added.

“And will be there pets, and other animals in the ship's botanical garden?"
Little Lina asked.

“We had not decided yet," her grandfather George answered.
“Then decide it. | want Charlie and Murka with us”, Lina insisted.

SURVIVOR's construction would have been made mainly from ready-made
items that could be delivered either commercially or directly by the
manufacturing companies. It was not necessary, for example, to build new
guantum generator for the ship's energy needs, except for powerful rocket
boosters, of course. There was a great variety of different quantum energy
generators available on the market. This is also applied to other machine-tools,
sensors, devices. It was the computer designer's job to pick them up from the
numerous catalogs on-line, order them, and find them the right place in the
construction of the ship.
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Two days later, the ship's final design was ready, taking into account the latest
remarks and instructions from the entire Hammer family. Everyone gathered
again in the big living room where the final design of the ship was
demonstrated, including computer animation of the lives of passengers in
working conditions, i.0. when the great tribulation had already arrived outside.

“There's something we did not mention in the project”, Peter Jr said.
“And what is it?”’, asked his grandfather.
“The human factor”, said the grandson laconically.

“You better explain what you mean as a ‘human factor’ in this case”,
George asked.

“We have two things to consider: first, the psychological compatibility
of people with different, though closely related relatives, who had been
confined for a long time in the small space of the ship and watching the terrible
images of total destruction of the environment. Second, none of us had been
trained to provide serious medical help to a sick or injured passenger in an
emergency case. An inflammation of the appendicitis may lead to the grave
anyone of us. And this is a simple operation for a surgeon. One dead among us
can lead to a collapse of the psychological climate in our closed capsule.”

“Yes, these are serious reasons for anxiety. But they have nothing to do
with the ship's construction”, George replied.

“The conclusion is that all members of the crew of the ship, except for
the little kids-twins, must undergo serious medical and psychological training
before the flight. And, it is desirable to hire a medical doctor-surgeon. Serious
person, with sufficient practical experience, unmarried. We can announce a
contest”’, Peter Sr proposed.

After solving the "human factor," they all departed to their places in
the house.

The next day, a further test of the SURVIVOR ship virtual model was

conducted in "working conditions" involving the "Human Factor". It turned out
that this factor may turn out to be even more dangerous in some situations
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than the external dangers and the failures of the ship's management and
equipment. A passenger who suffers a deep depression can creep all other
people into the ship and make them inactive in cases of serious situations. Do
not give God someone die, especially a child. Or suicide.

Unlike the space flights, where hardy, trained cosmonauts are selected,
psychologically compatible with their colleagues in the spacecraft, the
SURVIVOR crew consisted of family members, untrained, old and young, young
children, never living in extreme conditions, and great stress.

SURVIVOR virtual technical tests showed excellent results. The four project
leaders decided to start work immediately on the construction of the ship.
George said he has financial possibilities to cover all shipbuilding costs. But
these were just estimates, and, as the experience of major projects, mainly
cosmic, showed, the final spending was several times greater than originally
thought. George, however, had foreseen this opportunity. Rich financiers -
mostly his friends - agreed to put in the project as much as necessary to build
the machine of the century. These people had initially agreed to help George
build a single ship, but the more recent natural disasters have convince them
that they should not risk their own families too. What were the money when
death completely depreciated their value. Death is stronger than money,
money could not be redeemed by her children's lives.

After last meeting with these investors, George told his family:

“They decided, at last, after the initial hesitation, to take pa