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| wake up to a cold sensation on my arm and sit up sharply. A red-skinned

woman wearing a lab coat steps back from the table I’'m sat on top of. She
speaks into some sort of device attached to her ear. It’s a language | don’t
understand or even recognise as human.

“Excuse me?” | ask the woman. She looks at me like I’'m inside out and my
head is backwards.

“Welcome back to reality,” she says in perfect English.

“Where am 1? What’s happening?” | ask her, looking around the stark white
room frantically. She taps me on the shoulder, as if questioning my
existence. | swat her hand away from me and she stands awkwardly for a
second. We stare at each other for what feels like hours.

The doors crash open and someone enters the room, rescuing us from each
other’s confused stares. The scientist performs a strange hand movement,
which | assume is a salute, and I’m pulled up off of the table and dragged
out of the room by a light blue-skinned woman. | can guess by the uniform
she’s wearing that she’s some military officer. She lets go of me and we
walk quite quickly down the corridor. | notice that none of the people
around me look much like a human. We arrive at a reception desk where I’'m
greeted by a pink-skinned someone wearing square glasses.



“Name?” she asks with less emotion than | thought possible. | think for a
second. | don’t know my own name. | could make one up? Would that work
if someone already knows me though? But how would someone else know
my name when | don’t?

Someone claps their hands in front of my face. Probably the military
officer. I still haven’t come up with a good name yet.

“Murphy,” | say before | can think about it. Hopefully they don’t question it.
The military officer and the receptionist share a glance for a split second as
if they know something | don’t. Although, at the moment, | think the only
thing | know is that | don’t know anything.

“Surname?”

“None,” | say quietly. The military officer then proceeds to stride down the
corridor. | jog after her while questioning my sanity.

“Can you please explain what’s happening?” | ask her, running out of
breath.

“Momentarily,” she replies. We enter a small conference room. She sits me
down in a seat and stands at the back of the room, facing me. | feel very

imposed by her.

“We have a lot to talk about,” she says.
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“Can you please start with your name?” | ask.

“Captain Rumi Ryker of the Kyreen,” she says with that same salute the
scientist did earlier. “Although, you will refer to me as Captain Ryker.”
“Good to meet you,” | reply.

“Let me cut to the chase,” she says. “We’re in the year 5907. You’ve been
frozen for over three and a half thousand years now. You see, Murphy,
you’re one of the last humans in the universe.”

| feel my stomach drop in despair. Why am | awake then if my race is all but
extinct? She looks at me expectantly and gestures for me to go on and |
don’t dare make her wait. “Where am 1? Why don’t | remember anything
before | woke up?”

“You’re on the planet Onoria G51 in the Vercaris System. | can’t answer the
other question though,” she replies.

The doors open and four people enter the room. Two of them give a salute
and exit, leaving the others stood awkwardly in the doorway. | notice that
they don’t have the same kind of skin as the other people in this building.
They’re human.

“Ah, right on time. Come sit down, you two,” says Captain Ryker. They
comply and take the two seats either side of mine. “Well then, introduce
yourselves.”

There’s silence for a moment. We look at each other, debating who’s going
to start first.



“My name’s Murphy,” | say, finally breaking the silence. “What are your
names?”

“I’'m Irobirla,” says the human on my right.

“And my name is Doviketa,” says the other. “Apparently, it means ‘final
hope’ in Kyreen.”

“Right, you three,” says Captain Ryker, walking over to a small bookshelf,
“we have a job to do.”

She grabs a red file that stands out quite a lot amongst the other brown
files around it. She tosses it towards us and sits down in a seat opposite us.
She then opens a large book next to her and turns to a certain page, before
giving that to us as well

“This library has all the information about our military in it. You should find
it somewhat useful,” she says. | stare at her with a confused look on my
face.

“I'm sorry, do you mean, book?” | ask.

“No, | don’t think | do. Library is the correct word,” she says. She seems to
have a short moment of realisation. “Oh, of course. The English language
has evolved since you were put under. This was called a book four
thousand years ago, but now it’s known as a library. A book today is a
heading or chapter, a chapter or heading would have then been a page, and
today’s word for page is prilex.”



“We’ll take your word for it,” says Doviketa, studying the red file. | have a
look at the prilex she’s on. They appear to be mission plans for restoring
humanity. It mentions a few important people: Captain Ryker, Thodian and
another called Crephrie.

“This will be the most important thing you ever do. It will be dangerous and
you might have to make sacrifices. But in the end, the Universe will forever
be in your debt.”

| share a look with Irobirla and Doviketa. | nod at Captain Ryker. She smiles in
response. She presses a device in her ear.

“Prepare the squad. Operation Cadinion is underway.”

The End



