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Mothership Earth
      We’re preparing to leave, all of us and all at once.  I’m not afraid, there’s comfort in looking up at the night sky and seeing familiar star constellations.  We’ve been in training for space travel for a long time, and for some of us it’s been our entire lives.
     My name is Marta Sorkin, I’m fifteen years old and I live with my mother Tatiana, my father Joseph and my great-grandmother, Maria who lived with us until she passed away.  She gave me her time capsule, together we’d peek through its contents.  When she was a teenager, not much older than I am now, she made a time capsule, a silver tube that she filled with notes from people she had interviewed, news headlines and trinkets, she said these were important during her lifetime. 
     By late autumn my grandmother had died, it was then that I carefully opened her precious time capsule.  Inside she had neatly rolled stories!  I was particularly fascinated by the interviews that she had with family members and local historians.  It gave me an idea to make my own capsule for 2049, the year of the Earth Ship.

*****
      For as long as I anyone can remember, we are all scientists, agriculturalists, musicians and members of CitizenX.  Higher education has ensured our continued success with initiatives that promote skilled citizens, who are knowledgeable and mostly self-sufficient.
     Everyone is respected and valued equally.  We are life-long students, with free access to the institutions of higher education through augmented reality and virtual classrooms.  The portals to higher learning and accessing the Akashic Halls, where the ethereal files of humanity are stored, that are a global right.
     The International Institution of Higher Education (IIHH) which comes under the auspices of higher education maintains logs, portals and renewal keys, as these are the pinpoints of where we are, what areas we are learning and where we need to be.  There’s an algorithm that coordinates each of our bodies biorhythms and keeps us in sync with bio-cycles in relation to the universe.
     Working is a way to be engaged with our communities, but unlike the rent receipt and pay stub that my Great-grandmother has included in her capsule, we work with full benefits that include healthcare, food and housing.  We’re not a welfare state, and there’s no need to struggle to achieve that basic principles of survival.  Fear of being homeless doesn’t exist and we each receive our first piece of real estate, which is our “Personal Space” when we are born.
     Job security exists because technology is not allowed to displace workers, humans themselves voluntarily and regularly retrained and upgraded, in that way there’s a steady stream of competency without the competitiveness.  Our CounterParts with their layers of connectedness and machine learning are requirements that monitor, detect and prevent any feeling of uselessness and we each feel a sense of purpose.
     A work day rolls in and out; the stint as they’re called is three days on and alternates with three to four days off.  And each shift lasts two hours; after your shift ends you’re entitled to access IIHH, for re-orientation or just to improve your productivity levels.  Our goals are a mix of precision and quality, but the learning is a life-long and higher education provides portals to virtual classrooms and the more direct Uterian learning, as we all continue to be active CitizenX, making valuable contributions to society.
    We have our children connected to GENII, the Galactic Educational Neural Interface Initiative the quantum encrypted internet at birth, so that in general areas of learning they are machine taught.  Then modifications are made over time, so that each incoming generation has a better life than the previous, and of course as we move closer to being space worthy.  And finally, after years of crowdsourcing around the globe, here we are!  All these nations, countries, villages and communities agreed, and we are ready for Take-off!
*****
     “Should I bring Kaurismo?” I ask, holding my robotic counterpart’s hand up.  I built him from Scratch, a program on the GENII internet.  It started out as a pet project; literally because I wanted a dog but my CounterPart is made of old recycled aluminum and robust computer material that my father repurposed.  When we were done, my CounterPart looked more like a sheep on two legs, so we removed the fake fur and she became a four foot tall humanoid. 
      Most people conceal their Counterparts, it might be as small as a pinhead or a device neatly fitted to cover one’s fingernail, but its purpose is always the same to protect life maintain the memory and make life better.
     My friend Sophie has a family crest sewn into her clothing, a fully functional discreet CounterPart.  But no matter what we tried, we could never get Great-grandmother to accept artificial intelligence or to succumb to technology.
     “Mama,” my father would plead with her.  “Think of it as our guardian angels.  The Counterpart will watch over the family.”
     “No,” Great-grandmother poo-pooed him “It’s a nosy contraption, always there seeing things without seeing!” She clucked her tongue at him and waved her hand, as if a gnat was buzzing about her head.
“Por Favor,” my mother tried to tap into her mother’s sensibilities, but it never worked.  As my Great-grandmother’s memory began to fade and nothing seemed to help.  Then, one day she woke up and her memory was gone, just like that 89 years of life had disappeared!
       It was then that I held the time capsule tightly.  When she died my mother cried and cried.  Sometimes, late at night I wish my grandma had gotten her “contraption”, at least then we could’ve tapped into her spirit, her AI and smiled at her memories.
    
****
      So, I made a plan to conduct real-live interviews of my family after my grandma died.  We were weeks away from launching Mothership Earth and although I couldn’t grasp the enormity of the mission, my world was changing quickly and I wanted to preserve some semblance of what it had been like, from a personal perspective.   I began my living-history with my father, who remembered using the old internet.
     “What’s a World Wide Web?” I playfully asked into the top of my hand, that I had balled up into a fist to mimic an interviewer’s microphone. “Joseph Sorkin, tell us what planet Earth use to be like…”
     “Well, Marta” he began in a very professional voice and I smiled. He went into a long diatribe about decibels and broadband, this he interspersed with what he thought were amusing anecdotes, and he laughed at his own jokes.  But I didn’t stop him, because I could see his delight, that his memories brought him joy.
     Truth is, I could have just gone to GENII and Googled the information, but I wanted to create a collage of Dad moments, so I pressed on, eager to engage him.
     “When did you meet mama?” I asked into my hand.
     He smiled and closed his eyes, then began his version of how he had met my mother, when she was carrying water in a jug that had a small hole.
     “Can I help?” he said that he had asked, thinking maybe he could pour her water into his container.  But instead she had politely declined his offer and stepped around him.  
     “Please,” he had insisted.  “Let me help.”  But she seemed to twirl away. 
     “It’s not heavy,” he recalled her saying.  “It actually seems to be getting lighter with every step I take.”  
     “So I see,” Joseph laughed now with the retelling of the story.  He even pointed as if the trail of water was in the room with them now, and grateful that it hadn’t evaporated under the hot sun.
     We talked at length about how the world use to be, before GENII when the internet was the Wild Wild West, had Zero-day threats and ransomware.  
     He shared his opinion of the Uterian Program, a collaboration of volunteers and educators around the globe, who used crowdsourcing on the GENII internet to tap into the brightest minds for the darkest problems and their latest motto: 
     “Free Knowledge, Must Bring Your Own Container,” we recited it together and hugged.  It was a good first interview and I thanked him.
     “So, here we are in 2049, preparing to relocate to the other side of the Galactic Equator in our Mothership Earth.  And that’s it, so the end becomes the beginning again,” he smiled and hugged me.

****
       “Go ahead Marta,” my mother encourages me.  “Ask your questions.”  
     There’s a “No” nonsense attitude about her, she’s resolute in the purpose of my time capsule.  For her it means much more than a kid keeping a journal, it is a way forward.  I watch her face; the way the corner of her mouth turns upward, as if she knows something that we don’t know and she’s keeping it a secret.
    “Begin Marta,” she gestures her index finger, as if she’s swiping a touch.  She is like a work of art, beautiful.  I just look at her, studying the wrinkles at the corners of her eyes that frame their sparkle.  Do all daughters look at their mothers this way?  I wonder.  Are they seeing her motherly aura, that nurturing bit of life's spiritual light?  I wonder.  And then I think, aren’t there any homely mothers on Earth?  
     I clear my throat and at once I’m back, focused on the task at hand, my mother’s interview.  I want this interview to be different from my father’s, because her experience is a different slice of the vignette.  She’s tall; she’s regal with her wide hips and long slender fingers.  She smiles and repositions herself, eager to begin as if talking about her life will purify it, release her from holding memories too close.
      But I’m distracted by my father, who’s being silly, making faces at me from behind my mother’s head.  I laugh and get up to pull the curtain closed.
     “You had your turn,” I give him a quick kiss on the cheek and return to my mother.  She’s seated in the lotus position and I know this will be a long interview; no doubt she’ll bestow wisdom on me.  I take a deep breath and speak into my imaginary microphone.
     “I’m here with Mrs. Tatiana Sorkin, who is going to briefly share everything she knows about life on earth!” 
     “Well, yes, my name is Tatiana,” my mother begins. “And I was born next to the Veld …”
My mind drifts, it’s not that I’m disinterested but the way she speaks is endearing, soft spoken and articulate.  Like a lullaby, sing song and I’m reminded of my grandmother, I watch her facial muscles as she speaks.  The graceful hand gestures, she’s showing me how she peeled a banana differently from an orange.  She’s knowledgeable, articulate and I think I want to grow up to become her; she is the epitome of Galactic CitizenX.
     It’s another instance when I’m grateful for my CounterPart, Kauomi is capturing the moment and everything about her—rate of perspiration, pulse, heart rate and I’m allowed to smell her, even my olfactory information will be included.  
     “I want to talk about Higher Education,” she begins, “because as you know, it’s only through it that all the rest of life is possible.  It’s how mankind emerges from the caves and how we build smart cities, without enlightenment we would not exist because we would never have survived.  Right?”
     “Yes.”
     “So the benefits can’t be limited to locality, they must be scalable and replicable.  They must be of global importance.  Universities, colleges, and medicine all come under this umbrella that protects us, it’s what allows innovation.  It’s how your father helped to create the GENII, (Global Education Neural Intergalactic Initiative), why we use quantum encryption technology and artificial intelligence and all the other wonderful technology that we enjoy.  Right?”
     “Yes,” I nod.  “Will we use this in the future?” I ask.  My voice is dreamy and I’m less engaged, but I keep going with my mother’s interview, I can see she’s enjoying it. 
     “Marta, when every tooth on every zipper is connected to a layer of the internet, do you have any idea of the infinity possibilities of GENII technology?  Just take a moment and think about that, every loop on every Velcro strip is a connection.  That this connectedness has helped across generations with every industry!”
     “Yes, mama.”
     “So you see, higher education did this,” she smiles.  “It eradicated poverty and knowledge gave people real power, to make change to promote peace and not be puppets.  The added proponent is that it’s sustainable, because I had an education, you will have a higher education.  You understand Marta?”
     I nod.  I’m one of my mother’s greatest achievements, because of her; I’m enrolled in GENII’s vertical farming system that has used an algorithm to feed whole nations, whole communities on a marked interval that coincides with nutrition and exertion rates.  Vegetables and leafy plants grow in abundance, despite drought conditions.  (I make a mental note to include the hydro Kevlar schematic, which I helped to design into the time capsule.)
     I thank her for the helpful interview, and then begin the task of what of my life-story do I want to add and what trinkets should be included in my time capsule. 
*****
      At first we thought the greyish-white spots falling from the sky were pamphlets being distributed, and then as they came closer they appeared to be small pieces of paper, like confetti tossed about during one of my Great-grandmother’s ticker-tape parades.
     “It’s snow!” Someone yelled excitedly.
      But those of us who had seen snow, who had experienced the white flakes outside of the scientific portals of virtual-reality, knew for certain that it wasn’t snow or bits of paper.
      “What is it?’
     It took a moment of adjustment, as we gathered ourselves to acknowledge whether this was simply a part of sensory responsive training or that we were connected to GENII, the nominal data analysis always on, always live-streaming and always a part of  the collective experience.  
*****
      Just as earth’s seismographic activity had increased, so did the activity inside GENII’s Portal Control Center.  A chain of events was started, as the Super Computer sequenced its Off/On switches, relays and binary processing that magically switched from block chain technology and escalating, conducting millions upon millions upon millions of processing steps,  IfThis/ThenThat in a nanosecond.
       GENIE’s chief IT officer, Dr. Li gathered the second engineering expulsion team adjusted around, Marta’s mother Tatiana was among them.  They each went into SCADA stealth mode, and reenacted the movements as they had been trained to perform at the Uterian portal.
          “Begin the count down,” Dr. Li instructed the engineer on delta control, as her full sized CounterPart stood at attention.  Holographic screens popped up throughout the room, intersecting and connecting on various planes.     
     “This is not a time to pray that this works,” She reminded her crew and swiped right.   
     And everyone went to work and did their job, an organized stream of movement.  Well thought out and planned, with any obvious short comings already having been compensated for.  These Galactic CitizenX members were above emotional chaos and performed their duties perfectly, which was a prime motivation.
*****
     “Papa!” I called excitedly, and for a brief moment we locked eyes and smiled.
     “See you on the other side,” he winked and a glassy look came over his face.  And I knew that he had already connected to GENII.  And I closed my eyes and received final instructions.  It was the moment we had trained for, every bit, byte and piece of data that we had gathered and interacted with, every run task and step that we had undertaken was in preparation for this moment of the human journey.
     The Super Computer and GENII executables then took over, we were all connected then and part of the machines, our specialized selves as the bio-components of a massive plan to redefine, relocate and reconstruct our world in a brand new galaxy somewhere in space.
     During this phase, babies and youths would be taught via neural activity and kids my age would be taught higher level skills, from food prep to vertical farming techniques.  Some would undergone a reinstating of languages- Spanish, Hebrew, Latin, English, Greek, Swahili and Slavic languages, for interpretative capability.  Still others would be infused with music and the Arts, listening to the classical and growing in rap and renditions of jazz and of course, the technical skills we would need upon arrival.
     For as familiar as we were with Earth, we knew in the final days, destination earth would not be as it once was, it would take time to get back to the healthy earth and human relation that we supposed once existed between humans and planet.  The time before climate change and the massive loss of memory during the Alzheimer’s epidemic.
     It was then that Higher Education most aligned skillsets, by bringing people together and forming partnerships with industry leaders, with proven insights to the ethical needs of all people.  Students were flexible and agile, inter-changeable with CounterParts, as if they themselves were customizable toolsets, prepared to engage in work, in meaningful ways.
     And what had been thought to be snowflakes, was in fact volcanic ash.  The first soluble ingredient of the energy converted into fuel that the Mothership Earth needed to begin its long journey.
     “Now!” Dr. Li commanded as she watched the scaled 3D image of the moon being detonated. 
     Super computer lights flicked, as the system calculated and processed each movement, drawing power from the activity to steering, control and operate thermal nuclear fusions, in a Hadron combination until the source of organic energy could be transferred into a new malleable and counterintuitive form of energy and then on cue.
       “Engage!” Dr. Li said and closed her eyes.  Calmly her CounterPart took over and the intergalactic journey began.
     The Mothership Earth 2049 shook mightily, as the massive amount of energy amassed by the convulsions captured and contained.  The strength in thrusts as tectonic plates shifted and the power gained from waves, tsunamis and winds all concentrated to the very core, all rerouted into a motion that catapulted the great Mothership Earth outward and free of its orbit.
*****
      Higher Education will always be our saving grace.  It is the mortar that holds bricks in place, the building blocks of humanity.  In a hyper-connected digital world, education eradicates poverty and balances power.
     It is the torch that lights the way via crowdsourcing and it is what carries us forward, even in an aging, overpopulated world with diminishing resources.
     Higher education encourages innovative thinking, creativity and motivates us to become our better selves, all while offering hope and a chance to make life better.  Because we must be life-long learners, always looking at how dots are connecting and even more importantly to see dots until we imagine what isn’t even there…  yet.
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