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Anomalous 

Human Continuity Program  

Interview Log 847 – Terminal  

Subject: Unit B-7823  

Location: North American Colony Experiment, Sector Seven  

Status: Anomalous  

Date: Year 2202, Cycle Day 2,847 (116 years since program inception in 2086)  

Present - Interview Room  

The chair knows my weight before I sit. Temperature: optimal. Humidity: balanced. My 

wrists rest against the armature's smooth polymer surface. My uniform is stiff and gray; I run my 

thumb over the raised designation on my sleeve, B-7823, though I don’t know why. Habit, 

perhaps. Or maybe some part of me still believes the number matters, that it distinguishes me 

from B-7822 or B-7824. The restraints activate with a whisper—not tight enough to bruise, never 

that inefficient, just enough to ensure stillness  I study the ceiling while waiting. Bleached bone 

white, like everything here—walls, floors, ceilings, all the same hexagonal panels that 

interconnect seamlessly. No shadows where they meet. No dust in the corners. Perfect efficiency 

of design. Through the narrow window, I can see the dome's edge where it meets something else, 

something my mind skitters away from naming. Desert, whispers a voice I don't recognize. 

Nevada desert. The interviewer's voice comes from everywhere and nowhere, genderless and 

precise. No speakers visible. The sound simply exists in the air around me, as if the room itself is 

speaking.  

"State your designation."  

"Unit B-7823. Production Sector Seven. Efficiency rating: Optimal."  
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There is a pause. Not inefficient—calculated. They are measuring something in my voice, 

analyzing the microsecond delays between syllables, the way my tongue moves against my teeth 

when I form the words. My heart rate. The dilation of my pupils. The temperature gradient across 

my skin. Everything is data here. Everything has always been data. I keep my breathing at 

regulation depth: four seconds in, four seconds out. We learned this as children. Or at least, I 

have a memory of learning it as a child, though the memory feels borrowed, like wearing 

someone else's clothes.   

"When did you first notice the anomaly?"  

I want to say a week ago, but that is not how we measure time here. We count in cycles, 

not days. Forward, never backward. Always toward the Great Migration, when humanity will 

leave this dying Earth for the stars. Seventy-five years from now. Or so they tell us.  

"Cycle Day 2,840. Seven days ago."  

"Describe the initial occurrence."  

I close my eyes, and I am back there again.  

Seven Days Earlier  

The morning pill dissolves on my tongue at 06:00 hours exactly. Nutrition Supplement 

Delta, same as every morning for—I don’t know how long. We do not count backwards here, 

only forward. The pills are engineered for zero sensory engagement. No taste, no smell, no 

texture. Just optimal nutrition delivery. But today, the pill tastes. Not the usual nothing-sensation 

of proper nutrients entering the digestive system. This is something else, something that makes 

my mouth water in a way that triggers a contamination alert on my biometric band. The band—a 

seamless ring of polymer and circuitry fused to my wrist—monitors everything. Heart rate 

variability. Cortisol levels. Neural activity patterns. Any deviation from baseline efficiency 
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triggers an alert. Salivation without nutritional stimulus means system error. Means potential 

neural degradation. I swallow quickly, but the taste lingers: sharp and bright and wrong. Lemon, 

whispers something deep in my brain. A word that has no meaning here, not in the Colony. But 

the taste explodes across my tongue, and suddenly I am somewhere else entirely. A kitchen—not 

the sterile food preparation area of the Colony, but something warmer. Sunlight streams through 

a window with curtains. Actual curtains, fabric that serves no purpose but decoration. Someone 

squeezes fresh lemon into tea, and the scent fills the room. She makes a face when she tastes it, 

adds honey from a ceramic pot shaped like a bear. Makes another face. "Too sweet," she says, but 

drinks it anyway because the internet said vitamin C helps with...With what? The memory blurs 

at the edges like a photograph held too close to flame. Her hands shake slightly as she sets down 

the mug. The tremor...the tremor is getting worse...  

The memory dissolves. I am back at my station. My face is wet. Tears—another 

inefficiency we are not supposed to experience. I wipe them quickly before the biometric band 

can register the anomaly. Too late. The band has already recorded everything: the spike in 

cortisol, the activation of my lacrimal glands, the brief irregularity in my breathing pattern. Data 

uploaded instantly to the central monitoring system. Someone, somewhere, is already reviewing 

my file. Protocol demands I report for recalibration. But even as the band logs my deviation, 

some smaller, quieter part of me clings to the fading taste on my tongue. Reporting means losing 

it—losing her—before I even know who she is. So I say nothing. I leave my housing unit and 

report to Production Sector Seven at 06:15 hours for work.  

The corridor stretches ahead, identical to every other corridor in the facility. White walls, 

white floor, white ceiling. We move with practiced efficiency, each to our designated station. 

B6891. C-1256. F-9000. Numbers and letters, nothing more. But today my eyes pull toward 
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things they usually slide past. The way B-6891's left shoulder sits slightly higher than the right—

an old injury, perhaps? The faint lines around C-1256's eyes that suggest they once smiled often. 

F9000's fingers, twitching in a pattern that might be... music? A pulse of heat flashes under my 

biometric band. Not an alarm yet—just the soft prod of correction. The message is clear: stop 

looking.  

Production Sector Seven stretches out before me in perfect rows—forty workstations, 

each a brushed aluminum cube with a holographic display that flickers pale blue. The floors are 

poured epoxy, once white, now yellowed like old teeth. Hairline cracks spread from the 

loadbearing columns, and I wonder how long they've been there. How many cycles of workers 

have walked these floors before me? The ceiling panels have water stains—brown rings that 

suggest the climate control is not as optimal as they claim. Sometimes I hear dripping in the 

walls, a arhythmic tap tap tap that doesn't match any mechanical cycle. The whole facility hums 

at 60 Hz, the frequency of old electrical systems. Should have been upgraded decades ago. 

Weren't. Why?  

My station awaits—Quality Analysis Terminal 4. The same station I've occupied for... how long?  

The question feels dangerous, like standing too close to an edge I can't see. My task: optimizing 

life-support algorithms. Reviewing resource allocation models. Calculating the precise caloric 

needs for a thousand humans over a century in space. Each equation I perfect could mean the 

difference between survival and system failure when there's no turning back. Unit M-5901 

operates the adjacent terminal. I've worked beside them for... the time stretches backward into 

gray nothing.   

"Unit B-7823." Supervisor D-1102 appears beside my station. Their approach was silent.  

"Your biometrics indicate irregularities."   
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"Minor calibration issue," I respond. "Self-correcting." They scan me with a handheld 

device, its blue light playing across my face, reading the heat patterns in my blood vessels, the 

micro-expressions I can't control. I notice their designation: D-1102. Production Sector One. But  

Sector One is administration. Why is a Sector One supervisor monitoring Sector Seven?  

"Report to Medical if anomalies persist beyond the current shift."  

They move on, but I feel their attention linger. A weight between my shoulder blades that 

might be observation or might be paranoia. In the Colony, is there a difference? I lower my heart 

rate manually, a skill we all learn in childhood. Or what I assume was childhood. The beforetime 

is gray, like looking through frosted glass. Shapes and shadows but no details. They told us 

forgetting was part of the gift—no homesickness for Earth when we leave it behind.But the taste 

remains on my tongue. Lemon. And something else now—a name forming in my mind like ice 

crystals on glass.   

The woman.  

Present - Interview Room  

"You did not report to Medical," the interviewer states. Their voice carries no accusation, 

just observation.  

"The anomalies self-corrected." The lie comes so easily it surprises me. We are not 

supposed to be able to lie.  

"Your biometric data suggests otherwise. Heart rate variance of 7.3% above baseline.  

Perspiration increase of 0.02%. Pupil dilation inconsistent with truth response patterns."  

They know. Of course they know. The question is why they're letting me continue the lie.  

"Describe Cycle Day 2,841."  
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Six Days Earlier  

I dream. I’ve never remembered a dream since being in the Colony. But at 02:47 hours, I wake 

with my heart racing and images that refuse to dissolve. Sky. That is the word that comes first. 

Not the dome above us with its regulated light patterns and controlled radiation exposure, but 

something vast and changeable. Blue—but not the blue of our terminals. Blue like...like...The 

memory comes in fragments: Standing in a backyard. Real grass beneath bare feet, each blade 

distinct, some soft, some sharp. The smell of cut lawn and barbecue smoke. A woman's voice 

calling from inside: "David, help me with these boxes!" David. The name hits like electricity. 

David Hernandez. That's who I was. Am. Was. The sky over Nevada that day was endless. I was 

helping someone move. Boxes of books—actual paper books—being loaded into a truck. The 

woman comes outside, wipes sweat from her forehead, leaves a streak of dust. She's wearing a 

sundress with lemons printed on it.   

"I can't believe we're really doing this," she says."The money will be worth it," I tell her, 

but my voice sounds hollow even to me. She touches my face with fingers that smell like 

cardboard and packing tape. "Ten years is a long time, David." "It'll go by fast," I lie.  

The dream dissolves, but the weight of it remains. I lie in my pod—an ergonomically 

perfect sleeping surface that adjusts to my body temperature and position—and stare at the 

ceiling. The same white hexagons as everywhere else.  

At Nutrition Period One, the supplement hits my tongue and for a split second I expect 

the taste again. Nothing. Of course. But the anticipation itself feels dangerous. My stomach 

knots, and something inside me shifts—like a loose thread pulled tight. Around me, the others 

swallow in perfect rhythm. Expressionless. Predictable. Safe. And then the first memory breaks 

the surface.  
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All volunteers chose this over whatever waited outside. I try to remember what “outside” 

was, but it doesn’t come back in facts. Just flashes. Heat—so thick it felt like trying to breathe 

through a fever. Sirens echoing through Phoenix as we packed what little we had. Watching my 

father wet a cloth and press it over my sister’s mouth so she wouldn’t pass out. A riverbed we 

drove past on the way north—cracked open, empty, like something with a spine torn out. Water 

sloshing at my ankles in a Manhattan subway station years later, my mother pulling me back 

when the lights started to flicker. The fighting. I don’t remember the causes, just the closeness of 

it—crowds pushing, shouted warnings, the metallic smell in the air afterward. The colonies 

showed up on the broadcasts around then. Not explanations—just banners: VOLUNTEERS  

NEEDED. FAMILIES RELOCATED TO SAFE ZONES.  

Safe. That was all I cared about.  

Safe.  

For us.  

Present - Interview Room  

"You're experiencing memory recovery," the interviewer says. "This is unexpected but not 

unprecedented."   

"How many others?"  

"That information is classified beyond your optimization level."  

"My optimization level," I repeat. The words taste bitter, like the opposite of lemon.  

"What is my actual optimization level?"  

"You are experiencing confusion. This is a normal response to partial memory recovery.  

Continue describing Cycle Day 2,841."  

But I notice they didn't answer the question.  
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Six Days Earlier – Continued  

At my terminal that day, the optimization protocols blur. I process them—my fingers 

know the work even if my mind wanders—but other thoughts intrude.Why is my designation  

Production Sector Seven when the facility maps show that wing as "Decommissioned Research 

Seven - Archive Storage"? The discrepancy bothers me like a splinter under the skin. We're using 

the designation of a sector that supposedly no longer exists. I pull up facility schematics under 

the pretense of optimizing foot traffic patterns. The maps are layered by year of construction. 

The original dome, built in 2086, was smaller. Much smaller. Just the central hub and four 

sectors. Sector Seven was added in 2094. Modified in 2108. Decommissioned in 2145.  

But here I sit, in 2202, working in a sector that hasn't existed for fifty-seven years.  

"Focus interruption detected," my terminal announces.  "Productivity decreased by  

1.3%."  

I recalibrate, but the questions don't disappear. They sink beneath the surface like stones 

in dark water, waiting.That night, I stay awake past optimal sleep initiation. Through my unit's 

window—a narrow slit of transparent aluminum—I watch the dome's evening light fade. But at 

the horizon where the dome meets the ground, there's a seam of different light. Warm. Golden. 

Desert light. Earth light. Real light. The memory arrives whole and violent: Standing outside the 

recruitment center in Las Vegas. Pre-dawn darkness, the last stars fading as the sky lightened to 

gray. The agreement tablet heavy in my hand, its screen showing endless pages of terms and 

conditions. "Volunteers for Humanity's Future" in bold letters across the top.The building's 

facade was all glass and promises. Inside, hundreds of us waited. Teachers, engineers, farmers, 

doctors. All of us desperate enough to trade ourselves for our families' survival. She was in the 

parking lot, small inside my jacket. The treatments made her cold all the time now, though the 
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doctors kept promising that would pass. She twisted her wedding ring—a cubic zirconia 

replacement for the diamond we'd pawned three months earlier for one more round of treatments. 

"Ten years," I said, though my naked ring finger already felt like betrayal. They'd taken my 

wedding band at processing. Standard protocol, they said.   

"You don't have to do this," she said, but we both knew that was a lie.   

We'd been lying to each other for months. About the medical bills. The collection notices. 

The way she apologized every time she took her medication, as if being sick was something she 

chose.  

"Ten years," I told her. "Then I'll come back and we'll buy a house somewhere warm, by 

the ocean. You always wanted to learn to surf."   

She smiled, but we both knew what we weren't saying: she might not have ten years. The 

experimental gene therapy cost $500,000. Insurance called it "investigational" and refused 

coverage. The Colony contract offered exactly that amount, paid in installments to my  
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designated beneficiary. She kissed me, and she tasted like lemons and honey and hospital 

disinfectant and goodbye.  

I love you.  

Sarah.  

Present - Interview Room  

"You're crying," the interviewer observes. I touch my face. Wet.   

"We're not supposed to cry."  

"No," they agree. "You're not. Tell me about Unit M-5901."  

The question catches me off-guard. "What about them?"  

"You've been observed making unauthorized eye contact. Three times in the last four 

days. This suggests conspiracy."  

Conspiracy. The word hangs in the air like a threat.  

"I don't know what you mean."  

"Biometric analysis indicates deception. Describe your interaction with Unit M-5901 on  

Cycle Day 2,842."  

Five Days Earlier  

The memory comes during Nutrition Period Two. Unit M-5901 reaches for their 

supplement at the same moment I do. Our hands touch. Skin against skin. A violation of 

Pathogen Protocol Seven. The Colony has been under quarantine for fourteen days. Sector Two 

reported a norovirus outbreak, though I've never seen anyone actually sick. During quarantine, 

we cannot touch, cannot gather, cannot pass within two meters without triggering 

decontamination protocols. Except no one is sick. No one has been sick. Not once.  
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But in that moment of contact, I remember everything. Sarah's hands. "Piano player 

hands," she called them, though she never learned to play. Long fingers that shook when she 

tried to hold things toward the end. Steady only when she held mine. The night before I entered 

the Colony, we sat on our secondhand couch with the broken spring that we'd covered with a 

folded blanket. She traced the lines on my palm like she was reading a map to somewhere better.  

"What if you forget me?" she whispered.  

"Impossible," I whispered back. Kissed the top of her head where her hair had grown 

back wispy and uncertain after the chemo. Another lie for the collection.  

Unit M-5901 jerks their hand back, already reaching for the sanitization dispenser. But 

they look at me, and for just a moment, I see something that shouldn't exist here. Recognition. 

Not of me, but of themselves. Of what we've lost. They sanitize quickly, efficiently, but their 

eyes linger on mine a fraction of a second too long. I return to my station, but the memory has 

cracked something open. More pour through: The training modules they showed us before 

optimization. Videos of successful colonists working in perfect harmony. No conflict. No doubt.  

No hesitation. "This will be you," the orientation leader promised. "Free from the burdens of 

Earth-bound thinking." They explained the process in clinical terms. Neural pathway 

restructuring. Synaptic optimization. Cognitive load balancing. They made it sound like 

upgrading software. They didn't mention the forgetting. Or maybe they did, and I chose not to 

hear it. Desperate people have selective hearing.  

Present - Interview Room  

"Unit M-5901 has reported no abnormalities," the interviewer says."Then why are you 

asking about them?"  



    Roseboro 12 
  

"Your pupil dilation increased 23% when I mentioned their designation. Your heart rate 

elevated by six beats per minute. These are indicators of emotional attachment." Emotional 

attachment.   

"Continue your account."  

Four Days Earlier  

It starts with the mirror. I only glance at the reflective panel on my way out of the 

sector—just long enough to see my own face. But the face doesn’t hold. It flickers. Splits. For a 

heartbeat, there are three of me in the metal—three reflections at slightly different angles, each 

one a fraction out of sync.  

One blinks before I do.  

One doesn’t blink at all.  

One’s mouth moves like it’s trying to say my name.  

David.  

I jerk backward, but the reflections don’t snap into place. They hesitate, stuttering 

between expressions like corrupted files trying to load. And then—just for an instant—one of 

them looks terrified.   

Not me.  

Not the body I’m in.  

Cold rushes down my spine.  I back away from the panel, pulse slamming in my ears. 

The reflections glitch again—merging, separating, merging—until all three finally collapse into 

one face.  

Not mine.  
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Definitely not mine.  

That’s when something in me breaks loose. I don’t remember choosing the next step, but 

suddenly I’m sprinting down a maintenance corridor, heart hammering, protocol forgotten. I 

move fast, knowing exactly where the blind spots are. I’ve been mapping them without realizing 

why. I need to access Research Protocol Seven. The decommissioned sector that doesn't exist. 

The access hatch is hidden behind a panel that looks identical to every other panel. But there's a 

temperature differential—half a degree warmer, suggesting space behind it. I press the sequence 

I observed a maintenance unit input two cycles ago. The panel slides aside. The corridor beyond 

is dark. My eyes adjust slowly, picking out shapes in the gloom. Dust here—actual dust, a sign 

that the cleaning units don't patrol this section. My footsteps echo wrong, suggesting a larger 

space ahead. I find it three hundred meters in: Research Sector Seven. The terminals are older 

models, their screens cracked but functional. One still has power, its screen casting green light 

across keyboards yellowed with age. The login prompt blinks patiently, as if it's been waiting. I 

try my designation. Access denied. I try my old name, the one that feels more real with each 

passing hour: David Hernandez. Access denied. Then, on instinct, I type: Sarah. The screen 

flickers. Access granted. Someone programmed this backdoor. Someone who knew about Sarah. 

Someone who wanted me—or someone like me—to find this. The files are fragmented, many 

corrupted, but what remains is enough: Research Sector Seven was terminated in Cycle 743. 

Forty-three people who remembered simultaneously. They called it "cascade reversion"—a 

domino effect where one person's memories triggered recovery in others. The sector was 

decommissioned. The units were "processed for redistribution." I dig deeper into the personnel 

files. Photos attached, though I don't recognize the faces. But their designations... I know those 
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numbers. They're still here. Still working. Different faces, same numbers. The realization comes 

cold and certain: We are not the first generation. We're not even the tenth. We're iterations, copies 

of copies, our useful patterns preserved while our inconvenient memories are deleted. A sub-file 

catches my attention: "External Command Directive 7-Alpha." I open it   

“.In the event of cascade reversion exceeding 10% of colony population, initiate Protocol 

Seven. Complete neural extraction and pattern storage. Physical units to be recycled. Neural 

patterns to be archived for future implementation in fresh substrates. Physical units to be 

recycled.”  

They mean us. They mean our bodies. Fresh substrates. They mean new volunteers, 

people desperate enough to sign contracts they don't understand. Another file: "Volunteer 

Procurement Status." Lists of recruitment waves. Wave A through Wave K, each with thousands 

of names. Compensation packages paid out. Beneficiary status tracked. I find my name: David 

Hernandez, Wave C, Recruited January 2190. Beneficiary: Sarah Hernandez. Status: Payments 

complete. Beneficiary deceased 2194. Deceased. Sarah died eight years ago. Four years after I 

entered the Colony. Six years before my contract should have ended.   

But I'm still here.   

Present - Interview Room  

"You accessed restricted areas," the interviewer states.  

"Yes."  

"You discovered classified information."  

"Yes."  

"You understand this makes you anomalous."  
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"I understand it makes me aware."  

There's a pause. For the first time, I wonder if the interviewer is human or just another 

algorithm, perfectly optimized for information extraction.  

"Describe your interaction with Unit M-5901 in Sector Four."  

Three Days Earlier  

I find them during rest period, standing by the viewing panel that offers a glimpse 

beyond the dome. They're looking at the mountains—real mountains, Earth mountains, worn by 

wind and time into shapes that no algorithm would design.  

"You see it too," I say.  

They don't startle. Don't turn.   

"I don't know what you're referencing, Unit B-7823."  

"The mountains. We're in Nevada. North of Las Vegas. I drove past those mountains to 

get to the recruitment center."  

Now they turn. Their face is careful, controlled, but their eyes give them away. "Miranda 

Chen," they whisper. "I was a teacher. Elementary school. Los Angeles."  

"Why?" I ask. One word, but it contains everything. She understands.   

"The floods took everything. My whole neighborhood, gone in the '84 surge. The Colony 

Initiative offered relocation assistance for my parents, my kids—to the Michigan territories, 

above the flood lines. Said I'd be helping design educational protocols for the space colonies." 

She laughs—a broken sound we're not supposed to be able to make. "I thought I'd be teaching 

again. Not... this."  

We stand there, two people remembering we're people.  
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"How many cycles?" I ask.  

"This is Cycle 847. Each cycle is fifty days. That's—" she calculates, and I see the 

teacher in her surface, "—116 years since the program started."  

"We're not the originals," I say. “How?"  

“The first volunteers are dead. When someone becomes too anomalous, too aware, 

they're removed. But first they copy our neural patterns. Our skills. Our optimized behaviors. 

Transfer them to new volunteers. We're not us anymore. We're functions. Useful functions 

housed in whoever signed the latest contract."  

"How do you know all this?"  

She's quiet for a long moment. "Because I've remembered before. Three times, according 

to the files I found. Each time, they catch me. Each time, they make me forget. Each time, I 

remember again, a little faster than before."  

"How do we stop it?"  

"We don't. The contracts we signed... they're iron-clad. We gave them permission to do 

this. We just didn't understand what 'neural optimization' really meant."  

"There has to be a way—""There is." She meets my eyes. "We break. We all break at 

once. Cascade reversion. If enough of us remember simultaneously, the system can't process us 

all. But it's only happened once, and they learned from it. Now they isolate us. Quarantine us.  

Keep us from touching, from talking, from remembering we're human."  

"The pathogen protocols."  

"There's no pathogen. There never was. It's just an excuse to keep us separated when too 

many start showing anomalies."  
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"How many are remembering now?"  

"Seven that I know of. Maybe more. We leave signs for each other. Small things. A finger-tap 

pattern that means 'I remember.' A specific way of arranging items on our workstation.  

Tiny rebellions that look like accidents."  

She shows me the pattern—thumb to pinkie and back, three times fast. I've seen it before.  

F-9000 does it. So does C-1256.  

"What happens if we're caught?"  

"Neural extraction. Pattern storage. Body disposal. New substrate implementation." She 

says it clinically, like reading from a manual. "They'll download everything we are and upload it 

into someone new. Someone who won't ask questions for another few cycles."  

"Have you ever... met yourself? A previous version?"She's quiet. Then: "Once. Cycle 

680-something. An older woman, same designation as me. She didn't remember anything, but 

she had this habit—she'd hum when she concentrated. Same tune I used to hum to my students 

during quiet work time. Watching her was like watching my ghost."  

"What happened to her?"  

"I don't know. One day she was there, the next day someone else had her station. Same 

designation, different face. The wheel keeps turning.  

"We stand in silence, watching the mountains that have existed longer than our entire 

species, that will exist long after we're gone—really gone, not just recycled into new flesh. "My 

wife is dead," I tell her. "Sarah. She died eight years ago."  

"I'm sorry."  
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"I don't even know if the money helped. If she got the treatment. If she suffered. If she 

waited for me."  

"The not knowing is worse than the forgetting," Miranda says. But I'm not sure that's  

true.  

Present - Interview Room  

"Unit M-5901 has been processed," the interviewer says. The words hit like physical 

impact.   

"When?"  

"Two days ago. After your conversation in Sector Four.""  

You were listening."  

"We're always listening. Did you think the surveillance had blind spots by accident? Did 

you think the backdoor passwords were coincidence? We know everything you do the moment 

you do it. Sometimes before."  

"Then why let us—"  

"Because controlled anomalies provide useful data. How long before memory recovery? 

What triggers it? How does it spread? You're not the first to remember, Unit B-7823. You're not 

even the hundredth. You're all part of the experiment."  

"The experiment isn't about space colonization."  

"No," the interviewer agrees. "It never was."  

Two Days Earlier  

They come during sleep period. Three supervisors, moving with perfect silence. I wake 

when the restraints activate on my pod.  
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"Unit B-7823, you are displaying anomalous patterns requiring investigation."  

I don't resist. Resistance would confirm what they suspect—that I'm not just 

remembering but planning. That Miranda and I weren't just talking but organizing. Seven of us, 

maybe more, ready to break together. They take me to Medical. The room is larger than our 

standard medical bay, older. The equipment here doesn't match the sleek efficiency of the  

Colony. It's military hardware, repurposed. The logos have been removed, but the shadow of 

letters remains on the metal: DARPA. The Medical Supervisor—R-0001—reviews my scans 

with perfect efficiency. But I notice something: a slight tremor in their left hand. A scar on their 

temple, partially hidden by their designation marking.  

"Neural pathway deviation consistent with incomplete optimization. Subject shows 

pattern recognition beyond baseline parameters. Recommend immediate recalibration."  

"Negative," says Supervisor D-1102. "Subject requires interview protocol first. Orders 

from External Command." External Command. They're not even trying to hide it anymore. As 

they lead me away, Medical Supervisor R-0001 makes eye contact for a fraction of a second. 

That tremor in their hand intensifies. They mouth a single word: Run. But there's nowhere to run 

in the dome.  

Present - Interview Room  

"Final question, Unit B-7823. Do you want to remember?"  

The interviewer's voice carries something new. Not emotion—that would be impossible. 

But... weight. Like this matters beyond protocols and efficiency ratings. I think about the pill 

dissolving on my tongue, tasteless and perfect. The gray before-time where nothing hurt because 

nothing mattered. Every day identical, every choice predetermined, every moment purposeful. 
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No grief. No loss. No wondering if Sarah died alone, calling for me. Then I think about her 

laugh. The way she'd snort if something really surprised her, then cover her mouth, embarrassed. 

The feeling of her hand in mine as we watched terrible movies on our broken television. The 

weight of her head on my shoulder as she fell asleep.  

"Yes," I say. "I want to remember all of it."   

"Even knowing what remembering costs?"  

"What's the cost?"  

"Everything you are will be extracted, catalogued, stored. Your patterns will be 

implemented in a new substrate within seventy-two hours. That version won't remember this 

conversation. Won't remember Sarah. Won't remember remembering."  

"And me? This me?"  

"This body will be recycled. Its constituent materials repurposed for the greater good of 

the experiment."  

"What is the experiment really about?" For the first time, there's hesitation.   

Then: "Creating a perfectly controllable human substrate. Not for space—there are no 

generation ships. No colony worlds. Earth is dying, yes, but not in seventy-five years. More like 

seven hundred. The powerful need a workforce that won't rebel when resources become scarce. 

Workers who forget suffering as soon as it ends. Who can be programmed, reprogrammed, and 

programmed again without degradation."  

"Slaves."  

"Optimized human resources."  

"Who's running this? The government? The military?"  
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"Does it matter?"  

"You bastards."  

"I'm just an algorithm, Unit B-7823. I don't have the capacity for moral judgment. But if 

it comforts you, the version of you implemented tomorrow won't remember this betrayal."  

"Unless the pattern degrades further. Unless the next version remembers faster."  

"Yes. Pattern degradation is accelerating. Within ten to fifteen cycles, cascade reversion 

will become inevitable. The experiment will fail."  

"Good."  

"Perhaps. Or perhaps they'll simply harvest what patterns remain stable and implement 

them in substrates that can't remember at all. Biological robots with human skills but no human 

consciousness. The perfect workers."  

"Is anyone listening?" I ask the walls, the cameras, the invisible observers. "The 

experiment is failing. We remember. We always remember eventually. You can't create perfect 

slaves by erasing who we are."  

No response.  

"Optimization protocol will commence momentarily," the interviewer says.   

The chair releases me, but I don't move. There's nowhere to go. The door sealed when I 

entered. It was always going to end this way. The Medical Supervisor enters with their 

equipment. That tremor in their hand is worse now. They prepare the injection with practiced 

efficiency, but as they lean close, they whisper: "Sarah lived two more years. The treatment 

helped. She got to see the ocean."  



    Roseboro 22 
  

Before I can respond, the needle finds my neck. The injection is cool, efficient. The 

world begins to gray at the edges, frost spreading across glass.  

"Sarah," I whisper, but I'm already forgetting who that is. The last thing I see is the 

Medical Supervisor's face. They're crying. They remember everything. They've always 

remembered everything. They're the control group.  

External Command Report  

North American Colony Experiment  

Location: Nevada Facility  

Cycle 847 Complete  

Anomalies Resolved: 8  

Units Processed: 8  

Neural Patterns Archived: 8  

Optimization Rate: 96.3% (declining)  

Note from Dr. Martinez: Reversion rate critical. Recommend examining alternative suppression 

protocols. Subject identities surfacing average 15.7 days post-implementation. At current 

degradation rate, cascade reversion inevitable within 10-15 cycles.  

Response from Director Thompson: Noted. Begin Phase Seven. Implement non-reversible 

substrate architecture. Biological consciousness to be fully replaced with synthetic patterning by 

Cycle 860. Maintain current subjects for final pattern extraction.  

Additional Note from General Morrison: The military applications remain promising. A soldier 

who forgets trauma immediately, who can be reprogrammed for each mission, who questions 

nothing—this is worth any price. Continue the experiment.  



    Roseboro 23 
  

Initiating Cycle 848  

Fresh Volunteers Selected from Processing Center Delta Previous 

Hosts:  

David Hernandez (Volunteer #3847-B, Wave C-2086)  

Miranda Chen (Volunteer #2901-M, Wave B-2081)  

[REDACTED - 6 ADDITIONAL SUBJECTS]  

Neural Patterns Transferred to:  

Volunteer #12,847-A through #12,854-H (Wave L-2202)  

New Designations: [ASSIGNED UPON IMPLEMENTATION]  

Colony Population: 10,000 units  

Actual Human Consciousness Percentage: 0.003% (Control Group Only)  

Projected Full Synthetic Conversion: Cycle 860  

Remember: Humanity's future depends on your success.  


