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M.A.R.L.I
By Jane Morecroft 

Marli-Gene –
Marli-Gene ran her fingers across the damp walls of the cave. She squinted, trying to see better. In the gloom she could just about make out the fine black lines as they skittered across the stone surface. She squinted harder, using her seeing gift, trying to see the words that only Marlis could understand. 
The lines on the stone walls seemed to quiver, changing arrangement, forming a circle. A flash of light in her head. A coming together of meaning and pictures in her head. 
A searing hot orb in the sky. People, so many people struggling… 
She gasped, looking away from the wall, heart beating fast.
“Marlis must be careful,” her mentor, Marli-Ruchir had told her when she had first become Initiate. “This earth was given to us at a time of great difficulty. We are its guardians. We must remember and protect.” 
She swallowed and turned back to look at the black lines as they wriggled across the walls. Hand trembling, she drew in a breath and touched the wall. 
Contact helped with understanding. 
After a while the lines rearranged themselves. She focussed hard and pushed the lines to the back of her head. 
A blazing hot sun. Huge waves crashing onto land. Water covering everything. No trees. No flowers. People running, fighting, crying…  
She screwed her eyes shut, hand dropping. How could there be so many people together all at the same time? And the rain. It was so much worse than any of the storms she’d seen here in Shets. 
Not possible. The Shets was not burning up. The heat on the isle could be fierce, true. But less so in the last few cycles. You couldn’t stay out long, and certainly not at half-span: when the orb reached the top of its journey through the sky and the air became hazy, when the taerns that flew around the forest flowers stopped whirring. It was hot, yes; half-span was the time to head into the forest’s depths, or if you were higher up on Shets, collecting rocks or algae, to take shelter in the caves. But it was not burning. If anything, it was getting cooler.

					#
A note to M.A.R.L.I - May 5th, Geneva, 2070
The sun is too hot…This last century we are short on water…flooding has caused the biggest difficulties. All policy planning in the mid- 21st century has fallen apart…regrouping of nations…lack of clean water and food. 

						#

Gene - 
Gene had turned Marli the previous summer, on her twelfth turn. It seemed like moments ago. It seemed like a lifetime.
On Initiate Day, she and all of her clutch-mates had gathered in a circle of five, with a slate in the middle of the circle, propped against a rock, for Marli testing. There were other sets for initiates of course: fishers; weavers; gatherers; cooks; explorers and many others still. But Marlis were always chosen first. The only group to be tested, for not everyone could see or understand the Marli words. 
The group’s blood mothers looked on nervously. Gene stood next to Tats, Samir, Harry and Sharla. Her blood mother, Trevana, stood close by her right side and shushed her as she fidgeted. 
No-one thought they would become Marli. No-one really knew what it meant. There hadn’t been a Marli in their gather for many spans. 
They were asked to step forward by the Initiate leader, Samson, a tall, serious-looking man with dark skin and fiercely red hair. He asked if they could see anything on the slate he’d placed against the rock in the centre of their circle; if they could form a Marli picture in their heads. 
It seemed like a stupid test. No-one could read. How could anyone pass?
She and the other initiates stepped forward, squinting at the lines on the slate, trying to be serious. But as she looked upon the slate, she forgot everything around her as the chalk lines began to move. 
She gasped, stepping closer. The lines wriggled frantically upon the slate, as if trying to catch her attention. Then they stopped moving. 
She must have imagined it. She stepped closer. 
The lines started moving again. Then they stopped. 
She stepped closer again, until she was crouching down directly before the slate. 
“Gene! Get back here!” The frantic voice of her mother said.
Somewhere beyond the call of the chalk lines she heard a deep voice reply, “No, leave her.”
But Gene hardly heard. Everything important was in front of her. The chalk lines were rearranging themselves, forming a small circle and what looked like two triangular shapes on either side of the circle. The whole shape blurred, the circle and triangles thickening, solidifying into the exact replica of a taern, which flew off the slate, disappearing in the air right in front of her. 
She gasped, blinking at the magic, pointing at the slate and then the air in confusion: “It’s just flown away. Look at that!”  
There was silence. Everyone but Samir, and her mother stepped back, a little unsure.
Into the gap stepped Marli-Ruchir, the last Marli in their area to be picked in many cycles—but not from Gene’s gather. They were tall and dark in their red robe. Strangely mysterious. They smiled, crouching down and grasping her hands.
“It’s ok. You can touch the slate if you like—it helps sometimes,” they said in their deep, hypnotic voice. “What do you see, Gene?”
She looked at the others. No-one else had seen anything. Her mother, Trevana, caught her eye and nodded reassuringly.
Gene took a breath, reaching out hesitantly. She touched the cool slate, squinting as a circle and two triangles reappeared on the slate, re-forming into a taern, wings flapping. A male voice started talking in her head, repeating the same sounds over and over again. She dropped her hand quickly, heart pounding. 
Marli-Ruchir’s hands tightened around her shoulder, their voice tight. “Focus. Do you see an image; hear the letters? Understand the whole word? Your word.” 
“Yes, I do,” Gene whispered and everyone but Marli-Ruchir gasped. 
“What do you hear? What is your memory?”
Leaning in, Gene touched the slate again and focussed on the sounds. “I hear a ‘huh, oh, vuh, e, rur, fuh, lai, ee.’”
Marli-Ruchir’s hand gripped tighter. 
“H.O.V.E.R.F.L.Y. It means—it means taern in our language.” Gene said, stomach clenching. How could she know? But somehow, she was sure of her answer.
Her mother looked at her in astonishment. Her friends started laughing and clapping their hands excitedly. “Taern, taern, taern. Gene’s seen a taern.”
Marli-Ruchir took in a long breath. “Finally, another Marli,” she whispered. 
Only Gene heard.
“Gene, welcome to the Marli set.”
Gene smiled, shaking her new mentor’s hand shyly. 
Marli-Ruchir pulled another slate from the deep pocket of her robe, and several pieces of chalkstone. 
“You must take these so you can practice: so you can see your words, hear the voice.” 
Marli-Ruchir placed them carefully in Gene’s hands, then drew themselves up to full height as Gene’s friends laughed and clapped and chanted around her. 
“Gene has passed the test. From now on you will address her as Marli-Gene. Welcome, Marli-Gene.”
Gene smiled as she looked up at her new mentor. 
Her mother sobbed and hugged her, as if for the last time. Samir grabbed at her hand awkwardly.
They all knew it would be different.
					#
October 12th, Geneva, 2076
A note to M.A.R.L.I -
The UN tried to find a collective solution but couldn’t sort order from the chaos. We began to secretly plan our own underground project known as ‘Ark.’ It was started by a splinter group of high-ranking Greenpeace activists…geneticists…two members of the UN’s Environmental Control department, as well as several secret service agents from at least ten countries and various government officials from all over the world. 
					#
Marli-Gene-
Her friends were proud she was Marli. Every time Samir or Tam would hold up a stone, or marsh flower, or point at a taern, they’d ask her what she could see. She’d look for the Marli lines wriggling on every object, think back deep into her head and suddenly boom, there it was-- a picture, followed by the sounding out of a word, in her own special language.
 She would say it, and tell them what she saw, and her friends would nod at her, oddly quiet. Then with a sudden laugh or shove they’d break the moment and continue onto the next exploration. 
But Marli would place each new learned word carefully in her mind’s library. Marlis remembered.
Each Gather and sets’ Leaders told many stories from the past, but Marli-Gene knew that such memories were not the same as Marli memories. Spoken memories for others were like the shimmering marnets that swam close to the water’s edge, their coloured scales shimmering under the shifting water, they were changeable. 
Marli words could not change, they simply were.
				#
When Marli-Gene left the cave, the warm air hit her like a slap, sweat trickling down her forehead. Up here she could see the forest in all its beauty. The sun was early in its journey, resting just above the trees. She drew in a warm breath, listening to the whirring of taerns. Every now and then she caught a glimpse of a shiny yellow hatchling. They fluttered a little uncertainly around her. 
She felt uncertain too. Uncertain of her abilities. More and more she felt the weight of permanence, the Marli inheritance—she wasn’t sure she could bear that responsibility. Some of the words in her head weren’t clear; there were gaps in the lines. 
The heat pounded down. She needed to get to the shade before the orb reached its zenith, so she picked up the pace, stepping carefully over small rocks and stones, and shredded taern carapaces that littered the path down to the forest. 						
#
Geneva, 2090
A note to M.A.R.L.I -
The Shetland Isles, a place ‘officially’ declared unsuitable for habitation is our designated haven. We hope it will remain secret with the breakdown in travel…online services and interconnected systems. The plan is to populate the Isles with scientific experts… former Greenpeace activists… embryos…indigenous Amazonian tribesmen, for who would be better suited to guide forest living? 
					#

Marli-Gene-
Marli ran into the forest shade just as the heat was pressing in. She struggled to catch her breath. She closed her eyes refusing to see anymore. The words of the past rang inside her head. 
She bent over, panting. It was really too hot to run. She wound her way through the forest trees, deeper into shade and back to her tribe’s den, sniffing the scent of pine, skipping over clusters of bluebells and crocuses, avoiding the nightshades and nettles. The croaking of a forest toad startled her. It reminded her of Leader Sarah, who would not be pleased. 
She groaned as she imagined Sarah’s words. “Marlis must be more careful. You must not get burnt by the sun.”
She would have to wash before mid-meal.  But most annoyingly she’d have to apologise to Leader Sarah. 
					#

A note to M.A.R.L.I -
The Shetland Isles, 2092
The Ark Project is our apology to humankind. Our apology and our promise. We pooled together a small, diverse community and ring-fenced the Shetland Isles as much as possible from the outside…couldn’t stop climate change…the Isles are cooler…further away from pollutants…wildlife…survive…The Arable Regeneration Scheme… water de-toxification with the Marshland Initiative. We launched the HARVARD Hoverfli© and other mechanised life forms including Bumble bees, prawns, marnet fish…and Red ants as most natural insects are long gone… tree cuttings…mushrooms…
#

Marli-Ruchir - 
“Over here, Marli-Gene!”
She turned.
Marli-Ruchir stood by the fireside. Tall, slim and dark, their brown hessian fabric lit in glowing patches by the light of the fire. 
She squealed and ran over and to hug them. 
“Marli-Gene you’re too big to do that now!” They chuckled, a low reassuring rumble.
 “Am not!” She looked up at Marli-Ruchir, hoping that one day she would be as tall. 
Marli-Ruchir shook their thick, shoulder-length, curly hair as they always did when concentrating. They smelled of hazelnuts and fireside smoke. 
There were other mentors and gather leaders from the thirteen gathered clusters. They strolled around the fireside pits, chatting and laughing, munching on berries and nuts held in large, green palm leaves. 
This Gather was full of noise, and children. It made her feel like a young child again. She sighed quietly. Things had changed since she’d become Marli. She missed her friends a little. They were often apart. Her closest friend Samir had joined Harry in the homemaking group. They were learning to weave. So much was changing. 
She was shoved to the side by a messy-haired, half-naked wild creature. She knew who it was immediately from the laughter. Samir’s younger clutch-mate, Tats. He and Shala darted in and out of the groups, causing cries of annoyance as they played Weave-Stop-Catch at full speed. The Gathers were the perfect place to do it, with the most people.
“I see your friends have not changed,” Marli-Ruchir said.
Marli-Gene pretended not to see them as they weaved, sparks flying from the central fire as they skirted too close, then dived through another. That was the challenge, to ‘weave’ through all thirteen sets, catching the odd cuff on the head, chest burning and heaving, ducking behind reed clusters at the lake side, only to jump back out with a roar. 
But she had no time for play. She was nearly a fully-fledged Marli. At the next Gather she would be in her sixteenth turn and fully initiated into the set. She tried to look serious.
Marli-Ruchir flashed a grin which she covered quickly. 
Did they think her a child? 
“Marli-Ruchir, I have something I need to tell you.”
“What is it?” they asked.
“It’s the Marli words. I think that some are missing.”

						#		
A note to M.A.R.L.I
The Shetland Isles, 2096 
The ARK project…the ultimate act in altruism, our swan song, to save a few…land regeneration…hugely experimental…attracted the best and boldest leaders in the field to…the retention of important facts through an associative memory gene…for humanity to remember...  
					#				
Marli-Ruchir -
“I don’t understand it all, but I think—I think the world is dying,” Marli-Gene said, voice trembling a little.
Marli-Ruchir’s brows furrowed, and they crouched down and looked straight at her.
“What do you mean? Our world is growing, regenerating. It is beautiful and though it is hot, it is getting cooler.”
Marli-Gene told her about the words she’d heard and the images she’d seen. There was silence between them as the shrieking of the little ones and noise from the gathers washed over their breathing.
“You are the only one who can understand the words from this man, so it is very important that you are certain you have understood them correctly,” Marli-Ruchir said. 
Marli hesitated. “I understand most of it, but there are some words I can’t hear—missing words.” 
“Yes. There are some missing words. I too cannot hear them all.” Her mentor rose, pacing backwards and forwards on the dry grass.
“Is this bad for us Marli-Ruchir? What should we do if we cannot understand it all?” She swallowed, her throat suddenly dry,
“We do nothing. At least for now. You must study harder, find out more. You and I will keep a close eye on things and then we’ll discuss at the next Gather.”
“But that’s many moon cycles away!”
Marli-Ruchir smiled gently and put a hand on her arm. 
“There is time, and we will not resolve this in a cycle.” They reached for the slates. Red ants were crawling over their thighs, and they dusted them off gently.
“Now come--show me what you have learnt.” And with that, they passed her the slate to begin scribing words.
				
					#		

A note to M.A.R.L.I
South Tyrol region, Italy, 2098, 
This stage of the project…South Tyrol alpinists have collected saplings to re-populate… to resist the climatic changes over the last century. The forest as a natural living shelter providing increased oxygen levels and an additional air pollution buffer with a ring of marshland surrounding to act as a water filter… 
					#
Marli-Ruchir -
They were as close to the fire as possible. 
Marli-Gene was sketching the words she remembered onto a slate for Marli-Ruchir. 
She had learned many more, but still the message on the parchment evaded her.
Her mentor squinted closely at the slate.
Finally, she snapped in exasperation. “Nothing. I see nothing. Just lines!” She rocked on her knees, watching as young children dashing around a group of Elders. They seemed less raucous than before, or perhaps there were just less of them.
“Perhaps we are not meant to understand,” she muttered.
“Sorry, what did you say?” Marli-Ruchir turned toward her, moved to flick her hair but stopped. Her hands shook a little. 
Marli-Gene felt a cold settle in her stomach. “It’s not important. Why are your hands shaking?” 
Marli-Ruchir sighed and looked at the fire.  “I am getting older. It is the way of things. Soon you will have to take over.”
Marli-Gene took in a sharp breath. She suddenly registered the slower movements of her mentor, the occasional pauses in her speech.
“How--how do you know when your time has come?” 
“You’ll know,” Marli-Ruchir whispered. “The sun will no longer feel hot, the whirring of the taerns will dim, words will lose their meaning.”
“Have you lost the meaning of words?” she asked breathlessly. 
She did not want to hear the answer: she was not ready to take on the burden of the past alone; to carry it with her; to search for the right person to pass it onto.
“Sometimes I lose the words, but then they always come back,” Marli-Ruchir said, and patted her arm.
Marli-Gene thought about the power of words. How they lasted longer, longer than humans themselves.  
“Perhaps that’s all we need to do,” she whispered. 
Marli-Ruchir moved a little closer to the fire, pulling her shawl tighter round her shoulders, “What’s that, Marli-Gene?”
“Perhaps we just have to remember.”
Marli-Ruchir smiled, trying to hide her shivering.
“Yes--that is our purpose.”
“No!—I mean, it’s more than just that.”
Words bubbled up within her and with them the images of people running, screaming, dying; they plagued her.
“I think we have to remember that the danger comes from ourselves.”
				
#
Harvard, USA, 2100
A note to M.A.R.L.I.
What was the first most important development for the Ark project? The AI insect replication project. The Marli gene came later. The Harvard Hoverfli© was but one of the automated insects used to re-pollinate the isles, but it was in development long before…Twelve years prior to Ark, the Hoverfli© was patented. After a break-in at the Harvard campus…several prototypes of the automated insects were stolen. The press blamed climate activist extremists… 

Marli-Gene -
Marli looked down on the blanket of green canopy that was home.  It stretched out unfettered, broken in parts only by the small rivers and streams which ran down from the hills, spitting and gurgling through the forest to the outer marshlands. These marshes wrapped around the forest like a shield before the sea took over, shimmering as a silver line in the distance. 
It was by the marshes that the Gathers were always held--a full turn and a half’s walk for their tribe. Many moons had come and gone since her revelation to Ruchir. Marli-Gene was taller now, although not quite as tall as her mentor, and she knew just as many words--more perhaps. But the warnings she’d first started hearing all those Gathers ago were no clearer now than they were then. There were just too many gaps between the words. 
She sighed. None of it made much sense.
Shets was less hot with every passing turn, which was good she supposed. But each year the Gathers were smaller, with fewer young ones dashing in and out of the groups. 
Marli-Gene still remembered the year when one tribe had to be reassigned to another for lack of numbers. 
Less sets. Less people. Fewer Marlis.
Fewer people to remember. But remember what?
					
#

A note to M.A.R.L.I
Frankfurt, Former Germany, 2102
We will die before the Earth does. That was the UNFCCC’s declaration in 2090…. the now defunct European Commission already envisioned this outcome in the worst of its three progress paths, a 2045 white paper – ‘Roadmap to 2110: A Climate Rejuvenation Policy’… written in eight languages...but no-one had the power to enforce action… no-one was prepared to make the short-term sacrifices required. It was all just words. 

						#
					

Marli-Gene - 
The air smelled of pine and the slightly bitter tang of taern peel. It was moulting season and Marli-Gene was careful to avoid stepping on the shed carapaces scattered around her bare feet. They glinted in the sunlight like shoals of marnets. She stretched out brown, wrinkled arms to the sky. The orb felt less strong than all those moon cycles ago when she was still an Initiate. She no longer woke, trembling in the night, trying to work out what the words could mean. 
Marli-Ruchir had been gone for some time now, alongside her blood mother, Trevana, and her friend, Samir. She missed them with an intensity that made the breath catch in her throat. But she had her tribe, and her own initiate, Marli-Samir. 
Despite the name, Marli-Samir did not resemble the cheeky-grinned friend from her youth. He didn’t run through Gathers shrieking, shoving friends to the floor with a cry of conquest. Marli-Samir was quieter and more placid, yet with something of Samir’s determination, translated into a passion and understanding for words. 
He would need that passion to learn without losing faith, she thought, as she made her way slowly down the path to the forest. The whirring of the hovers was slowing. Like them, it took her longer to make the journey back to the forest. 
Something sharp caught the back of her foot and she winced in pain. She turned it around slowly. She’d cut it on a hover carapace. Not badly, but enough to sting. 
As she removed the carapace shell from her heel, below she paused. 
Wait. How could this be? 
The hoverfly’s casing was a brilliant blue. She’d never seen a blue hover before. The Hovers, or Taerns, were only ever yellow. 
Was she losing her mind?  
					
#


A note to M.A.R.L.I
Frankfurt, Former Germany, 2103
The European Commission’s policy roadmap did contain one hidden gem though. A reference to the Harvard Hoverfli©.

# 

Marli-Samir -
Marli-Gene stood by the swaying reeds and shimmering water that surrounded her home. The setting sun was reduced to orange flecks on the water’s surface. She struggled to make out the smaller isle she knew lay in the distance across the water from her. 
Elders from the Explorer set had once travelled towards the other isle on a raft of reeds, sailing for nearly a span and a half. They found no other tribes and nearly hadn’t made it back because of the heat. 
She sighed. One day, when it remained cooler for longer periods, the gatherers would explore further. 
A sudden splashing revealed a shoal of marnets feeding close to the surface for their evening feed. Along the shoreline, Elders guided young ones with spearing sticks and dipping nets made from the dried pulp of the tall reeds. One of the children cried out triumphantly and staggered back with a netful of wriggling fish.
We will eat well tonight, she thought.
She remembered  how Marli-Ruchir had loved eating marnets. 
So much time gone. And yet the time Before was largely a mystery.
A tug on her arm meant that Marli-Samir had arrived. Large brown eyes looked up at her earnestly, a big smile plastered on a slightly muddy face. 
“You’ve grown Marli-Samir! Come, let us get closer to the fire, for the light will fade soon and we must get to scribing.”
He presented his slate proudly and she took it, careful to keep her face serious.
“I see you have been practising.”
She looked at the slate intently. A complex shape flickered on its surface but every time she tried to focus on it, the form vanished. 
 “What is this lovely letter you have written here? It is a very intricate one.”
“That’s an ‘S’ in my language Marli-Gene. Is it done well?”
Marli looked down at the flickering lines, trying to look as solemn as Marli-Ruchir once had with her. 
“I would say so. I would say so indeed. You have a natural talent. Are you understanding any of these letters as words yet?”
“One or two--but it’s hard.”
“You’ll get there. But you must practise so that when you are a little taller you can tell me what your words mean.”
“But I thought you could understand all the words?”
She paused. How much to tell. But no. He must be prepared.
“I saw them quickly and saw many—it’s true. But even I cannot see them all. Sometimes,” she paused, “Sometimes whether you see or hear words--well, it’s like some of them have been rubbed out so you can’t quite understand their meaning.” 
He nodded gravely, clutching his slate to his chest.
She let out a short sigh, “And I am getting older. Marlis forget when they get older.”
Marli-Samir gasped, his eyes even wider.
“It is ok. I have a few years left. And I have you to take over. You learn fast.”
She patted his head, turning to collect her belongings. It was then that she caught sight of the hover flitting around the water’s edge. It was a deep blue.
“Look Marli-Gene!” Marli-Samir gasped, jumping up and down. “A blue taern--what do you call it?”
“A hover. I can see it.” Her heart beat faster. The taern glistened as the sun’s closing rays shone on its wings. 
Odd that this strange one was still awake. Normally the hovers went to rest well before sunset.
Marli-Samir took a step closer to the water’s edge and reached out, trying unsuccessfully to catch it.
“Careful! The water is deep, and you may fall in. Anyway, hovers’ hides are sharp. They might cut your fingers.” 
Marli-Samir was not listening. His hands clapped close to the hover several times. They suddenly closed around it. He stilled, holding up his hands, cheeks red with excitement.
“I have it!” he shouted. 
She approached, ankles aching with the effort. 
“Careful--it may sting. This one must be sleepy for you to have caught it.”
“But I am fast! Of course I could catch it.”
She patted his shoulder. “You are right. You are fast. Much faster than me.”
Marli-Samir’s hands were trembling. She could hear the faint buzzing of the hover within.
“Come, let us peek at it and then release it.”
He held out his arms and opened his fingers slightly, his tongue sticking out in concentration. Within the lattice of his fingers, she could see the electric blue of the taern’s carapace as it crawled around on Marli-Samir’s finger slowly.
It did look sleepy.  
She looked carefully, trying to see a word on it, some clue to its strange colour. There were some lines on its body, but every time she tried to make sense of them, they wriggled and changed form. She squinted and pushed the lines to the back of her mind, just as Marli-Ruchir had shown her to do all those gathers ago, but the lines refused to form. This was not a language she knew. And she knew nearly all of them. 
					#
A note to M.A.R.L.I
Shetlands, 2105
The multi-generational awareness receptor protein legacy imprint--the M.A.R.L.I gene…to trigger specific recall memory over generations….the brilliant work of three teams of geneticists over…a prototype we introduced to the embryo pool. There could only be a few M.A.R.L.I.s for every generation; for every island. Our last gift. An embedded memory, a protection, against ourselves. 
But we cannot know how well the gene will replicate, how much M.A.R.L.I.s will remember…
					#

Marli-Samir -
“I cannot read the words. Can you see anything?” 
Marli-Samir  crouched close to the water’s edge and opened his fingers further, so he could see the little creature better as it crawled around, searching for a way out. He squinted at it for several minutes.
“Nothing--I have nothing.” His face crumpled with disappointment.
She laid a hand on his shoulder.
“It is beautiful. And now we must release it to the wild.”
Marli-Samir sighed. “But how do we know it will survive? It looks a bit slow.”
“We must trust.” And she gestured for him to open his hands.
He did and the blue hover sprang out of his fingers a little sluggishly. Marli-Samir jumped back and watched it fly away in slow circles over the water towards the lowering orb.
“Where is it going?”
“To another Isle, I suppose.” 
But which? 
The warning images from the cave all those years ago began to tumble through her mind. She thought about all the work those from Before had done to hide them away from the rest of the world; the efforts they’d made to try and rebuild things she couldn’t understand. 
“What does a blue taern mean Marli-Gene? They’re only ever yellow.”
She crouched down by the water’s edge on stiff ankles. The last of the orb’s rays glistened on the water. 
“That’s a good question, Marli-Samir. A blue taern means there is more to discover.” 
She could feel her time on Shets waning, but for the first moment since she had first seen the warning on the cave wall all those years ago, she felt calm. 
“I think it means that there are more of us out there.”
The orb was setting. She didn’t need to understand it all, only a small part, her part, just enough to protect. 
She was a Marli after all.
					#
A note to M.A.R.L.I
We broke several UN protocols tinkering with DNA in the advanced research…embryo pool bank…rules have no place in a world which is breaking apart. We reset life on several small islands… the ARK Project…and our key defence mechanism, M.A.R.L.I. Remember.


				-End-
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