Noah’s Ark: The Voyage Begins
Perhaps it was irony… perhaps it was fate… perhaps my parents just had a sick sense of humor.  Whatever the reason, I ended up with a name that haunted me my entire life.  My name is Noah Zark.  Yes, I know what you’re thinking, but that really is my name.  Okay, let’s not get ahead of ourselves.  Let me start from the beginning:
I got interested in genetics during high school.  Some simple experiments with pea plants and then fruit flies.  Eventually I was studying genetic engineering at University and then grad school.  We were getting very good – we created beans that would grow without soil which almost eliminated world hunger.  We built mosquitoes that could vaccinate world populations against measles, mumps, and malaria (I was especially proud of the irony in that one).  We developed moulds that could convert carbon oxides (mono and di) to oxygen at record rates.  We perfected water purification systems that would cycle garbage and human waste, extract all hydrogen and oxygen and then convert the remaining material into a product similar to small cement bricks.  We even devised cloning practices that cured all genetic defects and predispositions for disease.  

We were making staggering advances – so much that we started thinking that it might be a good idea to populate distant planets.  We theorized about the possibilities.  We had the technology to build a space station built for indefinite travel, create embryos, keep them in cold storage indefinitely, and move them across space with unlimited fuel.  What we needed were some volunteers who were willing to risk ColdSleep for as many years until we neared a compatible star system.  We calculated that two sets of crew could act as “parents”, serve as relationship models, and would each be accountable for half our human cargo.  We would need astronomers, chemists, engineers, and medical doctors.  I immediately volunteered as one of the four adult crew for Ark I.

It took two years to build the vessel.  We constructed our ship so that we could actively grow four fetuses at a time – two boys and two girls.  Growing more than that was too risky and more than four infants would be ridiculously difficult to handle.  We collected eggs and sperm from the healthiest, most beautiful people in the world and purified them of defects.  We fertilized the perfect eggs with the perfect sperm, grew the embryos in stasis tubes, and put them in ColdSleep to prepare for the voyage.
On the next ship deck we built a similar system for animals.  We collected sets of purified embryos from livestock, farm animals, wildlife, fish, birds and ocean mammals.  Thousands upon thousands of frozen vials stacked, sorted, and numbered in an area the size of four small refrigerators.  Enough animals to fill thousands of farms, ranches and zoos.
On yet another deck in various modes of storage were plants, trees, shrubs, seaweed,  fruits, vegetables, mosses, fungi, herbs, spices, and more.  We had the resources to plant forests, grow orchards and vineyards, yield wheat, cotton, hemp, and corn.  Obviously we would have to find good places to plant, but our geneticists had already conquered many of the potential problems.
All of this was wonderful, but we weren’t only looking to preserve humans, animals, and plants.  We wanted to bring knowledge with us as well.  We constructed computers and various multimedia storage devices that could stand the tests of time.  They were impervious to heat and cold, they could withstand an electromagnetic pulse, and they weren’t affected by radiation.  On these devices we stored hundreds of thousands of collected works of fiction and non-fiction.  We gathered text books and educational materials from elementary through graduate school.  We collected blueprints, building designs, and engineering notes.  We collected every medical manual and video describing surgical procedures that we could find.  We collected thousands of motion pictures and documentaries.  We digitized the patent libraries so we could access every schematic ever submitted and approved.  In all, we had gathered over 1400 terabytes of media shelved in a room the size of an earth bathroom.
It was an amazing accomplishment… and this was only one of four vessels – of course each of us would be traveling in completely different directions and none of us would see each other or Earth ever again.  We were literally reaching for the stars.  We were taking the steps to scatter human beings across the galaxy.
February 26, 2068 – my 28th birthday.  This was the day we would finally launch.  I readied the ship and welcomed the other three crew members from the Earth transport.  We plotted our course for a star several light years away which hosted fourteen planets – although we were much too far to tell if these stars could support human life.  We gathered data, tested instruments, checked pressure levels, verified backup systems, turned on communication collection systems, set the auto-release for the series 426 communications relay beacons, and then we took a last look at Earth.  And our journey began.

After several days we were ready to leave our Solar System.  The plasma drive was online, dark matter collectors were operational, nuclear fusion reactors were charging, and the various EcoPods were generating oxygen.  Storage units were all holding.  The first relay beacon was deployed.  All systems were go.  We made our final radio message to Earth, set systems on automatic, entered our ColdSleep chambers, and donned our facemasks.  Within minutes we were sleeping, and seconds later we were frozen.
It seemed like moments later when I was aware that I was submerged in warm fluid – the first stages of rejuvenation.  I wondered to myself how long I had been out.  I breathed steadily through the facemask and resisted the urge to stretch.  Long periods in stasis could leave muscles stiff for days, and moving them too much too soon could easily cause damage.  Knowing I would be in rejuvenation for another day, I relaxed and let myself fall back to sleep.  I awakened to the sudden sound and coolness of the fluid flushing from the ColdSleep tube.  Seconds later the door popped open and lifted away from the pod.  I could see on the chronometer that we had been in stasis for over two hundred years – that couldn’t be right.  We should have hit our first target system in 71 years.  ColdSleep had never been intended for such a long period… and, in fact, had only been tested for four years at a time.
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