	We fled when the Earth started burning, when humanity had run out of chances, when war and famine had ravaged the species to the ground.
	We numbered nine, a group of teenagers and me, the old lady to watch over them.  I owned the ship and I should have picked the best people in the world.  But the atmosphere had started eating flesh in most places, so I took the eight healthiest specimens I could find, wherever and whoever they were, kicked the rest off our heels and blasted off for greener pastures.
	I told them that when we woke, we’d have used up all of the cryo-fluid and we’d have to live wherever the ship took us.
	The ship found us a planet, followed its program, redirected ice comets into its atmosphere to cool it down, seeded it with the plant life we’d need to survive, waited to wake us up until the air met our standards.
	We slept a long time.
	
	“Katie?”
	I open my eyes, still caked with the hydrating solution.  Melissa’s voice comes through muffled.
	As I sit up, I pull the tube out of my mouth, feeling the stiffness in my joints.  When I wipe my eyes partially clear, I blink them open and see all of the kids around me.
	“You all awake?” I hear my voice croak.
	They had managed to don their ship knits.  Of course they’d woken up first.  Kids.  The oldest of them had just reached eighteen, the youngest sixteen.  They’d make a great group for repopulating the human race.
	They had to succeed.

	The first fight breaks out at dinner.  Two of the girls get angry about some ancient grudge.  I should have paid more attention during selection, but it looked like one of them was Eastern Bloc and the other some kind of Greek Cypriot.  Anna and Tyra can’t deal with each other.  Tensions flared over meal choice and, while I had occupied myself with finding a landing site, the two started tearing away.  The boys separated them, but I knew we had problems.
	I start the lander on its cycle, ferrying down supplies automatically, and gather everyone in the small mess hall.
	“It can’t be like this anymore,” I tell them, staring back and forth pointedly at the two scratched up girls. “Your religions were false, designed to make you hate and obey.  Your patriotism was stupid, telling you to kill other human beings.”
	“Can’t argue with that,” one of the Africans, the youngest boy named Sadiki, adds, his voice vibrating with his passion, “you must give this up if we are to survive.”
	“Don’t bring your hate down to the planet,” I put it to them finally. “Leave it here on the ship, at long last.  You should have left it on Earth.”
	I’m old, so I have some authority.  They look ashamed, at least for a while.

	The fabricators report operational in a few days.  We make our landing one week after waking up.  The ride is smooth, the grassy meadow I’ve chosen for our city looks idyllic.  The air is cleaner than the ship’s air, and much better than the acrid, throat burning hell humanity had made of Earth’s atmosphere.  Over a thousand years have passed, and the faint whiff of ashes is still in my nose.
	Within weeks, they begin pairing up, which I allow to happen.  We’ll need children, and with the technology I’ve brought, food and shelter are easily provided.
	With only eight spots available, I had chosen the healthiest and most fertile, and those least averse to having large families.
	Before our first year is out, all four of them are pregnant.  I test them frequently and discover, to my chagrin, that one of the babies has DNA from the wrong father.  I already know this won’t sit well.  I should have schooled them better, warned them against such foolishness.  Genetic diversity is good, but dishonesty will subtract any benefits.
	When the child is born, Ben knows he is not the father.  He challenges Sasha to a fight.  Old lady that I am, I can’t stop them, but Sadiki and Adam manage to pull them apart.
	I curse the frailties of humanity.
	They build their houses a little farther apart now, tending their gardens in brooding silence.  Melissa apologizes to Ben, but they are left with a child and no one knows where it should be raised.
	I create the Nursery that day, and call everyone together.  We will raise the children together, let them sleep in one house, be tended by all of us as the parents but mostly by me.  The village will raise all of the children, not just Sasha and Melissa’s.
	Without their knowledge, I insert pregnancy inhibitors into their food, getting things under control until I think they’re mature enough.

	Two years later, I withdraw the inhibitors.  Melissa is with Sasha now.  Tyra has moved in with Ben.  Perhaps they’ve made better matchs.  I don’t know, but they’re all pregnant again.
	Fights are still happening.  Only eight of them, now with eight children, all the food in the world, and still they fight.
	My naivete stings me.  Should I have brought eight people of the same race and religion?  Would they have found some other excuse to kill each other?  They came from a planet that burned itself to the ground with hate, that boiled its seas away with prejudice.
	I shake my head.

	When the fourth wave of children is born, I put the pregnancy inhibitors back in their food and intend to leave them there.  Ben and Sasha will never stop fighting.  And, despite the plentiful gardens and food choice, neither will Anna and Tyra.  Three of the four families are permanently at war.
	I am in charge of the children, however, and every day I teach them patience, wisdom, the folly of old religions, the value of forgiveness and kindness.  I can make them better than their parents.
	They do not grow with the hate of their parents.
	At least while I have the Nursery.
	During the fifth year, Sasha and Melissa demand their children back.  Ben and Tyra join them.  They don’t want me teaching my pacifism, my egalitarianism. They want to teach them the old ways, the righteousness of their religions.
	Unable to fight them, my Nursery loses half its population.
	I wait a few weeks and cause the fabricator to break down.  This increases the manual labour in the community, keeping all of them busy.  Soon, they need me, the old lady, minding their children, otherwise they lose their luxuries.  They’d rather have material goods than time with their own kids.  They insist that once the fabricator is working again, they will empty out the Nursery.
	Sadiki and Naeemah shake their heads now.
	I formulate a plan, but I must wait years for the children to grow.

	When the oldest children reach their tenth year, I have stalled my repairs to the limit of their credulity.  The fabricator is made fully operational again.  If the parents take back their children, they will undo everything I have taught and fill the children’s heads with bigotry.  I see wars stretching out endlessly, another planet burned and boiled.
	I beg the parents to let me take the children on a final field trip.  Sadiki, Naeemah and I and all the children, take the lander to visit the skeletal ship still orbiting the planet.
[bookmark: docs-internal-guid-bcae4d3d-7fff-cf98-92]	The poison, by the time we leave the atmosphere, has taken effect. The machines I left on the planet will have cleaned up the bodies of the six unrepentant fools in short order. 
	When they land, this generation will learn to be better than the last.	
