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	Omnia migrant, omnia commutat natura et cogit versare.

	 

	 

	“All things change; nature transforms all and compels them to change.”

	 

	 

	— Titus Lucretius Carus, De Rerum Natura, V

	 

	
 

	 

	 

	Radix silentii

	Genesis and Schism

	 

	 

	 

	Suave, mari magno turbantibus aequora ventis,e terra magnum alterius spectare laborem.

	 

	 

	“Pleasant it is, when over a great sea the winds trouble the waters, to gaze from shore uponanother’s great tribulation.”

	 

	 

	— Titus Lucretius Carus, De Rerum Natura, II

	 

	
 

	In Medias Res

	Opening

	 

	 

	The Japan Airlines flight took twelve hours. Kenji Sato had spent eleven of them working.

	It was not anxiety, it was habit. The laptop had been open on the fold- down tray since take-off, and the simulations had been running in the background while he reread what he had written three weeks earlier. The numbers had not changed. They never changed. That was the problem. And that was what kept him calm.

	He took off his glasses and wiped them with his sleeve. Around him, the cabin was dark, most of the passengers asleep. A child, four rows ahead, hadfallen asleep with her head in her mother’s lap. Kenji looked for a second, theposition of the head, the rhythm of the breathing, the mother’s hand resting on the shoulder without weight. He registered it. Went back to the laptop.

	On his left wrist, the Casio showed twenty-three forty-one, Tokyotime.

	In Istanbul it was seventeen forty-one. He had two hours until landing.

	He closed the laptop. There was nothing else left to check, he had checked everything that could be checked. What was missing was not verifiable. It was human. And that was always the most uncertain part.

	He tilted the seat back. Closed his eyes. Did not sleep.

	 

	Erik Solberg arrived at Oslo airport forty minutes early and stood by the panoramic window watching the planes on the tarmac. He had a habit of arriving early to places that were not expecting him. Arriving first, he chose where to sit, how to enter, the angle from which to read the room.

	In his carry bag: a notebook, a report on germination rates of Arctic seeds at negative temperatures, and a bottle of water he should have drunk hoursearlier.

	By the window, the planes moved with the predictable logic of things thatobey timetables. An SAS taxiing to the runway. A charter standing still with the door open, steps against it. A service van crossing the tarmac with the minimum urgency of someone who makes the same journey two hundred times a year. Erik recognised that kind of efficiency, not elegant, not inefficient, simply exactly sufficient.
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The flight was called. He picked up the bag. Naturligvis1.

	He sat in the window seat and opened the report at the last line he hadrereadthatmorning:viabilityrateafterthawing, Triticum monococcum, 94.3%.Ancient wheat. Ten thousand years of domestication. It had survived everything that had been asked of it.

	He closed the notebook before thinking further about what that meant for the rest.

	 

	Zanele Mbeki had a three-hour stopover in Johannesburg and had used it to work. The VIP lounge was almost empty, it was late, and the other passengers were looking at their phones with the expression of people waiting without quite knowing for what.

	She knew exactly for what. That made the wait longer.

	In front of her were the field reports from the previous fortnight, pollinating bee populations in the Rift Valley, decline curves that matched what she expected and did not want to match. Collapse did not become less real for having been predicted. It only became more documented.

	At one point she stopped writing. Looked at the screen without seeing it. That was what happened when one worked long enough for the noise to disappear and what remained was only what was real. What was real was simple. The curves were going down. The speed was not slowing. There was no response structure with the right tempo.

	She folded the reports. Put them away in her bag.

	On the other side of the window, Johannesburg was dark and lit at the same time. The light of theHighvelddid not soften outlines, it cut them. Zanele recognised that light before she recognised much else.

	The flight was called. She stood with the swiftness of someone who had already taken every decision there was to take in that place.

	 

	The streets of the historic quarter were not in the practical guides. They had the width of another century, too narrow for taxis, wide enough for those who knew where they were going.

	Kenji walked the last stretch. He passed a closed shopfront, a motionless cat that watched him without moving, a door with the number almost illegible. Went in.

	The bar had dark wooden tables and lighting that came from places that were hard to identify. It smelled of pipe tobacco that had not been smoked

	

	1 Naturally (Norwegian)
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for a long time but had not entirely left the walls. There were other customers, a couple at the back, two men at the counter with beers they were not drinking quickly, a woman alone with an open book whose page she did not turn. None who mattered.

	He requested water. Sat at a table in the back, his back to the wall, with a view of the entrance.

	Waited.

	Erik came in first. He shook the damp from his coat, it had rained in the last few streets and scanned the room before crossing it. When he saw Kenji, he gave a nod that replaced everything that did not need to be said aloud. Sat down. Put the notebook on the table. Did not open it.

	Neither of them spoke.

	Zanele arrived by the same corridor. She stopped for a moment at the entrance, Erik’s back, Kenji’s still posture on the opposite side of the table, the low light that gave the room the appearance of a place that existed outside the time running outside it.

	She went in. The three of them looked at one another for a second.

	Sat down. Erik had the notebook closed on the table, his hands resting on either side of it without touching it. Zanele took the glass of water the waiter had brought without her asking and did not drink. Kenji had the laptop in the bag on the floor beside the chair. He did not open it.

	The bar went on around them with the rhythm of a place that exists independently of what happens inside it.

	No one said anything.
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	Nil igitur mors est ad nos.

	 

	 

	“Death therefore is nothing to us.”

	 

	 

	— Titus Lucretius Carus, De Rerum Natura, III

	 

	
 

	 

	André Campos is an engineer. He lives in Lisbon.

	 

	IUDICIUM was born from a disquiet: if humanity was already living beyondthe measure of its world, what happens when the world takes back the time?

	The answer is not science fiction in the conventional sense. There are no ships, no miraculous technology, no hero who saves the planet. There is bureaucracy, engineering, diplomacy, and the weight of deciding underdeadline.

	DISCRIMEN is where it all begins.

	 

	
This book was born from a revolt.

	 

	Not against an event. Against a trajectory. The trajectory of a species that hasthe capacity to understand what it is doing to its own world — and that goes on doing it. That produces the reports, publishes the data, measures the decline with enough precision to fill entire libraries, and then goes back to work on Monday as though Monday were guaranteed.

	 

	I have three children. Six, eighteen, and twenty-five. The eldest has already understood what he inherited. The youngest has not yet. The one in themiddle is at the age when one begins to understand but still believes someoneis going to fix it. No one is going to fix it. Not because we do not know what to do. Because the interval between knowing and doing is greater than our political architecture can traverse in time.

	 

	DISCRIMENis not a prophecy. It is not a warning. It is not science fiction in the sense of someone imagining futures for entertainment. It is a compression. I took the problem that already exists — the slow, diffuse erosion that can be managed in instalments — and removed the time. What remains when time disappears is the question this book asks: what does humanity do when knowing ceases to be enough and deciding becomesinevitable?

	 

	The answer is not beautiful. It is not consoling. But it is the only one that seemed honest to me.

	 

	The catastrophe in this book is not the cosmos. It is the distance between the datum and the decision. Between the report and the signature. Betweencompetence and courage. That distance exists in the real world. It exists everyday. And every day it exists without being traversed, the available intervalshortens.

	 

	I wrote this book because I could not not write it.

	 

	André Campos, Lisbon, 2026
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	Si quid novisti rectius istis, candidus imperti;si nil, his utere mecum.*

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	

	* If you know something better than these counsels, be frank and tell me; if not, join me in following these.
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