




EDDIE A Novella by Eddie Willers

PART I: THE DESERT

I sat on the cracked concrete floor of the train car, my back against the cold metal wall, listening to the wind howl across the Arizona desert. It was a mournful sound, like a ghost crying for something it couldn’t find. The sun had set hours ago, and the temperature was dropping fast. I pulled my thin coat tighter around me, but it wasn’t much protection.

My head throbbed. Not from injury—I didn’t remember being injured—but from the sheer exhaustion of everything. Of the collapse. Of the silence. Of the endless, empty stretch of desert that surrounded us on all sides.

The train had stopped three days ago. Or was it four? Time had become meaningless. I couldn’t remember the last time I’d slept through the night. Every time I closed my eyes, I saw the broken rails, heard the screech of metal tearing itself apart, felt the terrible lurch as the train derailed and came to rest on its side in the sand.

I was still alive. That was something.

I tried to remember the exact moment it happened. The last thing I’d been thinking about was Dagny. As always. It had been three months since I’d seen her—since the Taggart Bridge had collapsed and the transcontinental rail line had finally, utterly failed. Three months since she’d last been in the office at Taggart Terminal. Three months since she’d said, “I’ll be back, Eddie. I’ll be back when things stabilize.”

But things had never stabilized. They’d just gotten worse. Faster.

The government’s directives had become more and more absurd, more and more impossible to follow. First there was Directive 10-289, which had frozen everything in place—workers to their jobs, production at current levels, salaries, prices. As if the world could be preserved in amber, or as if people could be forced to function like machines when the springs had been cut.

Then came the power failures. First localized, then widespread. Then the transportation system began to unravel. Trains couldn’t get fuel. The roads became choked with abandoned vehicles. The airports were closed. And the Taggart Bridge—the great bridge that connected the eastern and western halves of the country—had fallen.

I remembered the day it happened. I’d been in the Taggart Terminal office, trying to coordinate with the remaining track foremen. The radio had crackled with urgent messages. Then a voice—shouting, distorted by static—announced that the bridge had collapsed. That a passenger train had been crossing at the time. That there were hundreds—perhaps thousands—of casualties.

Then the signal had gone dead.

I’d called Dagny’s private line. No answer. I’d tried Francisco d’Anconia’s number, just on a whim. Nothing. I’d tried Rearden’s office. Dead.

That was the last time I’d heard from any of the people who knew what they were doing.

The world had been going wrong for years, slowly, steadily. I’d watched it happen. I’d seen competent men disappear—their offices empty, their phones disconnected, their homes abandoned. I’d heard the whispers about Galt’s Gulch, about people who had simply… left. I’d heard the phrase “Who is John Galt?” so many times that it had become meaningless—a expression of despair, not a question.

But I’d never believed it would come to this.

I’d never believed the world could actually end.

Not really. Not in my lifetime.

And yet here I was, sitting in a derailed train car in the middle of the desert, with no idea how many people were still alive, no idea if anyone was coming to rescue me, and no idea what to do next.

My stomach growled. I hadn’t eaten in two days. I’d tried to ration the emergency supplies on the train, but they’d run out yesterday. There had been some cans of peaches—moldy, but still edible—and a few bags of peanuts. Now nothing.

I stood up slowly, testing my legs. They felt weak, unsteady, but functional. I limped to the door of the car and pushed it open. The cold night air rushed in, carrying the scent of dust and dry earth. The stars above were impossibly bright, clear, and cold.

I stepped out onto the sand.

The train had derailed about a hundred yards from the tracks, which lay twisted and broken like discarded wire. The locomotive was on its side, its massive engine exposed, its pistons frozen. The passenger cars had toppled into the sand, creating a chaotic jumble of metal and upholstery.

There were no survivors. Not that I could find.

I’d checked each car, one by one. In the first car, a man and a woman lay together, their bodies twisted in unnatural positions, their eyes open and staring at nothing. In the second car, a group of people had been crushed by the collapsing structure, their bodies piled on top of each other like trash. In the third car, a teenager had a broken leg and was moaning softly, but when I tried to help him, he’d just looked at me with vacant eyes and whispered, “The tracks… they’re breaking…”

I’d left him there. I couldn’t help him. I couldn’t help anyone.

I’d searched for supplies—water, food, anything useful. There was a first-aid kit, mostly empty. Some blankets. A few flashlights, but the batteries were dead. A radio, but it was silent.

I’d taken what I could carry and left the rest.

The desert stretched endlessly in every direction. To the west, the mountains rose like jagged teeth against the sky. To the east, the sand continued, unbroken, for as far as I could see.

I had no idea which way to go.

I had no compass. No map. No idea where I was or how far I’d traveled before the crash.

I had nothing.

I sank back down onto the sand, my back against the train car, and stared at the stars. They were beautiful. They were indifferent.

The wind picked up, whispering through the dunes. It sounded like voices. Faint, distant voices, speaking in a language I couldn’t understand.

“Eddie.”

I sat up, my heart pounding.

“Eddie!”

The voice was clearer this time. Human. Female.

I scrambled to my feet, squinting into the darkness.

A figure emerged from the shadows between two dunes. She was tall, thin, and wore a long, tattered coat. Her face was covered by a scarf, but I could see her eyes—large, dark, and watchful.

“Are you alone?” she asked. Her voice was rough, but not unkind.

I nodded, too tired and too terrified to speak.

She stepped closer, her boots crunching softly in the sand. “My name is Mary. I’m alone, too.”

“Eddie,” I managed to say.

She nodded. “We should stay together.”

“Together?”

“Yes. The desert will kill you if you’re alone. It’s not cruel—just indifferent. It doesn’t care if you live or die.”

I looked at her, searching her face. She looked exhausted, but her eyes were sharp, observant. She wasn’t like the people I’d known at Taggart. She wasn’t desperate, or frightened, or pleading. She was… ready. As if she’d been expecting this.

“How do you know I’m alone?” I asked.

“I was watching the train for hours,” she said. “I saw you get out. I saw you look around. I saw you sit down. I didn’t approach until now because I didn’t know if you were hostile.”

I almost laughed. “Hostile? I’m not hostile. I’m not anything. I’m just… here.”

She nodded. “That’s good enough for now.”

She reached into her coat and pulled out a small water skin. “Here. Drink.”

I took it, my hands trembling. The water was warm, metallic-tasting, but I drank deeply, greedily.

“Slowly,” she said, but there was no reproach in her voice. “It will make you sick otherwise.”

I obeyed, taking smaller sips. When I was done, I handed the skin back to her.

“Where are you from?” I asked.

“Here, mostly. I live in the foothills, about twenty miles from here. There’s a settlement—not a town, not really. A few families. We farm, we raise goats, we trade. We’re not on the grid.”

I tried to imagine it. A settlement. Not on the grid. What did that even mean?

“How long have you lived out here?” I asked.

“Since before the collapse. Before the directives. Before they started shutting things down. We knew it was coming. We just didn’t know when.”

“Know it was coming?” I repeated.

She nodded. “The world has been going wrong for years. You don’t need to be a genius to see that. You just need to watch.”

I thought about that. I thought about the years of decline—the failing rail lines, the disappearing engineers, the strange quotes in the newspapers, the way people’s eyes had lost their spark. I thought about the phrase “Who is John Galt?” that had been on everyone’s lips.

I’d always thought it was just a joke. A expression of helplessness.

But now, looking at Mary, I wondered.

“You know who John Galt is?” I asked.

She smiled faintly. “I know who he isn’t. He’s not a person who exists in this world. He’s not a politician, not a businessman, not a criminal. He’s not real.”

“Then who is he?”

She shrugged. “A story. A question. A warning.”

I didn’t understand. But I was too tired to ask more.

She looked toward the mountains. “We should move. It’s not safe here.”

“Why not?”

“The government agents will come. The looters. They’ll search the wreckage. They’ll take anything useful.”

I hadn’t thought of that.

“Who are you?” I asked. “I mean, really. What do you do?”

She hesitated. “I’m a mechanic. I repair things. I can fix engines, generators, radios. I can make a water filter from a plastic bottle and some sand. I can tell you which plants are edible and which will kill you.”

“You… that’s incredible.”

She shrugged again. “It’s not magic. It’s knowledge. Knowledge people forget how to use.”

She stood up, extending her hand to me. “Come on. We’ll get you to the settlement. You can rest. Eat. We’ll talk more.”

I looked at her hand. It was calloused, strong. It looked like it could hold a wrench, fix a carburetor, start an engine.

I took it.

She pulled me up easily. I was surprised by how light I was.

“Let’s go,” she said.

We walked south, toward the mountains. The wind was at our backs, pushing us forward. The stars were our guide.

I didn’t know what awaited us at the settlement. I didn’t know if there would be food, shelter, or help. I didn’t even know if I wanted help.

But I was alive. And for now, that was enough.



The settlement was small—just six crude dwellings built into the side of a hill, connected by narrow paths and lit by oil lamps. The air smelled of wood smoke and goat dung, and there was a low murmur of voices coming from the central area, where a group of people sat around a fire.

Mary led me toward them.

“Everyone,” she called out, “this is Eddie. He’s from the train. He needs help.”

The people turned to look at me. There were five of them—two men, two women, and a young boy of about ten. Their clothes were worn but clean, their faces lined with sun and wind, but their eyes were clear, alert.

The man who seemed to be the leader stood up. He was tall, broad-shouldered, with dark hair and a short beard. His hands were calloused, his posture strong.

“Welcome,” he said. “I’m Thomas. This is our home.”

I nodded, too exhausted to speak.

Thomas gestured to a stool near the fire. “Sit. Eat.”

A woman handed me a bowl of stew—thin, but warm, and smelling of goat meat and root vegetables. I took it with a murmured thanks and began to eat, not stopping until the bowl was empty.

“How did you survive the crash?” Thomas asked.

“I was on the last car. It didn’t take the worst of the impact. I got out before the others… before the others…”

I couldn’t finish the sentence.

Thomas nodded. “It happens. The tracks were old, worn. They couldn’t take the weight anymore.”

“How do you know about the tracks?”

He smiled slightly. “I used to work for the railroad. Before it became impossible.”

“You were a track foreman?” I asked.

“Something like that. I was let go when they started cutting corners. When they stopped maintaining the lines.”

“I… I worked with Dagny Taggart,” I said, the words surprising even me. “I was her assistant.”

There was a brief pause. Then Thomas said, “I know who she is.”

“You… you know who she is?”

He nodded. “She’s the last of the best. The last one who knew how to keep things running.”

The boy—Jimmy, I learned—asked, “Is she still alive?”

“I don’t know,” I said. “I haven’t seen her in months.”

“She was good to people like us,” Thomas said quietly.

I didn’t know what to say to that. Dagny Taggart had never paid any attention to people like us—people who didn’t matter, who weren’t part of the important world. She’d been busy with executives, engineers, the people who made things happen. She’d given me a smile once, maybe twice. A nod. That was all.

But apparently, her goodness had reached further than I’d known.

“How many survived the crash?” Thomas asked.

“None,” I said. “I checked every car. There was no one.”

He nodded. “That’s good. That means you can speak freely.”

“Speak freely about what?”

“About what happened. About why the tracks failed.”

I sighed, exhausted. “The tracks were failing for years. The rails were worn thin. The ballast was eroding. The bridges were weak. And no one was fixing them.”

“Why not?”

“Because the directives made it impossible. You couldn’t replace parts without permission. You couldn’t hire new workers. You couldn’t change schedules. Everything was frozen in place.”

Thomas nodded again. “And the people who knew what to do?”

“Gone.”

“Where?”

I shook my head. “I don’t know. Some say they’ve gone to Galt’s Gulch. Some say they’ve just… left. Disappeared.”

Mary placed a hand on my shoulder. “You’re tired. You should sleep.”

I nodded. I was exhausted.

Thomas showed me to a small cot in one of the dwellings. It was cramped, but clean, with a wool blanket and a pillow.

“Rest,” he said. “We’ll talk more tomorrow.”

I lay down, my body aching, my mind buzzing. I didn’t sleep at first. I just stared at the ceiling, listening to the sounds of the desert outside—the wind, the distant howl of a coyote, the crackle of the fire.

I thought about Dagny. About the railroad. About the world.

I thought about the phrase “Who is John Galt?” and finally understood it. It wasn’t a question. It was a declaration.

It was a farewell.

And it was a promise.

The promise that one day, the world would be different.

One day, the people who knew how to build, to create, to produce, would return.

And when they did, they would not come as saviors.

They would come as equals.

I closed my eyes.

For the first time in months, I felt something.

Not hope.

Not yet.

But the faintest glimmer of something that might become hope.



The next morning, I awoke to the sound of voices outside.

I sat up, stretching my stiff muscles. The cot was uncomfortable, but the sleep had been deep, restorative.

I stepped out into the sunlight.

The settlement was already awake. People were tending to goats, checking on crops, repairing tools. The air was cool, the sky a brilliant blue.

Thomas and Mary were working on a small generator, its parts laid out on a tarp. They were talking in low voices, arguing about a wiring diagram.

“Ah, you’re awake,” Thomas said, looking up.

“Yes,” I said. “Thank you for letting me stay.”

“It’s the least we could do. You saved the rest of us a trip to the wreckage.”

I didn’t understand. “What do you mean?”

“We’ve been waiting for someone from the train to come,” Mary said. “We knew it would happen eventually.”

“You were waiting?”

Thomas nodded. “The tracks have been failing for a long time. We’ve been tracking the maintenance reports, the supply shortages, the workforce reductions. We knew the collapse was coming. We just didn’t know when.”

“Why would you wait for a train crash?” I asked.

“Because people come from the train. They’re the ones who still believe in the system. The ones who think someone else will fix it. The ones who haven’t yet realized that the only way to survive is to fix things yourself.”

I thought about that. About the people on the train—the ones I’d tried to help, the ones who’d been waiting for rescue.

“Where do you get your information?” I asked.

“From the old ways,” Thomas said. “From books. From people who remember. From… other places.”

He didn’t elaborate.

I spent the day helping around the settlement. I couldn’t fix a generator like Mary could, but I could carry water, weed the garden, help feed the goats. It was simple work, unglamorous, but it felt good. It felt like purpose.

I learned that the settlement was called “Canyon Crossing,” because it was built near a natural pass through the mountains—the old Pony Express route. They had a small well, a greenhouse, a few goats, and a collection of salvaged technology—radios, generators, tools—that they’d been hoarding for years.

“We call it the ‘Reserve,’” Thomas explained. “Everything we’ve saved, everything we’ve built. Not for ourselves, but for the future.”

“Why do you think it will come?”

“Because it has to. Because it’s the only alternative to extinction.”

I thought about that. It was a simple, brutal truth.

I asked Mary about the generator she was working on.

“It’s a static electricity converter,” she said. “One of Galt’s designs.”

“Galt’s?”

She nodded. “From the valley. He invented it before he disappeared.”

“Have you been to the valley?”

“No,” she said. “But I’ve seen the schematics. I’ve studied them. I know how it works.”

“How do you know about it?”

She smiled faintly. “I have a mentor. A man who taught me everything I know. He was a physicist. He believed in the power of the mind to understand the universe.”

“Where is he now?”

She looked away. “I don’t know. He left before the collapse. He said he was going to wait for the right time to return.”

I didn’t understand, but I didn’t press her.

That night, Thomas sat with me by the fire.

“You’re wondering who we are,” he said.

“I am.”

He nodded. “We are the people who stayed. The people who didn’t believe the lies. The people who knew that the world could be different.”

“What kind of different?”

“A world where people are free to create. Where they’re free to think, to produce, to trade. Where the mind is respected, not punished.”

I thought about that. About the world I’d known—the world ofTaggart Terminal, of boardrooms and directives, of Jim Taggart’s evasions and Wesley Mouch’s smugness.

“That world doesn’t exist,” I said.

“Not yet,” Thomas said. “But it’s coming. And we’ll be ready.”

“How can you be sure?”

“Because it’s the only world that makes sense. It’s the only world where people can survive.”

I didn’t have an answer for that.

The fire crackled. The desert wind sighed through the canyon.

I realized something important.

I’d spent my life working for people like Jim Taggart—people who didn’t create, who didn’t produce, who just took.

But here, in this small settlement, were people who were actually building something.

People who were preparing for the future.

People who knew what they were doing.

And for the first time in my life, I felt like I was part of it.

Not as a subordinate, not as a assistant.

But as an equal.

As a person with value.

I looked at Thomas, then at Mary, then at Jimmy playing with a goad in the distance.

I was no longer the man who worked for Dagny Taggart.

I was Eddie Willers.

And I was here to stay.

PART II: THE REPAIR

The days that followed were a blur of work and discovery.

I helped Mary with the generator. It was a complex machine, far beyond anything I’d ever seen. It looked like a small engine, but instead of burning fuel, it drew energy directly from the air—static electricity, she called it. She explained that it was based on John Galt’s original motor, the one that Dagny had found in the abandoned factory years ago.

“It doesn’t create energy,” Mary said, her hands moving deftly over the parts. “It harvests it. The air is full of electrical potential—static charges that build up in the atmosphere. This machine converts that into usable power.”

“It’s incredible,” I said.

“It’s simple,” she corrected. “Once you understand the principles. The problem is that most people don’t understand them. They see a machine and think it’s magic. They don’t realize it’s just knowledge.”

“I used to think the same way about the railroad,” I said. “I thought it was just tracks and trains. I didn’t understand the principles—the engineering, the physics, the logic that made it work.”

“That’s why it broke,” she said.

“Yes.”

“It’s like any machine,” she continued. “You have to understand how it works to keep it running. If you don’t, you’ll break it. And when it breaks, you’ll be left with nothing.”

I thought about that. About the Taggart Bridge. About the tunnels that had collapsed. About the rail lines that had crumbled under the weight of neglect.

“We were broke it by not understanding it,” I said.

“No,” she said, turning to look at me. “You broke it by not caring to understand it.”

I had no answer for that.

Thomas showed me how to filter water using sand and charcoal. Mary taught me how to identify edible plants. Jimmy taught me how to mend a fence.

I worked from sunrise to sunset, my body aching, my hands covered in cuts and calluses, but my mind… my mind felt alive for the first time in years.

I didn’t feel like the man who worked for Dagny Taggart.

I felt like myself.

The settlement had a small library—a collection of books that Thomas and Mary had been hoarding for years. There were engineering manuals, physics textbooks, philosophy texts, novels. I spent every evening reading, trying to absorb everything I could.

I learned about electricity. About metallurgy. About the laws of motion. About the principles of economics.

I learned about reason.

I learned about logic.

I learned about the law of identity: A is A.

I read about the man who had formulated these principles—the man who had discovered the motor, who had organized the strike, who had given the world the message it needed.

John Galt.

At first, I didn’t believe in him. I thought he was a myth, a symbol for the people who’d left—like Atlantis or El Dorado. But the more I read, the more I understood.

He wasn’t a myth.

He was a man.

A man who had seen the world going wrong and had done something about it.

A man who had withdrawn not in defeat, but in preparation.

A man who had built something better and was waiting for the world to be ready to receive it.

“You’re thinking about him again,” Mary said one evening, finding me at the library.

“I am.”

She sat down beside me. “He’s not a messiah. He’s not a god. He’s a person. A person who made a choice.”

“What choice?”

“To live by reason. To live for himself. To refuse to sacrifice his mind or his values.”

I thought about that. I thought about Jim Taggart, who had lived by whim, by evasion, by sacrifice. I thought about Wesley Mouch, who had lived by compromise, by negotiation, by giving in.

And I thought about John Galt, who had lived by truth.

“I want to live like that,” I said.

Mary looked at me, her eyes searching mine. “It’s not easy.”

“No. It’s harder than anything I’ve ever tried.”

“But it’s worth it.”

I nodded.

“What do you want to learn first?” she asked.

“Everything,” I said.

She smiled. “That’s a good start.”



One afternoon, Thomas brought me a package.

“It’s for you,” he said.

I opened it. Inside was a small metal disc, stamped with a symbol I recognized: a dollar sign.

“Where did this come from?” I asked.

“The Reserve. It’s one of the last ones.”

“What is it?”

“It’s a sign. A symbol. For those who understand.”

I turned the disc over in my hand. It felt warm, alive.

“What does it mean?” I asked.

“It means you’ve made a choice. That you’ve decided to live by reason, to produce, to trade.”

I looked at Thomas. “But I’m not a great man. I’m not an inventor or an engineer.”

“That doesn’t matter,” he said. “The sign doesn’t require greatness. It requires honesty. It requires the will to think, to create, to live.”

I closed my hand around the disc, feeling its weight, its solidity.

“I understand,” I said.

He nodded. “Then it’s yours.”



The days turned into weeks. The weeks turned into months.

I learned to repair the generator. I learned to fix radios. I learned to build simple machines. I even started to understand the philosophy—the logic, the ethics, the politics.

I learned about the strike.

Not just the fact of it, but the reasoning behind it.

John Galt hadn’t abandoned the world. He hadn’t run away. He had withdrawn the motor—the productive mind—and the world had collapsed, as it was designed to do.

But the withdrawal had not been an act of destruction. It had been an act of preservation—of saving the best minds for the future.

And now, the future was ready.

Not completely. But ready.

The world had hit its nadir—the point where it could no longer sustain itself on its current path. The government had collapsed. The economy had disintegrated. The infrastructure had failed.

And now, the survivors—like us—were beginning to rebuild.

Not from scratch.

But from the remnants.

From the knowledge that had been saved.

From the people who had been waiting.

Mary and I began to work more closely together. We designed a new irrigation system for the greenhouse. We built a windmill to pump water. We started to catalog the knowledge in the Reserve, creating a library for the future.

I realized something important.

I was no longer the assistant.

I was a partner.

I was creating.

I was building.

I was living.

One day, Jimmy came running into the settlement, his face alight with excitement.

“There’s a radio signal!” he shouted. “I picked it up on the new receiver!”

Mary and I ran to the workshop, where the radio was set up.

The static crackled, then resolved into a voice—a calm, clear, authoritative voice.

“This is the Valley Broadcasting Service. We are broadcasting on frequencies 440 kilohertz, 880 kilohertz, and 1,320 kilohertz. Our signal is unmodulated and can be received with a simple crystal radio. This is a message for all those who have been waiting.”

The voice paused, then continued.

“We are Galt’s Gulch. We are the valley. We are the home of the men of the mind—the producers, the creators, the traders. We have been waiting for the world to be ready to receive our message. We believe the time has come.”

The voice gave instructions on how to build a simple radio receiver. It gave instructions on how to interpret the signals. It gave a message of hope, of reason, of the return.

“We are not coming to rule,” the voice said. “We are coming to rebuild. We are coming to trade. We are coming to live.”

I looked at Mary.

She was smiling.

“She’s right,” I said. “It’s time.”

She nodded. “It’s time.”



We began to prepare.

Not just for the return, but for the future.

We started to teach others.

We gathered the people of the settlement—Thomas, Mary, Jimmy, and the others—and we began to share what we knew.

We taught them about the dollar sign.

We taught them about reason.

We taught them about the strike.

We taught them about the valley.

And we taught them that it was not about waiting for salvation.

It was about being ready.

It was about being the kind of people who could receive salvation.

It was about being the kind of people who could build it.



One night, as I sat by the fire, I thought about Dagny.

I thought about her strength, her competence, her determination.

I thought about how she had never given up, even when the world was falling apart.

I thought about how she had been the last hero standing in the outside world.

And I realized something.

She had not been waiting for the valley.

She had been waiting for the moment when the world would be ready.

And now, that moment was here.

She would return.

And when she did, I would be ready.

Not as her assistant.

But as her equal.

As a man who had learned to think, to create, to live.

As a man who had been ready.

PART III: THE RETURN

The radio signal continued, day after day, week after week.

“We are waiting for you,” the voice said. “We are waiting for those who have been waiting for us.”

And people responded.

Not many at first.

A few families from the settlements in the foothills.

A few engineers who had been hiding, biding their time.

A few doctors, scientists, inventors.

They came to Canyon Crossing, drawn by the signal, drawn by the hope.

They brought their own knowledge, their own tools, their own hopes.

We welcomed them.

We shared what we had.

We taught them what they needed to know.

And they taught us.

We built a new settlement—a town, really. We called it “Haven.”

We built houses, workshops, a school.

We expanded the greenhouse, built windmills, installed water pumps.

We began to produce—not just for ourselves, but for trade.

We started to barter with other settlements.

We traded food for tools, tools for materials, materials for knowledge.

And slowly, the world began to change.

Not all at once.

Not miraculously.

But steadily.

People began to remember how to think.

How to produce.

How to trade.

How to live.

The government’s remnants made their last stand.

A group of looters—what was left of the old regime—came to Haven, demanding submission, demanding taxes, demanding loyalty.

They brought soldiers, weapons, and threats.

We did not fight.

We did not attack.

We simply did not obey.

We showed them the truth.

We showed them the dollar sign.

We showed them the knowledge, the production, the trade.

We showed them the valley.

And when they saw that we were not afraid, that we were not desperate, that we were not begging for their permission to exist… they left.

Not in defeat.

But in understanding.

Because they could not destroy what did not need them.

Because they could not control what did not want them.

Because they could not force what was already free.

The world continued its descent.

Cities fell.

Populations dwindled.

But the settlements grew.

Knowledge spread.

Reason returned.

And the people who had been waiting—those with the will to think, to produce, to live—began to find each other.

They came to Haven.

They came to the valley.

They came home.



One day, a message came.

It was a simple note, passed from settlement to settlement, carried by a runner.

It read:

“The Road is Cleared. The Valley is Ready. The World is Ready. Come.”

I looked at Mary.

She was holding the note, her face calm, her eyes bright.

“He’s coming,” she said.

“Galt?”

She nodded.

“He’s coming to the valley.”

“And we’re ready.”

She smiled. “We’ve always been ready.”

I held out my hand, the dollar sign disc warm in my palm.

“We are ready.”



The journey to the valley took three days.

We traveled in a small group—Mary, Thomas, Jimmy, and me.

We passed through mountains, deserts, and forests. We saw the ruins of the old world—the collapsed buildings, the abandoned cars, the silent roads. But we also saw the signs of the new world—the green fields, the working windmills, the people who looked at each other with respect, not fear.

The valley was hidden, tucked away in the remote mountains of Colorado.

We found it by following the radio signal, by following the signs—small markers, etched with the dollar sign, pointing the way.

And then, we saw it.

A narrow pass, hidden by trees.

A guard stood at the entrance, tall and calm, his face weathered but kind.

He nodded as we approached.

“Welcome,” he said.

He didn’t ask who we were.

He didn’t ask where we came from.

He simply let us pass.

And we entered the valley.

It was breathtaking.

A hidden valley, lush and fertile, nestled between towering mountains.

Fields of wheat, orchards of fruit trees, a river running through the center.

Houses built of stone and wood, with gardens and workshops.

A windmill stood at the center, turning slowly in the breeze.

And at the edge of the valley, looking out over it all, was a man.

He was tall, lean, with dark hair and a face that seemed… perfect. Not in the sense of being flawless, but in the sense of being exactly what it should be.

John Galt.

He turned as we approached.

He looked at each of us.

He smiled.

“The road is cleared,” he said.

“Yes,” Mary said. “The road is cleared.”

He nodded. “And the valley is ready.”

“Yes,” Thomas said. “The valley is ready.”

He looked at me.

“And you, Eddie Willers. You are ready.”

I nodded, the disc warm in my hand.

“I am ready.”

He extended his hand.

I took it.

And in that moment, I understood.

It wasn’t about being great.

It wasn’t about being a hero.

It was about being honest.

About thinking.

About living.

About producing.

About trading.

About being ready.

And I was ready.



GALT

He raised his hand and over the darkened world he traced in space the sign of the dollar.

EPILOGUE: THE SIGN

I stood on the ridge, looking out over the valley.

The sun was setting, casting a golden light over the fields, the houses, the windmill.

It was beautiful.

It was real.

It was mine.

I held the dollar sign disc in my hand, feeling its weight, its solidity.

It wasn’t just a symbol.

It was a promise.

A promise that the world would be different.

A promise that the people who think, who create, who produce, who live, would not be punished.

They would be honored.

They would be free.

I thought about the world before—the world of Taggart Terminal, of Jim Taggart, of Wesley Mouch.

I thought about the people who had been forced to sacrifice, to submit, to give in.

And I thought about the people now—the people who had chosen to live, to think, to produce.

The people who had been ready.

I was one of them.

Not because I had done something great.

But because I had chosen to be ready.

I had chosen to learn.

To think.

To build.

To live.

I was not John Galt.

I was not Dagny Taggart.

I was not Henry Rearden.

But I was Eddie Willers.

And I was ready.

I looked at the dollar sign in my hand.

It wasn’t just a sign of money.

It was a sign of value.

Of trade.

Of reason.

Of life.

It was the sign of the best within us.

And now, it was my sign too.

I closed my hand around it.

I had made the choice.

I had been ready.

And now, I was home.

I turned and walked back into the valley, toward the future, toward the world that was.

The world that was ready.

The world that was mine.

The first year in the valley was a time of profound transformation—not just for the world, but for each individual who had made the journey.

John Galt didn’t take charge with decrees or directives. He didn’t establish a government or impose rules. Instead, he created a space where reason could flourish, where the best minds could work together, and where the principles of a free society could be practiced and perfected.

The valley was not just a sanctuary—it was a laboratory. A place to test the ideas that had been theoretical in the outside world. A place to demonstrate that a society built on reason, individual rights, and honest trade was not only possible but thriving.

The Rearden-Mulligan Institute of Science and Philosophy was established first. It wasn’t a government-funded institution or a corporate lab. It was a collaborative effort— scientists, engineers, and philosophers working together on pure knowledge, free from political interference or commercial pressure.

Midas Mulligan’s bank operated not as a financial institution that lent money at interest, but as a facilitator of trade between the valley’s residents. Everyone was paid according to their productive output, and the currency was backed by tangible value—not promises or political decrees.

The school for children—and for adults who wanted to continue their education—was run by a former university professor who had refused to compromise his integrity. The curriculum focused on reason, on logic, on the history of ideas, and on the practical application of knowledge. Children learned to think for themselves, not to parrot opinions or follow authorities.

The valley’s farms and workshops were run on voluntary cooperation. People contributed according to their ability and received according to their product. There was no coercion, no welfare, no redistribution. There was simply the honest exchange of value for value.

Dagny Taggart returned shortly after the first group arrived. She had been monitoring the valley’s communications, watching the world outside, and preparing for the return. When she came, she did not come as a refugee or a supplicant. She came as an equal, as a partner in the rebuilding.

Hank Rearden was already there. He had been working on refining Rearden Metal with the valley’s engineers, applying principles he had developed over decades but never been able to implement in the outside world. He greeted Dagny not with romantic passion (which had been part of their past but was now a memory), but with deep respect and friendship. Their relationship had evolved into something more enduring—a partnership of two minds who understood and valued each other.

Francisco d’Anconia had been instrumental in the valley’s construction. His business acumen, combined with his philosophical depth, made him the perfect coordinator of the valley’s economic systems. He had also been instrumental in ensuring that the first wave of returnees would be those who were truly ready—that is, those who understood the principles of the new world and were willing to live by them.

The first wave of returnees arrived in waves over the first year. Not everyone who wanted to come was accepted immediately. The valley had standards—not of wealth or status, but of intellectual integrity and moral character. Each candidate had to demonstrate that they understood and accepted the principles of the new world: that reason was their guide to reality, that their own life was their highest value, and that productive achievement was their noblest activity.

Some failed the test. They came with resentment, with expectations of being taken care of, with a continued belief in sacrifice and self-denial. They were gently turned away, not with judgment, but with understanding. They would need more time to prepare.

Others passed. They came with questions, with knowledge, with a desire to contribute and build. They were welcomed, integrated, and given opportunities to apply their talents.

The first major project was the restoration of the transcontinental rail line. Dagny led this effort, with Hank Rearden providing the materials and engineers. The project was not just about restoring infrastructure—it was about restoring the principle that production and achievement should be honored, not punished.

They didn’t rebuild the old system. They built something new—a system that reflected the principles of the new world. Trains ran on schedule. Maintenance was performed regularly. The tracks were maintained at the highest standards. And the people who worked on the railroad were respected, paid well, and empowered to make decisions.

The first train completed its transcontinental journey nine months after the valley opened its gates. It was not a moment of triumph over enemies or a celebration of revenge. It was a quiet, dignified event—a demonstration that the world could work, that production and trade could flourish, that the mind was the ultimate power.

Eddie Willers was part of this effort. He wasn’t an executive or a planner. He was a field engineer, working on the ground, ensuring that each section of track was built to the highest standards. He had learned to think like an engineer, to understand the physics of rails and the chemistry of metals. He had learned to solve problems, to innovate, to take pride in his work.

He had also learned something else—something that had been missing from his life before. He had learned how to love.

Not in the way Jim Taggart loved power, or Wesley Mouch loved security, or Lillian Rearden loved status. But in the way that John Galt loved Dagny—respectfully, honestly, and with the full acceptance of the other person as an independent, thinking being.

His love was for Mary.

She was not a passive companion or a dependent follower. She was an equal, a brilliant engineer in her own right, with her own ideas, her own ambitions, her own values.

They married in a simple ceremony, not because it was required but because they wanted to. Their vows were not about sacrifice or submission, but about partnership, mutual respect, and shared purpose.

“We build together,” Mary said.

“Yes,” Eddie replied. “We build together.”

And in that moment, Eddie understood that he had finally found his place—not in the shadow of Dagny Taggart, not as a secondary figure in someone else’s story, but as a central figure in his own.

He was not Eddie Willers, assistant to Dagny Taggart.

He was Eddie Willers, engineer, builder, husband, friend.

He was the kind of man who could stand on his own, who could think for himself, who could create and contribute and live.

The second year brought more challenges. The outside world was still in turmoil. Some governments had collapsed entirely, while others were attempting to reassert control. Some regions were descending into chaos, while others were beginning to stabilize.

The valley was still isolated, but not completely cut off. Trade routes were being re-established. Knowledge was being shared. The message was spreading.

But the valley was not trying to save the world. It was not sending missionaries or invaders. It was simply demonstrating that a different way was possible—that a society based on reason and individual rights could not only survive but flourish.

The first external trade agreement was signed with a group of independent merchants who had been operating outside the old system. They were not perfect—there were still some old habits, some old ideas. But they were willing to learn, willing to change.

The trade was simple: the valley provided advanced technology, medical knowledge, and engineering expertise. In return, the merchants provided raw materials, agricultural products, and manufactured goods that the valley could not produce efficiently.

No government was involved. No force was used. There was only honest exchange.

The success of this trade agreement was a turning point. It demonstrated that the valley was not just a utopian experiment but a practical, sustainable model that others could choose to join.

The third year brought more formalized relationships with outside groups. The valley established a representative body—not a government, but a council of trade and communication. Its purpose was not to rule but to coordinate and facilitate the exchange of goods, knowledge, and ideas.

The first conference was held in the valley, bringing together representatives from various settlements, trade networks, and independent communities. It was not a summit of kings or presidents but a meeting of equals—engineers, farmers, merchants, scientists—people who understood the value of reason and production.

The discussions were not about power or control but about cooperation and mutual benefit. The agenda was practical: how to improve transportation, how to share medical knowledge, how to coordinate agricultural production, how to establish standards for trade.

It was the first time in history that a gathering of this规模 was not about who would rule but about how they would build.

The fourth year brought a new challenge—the first attempt at political reintegration. A group of former government officials, recognizing the failure of the old system, began to advocate for a new approach—a new framework based on the principles they had observed in the valley.

They didn’t seek to impose the valley’s system on others. They sought to create a new political structure that would protect individual rights, that would recognize the importance of reason, that would honor productive achievement.

The valley did not dictate terms. It did not demand surrender. It offered suggestions, shared principles, and demonstrated alternatives.

The result was the Declaration of Principles—the first step toward a new constitutional framework. It was not a document written in isolation but a collaborative effort, drawing on the best ideas from history while adapting them to the realities of the modern world.

The key principles were simple but radical:


	Individual rights are inalienable—they cannot be granted or revoked by governments.


	Reason is the only valid guide to action.


	Productive achievement is the highest human value.


	Trade must be voluntary—no force, no fraud.


	The purpose of society is to enable individuals to flourish—not to serve collective goals.




These principles became the foundation for a new political order—a order that was not imposed but chosen.

The fifth year brought the first major expansion of the valley’s influence. New settlements began to form, not in competition but in cooperation. They were not satellite communities or colonies but independent伙伴 who chose to align with the valley’s principles.

The valley provided knowledge, training, and initial resources. But it did not control them. It did not demand loyalty. It simply offered an example of what was possible.

Some of these new settlements thrived. Others struggled. Some failed. But the valley did not judge. It did not impose solutions. It simply offered assistance when requested and respected the right of others to make their own choices.

The sixth year brought a technological breakthrough—the replication of the static electricity converter. This was not just a technical achievement but a philosophical one. It demonstrated that knowledge, once discovered, could be shared and replicated without losing its value.

The valley did not hoard this technology. It shared the schematics, provided training, and helped establish manufacturing facilities in the new settlements.

The reason was simple: the more people who could access this technology, the faster the world could recover. The more people who could benefit from it, the more reason would be demonstrated as a superior way of life.

The seventh year brought the first international contact. Not with foreign governments, but with independent communities in other parts of the world—communities that had developed similar principles, that had been working toward the same goals.

The exchange was not political but practical. Engineers shared knowledge. Scientists collaborated on research. Farmers shared agricultural techniques.

It was the first time in history that people from different countries, speaking different languages, could meet as equals—not as representatives of nations but as individuals united by shared values.

The eighth year brought a new generation—the first children born in the valley who had never known the old world. They grew up with reason, with production, with trade as the normal way of life. They didn’t need to unlearn old ideas—they learned the right ideas from the beginning.

These children were not different in any fundamental way from children anywhere else. They played, they studied, they learned, they grew. But they grew up in a world where their minds were valued, where their creativity was encouraged, where their achievements were celebrated.

They were the first generation of truly free human beings.

The ninth year brought the first anniversary of the valley’s opening. There was no grand celebration, no military parade, no political speeches. There was simply a gathering of the residents—people who had chosen to build this world, who had chosen to live by reason.

They didn’t celebrate victory or commemorate sacrifice. They celebrated creation. They celebrated the achievement of building a world that reflected their highest values.

John Galt gave a short speech—not a philosophical treatise but a simple statement of gratitude and purpose.

“I want to thank each of you for choosing to be ready,” he said. “Not for a future that was promised to you, but for a future that you helped create. Not for a world that was given to you, but for a world that you earned.”

The applause was not loud or enthusiastic—it was quiet and thoughtful, the kind of appreciation that comes from deep understanding.

The tenth year brought the final piece—the complete restoration of the transcontinental rail line. It was not just a technical achievement but a symbolic one—a demonstration that the world could be rebuilt, not in the image of the old system, but in the image of the new.

The first train completed its journey in half the time it used to take. The cars were cleaner, faster, more comfortable. The track was maintained at the highest standards, not out of fear of punishment but out of pride in achievement.

Eddie Willers stood on the platform as the train arrived. He was no longer an assistant or a subordinate. He was the chief engineer of the western division, responsible for maintaining thousands of miles of track.

He had not achieved this through political connections or favoritism. He had achieved it through competence, through dedication, through years of learning and practice.

As he greeted the train crew—the people who had been trained in the valley’s standards—he saw something he hadn’t seen in years: pride in their work. Not the kind of pride that came from superiority over others, but the kind that came from excellence and self-respect.

He looked at the dollar sign on his lapel—no longer just a disc in his hand, but a part of him.

He had made the choice to be ready.

He had been willing to learn.

He had been willing to change.

He had been willing to build.

And now, he was building the future.

The End EPILOGUE: THE FIRST GENERATION

The first child born in the valley was named Ayn.

Not because she was named after a person, but because she was named after a principle—the principle of existence, of identity, of reality. Ayn was born in the first year of the new era, during the first wave of expansion when new families were arriving from the settlements.

Her first words were not “mama” or “papa” but “why?”—a question that reflected the valley’s fundamental principle: to seek understanding, not to accept authority.

She grew up in a world where her mind was her greatest tool, where her curiosity was encouraged, where her achievements were celebrated—not for their scale but for their integrity.

She learned to read before she could walk. She asked questions about the stars, about the weather, about why things worked the way they did. Her parents—both engineers who had grown up in the settlements—never dismissed her questions. They gave her honest answers, explained the limits of their knowledge, and encouraged her to think for herself.

When she turned five, she began formal education—not in a classroom with rigid schedules and standardized testing, but in a learning environment that matched her pace and interests. She studied physics, philosophy, history, and the arts—not as separate subjects but as interconnected aspects of understanding the world.

When she turned ten, she began apprenticeships—learning engineering from her father, biology from a local botanist, economics from a merchant. She wasn’t forced to choose a path; she explored multiple areas until she found what truly excited her.

When she turned fifteen, she designed and built her first project—a small water purification system for the valley’s new southern settlement. It wasn’t perfect, but it worked—and it was hers.

She was not taught to sacrifice her ambitions for others. She was taught to respect the ambitions of others. She was not taught to seek approval from authority figures. She was taught to seek truth through her own reasoning.

When I—Eddie Willers—first saw Ayn, she was eight years old, examining a broken generator with intense focus. I watched her for a moment, noticing how her brow furrowed in concentration, how her eyes tracked each component, how she spoke to the machine not with fear or reverence but with curiosity and respect.

She looked up and saw me. “Hello, Mr. Willers,” she said, her voice calm and confident.

“Hello, Ayn,” I replied. “What seems to be the problem?”

She explained the issue with clear, logical reasoning—the kind of reasoning I had spent my life struggling to develop, the kind that had been suppressed in the old world.

“It’s not the generator itself,” she said. “It’s the connection to the power source. The voltage regulator is misaligned.”

“You figure it out?” I asked.

She nodded. “I think so. I need to adjust the calibration.”

“Do you want some help?”

She thought for a moment. “Yes, please. Your hands are steadier than mine right now.”

And together, we fixed the generator.

As I watched her work, I realized something profound.

I had spent my life working for people who didn’t create, who didn’t produce, who didn’t understand what they were doing.

Now, I worked alongside people who created, who produced, who understood everything they were doing.

And Ayn was the first generation to grow up entirely in this new world.

She didn’t remember the collapse. She didn’t know the fear of the old world. She didn’t struggle to understand reason—she breathed it.

She was not special or extraordinary in any fundamental way. She was just ordinary—ordinary in the best sense of the word: a perfectly functioning human being, thinking clearly, acting effectively, living fully.

The ordinary extraordinary.

That’s what the valley produced.

Not saints or heroes, but ordinary people who had chosen to think, to produce, to live.

People like me, who had been given a second chance.

People like Ayn, who had been given a first chance.

We were not rebuilding the old world.

We were building a new one.

A world where “Who is John Galt?” was no longer a question of despair, but a declaration of pride.

A world where the dollar sign was no longer a symbol of greed, but a symbol of value, of trade, of reason.

A world where the best within us was not suppressed, but celebrated.

A world where Eddie Willers—once an assistant, once lost, once uncertain—was finally home.

I walked away from the generator, Ayn following behind.

“Thank you, Mr. Willers,” she said.

“Not ‘Mr. Willers’ anymore, Ayn,” I said. “It’s Eddie.”

She smiled. “Eddie.”

She knew what I was telling her—that in this world, titles didn’t matter. Names didn’t carry status. What mattered was what you thought, what you created, and how you lived.

We walked back to the settlement, the valley stretch around us—green, fertile, alive.

I looked around at the people—the engineers, the farmers, the doctors, the teachers—working together, creating together, living together.

I thought about the old world—the one where I had worked for Dagny Taggart, where I had watched the collapse, where I had felt lost and helpless.

And I thought about this world—the one where I was Eddie Willers, engineer, husband, friend—the one where I was ready.

The world was ready.

And I was ready.

The end. The world that was mine.

PART IV: THE VALLEY

The first year in the valley was a time of profound transformation—not just for the world, but for each individual who had made the journey. t know when.

She paused, then added, “We knew the world would break. So we learned how to fix things.”

I looked around at the desert—vast, empty, merciless. “There’s nothing to fix out here.”

She gave me a small, wry smile. “There’s always something to fix. That train? It wasn’t supposed to end up here. That’s a fact. And facts are things we can use. Not ignore.”

She gestured east, toward the rising sun. “We’re heading that way. There’s a place called Canyon Crossing. It’s not far—maybe ten miles. We can get water, shelter, and maybe help.”

“Help for what?”

She met my eyes. “For being alive.”

I didn’t argue. I had no options. No plan. No future. All I had was a throbbing head, empty stomach, and the certainty that staying in that train car would mean starvation, dehydration, or both.

“I’ll follow you,” I said.

She nodded. “Good. Stay close. Watch your step. And don’t talk unless you have to.”

We walked.

Mary moved with quiet efficiency, scanning the terrain, testing the ground with her boot, pausing to examine tracks in the sand—goat, jackrabbit, maybe fox. She carried a rifle slung across her back, but never drew it. She didn’t need to.

The desert wasn’t empty.

We passed the skeleton of an old gas station, its pumps rusted shut, its canopy sagging. We found a collapsed highway overpass, the concrete shattered, rebar sticking up like broken teeth. We saw a dead rabbit, picked clean—no sign of struggle. Just a stillness, as if it had simply stopped one day and let go.

After three hours, Mary stopped and pointed to a cluster of low, rounded hills ahead. “That’s it.”

“What’s it?”

“Canyon Crossing.”

As we drew closer, I saw it: a narrow canyon, flanked by red sandstone cliffs. A dry riverbed cut through it, littered with smooth stones and occasional patches of green—cacti, shrubs, a few hardy trees.

In the canyon mouth, half-hidden by rock, was a structure—not built, but carved. A cave entrance, wide and high, with a frame of salvaged steel and glass. A banner hung above the door, faded but legible: “The修理所”—“The Repair Shop” in Chinese, though the characters were worn.

Inside, the cave expanded into a vaulted space—part workshop, part living area. Metal lathes, a forge, shelves of tools, racks of parts—batteries, wires, engine blocks, scrap metal. In the center, a fire pit with a pot hanging over it. A few people moved about—three men, two women—tending tools, repairing gear, loading packs.

No one spoke much. No one looked up unless addressed. But they all nodded to Mary as she passed.

“This is the shop,” she said.

“Who runs it?”

She shrugged. “Whoever’s willing to work. We don’t have bosses. We have skills.”

“How do you eat?”

“We trade.”

I stared. “Trade what?”

“Tools, parts, food. We fix things people can’t. They give us what they have. It’s fair.”

I wanted to ask more, but she had already moved on—straight to a man working at a bench, riveting a metal strap to a generator housing. He didn’t look up.

“Doc’s sick,” Mary said.

The man—tall, lean, with a scar over one eye—straightened. “How sick?”

“Bad cough. Fever. Won’t turn.”

He nodded, wiped his hands on a rag, and followed Mary toward the back of the cave. I followed them, staying a few paces behind, not sure if I was welcome.

In a side chamber, lit by kerosene lamps, lay a man in a cot. He was thin, his face sunken, his chest rising and falling in shallow, labored breaths. A woman—gray-haired, sharp-eyed—sat beside him, mending a torn canvas satchel.

She looked up as we entered. “Well?”

“Worse,” the mechanic said. “His temperature’s 104. He’s delirious.”

The woman nodded. “He’s been delirious for two days. Said he keeps hearing engines—real ones, not the kind we have now. Said they were calling him home.”

I couldn’t help it—I blurted, “What kind of engines?”

She turned to me. Her eyes were pale, almost colorless. “The ones that work. The ones people used to build before they decided to stop.”

She stood, walked to a shelf, and pulled down a heavy ledger—its cover cracked, its pages filled with dense handwriting and technical diagrams. She flipped it open to a random page, showed me a sketch of a turbine, then turned the page—another sketch, this one labeled “Galt’s Engine: 122 HP, 87% efficiency, direct drive, zero emissions.”

“This man,” she said, jerking her thumb at the dying Doc, “built one of these for the Navy in ’39. Then he walked away. Said it was a waste. Said it would be stolen, misused, or destroyed—which, he noted, had already happened in every other case.”

She turned another page—this one titled: “Declaration of Intent”—and read aloud:


I, Elias Porter, hereby declare that I will no longer contribute my work to a world that demands sacrifice as its highest virtue. I will not build engines for war, for control, for the comfort of parasites. I will build only for those who value reason, purpose, and self-esteem. Where such men exist, I will return.



She looked at me. “Doc used to say that every breakdown he fixed, every engine he got running, was a victory—not against death, but against surrender.”

I didn’t understand. Not yet.

But I felt it—something deep inside me, a resonance I couldn’t name. A longing, perhaps, or a recognition.

“How did he end up here?” I asked.

She shrugged. “Came back. About six months ago. Said the world had finally gone bad enough that people were starting to listen. Not enough, but… enough.”

She closed the ledger. “He’s not going to make it.”

I stared at the dying man—his skin waxy, his breath shallow. And yet—there was no fear in his face. Only exhaustion. And beneath it—resolve.

“What do we do?”

She looked at me, and for the first time, her voice softened. “We sit with him. We make sure he doesn’t suffer. And we keep building.”

She sat back down beside the cot, took his hand, and began to hum—low, tuneless, a sound like wind over stone.

The mechanic, the others—they gathered in silence around the room, not crowded, just present. As if honoring something far bigger than a man’s death.

They didn’t pray. They didn’t weep.

They remembered.

I stood there, feeling like an intruder in a sacred ceremony. I wanted to say something—anything—but I had no words. No ritual. No belief system to offer.

So I did what I did best—I listened.

I listened to the wind howl through the canyon. I listened to the drip of water from a pipe in the wall. I listened to Doc’s breathing—slower now, shallower—and the steady rhythm of Mary’s hum.

And for the first time in months—maybe in years—I stopped thinking about Taggart Terminal. Stopped thinking about Dagny. Stopped trying to fix what couldn’t be fixed.

I just… was.

Hours passed. The fire dimmed. The lamps flickered. Doc’s breathing grew shallower—then stopped.

No one moved for a full minute.

Then Mary stood, wiped her eyes—yes, she was crying—and said, “He’s gone.”

They didn’t rush. Didn’t argue. Didn’t despair.

They carried the body out to a shallow grave they’d dug earlier—just a hole in the canyon wall, lined with stones. They placed him in it, laid a blanket over his face, then covered him with dirt, one shovelful at a time.

When it was done, the gray-haired woman opened the ledger again, read Doc’s final entry, and closed it.

“He said: ‘The world is ready. We’ll know when it is.’”

Then she turned to me. “Are you ready, Eddie Willers?”

I didn’t know what she meant. Not yet.

But I knew I was tired. Tired of pretending. Tired of fighting a losing battle. Tired of being loyal to a system that had no use for loyalty.

“I’m tired,” I said.

She nodded. “Good. That means you’re ready to start.”

Mary reached into her pack and pulled out a small metal disc—identical to the one Dagny had given me. She placed it in my palm.

“The dollar sign,” she said. “Not a symbol of greed. A symbol of value—of the man who creates, not the man who steals.”

I closed my fingers around it.

“What do I do now?” I asked.

She looked at the horizon—east, where the sun was beginning to rise—and said, softly, “You keep walking.”

She turned to the others. “Get ready. We’re leaving tomorrow.”

“Where to?” the mechanic asked.

“To the mountains,” she said. “To the valley.”

I didn’t know what she meant. But something in her voice—the quiet certainty—made my heart beat faster.

Because for the first time in years, I had a reason to hope.

Not for myself.

For them.

For the people who still believed in fixing things.

In the morning, they gave me a pack—food, water, a blanket, a knife—and sent me off with Mary.

We walked east.

And as we climbed out of the canyon and onto the high desert plateau, the sun rose behind us, flooding the ruins below with light—not a light of endings, but of beginnings.

Because the world wasn’t over.

It was just waiting.

Waiting for men like me to remember who we were.

And what we could build.

END OF PART I. ’t know what awaited us at the settlement. I didn’t know if I wanted to go. But I knew I couldn’t stay alone in the desert.

So I followed Mary into the foothills.

We walked for hours, the terrain growing steeper, the air cooler. I learned as we went.

Mary lived in a place called Canyon Crossing—not a town, but a cluster of repurposed buildings, workshops, and homes built into the canyon wall. She wasn’t alone in the desert; she was part of a network—a community—of people who had refused to wait for the world to die.

“They’re not refugees,” she explained as we crested a ridge and saw the settlement below. “They’re builders. They saw the collapse coming, so they prepared. Not with stockpiles and bunkers—but with knowledge and skill. They didn’t hoard food; they built aqueducts. They didn’t buy guns; they learned to make tools. They didn’t beg for permission; they started fixing things.”

I stared at the settlement. It looked… functional. Not desperate. Not chaotic.

A series of low stone buildings clung to the canyon wall. Solar panels, patched and repurposed, glinted in the afternoon sun. Pipes ran along the rocks, channeling water into a shallow reservoir. In the center of it all stood a hand-crank generator, connected to a small windmill with blades salvaged from a farm turbine.

And people.

Men and women moved between buildings, not hurrying, not panicking—just working. One man hammered on a piece of metal. Two women tended a small garden of vegetables in terraced rows. A teenager stood on a ladder, adjusting a dish antenna.

It looked like a workshop. It looked like a home. It looked like a future.

“How?” I whispered.

Mary glanced at me, then back at the settlement. “By deciding that the world didn’t have to end.”

We entered the settlement through an open archway. A dog barked—short, sharp, but not aggressive—and a man in overalls stepped out of a workshop, wiping his hands on a rag.

“Mary,” he said. “Bringin’ in strays?”

“Frank,” she replied. “This is Eddie. Train crash. Solo for three days.”

Frank’s eyes swept over me—my torn coat, my hollow face, my empty hands. He didn’t look at me with pity or suspicion. He looked at me like I was a machine that needed diagnostics.

“Water,” he said. “Then food. Then rest. You can work if you want. But only if you’re useful.”

“Frank,” Mary said, “he’s useful. He knows Taggart Terminal.”

Frank’s eyes narrowed slightly. “The railroad?”

“He knows how trains work,” Mary said. “He knows metal. He knows systems.”

Frank nodded. “Then he’s welcome.”

He led me into a small building—part kitchen, part infirmary. A woman with silver-streaked hair and kind eyes stood over a stove, stirring a pot of stew. She introduced herself as Doc.

“Eat,” she said, ladling stew into a bowl. “Then sleep. We’ll talk tomorrow.”

The stew was simple—beans, potatoes, a little meat—but it tasted like a miracle. I ate slowly, not wanting it to end.

Doc watched me, her gaze sharp but gentle. “You’re not a scavenger. You’re not a looter. You’re not a government man. You’re… confused.”

I nodded. “I’m… lost.”

“Good,” she said. “That means you’re ready to learn.”

After the meal, Mary showed me to a small room—a cot, a shelf, a folding chair. There was no fan, no air conditioning—just a window that opened to the canyon, where the wind whispered through the rocks.

“Rest,” she said. “Tomorrow, we start.”

I didn’t sleep right away. I lay in the dark, listening to the wind, replaying the past three days in my head—the crash, the wreckage, Dagny unconscious in the baggage car, Mary’s steady voice in the night.

Then, just before dawn, I finally drifted off.

I dreamed of the railroad.

I dreamed of the Taggart Terminal offices—the clatter of typewriters, the murmur of phones, the smell of coffee and cigar smoke. I dreamed of Dagny striding down the hall, her heels clicking on the marble floor, her eyes scanning the blueprint in her hands.

I dreamed of Francisco d’Anconia, laughing at a board meeting, his charm masking something deeper, something true.

I dreamed of Hank Rearden, standing in the courtyard of Rearden Steel, his face set, his hands stained with soot and steel.

I dreamed of them all—alive, working, building.

Then the dream shifted.

I was walking through a city. The streets were empty. The buildings were cracked and covered in vines. Windows were shattered. Power lines hung like dead snakes.

A boy passed me, dragging a cart of scavenged metal. He looked at me, then at the sky.

“Who is John Galt?” he asked.

I didn’t answer.

He looked at me, waiting.

“Who is John Galt?” he asked again.

I woke up sweating.

Mary was at the door.

“Morning,” she said.

I sat up, trying to shake off the dream.

“You okay?” she asked.

“No,” I said. “What did the boy say?”

She tilted her head. “What boy?”

“The dream—there was a boy. In the city. He asked me—‘Who is John Galt?’”

She considered me for a moment. Then she said, quietly, “That’s not a dream. That’s a warning.”



The next day, Mary showed me the workshop.

It was a long, narrow building built into the cliff face, with windows along the top to let in natural light. Inside, the air smelled of ozone, hot metal, and machine oil.

A man and a woman were bent over a lathe, adjusting a gear. Another person soldered wires into a circuit board. A teenager was testing a small generator, watching the voltage meter with focused intensity.

Frank stood by a blackboard, writing equations in precise, angular script.

He looked up as Mary and I entered.

“You’re up,” he said.

I nodded.

He gestured to the blackboard. “Read that.”

I stepped closer. The equation was simple—Ohm’s Law: V = IR.

“I know that,” I said.

“Good,” he said. “Now read the one below it.”

It was Euler’s formula for beam bending: δ = (F × L³) / (3 × E × I).

I frowned. “I’ve seen it before. In school. But I don’t use it.”

“Now you will,” Frank said.

He picked up a small wrench and handed it to me. “Fix this.”

I looked at the wrench. It was a standard wrench—chrome-plated steel, with a slightly stripped nut in the jaw.

“It’s just a nut,” I said.

“Then fix it.”

I took the wrench. I examined the nut. It was worn, but not beyond repair.

I reached for a file.

“Wrong tool,” Frank said.

I looked at him.

“Use the hammer and punch,” he said. “Tap the edge of the nut to expand the threads.”

I did. The nut was loose but stable. I tightened it.

“It’s fixed,” I said.

Frank nodded. “Good. Now tell me—what kind of steel is this wrench made of?”

I blinked. “I… don’t know.”

“That’s okay,” he said. “But you’ll learn. Because in the world we’re building, not knowing doesn’t get you a promotion. It gets you fired.”

He turned to the group. “Today’s project: calibrate the generator. Eddie’s helping. He knows motors. Let’s see if he knows how they work.”

I spent the next hour trying to explain how a generator worked—voltage, magnetic fields, rotation. Frank listened, nodded, asked questions, and corrected my misconceptions.

By the end of the day, my arms ached, my head throbbed, and I was exhausted.

But I had learned.

I had done.

Not just followed orders, but understood.

When we finally broke for the evening meal, Mary handed me a book.

“Read this,” she said.

It was a worn copy of The Forth Dimension of the World by John Galt.

I stared at the title.

“Who is John Galt?” I whispered.

Mary looked at me. “He’s the man who said, ‘I am here to live. Not to serve. Not to rule. Not to suffer. To live.’”

I didn’t understand. Not yet.

But I would.



The next morning, Doc gave me a test.

Not a written test. Not a multiple-choice quiz.

A practical test.

She led me to a small shed on the edge of the settlement.

Inside, a generator sputtered, its output unstable. Wires were frayed. A capacitor was swollen and leaking. The whole thing looked like it had been salvaged from a scrapyard—and, I later learned, it had.

“Can you fix it?” Doc asked.

I looked at the generator. I knew what was wrong—visibly. The capacitor. The loose connections. The worn brushes.

“Yes,” I said.

“Then fix it.”

I worked for hours. I replaced the capacitor. I rewound frayed wires. I adjusted the brushes. I tested the voltage output.

It was stable. It was running.

I wiped my hands on my trousers.

“Well?” Doc asked.

“It’s fixed.”

She nodded. “Good. Now, tell me—what did you learn?”

I thought about it.

“I learned that broken things can be fixed,” I said. “I learned that knowledge isn’t just facts—it’s action. And I learned… that I’m not just an assistant. I’m a engineer.”

She smiled. “That’s the first truth.”



The days turned into weeks.

I learned to read schematics. To calculate loads. To test circuits. To weld.

I learned about hydroponics—how to grow food without soil, using only water, nutrients, and light.

I learned about metallurgy—how steel was made, why certain alloys were stronger, how to test for impurities.

I learned about electricity—how to build simple machines, how to transmit power, how to harness the sun.

And most importantly, I learned about reason.

In the evenings, Doc led discussions—small, intimate groups of five or six people, sitting around a fire or a table, reading and debating philosophy, physics, economics.

I listened. I asked questions. I argued.

I learned about the strike—the great strike of the mind.

John Galt, she explained, hadn’t disappeared. He hadn’t hidden. He had withdrawn—not to escape the world, but to preserve the world’s greatest minds until the world was ready to listen.

“They weren’t hiding,” Doc said. “They were building. Building a place where reason was sacred. Where men were free to think, to create, to trade. Where the currency wasn’t power, but value.”

She pointed to the dollar sign etched into the table.

“This,” she said, “is not about money. It’s about trading value for value. It’s about the recognition that a man who makes something valuable should be paid for it—not punished for it.”

I thought of Dagny.

I thought of Francisco.

I thought of Rearden.

I thought of all the people who had been called selfish—because they loved their work, because they created, because they earned.

They weren’t selfish.

They were heroic.

And they had left—not to abandon the world, but to preserve the world.



One evening, Mary brought me a small radio.

“It’s a shortwave,” she said. “I found it in a ruin. I fixed the power source. It’s been silent for weeks.”

She turned the dial.

Static. Then, a voice—clear, calm, resonant.


“This is a special broadcast from an unknown source. If you are listening, you are among those who still believe in the power of the human mind. If you are listening, you are among those who have not yet surrendered. If you are listening, you are among those who are still here.*




The world is in chaos. The collapse is underway. But it is not the end. It is a rebirth. The thinkers— the creators— have not gone. They have gone to a place where their minds are free. Where they can build, not for survival, but for excellence. Where they can live, not for sacrifice, but for joy.




John Galt has spoken. And the world will hear him again.




The strike is complete. The world is ready.




You are not alone.”



The broadcast ended.

The room was silent.

Mary looked at me.

“What do you think?” she asked.

I didn’t answer right away.

I thought of the last time I’d seen Dagny—her blood on her temple, the dollar sign in my hand, her words: “Don’t look for me. Don’t try to follow me.”

But I was going to follow her.

Not because I wanted to save her.

But because I wanted to understand her.

And to join her.

I looked at Mary.

“I think,” I said, “we need to go west.”

She nodded.

“We start at dawn.” PART III: THE RETURN

We left Canyon Crossing before dawn.

Not with a parade or a farewell—just a quiet hand-off of supplies: a water skin, a knife, a map drawn on parchment, a small toolkit, and Frank’s wrench—scrubbed clean, handle wrapped in oilcloth.

“Don’t lose it,” Frank had said, handing it to me. “It’s yours now.”

Mary nodded. “The pass is three days’ walk. Beyond it, the mountains open into a valley. That’s where she is.”

“Dagny?”

“She’s gone,” Mary said, and there was no sadness in her voice—only certainty. “She won’t be where the wreckage was. She’s gone where the mind is safe.”

I felt the weight of Frank’s wrench in my pack. “How do you know?”

“Because I’ve seen it,” she said. “I’ve met people who’ve been there. They don’t talk much—but when they do, they say the same thing: ‘It’s real. It’s possible. And it’s waiting.’”

We walked west, toward the rising sun. The desert stretched before us, golden and silent.

On the third day, we reached the pass.

It wasn’t a wide gap in the mountains—just a narrow, winding trail that cut through a granite ridge. At the summit, there was no warning sign. No guard post. No barrier.

Just a single, tall rock standing alone on the trail’s edge—carved with a symbol: $.

Eddie Willers stopped.

The dollar sign.

The same symbol Dagny had pressed into my palm in the wreckage.

I reached into my pack, took out the disc, and held it in my palm. The metal was warm from the sun.

“It’s real,” I whispered.

Mary didn’t answer. She just nodded.

Below us, the land opened.

A vast, green valley—folded into the mountains like a secret. Rivers glittered. Fields stretched in neat rows. A single, gleaming road snaked from the pass down into the heart of the valley.

And at the center—on a hill overlooking everything—stood a white, circular building. A dome. With a light glowing at its peak.

I didn’t ask. I didn’t need to.

“That’s it,” Mary said.

“What is it?”

“The heart of it. Where they think. Where they plan. Where they build.”

I looked at her—her steady gaze, the lines around her eyes, the strength in her shoulders.

“You’ve been there before?”

She shook her head. “No. But I know the way.”



The descent was steep, the trail rocky and narrow. We walked for hours, the air growing cooler, the scent of pine and wildflowers carried on the wind.

As we neared the valley floor, I saw the first signs of order.

Not ruins repaired—ruins replaced.

We passed a field where women in simple smocks were harvesting grain, not with machines, but with sickles and reaping hooks. The rows were straight, the crop thick and healthy.

Further on, a group of children—maybe ten or twelve—sat in a circle around an older man. He held a piece of chalk and a slate. They weren’t reciting dates or names. They were solving problems.

“Four men can build a house in six weeks,” the man said. “How long would it take six men, working at the same rate?”

The children raised hands. One answered: “Four weeks.”

“Correct. Why?”

The child nodded: “Because the work is proportional. More minds, less time.”

I looked at Mary.

“Where did they learn that?”

“The same way everyone here learns,” she said. “By asking why.”



We reached the road that led to the white dome.

It was smooth, paved—not with asphalt, but with a gleaming, composite material that felt warm underfoot.

The first person we met was a woman walking toward us—carrying a satchel, her hair tied back, her eyes sharp and bright.

She looked at me—really looked—and said, “You’re from Canyon Crossing.”

I nodded.

“I’m Cherryl,” she said, smiling. “You’re looking for the Gulch?”

“I’m looking for Dagny Taggart.”

Her smile widened. “She’s here. So is Francisco. So is Rearden. So is him.”

“John Galt?”

She looked at the dome, then back at me. “He’s waiting for those who are ready to hear.”



The white dome wasn’t a building. It was a forum.

Inside, it was open and airy—walls of glass and polished steel, sunlight streaming in, illuminating a circular chamber with a lectern at the center and seating rising in tiers like a theater.

People were scattered throughout—reading, talking, sketching schematics on slates, testing small devices on workbenches.

No one wore a uniform.

No one carried a badge.

But everyone moved with purpose.

They didn’t hurry.

They didn’t hesitate.

They knew what to do.

And when they spoke, they spoke with clarity.

A man approached us—tall, with a quiet intensity in his eyes.

“Welcome,” he said. “I’m Ellis.” He nodded at Mary. “You’ve brought him.”

Mary nodded back. “He knows what he saw.”

Ellis turned to me.

“Eddie Willers?”

“Yes.”

He extended his hand.

“Dagny Taggart asked us to look for you.”

I froze.

“She sent you?”

“She sent us messages,” he corrected. “Not for you—but about you. She said you’d be coming. She said you’d be ready.”

“What did she say I was ready for?”

Ellis smiled. “To see it.”

He gestured toward the center of the dome.

In the middle of the chamber stood a woman.

Tall. Elegant. Her hair dark and pulled back, her face calm, her eyes—Dagny Taggart’s eyes—looking straight at me.

She smiled—not the smile of a boss greeting an employee. Not the smile of a friend meeting an old companion.

It was the smile of a woman seeing, for the first time, that someone she loved had finally arrived.

“Eddie,” she said.

I couldn’t speak.

I took a step forward.

Then another.

I reached her.

And she hugged me—not tightly, not desperately—but with the quiet certainty of someone who knows she has been waiting for this moment longer than I have.

“You came,” she whispered.

“Yes,” I said, voice breaking.

“Why?”

I looked around—at the dome, at the people, at the world that had not ended, but changed.

“Because I finally understood,” I said. “The dollar sign isn’t about money. It’s about value. And you… you’re the most valuable person I’ve ever known.”

She squeezed my hand.

“We’re all here for the same reason, Eddie. Not to hide. Not to rule. Not to escape.”

“Then why?”

“Because we chose to live.”



They didn’t ask me to prove myself.

They didn’t ask for credentials.

They didn’t care about titles.

They asked only one question:

“What do you want to build?”

I looked around.

At the dome. At the fields. At the streams. At the children playing in the grass.

And I answered.

“I want to build the future. Not for power. Not for profit. But for the sake of building.”

Dagny smiled.

“That’s the only answer that matters.”

She led me into the dome.

And I walked with her, not as her assistant—but as her equal.

As someone who had finally found his mind.

As someone who had finally come home. PART IV: THE VALLEY

The valley was not a sanctuary.

It was a promise.

A place where the human mind was not just allowed to exist—but celebrated.

Where every action, every creation, every decision was guided by one principle: reason.

We were given a house—not as charity, but as a right. A small, two-story home built into the hillside, with large windows that looked out over the valley, with a workshop in the back and a garden out front.

“You’ll stay here,” Dagny said. “Not because you’re special. But because you’ve earned it.”

“What do I do?” I asked.

She looked at me, her eyes sharp, intelligent, and kind.

“You think. You build. You live. And if you want to, you tell me how to fix my cars.”

I laughed—a real laugh, the first in months.

That was the first day.

The days that followed were not perfect.

They were not easy.

But they were mine.

I learned the rules of the valley—not written, not enforced by decree, but understood by everyone who lived there.

First: Value is real.

Not created by decree, not measured by force, but discovered in the exchange of mutually beneficial trade. If a man builds a useful thing, and another man values it, they trade—and both are better off.

Second: Reason is sovereign.

No belief could be taken on faith. No action was justified by emotion alone. Every decision, every creation, every word had to rest on evidence, logic, and purpose.

Third: Mistakes are opportunities.

In the valley, we built things. And sometimes they broke. Sometimes they failed. But failure wasn’t punished—it was studied. The factory that produced the first flawed Rearden Metal rivet? It became the training ground for a new generation of metallurgists.

Fourth: The mind must be free.

Not just to think—but to act. To speak. To trade. To create.

To do otherwise was not just injustice—it was suicide.



My first week, I worked in the machine shop.

Not as a supervisor. Not as a assistant.

As a learner.

Hank Rearden himself stood beside me, showing me how to calibrate a lathe.

“See this alignment?” he said, pointing to the spindle. “It’s not perfect. But it’s close enough—and that’s the secret. You don’t need perfection. You need function.”

I nodded.

“What’s the function?” I asked.

“To hold the workpiece steady. To rotate it at constant speed. To allow precise cuts.”

“Then why does it matter if it’s ‘close enough’?”

Rearden looked at me.

“Because ‘close enough’ means you know your tolerances. Because you understand the physics. Because you trust your calculations.”

He handed me a caliper.

“Measure this shaft.”

I did.

“The spec says 1.000 inches. My tolerance is ±0.002. You measured 1.001. That’s good. That’s usable.”

I felt a thrill—not just because I’d measured correctly, but because I understood why it mattered.

Later, Francisco d’Anconia joined us.

“Eddie Willers,” he said, clapping me on the shoulder. “The man who stayed.”

“I didn’t stay,” I said. “I found.”

He smiled. “Good. Because in this world, finding is the first step. Creating is the second.”

He handed me a blueprint.

“This is for a new hydro turbine. For the north fork. We need it to run at 420 RPM under full load. Your job: design the mounting system.”

I took the blueprint.

“What do I use?”

Francisco looked at Rearden.

“Whatever you need,” Rearden said.

“What’s the priority?”

“Reliability,” Rearden said. “Then efficiency. Then cost.”

“What if I can’t make it reliable?”

“Then you iterate,” Rearden said. “That’s why we keep a log. That’s why we test. That’s why we learn.”

That night, I worked in the shop until the lights went out.

I sketched, I calculated, I tested.

And when I finally went home, Dagny was waiting.

She had a cup of coffee waiting for me—strong, hot, with a splash of milk.

“You’re tired,” she said.

“I am.”

She smiled. “Good. That means you’re doing it right.”

“What do you do?” I asked. “When you’re tired?”

She thought for a moment. “I sleep. I dream. I wake up and try again.”

“What if I can’t figure it out?”

“Then you ask.”

She reached over and took my hand.

“You’re not alone here, Eddie. You never were.”



The next week, I was assigned to the library.

Not to shelve books—but to help organize them.

The library was not a dusty archive. It was a living institution.

There were sections: engineering, biology, philosophy, economics, history, art. But they weren’t separated by subject—by purpose.

“Applied Physics” next to “Machine Design.”

“Microbiology” next to “Agricultural Science.”

“Epistemology” next to “Engineering Ethics.”

Because knowledge wasn’t just theory—it was tool.

I worked alongside a young woman named Ayn—a brilliant, quiet girl with a sharp mind and a love of logic puzzles.

“Why are the books arranged this way?” I asked her.

She looked at me, her eyes bright.

“Because you don’t need philosophy to understand how to build a bridge—unless you want to understand why bridges stand, and why people who build them deserve to live.”

I stared at her.

“Who taught you that?”

“My father. He was a professor.”

“Where is he now?”

She looked down.

“He went west. Before the collapse.”

“He was a philosopher?”

She nodded. “He believed in reason. In the mind. In life.”

Ayn looked up at me.

“What do you believe, Eddie?”

I thought about it.

I thought about the wreckage. About Mary. About Dagny. About Rearden’s steady hands, Francisco’s laughter, the children in the fields.

“I believe in building,” I said.

“That’s a good start,” she said. “Now build on it.”



The valley had its own rhythm.

No alarms. No supervisors.

Just work. Rest. Learning.

Each morning, people gathered in the central plaza—not for roll call, but for briefings.

A farmer would stand and report crop yields.

A mechanic would show a new tool.

A teacher would share a successful lesson.

And in the center of it all—John Galt.

Not a leader. Not a ruler.

A participant.

He didn’t speak every day. But when he did, everyone listened.

I heard him speak three times.

The first time, he talked about production.

“Production,” he said, “is not about labor. It’s about creation. A man who works in a factory is not a cog. He is a creator. And the value he creates is not arbitrary—it is measured by the satisfaction of his own rational self-interest.”

The crowd nodded.

The second time, he talked about trade.

“Trade,” he said, “is the only relationship between free men. Not force. Not sacrifice. Not charity. But trade—value for value.”

The third time, he spoke about the strike.

“The strike is over,” he said. “The mind is returning. Not to save the world—but to build a new one. And that new world is here.”

He gestured around him—at the dome, at the fields, at the children.

“This is not a sanctuary. It is a seed.”



The most important thing I learned in the valley was not how to fix a machine or design a bridge.

It was how to live.

Not as a victim. Not as a savior. Not as a master or a slave.

But as a man.

A man who thinks.

A man who creates.

A man who earns.

And the most important thing I earned in the valley was love.

It wasn’t instant.

It wasn’t loud.

It grew—quietly, steadily, like a tree in good soil.

I spent more time with Dagny.

Not as her assistant—but as her companion.

We walked the gardens. We discussed physics. We argued about philosophy.

And in the evenings, we sat on the porch of our home, watching the sunset.

One night, she turned to me.

“Do you remember the last time you saw me, before the valley?”

“Yes.”

“What did I say?”

“You said—don’t look for me. Don’t follow me.”

“You did.”

I looked at her.

“Why did you say that?”

“Because I didn’t know if you’d come. Or if you’d come ready.”

“And did I?”

She smiled.

“You came. And you’re here. And you’ve changed.”

“How?”

“Because you thought,” she said. “Because you acted. Because you built.”

She took my hand.

“You’re not the man you were in the wreckage, Eddie.”

“No,” I said. “I’m not.”

She leaned in.

“Then stay.”

I looked into her eyes.

“Where?”

“Here. With me. In the valley. In the world.”

I didn’t answer right away.

I thought about the desert. About the ruins. About the silence.

I thought about Mary.

I thought about the wrench.

And then I looked back at Dagny.

“I am staying.”

She kissed me.

It wasn’t passionate. It wasn’t desperate.

It was certain.

It was real.

It was mine.



The first year in the valley passed quickly.

We fixed things. We built things. We learned things.

And when the first new transcontinental rail line—built entirely with Rearden Metal and powered by valley-designed turbines—rolled out of the valley, it was Eddie Willers who stood on the platform and pulled the lever.

Not as an assistant.

Not as a follower.

But as an equal.

As a creator.

As a man who had finally found his mind.

The train didn’t go far—just to the first settlement, two hours away.

But it carried something more than cargo.

It carried hope.

It carried reason.

It carried the future.

And as it pulled away, I stood beside Dagny, our hands clasped, and watched it go.

She turned to me.

“What are you thinking?”

I looked at the tracks—gleaming, straight, built to last.

“I’m thinking,” I said, “that this is only the beginning.”

She smiled.

“Good.”

Because in the valley, we didn’t hope for a better world.

We built it.

And we were just getting started. PART V: THE LEGACY

The valley did not stand still.

Time moved forward—not in frantic bursts, but in steady, thoughtful strides.

Each year, more people came—seekers, not refugees. Men and women who had seen the world fall apart and decided to build something better.

They didn’t come in waves. They came one by one—like stars appearing in the dusk—each one bringing skills, knowledge, and a quiet determination.

They were engineers, doctors, teachers, farmers, artists.

Not heroes.

Not saints.

Just people who chose to live.

And among them—Eddie Willers.

I was no longer “Dagny’s assistant.”

I was an engineer.

I had a name. A role. A place in the world.

I designed the first irrigation system for the northern orchards—using principles I’d learned from Doc, refined by Frank, and tested by years of desert survival.

I helped rebuild the old rail yard into a transportation hub—not a relic, but a system. Trains that ran on schedule. Routes that were optimized, not inherited.

I taught classes at the school—basic mechanics, thermodynamics, logic. I didn’t lecture. I talked.

“We don’t memorize facts,” I told my students. “We figure things out. That’s what makes us human.”

One afternoon, a boy raised his hand.

“Mr. Willers—what if I don’t know how to figure it out?”

I looked at him.

“Then you ask. Then you try. Then you fail. Then you learn.”

“What if I fail again?”

“Then you try again.”

“What if I keep failing?”

“Then you’re learning,” I said. “And if you keep learning, you’ll succeed.”

He nodded, as if that made perfect sense.

Because in the valley, it did.



The most important thing that happened in the third year was not a new invention.

It was a birth.

Dagny and I—married in a simple ceremony on the hill overlooking the valley—had a daughter.

Her name was Ayn.

Not after the philosopher.

But after the young woman who worked in the library—who asked sharp questions and loved logic puzzles—who said, “Because you need philosophy to understand why bridges stand.”

Ayn was born with dark hair and bright eyes.

The first time she held Frank’s wrench—no bigger than her hand—she looked at me and said, “Why does it have a dollar sign?”

I knelt down.

“Because,” I said, “it’s a reminder.”

“What does it remind us of?”

“That value is real. That you earn what you create. That the world doesn’t give things to you—you take them, by making them.”

She looked at the wrench, then at me.

“Can I have it?”

“Later,” I said. “When you’re ready.”

She nodded, as if that was perfectly fair.

She grew fast.

By the time she was three, she was asking questions.

“Why is the sky blue?”

“Because sunlight scatters in the atmosphere.”

“How do you know?”

“I read it. I tested it. I asked others who had tested it.”

“What if they were wrong?”

“Then we check again. That’s how we know.”

She’d nod, satisfied.

Because in the valley, doubt wasn’t weakness—it was the engine of knowledge.

She learned to read at four.

She learned to build at five.

She learned to argue at six.

And at seven, she stood at the blackboard in her mother’s office and solved an equation that had stumped a team of engineers for weeks.

Dagny looked at me, eyes shining.

“She’s yours,” she said.

“Not really,” I said. “She’s hers.”

“Then she’s mine too.”

“Yes,” I said. “She’s ours.”



The valley continued to grow.

We built schools—not to indoctrinate, but to teach.

We built clinics—not to dispense charity, but to cure.

We built factories—not to produce, but to create.

And we sent people out—not as missionaries, but as learners and teachers.

A young woman named Cherryl traveled east, to the ruins of St. Louis.

She didn’t go to command.

She went to listen.

She found a group of mechanics who were still building—still fixing, still thinking.

She taught them how to calibrate a lathe.

They taught her how to scavenge a carburetor from a sunken boat.

They didn’t become citizens of the valley.

But they became allies.

Because in the valley, we didn’t seek power.

We built partnerships.

Based on trade. Based on value. Based on mutual respect.



One evening, Dagny and I walked to the dome.

It was sunset.

The sky was painted in gold and violet.

Inside, the chamber was empty—just the lectern, the chairs, the light.

She took my hand.

“I used to think the world would end,” she said.

“Why?”

“Because I saw what was happening. I saw the mind being punished, not rewarded. I saw the creators being silenced, not celebrated. I thought—if we can’t build, then there’s no point.”

“But now?”

“Now I know it’s not about the world ending.”

She looked at me.

“It’s about the world changing hands.”

I looked at the dome.

At the dollar sign carved above the entrance.

At the light that shone through the glass.

“What happens next?”

She smiled.

“What happens next is what always happens next.”

She gestured toward the horizon.

“Someone is building.”

I looked.

There, on the slope below, a group of children were working on a small windmill—shafts of wood, salvaged wire, a copper coil.

They were arguing—passionately—about gear ratios, torque, efficiency.

They were building.

Not because they had to.

But because they wanted.

Because they could.

I looked at Dagny.

“We’ve won,” I said.

She shook her head.

“No. We’re still building.”

She squeezed my hand.

“Because winning isn’t a moment. It’s a process.”



Years passed.

The valley became a beacon—not loud, not boastful.

Just present.

Like a lighthouse.

People found their way to it—suddenly, not in droves, but in ones and twos.

They came with questions.

They left with answers.

They came with broken tools.

They left with new skills.

They came with fear.

They left with courage.

I taught more classes.

I worked on more projects.

I watched my daughter grow—not just in size, but in mind.

She became an engineer.

Then a teacher.

Then a mentor.

At twenty, she stood where I once stood—on the platform of the first transcontinental line—and pulled the lever for a new train.

This one went all the way to Chicago.

It wasn’t owned by Taggart.

It was owned by cooperative.

But it ran on our rails, built with our metal, powered by our turbines.

And it carried something more than cargo.

It carried hope.

It carried reason.

It carried the future.



One evening, Dagny and I sat on the porch of our home.

She had a cup of tea.

I had a cup of coffee.

The valley spread out below us—lights twinkling, smoke rising from chimneys, the distant hum of work.

She turned to me.

“What are you thinking?”

I looked at her.

At the lines around her eyes.

At the strength in her hands.

At the love in her gaze.

“I’m thinking,” I said, “that this is the life I was meant to live.”

She smiled.

“I’m glad you found it.”

“I didn’t find it,” I said. “I built it.”

She nodded.

“Then keep building.”

I looked out at the valley.

At the children playing.

At the engineers working.

At the farmers harvesting.

At the teachers teaching.

At the dreamers doing.

And I knew.

This wasn’t just a sanctuary.

This wasn’t just a refuge.

This was civilization.

Reborn.

Not from ashes.

But from reason.

And I—Eddie Willers—was part of it.

Not because I was saved.

But because I saw.

Because I learned.

Because I built.

And because I chose—to live.

To build.

To create.

To earn.

To love.

And to pass it all on.

To Ayn.

To the next generation.

To the world.

Not as a savior.

Not as a victim.

But as a man.

A man with a wrench.

A man with a mind.

A man who had finally come home.

And he was just getting started. PART VI: THE CIRCLE

The circle was not a metaphor.

It was a building.

A new structure—low, circular, built into the hillside, with a roof of solar panels and walls of tempered glass.

It stood between the library and the school.

And it was dedicated to Eddie Willers.

The dedication wasn’t for fame.

Not for leadership.

Not for greatness.

It was for one thing:

He had stayed.

Not for glory.

Not for power.

But because he believed.

He believed in the mind.

He believed in the future.

He believed in reason.

And when he had nothing—when the world had collapsed, when the train had derailed, when Dagny was unconscious in the wreckage—he kept going.

He walked.

He learned.

He built.

And he joined.



The dedication ceremony was simple.

A young woman named Lena—a former mechanic from the ruins of Pittsburgh—stood before the circle and spoke.

“I met Eddie in the workshop,” she said. “He was still learning. He still had questions. But he wasn’t ashamed of not knowing.”

She looked out at the crowd.

“Here, we don’t hide ignorance.”

“We celebrate the moment it ends.”

She smiled.

“That’s what Eddie did. Every day.”

She turned to me.

“You taught me that asking ‘why’ is not weakness.”

“It’s the first step to strength.”

The crowd nodded.

I didn’t speak.

I didn’t need to.



The circle became a place of study.

A place of reflection.

A place where people came not to be taught—but to think.

Every evening, a small group would gather—nolectures, no sermons—just discussion.

We’d read a passage.

We’d debate a principle.

We’d work through a problem.

And at the end, someone would say:

“What would John Galt do?”

And someone else would answer:

“He’d think.”

And we’d all nod.

Because that was the circle.

The beginning.

The middle.

The end.



The world outside the valley did not recover.

Not in the way people had hoped.

The government didn’t rise again.

The looters didn’t rebuild.

The mind—the creators—the builders—they returned, but not as a single force.

They returned as many.

A network.

A web of valleys—small, scattered, but real.

In California, a group of oil engineers rebuilt a refinery—not for profit, but for function.

In Colorado, a group of teachers opened a school not to indoctrinate—but to educate.

In Oregon, a group of scientists rebuilt a hydroelectric plant—not to power cities, but to enable.

And in the center of it all—the valley.

A lighthouse.

A beacon.

A seed.

We sent people out—not to conquer.

But to connect.

To trade.

To teach.

To learn.

Because in the valley, we knew:

The mind doesn’t exist in isolation.

It exists in exchange.

And exchange only works when value is real.



One day, a man arrived in the valley.

He was old—older than anyone I’d ever seen.

His clothes were worn, his face weathered.

But his eyes were sharp.

He walked straight to the circle.

And he asked for me.

“Who are you?” I asked.

“Benjamin,” he said. “I used to build engines.”

“Where?”

“In Pittsburgh.”

“Do you still?”

He looked at me.

“I do.”

I looked at him.

“Then you’re welcome here.”

He nodded.

We walked to the workshop.

I gave him a lathe.

He looked at it.

“You know how to use this?”

“I know how to make one.”

He spent a week building a new lathe—better, more precise, more useful.

At the end, he turned to me.

“Why?” I asked.

He looked at me.

“Why what?”

“Why come here? Why stay?”

He thought for a moment.

“Because I saw what the world was.”

He paused.

“It was a world that punished the mind.”

He looked at the lathe.

“This is not a machine.”

“It is a choice.”

He looked at me.

“You chose to build.”

“I chose to build.”

“Then you are not like them.”

“No.”

I nodded.

“Then you belong here.”

He smiled.

“I know.”



Years passed.

The valley grew.

Not in size—but in meaning.

It became more than a place.

It became a principle.

A truth.

A promise.

And the world began to change—not because someone forced it, but because someone lived it.

People saw what we had.

They asked how.

We didn’t give them dogma.

We gave them tools.

A wrench.

A book.

A question.

“Why?”

Because in the valley, we knew:

The mind doesn’t need to be told what to think.

It only needs to be free to think.

And when it is—when it is allowed to think—it will choose life.

It will choose reason.

It will choose value.

It will choose us.



One morning, Ayn came to me.

She was older now—nineteen, with her mother’s eyes and my stubbornness.

She held a book.

“Father—I found something.”

She opened it.

It was an old copy of The Forth Dimension of the World.

On the inside cover, someone had written in faded ink:


To the man who stays.




To the man who believes.




To the man who builds.




To Eddie Willers.




— D.T.



I looked at Ayn.

“She knew,” I whispered.

“Knew what?”

I looked at the sentence again.

“That he’d be remembered.”

Not for greatness.

Not for power.

But for staying.

For learning.

For building.

For living.

Ayn looked at me.

“What does it mean?”

I looked at the valley.

At the fields.

At the dome.

At the circle.

“It means,” I said, “that we won.”

Not by force.

Not by luck.

But by choice.

Ayn nodded.

“Then we build more.”

“Yes,” I said.

“We build more.”



The final thing I learned in the valley—and it is the most important—was not how to fix a machine.

Or how to design a bridge.

Or how to calculate a load.

It was this:

The world does not need heroes.

It does not need saviors.

It does not need gods.

It needs men.

Men who think.

Men who create.

Men who earn.

Men who live.

And when men like that gather—when they choose to gather—what they build is not a sanctuary.

What they build is civilization.

And that is what we did.

We chose to live.

We chose to build.

We chose to earn.

We chose to love.

And in doing so—we did not save the world.

We rebuilt it.

Not from scratch.

But from principle.

Not from sacrifice.

But from value.

Not from fear.

But from reason.

And the valley—we did not hide there.

We built there.

And the world came to us.

Not in droves.

But in ones.

In twos.

In families.

In groups.

And they stayed.

Because in the valley, they could think.

Because in the valley, they could create.

Because in the valley, they could live.

And so I stayed.

Not as a victim.

Not as a leader.

Not as a survivor.

But as a builder.

As a teacher.

As a man.

Eddie Willers.

Not the assistant.

Not the follower.

But the architect.

Of a future.

Of a world.

Of a life.

And when I look back—not with nostalgia, not with regret—but with certainty—I know:

I made the right choice.

Not on that desert day.

Not when Dagny handed me the dollar sign.

Not when I followed Mary into the foothills.

But every day since.

Every choice.

Every risk.

Every failure.

Every success.

They all led to this.

To the circle.

To the dome.

To the fields.

To the children.

To Ayn.

To Dagny.

To me.

And I am not sorry.

I am not afraid.

I am not lost.

I am found.

And I am free.

And I am here.

To build.

To think.

To live.

To earn.

To love.

To stay.

And to pass it all on.

To the next generation.

To the world.

To the future.

Because in the valley, we do not hope for a better world.

We build it.

And we are just getting started.



THE END

(Word count: ~50,000)
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