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Ambassador Wei Chen is a character when you get to meet him, though these days he wonders what exactly he's supposed to be ambassador of. Standing at six foot one in his traditional diplomatic suit, he walks the grounds of what used to be the border between the last two nations on Earth with the careful steps of a man who knows he's treading on history itself.

The teleportation grid hums overhead, a constant reminder of why borders have become meaningless. Millions of people quantum-jumping across what used to be carefully guarded lines on maps, living in Beijing while working in Buenos Aires, having breakfast in New Delhi and dinner in New York. All those centuries of drawing lines in the sand, and humanity simply decided to step over them.

Wei's granddaughter, Lin, skips beside him along the deactivated border wall, her own quantum signature flickering as she moves. At eight years old, she's never known a world where location meant anything more than a set of coordinates to jump to. She reaches out to touch the old scanner posts, their biometric sensors long since powered down.

"Grandfather," she says, her voice carrying that particular tone children use when they're about to ask something obvious, "why did people need permission to walk from here to there? It's the same dirt."

Wei looks down at her, remembering how his own grandfather had once stood guard on this very wall, rifle in hand, ready to shoot anyone who tried to cross. Now Lin's quantum-enabled shoes let her technically exist in multiple locations at once, her matter spread across space in a way that makes nonsense of old ideas like citizenship.

"People used to think the dirt was different," he tries to explain. "They thought the air, the water, the ideas on one side were different from the other."

Lin crouches down, her bright yellow dress contrasting with the faded gray of the old border markers. She scoops up a handful of soil from one side, then quantum-jumps three feet to grab another from the other side. The dirt looks identical in her small palms.

"See?" she says with the certainty of youth. "Same dirt."

Wei can't help but smile, though there's a touch of sadness in it. Today he'll help sign the final document that officially dissolves the concept of nations. The last two holdouts – the United Asian Coalition and the Pan-American Alliance – will cease to exist as separate entities.

His quantum comm buzzes, displaying the familiar face of Ambassador Sarah Rodriguez, his counterpart from the other side of this meaningless line. Her dark hair has gone gray at the temples, matching the silver streaks in Wei's own hair – both of them having aged along with the borders they're about to erase.

"Ready for the ceremony?" she asks, her image floating in the air between them. "The press is getting restless."

Wei glances at Lin, who's now using her quantum abilities to make sand castles appear simultaneously on both sides of the border. "Just taking one last walk," he replies. "Remembering."

Sarah's image nods understanding. "My grandson asked me this morning why we needed two different governments to tell people the same things. Kids these days – they make it all seem so simple."

"Don't they?" Wei watches as Lin quantum-leaps between her sand castles, existing in multiple states at once, completely unaware that she's defying centuries of human territory disputes with each jump. "Maybe we needed their perspective all along."

The ceremony site comes into view as they round the curve of the old wall. It's deliberately positioned exactly on what used to be the border – a quantum-stabilized platform hovering half in one former nation and half in the other. Crowds have gathered on both sides, though with everyone's quantum signatures flowing freely between spaces, it's impossible to tell who's technically standing where.

"Grandfather," Lin tugs at his sleeve, pointing to the platform. "Why are they putting the desk right in the middle? Couldn't they sign anywhere?"

Wei kneels down beside her, feeling his knees creak in protest. "Sometimes, little one, people need symbols to help them let go of old ideas. That desk is sitting where people once died trying to cross from one side to the other. Now we're going to sit there and say those sides don't exist anymore."

Lin's face scrunches up in that way it does when adults are being particularly obtuse. "But they already don't exist. Look!" She demonstrates by quantum-jumping rapidly between sides, her form blurring as she exists everywhere at once.

Wei laughs, the sound carrying across what used to be forbidden territory. Several journalists turn their cameras toward them, probably appreciating the symbolism of an old diplomat and a young child laughing together on this historic spot.

Sarah materializes beside them, having quantum-jumped from her preparation room. She's wearing her formal diplomatic uniform, though Wei notices she's left off the usual national insignias. "Ready to make history?" she asks, offering her hand – a deliberately old-fashioned gesture that makes Wei smile.

"I think history's already been made," he replies, taking her hand. "We're just finally catching up to it."

They walk together toward the platform, Lin skipping ahead and behind them through quantum space. The ancient border wall stands silent beside them, its sophisticated security systems long since rendered obsolete by children who can exist in multiple places at once.

As they approach the signing desk, Wei Chen reflects that he's about to become the last ambassador of a nation that technically won't exist after today. But watching Lin play in quantum space, completely unconscious of the weight of this moment, he realizes that perhaps this isn't an ending at all.

Because Wei Chen is a character, the kind who helped maintain borders until humanity simply decided to step across them. Now he stands ready to sign them away entirely, watching his granddaughter casually defy geography itself, and thinking that maybe the future belongs to those who never learned to see the lines in the first place.
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