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I. The Dorimur’s children
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Her father hated her.  From the moment she became aware of the world, the girl had the impression that he hated her;  the impression became stronger as she got older, until it was no longer an impression but a clear, unequivocal understanding.  Her father hated her.  He was only marginally better about her siblings;  but her, he hated.  When she was young, she didn’t understand why and tried to find some means of making him love her;  later it was to make him at least like her, but it was all to no avail.  His hatred remained unabated.  What changed was her understanding of the situation, of his reason for such utter emotional rejection.

She was a threat.

She wasn’t, of course;  she was just a child, trying to understand why the adult world was so incomprehensible.  Then she found out that, in a sense, she wasn’t allowed to be a child – not like her brother and sister, anyway.  Whether she liked it or not, for everyone around her she had a purpose, and that purpose was the threat to her father, not her.  He couldn’t see the distinction – couldn’t, or perhaps wouldn’t.

“I don’t understand,” she said to her mother, who smiled quietly, a little sadness in the lift of her lips.

“What don’t you understand?”

“Why does he hate me so much?” and her mother’s expression changed, becoming truly unhappy.  She hated to see her mother unhappy, and quickly sought to undo the damage, “I’m not a threat to him - I must be doing something wrong-”

“No,” a single word that stopped her in her tracks.  Whatever did her mother mean?  After a moment, her mother held out a hand and she stepped closer, taking the other’s thin fingers, “it isn’t anything you are doing.  I’m sorry to say, it is entirely him.  The only advice I can give is for you to avoid him as much as possible.”

“But how am I going to do that if I’m to learn how to, what is it, replace him?” she could see that her mother recognised the legitimacy of the question by the wry twist to her mouth.  After a moment, the woman slid a twinkling eye around to her daughter.  They both knew that she had spoken with more than a hint of stubbornness.

“You do exactly what Neame or any other of the Guards tells you to do, when you’re in the chamber.  To the letter,” and just for a moment rebellion flared in the other’s eyes, the black eyes that they both possessed.  Then a capitulation, a slight nod, recognising the need for discipline, “beyond that, try to make yourself scarce when he’s around.  Unless your presence is required, of course.”

“Yes, Mother.”

There was something else inside her that she hesitated to raise with her mother.  Looking after her brother and sister was fine, it was what she wanted to do.  The other thing, the one that drew her, time after time, outside and into the wilderness - that was different.  It was the same, yet different.  The older she got, the more she seemed to sense the flow of life that existed just there, outside their Human boundaries but interacting with them nonetheless.  It wasn’t just the vlandings that persisted in invading her mother’s gardens, or the jaw daisies that grew in cracks in the walls, or even the combombelongs booming their territorial claims in the back yards of Chaldinor City;  it was all of them, and more;  an ever-widening pattern that seemed to fill the entire planet.

It just made sense.  But if anyone were to ask her how, or why, she had no answer.

The gateway from the Residence was a grand affair, out of all proportion to any other public building.  She had always thought it a fool of a structure, nearly as bad as the sprawling and remarkably stupid building that was the Residence itself.  Far too many rooms, all of them far too large;  it made heating and cooling a wasteful exercise, especially since so many of the rooms were never used.  Now the procession was going to come through that fool of a gateway, filled with pomp and circumstance, with her father at the head;  the gateway’s primary role was after all, to make her father look grand and unassailably important.  The vainglory of it was annoying, but it was not for her to change it – not yet, anyway.  It was one of the many things quietly working their way through the back reaches of her mind.

Already quite a crowd had gathered, although privately Fran thought most of them would have been paid to be there.  Why else would anyone line up to see her father’s pompous and quite unnecessary progress to open the new school?  Why would anyone line up to see the Dorimur if they didn’t have to do so?!! – although perhaps somebody had told them about this morning’s temper tantrum from her father, now refusing to be bothered to undertake his duty and open the school.  Her mother, as ever, would step into the breach and do a far better job of it, and not just because she was popular whereas the Dorimur was, at best, disliked.

Her eye caught an irregularity in the road just outside the gateway.  It looked as if the pavement had lifted slightly – another thing that needed addressing, who knew what plant was in the process of destroying the roadway?  The determination, sometimes even aggressive determination, that Chaldinor’s plant life showed was source for constant frustration on the part of the city engineers, but so far they had maintained the compromise between Human desires and Chaldinor’s needs.  For a while she debated which of four different plant species might be responsible, but any of them could be the guilty party and she let the thought go.

Now the cavalcade was beginning to come through the gateway, bringing forth a ragged cheer from the watchers.  By the sound of it, they didn’t know that the person to appear was the Dorima, not the Dorimur;  once that became clear, the cheering would become a great deal more heartfelt.  Fran smiled wryly to herself.  If her father heard, he would be even more bitter during the evening’s audiences and probably make even more stupid decisions Chaldinor has well and truly outgrown Dorimurs – even Grandad shouldn’t have been Dorimur.  It was not a new thought.  What bewildered her was the way it did not seem to have occurred to anyone else although I guess if anyone said anything, he’d have them incarcerated.  At best.

As she turned away she caught sight of someone standing back, in the shadows, strategically placed to see yet not be seen.  The sight set her senses racing and she looked more intently at him.  Yes, to the quick glance, he was just somebody leaning against the wall to watch the procession;  but he was watching with an expression that belied such holiday activities.  He was holding something in his hands, something he was beginning to move, getting it ready to do whatever it did.  It wasn’t a weapon, but it looked faintly familiar like one of Rion’s remotes-!

Her legs were running before her brain caught up with them, racing her urgently towards the gateway, lungs filling with air to shout a warning-

The ground in front of the gateway erupted with a roar, flinging her backwards.  Her head cracked on the ground even as she heard the screams of the wounded, but that was all she knew until hours later.  By then it was far, far too late;  her mother was gone.  So, too, were various members of the Guards and the civilians who had gathered to cheer.

After that, she was nothing but a target to her father, a target that had to be beaten, reviled, destroyed.  All she could do was endure whatever he did to her and hope to out-last him, although many a time that seemed unlikely.

Her younger brother and sister were always there, helping her as much by their love as their need for her guidance and protection.

Ever since his sixth birthday, Rion had felt himself bullied unmercifully by his father.  He wasn’t even sure what it was his father wanted him to do, or to be;  but over and over again, the Dorimur would demand he express an opinion on something that he didn’t understand, and if he said the wrong thing the bullying would redouble – cruel words intended to cut, belittling him, shredding his six-year-old’s confidence.  There were no beatings – those, their father reserved for his elder sister and only Mother could stop them from happening.  But there were words, gestures, an entire encyclopaedia of body language to show how very much of a disappointment Rion was to the Dorimur.

Before he was eight, Rion had learned to hate his father.  With help from his sisters, he found ways to be somewhere else when the Dorimur required his presence.  Sometimes that backfired, because their father would assume Fran had done it in defiance of him and would beat her;  sometimes it worked fine, like the times they went up into the hills to Fran’s special place by the stream.

“I hate him,” softly, into the gathering night.  Somewhere a night-flier fwapped its wings, heading into the darkness to hunt.  Soon they would have to return to the Residence, and this moment of family comfort would have to be set aside.

“Never say that where anyone but us can hear,” quietly from Fran – not scolding, just reminding.

“But you hate him, too, don’t you? – you must!” stirring in frustration.  There was a cooling touch on his temples and he subsided, letting Treece do it.

Fran didn’t answer, of course.  Instead she opened up a couple of bottles of flavoured water, handing one to him and one to Treece.  A quick rummage in her back pack produced a bottle for herself, but although she opened it she seemed to think for a while before sighing, resting the bottle on her knee.  The last rays of light made a silvered line of it.

“I think we need to find a new subterfuge for you,” she said finally.  Rion shifted, wondering what the word meant, but for once Fran didn’t explain, “I think we need to get you legitimately in a place where he doesn’t go.”

“He goes everywhere-”

“He can go anywhere, but he doesn’t go everywhere.  I’ve never seen him in the kitchen, have you? – but I don’t think that will do.  Where else does he avoid?” so they thought about it.  Their father never came into their bedrooms, of course, but that would never be an option for a hideout, it was too obvious.  Even little Treece could see that.

“Can-  Can we make sure it’s a place where I can read?” wistfully.  In the darkness he heard her chuckle, sounding delighted, “I just-”

“Rion, that’s brilliant!  The library.  You can say you’re studying for exams – you’ve some coming up, anyway – and he hates going in there, he always sends in somebody else if he needs anything from it.”

It worked, to a point.  He could hide for hours in the library, happily reading.  At first it was story books, but after a while he found his tastes widening.  There was good stuff on how to make things.  He read nearly every one of them (except the ones which might as well have been in a different language they were so hard – even Fran had trouble with them) and, after a while, he experimented in making things.  At first they were little projects, silly things like a miniature windmill that drove a water pump for one of the garden ponds.  Later he learned how to make things he could control using home-made remote controllers, like some of his earlier toys, and that was great fun.  When he scared Dorrin by running his mechanical grendel over her foot, Fran reminded him not to frighten people (even though she was grinning broadly at the time!).  Dorrin, when he showed her the toy and apologised for scaring her, was surprisingly understanding and just reminded him to take grendels seriously, because they could kill people.  So he put the grendel toy in his cupboard and didn’t play with it again.  There were other things he could make, after all.

Best of all, Fran often would be in the library, too, so they could read together.  She read an extraordinary mix of things but never made any notes.  When he asked her why not, she had laughed but offered no explanation.  In a way she didn’t have to.  He knew she was learning all the things she would need to know, in order to become the Dorimur when their father died.  She had to do it quietly, under the scanners so to speak, because she could not trust their father not to see her studies as a step towards deposing him.  How she could retain the knowledge of her reading was beyond him, but he was certain she did.  Fran was brilliant in a way nobody else was, except maybe Mother and she was no longer with them.  Sometimes he wished he could be a little bit more like her, but he had to make notes and had to refer to them, always needing that little jog to the memory.

Treece joined them, but at first she kept reading things to do with Human bodies, not fun stuff like machines.  She seemed fascinated when he showed her the things that interested him, and was always willing to join in on an experiment.  He was careful to take the blame if any of them went wrong, because Treece was his little sister and, after all, she wouldn’t have been caught up in the mischief if it hadn’t been for him.

As he got older, he began to realise that these distractions were only that:  distractions.  One day both he and Treece would have to stop playing and be adults, and that meant dealing with the bewildering and sometimes downright cruel adult world as if it was their natural role.  Fran could hardly protect them from that forever – certainly not now, lying in her bed with tubes going into her arms, her breath a ragged rasp sometimes almost too slow, too soft to be heard;  battered, bruised, she seemed to be on the cusp of dying.  They had waited outside the room, the pair of them, while the doctor was in there for hours with two nurses and Dorrin.  When the medical staff finally left and Dorrin – having first checked up and down the corridor, lest anyone see her going against orders – had let them in, they found Fran nearly invisible in a cocoon of medical devices.

“Just be quiet and don’t touch her – and that includes you, Treece.  The doctor was very clear, he doesn’t want you trying to heal her, it might go against what he has done,” she watched the two youngsters pull chairs up to the bed and sit, very quiet, eyes on their sister’s face.  She could hardly blame them for their concern.  Fran looked to be barely alive what kind of a man would do this to his own daughter?! and silently closed the door behind her.

“We’re here, Fran,” said Rion finally.  There was a tiny twitch at Fran’s lips, a ghost of a smile, and the boy knew that Fran had known they were in the room before he had spoken.  Her imperatives, the ones Mother had talked about with him and Treece, would have told her.

At that point Rion made up his mind.  He could never be whatever the Dorimur wanted him to be, but nor could he leave Fran to face the man’s cruelty all by herself.  He would do as the Dorimur expected and spend more time in the audience chamber, pretending to learn to be the man his father wanted - even if it meant standing by while his father attacked Fran.  It tore him to pieces inside to not let his father see how every assault on Fran upset him, but he did his best not to let the Dorimur know.  He must have been reasonably successful, because the Dorimur said nothing.  Treece saw and did what she could to heal the tearing pain and shame that built up inside him.

When she was well enough to return to the chamber, Fran noticed Rion there and said nothing.  He was certain she knew what he was doing, but she said nothing until much later, when they were returning to the Residence after another sunset picnic, their way lit by the moons Primus and Tertius; Secundus had already set, leaving only the faintest glimmer in the west.

“Don’t sacrifice yourself for me, Rion.”

That was all she said.  He knew what she meant – that he should not become something he was not, sacrifice who he was, in order to help her – and in the darkness nodded.  

She was the youngest of them, and as such generally overlooked by her father.  Watching how savagely he had turned on her elder sister, now that their mother was gone;  how mercilessly he bullied her brother, trying to force him into being something even she knew he was not, she knew it was a blessing.  It didn’t come without its down side.  It seemed most nights she found herself drawn into her brother’s room, finding him crying silently in despair.  All she could do was rub his temples and help absorb some of the deep pain he was feeling.  Her mother had told her to do that for her sister, but Fran quietly put her back – gently, not wanting to hurt or upset, but back so that the contact was broken.  Rion, on the other hand, clung to her and let her healing work, until a more healing sleep overcame him.

“I want to help you both,” a child’s protest, but her mother had been very firm about it.  She was to heal Fran;  she was not to heal her mother.  Now, of course, any hope of healing her mother was gone and Fran wasn’t letting her do enough.  At least Rion let her help.

“I can’t do it, I really can’t do it,” whispered her brother in a lost voice, “why can’t he see?”

It was a good question.  She wished she had an answer, but she hadn’t.  Perhaps, if she tried to heal their father, she might find out;  but the last thing she wanted in the whole world was to lay her hands on his temples and try to heal him.  She wasn’t sure she could cope with an encounter with such evilness.  Besides, perhaps he was mad and she certainly didn’t want to find that out – how could she hope to make any headway against madness?  She might be able to heal, but even she knew her skill levels were low and anything but adequate.  When she was older, the Dorima had promised, she would get proper training as a healer.  But now, with her mother gone, that hope seemed to be receding into dream.

There was a movement at the door and she knew, without looking, that Fran had joined them.  The quiet presence, sitting beside her and gently ruffling Rion’s hair, that could be only Fran.  Fran knew the answer to Rion’s question, of that Treece was certain;  but not once had she explained I guess it’s another of those things we need to not know, in case he attacks us for it and what a way to have to think of your own father.

“Here,” the eldest offered something wrapped in fine cloth.  Rion hiccoughed a tear away and took it, opening carefully before offering her a little smile:  his favourite treat, spirited away from the kitchen when nobody was looking.  Treece was looking at it wistfully, “didn’t forget you,” and another cloth parcel appeared from her pockets.

“Haven’t you got one for yourself?” from the boy, hand suspended before his mouth.  He could hardly start anything so delicious if Fran hadn’t something for herself.  Treece looked up from her parcel, eyes wide.

“Already had mine,” which both Treece and Rion knew to be a lie.  Nothing would be gained by arguing, so after a little while they ate their treats and let their sister hug them both against her side, protecting them from the world.  Fran was always protecting them, Fran always would protect them – Mother had said as much, laughing at their doubt one lovely sunny day when the sky was clear and a light breeze brought with it the tart-sweet whiff of a jevvie bush in flower.

But then Chief Guardsman Neame left, and it was as if their real father, the father they should have had, had left them.  The sense of loss was almost over-powering.  It didn’t help that his replacement, Chief Guardsman Jaxxon, seemed to regard them as a strange species of grendel.

“Why did he go?” asked Rion.  They had sneaked away in the afternoon, back up into the hills to their favourite place, and were in the midst of an impromptu picnic.  Out there, Fran could tell them things she daren’t when they were in the city;  out there, they could ask questions without being afraid that their curiosity would rebound on their sister.

“Oh, Rion.  Remember how bad his hands were getting?  The poor man struggles to grasp things.  He didn’t want to leave, but he just couldn’t fulfil his duties any more.  So I’m afraid he’s been invalided out of the Guards.”

“Couldn’t I heal him?” it was out before she thought, but Chief Guardsman Neame was their friend, their ersatz father, and surely she should have been able to do something for him.  The response was a charged sigh from Fran and a slow negative, “but why not?  I can-”

“You can do all manner of wonders healing,” her sister was swift to reassure, a quick ruffle through her hair, “but there are some things healers can’t fix.  His peculiar variety of arthritis is one of them.  Believe me, I asked about it long ago – I even spoke with Mother about it.  But he’s one of the very, very few, less than a fifth of a percent of Humans, who just can’t be healed.  Not of that variety of arthritis, that is.  But I did say we’d visit him when we could.”

They would have to sneak out, or claim to be off on a picnic, or something, in order to do so.  All three of them knew that.  But at least they might see him again, he wouldn’t be out of their lives forever.  In fact, as they discovered, he was as delighted to see them as they were to see him.

Fran was there, staring at him in a lost sort of way.  She looked terrible, thin to the point of starvation, her eyes burning black out of a face that could have been made of parchment.  Whatever he had done to her, it had been worse than ever;  but at least she was there, finally back with them after having been absent for so very long.  Rion smiled, relieved at the sight.  At least Fran was still with them, at least she hadn’t died as Mother had;  she hadn’t left them alone to face the Dorimur’s cruelty.

His sister’s arm came up, slowly, struggling.  In it was a blaster, pointing off to the side.  Despite the struggle, the weapon seemed very steady, almost as if it was being held by somebody else.

“What the hell do you think you’re doing?” snarled the Dorimur.  Then the weapon discharged and for once their father was silent.  Rion shot a look at the dais and froze, shocked to see the Dorimur sprawled on the floor, blood slowly welling from his chest.  It was sluggish, as if responding more to gravity than a heart-beat.

When he looked back, Fran was pointing the blaster at him.  She looked as if something was tearing her apart inside, but the blaster was held so steady.  As if it was being held by somebody else.  Then it began to waver, and suddenly she hurled it aside, making a weird noise far at the back of her throat.  She looked as if she was going to be sick, folding over, what little colour gone from her face.  

Now that she was bent over, Rion could see there was man behind her, standing very still in the dark shadows, behind everyone else.  For a moment he didn’t understand what he was seeing, then he realised.  That man, the one who looked rather like Mr Ling, was pointing a weapon at her back and looked set on her murder.  The sight made him feel sick and cold all over.

“Frannie?” he wanted to warn her, but the word came out thin, questioning and he opened his mouth to try again.  

Instead, Danil Ling fired, and Rion died.

She knew something terrible had happened;  although nobody told her anything about it, it lay in the pit of her stomach like a stone, making her feel just a little sick.  She stayed, getting more and more nervous, in the little niche outside the kitchen where the maids tended to leave their buckets of slops.

There had been an uproar, people running everywhere, shouting and even some screaming;  then there had been an eerie, ominous silence;  then a small group had come to where she had been, in the Apartments, and talked about her as if she wasn’t there before taking her downstairs.  She wasn’t sure who some of them were, but one was Chief Guardsman Jaxxon, so surely they were following orders and wouldn’t hurt her;  otherwise she would have put up a fight.  It probably would not have been much of a fight, but she would have done it.  Nobody spoke to her, other than to tell her to come with them.

Then they abandoned her in one of the antechambers, left her there without a word.  She heard the lock click shut as they left and nearly panicked.  The only time anyone locked her in a room was when the Dorimur was tormenting Fran and they didn’t want, didn’t dare have her try to defend her sister.

After what seemed eternity, the other door opened and someone came into the room.  For a moment she felt a rush of pure, unadulterated relief because it was Fran;  after all this time without sight or sound of her, there was Fran.  She looked terrible, her colour gone, her eyes staring out of her face like twin black holes, the skin drawn over her cheekbones and her clothes hanging off her as if they had been made for someone twice her size;  but it was Fran.

“Fran?” but her sister just stood there, staring at her.  There was something horrible about the stare, as if Fran was trying to understand what it was that she was seeing, “Fran?  Are you all right?” 

What had the bastard done to her this time?! – how could her marvellous sister just stand there, so lost, so out of touch, so.... What had he done!

Fran finally moved, bringing up one hand so slowly it might as well have been through water.  There was a weapon in her hand, its charge-light bright and ready to fire.  It was levelled at Treece, somehow held steady despite the shudders that seemed to run through Fran’s body.

“I-” even her voice didn’t sound right.  

For a moment Treece was on the edge of panic.  This was all wrong, Fran would never, ever think of pointing a blaster at her, would never have sounded as if she was half listening to something that she didn’t want to hear.  Despite herself, Treece gulped and looked around for escape.  There was a struggling sigh from Fran and when she looked back, the other’s face showed that some titanic internal war was taking place.  Suddenly, she looked like Fran again – badly treated, horribly depleted, but Fran – and the panic dissipated as if it had never been there.  Fran needed her to be calm.

“I trust you,” it was all she could think of to say.  The response was a flicker in the black eyes, a jolt running through the thin body, “I trust you,” taking her hands away from her body in unconscious invitation that her sister hug her.

“I-” again the halting start, and then Treece could see something welling in the other’s eyes, something so deep and personal it made her heart go out to Fran.  She remained still, waiting for Fran to make the next move.  It seemed to take forever, but then her sister spoke again, “I killed him.  And-  and-” there was no denying that tears were welling in the black eyes, now, “and Rion-”

No.  Weird though everything was, on one thing Treece was utterly certain.  Fran had not killed Rion.  If Rion was dead – and she was horribly afraid her brother had been killed – it had not been at Fran’s hand.  She was about to say as much when there was a wild spasm running like a wave over Fran’s body and her sister doubled over, vomiting, the blaster pushed aside.  Even when Fran’s body had emptied itself, she continued to vomit.  Treece quietly slipped hands over the other’s temples, healing.  She was dismayed at how thin Fran had become, how little she was able to withstand even normal vomiting.

“Damn,” loud and clear.  She looked around, shocked to see Chief Guardsman Jaxxon glaring at her, “it didn’t work.”

Then they dragged her away from Fran, thrust her from the room and locked her outside.  She waited for a while, but nobody went in or out and eventually she knew that they must have taken Fran away through the other door.  So she started her own, quiet search for her sister, stubbornly going to every room and looking.  More rooms than usual were locked, but none of those she could enter held her lost sister.  It brought her to the edge of panic again – what had happened, why was the place alive with strangers and filled with anger?

In the end, she took up station in the niche outside the kitchen and tried to eavesdrop on the kitchen staff.  The only problem with that was, most weren’t there and the few who were weren’t talking loud enough for her to hear.  They all seemed shocked, frightened or, in Dorrin’s case, plain angry.  

“Treece,” a familiar voice.  She looked up, not sure whether to trust the speaker.  It was Cook, and Cook had always been nice to them;  but could she be trusted now?  By the look on the older woman’s face, she understood, “yes, something terrible has happened.  I’m afraid I can’t tell you what, because nobody has told me.  But it’s dinner time and you should have your dinner-  At least see if you can eat something.”

She wasn’t aware of being hungry, but followed Cook into the kitchen and watched while a plate was prepared for her.  One part of her worried mind noticed that Cook put upon it many of her favourite things, as if to compensate her for something.  Instead of stimulating her appetite, it made her incipient nausea worse and that made her less hungry, because it meant that something terrible really had happened;  that the terribleness might well continue.  But Cook had tried, so she picked at the food, trying to give the air of a girl who was trying to decide what to eat first.  She had hardly touched the plate when there was a sudden bustle and someone grabbed her shoulder.

“She’s only thirteen,” protested Cook angrily, “leave her al-”

But the man was pointing a blaster at Cook.  The woman swallowed, staring at the weapon as mesmerised as a combombelong faced with a pse-snake, and made no further protests when two other men laid hands on Treece.  She stubbornly clung to her plate as she was surrounded by people, some of whom were in the uniform of the Guards.  Surprisingly, they let her take the plate with her when they took her back to her room in the Apartments;  one even thought to bring a couple of bottles of water, putting them on the bedside table while his companions sat her firmly on the bed.  He was the last man to leave, giving her hair a regretful ruffle and murmuring something about being sorry before he slipped from the room;  a moment later the lock clicked.

She never saw Cook after that.  For the first few days the food they brought to her might have been prepared by Cook, but after that it was more likely to be bread, a little meat, and some horrible vegetables that she had to force herself to eat.  At least they made sure she had plenty of water.  After two days, she started putting some of the water aside, along with the bits of food which she thought would last longer.  Sooner or later Fran would come for her, and when that happened, she had to have some food to give her sister.

It was aggravating, the way they always locked the door after them.  She explored the room for a means of escape, but the windows had been sealed shut and she had nothing with which to break that seal.  Breaking the window itself was not an option, of course.  Long ago the Dorimur had made sure every window in the Residence was unbreakable.  Nonetheless, she tried bashing one with a piece of furniture only to have the chair crash back in her face and give her a nasty bruise on one cheek. 

So she had to wait.  She whiled away time by practicing her schooling and by exploring the medical manuals her mother had given her, years ago.  Then, the manuals hadn’t made much sense;  now she understood them much better.  But for the life of her she couldn’t find a medical reason for Fran’s state, unless it was plain starvation.

Then, one night, the door opened and it was Fran.  Time to go;  so they sneaked out, except in order to do that, Fran had to kill some people.  It was rather horrible, but Treece knew that Fran would explain it later, when they were safe, so she didn’t say anything and did what her sister told her to do.  The explanation had to wait until they were safely off Chaldinor Station, stowaways on a cargo ship carrying perishables to somewhere else.

The running away might have been more fun if Fran hadn’t insisted on Treece keeping up her schooling, inasmuch as they could with Fran taking on the role of teacher.  That bore home to Treece that Rion had been right, their elder sister had managed to cram an awful lot of things into her head;  some of it even was useful for their escape.

Treece stood at the door, face neutral to mask her sense of loss.  There, striding away, was the most important person in her life;  yet she had just been told that she was to forget about them, to study hard and concentrate on being the best physician she could be.  Above all, she was not to attempt to find Fran, no matter what the provocation. 

“Where are you going to go?” she had asked.  Fran had given her an affectionate hug but had not replied;  she hadn’t really expected a reply.  Wherever Fran went, it would be far from Frigga and with no discernible ties to the planet.  Protecting her, always protecting her;  and now, somehow, she was to forget Fran.

Forget, huh!  Might as well ask for the stars to stop shining.  But she would do her best to comply, because her sister had asked it of her.  She would do her best, despite the gnawing concern that Fran would encounter the enemy and might need her healing.

“Jenny?  You coming?” asked the other new student, the one whose name she was still trying to remember.  B’sheir, or something like that;  who were they speaking to? – oh.  Her.  She was Jenny Schepsi, first year student in the Karramalindil School of Medicine on Frigga.  Jenny Schepsi.  Her companion was Ava B’sheir, also a first year student, someone the intake secretary had called up to help Tr-  Jenny settle in.  

“Sorry,” a quick smile, trying not to look quite as lost as she felt.  Ava nodded and turned away, leading her into the student accommodation and a very new life, one not plagued with fear and the relentless need to keep moving.  In its way, it promised to be very restful.  The only problem was being separated from Fran and not knowing how her sister fared.

The Karramalindil School of Medicine had an excellent reputation and had accepted Jenny Schepsi’s late application without question.  Treece had no idea what strings her sister had pulled, or how, to make that happen, although she knew Fran would have done something.  She had made her sister a promise, to study and become the best doctor she possibly could be – ideally without letting anyone know of her healing ability, but they both knew that wouldn’t work.  Treece was a healer, and whatever made a person a healer also made them largely incapable of not healing, no matter what the circumstances.  But she had made that promise, and while she hadn’t precisely promised not to find Fran later – something her sister had noted, of course, there had been one of those funny little smiles on Fran’s lips – she had said she would become the best doctor she could become.  That meant staying at the School of Medicine, and that meant not finding Fran.

“This is your room,” Ava waved her through another doorway, “we’re going to share, I hope you don’t mind.  I don’t have any horrible habits – well, none that anyone’s ever told me about!”

Considering how closely Fran and her had lived together for several years, now, Tre-  Jenny was certain she would manage.  Ava would have to have had some spectacular shortcomings to be an intolerable room-mate.

That was then.  Now, fully qualified not only from the Karramalindil School but from another university, a doctor in two fields, Jenny sat in her cabin en route to Earth.  She had left Frigga to study anew on Backshore, the Human planet closest to Earth, and had expanded her medical knowledge of Humans to include knowledge of other species.  It was not the detailed knowledge that their own doctors would require, but it was enough to enable her to qualify as an all-species emergency and trauma surgeon, and that made her a good prospect for Civitas employment.  It had been a deliberate strategy on her part, and it had worked.  She was a Civitas employee, en route to Earth in a Civitas ship that hurtled through space via jump drive.  It was by far a more interesting way to travel than in the SAU in which she had left Frigga, but even then it seemed to take too long.  She had to find Fran, make sure her sister was all right, if possible remain with her;  the Civitas employment she would abandon.  It gave her a reason to be on this ship and it paid well, but it was not what she wanted to do.

All she knew, so far, was that Fran was a prisoner somewhere on or near Earth.  It had taken a lot of work, a lot of learning using methods that had nothing to do with medicine and were probably more in the province of espionage, but she had tracked down her sister to a prison on or near Earth.  She had done her best to make sure her interest in locating Fran could not be picked up by the revolutionaries on Chaldinor, and while she was reasonably sure she had been successful, there remained a risk.  It didn’t matter.  It was time to reconnect with Fran. 

Finding the appropriate prison wasn’t as hard as she had thought it would be.  It was a matter of public record, there for everyone to see:  Fran Crowe, prisoner in The Lifer’s Prison.  The Lifer’s Prison was on Earth, in as remote a place as possible;  it made sense to keep the life prisoners remote from the rest of society, and certainly as far as possible from the spaceports.  Any escapes – assuming such were even possible - would founder against remoteness and an inhospitable environment.

Jenny learned all she could about the prison, the management and rehabilitation philosophies that were used there, how visiting rights were managed and so forth.  Then she forged another identity for herself, following the process Fran had taught her and when had Fran learned how to do it?!, and Dina Moskowsky applied to see Prisoner Crowe.

She did not expect to be told that Prisoner Crowe was no longer in the prison.  For a moment panic threatened to swallow her – she had found out that life prisoners had the option of choosing their own termination, had Fran done that?! – but schooled herself to calm.  Somehow the idea didn’t make sense, not the kind of sense that would apply to Fran.  The only time Fran would allow herself to be killed would be when she knew Treece was already dead, and she would know that – Jenny assumed – when the Treece imperative within Fran switched off.

“She’s joined the SGF Prisoner Placement Program,” observed the man on the opposite side of the desk, looking through Fran’s records before glancing at his visitor.  A compact, quiet woman;  what was the connection between her and Prisoner Crowe?  There was a vague similarity in the flaring jaw, but beyond that there seemed nothing to suggest a blood relative.  Certainly this Dina Moskowsky didn’t have Prisoner Crowe’s disturbing black eyes, hers being much quieter and a deep blue colour.  No, it probably was nothing more than what she had said, that she wanted to interview murderers who had killed many; her intention, apparently, was to write a paper on the subject, “I’ve a few other prisoners who might be suitable for your study.”

So for a little while Dina Moskowsky talked with life prisoners, exploring backgrounds and motivations, passions and disconnections.  Then, having delivered a brief paper on the subject, she walked away from The Lifer’s Prison and disappeared forever.  Not long afterwards, so did Jenny Schepsi.  Treece Crowe joined SGF’s training program as a medic cum soldier if that doesn’t bring Fran out of the woodwork, nothing will!  

Once she had qualified, it didn’t take very long at all before they were both in the same platoon, in defiance of all odds and SGF regulations.  It had been through nothing Treece had done;  she knew better than that.  Somehow, Fran would find a way to be with her again;  and somehow, Fran had done just that.  The platoon, amused by the failure of SGF regulations, just laughed.  Lieutenant Godber, having seen both Treece and Fran in action, declined to take steps to correct the irregularity;  they both were invaluable members of the platoon, so why rock the boat if nobody outside the platoon had noticed?  There would be no point in trying, had he known.

Fran hadn’t even been angry, just gave a regretful half laugh and hugged her, calling her an idiot.

They had a new and inexperienced lieutenant in charge of Treece’s platoon, but despite that the SGF company were sent to the stormy planet Boreaster to find out what had happened to the mining colony based there.  Nobody had known that Boreaster had been claimed by another species, one unknown to the Civitas.  The platoon found out about that new species when they came under attack while investigating the minehead, their cautious search disintegrating into a battle that took many of their number and left Treece, along with their green lieutenant Chetwynd and a few members of the platoon, trapped in the ruins.  That had been bad, but because it had left her separated from her sister she had known that all she had to do was wait.   Fran eventually would find her.  So she did what she could for the wounded members of the platoon and for the poor man who had helped them find shelter.  The soldiers, she could help;  Dikkon was beyond her abilities, being now a raving lunatic.

Fran came back for her, using a stolen Navy ship and forged authorisations, breaking planetary quarantine and probably a fair few other ordinances on the way.  She was with her friend Wilenski, also on the PPP and also a member of the platoon but one who hadn’t been caught up in the fight.  That was to be expected, Wilenski and Fran often seemed nigh on inseparable.  But Fran also had somehow persuaded the ETLF expert Ryan, who had been with them on the first expedition, to come with her on the rescue mission;  and Guardsman Volcec.  

Of all people, Volcec – the one member of the Guards who had been tasked by the Dorima to keep Fran safe and who manifestly had done no such thing.  Treece happily would have killed Volcec, except the unknown species that had claimed Boreaster had attacked, injuring both Fran and Volcec.  It meant helping Ryan fix Volcec’s broken leg, rather than killing the woman;  but it also meant healing Fran until the remnant of the platoon wouldn’t let her do it anymore.

Navy, outraged at Fran’s antics, had her, Volcec and Wilenski court-martialled and everything began to unravel because Volcec couldn’t keep her mouth shut and had to let everyone know Fran was the Dorimura of Chaldinor.  Treece had to disappear when that happened, because as Fran said, they had become visible again.  Volcec’s big mouth and the understanding that the Dorimura was dead caused the court-martial to be put into recess while Fran and her identities were verified;  Wilenski was shipped back to The Lifer’s Prison as the Prisoner Placement Program collapsed entirely.  Then someone attempted to assassinate Fran while in the Navy brig, so she was moved into the Tracker Station on Earth Station for safe-keeping.  At least after that they had assigned a couple of psyche-healers to Fran, to see if they could help her muddied mind.  By then Treece had reconnected with her sister, not prepared to be apart from Fran any longer - if she wasn’t with Fran, how could she do what she had promised Mother she would do, so long ago on Chaldinor?

Meanwhile, for reasons best known to themselves and certainly without the agreement of either Treece or Fran, two people worked in the background on Fran’s behalf.  One was the lawyer, Jashnava, claiming to represent Fran despite being explicitly dismissed by her.  He determinedly pursued all manner of legal avenues to secure sentence commutations, ideally pardons, for her multiple convictions.  The other was an Inspector in Integrol’s General Duties and Administration Class, Hadrenan, who had been there to observe the court-martial and then proceeded to do an amazing amount of work that had nothing to do with mere observation.

Then someone told the Adjudicator who had been tasked with working out what to do with Chaldinor that the Dorimura was still alive, and he got into the act, trying to get Fran’s input into his deliberations.  In doing so, he had her taken to Chaldinor station.  Treece could have killed him for that alone, because it stirred up Fran’s Chaldinor imperative.  It also brought Danil Ling to Earth Station to attempt to kill her, except he was the one who was losing the fight when the Trackers Zonked them both.  In custody, he was more than willing to spill the beans about the insurrection and his uncle’s part in it, so Malkom Ling also was in custody.

The best thing to come out of the mess was positive proof that Fran hadn’t killed Rion.  Treece had been acutely aware of how that had torn at Fran, year after year, and nothing she had said had been able to convince her wonderful sister that Rion’s death was not on her hands.  But ex-Chief Guardsman Neame – by a miracle still alive! - had a secret recording that proved, without doubt, Fran was innocent.  He gave that recording to Hadrenan for evidence, but it was the best thing for Fran.  The ugly, gnawing sense of guilt for her little brother had to have faded with that evidence.

The next best thing was the friends that Fran and Treece had made – the Integrol Tracker Inspector Tsenanegar and her men;  Jashnava, the lawyer who wouldn’t take no for an answer;  Ryan the ETLF expert whose parallels with Fran seemed to help her;  Steven the healer;  the two psyche-healers Julia and D’Ven, who had promised that if Fran needed them, they would be there;  and the tranquil Lixior Inspector, Hadrenan.  It was Hadrenan who proceeded to investigate what had happened on Chaldinor;  it was Hadrenan who had linked up with Neame and obtained Neame’s recording;  it was Hadrenan who persuaded Senior Legal Counsel Tsa’en’kaz’di to re-open Fran’s criminal cases.  The Skuvian Senior Legal Counsel had not wanted to do anything of the sort, but once Hadrenan had presented his evidence, Tsa’en’kaz’di had hurled himself into the matter.

But it was the wretched Adjudicator who recommended Fran return to Chaldinor to stabilise the Chaldinori and bring them back into good government.  It was as if he knew of Fran’s Chaldinor imperative and knew she could not refuse any appeal to her to help Chaldinor.  Once again, Treece could have killed him for it.  She wanted to go back to Chaldinor as much as Fran, but only back to a Chaldinor which was stable and safe, not one still being torn apart by bullies and armed gangs, not one where it was highly likely members of the original insurrection remained and would regard Fran’s existence as a threat.  It didn’t help that Rokeby and Saithe, having tried to claim rightful governance of Chaldinor, apparently had relinquished that claim with the proviso that Fran should return.  It could be nothing more than a trap;  both Fran and Treece suspected nothing less.  If it was, Treece thought it was more likely to come from Saithe than from Rokeby-  No, more likely it would come from what was left of Malkom Ling’s faction.  The Lings were a large family, accustomed to getting their own way even in the Dorimur’s time.  Sending Fran back to Chaldinor, in its present state, seemed to be as good as a death sentence – even with the support and assistance of the Civitas, as had been promised.

On one thing, Treece was determined.  If Fran was going to be shipped back to Chaldinor, it was with her little sister in tow.  All other considerations were secondary.  Even Steven.
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II. Negotiations
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There was a light knock at the door.  Crowe slipped from the exercise bar, smiling slightly at the sight of Steven in the doorway.  He looked, as usual, faintly bemused by life.

“Just exercising, Steven.  No call for a healer,” she spoke lightly, and the man grinned, a little shame-facedly.  Despite his bemused expression, he usually was on an even keel and she straightened, head to one side, “problem?”

For a moment the Tracker healer hesitated, looking at his hands, wishing for a moment that he hadn’t come.  He wasn’t prepared for Crowe to ask, voice now genuinely worried, if something had gone wrong with Treece’s studies.  Even as he reacted, the thought came to him that he should have expected it because, once convinced that it could be done safely, Crowe had been anxious that her sister receive proper healer training.  The task, if it could be called such, had fallen to him.  It was hardly what he would have called a burden, and Treece was already more than halfway there.

“Oh no, she’s going great!  She’ll be accredited in no time, she’s applying herself-  No, Treece is fine.  But it is about Treece-  Well, I wanted-  I-” and suddenly he felt the slightest shift, as if something that had been there, at the edge of his mind, slipped away.  She didn’t mean it, of course, he knew that;  but she had asked to be told if it happened, “you were-”

“Damn and blast, was I?! – I am sorry,” although Crowe was beginning to wonder if she had a hope of containing her binder where Treece was concerned.  She put a commiserating hand on Steven’s shoulder, “thanks for telling me.  And I have absolutely no objection if you and Treece get together as partners, formally or otherwise-  Surely you knew I didn’t mind?” as Steven shot her an embarrassed look.  Rather than reduce his embarrassment, it seemed to make it worse now I need to work out how to make this less confronting for him! “well, she hardly hides the fact that she enjoys your company, now does she?  I assumed it was reciprocated-”

“Oh, I want to be with Treece,” the man blurted, colour rising even further, “I’ve wanted to be with her pretty much from the start and not because she needed training, she’s extraordinary-” 

He jerked to a stop, the embarrassment fading at the understanding nod from Crowe.  Who was he to tell Fran Crowe how remarkable was her sister?  The quiet, almost misty-eyed look on Crowe’s face was more than confirmation.  Then a black eye slid around to look at him, twinkling anew.

“You know you don’t have to ask my permission – Treece is a free agent.  She decides with whom she associates, not me,” but the twinkling eyes were only fleeting, as the elder Crowe chewed a lip for a moment before sighing softly, “I don’t suppose you can persuade her not to come with me, then?” in a wistful voice, knowing the answer as well as Steven.  He half laughed, not mocking but acknowledging that they both knew the answer to that one.  Treece would return to Chaldinor with Fran, and nobody was going to change that, or at least not without some form of physical restraint.  That was something neither sister would allow, “well, maybe if you join us – I assume that’s what you have in mind? – she’ll behave herself for you.  Just remember, she may have been a SGF medic, but she also was a soldier,” and a qualified physician – did Steven know that?  At any rate, it was up to Treece to tell him, not her.

“I have no intention of getting into any form of fight with your sister,” assured the man with wry dignity.  He had seen enough of various Tracker recordings to know neither Crowe sister would be a push-over in a fight, especially if their opponent had been so stupid as to come between them.

“Very wise,” assured Crowe, eyes beginning to twinkle again, “she’d have you for breakfast.”

Treece had something else to occupy her - the matter of Jenny Schepsi’s two qualifications in medicine.  She wanted them correctly identified to her name, but it seemed Fran had been more than effective at creating that particular identity.  Neither university was prepared to contemplate altering their records.  In fact, both universities virtually had accused her of expecting them to corrupt Central Records, and while there had been plenty of corruption of CR around the Dorimur’s children, that should have been sorted out.  Apparently Fran had done this false identity a lot more cleverly than the insurrectionists had altered CR to record that both Fran and Treece were dead;  that piece of corruption had been effectively unravelled once their identity had been established beyond all doubt.  But to link Treece Crowe, whose identity had been established, with Jenny Schepsi, who also seemed to have an unshakeable identity, was beyond the frustrated younger Crowe.  She was no mean hand at identity subterfuge, but this definitely was beyond her.

Blast Fran, does she have to do everything brilliantly? half in admiration, half in frustration.

It occurred to her that she might need legal advice.  As far as she was concerned, that meant one person:  Jashnava.  She collected together all relevant information - Jenny Schepsi’s academic record, used travel documentation, student ID and anything else she still had in her possession, and took a shuttle down to Earth.  Jashnava’s assistant objected that he was very busy, but agreed to let him know she was there;  the astounded young man rejoined Treece a moment later, in company with the lawyer.  He was a little surprised when the lawyer suggested he attend to other matters.  When the young man had gone off to chase up yet another brief, Jashnava gestured Treece into his office, found her a chair not laden with documentation, and flung himself into his own chair grinning with delight.

“What can I do for you or Fran?” cheerfully, as if he wasn’t already busy on their behalf.  All the activity he had undertaken prior to the Adjudicator’s recommendation paled to nothing when compared with what he had to do now, but he was enjoying the unique nature of the work.  

The grin faded as Treece explained about her sister’s far too effective creation of Jenny Schepsi.  Finally he whimpered, sagging in his seat.

“She what?!!” the attenuated lawyer stared at Treece with the roundest pair of brown eyes she had ever seen.

“She seems to have created an unbreakable alias for me – well, I can’t break it.  And I want my qualifications to be recognised as mine, not as belonging to someone who doesn’t exist.  But I keep foundering against accusations of me asking them to corrupt CR.  I guess we have corrupted CR, at that, but I want to set the record straight – how can I do that?  What’s the legal position?”

“The general position is that you can’t do what Fran has done for you, but let’s put that one aside,” he straightened up, a little frown coming over his face, “I take it she managed to get a full DNA profile for the alias, one which is, of course, yours? – yes, that would be too easy a solution,” at Treece’s patient nod.  After a moment of thought she offered her evidence, only to be met with a wry smile, “all that will do is affirm the alias – who?  Oh.  Jenny Schepsi.  Nothing at all to connect to Treece Crowe, no of course not-  How does she do it?! – oh, never mind.  It’s corruption of CR and as illegal as it comes, but I should be able to argue ECs on this one as well.  I hope.  The same ECs, if it comes to that.  Tsa’en’kaz’di is going to be so pleased.”

“Does he have to know?” but in a way she knew that Jashnava was right, the Senior Legal Counsel would have to know.  Fran’s subterfuge was completely illegal and called into question the information held by CR, yet again, as it related to the two Crowes.  The lawyer rubbed his jaw slowly, eyes narrowing as his mind started to grapple with the task ahead.  It took some minutes before he gave a slow nod, giving Treece some hope that the matter could be resolved.  I won’t raise the matter of Dina Moskowski, Treece decided.  Besides, that particular alias would have been a lot less concrete than Jenny Schepsi.

“I will need to have all the ID documentation, results, whatever for you, as well as this for – er, Jenny Schepsi.  Any imaging of you in either – ah, shall we say character? – especially if we can show that you are-  This is awkward, I was about to say identical.  That you are the same.  Depositions, we may need them – any friends you made as Jenny?  Can you get them to attest that an authenticated image of you is the Jenny that they knew?”

So they settled down to map out a course of action that would result in something concrete to place before Senior Legal Counsel Tsa’en’kaz’di, when that being brought a charge of malicious corruption of Central Records against Fran.  At the end of the discussion, to Treece’s surprise, Jashnava leaned back in his chair and laughed.

“I think I’m in love - your sister-  She really doesn’t understand the concept of not being able to do something!” it was said in jest, the comment of a man so stimulated by a wildcard in the staid corridors of law that he relished every heart-breaking moment of dealing with the Crowe conundrum.  Treece knew precisely how he felt.  They both were acutely aware that the hardest part of the exercise was yet to come.

Back on Earth Station, Inspector Hadrenan explained yet again why he was seeking a transfer to Intergrol’s Wanderer Class.  Superintendent Efroud of General Duties and Administration Class, Earth Station, was not keen on the idea.  It meant he would lose one of the best Inspectors he had on his team.  No, in fact one of the best Inspectors he ever had had, one he could rely upon to do an excellent job of any task – just look at his latest triumph, sorting out the business of the Dorimura of Chaldinor.  In Efroud’s considerable experience, there were not many members of Integrol that would have been so successful in untangling the mess.  Even Senior Legal Counsel Tsa’en’kaz’di said as much.

The unfortunate Superintendent was utterly aware that he was fighting a losing battle, but he doggedly kept at it until Hadrenan began to wonder if something had gone wrong in the Superintendent’s head.  It was quite normal for members of one Intergrol class to seek transfer to another, and provided they passed the requisite entrance examinations there was no reason not to allow the transfer.  Hadrenan had passed the relevant examination, his results coming back with the note that he would be more than welcome in Wanderer Class.

Unfortunately for Efroud, not only had Hadrenan passed the exam but he had the support of his hadensa.  In many respects that had greater weight than the exam results – a Lixior hadensa rarely, if ever, engaged in such mundane matters as the placement of a member of their Clan in Civitas administration.  Hadrenan’s hadensa had been very clear.  Her ship soon would be returning to Earth Station, and Efroud was uncomfortably aware that she would not be impressed – not favourably, at any rate – if she found her wish that Hadrenan switch to Wanderer Class had not been expedited.

“Do you require something more from me?” wondered Hadrenan thoughtfully.  His Superintendent drew in a deep breath, as if about to speak, then deflated completely.

“Blast it, Hadrenan, where am I ever going to get another Inspector as good as you?!”

“I’m sure there are excellent Inspectors available in other stations, or you might like to consider my recommendation-”

“I know – Avikil.  She did a fine job on Chaldinor and she’s probably good enough to be an Inspector...,” his voice trailed away into misery.  

Hadrenan had given an undertaking that he would remain on Earth Station, as a member of Administration Class for a little while longer, albeit not until the party left for Chaldinor;  at least that gave Efroud a little more time in which to make use of his Inspector’s abilities.  With the mess that was Chaldinor about to move into a new phase, if he wasn’t fully engaged in that mess then in all probability Hadrenan would be busy untangling some other potential disaster or miscarriage of justice–  Yes, that was it.  That was what was so valuable in Hadrenan:  his ability to spot and then deal with a miscarriage of justice.  A trait that would be better used to prevent the miscarriage occurring, rather than having to untangle it once it had happened.

But for the moment, Superintendent Efroud had to agree to the transfer, or face down hadensa Shadire of the Clan Aiikrie.  Efroud could imagine nothing more terrifying than having to face down an angry Lixior hadensa.  The infuriating thing about it was they were right – the Wanderer examiners, the hadensa, they all were right.  Hadrenan was wasted in Administration;  his talents would be far better utilised in Wanderer Class.

“Oh, all right,” he signed off on the transfer with as much grace as he could muster, under the circumstances, and handed it back to the Lixior.  Then he got out two glasses and a bottle of his best Scotch, and poured out a couple of measures.  At least they could have another drink together.

“I’ve been trying to get Jenny Schepsi’s degrees assigned to my name, but...,” Treece’s voice trailed off in frustration.  Fran was looking at her, a little grin on her lips, “dammit, Fran, they are my degrees!”

“Now there’s a lesson for us both!  I never intended you to discard that identity-  Calm down, we had to do something to make you disappear so completely that the bastards could never find you, even if they could find me,” as Treece began to look mutinous.  With a sigh her sister settled back, “but I agree, they are your qualifications and you should be recognised as the person who earned them.  I wonder what we can do about it?” 

The question was not for Treece to answer and she waited until Fran nodded slowly to herself.  As usual, being Fran, she didn’t elaborate until finally Treece erupted.

“Well, what can we do?!”

“I think we need help from the technical side,” so they went off to find Tracker Chief Technician Graanf.  

Graanf






















































































d2d_images/chapter_title_above.png





d2d_images/chapter_title_corner_decoration_left.png





d2d_images/cover.jpg





d2d_images/chapter_title_corner_decoration_right.png





d2d_images/chapter_title_below.png





