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Daka Jar walked beside Kumza in silence.  The station behind them faded into the cold shadows of space. Professor Lubban Tonn had given them no complete answers, only fragments and riddles buried in metaphor. That silence now followed them into the stars.

Kumza remained motionless as their ship detached from the docking ring.  His fingers lingered on the edge of the console. There was tension and hesitation mixed with awe in his posture, not fear.  At last, he spoke, “We're not ready for this kind of mission. The timeline has shifted again... and we still don’t know who we’re supposed to find.”

Daka's response came slowly, measured by years of memory. He didn’t look at Kumza. He stared through the viewport, where stars slid past like fading thoughts. “We will not decide alone,” he said. “We’ll ask Murrat Dyr.”

Kumza blinked, “Murrat? Slavy 21?”

Daka nodded. The name alone seemed to bend the silence between them.  “He was the best student I ever trained,” Daka said. “You know how he will one day lose both his sons. That won’t happen if we act now. All three of his sons are still alive. We need to tell him everything. Everything about what’s coming: he, with his youngest, Mikky, will be part of that mission in fifteen years. We go before the war steals what’s left of him.”

Kumza exhaled slowly, the memories forming like shadows at the edge of thought. Borun Dyr, the proud pilot who would challenge Tatu on Faruk 13, only to fall with an arrow through his forehead. Zvobun would be slain by Tatu and returned home in honor and blood.  “Murrat has withdrawn from the galaxy,” Kumza said quietly. “And yet... You believe he’ll listen?”

“He has carried the weight of impossible missions longer than either of us has.” And now, he has his sons: Borun, Zvobun, and Mikky. If there’s one soul I trust to look beyond disbelief, to hear the cruel truth and still stand, it’s him.”

The coordinates were locked in: Slavy 21.

Outside the hull, the void whispered.  They weren’t flying under orders.  They were flying toward a man who had once believed in something more significant, and who, if approached with care, might believe again.

Murrat’s Hideaway

The villa stood on a cliff of white stone, overlooking a sea the color of silver glass. Sunlight fell across marble columns and quiet gardens, where nothing moved but the wind.

Daka Jar and Kumza walked up the long stairway, boots clicking on polished stone. There were no guards or gates, only silence and open doors.  Inside, the halls were broad and clean, elegant without vanity. This was the kind of beauty cherished by someone who no longer needed to impress the world, but to remember what they once were.

Murrat Dyr stood on the terrace, gazing out at the ocean. A robe over his uniform. He didn’t turn when they entered.  “I didn’t think I’d ever see you again,” he said calmly.

“I didn’t think I’d need to ask this of you,” Daka replied.

Murrat turned now. His face was lined by light, a man not aged by time but by weight of worry and woe. He looked at Kumza, nodded once, then looked back at Daka.  “What brings the master and his shadow to the edge of the galaxy?”

Daka didn’t smile. “A mission. Fifteen years from now.”

Murrat arched a brow. “Time travel?”

“Worse,” Kumza said. “Memory. One that hasn’t happened yet.”

Murrat stepped toward them slowly.

“You didn’t come all this way to talk about the future,” he said. “You came to talk about my sons.”

Daka didn’t flinch. “Borun dies on Faruk 13. Zvobun on the planet MaKari. I’ve seen it. Kumza has seen it.”

The wind fell still.

Murrat’s hand tightened around the balcony rail. His voice dropped to a whisper.  “Both of them?”

“Yes.”

A long silence.

“I’m supposed to believe this?” Murrat asked.

“No,” Daka said. “You’re supposed to feel it.”

And Murrat did. His face didn’t change — but his entire body seemed to exhale at once. He turned away, gazing out once more toward the horizon. “How long do I have?”

“Years,” Daka answered. “But not to mourn. To prepare.”

“And Mikky?” Murrat asked, quietly. “Where is he in this future of yours?”

Daka stepped forward. “Beside you. On the mission.”

Kumza added, “But if you don’t believe us... None of it will happen. Not even for Mikky.”

Murrat closed his eyes. He stood in silence for a moment that felt like history being rewritten.

Then he nodded once, sharply, cleanly, decisively.  “What do you need from me?” he asked.

Daka’s answer came low and steady. “Everything.”

Campfire on Slavy 21 – Night

The waves whispered softly against the silver shore, steady and distant like the breath of a sleeping world. A small fire burned low on the sand, its flames dancing quietly against the wind. Above them, the moons hung motionless, one pale, dark, watching like a silent witness.

Daka Jar sat cross-legged, hands resting on his knees, his eyes fixed on the fire. Kumza crouched nearby.  He had a stone in his hand that he rolled slowly through his fingers. Across from them, Murrat Dyr sat in silence, the flickering light cast sharp angles across his face, half general, half ghost.

For a long time, no one spoke.

Kumza lifted his gaze.  “We’ve seen the mission,” he said. “Not the one we planned — the one that happened.”

Murrat didn’t move

“We accessed the preserved memories of those who returned,” Kumza continued. “Fragments from the survivors. Fifteen years of history, compressed into a map of desperation and sacrifice.”

Daka nodded slowly but said nothing. The fire cracked.

“They fought in a galaxy torn by something we still don’t fully understand,” Kumza said. “Something older than the Rift. Older than the Koda Empire. A force that consumes not just stars... but choice.”

Murrat’s eyes stayed fixed on the flames.

We saw your son, Mikky,” Kumza said softly. “He stood beside you until the last moment. And you... You led him.”

Still, Murrat said nothing. His jaw tightened slightly, but his voice didn’t come.

Kumza’s voice dropped lower.

The fire popped once, then settled.

Murrat leaned back, gazing up at the night sky.  When he finally spoke, his voice was calm and steady,  heavy, but whole.  “I am honored,” he said, “that you saw me fit to be part of a mission so close to impossible.”

Neither Daka nor Kumza responded with words. They only bowed their heads slightly — not in ritual, but in quiet agreement.

Around that fire, in the sand of a quiet world, three beings so different in species, temperament, and belief sat as equals. One was a disciplined tactician. One was a visionary rebel. One was a master of flight and silence. And all three were old enough to understand what lay ahead.

There, under the moon of Slavy 21, they began to speak:  not of revenge, not of war, but of strategy.  They talked of possibility, of the future they had already seen... and the future they now had a chance to rewrite.
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