
	Elysian Dawn... the legend begins

	 

	 

	Marianne Arcadia expected to marry Jeremiah and raise a family.

	Edsen Balm had no more hope than to stay close to Marianne.

	Jameel Singh intended to travel home to Terra to meet his fiancée’s parents.

	Hanaka Moon meant to oversee the next generation of ship-born and pass the mantle of healer to her daughters.

	Meera Singh wanted to prove herself as the brightest new diamond in Mother Shiva’s crown.

	Cornelia Conti hoped to get her embroidery done and to find a shampoo that didn’t contain Stay-colour.

	All their plans crash-landed with the starship Elysian Dawn but that, as they say, was just the beginning.
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	Author Notes

	 

	 

	This Elydian saga began back in November 1999 during a writers’ residency in a cottage at a university. For three weeks, I slept during the day and worked feverishly at night when the computer in the writers’ cottage was free, tumbling into bed about six o’clock in the morning. I gave workshops, went for walks, shivered in unseasonably cold weather and swept innumerable millipedes off the walls. I averaged around 10,000 words a session. It was wonderful, but during the last few days my hands started to swell and ache, and within a couple of weeks of getting home, I’d succumbed to chronic tendonitis in both hands, a condition that continues to plague me eighteen years later. I’d written two full novels and part of another, but I had to put them aside. In 2016, I realised the backstory wanted to be told. Okay, I could do 30,000 words, and if it worked out, I might finally finish my series. 113,000 words later, I had a book. This was too long, so after consideration and discussion with my invaluable editor, I made it into the first three books of the saga.

	For more about the Elydian Dawn series, including current and future titles, background and a glossary of terms, please visit the Elydian Dawn website.

	 

	https://elydiandawn.weebly.com

	 

	 

	 


Chapter One: The Long Game

	Shuttle Nova, Terra Outward-Bound Company, 2254

	 

	 

	The Faceless Ones—C

	 

	Two men and two women sat at a table. It could have been any board meeting of any company, except for its setting—the cramped quarters of a compact company shuttle.

	One of the men crashed his fist on the table. “We have got to tell them, L. It’s only fair.”

	“We can’t do that, T,” the second man said in a cold, logical voice.

	“All those years of planning... preparing. How can we ask them to wait even longer?” a woman murmured. She was called S.

	The second woman, C, leaned forward. She felt her designation ought to have been CC, but that sounded jolly and playful and at present she was neither. She was blessed, or maybe cursed, with the ability to see far too many sides of any situation. She had given this one much thought and had come to a painful conclusion. “I know what you mean, S, but I think we must tell them. It would be a shorter wait for them in the end. Much, much shorter. They’d arrive at their destination in months rather than centuries.”

	T added, “It would be like offering those first settlers who travelled from Old Britain to the southern colonies a couple of hours in a hop-rocket instead of the five-month voyage on the First Fleet. Don’t you think they would have jumped at the chance?”

	S said, “Maybe L is right. We’ve already moved the goalposts more than once. We don’t want another Tank Man situation brewing.”

	C said urgently, “But with the new Type-two drive we could afford to send older people—grandparents, even. It would be a much more natural dynamic for these settlers elect. Just think, with the age bar raised, we could even send Tank Man away to the stars and finally get him off our backs.”

	The cold-voiced L objected. “No. The momentum would be irreparably damaged. These are patient, tenacious people. They are far-seers, players of the long game. Perhaps the longest game in human history.”

	“Then telling them would do no harm. It is only fair to lay out their options,” T said.

	“It would damage the momentum. The mission would suffer.”

	“And when they find out the long game has been for nothing but your opinion?” C said in a sharp tone. She was angry. T thought as she did, and she saw S was wavering. L was a lost cause, she knew.

	“They won’t find out.”

	“Their descendants would.”

	“Not in our lifetimes.” L waved his hand, dismissing her concerns.

	C clenched her hands. Oh, she hated being dismissed. It happened all too often and all too easily.

	“They will be a different people in a different time by then. And besides...” L smiled, not nicely. “We can set an embargo on the destination. We can establish a no-landing zone until they have arrived and had time to set up.”

	“But they will know. They will ask questions. Communications. Broadcasts,” T pointed out doggedly.

	“The company manages the communications. We, and our successors, are their only conduit to the world outside their ship. We receive their reports. We send them basic information. We do not respond to questions.”

	“So, you believe they will fulfil their journey as originally planned? And never know the opportunity they might have had?” C said, her voice wavering.

	T sighed and toppled suddenly under L’s hard gaze. “I guess... by the time they find out... we’ll be long gone. They can blame us, and they will blame us, but we won’t know.”

	L nodded. “It is impossible to blame people whose names you don’t know. But if we abort the mission, or put it on hold, there would be a great disruption. All the quarantining, the distancing and the cutting of cords would need to begin again six months or more from now. There would be second thoughts, inevitably. And besides, delaying the launch puts us second rather than first. Ganges and Zulu Queen are—” He broke off and looked at each of the other three in turn.

	Aha! C thought. Now we come to his real reason for this charade. It’s no more than vanity!

	L said smoothly, “It’s kinder to let the mission proceed as planned. The subjects will receive exactly what they signed up for. First Launch. Pioneers. The long game.”

	“But—” C made one last attempt.

	“They will receive exactly what they signed up for! Correct?” L reiterated.

	“I suppose so.” C knew she was out-manoeuvred.

	“What about their log?” S asked, wrinkling her smooth brow under her black fringe.

	“The entries will be lodged in the transceiver. We can follow their progress in real-time, but they won’t know that. They will never know what happens elsewhere. The ship will be their world. Don’t pity them. Envy them instead. It will be a fine world, better by far than old Terra.”

	The shuttle flew on to dock with the vast platform orbiting the planet. On the platform rested the enormous bulk of the colony ship Elysian Dawn.

	The four looked at it silently through their viewing ports. It was so enormous there was no way to see it as a whole. All C saw was the silver-grey wall which stretched up, down and across to the extent of her vision.

	“We’re agreed?” L prompted.

	The others assented, resigned or resolved.

	There was no communication between the four and the colonists-elect. There could not be, as they had signed a pledge to remain aloof.

	L, C, T and S were the faceless four, selected by the company for this position. With them in charge, there was no pep talk, and no streamers, music or ceremonial cutting of a ribbon. There was no fanfare and no warning.

	Almost casually, the four extended their right arms and brought their right thumbs to a breath above a touch-plate in the centre of the conference table. Their thumbs hovered and then, at a nod from L, they came down to press in the waiting indents that would respond only to these thumbs.

	Just as casually, the bus-sized clamps holding the starship to the platform folded back. Bereft of gravity, Elysian Dawn tilted and rose. Her FeTtl Type-one engines sucked in the invisible particles that would fuel her across the galaxies, and just like that, she was gone.

	“I wonder when they’ll notice it’s begun,” C mused. She felt empty now.

	“It began a long time ago, for them, Cornelia,” L said in his cold, dry voice.

	His casual use of her name should have warmed her, but it didn’t. To manage her task, C could not be Cornelia Conti. She must be a cog in the wheel. A woman of the faceless four.

	 

	The shuttle blinked, tumble-turned like a swimmer and shortly after that it was back on the surface of Terra.

	L, T, C and S stared mutely at one another for a few seconds. Then they disembarked. Three of them plunged into the crowded subway system. C, who had drawn the short straw, walked up numerous flights of stairs, and she used her thumbprint to enter the Outward-Bound inner office to stand the first watch of what she knew were thousands to come.

	 



Chapter Two: A Practical Nymph and a Pastoral Poser

	Aboard the colony ship Elysian Dawn. 2272—eighteen years into the journey

	 

	 

	Marianne Arcadia

	 

	Marianne Arcadia glowered at the numbers on the screen. They showed a clear gain of two centimetres since the last time she’d checked in to be gauged.

	“Glaring at it won’t change the numbers, Marianne,” Healer Moon said in her brisk voice.

	“Hmph.”

	Moon ignored Marianne’s grumbling and stated the obvious. “You are a hundred and sixty-five centimetres tall, and you weigh fifty-five kilos.”

	“If looks could kill,” Marianne muttered between her teeth.

	“If looks could kill, that gauge would be shattered,” Moon agreed. She fixed the slides and looked steadily at her patient. “Why do you see this as a problem, Marianne? You’re not abnormally tall and, though slight, you’re nicely proportioned.” She eyed the figures and calculated. “You’re about average height for a girl of your race and age. You’re the same height as your cousins.”

	“I’m three months older than them.”

	“Why’s that relevant?”

	Marianne huffed. “Mia and Olivia stopped growing when they were fifteen. I’ve grown four centimetres since then. I’m a freak.”

	“You’re inside the normal parameters. Don’t forget you hit puberty a bit later than average.”

	“Fifteen-and-a-half is not a bit late. It’s geriatric,” Marianne said.

	“It’s still inside the—”

	“If you say, normal parameters once more, I’ll...” Marianne broke off and took several deep breaths to calm her exasperation. “Look, Moon. Tell me straight. When am I going to stop growing?”

	Moon turned out her hands, palms upward. “Most women taper off when menstruation becomes regular, and given your age and stage, I’d say you will definitely have stopped by the time you’re eighteen.” She caught her patient’s eye and added, “You might end up a centimetre or two taller than the twins, but that’s all. Why are you so bothered? You don’t seriously think you’re a freak.”

	Marianne lifted a shoulder. “Jeremiah and I are waiting to be married.”

	Moon smiled. “I know. I did your gene charts, remember? One of the best matches I’ve seen.”

	“Anya says I can’t possibly be married until I’m mature,” Marianne said.

	“Technically—”

	“Technically nothing, Moon. Mature adults don’t grow. I have seriously got to stop.”

	“You will. Just give it time.”

	“Yes, but Jem’s twenty-three. His brothers are younger than him, and they have babies already. It’s... it’s undignified to make him wait until his fiancée stops growing.” She glowered at the healer’s smooth face. “Can’t you give me something?”

	“I wouldn’t do that, even if I could. Interfering with nature when it’s not necessary is not a good idea. You will stop in the next few months, and until then there’s nothing to worry about. You’re normal. You’re as healthy as a horse.”

	“Huh,” Marianne said. There were horses in tanks in the hold. They were all metabolically slowed to the point where they aged no more than a day for every year they spent in hibernation. Marianne had seen them as blurred shapes suspended in a thick, goopy liquid, but she had never thought of them as healthy.

	Healthy was a relative term to the Elysian Dawn community. Everyone was healthy, but without access to a natural Terran-dwelling control, none of the ship-born had ever seen anyone who wasn’t. She sighed. She hadn’t really believed Moon would fix her problem. “Are horses healthy then?” she asked.

	Moon lifted one shoulder in an elegant shrug. “I suppose so. It’s just a saying.” She collected herself. “The ones on board must be in excellent health. Otherwise, they wouldn’t have been selected to travel.” She grinned at Marianne. “I can say the same about you. Clean gene chart going back three generations. No dangerous recessives. Not a sniffle except when you fell over and skinned your knee, and that was an expression of pain rather than disease.”

	Marianne raised an eyebrow. It was something she had practised to impress Jeremiah. “Disease? Is that something to do with ease? Against ease?”

	Moon said, “I spent years on old Terra studying medicine, so I could treat disease. Almost everything I learned is redundant in this community. I haven’t seen a case of the flu, let alone a serious infection, in over seventeen years. No sniffles, no chest infections, no rashes... you haven’t the least idea what I’m talking about, have you, Marianne?”

	“Not really.” There was no point, her mother always said, in knowing something that could never affect one. Maybe that was why Marianne, besides her practical studies, liked to stuff her head with myths, ancient customs, and obscure texts—the more obscure, the better. “Have you ever seen one awake? A horse, I mean?”

	“Yes. I’ve ridden one too. I was twenty-three when we left Terra. I packed in as much experience as I could even before I made the selection cut.”

	“Huh,” Marianne said again. Like Hanaka Moon, her parents were Terra-born, as were all the other adults in the Elysian community. Some of them had been small children when they left Terra, but they were mature adults now. At seventeen and four months, Marianne herself was the eldest of the ship-born, although her cousins Olivia and Mia used to dispute that. There could be no doubt Marianne had been conceived on Terra—or at least in orbit around Terra—since she was born as a full-term baby, seven-and-a-half months into the voyage. The twins used to claim that put her in an anomalous position.

	“Do you think something went wrong with my metabolism when the FeTtL drive kicked in? I was only a few cells then, but maybe they got scrambled. Time dilation effect? Am I younger than I should be?”

	Moon didn’t pretend to misunderstand. “It’s technically possible FeTtL drive could affect a growing embryo, and that was one reason we were all warned not to embark if there was the slightest chance of pregnancy. Somehow your mother slipped through the net. To be fair, at that stage she would not have been aware of her condition, but she should not—”

	“I’m a freak.”

	“Nonsense. You’re a good test case since you’re so clearly normal.”

	“Growing at my age is not normal.”

	Moon gave her a straight look. “I can’t understand why you’re in such a hurry! Back on Terra, many people stayed single well into their thirties.”

	“No one on Elysian Dawn is single in their thirties, or their twenties, either, mostly.”

	“That’s true. We are living in an unusual environment. On Terra, there was—” She broke off, frowning.

	“On Terra?” Marianne prompted.

	“Never mind. Go away and do something useful. I have more people to gauge, and if all of them are as contentious as you, it will take me all year.”

	 

	Marianne left the healer’s cubicle. Still seething quietly, she stalked off towards the family level. Moon’s equable answers in no way reassured her. The healer was never ruffled, always serene and practical. She was forty, but with her smooth skin with the faintly golden cast, she could have passed for ten years younger. So could Marianne’s mother, Anya, although she was colder and less serene. Marianne had never seen her grandparents, but she knew everyone aged. Illness might never concern the ship-born, but age would, eventually. Genetically speaking, most of them were scheduled to experience at least a century of functional life, so by the time they were old, there would be no Terra-born left. Some ship-born, callously in Marianne’s opinion, speculated that the Elysian community would not really begin until the last Terra-born was gone. But then... death was something of a strange concept to them. Plants died in their cycle, but people? Marianne simply could not imagine it, but when she’d asked the year before, Moon had explained it would happen and that most likely there would be nothing wrong. The person, almost certainly a Terra-born, who died first would merely have come to the end of his cycle.

	“His?” Marianne said.

	“His,” Moon confirmed. “Men have slightly shorter natural spans than women. Therefore there are good odds that a Terra-born man will be the first to go.”

	Still considering the question of age, Marianne now pondered on the varying divisions in the Elysian Dawn community. The oldest people she knew could be no more than forty-three, since no one older than twenty-five had made the selection. Of the thousand people who had, all had the two-to-three-generational clean gene chart, and most of those over eighteen had at least one child, though no child had been older than five. None had any marked personality defects save for a certain detachment, which was considered a virtue when it came to leaving home forever.

	For the first time
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