
	When the old dreams are gone, you need new ones.

	 

	 

	When the starship Elysian Dawn crash-landed on a strange planet eighteen years into its journey, a joint rescue mission was launched by Terra and Shiva. The rescue failed, and everyone involved had to pick up the pieces... and find new dreams.
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	Dedication

	 

	 

	For everyone who has had to find new dreams

	 


 

	 

	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 three books. These are Elysian Dawn, The Silvering and New Dreams.

	 


 

	 

	The story so far

	 

	 

	In the twenty-third century, a new propulsion system was invented. For the first time, the idea of settling planets outside our solar system was feasible. The Western Alliance, comprising western countries from the 21st Century, began work on the ambitious Elysian Dawn project with the idea of sending a thousand hand-picked humans out to Magellan Sixteen. Even with the new Faster-than-Light drive—FetTL—his journey would take many generations. The company in charge of selecting the people and providing the ship was Outward-Bound.

	In 2254, three ships were poised for departure, with more crowding behind them. Elysian Dawn was the biggest and oldest, using a Mark One FetTL drive. Ganges, owned by the Eastern Alliance and bound for the planet Shiva, was next, using a Mark Two FetTL drive. In close third place was Zulu Queen, from the African-Greek-Italian Alliance and bound for the planet Juno. The race was on for First Launch.

	Eighteen years later, due to the high-speed FetTL engines of Ganges and Zulu Queen, settlements were flourishing on Shiva and Juno. The Shivans ran an ambitious modified communist system, grooming elite young Citizens to take over from the Terran Regents known as Provosts. Shivan Citizens were forbidden to leave their planet of birth. Peaceful and courteous High Ladies ran Juno. They forbade the importation of plants and animals.

	Elysian Dawn, with the slower engine and most ambitious destination, was eighteen years into her multigenerational journey when she crashed on the single satellite of the Caspar system. The people aboard believed they were eighteen years from any hope of rescue, but they were wrong. The newly-developed FetTL Mark Three ship, Indira, could be with them in days. Outward-Bound on Terra and Krishna Tower on Shiva made a deal to rescue the survivors.

	By the time Indira arrived in orbit around the newly named planet of Elydia, further disaster had overtaken the survivors of Elysian Dawn. A condition called the racking had attacked the colonists, killing all the adults. The younger children were unaffected, but many older teenagers also died. The oldest survivors included Marianne Arcadia, who was seventeen, Finn Causeway, sixteen, and Edsen Balm, fifteen.

	It was agreed the youngest orphans would be taken aboard Indira first and repatriated to Shiva. Finn Causeway, his brother, Farne, and another older survivor called Claire Atlantis volunteered to go as well.

	Indira set off for Shiva, but a second round of the racking killed Finn, Farne, and Claire. For the first time, younger children died as well. So did Ambassador Jameel Singh, who had landed on the planet without an iso-suit. Horrified, the medics aboard Indira decreed the ship must return the remaining rescued children to Elydia, and all personnel must go into quarantine.

	 


Chapter One: Return to Sender

	 

	 

	Indira in space– Shivan Year 6 Day 579-80

	Doctor Daffodil Lan

	 

	“Everybody loves a rescue, so long as it’s successful.” Doctor Harry Fejoa’s voice was dry.

	Daffodil Lan didn’t want to admit it, but she knew Harry was right. The crew and passengers of the interplanetary ferryship Indira had made the rescue attempt from all sorts of motives. She had come along partly to add some practical experience to her resume. That wasn’t noble, but she was a junior doctor with her way to make in the world. She had wanted to save the orphans of the crashed colony ship Elysian Dawn. She’d pictured it time after time.

	The reality of a hundred traumatised children to care for crashed in on her rosy imaginings. And that was before they started to die. The senior doctors decreed the remaining children must be restored to the planet they were calling Elydia. Furthermore, there was a real risk of carrying the contamination or infection or whatever it was on the rescue ship.

	They could not afford to carry the deadly racking back to Shiva and Terra, so there was just one thing to do.

	The medical lockdown of Shiva’s new state-of-the-art ferryship wasn’t something to be undertaken lightly.

	The captain had to be persuaded, the Provosts on board briefed, Outward-Bound, former owners of the crashed ship, notified, and Krishna Tower, which had organised the rescue, informed. It was a mess, Daffodil knew, and a mess that had come from the best of intentions.

	Dorotea Suchet, the senior paediatrician, made methodical suggestions. “We’ll have to let Citizen Singh at Krishna Tower know. Where’s Ambassador Singh? Has anyone briefed him? He might want to talk to his sister.”

	“I couldn’t find him.” Daffodil found she was practically wringing her hands.

	“You’ve looked already?”

	“Yes, before—before all this started. Amrita wanted him, and I thought she should go to him. After all, he’s planning to adopt her.” She explained how she’d failed to find the ambassador.

	Dorotea nodded, her usually cheerful face falling into lines so for once, she looked her age. “It sounds as if you made a methodical job of the search, Daff.”

	“You want me to look again?”

	“No. We don’t have time to go running all over the ship, retracing what you did already. Get that communications tech—Dov Talman—to put a call for him. He hasn’t taken the lander again?”

	“I checked that. But why would he? We’ve left the planetary orbit so there’s nowhere he could go.”

	“So, he’s still on board. We need him, and we also need to get these children segregated. It may be too late, but we’ll get the older ones into isolation. It may minimise trauma to the young ones if this thing progresses. Doctor Benz will do the autopsies with Doctor Fejoa and look for any clue as to what causes the condition. Daffodil, you’ve seen three cases now. In your judgement, is it a disease or a condition? How is it communicated, or does it develop in isolation? What are the first symptoms? How do they progress?”

	Daffodil was rattled, but these calm questions took her back to her not-so-distant student days. She took a deep breath and gave her opinion.

	“It looks like a condition to me, and there must be invisible early symptoms. Before it began, I noticed both Claire Atlantis and Finn Causeway had isolated themselves and were sitting alone. That was normal for Claire, but not for Finn. Claire seemed disconnected. Disorientated. She asked questions she would have asked when we first landed on the planet. Come to think of it, Farne did that, too.” Farne Causeway was Finn’s younger brother. He had been the third rescued child to die.

	“What was happening from their perspective?” Dorotea asked, still calmly.

	Daffodil shrugged. “I don’t know. They were too withdrawn to reach. I did try talking to Claire and Farne. It was too late for Finn. He died before I realised anything was wrong.”

	“What happened with Claire? Did she become unresponsive?”

	“She started to exhibit the typical signs of a tonic-clonic seizure. I administered lax-a-pen two-cc, but she went into full seizure and died quickly.”

	“Did you use lax-a-pen on the other two?”

	“Not on Finn, because he was dead already. I used it on Farne, and then, after the first seizure, Doctor Benz suggested we double the dose. We did so, but it had no effect. The seizures progressed, and he died during the third.”

	“The younger boy had a more protracted bout, then,” Dorotea said.

	“I suppose so, though I didn’t see Finn’s bout. I assume it was quick. Farne survived longer than Claire.”

	“We know what to look out for then, older children isolating themselves and losing focus.”

	Daffodil snapped, “Knowing that doesn’t help if we can’t treat it! And what about the younger children? Some of them seem unusually disengaged.”

	Dorotea made a calming motion with her hand. “We’ll see what the autopsies show. If necessary, we’ll put the remaining at-risk children into stasus until we reach the planet.”

	Daffodil eyed her senior colleague unhappily. “What use is taking them back to the planet? We know a lot of the Terra-born died there of this condition. If the second wave has already hit, the remaining ship-born could be dead already. Abandoning children to die on a deserted planet is a violation of our oath and our duty.”

	“Do no harm,” Dorotea said softly.

	“Exactly!”

	“It’s a noble sentiment, but sometimes harm is unavoidable. If it comes down to harm to a few hundred ship-born and probably Indira’s payload, against harm coming to Shiva or Terra if this thing gets loose, then our duty lies in doing the least harm.”

	“I suppose so,” Daffodil muttered. She wished fruitlessly to be anywhere but there.

	 

	* * * *

	 

	Doctor Dorotea Suchet

	 

	Leaving young Doctor Lan to digest her comments, Dorotea sent one of the techs to have Ambassador Singh hailed. Following that, he was to contact the ship-born remaining on the planet.

	The call went out for Jameel Singh, but although it echoed through Indira, there was no response.

	When appealed to, Dov Talman, the chief communications tech, admitted he could do an override and track the young ambassador’s whereabouts, but he pointed out that was unethical and could get him sacked.

	Sharply told that not doing it could contribute to a great many deaths, including his, he agreed to track down Ambassador Singh.

	“He’s in Passim Dee’s room... the mineralogist’s quarters,” he reported after a brief scan of the ship.

	The door was locked, but the captain used the emergency override.

	Dorotea almost groaned aloud as she realised Ambassador Jameel Singh was dead. At first, it looked as if his demise was due to misadventure, a fall that fractured his skull. A brief examination proved the fall and fracture had merely hastened his death, and that may have been merciful. His body showed the same seizure damage as the three dead ship-born.

	The discovery had dire auspices. Not only was Citizen Meera Singh’s personal liaison and brother dead, but he was the first case among the Terrans and Terra-born on Indira.

	Dorotea Suchet didn’t have the luxury of personal panic. She had to work with the other medics to minimise the damage.

	“Commtech Talman!” She made her voice as authoritative as she could. “Are you able to use Ambassador Singh’s comm-set to contact the ship-born on the planet?”

	He nodded, looking rattled. He wasn’t the only one.

	“The designated user down there is Edsen Balm. We need information from him, and we need the right questions asked in the right order.”

	He nodded again.

	“Right. First, ascertain he is still alive and healthy. If not, speak with anyone you can raise on the com. Understand?”

	“Yes. Speak with Edsen Balm if possible.”

	“Good. Next, ask if there has been a recurrence of the racking among those left on the surface. Has anyone who recovered from the first bout had a resurgence of symptoms? If so, was it fatal?

	“Next, ask if there are any new cases among the younger ship-born who weren’t badly affected or maybe weren’t affected at all, the first time around.

	“If the answer is no, ask if he, or anyone else, can remember exactly what Ambassador Singh did when he landed on the planet. We need to reconstruct his experience. It can’t be a coincidence that he is the only one of the landing party to die.”

	So far. She didn’t voice that aloud.

	She gave Talman a few seconds to absorb the information and then had him relay it back. “Are you ready?”

	“Yes.”

	She watched as he put the call through to the planet, not because she wanted to intimidate the commtech, but because she wanted the information immediately and first-hand.

	To her considerable relief, Edsen Balm answered the call, looking much as he had when she last saw him on the planet’s surface, a floppy-haired and pugnacious boy in his middle teens. His posture was less defeated, and his eyes looked brighter and more focused, so it seemed all was well among the orphans left on the planet.

	 



Chapter Two: Operation Noah

	 

	 

	Planet surface– Shiptime 18 8 10—11

	Edsen Balm

	 

	Edsen answered the comm-set when it flashed. “Jameel? Have you found out any more about the possible predator?”

	A face came into focus on the screen and flickered out, but Edsen had seen enough to know it wasn’t Jameel Singh. This was a person he didn’t know.

	He tried again. “Edsen Balm, comm-set Keeper.” That was the title Marianne had suggested he should use.

	The screen flickered again, showing the serious visage of a man with light-reddish hair. His mother, Carolina’s hair had been that colour, but now she lay buried in the soil next to the crashed ship. Edsen winced at the thought.

	“Commtech Dov Talman,” the man introduced himself. After the lag, his voice continued, “Are you people all still well?”

	That was an odd way to put it. Edsen looked about. Marianne, the three Moon blossoms, Zeb, and Granton were discussing the animal tanks. The Elves, as they’d started calling the older children of eleven and twelve, were setting up some of the prefabricated shelters unloaded from Elysian Dawn during Hanaka Moon’s brief mobilisation of the Terra-born.

	Moon was dead now, but she had given them a valuable example before falling to the racking, and her daughters Momo, Sakura, and Panji were carrying on from her example.

	“What’s left of us are all well, and we’re busy,” he said, frowning. He wanted to speak with Jameel or Finn Causeway. “Are you on your way to
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