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Everyone deserves a second chance. Evenhumanity.


Ex-British Army officer Joe Llewellyn is captain of the Shantivira, the alien space station secretly protecting the Earth from invasion. After Joe reveals the Shantivira’s existence to the UN, everyone wants a piece of him. Except his mother. They’re no longer speaking.

But it’s not only Joe’s relationship with his mam which is in jeopardy. His alien bosses have given him an ultimatum: either he persuades Earth’s authorities to completely restructure the global economic system– to distribute resources fairly without exceeding ecological boundaries– or the space station will be reallocated to another, more deserving planet.

With vicious, cannibalistic space pirates prowling the galaxy, brutally stripping and enslaving entire worlds for profit, Joe can’t afford to fail.

This third instalment of The Shantivira fantasy solarpunk series is a must-read for fans of Becky Chambers, Ben Aaronovitch, Ursula Le Guin, Doctor Who and anyone who enjoys supernatural sci-fi.


FIRST CONTACT,
SECOND CHANCES


THE SHANTIVIRA BOOK THREE

FAY ABERNETHY


First published in 2025 by


Fay Abernethy

c/o RA Matutis

Berliner Straße 57, 14467 Potsdam, Germany

www.fayabernethy.com

Text copyright © 2025 Fay Abernethy

This work is registered with the UK Copyright Service: Registration No. 284758296

German National Library Cataloguing in Publication Data

A catalogue record for this book is available from the German National Library (Deutsche Nationalbibliothek). More details available at http://​dnb.d-nb.de.

Cover design and illustration © Patrick Knowles www.patrick​knowles​design.com

Formatting by BB eBooks Co., Ltd. www.bb​ebooks​thailand.com

ISBN: 978-3-949516-078 (ebook)

ISBN: 978-3-949516-085 (paperback)

ISBN: 978-3-949516-092 (hardcover)

ISBN: 978-3-949516-122 (audiobook, coming 2025/26)

EPUB edition

This ebook is for your personal use only. It is illegal to make it publicly available in any way. If you believe this copy infringes the author’s copyright, please contact her via the website.

NO AI TRAINING: Without in any way limiting the author’s exclusive rights under copyright, any use of this publication to ‘train’ generative artificial intelligence (AI) technologies to generate text is expressly prohibited. The author reserves all rights to license uses of this work for generative AI training and development of machine learning language models.

All rights reserved. The moral right of the author has been asserted. No part of this book may be translated, reprinted, or reproduced, or stored in a retrieval system, or transmitted in any form or by any means, electronic, mechanical, photocopying, recording or otherwise, now known or hereafter invented, without the express prior written permission of the publisher and the author.

This book is a work of fiction. Names, characters, businesses, organisations, places, events and incidents are either products of the author’s imagination or are used fictitiously. Any resemblance to actual events, locales, businesses, organisations, or persons, living or dead, is entirely coincidental and not the intention of the author.


This book is dedicated to all those who, for whatever reason, have left the country of their birth and made their homeelsewhere.



CONTENTS


Cover

About the Book

Title Page

Copyright Page

Dedication

Free Novella

PART ONE

1. KIDNAP

2. AN AGREEMENT

3. THE TRIAL

4. THE VERDICT

5. A NEW START

6. A MOTORISED HAMSTER WHEEL

7. A COMPLICATION

8. NOTHING WORTHWHILE IS EASY

9. YOU’RE THE ALIEN

10. A MEETING

PART TWO

11. YONAS

12. HYDROGEN AND HYDRANGEAS

13. A SPONTANEOUS SPACEWALK

14. CEREBRAL HAEMORRHAGE

15. MY HOVERCRAFT IS FULL OF EELS

16. AN INDECENT PROPOSAL

17. A TRIP DOWN THE M4

18. THE SPIDER FROM MWONGO

19. RECONCILIATION

20. PLAYING POLITICS

21. WHAT DO YOU WANT?

22. THE SECOND SHIPMENT

23. A MIYAWAKI FOREST

PART THREE

24. THE MAN WHO SOLD THE WORLD

25. THE BCV

26. THE BATTLE

27. HENNING

28. ON THE GOAT WALK

29. CHRISTMAS AT THE CATH PALUG

Characters, Places, Aliens

Author’s Note

References/Inspiration

Acknowledgements

Not Ready to Leave the Shantivira Just Yet?

The Cleaner, the Cat and the Space Station

Did My Spelling Annoy You?

About the Author


FREE NOVELLA


[image: The Man with the Dragon Tattoo]

Click here to get your FREE no-obligation download from www.fayabernethy.com today. Yours to keep, forever!


Can’t remember who’s who?

You’ll find a reference list of characters, places and aliens at the end of thebook.


PART ONE



1. KIDNAP


JOE, JANUARY 2016

Joe sat at his regular table in the corner of the Cath Palug, nursing a pint of Brains and listening to Life on Mars. The radio was playing Bowie song after Bowie song in honour of the musician’s death a few days ago. The lyrics had an ironic relevance, in the circumstances.

He rotated his glass on its beer mat, watching the pub fill with locals coming for Sunday lunch, cheerfully shedding their coats, hats and scarves and hanging them on the hooks by the door. Wooden chairs scraped across the flagstones and the white noise of chatter bounced off the low ceiling, making it hard to distinguish individual voices. A couple of familiar faces smiled and waved at him.

As he returned their greeting, his mouth went dry at the enormity of what he was about to attempt. He and his team had planned every detail, considered every possibility. He’d thought the isolated pub would be the perfect location but now, looking round at his fellow patrons, he suddenly doubted his decision. These people knew him. They trusted him and Kitty. What if someone got hurt?

Well, he’d just have to make sure nobody did, wouldn’t he? There was no going back. If he wanted to protect humanity– not just from alien invasion, but from itself, too– this operation was necessary.

He twisted in his seat to glance through the window behind him, checking the weather one more time. The winter sky was still white: blank and boring. No wind, no sun, no rain. No snow, either. As good a day as you could hope for, for a military operation in Snowdonia National Park. They must have arrived by now.

Joe took a swig of beer and reached out with his mind to Kitty, who was currently a raven perched atop the pub’s slate roof.

Report, babe? he asked, in Welsh.

They’re getting into position. Very quick and quiet. There’s a sniper with some serious kit along the roof from me, and the pub’s surrounded, although you can’t see them. There’s a Land Rover and three vans: one for the soldiers, one’s packed with electronics, the other looks like prisoner transport. I’m assuming that one’s for you.

They wish. Joe projected all the confidence he could muster into his telepathic voice. They’ve picked the wrong person to put pressure on. Privately, he shivered, imagining himself being bundled into the van and driven to a secret location for interrogation by government agencies. They’d never get that far. Kitty would make sure they didn’t.

They mean business, Joe. Are you sure you want to do this?

We need a back channel to the British government, Cath. The UN communication route is too slow. And we need to show them they’re not in charge.

What if they don’t send your friend?

They will. Joe prayed he was right. He’s the biggest lever they’ve got.

There’s someone coming out of the middle van. Is that him?

Joe looked through Kitty’s corvid eyes, momentarily disoriented by her present shape’s near all-round vision. He pulled his attention away from the encircling mountains and focused on the man in hiking clothes descending from the vehicle. Relief surged through Joe’s veins.

That’s him. Major Robert Morgan.

He’s radiating a strong electromagnetic signal. I think he’s covered in surveillance kit.

As expected. Stick to the plan. Now get back down here before he comes in.

Kitty materialised beside him in domestic cat form. He stroked her back, then she jumped down to hide under the bench, awaiting her moment.

Angharad, the Cath Palug’s landlady, brought over his lunch: steak and kidney pie with hand-made chips.

‘Is everything all right, Joe?’ she asked, as she placed the plate in front of him. ‘You look kind of serious.’

‘You know that thing we talked about?’ he murmured. ‘It’s today.’

Angharad’s eyes widened. ‘Oh. Right. Well, they’d better not upset our customers.’

During their preparations, Joe and Kitty had decided that if they acted fast, they wouldn’t need to evacuate the pub. He opened his mouth to explain, but it was too late. A figure appeared behind her: one he’d not seen for half a lifetime, but familiar all the same. Robert Morgan.

‘Barney!’ Rob exclaimed, ‘What are you doing here?’

Joe gritted his teeth. No one called him ‘Barney’ any more. ‘Rob, mêt! Ti’n iawn?’ he replied, pressuring his former NCO to speak Welsh. Something he knew Rob wasn’t used to.

‘Iawn, diolch,’ said Rob and slung his rucksack onto the chair opposite Joe. ‘I just climbed Moel Hebog and I’ve worked up quite an appetite. Are you alone? May I join you?’

Joe flourished his hand in an expansive ‘be my guest’ gesture. ‘Grab yourself a pint and order some food,’ he said.

Rob grinned and stepped away to talk to Angharad’s husband, Ianto, at the bar.

That mud on his boots is too dry to have got there today, muttered Kitty silently in Joe’s head. Does he really think you’ll fall for his ‘I was out walking and happened to bump into you’ routine?

These are the first steps of a dance, cariad. Let him take them.

Rob returned and set his brimming glass down carefully on a beer mat. Joe picked it up again, while lifting his own half-full pint. Rob stared at him, confused.

Now, Cath!

Strong fingers gripped Joe’s ankle. He closed his eyes to prevent the nausea as his ears rushed with the diving-into-a-swimming-pool noise which accompanied teleportation. Sensing they’d arrived, he opened them to see Rob wild-eyed and hyperventilating on Joe’s brown leather sofa.

He’s gonna pop, Cath, can you pass him the bin?

Syenitian-shaped Kitty did so, while Joe put their beers on the dining table. Not a drop spilled, he noted with satisfaction.

When he turned back to the sofa, Major Morgan was puking his guts up into Joe’s bronze waste paper basket.

‘Sorry, Rob,’ he said, passing him a cloth to wipe his mouth. ‘If I’d told you to shut your eyes, you’d have known something was up.’

Rob darted a terrified glance at Kitty, who smiled at him, flaunting her over-sized canines. ‘Get... her... away from me!’

Kitty retreated, busying herself by placing the pint glasses on coasters to protect the wooden surface.

Joe sat on the sofa and rested a reassuring hand on his friend’s shoulder. ‘Rob. You’re safe here. Definitely safer than in a building surrounded by the military.’

‘Where is here?’

Time to hit him with the truth. ‘On The Pride of Essoona, my live-aboard spacecraft. We’re in Docking Bay3 of the Shantivira space station, 300 000 kilometres above the Earth.’

‘You’re having me on.’

Joe issued a brief command in Syenitian. The opposite wall became transparent, revealing the Koppakuoria, the Shantivira’s beetle-shaped cargo ship, and the giant magnetically shielded opening into space. The Earth hung before them like a suspended marble, adorned with swirls of blue, green and white.

Rob made a choking sound of disbelief.

‘Rob, we don’t have much time,’ Joe said urgently. ‘Your team’ll be wondering why they’ve lost the signal. I don’t want them storming the pub and causing chaos. Take off your top.’

‘What?’ said Rob, tearing himself away from the view.

‘You’re recording as well as broadcasting, right? I need to tell them what’s going to happen next.’

‘How did you know I’m...? Aargh!’

His voice became muffled as Kitty pulled his shirt off over his head. Rob’s torso was plastered with surgical tape and electronics.

Joe chuckled. ‘Proper prior preparation prevents piss-poor performance, Rob. You taught me that.’

Kitty began ripping off the tape and Rob yelped with pain. Joe emptied the glass fruit bowl and placed the recording equipment in it, item by item. He handed Rob his top and Rob struggled back into it, scowling.

Joe picked up a gadget with a microphone and a small memory block attached. ‘This one, right?’

Rob said nothing, ignoring Joe to gaze at the Earth. Kitty nodded.

Here goes nothing, he said to her privately, holding the microphone to his mouth. Out loud, he said, ‘This is a message from Joe Llewellyn, Captain of the Shantivira Earth Defence Facility and Galaksi Alliance Representative for Earth.’

‘My boss doesn’t speak Welsh,’ Rob interrupted.

‘I know,’ said Joe. ‘He’ll have to get an interpreter, won’t he?’ He took a breath and continued. ‘Major Morgan is safe and well. I understand Her Majesty’s Government has many questions about my space station and my employers, but I’m not prepared to sacrifice my liberty to answer them. Major Morgan will be my guest on the Shantivira for the next twenty-four hours. He’ll see everything I’m authorised to show him. I’ll return him tomorrow,’ he broke off and addressed Rob, ‘where shall we drop you off?’

‘I have a choice? Army HQ in Andover. That’s where they’ll want to debrief me.’

‘OK,’ said Joe, hoping they wouldn’t take Rob straight over to Porton Down to do experiments on him. ‘He’ll be outside the Army HQ in Andover at midday. My proposal is that,’ he looked at Rob, ‘with his permission, Major Morgan becomes an unofficial back channel between the British government and the Shantivira.’

Rob opened his mouth to speak, but Joe held up his hand.

‘I can’t always be waiting for the UN to schedule meetings. I need alternative paths to disseminate information.’ Joe met Rob’s eyes. ‘I suggest Major Morgan visits us every few weeks to facilitate two-way communication. If you abuse this privilege by applying pressure on friends or relatives of Shantivira employees, the arrangement will cease immediately.’

He switched to English, the better to bring across the most important and urgent part of his message. ‘If you inconvenience the pub’s staff or customers in any way, then you can kiss your fancy equipment goodbye. Your attempt to abduct me has displeased my bodyguard and she’s itching to throw it in the lake. I’m sure you’ve seen the video of our visit to the UN General Assembly and are aware of her... special abilities. She regards protecting the people of Wales as a sacred duty.’ Joe paused, giving his future listeners a chance to picture a furious red dragon flying off with their taxpayer-funded vehicles and dropping them into nearby Lake Llywelyn.

‘I’ve asked her to deliver this message and take any action she deems necessary. If you want to interview the publicans, Ianto and Angharad, then order lunch and act like normal customers. The tip-off they gave you– that I was a regular– was at my request. I wanted to arrange a meeting on neutral ground. It’s disappointing you came prepared to take me hostage, but not unexpected.’

Joe offered the microphone to Rob. ‘Say something, mate. Let them know you’re OK.’

Rob’s nostrils flared. ‘Am I OK? Sitting here on your sofa in outer bloody space?’ He put a hand on his stomach. ‘I still feel a bit sick from the teleporting.’

Joe suppressed a frown, reminding himself how scary this must be for him. ‘I think we’re treating you a little better than your lot would’ve treated me.’

Rob sighed. ‘I guess you heard all that, guys. I’m fine. Looks like I’ll be having an interesting day up here. Word to the wise: if anyone ever tries to teleport you, be sure to shut your eyes first. See you at HQ tomorrow, 12:00 hours.’

He returned the microphone to Joe, who said, ‘That’s it for now. Behave yourselves and the UK will benefit from a unique opportunity. Increased prestige on the global stage guaranteed. Rob will be back soon with lots to tell you.’

Kitty held out the bottle-green bowl full of Rob’s electronics. In the meantime, she’d added some omena fruit and decorated the edge with pretty blue spring stars: a bloom native to the forests of Syenitia, but which also grew in abundance in the Shantivira’s temperate biome. They were a traditional symbol of friendship, not that Rob’s team would understand their significance. Joe placed his recording on top.

Good luck, he said, silently.

Thanks, she said and glanced at Rob, who’d got up and was staring out of the window at the Koppakuoria. Will you be all right on your own with him?

Of course. Rob might be angry and frightened, but Joe didn’t think he’d become violent. Will you bring our lunch back? I hope Angharad put my pie back in the oven to keep warm.

Sure. See you soon.

She turned and disappeared. Joe picked up the drinks and crossed the room, handing Rob’s still full pint back to him, hoping he wouldn’t throw it straight into his face.

‘Let’s start again,’ he said, raising his glass. ‘Iechyd da and welcome to the Shantivira. Despite... everything,’ he made an all-encompassing gesture, ‘it’s great to see you.’

Rob took several thirsty gulps of his bitter. He wiped his mouth on the back of his hand and, to Joe’s surprise, started laughing.

‘We’ve been preparing this operation for months. They’ve been wanting to get you alone in an interview room ever since your appearance at the UN.’

‘The Saeson have got you doing their dirty work, haven’t they?’

‘Not just the English. Our cousins, too. Lucrative promises were made to powerful people. I seem to be the only person who knows you who doesn’t have diplomatic immunity. So I’ve been the one getting endless hours of grilling. Despite having had zero contact with you since you left the army.’ Rob paused, then said, ‘Are you aware your mother has disappeared?’

Joe’s expression remained Sphinx-like.

Rob tried again. ‘The last time we spoke– that phone call after your leaving party– was it her you were talking about?’ He jerked his head at the spot where Kitty had stood.

Joe endeavoured to maintain his inscrutable act and failed. His face crinkled into a grin. ‘Yeah. My life hasn’t been the same since. Want to sit down?’ He pointed at the table. ‘She’ll be back with our lunch soon.’

Rob took a seat, still looking out at the docking bay. Joe sipped his beer, watching him quietly. After the initial shock, he seemed to be taking it quite well. He studied his friend’s profile. Almost two decades had passed since they’d last met. Rob’s fair skin had become lined and weatherbeaten, his mousy hair receding at the temples. Neither of them was in their twenties any more. Joe’s own hair had begun turning grey.

He should have made more effort to stay in touch. Any effort at all would have been something. But in 1997 he’d walked away from his Earth life without a backward glance, entirely focused on new horizons and new friendships. He’d always been a live-in-the-present sort of guy. Later, he’d followed Rob’s career with detached interest: with an almost academic curiosity about the path his own life might have taken, had he stayed.

Now, with the wisdom of middle age, he was beginning to understand he’d neglected something precious. True friendships were so rare, they deserved to be treasured. They required nurturing. Maintenance. He hoped it wasn’t too late. He’d no idea what kind of a person Rob had become in the intervening years. Did they still share the same values?

‘You OK, mate?’ he asked.

No answer. Joe spoke a command, making the wall opaque again. Rob glared at him, waiting for an explanation.

‘It’s distracting you,’ Joe said. ‘Believe me, I get it. I’ll show you everything later.’

In a dreamy voice, Rob said, ‘We’re so small, aren’t we? Does anything we do even matter?’

‘Yes, it bloody well does,’ said Joe. What was the point, otherwise? ‘What did you order?’

‘The steak.’ Rob remembered his beer and lifted it to his lips.

‘Mmm.’ Joe’s mouth watered. ‘Can I snaffle a couple of your onion rings when it comes? Angharad’s onion rings are the best.’

‘I don’t know, Barney. I’m still annoyed at how you set us up.’

‘Standard procedure for dealing with the Saeson. It’s easier to get what you want if they think they have the upper hand.’

Rob gave a little shriek as Kitty materialised next to him, holding two plates.

‘Careful, they’re hot,’ she said, putting them on the table. Reunited with his steak and kidney pie, Joe sighed with satisfaction.

Cheers, babe. How’d it go?

As well as could be expected. They didn’t take me seriously to start with.

Joe imagined Kitty appearing from the tangled forest which surrounded the Cath Palug, with her cascading raven tresses and medieval-style red dress, holding the dish like some barefoot beauty in a John William Waterhouse painting.

I can imagine, he said.

In the end, I turned into Y Ddraig Goch and roared at them from the pub roof to prove my point.

No flames, I hope?

Course not. Although I dislodged a few slates when I took off for my flyover.

How did they take that? asked Joe, envisaging the Welsh dragon swooping low over the military vehicles, exposing her pale belly. They didn’t try to shoot you?

No. Rob’s boss didn’t look best pleased, but the troops were delighted. They clapped; can you believe it?

I can. It’s a peaceful, magical place, that clearing. You fit in there better than a bunch of guys with vans and guns. I’m sure they felt that.

Perhaps. Kitty picked up the empty pint glasses.

You going back?

Yeah. I don’t trust them. They’ve gone into the pub for food. I’m going to stick around until they pack up and go home. Maybe I can fix the roof before Ianto notices I broke it.

Righto. Laters, then.

She patted him on the shoulder and disappeared.

‘Doesn’t talk much, does she?’ said Rob, who was already well into his steak and potatoes. Joe noticed the fluency returning to his Welsh, which had been rusty from lack of use.

‘She’s the strong and silent type,’ he replied, not trusting Rob enough yet to tell him about their private telepathic connection. ‘So, are you going to give me an onion ring?’


2. AN AGREEMENT


JOE

‘And this is Docking Bay1,’ said Joe. The quadrant-shaped hall was filling rapidly with spiky green Tumbas, entering through the gigantic opening in the outer wall. ‘The ships coming in are our one-person fighters. They’ve been out disposing of space debris, to prevent damage to the terrestrial satellites and space stations.’

‘They’re like enormous conkers!’ exclaimed Rob, stepping back as one landed in front of them.

Joe smiled. He’d been in this business so long that, to him, horse chestnut seeds always seemed like miniature Tumbas. ‘They’re grown from the seeds of the Kastanja tree. Once they’re big enough, they’re fitted with the electronics and power system, but they’re still essentially a living organism. They have distinct personalities, so you need to get to know the individual craft to get the best out of it.’

‘Can we go in one?’ Rob approached the little ship, examining the organic pattern of veins running across the shell.

‘You can take a peek when the pilot comes out. But they’re tiny inside. If you want, I’ll take you on a tour of the solar system in the Pride tomorrow morning.’

Rob turned to look at him. ‘Seriously? Your fancy dragonfly spaceship?’ Rob had blinked in disbelief when he’d seen The Pride of Essoona from the outside just now. With six legs, a shimmering blue-green hull and translucent latticed wings, it did look exactly like a mechanical dragonfly. But with heavy-duty weaponry when you needed it.

‘Sure,’ said Joe, keeping his tone casual.

The door of the Tumba before them opened downwards with a pneumatic hiss. Hanna descended the steps, pulling off her helmet and fluffing up her afro. ‘Hi, Joe,’ she said, eyeing Rob with curiosity, ‘All set for Friday?’

‘Yes, of course. I’m a witness, like you. William helped me prepare my statement and I’ve been practising.’

Friday was the day of Hassan’s trial at the main court in central Essoona. He was facing charges of taking a vessel without consent, misapplying Alliance property, disobeying lawful commands, and obstructing operations. If found guilty, he could be exiled from all Galaksi Alliance planets and his promising career on the Shantivira would be over before it started. Until the trial, he was banned from the Shantivira and from using the teleport to Essoona. At present, he was staying at the Shantivira’s language school in London, with the latest intake of first-year students.

Hanna, his loyal girlfriend, had been supporting him in every way she could, including making sure there’d be plenty of friendly faces from the Shantivira in the courtroom.

‘I’m doing everything I can for him, Hanna. He’s one of my best pilots. We need him back here, where he belongs.’ Joe remembered his manners and touched Rob on the arm. ‘This is Rob, by the way. My former unit leader when I was in the army. He’s here on behalf of the British government. I’m giving him the tour.’

Hanna held out her hand. ‘Hi, Rob. Welcome to the Shantivira,’ she said, switching to English. ‘I’m Hanna.’

‘Pleased to meet you,’ said Rob, shaking her hand. ‘How long have you worked for Barney?’

Hanna’s face clouded with confusion. ‘Barney?’

Rob attempted to explain. ‘Barney was his army nickname. Because he looks like Barney Rubble?’

‘Who’s Barney Rubble?’ she replied, still mystified.

‘From The Flintstones?’

Hanna raised her eyebrows at Joe in a silent appeal for help. He shook his head in a don’t-worry-about-it gesture, saying, ‘Hanna, can we take a quick look inside your Tumba?’

‘Of course,’ she said. ‘I’m off to the canteen. Bye, Rob.’

They climbed the steps and Rob inspected the dimly lit pod: a 270° screen, a huge bank of controls and a single, saddle-like seat at the centre.

In a low voice, Joe said, ‘Not everyone here grew up watching American cartoons, Rob. Not everyone here grew up with a television. Don’t make assumptions like that out loud or you’ll piss off my crew.’

‘Sorry,’ said Rob.

Might as well say it, while they had some privacy. It would only keep irritating him otherwise. ‘Also, I’d prefer it if you called me Joe. I left Barney behind a long time ago.’

‘Sorry,’ said Rob again. ‘That’s just how I think of you. Seeing you again: it’s like time travel. I have all these memories bubbling up that I haven’t thought of in years.’

Joe softened. ‘Same here.’ He smiled as a long-buried memory flashed into his head. ‘Do you remember when you taught me to iron? How I tried to do my underpants and they melted?’

Rob bent double with laughter. ‘I do now!’ he managed to say between gasps. ‘The way they shrivelled up into nothing! Oh God, your face, Joe. You couldn’t understand what had happened.’

‘I always bought natural fibres after that,’ said Joe, deadpan. Not that he’d ever ironed an item of underwear since.

Gradually, Rob recovered enough to stand up straight again, holding on to Joe’s shoulder for support. Not letting go, he said, ‘We have a lot of catching up to do.’

Joe grinned and gripped Rob’s shoulder in return. ‘If you become our go-between, we’ll have plenty of time to do it in. Come on, let me show you a biome.’

They left the Tumba and watched the steps rise, fitting neatly back into the hull. Rob nodded at the spot where Hanna had stood. ‘What language were you speaking with the pilot?’

‘Kawaida. The interstellar lingua franca.’ Joe waved a hand at the docking bay, now packed with recharging Tumbas. ‘Half our crew don’t speak English, so we use it as the Shantivira’s official language.’

Crossing the fields beyond the farmyard, Joe explained about the gravity generators and the magnetic shielding protecting the biomes from the harsh realities of space. He talked about the purpose of the biomes– to provide air as well as most of their fresh food– and the white cones which the Shantivira needed for propulsion and positioning, like the spikes on a Tumba. He neglected to tell Rob they also formed part of the weapons system: so far, he’d skilfully avoided all his friend’s questions on that topic.

‘Does your mother live up here?’

Joe scoffed. ‘Not bloody likely! You know we’ve never got on. I couldn’t have her on board, criticising my every decision.’ He bristled. ‘Is that one of your mission parameters? To track down my mam so your lot can take her hostage?’

He wasn’t about to say she’d run away to Argentina with one of Kitty’s ex-lovers: a man Joe suspected was responsible for the attempt on his life at the UN General Assembly last year. Apart from the security aspect, it was embarrassing. The idea of Grace dancing the tango with that creep made him cringe.

Rob looked sheepish. ‘I have my orders.’

‘Yeah,’ said Joe. ‘And I have mine. We’ll have to find a middle way. Please, let’s not talk about Mam.’

They entered the wild zone at the heart of the temperate biome, an ancient forest bursting with life, thick with layers of luscious greenery. Rich, organic fragrances filled Joe’s nostrils, calming him.

Rob gazed around. Moss grew on every surface; glossy ivy enveloped tree trunks. ‘What is this place?’

‘The biodiversity zone. Our crops would die without it.’

‘Why can’t we see the Shantivira from Earth? It’s huge!’

Joe pulled a bramble to one side, allowing Rob to pass him on the overgrown path. ‘We’re cloaked. The space station and all our spacecraft. Otherwise, they’d have spotted us years ago.’

They picked their way through the ferns, heading for the clearing with the beehives. Joe said, ‘I suggest you come here for two days a fortnight. Bring a list of questions and I’ll answer what I can in a two-hour session. I’ll have queries and requests for you to pass on, too. The rest of the time you can spend getting to know the Shantivira and the crew. You can help out in the biomes and the kitchen, have a Kawaida lesson, wander about and chat with people, that sort of thing.’

‘Unsupervised?’

Joe heard the surprise in Rob’s voice and grinned. ‘We’ll notice if you start trying to reverse engineer spacecraft. You’ll have to leave your phone with me so you’re not taking unauthorised pictures. Standard stuff. But yeah, you’ll have the freedom of the space station.’

‘Cool,’ said Rob, but Joe couldn’t tell what he was thinking. They reached the clearing and sat on the fallen tree trunk the Shantivirans used as a bench.

‘Will your family mind? Being away so often?’ Joe knew Rob was married with two children: a six-year-old daughter and a four-year-old son.

Rob shrugged. ‘They’re used to it. It’s the job. I haven’t seen them since New Year’s Day, due to the preparations for this mission.’

‘A fortnight?’ Joe was horrified. ‘Man, I’m so glad I left the army when I did.’ He considered for a moment. ‘OK. I was going to suggest we go out in Essoona tonight—’

‘—Essoona?’

‘The capital of Syenitia, on the other side of the galaxy.’

‘On the other side of the galaxy?’ Rob echoed in disbelief. ‘Just for an evening? Is your ship that fast?’

Joe shook his head. ‘Nobody’s ship is that fast. We have a point-to-point teleport on board which takes us straight to Essoona.’

Rob grimaced. ‘More teleporting?’

‘It’s more comfortable than travelling freestyle with Kitty, I promise.’ Joe waved his hand at the trees surrounding the clearing, but meaning the entire space station. ‘The Syenitians are the aliens running the Shantivira project, the ones paying for all of this. You know that, right? I’ve explained it to the UN often enough.’

Rob nodded and Joe continued, ‘But we can do that next time. There will be a next time? You’ll be our back channel?’

‘Do you trust me?’

Joe rubbed his Sunday stubble. ‘Honestly? I’m not sure, Rob. I want to trust you. I think we just need to get to know each other again and it’ll follow naturally. Do you trust me?’

‘I’m not sure,’ said Rob, echoing Joe. ‘Yet. I think we have a starting point to build on. Yes, I’ll be your back channel, if my bosses allow it.’

Joe smiled with relief. Thank God for that. He didn’t have a plan B handy if Rob had turned him down. ‘Thank you, Rob.’

They shook hands formally and fell into a contemplative silence, watching the bees coming and going. Apart from Delius, the Shantivira’s main computer, they were probably the hardest workers on the whole space station, Joe thought.

From nowhere, a muscular black jaguar sprang into the gap between them, her head level with their own.

‘Aargh!’ Rob shattered the peace with a shocked yell and jumped to his feet.

Joe put his arm across her shoulders and pulled Kitty in for a hug, kissing the top of her furry head.

Hey, you, he said silently.

Hey, she replied.

Rob said yes, he said, wanting to share his news immediately.

Good. Then today’s been worthwhile.

Everything OK at the pub?

I think so. They packed up and went home. I watched until they were on the motorway.

‘Jesus!’ said Rob. ‘I nearly had a heart attack!’

Joe threw his head back and laughed. ‘You two haven’t been formally introduced, have you? Rob, I’d like you to meet my wife– Kitty, the Red Dragon of the Britons.’

Kitty shifted into her Syenitian form and held out a pale, black-nailed hand. ‘Pleased to meet you, Rob.’

Wide-eyed, Rob stepped back, arms limp against his sides. He took in Kitty’s pointed ears and her reptilian eyes, which glittered an unearthly shade of green in the sunlight.

‘—H-how?’ he stammered. ‘I mean, I saw it in that video of you at the UN, but close up... it’s a whole different thing.’

Kitty lowered her hand. ‘Shape-shifting? I just can.’

Joe said, ‘Rob, mate, you’re being rude. Sit down.’

Rob sat, keeping a cautious distance of several feet from Kitty and Joe, who put his arm around Kitty’s waist. Shock was switching to fascination.

‘Will you show me Y Ddraig Goch?’

‘This clearing’s not big enough for a dragon,’ she said in her low, melodic voice. ‘Also, that form takes more energy than this one. I only use it when I need it.’

Joe decided it wasn’t the right moment to explain that space demons fed by absorbing the life energy of other beings. As a half Syenitian, Kitty had been brought up believing all life was sacred. She wouldn’t waste precious energy on showing off. OK, he admitted to himself, not true. Sometimes she did. But not often. And, clearly, not today.

‘Wait a minute.’ Another penny had dropped for Rob. ‘Your wife?’

Joe pulled Kitty closer. ‘Yeah.’

‘But she’s an alien! How does that even work?’

Kitty put her hand to her mouth, covering a giggle.

‘It works,’ said Joe. ‘Not that it’s any of your business. Anyway. We were talking about this evening.’

‘And not going out in... where was it again?’

‘Essoona. Would you prefer to go home instead? Kitty can drop you off and pick you up tomorrow morning. Then you can eat with your family and do bedtime stories or whatever.’

‘Seriously?’ Rob looked at Kitty.

‘That’s all right, cariad, isn’t it?’ asked Joe. ‘He hasn’t seen them for two weeks.’

‘Because you were plotting to kidnap my husband?’ Kitty teased. ‘Promise never to do that again and I’d be happy to take you.’

Rob still wasn’t sure. ‘The same way you brought me here?’

‘Close your eyes this time. Then you won’t get sick,’ Joe reassured him.

Rob gulped. ‘Um... OK. When?’

Joe checked his watch. ‘I’ve shown you everything I planned for today. How about now?’

‘Now? Right. Um...’ He glanced shyly at Kitty. ‘So... we live in a village called—’

‘We know where you live, Rob,’ interrupted Kitty. ‘You’re by Danebury Ring.’

Joe smiled. Kitty probably knew the location of every Bronze Age and Iron Age fort in Britain. Hell, she could still remember some of the names of the people who’d lived in them, centuries before the Romans arrived.

They stood. Rob stared up at Kitty; she was at least a foot taller than him.

Gently, she took his hands. ‘Ready?’ she said.

‘As I’ll ever be.’

‘Close your eyes.’

And they were gone.

Joe walked back to the farm, reaching out with his mind to talk privately to Kitty.

You don’t need to stay and watch him, Cath. I’ll ask Delius to monitor his communications. He still wasn’t sure how far he trusted Rob. Tonight would be a test. If he contacted his superiors instead of just enjoying the unexpected time with his family, Joe would have to rethink their plans.

OK. Joe? Tomorrow, I’ll go early and speak to the wife. He’ll need her support.

Good idea. Try not to scare the crap out of her.

Joe felt Kitty smile. I’ll do my best, she said.

A thought occurred to him. Will you check on Mam later? he asked. They’ve been trying to locate her. I want to know she’s still OK and that con artist Nestor hasn’t sold out on her yet.

Will do.

Cheers, babe, you’re a star.

***

The next day, Rob and Kitty appeared in the Pride’s living area, just as Joe was finishing his second mug of tea. He always needed at least two to get going in the morning.

Rob was spitting with rage. ‘How bloody dare you!’ he yelled at Kitty, then turned to Joe. ‘Did you put her up to that? Talking to my wife and children behind my back?’

He was in the shower when I rang the doorbell, explained Kitty silently. The wife already had her suspicions. When that video of us at the UN did the rounds, he said he knew you. Then he never mentioned you again, even though the clip kept popping up in his search history. I didn’t have to introduce myself; she recognised me.

That’s good. Joe’s mind flashed back to their dramatic departure from the UN General Assembly Hall. Before teleporting him away, Kitty had shifted into her dragon form and he’d jumped onto her back. The few seconds they’d flown above a sea of upturned, open-mouthed faces had been the greatest rush ever.

I gave her your number, like you asked me to. Kitty pulled out a chair and sat next to him at the table. Their kids are sweet. We played Lego. Then Rob came down and blew a gasket.

‘Barney?’ said Rob. ‘Answer me.’

Barney again, Joe noted with an inward sigh. ‘She needs to know, Rob.’

‘No. She mustn’t. It’s top secret.’

‘I know you can’t tell her,’ said Joe. ‘But Kitty hasn’t signed the Official Secrets Act. Cup of tea?’ He waggled his empty mug in invitation.

‘No.’

‘Sit down, then.’

Reluctantly, Rob sat.

‘Look,’ said Joe, ‘I know how mind-blowing this stuff is. You need somebody you trust to share it with. It’s too much for one person to keep secret.’

‘But—’

Joe held up his hand. ‘I don’t have your faith in the State, Rob. I need someone who’ll let us know if you disappear inexplicably.’

Rob frowned. ‘You think that might happen?’

‘I don’t know. I hope not.’ Joe turned his mug on its coaster. ‘It depends how big the gap is between what you report to them and what they want to hear. I intend to be prepared in case we have to pull you out of trouble.’

Rob fell quiet. Joe took his breakfast things to the sink and washed them up.

‘My kids never heard me speak Welsh before,’ Rob broke the silence, his tone sad rather than angry. ‘When I started shouting at Kitty, they goggled at me like I was the alien, not her.’

‘Perhaps it’s time to teach them,’ said Kitty mildly. ‘If you don’t show them that part of you, they’ll never fully understand who you are.’

Joe returned to the table, placing an mp3-player in front of Rob. ‘This is for you. It’s a copy of the audio language course we’ve created for Kawaida. The UN are turning it into an app, but this works fine. Share it with whoever you like. Upload it to the internet, whatever. But start doing it yourself, two lessons a week at least.’

Rob picked it up and turned it over in his hands. ‘Two lessons a week,’ he confirmed.

‘The instructions are all on there in the first file,’ Joe continued. ‘Next time you come, one of our language teachers will have a session with you and we’ll see how far you’ve got. The more you learn, the more you’ll get out of your visits.’

Rob slipped it into the pocket of his hiking trousers. ‘Thanks. So, what’s on the programme this morning?’

‘We’ve got a few hours,’ said Joe. ‘I promised you a tour of the solar system. Are you still up for it? Or would you prefer to take the teleport to Syenitia?’

‘I want to see space.’ Rob’s eyes flashed with anticipation. ‘I want to see what your ship can do.’

Joe gave a wide smile. ‘Then you shall.’

Kitty shifted into her black jaguar form and sprang onto the sofa in a fluid bound. The leather creaked as she settled down for a nap.

Rob stared at her. ‘I’m not going to get used to that.’

‘You will,’ said Joe. ‘Come with me.’ He took Rob to the cockpit. Taking the central seat, he requested Delius to thin the shields enough for them to leave the docking bay. He initiated his preprogrammed autopilot solar system tour, which he occasionally used for guests. It meant he could focus on his passengers without risking any embarrassing in-flight mishaps.

Rob gazed at the stars, taking it all in. The spherical transparent cockpit which formed the dragonfly’s ‘head’ gave them a virtually all-round panorama, emphasising the emptiness of space.

Joe watched him, trying to remember his own first trip around the solar system. Not in a Tumba. Rohini, who’d been the Shantivira’s captain when Joe had done his pilot training, would never have permitted the space station’s resources to be squandered on joyrides. Rohini was an old lady now, as formidable as ever, with arthritis and a clutch of great-grandchildren. How time passed. He made a mental note to visit her in Kolkata soon: to update her on the latest developments and get her advice on all the dreaded PR activities looming on his horizon. Her years of experience made her an invaluable sounding board. Unlike Aldeman, Joe’s Syenitian boss and brother-in-law, she could be relied upon to view matters from a human perspective.

January in Earth’s northern hemisphere was so depressing. Some Indian sunshine would do him good, he thought, already looking forward to it. Plus, Rohini’s daughter-in-law was an excellent cook.

Next to him, Rob exclaimed, ‘The colour! It’s so beautiful, it makes me want to cry.’

‘That’s Neptune,’ said Joe, as they passed the turquoise planet. ‘Like a jewel, isn’t it?’

‘I could look at it all day,’ said Rob and fell silent again.

Joe returned to his daydreaming. Where was he? His very first trip around the solar system. Of course! 2003. When he’d brought the Pride of Essoona back from Syenitia, before he’d started work as Aldeman’s personal pilot.

The Pride was a Korento class ship, a similar model to those used by the Syenitian diplomatic corps. His brother-in-law had given it to him as a wedding present, along with a job offer. Keeping it in Docking Bay3 was cheaper and safer than paying for a berth in Essoona’s overpriced spaceport.

It also meant he and Kitty had a private space in which to spend time together. Kitty couldn’t stay away from the Earth for too long or all the Shantivira’s point-to-point teleports stopped functioning, inconveniencing crew members who used them to commute. So Joe returned to the Shantivira for weekends and holidays, travelling back and forth to Syenitia via the Dunia House teleport.

He’d spent most of his adult life on the Shantivira. It was his home: the place he could genuinely be himself. All his friends were here, or often passed through. He pictured his mother’s little house at the foot of the Bannau Brycheiniog, where he was, in fact, still registered to vote. He’d never left the UK, officially. But he didn’t belong there; he could never go back. It would be like having to travel by Tumba after years of flying Korentos. No thanks.

They approached Jupiter’s marbled cloud layers. Rob had relaxed a little now, but was still absorbing everything he could. Truly, it was a once in a lifetime opportunity. Only very special guests got offered this trip.

‘Would you like a cup of tea, Rob? Or a beer?’

Rob glanced at Joe. ‘I’d kill for a coffee. And have you got something to eat? I didn’t have breakfast.’

Joe grinned. ‘Kitty could probably do you some toast. Let’s ask her.’ He put the request through on the intercom, still unwilling to reveal their telepathic link. He was hyper-aware that everything he told Rob would go straight back to the British government.

‘Is there anything you’d like to ask me before you go back? Now’s your chance.’

‘Right,’ said Rob, refocusing on his mission with visible mental effort. ‘Good point.’ He fumbled in his pocket, pulling out a paper notebook and pen. ‘I wrote a list.’

He fired off question after question, which Joe did his best to answer or avoid, depending on the topic. Rob jotted down notes in handwriting so appalling that Joe wondered if they’d be any use at all. Not his problem. Still, he was relieved when Kitty arrived with the food.

You took your time, he said to her privately.

Third attempt, said Kitty, putting her tray down on the pop-up table between his seat and Rob’s. I know you say the toast needs to go in one and a half times, but I always thought you were joking. Either it’s still white or it comes out black and smoking! I scraped the worst bits off. It’s just brown now. Looks OK to me.

Joe smirked, but didn’t comment. ‘Thanks, love,’ he said out loud, picking up the mug of tea she’d brought for him.

Rob took a long draught of caffeine. ‘Just what I needed. Thank you, Kitty. You make a great cup of coffee.’

Kitty acknowledged the praise with a regal nod. ‘Enjoy your food,’ she said, and left the cockpit.

‘I have a colleague, Shakila, who’s very particular about coffee,’ Joe explained. ‘She made me get rid of my jar of instant and get one of those glass jugs with a plunger, you know?’

‘Mmm.’ Rob took a bite of toast and screwed up his face.

‘You don’t have to eat it,’ Joe said sympathetically. As Kitty didn’t eat food herself, anything she prepared was a hit and miss affair.

Rob put the charred triangle back on his plate. ‘I’ll be fine with just the coffee,’ he said.

At last, they reached Mercury. ‘Wow, the sun’s huge from here,’ said Rob.

‘Yeah,’ agreed Joe. ‘And hot.’ He checked the clock on the control panel. ‘We should head back. Can’t risk you being late.’

Rob groaned. ‘They’re going to grill me like a kipper.’

‘At least you have plenty to tell. More than if you’d been successful with your plan.’

‘I’ll keep pointing that out. Joe?’

Joe raised his eyebrows. Was Rob finally going to stop using that stupid nickname?

‘What?’

‘How will I contact you?’

‘You won’t,’ said Joe, matter-of-factly. ‘Fortnightly face-to-face contact only, up here. Don’t bother with bugging equipment. Kitty and the Shantivira’s computers can sense electromagnetic signals.’

Joe flew into Docking Bay3, setting the spacecraft down neatly on its six legs. He folded the solar wings back along the dragonfly’s spine and














OEBPS/i/i1.jpg
THE SHANTIVIRA'BOOK 0








Copyright (c) 2010, Pablo Impallari (www.impallari.com|impallari@gmail.com),
Copyright (c) 2010, Igino Marini. (www.ikern.com|mail@iginomarini.com),
with Reserved Font Name Dancing Script.

This Font Software is licensed under the SIL Open Font License, Version 1.1.
This license is copied below, and is also available with a FAQ at: http://scripts.sil.org/OFL

-----------------------------------------------------------
SIL OPEN FONT LICENSE Version 1.1 - 26 February 2007
-----------------------------------------------------------

PREAMBLE
The goals of the Open Font License (OFL) are to stimulate worldwide development of collaborative font projects, to support the font creation efforts of academic and linguistic communities, and to provide a free and open framework in which fonts may be shared and improved in partnership with others.

The OFL allows the licensed fonts to be used, studied, modified and redistributed freely as long as they are not sold by themselves. The fonts, including any derivative works, can be bundled, embedded, redistributed and/or sold with any software provided that any reserved names are not used by derivative works. The fonts and derivatives, however, cannot be released under any other type of license. The requirement for fonts to remain under this license does not apply to any document created using the fonts or their derivatives.

DEFINITIONS
"Font Software" refers to the set of files released by the Copyright Holder(s) under this license and clearly marked as such. This may include source files, build scripts and documentation.

"Reserved Font Name" refers to any names specified as such after the copyright statement(s).

"Original Version" refers to the collection of Font Software components as distributed by the Copyright Holder(s).

"Modified Version" refers to any derivative made by adding to, deleting, or substituting -- in part or in whole -- any of the components of the Original Version, by changing formats or by porting the Font Software to a new environment.

"Author" refers to any designer, engineer, programmer, technical writer or other person who contributed to the Font Software.

PERMISSION & CONDITIONS
Permission is hereby granted, free of charge, to any person obtaining a copy of the Font Software, to use, study, copy, merge, embed, modify, redistribute, and sell modified and unmodified copies of the Font Software, subject to the following conditions:

1) Neither the Font Software nor any of its individual components, in Original or Modified Versions, may be sold by itself.

2) Original or Modified Versions of the Font Software may be bundled, redistributed and/or sold with any software, provided that each copy contains the above copyright notice and this license. These can be included either as stand-alone text files, human-readable headers or in the appropriate machine-readable metadata fields within text or binary files as long as those fields can be easily viewed by the user.

3) No Modified Version of the Font Software may use the Reserved Font Name(s) unless explicit written permission is granted by the corresponding Copyright Holder. This restriction only applies to the primary font name as presented to the users.

4) The name(s) of the Copyright Holder(s) or the Author(s) of the Font Software shall not be used to promote, endorse or advertise any Modified Version, except to acknowledge the contribution(s) of the Copyright Holder(s) and the Author(s) or with their explicit written permission.

5) The Font Software, modified or unmodified, in part or in whole, must be distributed entirely under this license, and must not be distributed under any other license. The requirement for fonts to remain under this license does not apply to any document created using the Font Software.

TERMINATION
This license becomes null and void if any of the above conditions are not met.

DISCLAIMER
THE FONT SOFTWARE IS PROVIDED "AS IS", WITHOUT WARRANTY OF ANY KIND, EXPRESS OR IMPLIED, INCLUDING BUT NOT LIMITED TO ANY WARRANTIES OF MERCHANTABILITY, FITNESS FOR A PARTICULAR PURPOSE AND NONINFRINGEMENT OF COPYRIGHT, PATENT, TRADEMARK, OR OTHER RIGHT. IN NO EVENT SHALL THE COPYRIGHT HOLDER BE LIABLE FOR ANY CLAIM, DAMAGES OR OTHER LIABILITY, INCLUDING ANY GENERAL, SPECIAL, INDIRECT, INCIDENTAL, OR CONSEQUENTIAL DAMAGES, WHETHER IN AN ACTION OF CONTRACT, TORT OR OTHERWISE, ARISING FROM, OUT OF THE USE OR INABILITY TO USE THE FONT SOFTWARE OR FROM OTHER DEALINGS IN THE FONT SOFTWARE.


Apache License
                           Version 2.0, January 2004
                        http://www.apache.org/licenses/

   TERMS AND CONDITIONS FOR USE, REPRODUCTION, AND DISTRIBUTION

   1. Definitions.

      "License" shall mean the terms and conditions for use, reproduction,
      and distribution as defined by Sections 1 through 9 of this document.

      "Licensor" shall mean the copyright owner or entity authorized by
      the copyright owner that is granting the License.

      "Legal Entity" shall mean the union of the acting entity and all
      other entities that control, are controlled by, or are under common
      control with that entity. For the purposes of this definition,
      "control" means (i) the power, direct or indirect, to cause the
      direction or management of such entity, whether by contract or
      otherwise, or (ii) ownership of fifty percent (50%) or more of the
      outstanding shares, or (iii) beneficial ownership of such entity.

      "You" (or "Your") shall mean an individual or Legal Entity
      exercising permissions granted by this License.

      "Source" form shall mean the preferred form for making modifications,
      including but not limited to software source code, documentation
      source, and configuration files.

      "Object" form shall mean any form resulting from mechanical
      transformation or translation of a Source form, including but
      not limited to compiled object code, generated documentation,
      and conversions to other media types.

      "Work" shall mean the work of authorship, whether in Source or
      Object form, made available under the License, as indicated by a
      copyright notice that is included in or attached to the work
      (an example is provided in the Appendix below).

      "Derivative Works" shall mean any work, whether in Source or Object
      form, that is based on (or derived from) the Work and for which the
      editorial revisions, annotations, elaborations, or other modifications
      represent, as a whole, an original work of authorship. For the purposes
      of this License, Derivative Works shall not include works that remain
      separable from, or merely link (or bind by name) to the interfaces of,
      the Work and Derivative Works thereof.

      "Contribution" shall mean any work of authorship, including
      the original version of the Work and any modifications or additions
      to that Work or Derivative Works thereof, that is intentionally
      submitted to Licensor for inclusion in the Work by the copyright owner
      or by an individual or Legal Entity authorized to submit on behalf of
      the copyright owner. For the purposes of this definition, "submitted"
      means any form of electronic, verbal, or written communication sent
      to the Licensor or its representatives, including but not limited to
      communication on electronic mailing lists, source code control systems,
      and issue tracking systems that are managed by, or on behalf of, the
      Licensor for the purpose of discussing and improving the Work, but
      excluding communication that is conspicuously marked or otherwise
      designated in writing by the copyright owner as "Not a Contribution."

      "Contributor" shall mean Licensor and any individual or Legal Entity
      on behalf of whom a Contribution has been received by Licensor and
      subsequently incorporated within the Work.

   2. Grant of Copyright License. Subject to the terms and conditions of
      this License, each Contributor hereby grants to You a perpetual,
      worldwide, non-exclusive, no-charge, royalty-free, irrevocable
      copyright license to reproduce, prepare Derivative Works of,
      publicly display, publicly perform, sublicense, and distribute the
      Work and such Derivative Works in Source or Object form.

   3. Grant of Patent License. Subject to the terms and conditions of
      this License, each Contributor hereby grants to You a perpetual,
      worldwide, non-exclusive, no-charge, royalty-free, irrevocable
      (except as stated in this section) patent license to make, have made,
      use, offer to sell, sell, import, and otherwise transfer the Work,
      where such license applies only to those patent claims licensable
      by such Contributor that are necessarily infringed by their
      Contribution(s) alone or by combination of their Contribution(s)
      with the Work to which such Contribution(s) was submitted. If You
      institute patent litigation against any entity (including a
      cross-claim or counterclaim in a lawsuit) alleging that the Work
      or a Contribution incorporated within the Work constitutes direct
      or contributory patent infringement, then any patent licenses
      granted to You under this License for that Work shall terminate
      as of the date such litigation is filed.

   4. Redistribution. You may reproduce and distribute copies of the
      Work or Derivative Works thereof in any medium, with or without
      modifications, and in Source or Object form, provided that You
      meet the following conditions:

      (a) You must give any other recipients of the Work or
          Derivative Works a copy of this License; and

      (b) You must cause any modified files to carry prominent notices
          stating that You changed the files; and

      (c) You must retain, in the Source form of any Derivative Works
          that You distribute, all copyright, patent, trademark, and
          attribution notices from the Source form of the Work,
          excluding those notices that do not pertain to any part of
          the Derivative Works; and

      (d) If the Work includes a "NOTICE" text file as part of its
          distribution, then any Derivative Works that You distribute must
          include a readable copy of the attribution notices contained
          within such NOTICE file, excluding those notices that do not
          pertain to any part of the Derivative Works, in at least one
          of the following places: within a NOTICE text file distributed
          as part of the Derivative Works; within the Source form or
          documentation, if provided along with the Derivative Works; or,
          within a display generated by the Derivative Works, if and
          wherever such third-party notices normally appear. The contents
          of the NOTICE file are for informational purposes only and
          do not modify the License. You may add Your own attribution
          notices within Derivative Works that You distribute, alongside
          or as an addendum to the NOTICE text from the Work, provided
          that such additional attribution notices cannot be construed
          as modifying the License.

      You may add Your own copyright statement to Your modifications and
      may provide additional or different license terms and conditions
      for use, reproduction, or distribution of Your modifications, or
      for any such Derivative Works as a whole, provided Your use,
      reproduction, and distribution of the Work otherwise complies with
      the conditions stated in this License.

   5. Submission of Contributions. Unless You explicitly state otherwise,
      any Contribution intentionally submitted for inclusion in the Work
      by You to the Licensor shall be under the terms and conditions of
      this License, without any additional terms or conditions.
      Notwithstanding the above, nothing herein shall supersede or modify
      the terms of any separate license agreement you may have executed
      with Licensor regarding such Contributions.

   6. Trademarks. This License does not grant permission to use the trade
      names, trademarks, service marks, or product names of the Licensor,
      except as required for reasonable and customary use in describing the
      origin of the Work and reproducing the content of the NOTICE file.

   7. Disclaimer of Warranty. Unless required by applicable law or
      agreed to in writing, Licensor provides the Work (and each
      Contributor provides its Contributions) on an "AS IS" BASIS,
      WITHOUT WARRANTIES OR CONDITIONS OF ANY KIND, either express or
      implied, including, without limitation, any warranties or conditions
      of TITLE, NON-INFRINGEMENT, MERCHANTABILITY, or FITNESS FOR A
      PARTICULAR PURPOSE. You are solely responsible for determining the
      appropriateness of using or redistributing the Work and assume any
      risks associated with Your exercise of permissions under this License.

   8. Limitation of Liability. In no event and under no legal theory,
      whether in tort (including negligence), contract, or otherwise,
      unless required by applicable law (such as deliberate and grossly
      negligent acts) or agreed to in writing, shall any Contributor be
      liable to You for damages, including any direct, indirect, special,
      incidental, or consequential damages of any character arising as a
      result of this License or out of the use or inability to use the
      Work (including but not limited to damages for loss of goodwill,
      work stoppage, computer failure or malfunction, or any and all
      other commercial damages or losses), even if such Contributor
      has been advised of the possibility of such damages.

   9. Accepting Warranty or Additional Liability. While redistributing
      the Work or Derivative Works thereof, You may choose to offer,
      and charge a fee for, acceptance of support, warranty, indemnity,
      or other liability obligations and/or rights consistent with this
      License. However, in accepting such obligations, You may act only
      on Your own behalf and on Your sole responsibility, not on behalf
      of any other Contributor, and only if You agree to indemnify,
      defend, and hold each Contributor harmless for any liability
      incurred by, or claims asserted against, such Contributor by reason
      of your accepting any such warranty or additional liability.

   END OF TERMS AND CONDITIONS

   APPENDIX: How to apply the Apache License to your work.

      To apply the Apache License to your work, attach the following
      boilerplate notice, with the fields enclosed by brackets "[]"
      replaced with your own identifying information. (Don't include
      the brackets!)  The text should be enclosed in the appropriate
      comment syntax for the file format. We also recommend that a
      file or class name and description of purpose be included on the
      same "printed page" as the copyright notice for easier
      identification within third-party archives.

   Copyright [yyyy] [name of copyright owner]

   Licensed under the Apache License, Version 2.0 (the "License");
   you may not use this file except in compliance with the License.
   You may obtain a copy of the License at

       http://www.apache.org/licenses/LICENSE-2.0

   Unless required by applicable law or agreed to in writing, software
   distributed under the License is distributed on an "AS IS" BASIS,
   WITHOUT WARRANTIES OR CONDITIONS OF ANY KIND, either express or implied.
   See the License for the specific language governing permissions and
   limitations under the License.




Copyright (c) 2011 by Sorkin Type Co (www.sorkintype.com),
with Reserved Font Name &amp;quot;Short Stack&amp;quot;.

This Font Software is licensed under the SIL Open Font License, Version 1.1.
This license is copied below, and is also available with a FAQ at: http://scripts.sil.org/OFL

-----------------------------------------------------------
SIL OPEN FONT LICENSE Version 1.1 - 26 February 2007
-----------------------------------------------------------

PREAMBLE
The goals of the Open Font License (OFL) are to stimulate worldwide development of collaborative font projects, to support the font creation efforts of academic and linguistic communities, and to provide a free and open framework in which fonts may be shared and improved in partnership with others.

The OFL allows the licensed fonts to be used, studied, modified and redistributed freely as long as they are not sold by themselves. The fonts, including any derivative works, can be bundled, embedded, redistributed and/or sold with any software provided that any reserved names are not used by derivative works. The fonts and derivatives, however, cannot be released under any other type of license. The requirement for fonts to remain under this license does not apply to any document created using the fonts or their derivatives.

DEFINITIONS
"Font Software" refers to the set of files released by the Copyright Holder(s) under this license and clearly marked as such. This may include source files, build scripts and documentation.

"Reserved Font Name" refers to any names specified as such after the copyright statement(s).

"Original Version" refers to the collection of Font Software components as distributed by the Copyright Holder(s).

"Modified Version" refers to any derivative made by adding to, deleting, or substituting -- in part or in whole -- any of the components of the Original Version, by changing formats or by porting the Font Software to a new environment.

"Author" refers to any designer, engineer, programmer, technical writer or other person who contributed to the Font Software.

PERMISSION & CONDITIONS
Permission is hereby granted, free of charge, to any person obtaining a copy of the Font Software, to use, study, copy, merge, embed, modify, redistribute, and sell modified and unmodified copies of the Font Software, subject to the following conditions:

1) Neither the Font Software nor any of its individual components, in Original or Modified Versions, may be sold by itself.

2) Original or Modified Versions of the Font Software may be bundled, redistributed and/or sold with any software, provided that each copy contains the above copyright notice and this license. These can be included either as stand-alone text files, human-readable headers or in the appropriate machine-readable metadata fields within text or binary files as long as those fields can be easily viewed by the user.

3) No Modified Version of the Font Software may use the Reserved Font Name(s) unless explicit written permission is granted by the corresponding Copyright Holder. This restriction only applies to the primary font name as presented to the users.

4) The name(s) of the Copyright Holder(s) or the Author(s) of the Font Software shall not be used to promote, endorse or advertise any Modified Version, except to acknowledge the contribution(s) of the Copyright Holder(s) and the Author(s) or with their explicit written permission.

5) The Font Software, modified or unmodified, in part or in whole, must be distributed entirely under this license, and must not be distributed under any other license. The requirement for fonts to remain under this license does not apply to any document created using the Font Software.

TERMINATION
This license becomes null and void if any of the above conditions are not met.

DISCLAIMER
THE FONT SOFTWARE IS PROVIDED "AS IS", WITHOUT WARRANTY OF ANY KIND, EXPRESS OR IMPLIED, INCLUDING BUT NOT LIMITED TO ANY WARRANTIES OF MERCHANTABILITY, FITNESS FOR A PARTICULAR PURPOSE AND NONINFRINGEMENT OF COPYRIGHT, PATENT, TRADEMARK, OR OTHER RIGHT. IN NO EVENT SHALL THE COPYRIGHT HOLDER BE LIABLE FOR ANY CLAIM, DAMAGES OR OTHER LIABILITY, INCLUDING ANY GENERAL, SPECIAL, INDIRECT, INCIDENTAL, OR CONSEQUENTIAL DAMAGES, WHETHER IN AN ACTION OF CONTRACT, TORT OR OTHERWISE, ARISING FROM, OUT OF THE USE OR INABILITY TO USE THE FONT SOFTWARE OR FROM OTHER DEALINGS IN THE FONT SOFTWARE.


OEBPS/cover.jpg
THE SHANTIVIRA BOOK 3







The StarFont font is created by BB eBooks Co., Ltd., a registered company in the Kingdom of Thailand. This font is intended to supplement glyphs in various eBooks. It is freeware and may be used either for commercial or personal use.

http://bbebooksthailand.com 


