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PROLOGUE
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The Origins

Mankind is a quarrelsome race of many faces and evolved forms. The first creatures emerged from soupy pools on Terra, untold millions of years ago.  Those creatures first evolved light sensitive places. They sought the light. 

They had a genetic imperative to seek the light. They reached land and eventually stood with appendages to reach and to grasp and to make things. These creatures became Man with eyes that looked to lights of the heavens with wonder. Then with a determination to reach them.

After millions of years Man reached the Stars.

Their Sun was Sol. Their Planet was Terra. Their moon was Luna. 
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TERRA VS. KRAEL

The Mankind of Terra travelled in mighty star ships between the galaxies and settled in many. Mankind eventually reached a race calling themselves the Krael.

The Krael were merciless. They plundered for the natural resources and proteins needed to sustain their home worlds. Their orbital strip mining left empty husks of mined planets. They feasted on the inhabitants of peaceful Terran colonies. All were left lifeless and littered across the night sky. 

Mankind raised epic inter-galactic fleets equipped with weapons of unimaginable reach and power. Nova-Class dreadnoughts deployed portable black holes. These vacuumed whole Krael planets into black holes and sucked their crushed and super-dense remains to wherever those things went.

Sub-Quantum level weapon clouds subtlety manipulated Krael planets into dissipation. But those tectonic breakup processes took time. There was only so much intelligence that could be packed into something the size of a grain of sand.

These battles were fought over vast time and vast distances. But Krael were wily foes, returning blow for blow. For nearly a million years or more. . .
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THE DEFEAT OF TERRA

Then the Krael landed their most grievous blow. In a sneak attack, the Krael sent a suicide fleet to attack Terra herself. 

Light years from Terra’s system, Mankind’s Home Fleet put up a heroic fight. Finally, the last Terran ship dropped off the Krael’s battle screens. The Krael punched through the fortified Asteroid Belt and continued to drive Sunward.

Getting closer, the last defenses of the Lunar Enclave was turned into a cloud of rubble. Cunningly focused and numerous sub-quantum, boson-level capsules were launched, not at Terra but at Sol. Terra’s very Star.

Sol was manipulated into blooming as a Yellow Dwarf. The innermost three planets, including Fair Terra and the rest of the Krael suicide fleet, perished in awesome flame.
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THE DIASPORA OF MAN

But thoughtful leaders of Mankind had secret plans of survival.  Their imperative was to save Terra’s history and knowledge, cunning devices, and genetic feedstocks. Large transports were built, camouflaged and some even shielded to resemble small moons.

As thousands of these massive ships launched from numerous Diaspora Departure Depots, the Krael struck. They followed the outbound ships. Many ships were lost. 

But many ships with precious colonies survived.
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FROM THE LOGS OF ARCHIMAGUS Kyrelos Terrakai Kyrelos, Planetary AI:


“After my first quickening at the Diaspora Departure Depot of Aldo IV, I rested but for how long I do not know. When reawakened I was aboard a moon-like colony ship (CS4792). It was only a small part of the Diaspora. Bee launched in a group of three colony ship for triple redundancy.”



“When awakened I performed an initial survey of 1,785,235,482 minimum essential check points, requiring 3.873 nanoseconds. From this and encrypted inter-ship reports, I concluded our three colony ships were under attack by the wily Krael!”



“My purpose was not the colony ship’s defense, but to implant the treasures of Fair Terra in a new home. We embarked with a million sleeping souls in stasis, seed stocks, animal ovum, terraforming, power generation and data webs, plus construction equipment and supplies. Enough for three surface colonies, plus my oversight infrastructure for this and a modest planetary defense. I could only offer prayers - whatever those were - for my charges.”



“When the battle concluded, the Prime Star Lord Kaidon Valtor died with his colony ship (CS4791) and the three colonies aboard. Their cremated remains and wreckage formed a cloud of debris that continued to our planet to streak the skies above our new star system.”  



“And so, every two years we gather to view the “Biennial Meteor Shower of the Star Lords” and honor their sacrifice. This included that of Brindlemark’s first Star Lord Edwin Noble and his immediate family who died in transit. We later learned that Lord Noble’s extended family also died in the Krael assault on Aldo IV, but after we departed.”



“I soon discovered grievous damage to myself and my colonies. The City of Calanthor, the planetary province of Lord Vaoric Wystan and planned for west of today’s Ravenhurst, was essentially destroyed. The Temple of Malakor was damaged but somewhat serviceable as an emergency rejuvenation site for survivors in stasis.”



“Failing systems created chaos, too. The emergency rejuvenation system in Malakor failed, killing 35,000 +/- colonists in stasis. Then, and imperfectly realizing it’s error, a subroutine kicked-in forcing a back-up recovery protocol. The dead colonists were rejuvenated into the pseudo-life called the Undead.”



“An emergency evacuation of my colony ship (CS4792) was ordered. The remaining and intact colony ship (CS4793) would be held in reserve orbit. All but its most essential systems shut down, pending evidence of viability of the planet, and to elude any Krael scouts.”

-  LOGID 4792-825473.69321.0068 - ARCHIMAGUS KYRELOS TERRAKAI KYRELOS
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BRINDLEMARK IS ESTABLISHED
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FINALLY, AND AFTER a trek of over 2,000 years, Colony Ships CS4792 and CS4793 arrived. They parked in a stable, synchronous orbit over a primary colony site, dubbed “Brindlemark”. Centuries of unloading and development commenced. 

Diaspora Directorate simulations confirmed that waking a million colonists all at once would only ensure all would eventually die. It had to be a carefully programmed process.

The first cohort landed, hardy bio-engineered Dwarfs. These headed instinctively for the “Mountain Of Mysteries” range, about 3 kilometers away and dug in. Their powered equipment, hand tools, and even the handles on their drop containers from CS4792, were scaled for the broad Dwarven hands and shorter fingers. 

Soon automated carts carrying the rock spoil from their nuclear tunnel carvers was piling up from numerous entry points. Crushers reduced it to useful gravel, then taken to the uninhabited townsite for grading their streets. All of that aside, the hardy Dwarf’s first priority was a subterranean tavern. They built it complete with vacuum stills, a container of ale precursors, water processing equipment and became a popular after-work recreation.

The second wave, a cohort of Elves, brought Terraforming equipment and a quaint forest-based culture. Undeterred by the flat sandy soil, and a ubiquitous, indigenous ground growth that overran everything seeking nutrients, they set up a sturdy and colorfully flowing tent city. They carefully staked out sizable plots and set the great Terraforming equipment to work.

These powerful machines drilled wells, treated the water, plowed, sterilized then amended the soils as Terran grasslands, establishing ground cover. They had studied weather patterns and set up sectors with rainforest biomes for the trees and forests they loved so well. They knew this would take generations. As with Elves everywhere, they were long-lived and bio-engineered for a placid, patient long-haul. They preferred to work alone, if unduly disturbed their bows came out.

The third cohort were Human civil engineers. With families waiting in orbit and morale visits with spouses pending, they plunged-in with focus and energy. On the menu was site clearing and preparation, including utilities, wells, water purification and distribution. Then sewage take-away with gray water for irrigation and black water for treatment, then reproduced fertilizers. 

There was a celebratory moment when a porta-pack nuke powered-up. Rudimentary street lights and the housing from emptied supply containers was lit.
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THE WORLD OF LYRA IS a long forgotten place of a long forgotten Empire. 

People there often wonder about their earliest times, the times before that, and even before Time Itself. 

The earliest Events became stories, stories became legends and legends evolved folklore that inflamed mysteries of the imagination. But many Truths and Knowledge was lost.

A Priest class evolved, clothing the mysteries of the past in intricate liturgies and by formulaic rituals. Rituals and words that soothed the masses, but shaped the destinies of the powerful for millennia.

After all, who is more powerful? The Lord or the ones who advise the Lord?

Others sought stories of powerful devices emanating subtle auras and forces that protected and directed even daily life. Long dormant and scattered, these artificial guardians of immense power awaited focused discipline and incantations of spoken codes to awaken.

A Magician class evolved. They became the very human nexus of these powerful forces. What little they learned to invoke.

And so, this is now the World and the Odyssey of Lyra. 

She reminds us that the greatest powers can grow from a tiny seed in the most unlikely place.
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