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      Lifting his duffle bag onto his shoulder, Carl Lingiari took a final look at his cabin before preparing to disembark the Galathea. He wasn’t usually so sentimental, but the prospecting mission he’d just finished had been eventful. Hostile aliens called Shadows had killed the ship’s officers and appeared as perfect copies of their victims, and Carl had fought alongside Harrington, the chief security officer, to save the ship. The menace of the Shadows had followed them to the colony planet, Dawn, which was supposed to have been free of the hostile aliens. It had turned out to be anything but.

      The original pilot of the Galathea had been among the fatal casualties of the alien attack. For Carl, this meant that he’d gained precious flight hours piloting a starship, though it was the worst way for the opportunity to occur. He intended to put the experience to good use. He would pay his folks at home in Australia a brief visit, then he would apply for a full pilot’s position and go touring the stars again.

      “You all right in there, mate?” He directed the question to his duffle bag. A pair of bright eyes peeked through the half-open zip.

      “Yeah, but get a move on,” Carl’s friend, Flux, replied. “It’s stuffy in here. And your socks smell. Have you washed them?” An alien resembling a cross between a sugar glider and a bat, Flux was hiding, ready for the disembarkation inspection. Pets were banned aboard ship—not that Flux considered himself a pet—and prospecting crews weren’t allowed to bring anything back that they hadn’t taken with them when they departed Earth territory, especially not any alien life forms.

      Strictly speaking, this meant Flux should have been safe from confiscation because Carl had smuggled him aboard when they’d set off, but the higher-ups in Deep Space Customs wouldn’t see it that way. Flux would have to hide, and Carl would employ a special signal an old girlfriend who worked in Customs had taught him. The signal would guarantee that his bag wouldn’t be inspected.

      His door chime sounded. Harrington was waiting outside, looking stormy.

      “What’s up?” asked Carl as he left his cabin and closed the door for the final time.

      “Haven’t you received Haggardy’s message yet?” Harrington replied. “Check your interface.”

      Carl unzipped his bag, lifted a disgruntled Flux off of his screen, and pulled it out. The alert light was flashing, indicating a message had arrived. Flux must have been sitting on the speaker when it beeped.

      Haggardy had taken over as the Galathea’s master when Akabe Loba had died, and had avoided as much responsibility as was possible in his new position. Carl wondered what the man had to say now that was suddenly so important.

      Harrington supplied the answer before he could even open the message.

      “He wants us to lie about what happened,” she said. “He’s sent us a ‛report’ to repeat to the investigators so he doesn’t get into trouble for not helping to save the officers from the Shadows. Kratting misborn. I’m damned well not lying for him.”

      “Crew to departure hatch,” came a voice over the comm system. “Prepare to disembark.”

      Carl and Harrington set off, joining the crowds of shipmates heading in the same direction.

      Carl wasn’t surprised that Haggardy wanted to cover up his role in the events of the last few weeks. If Polestar or the Global Government found out the extent of his inaction, he would be dismissed and his pension withdrawn at the very least. At worst, he could be charged with criminal negligence and involuntary manslaughter.

      “Does he really think he can brush everything under the carpet that easily?” Carl asked. “There’s gotta be security vids of it all, and he can’t expect the whole crew to lie for him.”

      “He doesn’t need everyone to lie. The rest of the crew don’t know what actually happened. All they saw was a bunch of officers fighting. They only had our word for it that the officers were alien imposters, and I’m sure some of them didn’t believe us.

      If we told the investigators Haggardy’s side of the story, they’d buy it, I think. But there’s no way in hell I’m lying for him.”

      “We don’t have to lie,” said Carl. He thumbed the interface screen. “If he’s telling us we have to stick to his report, we’ve got the evidence right here.” The screen brightened with the acting master’s message.

      “He isn’t that dumb, Lingiari.”

      Carl scanned the writing for a moment. “Yeah, I see what you mean.” Haggardy’s report on the incident on K. 67092d was addressed to Carl, Harrington, and Sayen Lee. Navigator Lee had been seriously injured when the Galathea had crash-landed. Carl had heard she was at that moment being transferred from the ship’s stasis room to the nearest genetic hospital, where doctors could assess the extent of her brain damage and grow her a clone if necessary.

      The subject line of the message simply read FYI. Only the people addressed in Haggardy’s message would understand its true meaning: that was the story, and they were expected to stick to it, or else...what?

      “You aren’t considering covering up for him, are you?” asked Harrington.

      “No, ’course not,” replied Carl, but he wondered what Haggardy would do when they didn’t. The man had decades of service under his belt, and he probably had stacks of influential friends.

      “Do you think they’re going to use the same tests for Shadows that they had on Dawn?” asked Harrington. “Krat, I hope not. I mean, they say the testing’s foolproof, and that a Shadow must have got onto Dawn another way, but I don’t see how they can be so sure. I’d swear we brought one with us.”

      “What I don’t get is, if they could test us here on Earth, why did they send us all the way to Dawn?” Carl said. “Unless the problem’s bigger than we thought and they can’t process everyone who arrives here? Anyway, we’ll have to go along with it. They seem to think they know what they’re doing, and it’s out of our hands now. The only alternatives are to refuse us permission to disembark or to go right ahead and destroy the ship. That’d reduce the risk all right.”

      “Urgh, don’t say that,” said Harrington.

      “Anyway, let’s collect Makey on our way out. We can show him where to go and vouch for him while he claims refugee status.”

      “Good idea,” Harrington replied.

      “By the way, what’s happening with the Paths?”

      “They’ve been transferred to a quarantine ship. None of the xenobiologists seem to have heard of them. It’ll be a while before they’re cleared to go planetside. And Karrev and the others were taken down by police transport this morning. They’ve all been charged with mutiny.”

      When they reached Makey’s cabin, they found the Dawn native cleaning the shower room, which was already spotless.

      “Hey, mate, you don’t need to do that,” said Carl. “They’re gonna go through this ship and sterilize it top to bottom once everyone’s off. Come on, we’ve got to disembark. We’ve got heaps of testing to get through once we’re planetside.”

      The skinny young man straightened up and put down a face cloth he’d been using to wipe the surfaces. “If you’re sure. I don’t want to seem ungrateful for the cabin and free passage to Earth.”

      “No one thinks you’re ungrateful for the chance to come with us,” said Harrington. “I just wish Haggardy had agreed to bring some of Dawn’s inhabitants.”

      “Me too,” said Makey. “I’ll get my stuff.”

      As the kid quickly packed his bag, Carl wondered what he would think of Earth. It was very different from the poor farming community he’d left behind. The kid would see luxuries and lifestyles that he’d probably never dreamed of, and a big gap between those who could and couldn’t afford them.

      The three joined the stragglers leaving the ship to board the shuttle that would take them to a spaceport in London, UK. From there, they could catch shuttles that would take them to the other side of the planet within a few hours, or airplanes that would get them to their destination much slower, but much cheaper.

      At the departure hatch, a ginger-haired woman—the engineer-in-training MacAdam—was waiting for them. She was smiling like all her birthdays had come at once.

      “You haven’t disembarked yet?” asked Harrington.

      “No, not yet,” MacAdam replied. “I wanted to take this last chance to thank you. I might not see you again once we all go our separate ways.”

      “How come? You hanging up your wrench?” Carl asked. Prospecting crews often encountered old shipmates in the course of their work.

      “I might be.” The engineer grinned. “I sent a request to visit my kids, and I just heard that I’ve got an appointment. If I manage to stay clean for another six months, they said I stand a good chance of getting them back.”

      “Great news,” said Carl. He had a feeling that Harrington’s mail to the relevant authorities about MacAdam turning over a new leaf might have had something to do with the favorable response to her request.

      “Yeah, great news,” Harrington said, followed by, “Krat.”

      Haggardy was striding toward them. They’d nearly made it onto the shuttle without meeting the brown-noser.

      “Lingiari, Harrington, just the people I wanted to see. MacAdam, and...” The acting master’s eyebrows rose. “I remember you,” he spluttered as he recognized Makey. “I gave instructions that you were not to board the ship.”

      “Not a lot you can do about it now, is there?” said Carl. “Makey, wait for us when you’re through the testing. We’ll point you to the refugee office.”

      As the kid went away, Haggardy followed him with his gaze, then turned his narrowed eyes to Carl and Harrington. MacAdam made herself scarce, mouthing ‛goodbye’.

      Haggardy said, “I gave explicit instructions—”

      “What’s done is done,” said Harrington. “The kid’s here now, and he can claim refugee status. It’s going to be a long afternoon, so we’ll be on our way.”

      “No you don’t,” Haggardy said. “Until you leave the ship, you two are still under my command, and I order you to remain. I have something to tell you.”

      Folding his arms over his chest, Carl waited with the grim-faced Harrington.

      After checking that the rest of the crew were out of hearing range, Haggardy said, “I sent you both a report detailing what happened when we first encountered the Shadows. You are to memorize and repeat the facts as I stated them. There is to be no mention of your versions of the events, no interpretations, twisting, or embellishments of the truth as I have laid it out. Is that clear?”

      “No way, Haggardy,” Harrington said through her teeth. “No way am I lying for you. Forget it.”

      “Yeah,” said Carl, “that’s not happening, mate. You didn’t do your job. That’s the truth, and that’s what I’m telling anyone who asks. Let’s go,” he added to Harrington.

      The two walked away, and Haggardy shouted after them, “If you know what’s good for you, you’ll tell my truth. Or I’ll make things very difficult for you. Very difficult indeed.”

      As they went through the exit hatch and boarded the shuttle, Carl wondered what Haggardy meant.
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      By the time Carl had passed through the Shadow testing and then Customs, it was late evening. He stepped out of the spaceport and into the heat, humidity, noise, and bright lights of London. Flux had long ago fallen asleep in his bag. When Carl checked on him, the animal’s closed eyes and half-open mouth with its double row of needle-sharp teeth showed through the transparent wings he’d wrapped over his face.

      Carl yawned. He had an appointment the next day with Polestar’s investigators. He needed to find somewhere to stay the night.

      Even at that hour, the multi-lane road that skirted the spaceport was busy with traffic, both at street level and just above as cars passed slower-moving vehicles by flying briefly over them. Carl wondered how long it would be before constant hover-driving was legal, and the traffic would split into road- and just-above-road level, and after that, maybe a third level? He didn’t spend enough time on Earth to bother with buying a hovercar of his own, and driving had become all computer-automated, which took the fun out of it. He would have liked to drive/fly, dodging up and down and around the other cars.

      He felt a tug on his sleeve. A dero had appeared beside him, unnoticed while Carl was watching the traffic. The man was barefoot, and from his overgrown toenails to his matted hair, he was grimy. A nauseating smell infiltrated Carl’s nostrils.

      “Just off a prospector, ain’t ya?” the dero said. “You must be rolling in creds. I used to work the prospectors, too, till I caught thermatic plague. They cured me, but I’ll never work again. Not like you. You look like a healthy bloke. Got years in you. Spare us some cred, eh?” The man was cradling a reader. The machine was old and cracked, but the display still glowed.

      Carl didn’t believe the man’s story. No one survived thermatic plague. The dero probably lived from one run to the next. Carl didn’t like the idea of supplying the man’s habit, but for some, that was as much as their lives would ever hold.

      “All right, give it to me,” he said, taking the ancient reader from the man. He pressed the credchip embedded in his wrist to the scanner before typing in a nominal amount. When it registered the deduction from his account, he returned the reader.

      The dero squinted at the display. “That’s all you’re giving me?” he said.

      “Hey, if you don’t want it...” Carl held out his hand to take the reader back, but the man clutched it to his chest and shuffled off without looking back.

      “Thanks,” Carl called out after him. He was beginning to remember why he spent so much of his time in deep space. The realization arrived quicker each time he touched down.

      He yawned again. He needed to find a bed before he fell asleep on his feet. After checking on Flux a second time, he zipped up his bag and headed toward the autocab station. He wished he had someone to carry him around in a bag while he slept.

      At the station, no autocabs were available and, according to the screen, none were due to return for another half an hour. Krat. He sat on the bench and pulled out his personal interface. He’d handed over his ship’s one to the investigators of the incidents on K. 67092d. He hoped they would let him leave in enough time to catch the shuttle to Sydney the next day. He didn’t want to wake his folks up with his surprise arrival in the early hours of the morning.

      He tried to contact another autocab service, but they were all busy. He would just have to wait for a spaceport autocab to return. He started to look up local hotels on his interface to book a room. He found a place that didn’t look like too much of dive but wasn’t too pricey either. He was about to pay for it when the bright lights of an autocab caught his attention. One had returned earlier than the system had predicted. It drew up in front of him.

      As he got up, the door opened. Harrington was inside. She leaned over the seat and smiled at him.

      “Can I give you a lift?”

      Carl laughed, put his bag on the back seat carefully to avoid disturbing Flux, and got in.

      “I thought I’d return your favor,” Harrington said as the door closed and the vehicle moved away. “Though I’m not exactly saving your life.”

      She’d been referring to the time he’d picked her up in a shuttle when she was under attack on Dawn. He said, “Thanks, but you would’ve got yourself out of that scrape if I hadn’t happened along.”

      “I don’t think so.”

      “I appreciate it anyway. How’d you know I was waiting?”

      “I was hanging about, just in case. I saw all the autocabs got taken fast. Thought you might need a ride.”

      “Thanks a lot. I’m going here.” He showed her the hotel he’d picked.

      “Hmmm...well...” Harrington gave him a sidelong look. “My place isn’t far. How about you save some creds and stay with me tonight?”

      “That’d be great.” The evening was getting better and better.

      After Carl’s agreement, a slight awkwardness invaded the atmosphere in the autocab. He wasn’t sure what Harrington’s intentions were. Maybe she was only offering him a place to sleep, or maybe she had more in mind. He was confused about how she felt toward him, and his feelings about her weren’t yet clear to him.

      When he’d first known her, she’d been a crush of his, but the woman had been so wrapped up in doing her job, she’d barely seemed to register that he existed. Dealing with the Shadow officers aboard the Galathea had brought them closer together, and he’d felt like he was getting to know the inner Harrington a bit better.

      But then she’d grown close to a lieutenant stationed on Dawn. He’d backed off, assuming that he’d imagined her increasing feelings toward him. After she’d killed the Shadow of the lieutenant, however, it had been him she’d turned to in her confusion and grief.

      The truth was, he had no idea where he stood with her.

      The autocab was turning off the street, and a wide garage door lifted up, revealing the entrance to an underground carpark. Carl leaned back as the vehicle’s nose dipped and it went down into the dark space. The cab halted abruptly next to an elevator and the doors popped open.

      “This is it,” Harrington said. “Don’t forget your stuff.”

      “You do live close to the spaceport.”

      The woman shrugged as they went into the elevator. “It’s convenient. I usually signup again pretty quick after finishing a mission.”

      The conversation lapsed and the awkwardness continued as they went up thirty floors.

      After getting off the elevator, Harrington pressed her wrist to the door scanner, and the door opened. “It’s small, but I don’t need much,” she said as they went in.

      She wasn’t joking that it was small, Carl thought. He put down his bag. He’d heard that space was at a premium in London, but Harrington’s apartment was so small it would have fitted into his parents’ living room. The place reminded him of a starship cabin. The bed, kitchen, and living area were combined, and a single door led to the shower room. The place was clean and tidy, and it didn’t look poor, but it had an institutional feel to it. Someone had told him once that Harrington had grown up in a government orphanage, and the gossip rang true now that he saw how she lived.

      “Are you hungry?” asked Harrington. “We can order something.”

      “No, I’m not. How about you?”

      “No.” She sat on the bed.

      “So...I’m pretty bushed,” Carl said. “I’ll take the couch.”

      “Oh, okay.”

      Did she sound disappointed?

      “I’m going to freshen up,” Harrington said. She went into the shower room.

      Carl got Flux out of his bag. The creature remained sound asleep. He put him on the end of the couch and covered him with a throw. While waiting for Harrington to finish, he looked out of her window and across the cityscape. Rivers of light marked the roads and freeways. No stars were visible due to their glow.

      At the nearby spaceport, a shuttle was arriving from a starship, and Carl squinted in its glare as it landed. When the engines had been shut off, he recognized it was the latest model. He’d never flown one, but that no longer mattered. His eyes were on higher stakes. He was looking forward to his first starship commission.

      Behind him, the door to the shower room opened, and Harrington appeared. She’d changed into loose pajamas and her hair was damp and messy from towel drying. Her sleepwear was typical Harrington—more functional than feminine—yet his long-time attraction to her remained the same.

      “Your turn,” she said.

      He went into the shower room and mulled over what he should do as he got ready for bed. He was confused. Should he make a move? Was that why she’d brought him home? Or was she only doing a shipmate a favor? Harrington wasn’t the flirtatious type. He found her hard to read.

      If he tried something and the timing wasn’t right, he might kill any chance he had of getting closer to her. He recalled again how shaken up she’d been by killing the Shadow of the soldier she’d got close to on Dawn. That decided it. He would wait for a crystal-clear signal before he would try to take things any further. She had to still be pretty upset by that incident.

      Carl returned to the living room. Harrington was already in bed. They said goodnight, and after she’d turned out the light and dimmed the window to near darkness, he lay awake for a while, watching the faint trails of light from incoming and outgoing space shuttles shining through the glass. Memories of their encounters with Shadows played in his mind, as well as thoughts about the possible repercussions of the upcoming investigation. Concerns about Haggardy’s possible methods for getting revenge also nagged at him.

      From the sound of her breathing, he could tell Harrington was still awake.

      “Have you thought about what you’re going to tell them at the investigation tomorrow?” he asked.

      “No. What’s to think about? I’ll tell them what happened of course.”

      “Yeah, but...I’ve been thinking about what Haggardy said. Do you think he can really do something serious if we don’t go along with his story?”

      “I don’t know. Does it matter?” Harrington asked.

      “It matters to me. Flying’s my life. I dunno what I’d do if he got my license revoked.”

      Harrington’s soft sigh breathed out into the night. “We don’t have a choice. We have to tell the truth, no matter what. Haggardy’s a real misborn. We can’t let him get away with it. It wouldn’t be right. If he’d done something when I warned him about Loba, maybe none of those officers would have died.”

      “I’m not disagreeing, but what’s done’s done. And that was his last mission. He’s retiring now. He’s not a danger to anyone anymore.”

      “Krat, Lingiari,” Harrington replied, her voice rising, “I can’t believe you’re even saying that. You were with me there on the Galathea, right? You did know all those officers too?”

      “All right, calm down. I was just thinking out loud. Geez.”

      Harrington mumbled something inaudible, and her sheets rustled. She didn’t speak again. After a while, her breathing became deep and regular as she fell asleep.
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      “Thank you for your time, Pilot Lingiari,” said the chief investigator, extending his hand.

      Carl sat up from his slouched position and reached to take the man’s hand. He was in front of a team of five investigators, and he’d been there so long he’d lost track of time. “That’s it? I can go?” His throat ached from answering the men and women’s questions, and his head buzzed from going over the events on K. 67092d again and again.

      The questioning had felt more like an interrogation than an investigation. He was glad he’d told them nothing but the truth according to his memory of the events. He would never have been able to keep track of Haggardy’s lies if he’d decided to go along with the man’s story.

      “Yes, we have no more questions for you at the moment,” said the investigator. He glanced at his colleagues on his right and left as he spoke. All of them shook their heads.

      “Great.” Carl stood and stretched.

      “But, until the investigation is concluded, you are not to leave Earth,” added the man.

      “What?” Carl stopped mid-stretch and deflated a little. “How long’s it gonna take? I mean, I’m a deep space pilot. I’ve gotta leave Earth to work.”

      “We understand. The investigation shouldn’t take too long. I’m afraid I can’t promise you anything more than that, however. We’ll notify you when we reach our final conclusions.”

      “Great,” Carl repeated with less enthusiasm. He took his jacket from the back of his chair and made his way out of the Global Security Headquarters. It was nighttime. He’d been answering questions the whole day. He checked the time and realized that he might make the last shuttle to Sydney if he hurried.

      He requested an autocab on his interface and waited for it to arrive. It would be a close thing to make the shuttle flight, but after a day of talking about Shadows, fighting, and death, he had a strong urge to set eyes on his aging parents and his childhood home again.

      The shuttle would be worth the extra expense to feel the hot Australian sun on his back again the next day. Outback New South Wales was worlds better than muggy, humid, polluted London.

      He opened his bag. “We’re going home, mate,” he said to Flux, who was inside, eating a cracker.

      “About bloody time,” replied the creature. “I’ve been in this kratting bag nearly two days. I need to stretch my wings.”

      Flux wasn’t the friendliest of aliens at the best of times, but he’d only had an hour or so of flying outside Harrington’s window that morning, and the creature’s grumpiness was only to be expected.

      Carl jumped into the autocab that arrived, and he jumped out of it again at the spaceport. He ran through the terminal to make the shuttle, and soon he was strapped in and waiting to take off.

      Night changed to dawn as he flew to Australia. The sun was coming up over Bondi when the shuttle touched down. Carl had managed a short nap on the flight, but his eyes were heavy and gritty by the time he hired a car at Sydney spaceport. He told the car the address of his parents’ farm beyond the Blue Mountains and settled down to catch up on his sleep while it took him there.

      As his eyes closed, he imagined his parents’ surprise when he turned up months earlier than expected. His mum wouldn’t have cooked his favorite meal, as had become a homecoming tradition since he’d first left home to go to flight school, but it didn’t matter. He was smiling as he fell asleep imagining the happiness on his mum’s face when she set eyes on him.

      The pinging of the rental car door opening awakened him. On the adjoining seat, Flux had unzipped Carl’s bag from the inside. His brown button nose poked out first, followed by black, beady eyes and large, tufted ears.

      “Wake up, idiot, we’re home,” he said as he climbed out of the bag and spread his wings. “Ah, that’s better,” he said before jumping over Carl and through the open door. “I’m off to catch some breakfast. Say hi to your folks. I’ll see you guys later.” The alien flew off, gaining height to fly over the eucalypts that edged Carl’s parents’ farm.

      Carl grabbed his bag and closed the car door. He would leave it in the road. The farm was in an area that saw little more than local traffic. He went toward the farmhouse, which stood at the end of a driveway. Though it was still early morning, he was a little surprised his folks hadn’t come out to greet him. His mum and dad were usually up with the sun. Maybe they were already out in the yard or working in the fields.

      He went up the driveway and around the back of the house. Only delivery drones used the front door. No one was in the yard. He tried the back door, but it was locked. Carl’s hand dropped in surprise. The back door was never locked. He stepped backward and peered at the upper floors of the house. His parents’ bedroom window glass was clear, which meant they were up.

      Returning to the house, he looked in the downstairs windows, cupping his hands around his eyes. All the downstairs rooms at the back were empty, and in the kitchen there were no signs that breakfast had taken place. He knocked on the back door. No one answered. After three or four more tries, he went out into the yard again and shouted up, “Mum, Dad.”

      He ran around the house to the front, but that door was locked too.

      Carl decided to investigate the barn. If his parents were out working in the fields, equipment would be missing. But when he checked, everything seemed to be in its place. He wondered if they could have gone for a walk around the farm. It was possible, but why would they lock the door?

      A terrible fear rose in Carl. He tried to quell it with reasoning. He tried to tell himself that his parents might have gone away to visit a relative, or they might have had another reason for leaving their cherished farm, but he couldn’t convince himself that something wasn’t very wrong.

      He needed some help. Carl tilted back his head, put his hands to his mouth and shouted, “Cooee.” The sound echoed back from the farmhouse and surrounding trees. A few minutes later, Flux appeared over a wattle tree and glided down to land on Carl’s head before hopping onto his shoulder.

      “Something’s up, right?” Flux asked.

      “You noticed?” said Carl. “I was gonna ask if you’d seen Mum or Dad about the place.”

      “Nope. Haven’t seen them anywhere, and what’s more, look around you, mate.”

      Carl went up a low rise, and gazed at the fields, the yard, and the house. His alien friend was right. The farm looked as though no one had been there in weeks. In his concern over his missing parents, he hadn’t noticed that the house windows were grimy with red dust—something his dad would never have tolerated—and that the yard was thick with dead leaves and other plant debris that had blown in from the fields.

      And the fields themselves—where was that year’s crop? The ground should have been filled with green shoots at that time of year, but it looked as though it hadn’t even been sown. A hard crust covered the land. The soil hadn’t been tilled since the previous season’s harvest. How long had his parents been away?

      Carl’s legs felt weak. He sat down right there in the cobbled yard, fear gripping him. He took his interface from his bag, and with trembling fingers he called the nearest neighbor. Mrs. Jesson had been friends with his parents all his life. If anyone would know where they were it would be her.

      The neighbor answered, and her voice became full of sorrow and concern the second she recognized Carl’s voice.

      “Oh, love, I’m sorry. I thought you might know where they are.”

      “What? Have they gone missing? How long has it been?”

      “Come over, Carl, and I’ll tell you everything I know. It isn’t right to talk about it over the phone.”

      “All right. I’ll be there in a minute.”

      Carl jogged the kilometer over the fields to the neighbor’s house, dreading to hear what she had to say. She was standing at her open door, waiting for him.

      “What’s going on, Mrs. Jesson?” asked Carl as he wiped his feet on her doormat. Flux was perched on his shoulder. As Carl went inside, the creature took off and circled the room twice before settling on the top of a display cabinet holding the woman’s prized blue heeler ornaments collection. Flux was never normally allowed inside Mrs. Jesson’s home as he’d never quite embraced house training, but she must have felt the occasion warranted an exception.

      “Carl, dear, please sit down. You really don’t have any idea where Bernard and Joyce have gone? We searched high and low for them. We told the police, and we locked the place up so nothing got stolen. It was lucky they gave up raising horses. It looked like they’d been gone two or three days before anyone realized.” Reading Carl’s expression, the older woman began to weep. “I’m so sorry. You were our last hope.”

      “Mrs. Jesson, what’s happened to my parents?”

      “Dearie, I don’t know how to tell you this. Your mum and dad have been missing for three months. The police sent a message to your company to pass on. Didn’t it get through?”
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      When Sayen Lee woke up, she knew something was wrong. She tried to make sense of the feeling. Then, as always, the realization hit as her memory returned. She’d been injured in the crash-landing on K. 67092d, and now all that remained of her mind was trapped within a brain that no longer controlled her body. Machines were keeping her heart beating and her lungs breathing. She was in stasis, and though she could think, hear, and speak, she was otherwise entirely cut off from the world.

      Except...except...Sayen could feel. She was lying on sheets, and air moved gently on her skin. Her heart began to race. A beeping sounded.

      “She’s coming around,” said an unfamiliar voice.

      “Sayen, oh, Sayen,” said another voice. Her mama. It was her mother speaking. The events of the last few days came flooding back to her. Could she...move? Was it possible...? Sayen had grown so used to not being able to open her eyes that she had to make a conscious effort to do it. She willed her eyelids to lift. A blur of indistinguishable shapes and light came into her view.

      Footsteps sounded beside her, moving away. A door opened. “Craven,” her mother called. “Get in here. She’s woken up. Our baby’s awake.”

      The footsteps returned.

      Sayen forced her lips and voice box to work. “M...mama?” Her voice was no more than a whisper.

      “Oh, sweetheart.” Her mother’s voice broke. The door opened again. More footsteps sounded, heavier and firmer than her mother’s.

      “Sayen, darlin’,” said her father, “now don’t you try to move or say a thing. The nurse has called the doctor, and she’ll be here any minute. It’s a miracle, Carleen, a miracle.”

      The shapes Sayen saw were becoming more defined by the second. They were multi-colored tiles, lined with thin light strips. But the lights weren’t on. Her vision was filled with sunlight. The sound of her mother’s sniffles was coming from her right-hand side, and the window was to her left.

      Sayen felt like crying herself. The operation had been a success. The genetics team had grown her a new body, and they’d taken all the knowledge, memories, and personality contained in her old brain and transferred it to the new one. She’d survived. She would move, eat, speak, live again.

      After Dr. Sparks had told her about her accident, and that it would be a long time before the Galathea could return to Earth, if ever, she’d thought she was living a kind of half-death, and that her real demise was only delayed a little. It had been good, of course, to talk to Carl and Jas and others aboard the ship, and to help out with their problems, but she’d given up on any chance that she might be saved.

      Yet here she was, in a brand new body. And not only was it brand new, but it was also enhanced. She’d been fitted with the latest in organic-synthetic technology. She didn’t only have a new body, she had a better one.

      The door opened again. “Hi, Sayen. I’m Doctor Evans, and I’m in charge of your treatment. Do you remember me? We had a long talk before we attempted the transfer. Now, I don’t want you to say a thing. Just close your eyes once for yes, twice for no, okay?

      “So, how’re you feeling, sugar? You feeling okay?”

      Sayen closed her eyes once.

      “Great. Do you have any pain anywhere?”

      Sayen blinked twice.

      “Even better. Well...” A shadow crossed Sayen’s vision as the doctor moved past, blocking the sunlight. “All your vitals are looking great, honey. I don’t like to be too optimistic—there’s plenty that could go wrong even at this stage—but I think you’re gonna be fine. Mr. and Mrs. Lee, could you join me outside, please?”

      Her parents and the doctor left the room, but Sayen remembered one of her new enhancements. She strained her hearing hard, and through the closed door, she could clearly make out the conversation the doctor was having with her parents. Had the doctor under-estimated the quality of the hearing the cloning service had supplied, or did she intend for Sayen to hear what she said?

      “Mr. and Mrs. Lee, I know I already told you this, but I wanted to emphasize that it’s very, very early days with Sayen. She’s got her new body, but you have to remember that she’s spent quite a while trapped in her mind. It’ll take her some time to get used to controlling her movements. She’ll be like a little baby learning to walk. She’ll learn faster than a child because she’s done it before, but she will have to learn.”

      “I understand, Doctor,” said her mother. “We’re prepared to pay for the very best in therapy to get her back to normal.”

      “Yup,” added her father. “Whatever it takes.”

      “I know you are. You’ve both been very generous, and we all appreciate your kind donation to the hospital. But the real reason I wanted to speak to you was so I can be totally sure you understand she might not have all the mental capabilities she once had. Even without the death of brain tissue, there’s no guarantee we can recover everything from the old mind, and after Sayen’s accident...”

      “We do understand,” came her father’s deep voice.

      “We know, Doctor, we know. But it doesn’t matter. You brought our baby girl back, and we can never thank you enough...” Her mother began to weep again.

      “Just doing our jobs, Mr. and Mrs. Lee,” said the doctor, “but it’s a pleasure. A real pleasure. Now, why don’t you go spend some time with your daughter? Just an hour or so. Please continue to resist the urge to hold or touch her, however tempting I know that must be. Her body is very, very fresh. We were forced to push the envelope on getting her transferred into it, in consideration of the conditions she’d been stored in. If we’d waited any longer, well, let’s just say it might have been a very different Sayen you would be taking home.”

      “We’ll be careful,” said her mother. “Don’t you worry.” She blew her nose. “We won’t let anything bad happen to her ever again.”
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      Three days later, Sayen could sit up, and she was eating, drinking, and speaking normally. She was still experiencing the sheer joy of being alive. She would spend hours looking out the window, studying every feature of the hospital’s lavish garden. Each flower, plant, insect, and bird delighted her. She felt like she’d never truly appreciated how beautiful the world was until she’d been nearly taken from it.

      The hospital was wonderful too. Everything was so clean. She couldn’t have wished for a neater or more dirt- and germ-free room.

      Her doctor had told her that the next day she could begin learning to walk, and that to pass the time, she was allowed to start having one or two visitors. She’d known exactly who she’d wanted to see and she’d made a couple of calls before pleading with her parents to take a break and have some time to themselves when her visitors arrived. Her real reason for asking them to leave her alone was so that they wouldn’t overhear upsetting details about what had happened aboard the Galathea.

      The next day, a face appeared at the small window in her door. Sayen grinned and waved Harrington into the room.

      “You get sick in style,” were the security officer’s first words as she came in.

      “Thanks for coming. I’m not sick. I’m here to get better.”

      Harrington perched on the edge of her bed, squashing the mattress.

      “Is Lingiari coming too?” she asked Sayen.

      “No, I can’t contact him.”

      “Must be busy with his parents.” The woman studied her. “You look...totally the same.”

      Sayen laughed. “What were you expecting?”

      “I don’t know. I thought you could choose what you wanted for your new body? Like, height, size, shape, hair, eye, and skin color. Everything.”

      “I suppose I could have, but I didn’t want to. I just asked for a clone. Are you saying there’s something wrong with how I look?” She laughed again. “Seriously, why change anything? I like the way I am. And so do my parents. They’ve gotten used to the old Sayen. If I looked any different, it would be weird.”

      “I guess so,” said Harrington. “But...are you sure you wouldn’t rather be a little taller?”

      The security officer maintained a deadpan expression long enough for Sayen to begin to look outraged, then both women burst into giggles.

      As their laughter subsided, Sayen said, “I’m not totally the same, you know.”

      “Really? What’s different?”

      “Well, for one thing...I, er...I know, I’ll show you. Let’s arm wrestle.”

      “Sure,” said Harrington, her eyebrows rising. She pushed her sleeve up to her elbow and rested it on the bed tray. Sayen did the same and grabbed the woman’s hand. In a matter of moments, Harrington’s forearm was flat against the tray.

      “Woah,” she said. “Let’s try again. Maybe you caught me by surprise.”

      Harrington lasted a few moments longer the second time, but the victory was just as decisive.

      “That’s amazing. Is it just your arms that are stronger, or are you like that all over?”

      “My muscles are enhanced with synthetic fibers,” Sayen said. “And that’s not all.” She paused dramatically.

      “Go on, tell me what else you’ve had done.”

      “Enhanced hearing and sight. And my skin can withstand freezing and boiling temperatures.”

      “Wow, that’s impressive. It sounds like you didn’t come too badly out of nearly dying.”

      “Huh, yeah, well, I’d rather that hadn’t happened, but I’m not complaining about the end result. Though I think my parents’ accountant might be. You know, Jas, I used to be so afraid of everything. I wouldn’t even set foot on an alien planet.”

      “I remember.”

      “Something’s changed in me. When I came so close to dying, I realized I’d never really lived. Do you know what I mean?”

      “I guess so.”

      “After I get my strength back, I’m not going to hide away anymore. I’m going to take risks. I’m going to live my life to the full, even if it means a little danger now and then.”

      “That’s great. I’m happy for you. Just...take things easy at first, okay?”

      “Of course I will. But what’s been happening? What are the results of the investigation? Have they arrested Haggardy yet?”

      “No, not yet. I told them everything that happened, and they said they’d let me know the verdict, but I haven’t heard anything so far, and there’s been nothing on the news. I wish they’d hurry up. I just want to move on, you know? It’s been longer than a week. I’m ready to sign up for another mission.”
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      Jas couldn’t believe it. She was at home in her apartment, and she’d been standing when the message appeared on her interface, but her knees buckled and she sat on her bed as she read it.

      All individuals involved in the attempted capture by unknown aliens of the prospecting starship Galathea while it was in orbit around K. 67092d are found to be innocent of any dereliction of duty or other criminal or civil culpability in the resultant loss of life. No legal wrongdoing on behalf of any Polestar employees involved, living or dead, has been found.

      How could it be true? She’d told them all of it, beginning to end, and her story would have been totally different from Haggardy’s. The investigation committee must have known one of them had to be lying. How could they have found no one guilty? Didn’t they even suspect that something wasn’t right? People had died. Margret Statton and nineteen officers had lost their lives. Even Loba deserved some kind of justice for his death. Haggardy shouldn’t be able to get away with his cowardly and negligent behavior.

      After staring at the screen for several more moments, and resisting the urge to throw the interface across the room, Jas released a groan of frustration. She would never, never understand the workings of governments, or human beings in general.

      She got up and went to her window. Looking out across the spaceport, she went over the events of the last few days. It looked like the investigation into the events with the Shadows was over, and despite what she’d thought was a growing closeness with Lingiari after what had happened with the Shadows on Dawn, he didn’t seem that interested in her.

      She’d messaged him once or twice, but she hadn’t received a reply. She suspected that now that Sayen was better, the two of them would get together. The pilot had spent a lot of time with her while she was in stasis. She wished the couple well, but she couldn’t help but feel a little sad. The more she’d gotten to know the pilot, the more she’d liked him, even though he’d wavered over telling the truth about Haggardy. She understood how important his job was to him. Her career was important to her too.

      A shuttle was taking off. Her gaze followed its glowing path into the hazy blue sky. Somewhere up there, out of sight, a space vessel awaited its passengers. Maybe it was a prospector like the Galathea, or a transport to Mars, Europa, Titan, Callisto, or Ganymede, or maybe it was an alien vessel belonging to one of the Transgalactic Council allies.

      Jas’s heart yearned for the simplicity of space, far from the complex and bewildering machinations of humankind. It was time for her to return to the stars and her job working with the predictable, comprehensible defense units. She knew it was crazy, but she liked the fighting androids better than some people she knew. She’d even said goodbye to them before disembarking the Galathea. They hadn’t replied, but she’d felt like they were a little bit sorry to be parted from her too. It had probably been her imagination.

      Scouting for danger, protecting, and defending—these were concepts she could wrap her head around, even though they weren’t easy in practice. Still, she could understand them. Yes, it was time to get back to work.

      She reached for her interface and searched for current deep space security job openings, filtering the results for prospecting ships leaving within the next week. She didn’t anticipate too many problems finding another berth. Her qualifications and experience counted heavily in her favor. Most people in her line of work switched to another profession within their first few years, assuming they survived. And she wasn’t fussy about pay. Her bank account was already stacked with more creds than she would ever spend. A life in government institutions had left her uncomfortable with frivolity and luxury.

      Five positions popped up on the screen. One was a two-year mission to a far-distant, little-explored section of the galaxy. It was another Polestar job. They weren’t the best employers, but they weren’t the worst either. Jas applied. With luck, she would be off the planet the day after tomorrow.

      She composed a final mail to Lingiari, telling him she’d enjoyed working with him and wishing him well. Next, she wrote to Sayen and told her she hoped her recovery was going well, and that maybe they might meet on a starship somewhere if the navigator decided to return to work. From what she’d understood as the cost of Lee’s treatment, it looked like she didn’t have to worry about never working again.

      Getting up, Jas went to put on a light jacket. She wanted to head out for a final meal at a local noodle shop before she embarked on another mission. Her favorite restaurants were about the only thing she missed of Earth.

      Her interface pinged. Had Lingiari finally replied? She checked the screen. No. It was a mail from Polestar. Thinking the reply was suspiciously quick, she opened it. The position had been filled. Krat. She would have to apply for the shorter missions. They were all pretty much the same—one-year trips to planets that had been passed over in the first prospecting rush. Usually, this was because they were too high or low gravity, or had some other feature that made the potential profits from resource extraction marginal.

      Whatever. A longer assignment would have been better, but Jas didn’t really mind what kind of planets she worked on. She applied to all four positions, put on her jacket and went out.

      In the basement of a department store, she went to one of the many small restaurants that lined the walls. She took a seat and spoke her request into the ordering mic. As always, her height and coloring made her stand out. The rest of the patrons in the basic restaurant watched her for a few moments before returning to their meals. She didn’t have to wait long before a bowl of noodles appeared on a serving cart and trundled over to her.

      She’d barely begun eating before her interface pinged again, twice, in her pocket. She took it out and propped it up against the condiment containers on the table. She’d received two mails replying to her job applications. That was fast. She opened the messages and read that both positions were no longer open. Her stomach began to sink. Three jobs filled as soon as she applied for them? It was too much of a coincidence.

      With a sense of foreboding, she continued to eat. Sure enough, a few minutes later, a third mail arrived. The company was very sorry, but her application had been unsuccessful. Krat. Krat. Krat. She’d finished her meal, paid, and was leaving the restaurant when the fourth mail arrived. She almost didn’t bother opening it. The security officer position had been posted in error, the message said, and the company was not accepting applications.

      It had to be Haggardy’s doing. He hadn’t only got off scot-free, he’d called on all the contacts he’d built up over his long career and managed to get her blacklisted. Damn the misborn. He’d followed through on his threat to her and Lingiari. She stopped in her tracks. Lingiari. If Haggardy had punished her for refusing to cover up for him, had he punished the pilot too?

      Did Lingiari already know he’d been blacklisted, and did he blame her for pushing him to tell the truth? Was that why he hadn’t been answering her mails?

      Jas continued on her way back to her apartment. When she arrived, she threw herself on her bed. Her plans to get away from Earth were falling through, and it looked like a good friend now hated her. Could the day get any worse?

      As she lay thinking about what other spacework she could apply for and wondering how far Haggardy’s reach stretched, her interface pinged again. Lifting her arm from across her eyes, she peered at the screen. She blinked away the blurriness of her vision. Someone was calling her on a live vidmail.

      She sat up and squinted at the name. When she recognized it, she smiled. Finally, she had something to be happy about. She thumbed the icon to open the vid.

      “Jas,” exclaimed Makey as soon as he saw her.

      “Hi, what’s up, kid? How are you doing?”

      The young man looked much better than he had when Jas had last seen him. His face had filled out, and his skin was a healthy color.

      “I’m all right. I’m living in a holding center while they process my refugee application. Some of the people here say I shouldn’t have any problems because Dawn’s being invaded at the moment. Did you hear they’re sending in extra troops?”

      “Yeah, I did. I hope they win back the planet soon, Makey.”

      “So do I.” He paused and screwed up his face as if he found it difficult to say his following words. “I’m worried about my da. I know he wasn’t good to me, but...”

      “I understand. He’s still your father. Try not to worry. I’m sure the army’s doing everything they can to protect Dawn’s inhabitants.”

      “And I miss Mam and Neeve. When they got taken by the Shadows...and I left so fast...what had happened to them didn’t really sink in. Now I’ve had time to think about it...” The kid’s expression fell.

      “I’m sorry, Makey,” Jas said. “But, you know, I think they would have been happy to know that you got away, and that you’re going to have a chance at a new life.”

      Makey smiled sadly. “Yeah, maybe.”

      “So, what’s the plan when your application’s approved?” Jas asked.

      “I haven’t decided. There’s so much I don’t know, and so much I want to do. But I was...I was thinking about becoming a security officer like you. I want to fight the Shadows, Jas. I want to get them back for what they did to my family and my friends. It might help me feel better about leaving them on Dawn if I could work at protecting other people.”

      “Makey, you’ve got nothing to feel bad about—”

      “I know. I know. I understand what you and Carl said about me being just a kid and everything. But it doesn’t change how I feel. Jas, could you help me? I don’t know anyone here, and I need someone to help me apply for courses, or maybe apply to the military. I haven’t decided yet exactly what I want to do.”

      She arranged to go and see him at the refugee center. It would be good to see him again, and it would give her something to occupy her while she figured out what she was going to do with the rest of her life, too.
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      Carl sat in the kitchen of his parents’ farmhouse. Though the weather was as hot as an oven outside, the room felt cold to him. It was twilight, but he hadn’t turned on the lights. He preferred the dark. It matched his feelings, and artificial illumination only seemed to drive home the fact that his parents weren’t there. From outside came a kookaburra’s laughter and the songs of cicadas, driving away the unwelcome silence.

      Carl’s eyes were sandy and sore, and his head throbbed. He couldn’t remember the last time he’d slept properly since finding out that his parents had gone missing. After the initial shock and visits to the police, as well as anyone else who might provide a clue as to what had happened, his sleep had been invaded by dreams of his mum and dad.

      His sleeping mind jumbled up his parents with the events of his time aboard the Galathea. He would dream of fighting to get over to the Shadow of Grantwise, the former pilot, and take over the flight controls before the starship crashed. But when the Shadow turned around, it was his father. Or he would see Makey take aim at the Shadow that had been about to kill Harrington on Dawn, but the Shadow would transform into his mother. Whenever he woke, sweating, from the nightmares, he would always ask himself the same questions:

      Had his parents been taken by Shadows? Was Earth being invaded?

      He didn’t have any evidence for his fears, and all that he knew about Shadows contradicted the idea. If Shadows had taken his parents, he would have expected to find replicants in their place. And if Shadows were on the farm, he would have expected to find their traps. But he’d checked every meter of the familiar soil and found nothing but weeds and the remains of unharvested crops.

      The only explanation for his parents’ disappearance the police could offer was that they’d gone for a walk—their car was in the garage—and they’d had an accident. It was also remotely possible that they’d been attacked or abducted, though crimes like that were unheard of in the area.

      Carl couldn’t accept the police’s conclusions. His parents knew their surroundings too well to go anywhere unsafe or do anything dangerous. And they were fit and healthy for their ages. The idea that both of them could suddenly collapse, with neither of them able to get help, just wasn’t credible.

      Over the last few days, Carl hadn’t paused in his search for them. He’d tramped the landscape, calling them both by name, and flown his dad’s old plane over the whole farm. He’d spoken to everyone who could possibly have seen them before they disappeared. He’d read everything he could on what had been happening in the area at the time, hoping to find something—anything—that might be remotely related.

      Nothing. He’d found nothing that might lead him to the two people who meant the most in the world to him. It was as though they’d eaten breakfast, tidied up the kitchen, gone out, and stepped off a cliff into a sea that swept them away, leaving no trace.

      As he sat in the dark, a deep fatigue came over Carl. He put his head on the table, resting it on his folded arms, and fell asleep.

      In the middle of the night, a pinging awakened him. It was coming from the interface he’d fallen asleep on. Wincing from a crick in his neck, he sat up and checked the screen. It was an advertisement. Great. He was about to try to go back to sleep when he saw a message below the ad. It had arrived that morning from Harrington.

      It had to have been the fourth or fifth time she’d mailed him. He’d put off replying because it felt like the moment he talked to someone who didn’t know his parents were missing, and told them the news, it would make it all real. He’d hoped that when he finally answered her messages, it would be to tell her about the crisis in the past tense, with his mum and dad safe and sound beside him.

      But he couldn’t put off answering her any longer. He swiped the screen. As he read the message, his face fell. She was leaving already, going off on another mission. Between the lines, he read her frustration about the findings of the investigation into the Galathea incident. He’d barely registered the information when it had arrived, being too preoccupied with his parents’ disappearance, but he could imagine how disappointing the result would be to the security officer.

      He was sad that he hadn’t had the chance to speak to her again before she left. He would miss her, and it would have been good to have someone to talk to about his fears for his parents. And though it hardly seemed important at that moment, he also hadn’t completely given up on the idea that she might one day be something more than a friend.

      But maybe it wasn’t too late to speak to her. She’d only sent the mail the previous morning. She might not have left yet. He spoke a quick reply into his interface, asking if she could talk. After checking the message on the screen, he hit send.

      Almost immediately, he got a vidmail request. As he read the sender, he understood that it hadn’t been too late. He accepted the request, and Harrington’s face appeared on the screen. He didn’t think he’d ever felt happier to see her.

      “Woah. Is something wrong?” was the first thing she said. “Sorry, Lingiari, but you look kratting terrible.”

      “It’s a long story, Harrington. I’d tell you all about it

      
      
      
      
      
    

  

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/images/earth.jpg
~ SHADOWmS OF THE DOID

THE EARTH

CHRONICLES
BOOK 4-7






OEBPS/images/break-rule-screen.png





OEBPS/images/infinitebook.jpg
INFINITEBOOK







