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Chapter 1 – Rahleigh
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I’ve always envied the entrepreneurs, never had the opportunity myself, until now – now that we have made pots of money from the sale of gems and rare metals we ‘obtained’ from Ontrillas, the spider planet. Giant spiders - ugh!

With our new found wealth we really need to find something to do. I have more than I could spend in ten lifetimes and I’m keen to get on with it. My friends, though, have persuaded me to join them in giving aid to those in need. We begin by going to those that we can help. I didn’t think it would be as much fun as spending our money, but I am quite surprised, because it has turned out to be very rewarding.

As an outlet of our new prosperity, we are on our way to help a group of people called the Havaris. Last winter was unusually mild for them. Consequently, this summer was torrential rain, which washed their crops away, so they are now starving, and we are bringing them aid in the form of food and rain resistant crop seeds.

Our ship, which I christened the Lotus Flower, is a Neptune Class cruiser with some special modifications we added from our wealth. As to the crew there is Carmel on Communications, Tarn on Tactical, Saphine in Engineering, Kirl on Navigation, Eloise as Co-Pilot, and me, Rahleigh, as Pilot and Captain.

We decide to invest most of our money and live off the return. Our investment broker Shann Iversam is an incredible person, for a Dramm. He blinds me with science with his ‘asset allocation’ and ‘active management’, but he has his finger on the pulse. Just last week he recommended a good return from the Kold Dran Diekallium mine on the frozen planet Sorros. Diekallium is a rare and beautiful metal prized by just about everyone. They’ve only just opened it up, so the share price is low which makes it at a good point to buy in.

We enter low orbit over Havari. The planet is mostly green and brown with grey clouds.

“Tarn can you pinpoint the greatest population concentration?”

“On it now, Cap’!”

“Just north of the equator, sector fifty-nine, a hundred and thirteen by twelve,” Tarn says, five minutes later. 

“Kirl, can you plot a course please?”

“Laid in.”

“Let’s go down there.”

Despite the dust and the downdraft, our landing draws a great deal of attention. Many Havaris run towards us and stop at a safe distance. 

When I open the airlock, we are surrounded.

An ornate, older man comes forward. 

“Do you come from the Amikos?” He asks.

“We have heard of your misfortune and have come to help you,” I say.

“Then you have,” he concludes. “I greet you in Mother Sulphia’s name. My name is Grimold, and I am an Elder of the People.”

“What’s going on Rahleigh?” Tarn asks.

“We’re just getting acquainted.”

Grimold beholds the six of us, “Welcome Amikons, helpers of the Amikos!” He seems to have made his mind up, so it is pointless to argue about what appears to be a harmless thing.

At length, after exchanging pleasantries, we start distributing food. For starving people, they are very restrained. It is a very ordered affair. I am surprised and impressed.

After an hour all our give away food is gone. I look up and away from the dissipating crowds. The sky is grey with clouds moving swiftly and only a band of blue near the horizon so the rains threaten. As things have calmed down, I find the elder named Grimold.

“Hello Grimold. What are you doing?” I ask.

“Watching.”

I follow his line of sight to a young man going through training exercises.

“What’s he doing?”

“Training in the Chahkras.”

“What are they?”

“A blend of body and spirit that can also be used for attack or defence.”

“I’m curious. Tell me about yourselves.”

“You have to ask?”

“Humour me.”

“Very well. Our people came from the sky. The Amikos brought us in his sky flier. He promised to come back, and he has. We developed for thousands of years until we made conveyances, machines and thinking machines. We developed further until we had no need of machines and we again lived off the land. Though we no longer have machines we are expert at fixing them.”

I must respect Grimold and his people, but I can’t think why people would want to give up their technology.

“How do you know you can fix these things Grimold?”

“We are the Havaris. We fix things. The Amikos brings them for us to fix.”

I have the feeling that there is some first-class exploitation going on here. “What sort of things?”

“Leaking power sources. Communications equipment. Anything really.”

“You fix leaking power sources? Doesn’t anyone get sick?”

“Sick no.”

“Die then?”

“Die, no.”

Obviously, Grimold hasn’t understood me or is confused in some way. Leaking power sources can be lethal without protection and there are no signs that the Havaris have protection.

“I still don’t understand. Can you tell me more about your people Grimold?”

“Over thousands of years we have perfected the Chahkras, fighting moves to protect an unarmed person against the wild animals of the wilderness. Thousands of years ago we were very primitive...”

I must conclude that not much has changed. 

“...we hunted with wooden spears, as the Shaldeans do today. We began to worship Mother Sulphia, and She started to bless us. She told us that the Amikos would return, and he has. He left me his Sky Box from which I have learned your Sky Language. I am his Choktow, the first to speak his language.”

“Very interesting Grimold. Would you excuse me, I need to speak to my crew?”

“Certainly.”

We make a dozen more trips and get food and seeds to the whole planet. It is exhausting. Perhaps we push ourselves too hard, but we can’t bear to see these people starving. We eventually rest, and then go back to where we had started, at Menin town, where Grimold lives. I am keen to talk to Grimold again.

I find him training a young man. The young man goes fluidly through his exercises.

“Well done Thorl,” Grimold says at the end of it.

“Ah, Rahleigh, how is your Chahkra?”

“Not anywhere near as good as this young man’s Grimold.”

Grimold allows himself a smile.

“How may we help?”

“I just wanted to learn more of your people. How do you live? How do you survive?”

“We live simply. We pair for life. We respect all other life forms. We build a wiktun for each new husband and wife. It is cool in the summer and warm in the winter. It provides shelter for our simple needs.”

“But you repair things, complicated things.”

“We care about Thorville, for that is the Amikos’ Sky Name, so we repair his equipment that is broken.”

He looks at me seriously, and then nods.

“What?” I ask.

“I see one before me who has dreams and ambitions.”

“So, what am I doing here?”

“Yes.”

“I like my friends and we agreed by a majority to help those in need...I do find it rewarding.”

“But where is your heart?”

“You don’t pull your punches. I sort of love Carmel, but I really want to explore and meet new races, such as yourselves.”

Grimold bows slightly and goes away.

This only leaves me wondering how he saw right through me. I feel like I have been X rayed psychologically and why has he left so abruptly?

While I am thinking, Thorl comes up to me.

“Have you gathered your thoughts?” He asks.

“Sorry?”

“Your pardon. Have you got things straight in your mind?”

“Do all your people read minds?”

“The Chahkras help move us to peace, so that from a position of calm we are able to be aware of others.”

“You’re an unusual people. You fascinate me.”

“We are simple. A boy trains in the Chahkras to prepare for the trial in the wilderness. When he passes the trial, he can find a wife. Girls and boys learn how to hunt and cook and how to live fruitfully together.”

“Sounds like paradise.”

“It is. That is what we gave up our technology to win.”
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