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				Standard
				Year

			
				
				Event/Story

			
		

	
	
		
				
				-107
				(pre Standard)

			
				
				Crystal
				Soldier

			
		

		
				
				1118

			
				
				“Balance
				of Trade”

			
		

		
				
				1123

			
				
				
				“Naratha’s
				Shadow”

			
		

		
				
				1177

			
				
				
				“Sweet
				Waters”

			
		

		
				
				1293

			
				
				“Phoenix”

			
		

		
				
				1313

			
				
				Kareen
				yos ’Phelium born

			
		

		
				
				1320

			
				
				Dutiful Passage enters
				service

			
		

		
				
				1325

			
				
				Er
				Thom yos ’Galan born

			
		

		
				
				1326

			
				
				Daav
				yos ’Phelium born

			
		

		
				
				1327

			
				
				Anne
				Davis born

			
		

		
				
				1335

			
				
				Aelliana
				Caylon born

			
		

		
				
				1339

			
				
				“Pilot
				of Korval”

			
		

		
				
				1346

			
				
				“A
				Choice of Weapons”

			
		

		
				
				1351

			
				
				Pat
				Rin yos ’Phelium born

			
		

		
				
				1357

			
				
				Shan
				yos ’Galan born

			
		

		
				
				1359

			
				
				Priscilla
				Delacroix y Mendoza born

			
		

		
				
				Early
				1360

			
				
				Local
				Custom 
				

			
		

		
				
				Early
				1361

			
				
				Scout’s
				Progress

			
		

		
				
				1362

			
				
				Val
				Con yos ’Phelium born

			
		

		
				
				1362

			
				
				Nova
				yos ’Galan born

			
		

		
				
				1365

			
				
				Miri
				Robertson born

			
		

		
				
				1365

			
				
				Aelliana
				Caylon dies

			
		

		
				
				1366

			
				
				Daav
				yos ’Phelium leaves Liad

			
		

		
				
				1366

			
				
				Anthora
				yos ’Galan born

			
		

		
				
				1369

			
				
				Ren
				Zel dea ’Judan born

			
		

		
				
				1373

			
				
				“Veil
				of The Dancer”

			
		

		
				
				1374

			
				
				“Heirloom”

			
		

		
				
				1375

			
				
				“A
				Matter of Dreams”, “Moonphase”

			
		

		
				
				1380

			
				
				“To
				Cut an Edge”

			
		

		
				
				1382

			
				
				Anne
				Davis dies

			
		

		
				
				1383

			
				
				Er
				Thom yos ’Galan dies

			
		

		
				
				Early
				1385 
				

			
				
				“A
				Day at the Races” 
				

			
		

		
				
				Early
				1385

			
				
				“Certain
				Symmetry”

			
		

		
				
				Late
				1385-Early 1386

			
				
				Conflict
				of Honors 
				

			
		

		
				
				1390

			
				
				“Changeling”

			
		

		
				
				1392

			
				
				Agent
				of Change

			
		

		
				
				1393

			
				
                Carpe
				Diem, “Quiet
				Knives”

			
		

		
				
				1393

			
				
				Plan
				B, “Breath’s
				Duty”, I
				Dare
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Part One
Soldier

One

On the ground, Star 475A
Mission time. 3.5 planet days and counting

Jela crouched in the dubious shade of a boulder at the top of the rise he'd been climbing for half a
day. Taller rock columns on either side glared light down at him, but at least helped keep the persistent,
drying wind and flying grit from his lips and face.

At the forward side of the boulder, down a considerably steeper slope than the one he'd just
climbed, should be the river valley he'd been aiming to intersect ever since he'd piloted his damned
vessel to the desolate surface four days before.

Overhead and behind him the sky was going from day-blue to dusk-purple while—on that
forward side of the boulder—the local sun was still a few degrees above the horizon, bright over what
once had been a ragged coastline.

In theory he should be watching his back; in theory at least one of his guns should be in his
hand. Instead, he used both hands to adjust his cap, and then to slip the sand-lenses off. He used them
as a mirror, briefly, and confirmed that his face was not yet in danger of blistering from the sun's
radiation or the wind's caress.

Sighing, he replaced the lenses, and craned his head a bit to study the mica-flecked sandstone
he sheltered against, and the scarring of centuries of unnatural winds and weather. The purpling sky
remained clear, as it had been all day, and all the previous days—no clouds, no birds, no contrails, no
aircraft, no threats save the featureless brilliance of the star; no friends, no enemy spiraling in for the kill,
no sounds but the whisper of the dry, pitiless, planetary breeze.

So certain was he that he was in no danger that the rescue transponder in his pocket was
broadcasting on three frequencies...

He sighed again. Without an enemy—or a friend—it would take a long time to die in the arid
breeze.

Friends. Well, there was hope of friends, or comrades at least, for he'd drawn off the attacking
enemy with a reflexive head-on counterattack that should not have worked—unless the attacking ship
was actually crewed rather than autonomous. He'd fired, the enemy had fired, his mother ship had
fired.... and amid the brawl and the brangle his light-duty vessel had been holed multiple times, not with
beams, but with fast moving debris.

Both the enemy and the Trident had taken high speed runs to the transition points, leaving Jela to
nurse his wounded craft into orbit and then spiral down to the surface and attempt a landing, dutifully
watching for the enemy he was certain was well fled.

There was no enemy here, no enemy other than a planet and a system succumbing to the same
malaise that had overtaken a hundred other systems and a hundred dozen planets in this sector alone.
Sheriekas!

Sheriekas. They'd been human once, at least as human as he was—and even if his genes had
been selected and cultivated and arranged, he was arguably as human as anyone who didn't bear a Batch
tattoo on both arms—but they'd willfully broken away, continuing with their destructive experiments and
their ...constructs... while they offered up a grand promise of a future they had no intention of sharing.

They'd named themselves after their own dead planet, which they'd destroyed early on in their
quest for transformation—for superiority. In their way, they were brilliant: Conquering disease after
disease, adjusting body-types to planets, increasing life-spans... They'd been driven to achieve
perfection, he supposed, having once known a dancer who had destroyed herself in the same quest,
though she hadn't had the means to take entire star systems with her.

And the sheriekas—they achieved what his dancer had not. To hear them tell it, they were the





