September 12, 2005 – After many revisions, this is the complete story (no title.) This story differs from the first in that the different parts actually comprise one story. I made this second version in order to better illustrate what I wanted to illustrate in the first version: the human comprehension. I thought it might be easier since there are more people to interact with and it’s a single story. Also, I always wanted to write something sci-fi (being a Gundam fan and all. ^^;)
~ Echoes ~

Beyond sound. Not just ripples upon water or a repetition of words either written or spoken aloud. It’s a sense that goes deeper then the senses. Remnants, a shadow of what was but had not completely faded away. The effects are there, under the surface. Under the facial features and thoughts shared. Within. Silent.
The girl shifted in bed. Her dark hair lay limply on the pillow. Suddenly she sat up in bed and looked around the room. She pushed the covers to the side and slipped out of bed. She went to the window and looked outside. Though dawn was only an hour away, the sky still shone the darkness of night. Midnight. The ground was covered in snow. 

The girl closed her eyes. With her mind, she could draw out the view that she just saw. Even in the warmth of her room, she could feel the coldness of the winter wind.

She walked back to bed, but she didn’t lie down. Pulling the covers up to her neck, she leaned against her pillow. Across the room was her mirror. She smiled at her reflection, just barely noticeable in the dark. She stared into the mirror. Her eyes wavered, but her reflection seemed unmoving.

But inside, there was motion. She breathed and with each breath, blood coursed through her veins.

She could picture the snow, feel the wind. The stars hidden behind the clouds were painted into her mind. But the sky was dark and the stars veiled. The moment became a memory. Layer upon layer, each drawn deeper into the mind. Each moment echoed through to the next. Echoing, but unlike sound or waves, it doesn't fade. Something that remains, just barely seen, mixed in the shadow of the present but never really a part of it. When it appears, it blends. From that point, it becomes her past, moments long faded. A deep enigma that is never truly separate from her. 

Layer upon layer of memory.

She breathed evenly. Opening her eyes, she eased herself up from the bed. From where she sat, she could see the window beside her. It was dark outside, but the darkness was only marred by the quiet glow of the innumerable number of stars.

There was no snow. There was no wind. Her only reflection can be seen faintly in the glass that separated her from the endlessness of space. 

She slipped out of bed and turned on the lights, dimming them a bit to allow her eyes to adjust to the intensity and transition from the dark. After turning on her monitor, she looked through some files.

Pilot-in-training: Elexsis

Code: 3EOR02

Birth date: April 9, 613 TPO

Blood type: B+

Height: 163 cm.

Weight: 128 lb.

March 5, 701 TPO

Reminder:

Tomorrow, the maintenance team will return at 1100 hrs. Please be in conference room 48 by 800 hrs. You will be briefed and will be given the opportunity to complete this week’s assignments. 

- Lt. Instructor Cassandra D.

The girl closed her eyes and leaned back in her chair. 

*****

June 24, 697 TPO

Beams of light, symbols and stars flashed by. She counted every second than everything stood still. A singular star was before her. Slowly, she reached towards it.

'E. 3WK. ABORT.'

The lights and stars around her faded.

Elexsis slipped the visor off her head. Standing up, she saluted. Lt. Cassandra returned the gesture and smiled.

"Sorry to interrupt your exercises, E. I would like you to meet Shinji, the officer that is assigned to Orion."

Elexsis shook hands with a young man with gray eyes and dark brown hair. Without another word, Cass turned and left them.

She forced out a small smile. "I'm Elexsis, but like the other officers, you can call me E. When did you arrive at Mora?"


His facial features didn't change. "Yesterday night."

They were silent for a moment, his gaze still. His mouth opened. "There is no need to bother you any further, you can go back to your simulation."

Elexsis didn't move as she watched his stoic figure disappear through the doors. She placed the visor to the side as she slipped back into her seat. Closeing her eyes, she leaned back in her chair.

~ Heaven's Tears ~

The rain that falls shares the sadness in human hearts. It’s the acceptance of the dimming of life. Knowing of the wonders that pale in the shadows of darkness. The world cries out from the devastation that erupts upon the soil, destroying life. The world cries out in pain and tears fall from the heavens.
The rain fell about her: wet, damp and moist. It fell around her and upon the world where the storm clouds run across the sky. Brushing the drops away from her eyes, she lifted her face towards the sky.
It’s inevitable to escape the drops. It touches everything, everyone.
Leaving her small sanctuary under the trees, she stepped into the steady downpour. The water created small torrents about her: wet hair framing her face. She closed her eyes. 

The rain felt stifling, drenching the air with a thickness seemingly impenetrable as a wall. But slowly, the waters cooled as it lessened to a small sprinkle of mist. She opened her eyes and tilted her head to the darkened clouds. The drops fell upon her face and ran down her cheeks.

Placing her hand over her heart, she could feel the beating inside of her, each beat declared a living soul. Proclaimed that she still is a part of the breathing world. 

But than, not truly a part of it. Her mind stood estranged, her thoughts alienated from all understanding: a void as deep as the vacuum of space.

In space, everything is a vacuum. Every creature is solitary.

“I don’t believe it so.” The girl’s voice was soft.

Elexsis closed her eyes. “What do you believe in then?”
“Not what, but whom.” She paused as if in thought. 

The young girl fingered the cross around her neck as Elexsis sat beside her in silence. Moments went by.

Cassandra’s voice sounded through the computer system. “O, please come to the main meeting room.”

The girl stood and walked towards the door. She stopped as the door opened and turned her head to look at Elexsis.

“I believe in God.”

In the silence, Elexsis could hear her voice echoing.

‘One who is merciful, who is love in a loveless world. He alone shares our pain.’
Elexsis turned the words over in her mind. 
Empty thoughts filled the air. Questions of ‘how’ and ‘where’ echoed in the silence. The words fall like the rain upon deaf ears: cascading into nothingness upon the ground. 
Lost souls tries to find hope in nothing. To the searching, the rain meant someone was in tears at their loss.

But the rain does not mirror the tears of God. Such an illusion diminishes the very essence of divinity. But truly, if God does what mortals can and cries, then the world will tremble with such grief like nothing that has ever been seen or felt before.

The rain that precipitates on the world is only a miniscule measure of inconceivable understanding.
‘Knowing without seeing…is enough.’

The vacuum in the cosmos, devoid of water-filled clouds, showers instead beams of sun and stars in silence. 
*****
September 6, 696 TPO

Elexsis stepped into the chamber. Opal sat in the seat facing her. Their eyes met through the fiberglass shields that shade the light from their visors. When the program began, she closed her eyes. Cassandra stood in the outer room monitoring their progress: speed, voluntary and involuntary reactions were recorded and evaluated.

She fought without moving. Her fingers barely touching the keys that were positioned at her side. Her hands were stationed over the controls, but only her eyes shifted as they gazed about. It only lasted five minutes, but it was an hour in their time. Elexsis and Opal took off their visors as Cassandra entered the room.
They were given several pages of reports and were left in separate rooms. In the silence, Elexsis closed her eyes and reviewed the motions of the previous simulation in her mind.
‘Don’t think so much.’ 
Elexsis gave a small smile. ‘Which suit do you think you’re going to get?’

Elexsis felt her scowl.

‘We haven’t been chosen yet. It is always hard to tell.’

Elexsis opened her eyes and went back to her room.

~ Silent Wings ~ 

Gentle, soft wings beating with each other. Not in rhythm or with any sort of harmony or peace: just beating against the wind. The feathers that drift mark the thoughts of empathy without words. Needing to fly, to struggle, feathers, the remnants of life and pain can be seen diminished on the ground. So many patterns: invisible to the naked eye, silent against the ears. But quietly, the soul captures the movements more carefully then any device the world can create. Captures each moment, each thought, each gentle feather drifting slowly to the ground.
Soft wings surrounded her, but never closer then feeling the breath of the wind as they passed. For now, she is under the shadows of wings.

*****
July 6, 697 TPO

‘…The operational systems on the suits work at the same neural frequency as the pilots….combining the two essential components together, accuracy, reaction times and overall sense will improve greatly in combat and use….to maintain a connection, the pilot must also have the capability to operate the system….’

Elexsis and Shinji looked up from the reports as Cassandra entered the room.
“The two of you have been working together in order to learn to communicate with each other and operate at the same level. Both of you have also worked with Orion individually in order to build up the mental capacity needed to function at an intense degree. However, this assignment will be the first trial the three components-E, Shinji and Orion-will be linked in one circuit.”

“I will be outside monitoring your progress. Nothing should go wrong and you will only be linked together for about 3 min. Please be aware that the RES unit is conscious of both of your individual characteristics, reaction times and mental strengths. However, with the information feeding from both of you, you will be more conscious of each other then anything else.”

Elexsis and Shinji laid back to back, facing away from each other with their seats slightly reclined. With both visors upon their heads, Cassandra left the room and the lights dimmed. As with the other exercises, Elexsis closed her eyes.
*****
Gentle wings. Delicate, beautiful wings in the silence around her. She let herself relax in the moment, surrounded by nothing save the soft beating that mirrored her own heart. But it was just not her own. An echo rippled through, beating as faintly in the colorless light.
She stepped away, deeper into the midst of feathers, willing to lose herself completely in the steady rhythm around her. 

‘I understand…I felt it too.’
There is no pity and sympathy felt in the empty words. Just understanding of the pain because it was experienced before.

Experienced before by someone else.

‘You get what I mean?’ 

Silence. The sounds of the steady beating of wings disappeared.

‘Yes. I’m lost too.’ 

‘What do you do?’ ‘Nothing. There is nothing to do.’ 

There was a sigh of acquiesence. 

‘That’s right.’ 

For the time, acknowledgement settles between them, above them, around them. There is no comfort in the company, only knowing. And together, they comprehend that the inner pieces of brokenness cannot be mended as easily as anyone else imagines. The pieces will lie broken for a long while after.
*****
Elexsis laid on the bed, her head turned towards the window. The stars blinked at her, continuously shining in the eternal night of space. 
~ Pale Illusion ~

“The one you see in front of you is not I. I am only a shadow in the darkness. Barely seen. Barely felt.” She said it with confidence in her voice. Her tone was firm. It was a declaration of truth: it was a declaration that she was a lie.

Picking up a shell, she deliberately broke it apart. Inside, the smooth shiny pieces crumbled into white powder. Form is a deception of sight. It is the inability to see beyond the outward appearance. She knew that people are fooled so easily by facades and sweet smiles. She didn’t care for smiles. She didn’t care for people.

*****
 “The shell is only a mirage of the eyes. What is really there is only a reflection of light. Miniscule are the atoms that bond together to form this powder. And yet, the powder itself is an illusion. Our eyes are so blinded that we can only see what is set before us. Truly, matter is nothing. If human character needs to be discovered, we cannot trust our initial sight.” She knelt down upon the sands. Brushing her fingers against the grains, she felt another shell slip into her hand. She picked it up and gently touched the smooth ridges. Smoothed by the sand and the waters. But initially, this shell wasn’t so smooth. The impression of rounded edges was the telling of time. The perception of a persona is the same.
“Who am I?” She shook her head. Inside, she truly didn’t know. The smiles and laughter are all lies that were painted upon the face. Inside, beneath the surface, she was not smiling. She stared out into the waters. So much of her past surrounds her as the grains of sands upon the beach. So much of her façade lay about her. Everything, she can’t escape from. She gently ran her fingers over the ridges of the shell again.

A hermit crab hides underneath a shell: the shell is for protection. She has no need for that. But still, there is a shell she can’t break out from. She knew: she was trapped. “I am not strong. I am not confident. My voice hides all the imperfection behind the tone and pitch. The steadiness is also a lie. My heart betrays my thoughts with quickened beats. I am scared.” Frightened to be exact. The waters rise and waves fall along the shore. The changing tides, the changing thoughts: there is no control.

“There is no control.” 
From a distance, she sees a flickering shadow. Turning her head, she watches a seagull alight on the beach, then fly away again. The sun is low on the horizon. The seagull isn’t alone in its flight. Others will come and join it. There is no need for the bird to hide from its companions. There is no need to stop flying. Likewise, the waters are united in their waves. They roll together, combining to form the ocean spray. Overpowering even the strength of ships and humans alike: it cannot be controlled. Her life is not unified. Her life is not controlled. Everything is a facade, a show for an invisible audience to judge at will. She was the actress upon the dimming stage. There is no spotlight, for she is about to fade away. 

She is within the shell. She is alone. Speaking aloud to waves and waters. Speaking aloud to crustaceans and sand. No one can tell if she truly spoke. Who would hear her voice? Even the gulls in flight do not understand. For they live among the clouds, stretching out their wings to the world. All who look up can see their beautiful formation in the skies. Along the beach that is part of the Earth that circles the universe, she is still alone.

There is no mirror to reflect who she was. There is no one to disclose her thoughts to, to share in the moment. She is still alone. She watched the tide rise to her feet: the waves gently lapping against her toes. 

Her shoes are somewhere behind her. Her bag is somewhere even farther away. She didn’t care. She closed her eyes and lied down upon the sands. As she could see the seagulls above her, they can see her as well.

“Are you alright?” She opened her eyes. A stranger kneels in the sand beside her. There is inquiry in the eyes and face. The voice seeks an answer: she shall oblige. She fingered the smooth shell in her hand and broke it open. An object was inside, white smooth, but extremely small. She picked it up and crushed it in her hands. White powder of a barely formed pearl. She looked up at the stranger, still waiting for her reply. 

“I’m fine.” Don’t believe what you see. Don’t believe me.

****
June 25, 697 TPO

Elexsis walked down the hall towards the observation deck. When she turned the corner, she saw that a young girl was already there, staring out the window into space. The cold planet of Pluto hung like a small moon far away. As Elexsis approached, the girl turned, startled at her presence. Elexsis didn’t react, but stood looking out quietly. The two stood like that for some time.
Elexsis didn’t know how long they stood there, but she soon became lost in her own thoughts, totally absorbed at the darkness before her. She was hardly aware of it when the other girl left and Iria came into the room.

But she felt Iria even before she walked through the doors.

The slim pilot walked towards Elexsis, looking troubled. “E, have you seen Maya? She is one of the maintenance officers that arrived yesterday.” 
Elexsis looked at her. “I haven’t met her yet…what does she look like?”

Iria closed her eyes. A mental picture of a young girl with long wavy hair appeared before Elexsis.

Elexsis gave a small smile. “I saw her awhile ago, I. She was just here…but I don’t know when or where she went.”

Iria gave a scowl. “Maya is my maintenance officer, but I think I scared her. I was working on Siren and I was kinda pissed off when she arrived.”
“What happened?”

Iria gave a sheepish look. “I think she heard me screaming at the computer…I was working on Siren and this program wasn’t right…I just got frustrated.”

Elexsis tilted her head to the side. “You might be able to make it up to her. She is in the main loading dock.”

Iria smiled. “You’re right. Thanks, E.”

She walked towards the doors and stopped as they opened. “And E, you can call me Iri. It’s too weird for everyone to call me I, no matter what the protocols say.”

Elexsis watched as Iria disappeared through the doors.

*****
December 12, 690
Cassandra looked at the files of disks before her, each held the information and profile of the young boys and girls that were chosen to utilize their strengths to launch the TPO terra-spatial program: a program that was founded at the end of the Earthen age. The suits were operational long before the mental capacity was found to operate the suits themselves. The individuals chosen had a level of physicality, intelligence and capability that went beyond the boundaries of human intellect. Only by their future progress at the base will test the limitations of their capabilities: whether or not their abilities will fail, or again break the norms of human understanding.
~ Zenith ~

When I find you, I will kill you. If you find me, I will kill you. If you’re already dead, I’ll burn your corpse to ash. If you’re already ashes, I will grind it into dust, mix it with flour and bake it into bread. I will cut up the bread neatly and eat every slice. Piece by piece until there is nothing left. Then I will kill myself, And meet you in Hell.

There are no words to describe how much I hate you. Nothing comes close to this feeling that borders on obsession in possessing, destroying and diminishing a life as perfect as yours.

*****
December 26, 701 TPO

“Are you there, E?” “Yeah, come in.” She looked up from the computer as Iria entered the room. The tall girl walked over to the bed and flopped down. “Listen to this, Iri, ‘To despise and abhor belittles the mind of the intense passion I hold inside. I can say it a thousand times and it will not be enough. To just kill you will be a mercy that won’t justify the cost.’” Iria turned her head towards her and made a face. “E, what are you reading?” The girl grinned, leaning back against the chair and stretching her arms. “Just something I found. Anyway, how are the preparations coming along?” Iria sat up. “The assessments are almost completed, but adjustments are still being made on the suits. We’ll need to go soon. Maya and Shinji are probably at the LD already.” The computer beeped. Iria watched as a face appeared on the monitor. “E, I, please come to the loading docks in fifteen minutes. Inspections are going to begin.” Iria smiled as the vid-com blinked out. “That’s what I thought. Cass must be anxious: she actually said ‘please.’” The girls laughed as Iria walked towards the door. “I still need to get some stuff. I’ll see you in a bit.” As the automated doors slid close, Elexsis stood up from the computer and looked around the room. She ran her fingers over the sleek desk with the monitor and laptop. There were the bed with the soft covers, and the two entrances that led to the hallway and the bathroom (respectively.) It was a standard room, but the familiar environment was home for the past decade of her life. Another doorway led to a closet that was really more of a locker. She walked over to it and entered her code. The opening revealed an empty shelf. Everything she had (which weren’t a lot) was already packed away. 

She turned towards the window overlooking her bed. Through the thick panel of glass was a vision of pure darkness, marred only by the infinite number of stars. Only the thin opaque pane separated her from the outer reaches of Space. She touched the glass lightly. Closing her eyes, she smiled. Soon, she will be among the stars.

*****
Schematics:

Height: 16.5m

Weight: 7.5t

Armor plating: Titanium

Weaponry: 2 Laser Cannons, 1 Saber (370 max. intensity,) Sonic Beam (560 max. intensity)

Defense: 1 Light Shield, Magnetic Field (230 max. intensity,) Cloak Screen (max. 175m)

Computer Intelligence Program: RES (Radial Eclipse System)

Speed: ** Armor: ** Power: ***

Mecha Custom 02: Orion

Dark, black ebony. The colors were dim even in the bright lights of the docking bay. But she has a hidden beauty, a secret all her own. Elexsis jumped, letting the propelling motion carry her to the cockpit of Orion: her RES suit. (The low gravity has always made it easier for the officers to work on the suits.) Reaching the round base across the suit’s chest, she caught hold of the latch and placed her hand against the cool surface.

“Final examinations being made on the system. Power level full, backup system in check and the cloaking screen is online.” Elexsis listened as she settled into her seat, reading the long lines of codes and words blinking around her. Two screens for the frontal view: two more for the sides will appear once they are in space. Shinji, the maintenance officer for the Orion was at the foot of the unit looking through the data readings from the computer. Other than Elexsis, Shinji is the only officer allowed to personally work on the Orion. The security and sensitivity of the systems involved called for precautions that were above the usual protocols.

She flipped through some of the papers detailing their mission objectives: Terra-spatial projects and exploratory aims in the uncharted part of space. They were to head beyond the three moons of Pluto and the four satellites of Astera and Mars II. Some unknown substances have been found 473 km from the asteroid clusters surrounding the second planet from Astera. Perhaps what is found can become a utilizing resource for the Triad Planetary Organization. Hostility and debate had always surrounded the solar countries concerning the claiming and inhabiting of new planets. Resources and clear environments have long been lost when the life of the third planet, Earth slowed to a stop. Darkened waters and dead soil filled the silence of the once inhabitable world. Now, human population has amassed to the stars. Although TPO was created, the usual cycle of politics, greed and corruption erupted in forms of battles over unclaimed worlds. Finally, an uneasy peace was established and energies were placed on the project and research. 
But they were not just going past Astera, Mars II and the cluster of asteroids where the strange elements were discovered. Beyond those limits is the thinning of space. No planets seen for many light years, but still reachable within the realms of the conceivable mind. Not many can contrive of such a macrocosm as this solar system to the next. Yet everyone knows there are much more in the deepness of space. There is a bright star, the closest out of all the millennia of stars that are known in the southeast hemisphere of the eastern sky. This project has been in motion for quite some time. The schematics of Orion and RES was completed two lifetimes ago. She was among the twelve chosen to continue training on the station situated on Mora, one of Pluto’s satellites. She met Shinji later on who was also mid-training to become one of the few to work with RES units and the unique programming systems they were built of. Elexsis knew about the complex systems, but the units themselves required more attention then a single individual could provide. This will probably be the last time he will work on the suit. She knew when (and if) she comes back from her mission, he will have passed on into unmeasured time. 

She leaned out of the open cockpit and looked down. Shinji stared silently at the mixture of lexis and codes that flickered across the screen. He examined every minute detail numerous times. It was clear that he was as dedicated to this operation as she. She went over her papers again before she closed her eyes and relaxed. It is uncertain when she will be able to enjoy the tranquility of the moment again.

The clicking and beeping of computer systems can be heard echoing in the empty space between the compartments that separated the RES units. There were a few voices that can be heard-some laughing-and the bay was filled with anticipation and excited anxiousness as well as a nostalgic atmosphere that overlaid everything in quiet silence. 

Elexsis knew that Iria was also amid the silence. Her lover, Maya will miss her dearly. Their suit, Siren is one of the best out of the twelve that were made. The dark blue suit has a cloaking device that rivaled Orion’s with a special refraction of light that made it virtually impossible to see in the light of the sun. Elexsis smiled. Soon, they will leave the safety of the base: for their objectives they will operate at full capacity. Everything in the past, battles won, singular fights and failures will pale in significance and the victories will come to nothing.

There has always been nothing in the victories. The world was a gruesome place. Soon, she will leave it behind.

“E.” She got up and stepped from the cockpit. Jumping down, she landed softly beside Shinji.

The line of pilots stood before their instructor. Elexsis watched as Cassandra walked before them, eyes barely shifting in gaze from the disciplined, conditioned, veiled expression that was mirrored in all the faces of her friends and colleagues. There were no parting words, drawn out speeches with empty metaphors. The final inspections were made of every pilot, every unit. The fighting machines, human and mecha were prepared for their operation.

Before the pilots stood the line of individuals that tuned, worked and customized in every detail the units to allow both the pilot and suit to perform at maximum capability. Elexsis looked hard at Shinji. She walked towards him and held out her hand. His eyes stared blankly back at her as he mechanically took her hand and shook it. Silently, each pilot went to their suit. As her cockpit door slowly closed, Elexsis could see Maya and Iria looking wordlessly at each other, their hands still lingering in the formal gesture of farewell. Elexsis wouldn’t see Iria either: they were sent off together, but they would also be alone. Each has a task and they knew their focus and duties. To be a pilot meant being able to work in a team, and on his or her own. Loneliness isn’t a factor to even consider. She knew it as the door closed and the lights of the suit went on.

The bay doors opened. There was no motion in space. Everything was so still, as it should be. The units lifted from the ground. Elexsis concentrated on the eternal night before her. The dim light of stars surrounded her. She smiled as she turned her unit around to take one final look at the base.

Her smile quickly faded. One of the pilots, a girl appeared on the screen, her face twisted in pain. A moment later, another face appeared. Then another. It was clear that they were all gasping in their struggle to breathe. Several of the pilots tried to establish communications with each other, to assess the situation. But Elexsis couldn’t respond. She felt a pounding in her head. Her chest tightened as she tried to draw in oxygen, to breathe. She closed her eyes and attempted to control her quickened heartbeat. Opal, the youngest female of the team ran her fingers over the keyboard. But she wasn’t able to get her message out before her eyes closed. Everything around her became silent. Elexsis felt it: clammy fingers trying to hold her still, suffocating her. The pressure was so heavy against her that her body was almost numb with the constant awareness of pain. In the dead stillness, she struggled to open her eyes. Looking out, she could see Citis, Opal’s suit was stagnant. There were no signals coming from other suits as well. Through hazy eyes, Elexsis looked towards the station. Cassandra, Shinji and others were at the observation deck, watching them: their gaze was still, their lips drawn in a thin line. 

Elexsis closed her eyes from their gaze. The feelings of pain began to overwhelm her and she began to lose consciousness. Through the pain, a beautiful melody seemed to fill the void of Space. She could almost hear it, but there weren’t any words nor any viable sound. With the last of her strength, she reached towards it, the melody as tangible as an entity to the senses.
There are no regrets. 

So much power. So much energy. Truly, a group of people, even twelve of them shouldn’t be together in one place at once. The foolishness of this venture culminated into this scheme of murder. Of death. But it was truly foolishness that led to this end. But it was seven that was left. Now the darkness of Space is truly filled with silence.

Elexsis turned her suit around and looked out into the darkness. The other suits had already moved out. She will not be controlled. Her strength was not her, but within her. She will not be alone. After all, to be a pilot, you have to work as a team and on your own. The world will not bring her down. Nothing in the universe can do that. She turned towards the sun, a bright sphere in the center of the solar system. For the longest time, her solar system.

“Someday, I will shine brighter than you.”

She couldn’t comprehend how any one individual could hate so much. But she didn’t need to understand. She will travel beyond human concept. She will strive above all expectations and boundaries of intellect and will. For that single moment, she will reach the pinnacle of her mortality.

And then, she will understand.

Pilot: E

Code: 3EOR02

RES unit: Orion

Log number 000: After departure from Mora, there were system failures on the base. During the malfunction, all life support systems shut down. There are no survivors. Also, five RES units were destroyed: Spiral, Citis, Naiad, Aeries, and Helix. Continuing to Astera’s western satellite: Dina. Full report will be made upon arrival.
