
Aught-Seven April 5: 

It’s been a hard road to hoe, but here we are six months after the last member joining. Adjunct Sterling even finally went and made us known to the government so we could get rocket takeoff clearance. Probably a formality if all goes according to plan, but it would be nice not to be blown up by a sidewinder from an F-16 if something does fritz on us.


It’s hard to say why Fyber picked this course of action for us. After the Arvix incident he’d had enough of humanity I guess. He was ready to leave them to their own devices for better or worse. I guess he figured us being the biggest source of xenotech on the planet was a bad road to go down.


So we put that Xenotech to use. My knowledge of Earth’s high tech, and Fyber’s skill with the originals was a strong base. We got Vito involved vaguely by having him track down some rare and obscure components. And everybody else we just sort of added over time. Green brought us Nylarian tech to study, Aston invented some sound dampening, Raynes helped us get atmospheric modes working, Graft saw to passenger survival systems, Walson input a feasible ecosystem for life support and indefinite food. On and on, the project grew.


We’re up to somewhere around 15 or 20 persons now, counting Sterling who won’t be coming with us in the end, and some part timers. The project is, on a traditional homebrew project scale, immense. Even with the advanced technology building your own self-contained transport and environment is an intense process, hence all the specialists that have found their way to us over the preceding months.


Two problems remain. Despite all our schematics, plans, and knowledge of both the originals and earth equivalent technology, we are short two components we can’t fake. One is a real ship scale Zentaxian power core. Using the old shuttle one, and an array of kludged smaller sources, we’ll be fine for liftoff and the long haul trip to the nearest known outpost. That leads me to problem number two. We have no ripstream drive. We plan to compensate short term by a process Fyber and I, as well as outside scientist consultants, termed ‘E-lining.’ Basically a ripstream works by a wormhole like tear generated for the ship to stream through. E-lining generates the tear, but simply causes the ship to dive toward it, into the zone where universal laws are warped. We can manage to keep it open that long, but not actually stream though. The upside is we can do it with Earth tech and kludged power sources. The downside is it will up travel time by a factor of ten, since we only increase speed above light for the smallest amount of time diving toward the tear, and not actually pass through it which constitutes the bulk of ripstream time saving.


Fyber hopes we can amass enough wealth to trade for these components, although he refuses to discuss what the ramifications of a ‘partial energy economy’ fully means and what else he intends to trade. I trust explicitly that this won’t be anything we can’t afford to lose, but…


Anyway, while he has a good rep among the Zetaxians and wants to stop through their space for trade, he’s got no interest in being tangled in their politics again. More or less we’re just passing through.


Aught-Seven August 2:

Demo tests on the rocket launch and aircraft capabilities all came back greenlit. Our stores of biologicals and fuels are maxed out, and we’re going to make the big launch tomorrow based on clear weather. One thing of interest is that between Fyber and I, we decided to beam a wide band message back as soon as we’re ready to E-line dive telling Earth to look up and get their act together. Fyber was ready to disappear without a word, but I think I finally managed to convince them that humans being out in the wide universe in general were cause for Earth to be at least heads upped that other folks were going to find them eventually.


Most everybody is on board already, and the temps have gone home. Fyber has deconstructed the last of the lab equipment and we’re in the process of moving it on to the ship. I told him it was cliché, but he wants to destroy the lab after we’re gone just in case anything of value is left behind and so that our tracks are better covered. I laughed at the latter reason seeing that our tracks could be a mile wide and yet nobody would be able to chase us where we are going.


Fyber finally demonstrated what he meant on economy. He’d gone to great lengths on a materials side project with Prox to produce a space-based superconducter. We were going to charge the thing on the overflow of every e-line dive to sell into an energy economy later in exchange for physical goods like the power core and then ripstream drive. He explained that Zentaxian power cores were adaptive and never produced more than nessicary when working properly to preserve their use for years and years, so the overflow energy from our kludged systems would indeed have quite some value by the time we reached any suitable trading post.

Aught-Seven August 4 


Delayed a day by bad weather, but its clear and optimal today to launch. We will fly up to jumbo jet level more or less like a fixed wing aircraft, then fire our engines up and let the rockets do the rest. Fyber decided to christen the ship with Graft and I, but it was hard to come up with a short and meaningful name. Looking around for inspiration, we mostly saw the old rock cavern, but then quickly bypassed on ‘the lab’ or ‘the labship’ for past reasons.


It was somewhat unfair for any of us to give our personal names to the ship, being that it was such a group project and took all of us to maintain and run. After some deliberation with the group as a whole (which encouraged them to join in the christning no less,) we decided the name ‘Exodus’ was suitable for a ship designed to leave earth.


Freshly named, everybody boarded and prepared final checks except for Fyber, who pulled Vito and me aside. He gestured sweepingly at the landscape, beautiful and pristine perhaps, but very familiar, and simply announced “Later, Earth.”


Aught-seven November 2: 

We’re about 15 light-years out from Earth. E-line diving is slower than we thought, and all our demo tests are not increasing the amount of time we actually dive over the threshold. The problem is we have to avoid actually contacting the ripstream’s tear lest our ship be torn apart by tidal forces when the tear collapses without a sustained energy feed, so we have to chicken out early. It’s still working better than any slower than light idea, but at this rate it will still take us 5 years to reach a nearby Zentaxian stealth outpost. Even then, they wouldn’t have any. The good news is the extra energy we generate with each jump will not be lost thanks to the superconductor merrily floating outside a portside viewing window. The bad news is that even with some jury-rigged solar panels collecting from any star we stop near in preparation for the next dive, we’ll run out of power more or less right at the stealth base. We planned to reach a trading post much faster.


I’m loathe to talk in terms of morale, since for this crew, necessity comes first and we all went in knowing Fyber was the best man to captain a boat. We are not pirates or conscripted sailors, we are just folks trying to get along. The ELD as I will start to refer to it, not functioning did cause a dip in morale, but even if it broke, we would probably turn inward rather than on the leader. Regardless, we’re now back to focusing on a solution rather than a problem.

Aught-Eight Jan 4:


Never thought the solution would come from Rhythm. Space is somewhat devoid of sound and while his contributions to keeping the rocket a quiet and livable place are greatly appreciated, it was his examination of space around a ripstream tear that solved our problem. He wanted to make his specialty useful here despite the blatant facts against him that space was a vacuum in which sound wouldn’t travel. Well he got damn lucky, because a ripstream tear emits a stream of what I’m going to call ‘ether.’ it’s a mix of lighter elements, but basically while diving toward it they occur frequently enough to propagate a disturbance foreword. The area right around the rip itself is very ‘noisy’ when a ‘sound’ is blasted foreword, and an echo from that can be used to know when to cut our dive. 


This has shaved immense time off our trip, and our destination is looking better. Fyber predicts with our speed now pushing 5LY a month, we can be at a particularly receptive trading station inside half a year.

