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Dead silent, and dark as the void, such were the conditions aboard the Dawn as Mathew got up from his bed. “Great another blackout.” He complained, as he stumbled out of his bed and carefully made his way to his desk, where he rummaged through the first drawer until he found his flashlight, which he then proceeded to turn on.

Flashlight on and in hand, he made his way back to his bunk, where he grabbed the special wire reader that was securely placed on the wall to the right of the bunk, removed it from the wall, and turned it on to get the days briefing. Indeed, there was another blackout, called as scouts returning from patrol detected Eranian FTL readings heading close to the fleet. The blackout is a total kill of all ship power, a trifle of total capacity is left, barely enough to power life support, critical ship systems, and the wire readers that are the sole means of communication allowed aboard the ship during blackout.

The blackout has been going on for around two hours and continued even as the shift for Mathew was soon to begin. With the flashlight placed on the table, so that the beam could reflect as best it could across the quarters, Mathew began to get dressed, which in blackout is an annoyance to get right, especially to conform to military protocol regarding ones uniform. However, after around ten or so minutes of making sure that everything was up to code as best he could, he left his quarters with his flashlight in hand, and proceeded to head up to the bridge, where he was stationed during duty hours.

The mood of the ship was eerily calm, normally it is a hub of activity, being one of the few remaining fighting capable ships left in the fleet after the Great War, this ship always has something to do, someplace to be, and something to worry about. Yet in this case, the only thing that was on everyone’s mind was the concern of the Eranians discovering the remnants of what was once their arch nemesis, and greatest foe. 

No one knows how the Great War began exactly, especially since records of the time before it began, when the region of the galaxy that was inhabited by Eranian and Terrani enjoyed peace, were lost in the many skirmishes and invasions that predominated the war. However, what is known of the war was that this conflict has descended into a war of termination, the atrocities committed by both sides in the name of victory and later survival were simply too much to forgive.

Unfortunately for Mathew and his people, the Terrani began to lose ground, until the war was clearly lost. Surrender has never been an option, especially as the Eranians wasted no time in exterminating the majority of the population of every station and planet that they conquered, leaving only the youth to be enslaved for pleasure and profit, as the worlds were stripped of all valuables and abandoned, leaving them near lifeless husks of what they once were. Terra, the world that was the first to be settled by the Terrani as they arrived at this area in the galaxy, was so saturated with weapons fire that the last probes that were sent to survey the aftermath by the Terrani showed Terra to be completely lifeless, purposely deorbited by the Eranians so that it would be well outside of the habitable zone.

Mother Terra, the world that brought forth many thousands of planets, trillions of people, and blessed a civilization, was now a dead, cold rock. Her cities, built over many thousands of years, and countless artifacts and memories of trillions of people who once enjoyed her oceans, beaches, and beautiful fields, was buried under a great layer of soot, ash, radioactive dust, and ice, with temperatures that were too cold, and an atmosphere too thin, to support any life at all, not even the hardiest of bacterium could survive on the world that was once the Gaia mother of all Terrani civilization.

Such an event was incredibly catastrophic for the Terrani, and many suicides resulted as the great fleet was assembled from the survivors of all Terrani worlds and set off to go anywhere but what was once home. Many thousands of ships started the journey, now only half the original number remain, and that was only over the course of seven years. Cursed with slow FTL, and the threat of Eranian detection, the Terrani are dead set on two objectives, the first was contact with the old civilization on the other side of the galaxy that is the common ancestor of all Terrani and Eranian, assuming the civilization still existed over many thousands of years, and asylum be requested at once the moment such contact is had, or evade the Eranians long enough until the Great Engine could be constructed.

This Great Engine, assuming its construction is even possible, would be able to give the ships that were fitted with it inter-galactic FTL capability. The only catch was that the drive theoretically could only work once; after the voyage, it would need to be reconstructed again for the next voyage. However, the range to Andromeda was sufficient to be met with the drive, and the Eranians would be centuries at the bare minimum behind in the technology needed to create and operate it, enough to establish a strong presence in a virgin galaxy, untapped by man, and enough time to create a military force sufficient to repel not only any initial scouts, but eventually the great fleets that would be sent.

The third choice, naturally, was to be defeated and completely destroyed. The Eranians are more than capable of achieving such a feat, and have already succeeded in whittling down the Terrani fleet down to only half of its starting number, in the defense of the Terrani; many of the ships destroyed were stragglers and civilian vessels, too weak to continue with the pain of the inevitable reality and future that they faced. 

Mathew thought to himself that these blackouts were somewhat unnecessary, the range of detection for ship sensors was incredibly small, and the emissions that ships give out, even at full power, is hard to distinguish from other signals, such as the cosmic noise of the universe, or the signals from nearby stars or other cosmic objects. Yet the Captains of the fleet, as well as the fledgling government, if it can be even considered a government, and not fools playing familiar roles from an age that has long since passed, do not leave anything to chance, the moment anything Eranian is nearby, the ships power down until it passes.

“Mathew, look at my luck I can see you!” Yelled a voice from the back of him, he turned around to see the bastard Ryan, who in times like this loves to shine the flashlight beam directly on the person who he is talking to, without a care as to the vision of the other party.

“It is nice to see you as well Ryan, how about you turn that flashlight beam away from my face before I break it across your ugly forehead!” Roared back Mathew, who was clearly not enjoying the disorientation of the dark and the light, and the vivid difference between the two at blackout, especially after just waking up.

“My apologies Sensor Officer, I did not know that you are so startled when there is light in the dark!” Joked Ryan, whose personality is always one to annoy those around him, feeding off their reactions as an augment to his own energy levels.

“Anyways what do you want Gunnery Officer, aren’t you supposed to be on the bridge by now? I almost never see you in the corridors as I am reporting to stations.” Replied Mathew, who was correct in his curiosity, a Gunnery Officer is almost always present on the bridge, and Ryan reports often enough, even earlier than the allotted duty time tells him to, that Mathew was very much intrigued at the irregularity. 

“Well the blackout messed up my sleep, I have the whine of the electricity flowing through the conduits to the right of my quarters memorized down to a science, and so does my mind, as the whine starts to buzz differently once the 6 am hour begins due to the change of power allotment across the ship, my mind begins its bootup phase. Now without that whine change, since there is no power, I had to be awakened by my personal computer.” Replied Ryan with complete honesty in his voice.

The personal computers of the crew were both the jack of all trades tool, and the greatest amenity that one could have as they sailed across the cold dark void of space. Small and easily carried, and attachable to the forearm when the hands are needed, or modified into rectangular, triangular or spherical shapes for either handheld use, or other interesting gimmicks when one is bored, they are the lifeline for many, and the reason why many have not taken their lives as the joys of life are destroyed one by one by the Eranians. They can be used for communication, assuming there is power for the sensor relays across the ship, or as entertainment, whether it be watching the collective store of movies or playing the collective store of games amassed over thousands of years of Terrani civilization.

They are nowhere as fun or as powerful as the old Neural-Plugs of old, where one could plug in and experience a pure and completely immersive Artificial Reality experience, as real as if you lived it in person, however they beat not having anything else to pass the time.

“It is fortunate that they continue to work, these things I mean.” Mathew pulled his personal computer out of his pocket to augment his point. “I am surprised really, there are not many left in storage, and we all know that we cannot make any more of them.” Said Mathew, who was very cautious with his personal computer, since only one is issued per crew member serving aboard a military vessel, and if one breaks the screen or some other part, or renders it completely unusable, then it is back to the antiquated technology that still remains for them. 

“Well I wouldn’t worry too much about it, after all mine still only half works, as you can clearly see,” He held up his personal computer, which was dented and cracked and obviously so even in twilight lighting conditions. “while yours is all but intact for some miraculous reason. I wouldn’t worry too much because the civilians scattered across the fleet have come up with some very interesting designs for personal computers, there is even talk of reviving a microcircuit factory aboard one of the ships, we may be fortunate enough eventually to get these things made again by Terrani hands!” Said Ryan, with some excitement in his voice. 

“The question of course is if we can make them again, you know nearly all of our technology and the know how to create it, not to mention the industry itself, was lost some seven years ago when we completely abandoned our worlds to the enemy.” Said Mathew, his disgust of the act, done when he was still a young teenager, apparent in his voice.

“How many times do I have to tell you the same thing, if we stayed behind, we would have died. Look at the fleet we have now, barely a hundred ragtag military grade vessels, the rest being all defenseless civilian boats. Occasionally we get the report through the weekly census that one or two ships are missing, they could have been incinerated in FTL, gotten lost through the many numerous course corrections that we have to do, or were picked off somehow by an Eranian force that is right on our heels, after all you know they are hunting us, why are there Eranian ships close by, even now some seven years later?” Replied Ryan.

Around the two, as they shone their flashlights at each other, burning down the time until they absolutely had to report to the bridge, there were a fledgling number of lights zipping on past, each one corresponding to a crewmember reporting for stations, and another crewmember reporting to off duty. After all, the 7 am hour is when many of the shifts are exchanged, when the ‘night’ shift is changed for the ‘day’ shift. Naturally such distinctions are irrelevant, the void is always as dark as a moonless midnight, however for the sake of mental health and sanity, the lighting of the ship reflects a day/night cycle, with the lights being all but dead, and usually only in blue or red light, during the night. Naturally, throughout the day, the lights are on normally, and every crew member is periodically rotated into a day or night shift so that the burden is spread out evenly across everyone. 

The two continued to talk for some time, until the time began to grow limited, and they thus began to head towards the bridge. Navigating the maze of flashlights and silhouettes that roamed the corridors was an annoyance, especially for Mathew who was still groggy from his most recent awakening. Yet with some annoyance and persistence, they wandered to the elevator, and proceeded to head several decks up to the bridge.

The bridge was something that was a relic of an age that has long past, similar to many things that still remained within the fleet, whether it be the personal computers, built with industry that no longer exists, or the ships themselves, which if hopelessly damaged must be quickly stripped for parts and abandoned as husks. The bridge was designed for another time, when one needed to communicate with other ships and commands across entire sectors, the great number of seating for sensors and communications being a testament to this reality that was no more, either being redundant now, or transformed into long range Sensor Suites, whose sole purpose was the detection of Eranian FTL signatures, or even more dangerous, Eranian vessels lying in wait. 

The Sensor Suite where Mathew worked was on the right-hand side of the bridge, which looked like a great circle, elongated at the ends. The Gunnery Suites were located where they have always been, even during the Great War, when things used to be normal, as normal as one can get in a war that spanned centuries; they are on the left-hand side. 

The bridge had a small circle in the center, containing chairs fitted with harnesses, the same as the other chairs found on the bridge and elsewhere in the ship. However, the difference is that the great table which the chairs surrounded was one that could show maps, battlefield sensor readouts, and other such information. It was informally called Arthur’s Table, derived from an ancient tale from the time when man was still trapped on a single planet, somewhere on the other side of the galaxy, and in the tale the table was used to debrief the warriors of the king before heading out to battle. Thus, it is a great name for the table where the Captain ordered the officer knights to battle.

“Well, another block of time on duty Mathew, I’ll try to talk to you after the shift if our paths meet, if not I’ll see you tomorrow.” Said Ryan, and the two separated and headed to their respective posts. Mathew walked across the corridor spanning the right side of the upper bridge and headed to his seat where he worked and labored every day.

“There you are, I was beginning to think that you started to sleep in, not usual for you, but understandable given our situation.” Replied Lorenzo, who is the fellow Sensor Officer for the Dawn, alongside the Head Sensor Officer, Mathew, and several additional Sensor Technicians, who are enlisted and not of officer rank.

“You know the reality, if you sleep you die, that is that.” Replied Mathew, clearly wanting to dispel any notion of him being depressed or otherwise mentally incapable of performing his duties. 

“Agreed Mathew, I’m glad to see that I was mistaken. Well there is no time to waste, get your respective sensors on the last known FTL position of those Eranian bogeys, let’s see if we can pick them up again.” Said Lorenzo.

“That will be difficult, especially with the absolutely minimal power at our disposal, I doubt we’ll get accurate readings at even half the range of their last know position.” Replied Mathew, implying the futility of the attempt.

“Then make every watt count and squeeze out as much sensor readings as you can, what’s the matter with you today, your pessimism is irritating.” Hissed Lorenzo.

“Very well, scanning now. I detect, oh man.” Said Mathew.

“Oh man?” Replied Lorenzo.

“Background cosmic radiation, and a lot of gas, must be the nebula near us that we are using as cover; truly astonishing readings, I should report this to the Captain at once.” Mocked Mathew.

“Very funny you bastard, keep your eyes out, and relay to me any change, I’ll try to confirm and then relay it to the officership.” Replied Lorenzo. 

The ambient atmosphere of the bridge was calm, clearly a rare sign of course on a ship that is perpetually on the run. However, the blacked out fleet, combined with a nearby nebula coating the space with gases, and the ambient cosmic radiation that is always mucking up ones sensors, whether they be Eranian or Terrani, means that the time for rest, if there ever is one, is now.

The fleet and her story as she faced tribulation after tribulation, is a miraculous one, one that if the Terrani are to survive, will be remembered forever. The war continued on for hundreds of years, and even when the Terrani government knew that victory or even a stalemate increasingly became an impossibility, there was no surrender, giving time for the Terrani to formulate a grand escape. The extra few years of allowing world after world to be destroyed completely and utterly allowed the government to begin to evacuate key and valuable personnel and civilians, and save as many of the most important and valuable ships as possible, all hidden from civilian eyes, and most importantly, Eranian eyes.

The Eranians were a bunch that the Terrani have known for hundreds of years. The two powers arrived at the far side of the galaxy around the same time, during the Great Civil War that destroyed the Terran Republic. When man discovered FTL, the Republic that formed out of Earth was fair but brutal, easily conquering any fledgling world that managed to evade military detection and set off illegally from Earth in pursuit of colonization. There was a single human civilization, which like an amoeba continued to consume star after star, all around it, for many thousands of years. At her peak, a good quarter of the entirety of the galaxy was under her sway. 

Yet like all things when the affair involves men, there inevitably was decline, and there was war. The division of distance from Sol, the Main Worlds, the Near Worlds, and the Far Worlds, each name corresponding to the distance that the respective world that was classified enjoyed from Sol. Naturally, the closer to Main World that you were and thus closer to Terra, the better it was for you. If you were Near, or unfortunately for you, Far, in terms of distance, then the services of the state became increasingly less, while the obligations that were imposed on you became stronger and stronger. 

A Main World could easily get away with a broad tax on production and wealth of around 5%-10%, however a Near World enjoyed a ratio of around 20%-40%, while the Far Worlds easily had obligations of 50%-70%, the majority of their wealth, assuming they could produce any at all under the yoke of the state, was confiscated, and justified using several arguments, the first is that they exist only because of illegal settlement in the frontier, the second is the reimbursement that was needed to counteract the expense of their conquest, and finally, the expense of having to ‘serve’ such worlds who were so distant from Sol.

The system more or less worked for some time, the great industry base of the Main Worlds, and the low tax obligations, allowed for a thriving interstellar economy for the Main World Sector of the Republic. The Near Worlds, content with the great earnings from trade that they enjoyed by trading with the Main Worlds, did not mind the 20%-30% general confiscation of wealth production, since they were reimbursed with fleets, guaranteed and sizeable contracts for raw resources and other materials, and other benefits.

The Far Worlds however, received little to no government services, only the tax needed to pay for the tax collectors stationed on the Far Worlds, and the tax needed to pay for the garrisoned fleets and soldiers necessary to keep the order, especially as the poverty increased, yet the obligations remained the same. The anger that would have simmered under such a reality naturally would have been immense, and the desire for a change in the present state of things would be stronger still.

With time, the Far Worlds began to form secret societies, where they discussed what to do away from the vigilant and ever numerous Terran ears. Protests against the government were had, but the Terran government did not care much for them, and in many cases the protests only served to stir up violence, which brought only further garrisons and curfews among the population of the Far Worlds. This only served to embolden the secret societies, and they continued to grow in membership, and in desire to see change.

The Great Crisis as it was named continued for several years, until the strength of the secret societies began to be too great to ignore. The Republic tried their best to ban and imprison those who were members of the secret societies in one great move, however the inefficiency of communication meant that the vast majority of cells remained untouched, and they immediately entered into a state of rebellion, killing all of the garrison forces that they could, and commandeering as many ships docked in spaceports, or actively in patrol with cell crewmembers, as possible. So began the Great Civil War, where a great majority of the Far Worlds, and a significant minority of the Near Worlds, turned traitor to the Republic, and fought against the state for independence.

The war dragged on for decades, both sides inflicting great injury on each other, but because of distance, and the advantage of industry for the Republic, and the advantage of virgin space filled with raw resources for the rebels, the war could never reach a conclusion, only a long and drawn out stalemate. The war became so brutal that many worlds fell into barbarism, and effectively reverted to pre-FTL civilizations. Furthermore, many worlds began to construct fleets with great FTL range, in the hopes of escaping the carnage and finding areas of the galaxy that were uninhabited, and thus safe for those who wished to live in peace, and refused to choose any sides in a war that for many years has lost all meaning and purpose.

Two of these nations were called the Eranians, and the Terrani. The Eranians were a fundamentalist religious civilization, who despised outsiders, and had a strong presence across several Near and Far worlds, and routinely helped both sides for profit, then later on, increasingly supported the rebels. Eventually as the war began to take a greater and greater toll, and the rebels demanded more and more compensation for protection and contributions to the war effort, the Eranians decided to leave the Republic, through great and massive ships that can carry the numbers of a civilization to other, very much distant; lands.

The Terrani were pacifists and otherwise abstainers from the Main Worlds, who sympathized with the Far Worlds but condemned them when they decided to enter a state of rebellion. Their desire for peace made them targets of both the rebels, who viewed them as posh bourgeois Main Worlders, and thus juicy targets for raids whenever possible, and as the war continued, by the Terran Republic itself, who became increasingly hostile to the Terrani, or ‘Little Terrans’ as the other Terrans increasingly began to call them. Thus, the Terrani began to clandestinely make great fleets, filled with massive ships, right under the nose of the Republic, and once they were ready, the effective entirety of the ‘Terrani’ civilization vanished overnight, leaving behind empty worlds without any inhabitants.

The same with the Eranians, in an instant their worlds, once great centers of religion, became empty. The both of them only knew of each other in passing, as one of the many thousands of factions and nations that comprised the Terran Republic, which increasingly began to consume itself, no doubt into its complete and utter destruction. The Terrani and the Eranians went forth around the galactic core, the Terrani going around it on the left side, while the Eranians going around on the right side. After many years of slow and methodical exploration, the two nations settled on the opposite side of the galaxy.

Initially each thought that they were the only humans around for millions of stars, and that they would enjoy total isolation and peace. And it was so for the first few hundred years, until the survey patrols ran into each other, and the two fledgling nations nearly came to blows. The two averted another war on the other end of the galaxy, proposing a great border, a straight line 10 systems thick, that was to be the neutral zone for both nations, running from the core of the galaxy to the outermost edge.

And this line held for many thousands of years. It survived language changes, great expansions of the civilizations that made it, and the neutral zone in between the borders was open to settlement and resource mining to all, and it became a wealthy region as the two nations traded. Naturally disputes came and went, but the spirit of the Great Line held, and the great mass of uninhabited space made any territorial dispute pointless, when one can simply expand across an untapped half of the galaxy, and be assured that the line will not be crossed. In the few cases that it was, the colonies were annexed by the rightful faction and compensation was paid to alleviate any seizure of industry or property. 

Yet humanity is known for being an interesting species, and this period of peace and expansion could not last forever. The origins of the war have been extensively researched by both sides and each one blames the other, after all it was a war that turned two civilizations that have lived side by side for many thousands of years, in peace; into two rival civilizations that wanted the complete and utter extermination of the other. The sources that the Terrani have remaining tell that the Eranians began to run out of space at the edge of the galaxy, and that settlement of the worlds beyond was proving to be a prohibitively expensive proposition, since the distance from the Eranian home world known as Erania, from her furthest colonies, was beginning to be too much for regular bureaucracy and government governance to maintain.

For example, the furthest of the colonies took months to travel towards, and back; even under maximum FTL, with the drives more or less inoperable and burned out as they arrived. Under normal cruise, the period began to be several months long in terms of time. Even the quantum entanglement FTL communications, which in order to stabilize the entanglement had to have relay stations every few light years, began to be problematic, with communication bandwidth exceeding capacity nearly all of the time, even under strict military and government priority, messages were taking weeks and months to be processed by the towers and sent to where they need to go. 

Such are the limitations of quantum entanglement, even the miraculous instant communication across light years, if you have sufficient bandwidth in voice, in nearly all cases only short messages written in shorthand; simply could not keep up with the increase in colonies, and the fecundity of the Eranian population, which refused to drive down the fertility rate of their population due to the strong influence of the Eranian religion in their society, which drives all that they do.

The Terrani, according to the few Eranian intelligence reports that were recovered by the Terrani during the war, also reported on the same matters. The Eranians believed that the Terrani were the cause of the beginning of the war, because of their relentless push to expand, in order to feed the growing industry, economic, and amenity demands of their populace. The reports also suspect that the Terrani were having much of the same problems as the Eranians were, in terms of keeping order and stability among the farthest flung colonies, which took months to reach from Terra, and vice versa.

The war started in stages, the very first stage of the war was the strong pressure to see the neutral zone revoked, and for the worlds that were some of the richest among the two nations to be immediately annexed by the two parties. Both sides desired such a thing, and the war began first in the courtroom, and in the Diplomatic Hall, as the sides sued, argued, and arbitrated for the right of annexation, they used arguments such as the total number of people in them that were either Terrani or Eranian. In addition, they argued over which population was the majority, thus the world should be entitled to the civilization who has the majority living on the planet, they used the argument of distance, the world in question was closer in terms of Astronomical Units and Light Years to one civilization than the other in the neutral zone, thus that nation should have the right to annex it, and the final argument, that of wealth, one nation invested the most over the many thousands of years that the world existed, thus that nation has the right to that world.

This went on for many years, and even when the sides felt that the agreement at one point was unfair to their side, they agreed with it, one because they knew that there would be more worlds to fight over, and two because they did not desire a war; a war would only render the richest of worlds, the ones on and along the neutral zone, worthless as the touch of war, the fire of destruction, and the pain of loss, would fall down upon them. The two sides continued on and on with this, and the pursuit for more far flung colonies was halted for a while, as much juicier prizes were open for the taking.

However eventually, even the neutral zone worlds would run out, since the realities of the border over thousands of years meant that only a few thousand worlds were ever colonized at the neutral zone. Now the issues became increasingly severe, for the two nations could not expand into each other without war, and they could not expand out without enormous expense.
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And so, the two civilizations could no longer rely on the arbitration of courts, or the Diplomatic Halls of the ambassadors, to negotiate for more worlds. The Border was sealed, down to the last mile, and there could be no further nudge in either direction. The two civilizations did not want war, however they did want more land, and so for a time there was nothing, no move made against the other by either side, instead the two simply made do with what they had, and were content to keep their borders as is, or invest exorbitant sums of money on more patrol vessels, police garrisons, and FTL quantum entanglement communication towers, in order to communicate with new far off colonies. 

The size of the two civilizations combined was around the same size as the old Terran Republic before it was plunged into civil war, and many of the old problems that plagued the old Republic now began to plague the two civilizations, even though they are on the opposite side of the galaxy, and have different traditions and languages, developed over many thousands of years. The issues of division among the farthest flung colonies, who saw many months or in certain cases years without a single out of system ship, whether it be a patrol, trade, or immigrant vessel; began to manifest themselves once again. Even the old issues of governance, for example in the Terrani Republic, the farthest flung worlds from Terra did not even bother in many cases to send Representation, whether it be the Senators or the Representatives that they had the right to send, one because they could not afford the cost, and two because they saw no reason to do so, also made an appearance.

For the Eranians, they had different issues to contend with. A religion that naturally encourages diverse thinking, the far-off colonies became effectively new religions in their entirety, with doctrines and tenants that were completely different from the more established creeds closer to Erania. There was no strife, for religious freedom among the different Eranian sects was tolerated, and in certain cases even promoted by the government, however many of the same issues that plagued the Terrani civilization, such as the lack of interest in the government by the far-off colonies, was the same.

Not wishing to replicate the same mistakes that led to the civil war many thousands of years ago within the Terran Republic, the two civilizations wisely did not impose heavy taxes on their colonies, in many cases they did not impose any taxes at all, in an effort to encourage private enterprise and funding of new settlements and colonial infrastructure. Naturally this was cheered by the historians of both nations, and both governments began to see that such a combined private enterprise and governmental investment as the answer to the colony dilemma would be the way forward. This belief was further augmented by the many thanks that the colonies gave to the government whenever representatives, whether they be military, diplomatic, or police, showed up on the farthest flung colonies out on the frontier. 

And they were correct, the potential cause of another civil war was completely destroyed, the freedom given to the colonies, and the combination of minimal policing, but still guarantee of protection in the event of attack, combined with minimal to no tax and obligations, forever cured the two nations of any chance of civil war, however it also brought forth many problems, which the Terran Republic did not have to face. The main issue was the drain on the coffers, something that was not a problem for the Terran Republic, who could easily fund the great expense of sovereignty in the frontier through the heavy taxation that was imposed on the populace.

The Terrani began to feel this the most, since the wealth and potential for private enterprise lay further on in the frontier, the incentive for investment was strong only in the furthermost points, and then such points would quickly become outdated, as new colonies went up even further, drying up the fledgling investment, and requiring heavy investment by the hand of the government for the infrastructure that was neglected and never completed. Furthermore, the Terrani and the Eranians never considered the possibility of great autonomy, effectively giving limited sovereignty to the furthest flung colonial areas, and thus reducing the pressure upon the coffers of the state.

And with that, those old yet familiar attributes of humanity emerged once again, mistrust, jealousy, greed, and envy. Even if it would alleviate the pressures that the two nations were facing, there was no chance of independence or autonomy for the fledgling colonies. The colonies would not rebel, because the taxes were either minimal or non-existent, and the presence of the state was so miniscule, that it was if they were independent already. This meant that there was nothing to gain, only much to lose, from a civil war with the mother state. Yet when one gains, one also loses.
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