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THE CHILDREN OF THE RIVER

Long before borders divided the land... before cities of steel rose into the sky... before history was rewritten by conquerors... the people of Tāmeri walked the rivers of ancient America.

The old ones said the rivers remembered everything.

The Mississippi carried stories in its currents. The Ohio whispered names of forgotten kings. The Savannah River sang songs older than language itself. Every stream, every mountain, every forest held memory.

And the people listened.

In the great valley where the sun painted the earth red each morning, a young boy named Khemen stood beside his grandfather near the edge of the water. Mist rolled across the river like spirits awakening from sleep.

“You hear it?” the old man asked.

Khemen nodded slowly.

The river hummed softly.

Not with sound... but with feeling.

The elders of the tribe believed all living things carried vibration. Trees spoke through movement. Animals carried messages from the spirit world. The stars themselves were guides left behind by the ancestors.

Their people called themselves the Tāmeri — “The Beloved People of the Earth.”

But outsiders would one day call them something else.

Indians.

Savages.

Lost tribes.

They would never understand who the Tāmeri truly were.

Khemen’s grandfather, Ahmose, carried deep lines across his face like carved maps of time itself. Around his neck hung a copper medallion marked with a strange symbol: a sun rising between two serpents.

“The stars are changing,” Ahmose whispered.

Khemen looked upward.

Even before sunrise, certain stars remained visible above the horizon. Three bright lights aligned perfectly above the distant hills.

“The Three Watchers,” Khemen said carefully.

Ahmose nodded.

“Our ancestors came under those stars.”

Khemen had heard the stories before. Every child had. The elders spoke of a time before the Great Waters separated the lands. Before kingdoms drowned beneath oceans. Before the skies burned red.

A time when the First People traveled between worlds of knowledge.

Some said the ancestors came from across the eastern waters. Others claimed they emerged from beneath the earth itself through sacred caves hidden inside the mountains.

But all versions agreed on one thing:

The Tāmeri carried ancient wisdom the world would eventually try to erase.

A horn suddenly echoed across the valley.

Both turned.

Smoke rose in the distance beyond the tree line.

Messengers.

Riders were approaching.

Ahmose’s eyes narrowed.

“Go gather your mother,” he ordered quietly. “Something has happened.”

Khemen sprinted through the village as dawn finally broke across the land.

The settlement stretched for miles beside the river. Earthen homes stood beside towering mounds covered in grass and carved stone. Smoke from cooking fires drifted into the morning air. Children chased one another between wooden structures while women prepared corn, herbs, and fish beside large clay ovens.

Warriors carrying bows and spears moved quickly toward the central mound.

Fear spread silently.

The riders arrived moments later.

Their horses were exhausted.

One warrior nearly collapsed as he dismounted.

“They’re coming,” he gasped.

The council gathered instantly.

Chief Sekari stepped forward slowly, towering above the others in a cloak made from eagle feathers and dark fur. His voice carried the weight of thunder.

“Who is coming?”

The wounded rider swallowed hard.

“Strangers from the eastern shores.”

Silence.

Even the birds seemed to stop singing.

“How many?” Sekari asked.

“More than we’ve ever seen.”

The rider’s eyes trembled.

“They carry thunder weapons.”

Murmurs spread through the crowd.

Khemen looked toward his grandfather, who stared into the distance with an expression he had never seen before.

Not fear.

Recognition.

As though he had always known this day would come.

“The prophecy,” Ahmose whispered.

That night the fires burned late across the valley.

The elders gathered inside the Great Mound Temple beneath walls covered in ancient symbols no outsider could read. Massive stone pillars lined the circular chamber. In the center rested a polished black stone said to have fallen from the heavens thousands of years earlier.

Only the Keepers of Memory were allowed inside.

Khemen watched secretly from the shadows.

The council argued for hours.

“We should prepare for war.”

“No. We must hide the sacred knowledge.”

“They could be traders.”

“They could be destroyers.”

One elder struck his staff against the floor.

“The signs have returned! The stars warned us!”

Ahmose finally rose to speak.

The room fell silent immediately.

“Our ancestors survived great floods... great fires... and falling kingdoms,” he began. “But they warned of a final age. An age when strangers would cross the waters carrying hunger without spirit.”

He turned toward the black stone.

“They will not only seek gold.”

The flames flickered.

“They will seek identity itself.”

Khemen felt chills run through his body.

“What do you mean?” another elder asked quietly.

Ahmose looked at them with sadness.

“They will make our children forget who they are.”

Outside, thunder rolled across the dark sky.

But no storm came.

Far away along the eastern coast, ships moved slowly through black waters toward the sleeping continent.

And history was about to change forever.
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THE RED EARTH KINGDOMS

For thousands of years, the kingdoms of the Tāmeri stretched across the lands now forgotten by modern history.

Massive cities rose beside rivers.

Trade routes crossed forests, mountains, deserts, and valleys. Copper flowed from the northern lakes. Obsidian arrived from western volcanoes. Sacred shells came from southern waters.

The people built giant mounds aligned perfectly with the stars.

Astronomers tracked eclipses with astonishing accuracy.

Healers understood herbs capable of curing sicknesses long before modern medicine.

And beneath every great city stood hidden chambers where sacred records were protected from the outside world.

The elders called them the Houses of Memory.

Only chosen bloodlines knew their locations.

Khemen first learned the truth at age sixteen.

Ahmose led him deep beneath the central mound during the Festival of Returning Stars. Torches illuminated ancient walls covered in carvings unlike anything above ground.

Figures with dark skin stood beside giant serpents and glowing suns.

Maps of the heavens stretched across stone ceilings.

Khemen stared in awe.

“Who made this?” he whispered.

“Our first fathers,” Ahmose replied.

The old man pressed his hand against a hidden symbol.

A stone doorway slowly opened.

Cold air rushed outward.

Inside rested hundreds of sealed clay tablets, copper scrolls, carved crystals, and black stone books etched with symbols unknown to the modern world.

Khemen’s heart pounded.

“This is impossible...”

“No,” Ahmose said softly. “This is what survived.”

He handed Khemen an ancient copper disk.

Etched into its surface was a map unlike anything Khemen had ever seen.

It showed the Americas connected to lands across great oceans.

“These records tell of the First Age,” Ahmose explained. “Before the earth changed. Before kingdoms drowned beneath the waters.”

Khemen looked again at the carvings.

Some figures wore crowns similar to those found in stories of ancient African kingdoms. Others carried staffs topped with serpent heads.

“The world was once connected,” Ahmose continued. “The Tāmeri were never isolated. Our ancestors traveled farther than modern men will ever believe.”

Khemen looked up slowly.

“Why hide this?”

Ahmose’s expression darkened.

“Because some truths are dangerous in the wrong hands.”

Above them, drums echoed across the city as warriors prepared defenses along the river.

The strangers were getting closer.

And with them came an age of fire.
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THE SKY PEOPLE PROPHECY

The moon hung low over the valley as the drums continued through the night.

No one slept.

Warriors sharpened spearheads beside great fires while scouts moved silently through the forests surrounding the city. Mothers gathered children close. Elders whispered prayers to the ancestors.

Fear had entered the valley for the first time in generations.

Khemen sat beside the river staring into the black water. Reflections of stars shimmered across the surface like spirits floating between worlds.

His grandfather approached quietly.

“You should rest,” Ahmose said.

“I can’t.”

The old man nodded knowingly and lowered himself onto a fallen tree beside him.

“For many years,” Ahmose began, “I hoped the prophecy would die with my generation.”

Khemen looked toward him.

“What prophecy?”

Ahmose remained silent for a long moment.

Then he reached beneath his cloak and removed a folded animal hide wrapped carefully in leather cords.

“The Scroll of Returning Shadows.”

Khemen had heard whispers of it before.

Only the Keepers of Memory were allowed to read its words.

The old man slowly unwrapped the hide.

Ancient symbols covered the surface in black and red ink.

“The prophecy was carried across many generations,” Ahmose explained. “Long before our people settled these valleys.”

He pointed to a carved symbol resembling a ship floating beneath stars.

“It speaks of pale strangers crossing the eastern waters.”

Khemen swallowed hard.

“The men on the ships...”

“Yes.”

The torches nearby flickered as cold wind swept across the riverbank.

Ahmose continued reading.

“They will come hungry for land, gold, and power.

They will build kingdoms over bones.

They will erase names and replace truth with chains.

Yet the blood of Tāmeri will survive hidden beneath the ashes.”

Khemen felt chills spread through his body.

“Did our ancestors know this would happen?”

Ahmose nodded slowly.

“The Sky People warned them.”

Khemen frowned.

“The Sky People... were they gods?”

The old man smiled faintly.

“No. Not gods.”

He pointed upward toward the stars.

“Travelers.”

Silence filled the air.

Khemen had heard many stories growing up. Stories of glowing beings descending from the heavens. Stories of ancient teachers who brought knowledge of astronomy, healing, mathematics, and sacred energy.

Most children believed they were myths.

But Ahmose did not speak like a man telling stories.

He spoke like a witness.

“Our ancestors once walked beside them,” he said quietly. “They taught the First People how to read the stars and understand the earth.”

Khemen stared at him in disbelief.

“You truly believe that?”

Ahmose turned toward the river.

“I know it.”

Far away, another horn echoed through the valley.

Three short blasts.

Scouts returning.

The old man quickly rolled the scroll closed.

“They’ve reached the outer forests,” he said grimly.

Khemen rose instantly.

“How many?”

“Enough to change everything.”

At dawn the entire city gathered around the Great Mound.

Warriors stood in rows carrying shields made from hardened wood and leather. Archers lined the upper ridges overlooking the valley.

Chief Sekari stepped onto the
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