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        “Alpha, Omega, Q.”

      

        

      
        Everything begins and ends with a question.
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      The Curse of the Nibiru is book one in the series. It mixes contemporary fantasy elements with science fiction, supernatural mystery, and young adult themes—creating a multifaceted environment ripe for exploration. The narrative reveals a powerful villain to set up intense confrontations between good and evil.

      There is a tantalising blend of fantasy, YA, sci-fi, and the supernatural and a fresh canvas that stands out from most typical genre conventions.

      Arthur Templar’s personal journey to save Elderberry Valley from an elite gang of Nibiruan criminals and bring his parents home in book one, is intertwined with family secrets and ancient powers.

      In book two Arthur and his friends combine their powers to uncover secret hidden destiny parchments. These deep mysteries position him as both a victim and a chosen one, adding depth to his character.

      The unexpected twist revealing Arthur's ancestry in the final book infuses the narrative with a captivating duality in motivations.

      This element of family legacy, paired with advanced Pleiadian technology, like dimension jumping, creates an intriguing intersection of old magic and new science.
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      Copyright © 2023 by Patrick Maher

      All rights reserved.

      No part of this book may be reproduced in any form or by any electronic or mechanical means, including information storage and retrieval systems, without written permission from the author, except for the use of brief quotations in a book review or genuine educational purposes as permitted by Australian Copyright Law.

      Without in any way limiting the author’s [and publisher’s] exclusive rights under copyright, any use of this publication to “train” generative artificial intelligence (AI) technologies to generate text is expressly prohibited. The author reserves all rights to license uses of this work for generative AI training and development of machine learning language models.

      This book is a work of fiction except for historical facts. Names, characters, businesses, organisations, places, events and incidents are either the product of the author’s imagination or used fictitiously. Any resemblance to actual persons, living or dead, events, or locales is entirely coincidental.

      Every effort has been made to obtain any necessary permissions with reference to copyright materials, both illustrative and quoted. The author apologises for any omissions or errors in this respect and will be pleased to make the necessary and appropriate acknowledgements in any later editions.
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      The novels are dedicated to my beautiful brothers, John, Frank and Anthony, who Dimension Jumped too early. And to Steve and Jean, who prepared the way - eternal gratitude.
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      These wonderful people live in my memories. I value their thoughts and support. They whisk me back to the days of my Gaelic ancestors.

      

      For hundreds of years, generation after generation gathered around a fire somewhere, shared good conversations and humour, and invented stories that tickled the brain, tugged at the heartstrings or were rich in symbolism and mystery.

      

      The ‘Craik’ still lives on in those ancient, mystical lands to this day.

      

      Stories are forever.

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
          

          
            CONTENTS

          

        

      

    

    
    
      
        Aplha Omega Q

      

      
        1. No Ordinary Asteroid

      

      
        2. Talking to Nobody

      

      
        3. The Pepper Tree

      

      
        4. Healing

      

      
        5. Gifts

      

      
        6. Healing

      

      
        7. The Old Folks

      

      
        8. The Black Spider

      

      
        9. Shapeshifter Revealed

      

      
        10. Rain Wet Grass

      

      
        11. The Beautiful Lady

      

      
        12. Surrogate Parents

      

      
        13. School Next Day

      

      
        14. In Trouble with the Principal

      

      
        15. Old Friends Disappear

      

      
        16. Arthur and the Cops

      

      
        17. Dark Night Ride

      

      
        18. Torin’s room

      

      
        19. There it is

      

      
        20. Erin Meets Whistle-Blower

      

      
        21. Erin’s Parents

      

      
        22. Investigating The Old Folks Home

      

      
        23. Torin's Map

      

      
        24. An Eon to Terraform a Planet

      

      
        25. The Tiger Moth

      

      
        26. Hunter, Dotty and the Tall Man

      

      
        27. Principal’s Daughter Drowning

      

      
        28. Marshal arrests crooks

      

      
        29. Real Estate Agent Trapped

      

      
        30. Elderberry Times

      

      
        31. Last Day of School

      

      
        32. Principal Reynard’s News

      

      
        33. Arthur’s Remarkable Gift

      

      
        34. The Shapeshifter

      

      
        35. The New Principal

      

      
        36. Ashkenazy

      

    

    
      
        Acknowledgments

      

      
        Citations by Other Authors

      

      
        Development of the Arthur Templar Series

      

      
        Useful Editorial Observations

      

      
        Study Guide

      

      
        About the Author

      

      
        First Novel in the TimeThreader Series

      

      
        Second Novel in the Timethreader Series

      

      
        Third Novel in the TimeThreader Series

      

    

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
          

          
            BOOK ONE

          

        

      

    

    
      
        
        Arthur Templar and the Curse of the Nibiru

      

      

      
        
        Arthur Templar and his close-knit group of psychic twelve year olds primary school friends must defeat a gang of evil Nibiruan agents attempting to mine ‘the core’- a quantum power source.
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        The gang of evil Nibiruan agents and their leader bombard the children with one challenge and deception after another.

        The children are forced to grow and develop their psychic abilities while they try to protect Elderberry Valley and the star people who live there.

      

      

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
            ONE

          

          
            NO ORDINARY ASTEROID

          

        

      

    

    
      
        
        In a long-ago world, an asteroid fell to Earth.

        It formed a crater near the ocean and created Elderberry Valley.

        But this was no ordinary asteroid.
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      The night held Elderberry Valley in its inky stillness.

      Arthur dressed, went downstairs and rummaged around in Aunt Dotty’s walk-in pantry.

      He put his little hoard into his backpack and swung it over his shoulders.

      Arthur left the house like a mouse and headed for the old stone bridge across the river.

      Little Apple Down slept as he made his way through the village.

      His dad’s voice floated out of the sea of Arthur’s memories. ‘It’s always darkest before the dawn, Arthur.’ Exactly, Arthur thought, - like swimming in a bottle of black India ink.

      The aroma of hot bread danced its yeasty bouquet around him on a zephyr, teasing his senses.

      As he climbed higher up the valley, he looked down and spotted the baker’s delivery cart trundling along the streets of Elderberry Village. Dolly, his favourite chestnut mare, ambled from door to door on a route she learned as a foal trotting beside her mother.

      He entered the musty mouth of the abandoned railway tunnel and grabbed a handful of mushrooms as he passed the hanging grow bags. They went into his backpack.

      Arthur sensed his way along the tunnel toward the dim light at the far end and emerged in the half-light. Oddly, the darkness helped him see with his mind. Years ago, he mastered the skill while navigating his aunt’s dark passageway, eyes shut. He practiced sensing the walls and not bumping against them. The skill he developed was working now when he needed it.

      Arthur emerged from the tunnel into soft starlight. The dimpsy light cast no shadows, but he could see the path ahead as it meandered down by the cemetery where his twin sister, Atheria, was buried.

      Nobody’s mine was invisible. The steady beat of the pump in the mine got louder. Arthur guessed Nobody must already be already in his diggings.

      Arthur threaded past Nobody’s man traps on the path to his gold mine. He knew from experience that a braided leather strap would whip you across the legs. Another trap would tip a bucket of freezing water over you. One would explode a cartridge about an arm’s length away from you. Another one would rattle a string of tin cans with stones inside them.

      No one ever got close to Nobody’s mine shaft at night, except Arthur.

      Silence.

      Arthur shouted down the shaft, and his voice echoed into its depth. ‘You home?’

      It sounded like his voice went to the other side of the world and back again.

      Silence, for what seemed forever.

      ‘Buzz off, nobody here.’ An old, dry-throated voice called back.

      ‘Got fresh fruit scones. Got some oranges and a cinnamon bun, Nobody.’

      A long silence.

      Nobody’s dry, croaky voice came up the shaft.

      ‘Is that Arthur?’

      ‘Course it is!’

      ‘Arthur Templar, head chef.’

      ‘Dunno about that.’ Arthur called back.

      Laughter echoed up the shaft from the depths of the mine.

      ‘Lower them down, then nick off.’

      Arthur added, ‘Scones have got raisins and cinnamon and apples, and real butter’.

      More silence.

      ‘See you later, Nobody.’

      ‘Oi, not so fast. OK. Come on down. Watch the fifth rung. It ain’t there.’
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        Nobody

      

      Nobody kept his eyes on the ladder as Arthur climbed down, as if he had done it a hundred times. He entered a large void and sat at a small table. He put the bag of mushrooms from the tunnel on the table. The soft light of the Core washed the entire space. A formless radiance cloaked everything, eliminating shadows.

      Nobody had the kettle boiling, and he made two mugs of bush tea.

      ‘Any news?’ Arthur asked.

      ‘Nothin’ ever happens down here–reason I work here. Why’d yer ask?’

      ‘Something’s not right topside,’ Arthur said.

      ‘Are they still goin’ ahead with that stupid shopping centre? We don’t need a shopping centre.’

      ‘Yes, but something stranger is going on, and I can’t figure it out. Things are not right.’

      ‘Now you mention it, caught sight of what looked like a bunch o’ blokes wearin’ trekking gear. I asked ‘em what they was doin.’

      ‘Yeah?’

      ‘They was doin’ a survey,’ they said.

      ‘They didn’t look like they was diggin’ down, more sideways. Drillin’ into the side of the hill near the cemetery. They was, takin’ samples, like. They had lots of ground penetrating stuff, radar. Passed over a couple o’ gold deposits I’ve got in mind. Ignored it, they did. So, whatever they’re lookin’ for is worth more than gold.’

      Arthur suggested, ‘The Core, maybe.’

      Nobody gasped. ‘If they hit the Core with drilling equipment, they’re in for a heck of a surprise. It’ll blow ‘em all to Andromeda. It’s almost pure 114 and 115. Touch that stuff, and you don’t know what yer doin’; it’ll split your atoms into stardust. The Elders dropped the Core into place thousands of years ago. Turned a desert into a habitable green valley. They would be on to it if the Core was threatened.’

      ‘Maybe. You think the Eders care about us? How many were there? What did they look like?’

      ‘There was four of them, three blokes, looked strange to me. A tall fella with a weird voice—sounded like he was talking into a drain pipe. He seemed to be the brains – directin’ the others what to do and where to search. They wanted to try on Thunder Mountain. The tall fella told ‘em that were a waste of time. ‘Nothin’ there,’ he said.

      Arthur was getting more worried by the minute. ‘Did they find what they were looking for, do you think?’

      ‘Yeah, reckon they might’ve. One of them followed me home. He stopped when he caught sight of the man-traps.’

      ‘You reckon they were looking for the Core? That’s not good.’

      ‘Not good at all. If they dig into that lot, we’ll all be blown to smithereens.’

      Arthur had a lot to think about. Maybe he now had the story for the Article he had to write.

      ‘You know the lightning rod yer uncle put up on yer tree house? Is it still there?

      ‘Ugly looking thing.’

      ‘It’s not the antenna that’s important - it’s the copper plate buried deep in the ground that matters.’

      ‘Oh?’

      ‘If ever things go bad, get yerself’n yer friends into yer tree house. It’ll protect yer.’

      ‘How?’

      ‘It’s a direct link from the Core to the Pleiadean system. Think of it as a force field protecting the island, Little Apple Down, and Elderberry Valley. If they damage the link, we’re all in trouble.’

      ‘What if it gets struck by lightning?’

      ‘It helps to recharge the Core. But, yer better off not being in yer tree house, any tree, during a lightning storm.’

      Nobody had given Arthur some helpful information, but all it did was raise a million more questions in Arthur’s mind. He sensed Arthur was about to ask more questions. Nobody changed the subject. ‘Gotta get into Elderberry Village and put me miner’s claim on them gold deposits,’ Nobody said. ‘Hate going into the village. Too many people. Counted twenty or thirty last time I was there.’

      ‘I’ll put a blue moon milkshake and a cinnamon bun on tick for you next time you’re there.’

      ‘The Watering Hole?’

      ‘Yes. That’s a promise. I’ll tell Millie to sort it out.’

      ‘Tempting, but going into the village is like suckin’ on sour grapefruit. All of them people staring at yer. Creeps me out.’

      ‘If you’ve got the paperwork for the claims, I’ll ask Uncle Bob to lodge it for you if you like.’

      Nobody dug around in a little box of papers and well-thumbed photographs. ‘Bob Hunter’s alright. Yeah, good bloke, I trust him, even if he is a cop,’ he said as he handed Arthur a few pages of a tattered Miner’s claim document.

      Arthur tucked the paperwork into the inside pocket of his jacket and buttoned the flap.

      ‘They charge for it, and all I’ve got is gold dust and stuff.’

      ‘We can sort it out later, Nobody. Don’t give it a second thought.’

      ‘Get a receipt, young fella.’

      Arthur has no intention of ever collecting the debt. ‘Better be off now.’

      ‘Right-Oh,’ Nobody said. ‘What yer got planned for today?’

      ‘Working on the tree house.’

      ‘Yer cousins?’

      ‘Yes, Erin and Torin are coming over to help. It’s their tree house, too, not just mine. We each had a hand in it.’

      Nobody liked Arthur, and that instinct for giving others credit was only one reason.

      ‘I heard your pump working pretty hard. What do you reckon about this weather?’

      Nobody was quick to come back. ‘It’s got to be one of our lot. Atmokinesis.’

      ‘Who does atmokinesis?

      Nobody thought for a moment.

      ‘I was wonderin’ the same thing. Come to think of it, our lot can do it but it’s mostly a Nibiruan thing.’

      The things you learn, if you ask. Arthur thought.

      Nobody said. ‘Don’t trust them one bit.’

      ‘Well, I’d better be on my way. Left some mushrooms for you in the bag there.’ Arthur said as he hoisted his empty backpack over his shoulders.

      The idea of cooked food inspired Nobody. ‘I could go a decent hot meal, young fella... head chef.’

      Arthur cracked up laughing, and it was contagious. He hadn’t seen Nobody laugh much before. Nobody had the hearty laugh of an old sailor. It warmed Arthur’s heart as he headed for the ladder. ‘Right, one cooked meal, noted.’

      ‘Watch the fifth step.’ He heard Nobody call as he made his way up the ladder.

      Arthur waited for a few seconds. ‘It ain’t there!’ he called back down the shaft with a sense of mock alarm. He was still laughing as he made the surface.

      A sun zephyr danced its way to the west, chased by the rising sun. The gentle breeze set little swirls of red dust running across the flats at the bottom of the Elderberry hills. Thunder Mountain stood above the other hills like a million-year-old pyramid, casting a strange, eerie shadow across the valley and Little Apple Down. A soft pink and purple haze eased itself over the eastern horizon into a perfectly still morning. The sun was on its way to a new day. Arthur took in a deep breath of sweet Elderberry morning air and headed for the tunnel and a bunch of mushrooms for his Uncle Bob.

      He thought, I’d better get a move on. The treehouse is not going to build itself.
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      Arthur had an odd sense of foreboding. What in the world could go wrong? After all, it was a lazy, hot Saturday morning of barefoot happiness. He and his two best friends were adding the finishing touches to their pepper tree treehouse, all felt right with the world.

      They had burned the words Detective Agency onto a weather-bleached board by focusing the sun’s rays with a magnifying glass. It now hung over the doorway. They had no intention of detecting anything. The tree house was their place to relax and hang out, not work.

      The sign over the door was a lark, a prank, a joke. It might as well have read Film Production Studio, Squadron 333, or Academy of Interstellar Sciences. On any day during their games, they had plenty of spare planks for new ideas to emerge.

      Arthur’s best friends, Erin, and Torin, stacked their favourite books on a rustic bookcase they had made from leftover floorboards. Erin had spread plump, coloured cushions over four Scandinavian armchairs, which rocked as they settled into them. The gentle rocking soothed the busiest mind.

      They were all looking forward to having a treehouse topping out ceremony.

      Arthur was drilling holes into the last wall panel.

      Erin called, ‘Be careful with that.’

      The drill jammed into the wall panel. He examined it.

      Arthur put the drill on the floor. ‘Need a new bit’. He said to himself more than to Torin and Erin, and headed for the edge of the veranda. He said, ‘Back in a sec!’

      He stood for a moment on the veranda and looked out at their domain. Perfect, he thought. The treehouse stood on high ground in the corner of the long backyard of Arthur’s aunt and uncle’s farmhouse. The branches spread over the laneway and the next-door neighbour’s chicken pen.

      When Arthur’s uncle helped them install the stairway for the treehouse, he also fixed a lightning rod over the roof, even though they rarely had storms in Elderberry Valley. A thick insulated cable ran from the rod to a large copper plate dug deep into the ground.

      Arthur reckoned people in the city would pay a lot of money for their views across Elderberry Valley. His uncle thought the vista was a ‘corker’. Arthur could see the grassy landing strip where his uncle landed his Tiger Moth when he was on police detective work.

      Aunt Dotty’s two-story farmhouse, with its grapevine-covered patio extending from the wide back veranda, was visible from the tree house.

      Will I use the stairs? Nope!

      He leapt from the deck of the treehouse, grabbed a rope tied to the top of the tree, and swung outward in a wide arc over crazy Pettit’s chicken pen. He made a perfect pendulum as he swung out, then back. Arthur let go of the rope at exactly the right moment and landed on a lower branch like a cat. He had done the same leap dozens of times over the last eight months as they built the tree house. He got better at it every time. It was a perfectly timed action. He always landed on a sturdy branch over his yard.

      He sensed danger.

      A rush of tangy pepper-berry sap filled his nostrils.

      The branch snapped under his feet, and he felt himself toppling toward the corrugated rusty iron fence and Pettit’s chicken pen.

      He looked down between his legs at the sharp, rusty, corrugated fence. One bare foot was over his backyard, and the other was over crazy Pettit’s stinky chicken pen. The part of him right over the rusty corrugated fence was in great danger. The next second would change his voice forever. He thought, Arthur, don’t die on your twelfth birthday.

      Then an image of his twin sister materialised in front of him. It would have been her birthday, too. At that moment, he felt something strange. His entire body tingled as if he had a small electric shock. Everything went into treacly slow motion. Whatever it was, it slowed his fall.

      He snapped both feet together for a two-point landing on the rusty knife edge of the corrugated iron fence.

      A blinding rush of pain exploded in his brain as he toppled into crazy Pettit’s sulphurous, gooey chicken pen. He tried to do a soft parachute landing, but it did not go well. A dozen terrified chickens went berserk as he dropped on top of them. White and black and brown wings slapped his face as they flew and tumbled all over him. The squawking was deafening. They had enormous claws. They scratched him without mercy.

      It was hot enough to fry an egg on a brick, and the chicken pen was a sea of oozing, steaming chook-poo. Arthur’s feet were flooding with blood. But the thought of crazy Pettit rushing at him with an axe scared Arthur more than tetanus or chook-poo bugs.

      Now he was on his knees and knew he had to get out of the locked chicken pen and do it quickly.

      Torin leapt from the fence into the chicken yard. He threw Arthur’s arm around his shoulder and lifted and dragged him across the muck and slime. Arthur focused his mind on the padlock outside the gate. He sensed the combination, 1-2-3-4. The oozing chook poo and screeching chickens made it hard to concentrate. He focused as intensely as he could. The lock clicked open and fell to the ground.

      Erin ran down the circular laneway behind the small group of houses. She opened Crazy Pettit’s back gate and ran across his dusty prickle-covered yard to help. They got Arthur out of the chicken pen and dragged him into the laneway. Erin made no noise when she pulled the gate closed behind her.

      She whispered, ‘Crazy Pettit must still be asleep.’

      They lifted and dragged Arthur down the laneway. Blood was flowing freely from his feet. The pain was beating in his brain and getting worse. He felt himself becoming light-headed and floating. Arthur thought he was about to faint. He felt strange. He recalled the school principal’s first aid lesson, saying, ‘If you cut yourself and lose too much blood, then you might faint. Loss of blood reduces the blood flow to the brain. Reduces, he thought. Reduces?

      Erin and Torin sat Arthur on a bench on the edge of Aunt Dotty’s vegetable garden near the woodpile, where he often sat reading a novel about flying. He had sixty-five of the Biggles books. Now his mind was wandering and losing focus.

      He felt weaker by the minute. The sun sapped the little energy he had left.

      Erin raised his legs to look at his wounds. She saw the bleeding, poo-covered grooves cut into the soles of his feet. ‘Stay calm. Take a deep breath. Don’t move!’ she shouted as she ran down the backyard to the house.

      Arthur gasped, ‘Stop the blood.’

      Torin ripped off his T-shirt. He bound it around both feet near Arthur’s ankles, making a tourniquet.

      Torin grabbed a wheelbarrow leaning against the inside of the back fence and turned it tray side up. Strength came to him from nowhere as he lifted Arthur into it. He knew he had to get Arthur out of the sun.

      He wheeled Arthur down the yard to the cool shade of the grapevine-covered rear patio. ‘You need an anti-gravity belt, mate, he grunted. And not so many custard tarts.’
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      Arthur was sweating, cold and clammy all at once. He felt as if he was about to faint. Torin gently set him down on the paved patio floor so he was lying flat. Their first-aid classes at school kicked in. Keep calm. But blood, actual blood, copious amounts of blood?

      Torin grabbed two plump cushions from a cane chair and put them under Arthur’s ankles.

      Then Arthur’s aunt and uncle came running across the wide veranda in the coolness of the vine-covered patio. Erin was close behind. Aunt Dotty was carrying a silver box. It had a golden symbol on the top. Arthur had seen it before. The box contained Aunt Dotty’s lotions and potions. She had written about them in one of her books on herbal medicines.

      Arthur’s uncle lifted him onto a table on the veranda, and Aunt Dotty applied her creamy herbal ointments to the deep corrugated cuts on his bloody, chook poo-covered feet. The aroma from the lotion was sweet and a little spicy. Arthur couldn’t see what she was doing, but the pain eased a little.

      Arthur’s uncle reached into his coat and took a silver pen-shaped device from his inside coat pocket. He concentrated on Arthur’s wounds, then he pressed a small button on the side of the device. A beam of green light played over the cuts. Then, as it swept over each fence-shaped incision, it changed into a little spray of blinking golden lights. Arthur’s uncle mentally steered and sharpened the beam. Arthur noticed his feet were tingling. Then both feet became completely clean.

      Erin was curious. She thought, it was as if Uncle Bob had bathed Arthur’s feet in warm, soapy water. The blood stopped flowing. Then the deep corrugations closed.

      Arthur could feel his strength returning.

      His uncle held him steady. ‘No, don’t get up for a minute. You have lost a lot of blood.’

      Aunt Dotty dropped a tablet into a glass of water. It fizzed and bubbled and dissolved itself into the water, and the water turned red. When the tablet disappeared, she offered it to Arthur. ‘Drink this.’

      He took the glass and swallowed the cool liquid. ‘It tastes like raspberries.’

      It would look like magic to most humans, Arthur thought.

      Aunt Dotty smiled. ‘Not magic. It’s an electrolyte. Biochemistry, not magic.’

      Did they read his mind?

      Arthur looked up at his Aunt Dotty and Uncle Bob, wanting to know what medical skill was at play here.

      Aunt Dotty sensed his question: ‘Pleiadean healing. Old ways from the old world.’

      His feet were throbbing, but the pain wasn’t as sharp now.

      Erin flicked back her long red hair, reached over, and put her thumbs on Arthur’s temples. ‘Breathe in and hold your breath,’ she cooed in soothing, hypnotic tones. Erin’s voice was soft and musical. She massaged his temples. Arthur found it soothing. ‘Now, breathe out slowly,’ she almost purred as she slowed
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