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DISCLAIMER

The SEQUETUS
SERIES, the EARTH SYNDROME MINISERIES and FINAL PASSAGE are works
of fiction. Names of individuals and
companies used in the book, unless historical fact, are pure
fiction.

THE SEQUETUS SERIES
GLOSSARY

Part of this
volume is a chapter named Glossary, a list of terms
and words and what they mean. When a word in the glossary is first
used in the story It’s shown slanted like
this. These are bookmarked to
take you to the word definition in the Glossary. The glossary
expands with new terms with each subsequent
volume

MEASUREMENT

In the Federation there is
Standard Measurement, such as kinopacs, or Ks and pacs, but those
who have left Earth may still use kilometers.

HOW THESE BOOKS ARE
NUMBERED

This is an epic story. By its
nature, it’s big. There are twenty-three books. Each book deals
with a specific aspect of the story.

The Sequetus Series is broken up
into four miniseries. Each miniseries is comprised of between four
to eight books.

The miniseries are

THE NEW EARTH MINISERIES

Books 1-8

THE TEMPLAR MINISERIES

Books 9-12

THE JUGGERNAUT
MINISERIES

Books 13-17

THE EARTH SYNDROME
MINISERIES

Books 18-23

 


Each miniseries can be read in its
own right.

A lot of care has gone into
creating this epic, and everything has been done by way of
glossary, pictures, maps, notes, credits, and so on, to assist the
reader to have an enjoyable reading experience.
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CHAPTER 1




ABOUT MOON

 


 


 Jaron was addressing the
crew at Mars
Base. “What do we know of this
satellite, really?” He looked around the briefing room, at
his commanders and
captains.

 Polton Beel, the expeditionary leader,
stood up and went over to the screen. “We have been examining it
for months now, in a lot of detail. The chemical composition shows
it’s different to the planet, which it revolves around.
While Sequetus
3, Earth, is predominantly
iron, this moon,
or smaller twin planet, is mostly made of titanium, and these
heavier metals are on its surface.”

 Akeala asked, “Does it
have an atmosphere?”

Beel shook his head. “No, but twice, we saw
evidence of clouds of vapor, drifting across the
surface.”

 Jaron nodded to one
of the Boguard, standing at the rear. They seldom sat in the
presence of non-Boguard, as a mark of honor.

The Boguard spoke loudly, across the room. “My
Lorde, is there evidence that the moon was brought here, and if so,
where from and by whom?”

Jaron looked at Beel, and Beel turned, to face
the small group. “The moon, as it s called down there, is older
than the Earth, by a billion years, and there is strong evidence
that it’s even older, than this system’s sun. It’s very possible
that this planetoid was brought here, but we don’t know by who, or
from where.”

The Boguard nodded. “Could it have been
brought here, because of its titanium deposits?”
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Jaron stepped forward. “That’s a possibility,
which we’re looking at. They had a reason, for wanting it here, and
that stands out. It has reserves of a highly desirous metals, for
building spacecraft. The planet had people, lots of them. We’re
trying to match these facts.”

 The Boguard stepped closer. “Sir, could the plan have been to
use the planet, to bring it up through time technologically, seed
them technology, and get them quickly, to the point, where the
people on the planet could build the Talkron craft? At the same time, perhaps the Talkron could condition
the people of Earth, into being the crew for the ships, which they
might build? Perhaps the people of Earth were even being
conditioned to become an invasion force for the
Talkron.”

“That’s something we are
considering. However, we don’t have enough data, yet. The planet’s
people have gone now, except for a few, and the moon is still
here.”

The Boguard nodded and was silent.

Akeala stood. “Are there structures on the
moon?”

 “Yes, absolutely and they’re large,”
answered Beel. “There are structures that are many
kinopacs high. The
largest, is in the Sinus Medii region.” Beel showed an animated
three-dimensional model, of the Tower. “It was first observed from
Sequetus 3, in the 1960’s, in Earth’s time. There are also
obelisks Ks high, in the Sea of
Tranquility, where the first
United States moon missions landed. They match exactly the layout
of the Earth pyramids, at Giza, but we don’t know why.” Beel looked
around for the next question.

Akeala raised her hand again. “What of the
moon’s makeup? Is there evidence that it’s different, to other
planet’s satellites?”

Beel smiled. “Yes and no. It’s certainly
unique. It isn’t in line with the planet’s equator, like other
planet’s satellites. It’s off center and in line with the sun of
all things. That’s very unusual. It’s also a near perfect
circle.”

“Near perfect?” asked Akeala. “Why
is that so important?”

Beel used the computer, to show her the moon,
in three dimensions. “Here; is the mass of the moon. It’s
predominantly hollow. Its center of mass isn’t in the center. It’s
off center. Yet, the moon orbits a perfect center oriented
position. It’s like a weighted ball, but instead of wobbling; as it
should, it rotates; in a perfect path. It’s as though someone is
controlling it not to stray.”

Akeala nodded and sat. Beel continued. “What
is most worth answering; is how the moon arrived there. We know it
doesn’t belong with Earth. It’s perhaps older, than the sun. If it
was natural, it should have crashed into the planet upon arrival,
but instead, it lies perfectly there. Moreover, what is very
unusual, and unlike any other moon of any other planet, is that
during the solar eclipse, it blocks the entire corona perfectly;
not too little, nor too much. That’s rather unique, as though it
was placed there, for a purpose. In addition, the moon is weighted
to one side, and that side – the heavy side – obviously faces
Earth, all the time.”


Beel looked around, to notice
if his audience was attentive. “There is also the
maria, which doesn’t make
sense. This molten mass has erupted from the moon, flowed over
craters, and created very smooth surfaces. Most of these are on the
observable side of Earth. They’re an anomaly, because lava
shouldn’t be present, as the moon is cold.”

Beel looked at them all, before changing the
scene on the computer screen. “However, here is the moon, and here
is the Earth. As the moon approaches the closest part of its orbit
with Earth – called the perigee, it undergoes small eruptions. The
moon does this, even though the overall orbit is circular, and it
isn’t circular to the center of the Earth. We wonder if this is
deliberate, to force the moon to create energy.”

He looked at the others.

 Amy asked,
“Why?”

Beel raised his hand to expand the moon’s
size. “Look here. As the moon gets nearer, it’s more subject to the
Earth’s gravity, much more than the Earth was ever subject, to the
moon’s gravity. As the moon approaches, it is attracted, by the
Earth’s gravity. This causes moonquakes, but as the moon, at the
same time, seems restrained in its fixed obit against gravity,
which should eventually pull it down, into the Earth’s crust, it is
pushed inwards, and then pushes outwards, as it moves away. That
friction, which causes thousands of moonquakes in any year,
generates massive heat. The core of the moon was once cold, but now
has become heated, and with the heat, it seems to be expelling
lava; onto the moon’s surface. Underneath these huge lava seas are
great heavy masses. We don’t know what they do, however. We do know
that the moon is heavily magnetized, but it isn’t as magnetic as
the Earth. Possibly, this is from being in the sun’s magnetic
influence.”

Amy stood. “So; how long has this moon been
there, Commander?” she asked.

 “That’s hard to say. There are few records remaining from
after Hymondy took over. After Hymondy’s arrival as Earth’s administrator,
they vacated the moon. All Moonbase personnel were removed, and the
moon was effectively quarantined, again. The moon was previously
off-limits to all the Earth inhabitants, after the last Apollo
mission there, in Earth-date 1972.”

Amy held her hand up. “When did the moon
arrive?”

Beel nodded.
“This is very strange really. Planet Earth has what is
termed prehistory. The population of Earth is effectively nonexistent, beyond
twelve thousand years ago. Nevertheless, there are a few scant
records.”


Beel motioned for the Earth to
appear, as a three-dimensional model, before them. “Here in Tibet,
are records of a race, who was here, before the moon arrived, which
they say, was twelve to fourteen thousand years ago. Over here, in
South America, is a city in Bolivia, Tiahuanco. In a large
courtyard, it shows a calendar and the lunar presence. However,
there is evidence that the moon wasn’t there before this, eleven to
fourteen thousand years ago. One of the great Earth ancient
writers, Aristotle, wrote of a
people called Proselenes, which simply
means before moon. They were in the central Greek mountain region.
The Greek writer Plutarch, referred to the
“pre-lunar people”, in Arcadia. The Roman writer
Ovid, said these same
people, the Acadians, were older than the people from the moon.
There are theories and writings, from over the planet during its
early days, of before the moon. Even a later Finnish poem,
Kalevala, reports about
the time: of “when the moon was placed in orbit.”

“Here is the best part, and it
seems down there, the people never got it. The moon’s center of
mass lies a mile closer to the Earth, than its geometric center. It
should wobble wildly, yet it doesn’t and it self-corrects. To
answer your question, it seems that this moon, was placed there
around twelve thousand years ago.

Jaron walked across the room. “Is there
anything else that is date coincident, in this time
frame?”

No one answered. Beel looked up to the
computer monitor. “There was the emergence of this.” A
three-dimensional model came on.
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 “That looks like a large interceptor,” said
Akeala. “So what?”

“It has been
there, for anything up to thirteen thousand years, in a polar orbit
around Sequetus 3, meaning it crosses the North and South Pole
axis.”

 Akeala moved in closer, to examine it. She bent down, so that
it was directly in front of her face. It felt and looked like she
was drawn to it. She pulled back. “It isn’t one of ours, and that
time frame would put it back into the Confederated Council of Planet days, and pre Malukan.” She looked at
the hologram again and walked around it. “Any other
data?”

Jaron looked at Beel, and said, “It is the
same time as their ice-age began to thaw.”

Beel shrugged. “That might be coincident. The
moon arrives, the ice starts to thaw, and this ship is parked in
orbit. The Federation is still unheard of.”

Jaron look at him.

 Beel
continued, “The Americans noticed it in 1960, and then the Russians
did, also. Each thought it was the other’s ship. The famous
American inventor and electrical engineer Nikola
Tesla, reported hearing voice
transmissions, from what some thought may have been this craft. He
had a radio receiver, and he was listening to voices, which he
described as ‘not of his world’. The planet’s Soviet scientists
picked up similar voices as did other countries. However, it wasn’t
until the Americans sent up a spacecraft of their own, did they
photograph it, in the 1960’s.

Amy stood next and walked around it. “Then;
what we have, is some craft arriving on this planet, which Beel
said, goes back, perhaps thirteen thousand years, then we find the
moon arrives, and the planet warms. None of this is in any records
that we have in the Federation. The only records of this are
available from Earth, and their libraries.”

Beel moved over to the center, and showed more
angles of the craft. “Yes, and what makes it more unbelievable, is
that after Hymondy arrived, nothing more was done about it. The
moon became off limits. The exploration of the moon, though
promised, never happened, and by the time my people left the
planet, only two hundred years ago, the population down there, had
dwindled to a small percentage of what it had been. There are no
computer records of this data, anymore. This ship was expunged from
Earth’s data banks, and from Federation data banks. That makes it
doubly intriguing.”

 “Now,” butted in Amy, “We have this fourth
planet out from the Sun: Mars, acting unusual. We find a large
earlier race in the pyramids on Mars, and another race, the
Talkron, out there, determinedly hostile to us, the Federation, and
maybe in control of the Sequetus
System.” She turned to
Jaron.

 “I’ve the original intelligence estimate, supplied by
Goren Torren
to Lorde Hymondy, over a thousand years ago, when
this all started. It was obviously flawed. However, it has data
from back then, which we can use.”

“So; what do we do now, and what
are our options?” asked Amy.

Beel deferred to Jaron.

Jaron stepped closer and looked to all
present. “Before we decide what to do, I need to explain more
about, why we’re here.”

The others straightened with interest. He
continued. “I can move from here, to wherever I want. I can take
one person. I can move myself instantly, from here to another point
or position, in the physical universe. I can shift a position in
time, but I haven’t tried it much with this body. Shifting space is
easier, than shifting time.”

Jaron saw his people were perplexed, so he
explained more. “As the universe is moving in many different
directions, the galaxies spiral away from each other, the planets
revolve, and the galaxy also revolves. Potentially, even the
universe itself may be moving, in relation to some outside source;
I really don’t know. However, with all this, having a stationary
reference source is important to any person. That reference point
is the body. That makes moving away from the present almost
impossible, except for very short shifts. However, shifting in the
present, with all the reference points around me, it’s much
easier.”

Jaron could see not everyone understood, so he
continued more. “So, I can deliver a message or go somewhere, using
this.” He held up the golden cap. “It gives me enhanced abilities.”
He still saw blank faces, in front of him.

He turned to the computer and signaled for
Earth to return. Quickly, the three dimensional holographic model
of Earth was revolving, around them.

“The oxygen level on the planet is
lower, and has been going down, for the past eight hundred years.
It seems that Hymondy was unable to get a consensus to stop
polluting the planet. He tried, but failed and the planet’s oxygen
levels dwindled down, depleting itself of life.” Jaron
continued.
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 Akeala was alone, listening to the conversation, in the
spacecraft named Amanda. “What happened when they polluted that world, Amanda? Was
it too much poison for the planet? Is that why it went bad and
became barren?”

Amanda seemed to move. Akeala felt
a rhythmical vibration, through the ship. “You are laughing at
me?”

No,
came the reply. Well
maybe.

“Well?” asked Akeala.

Akeala….

“Call me Aki, please
Amanda.”

Aki. Life doesn’t follow the laws,
which you presume. The forests and trees on that planet didn’t
leave because of pollution. It left, because it wasn’t wanted by
the other life.

Aki was puzzled
and Amanda could tell. Aki. Have you ever
been in a place, in which you weren’t comfortable, you had plenty
of food, but where you weren’t wanted.

“Yes.”

What did you do?

“I left.”

Exactly.

“You mean each tree
leaves?

No. There is one life form;
governing all the trees, of that one species. There is one life
form; governing that one species of ants. Trees grow in groves and
forests. Ants march in file, birds fly in flocks, fish swim in
shoals, all as one unit, not as a multitude of many units. Even
your body is a collection of many smaller life forms, acting under
one instruction, from the senior life form. So, the trees are like
a whole set of cells, for the species, and when they get the idea
they aren’t wanted, killed or poisoned too much, the life-force
running them, like you, leaves. That’s what was happening, on that
planet, down there. It happened here; on Mars, a long time ago, and
then it happened, on Earth.

“On Mars?” Akeala
asked.

The life on Mars left, and after
the life left, the rivers disappeared and the water vanished;
completely. That’s why you have dried up riverbeds, lakes with no
water, and so on. You had seas there, one kilometer deep, and now,
no water. It vanished, but only after life left, first.

“Did that happen on Earth
too?”

Yes, the same, but there were more
people. Once, the gods of the trees, the forests and the animals
were worshipped, revered, and thanked. That encouraged the life
that ran them, to stay, and to flourish. All that changed, when the
people of that planet started to consume what other life made, but
gave no respect or thanks back to the life, which made it. They
also poisoned what was being made, and left no unpolluted land, for
the life of the woods to create in. This caused the life, and there
were many of them, many of these small little gods, on that planet,
to leave. Moreover, as each one left, the world became a little
more sterile. It became worse, and more inhospitable.

“Didn’t the local people try to
fix themselves?” asked Akeala.

Yes. They did so, but only after
most of the life had left, and the oxygen level had dropped from
eighteen percent to seven percent, all over the world.

“That was when a scheme was
developed, to move mankind from the planet, to the new worlds, out
there?”

Exactly so, Aki. That was also,
why the scheme was so successfully accepted.

“That’s why there is still so much
water on Mars, under the surface, but no life now, to grow anything
in it. How would you bring life back?”

Well, there are still some life
forms, in the pyramid. Life there, has a hope. I would think that
you could provide protective areas, and bring the trees back, but
slowly, and maybe with enough trees inside the pyramid and enough
oxygen, the trees might take hold, outside, eventually. Although
really, on Mars, one would need to put algae in the water and then,
after a million years, see what worked.

“What about Earth?”

It isn’t totally sterile. It can
be brought back, with ground vegetation, and small animals and
insects.

Akeala nodded. “I understand.”
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Akeala was developing a strong friendship with
the ship. The ship, run by the life-force called Amanda, felt the
same bond towards the growing teenager.

“Amanda?”

Yes Aki,
the ship thought back.

“I’m worried about Amy.” Akeala
thought, she perceived a draft, through the ship, as though Amanda
had just sighed.
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So am I.

“Can you help her?” asked
Akeala.

I’ve tried. Really I have, but she
won’t let me.

“Can you try harder?” asked
Akeala. “I love her, like my mother. She isn’t in good shape. Her
mind is tormented, and I can see that she hurts, inside. She tries
to hide it, but she has too much pain inside her. I just thought,
that being around you, you might be able to help, like you did,
with mother.”

Yes. I have tried. I tried to
encourage her, to talk with me. I tried, to, but she doesn’t let me
in. It’s as if she is guarded. However, for you, Aki, I definitely
will try harder.

“Thank you, Amanda. I know that
she doesn’t sleep well. Even here, she has it hard, and on Mars
Base, she sleeps only a few hours a day.”
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CHAPTER 2


THE AMAZON

 


 


“You are sure that you want to do
this?” asked Jaron, looking at Sheril.

Sheril nodded. “Jaron, this is my
chance. I’ve dreamed of going home, for years. I know it’s only a
small part of the planet, and I know that there is more, for us, to
do.” Jaron nodded.

Sheril continued. “I feel such a strong pull
to our people; down there. They’re still our friends and I have to
see, if they need our help, if they’re still there.”

Jaron nodded. He knew she was right. “We have
to balance this, Sheril.” He looked at her.

 She
immediately hugged him. She knew when he was agreeing. She looked
over to Anki,
who was watching. “Sorry, Anki. I knew him first, this lifetime.
You will have to put up, with me.”

Anki smiled, and turned to leave, while saying
to them both. “I know. You need to do this, Jaron. I’ll be going
with you, to that strange outpost with Beel, in three days, so I’ll
expect you back before then.” With that, she looked towards them
both, and then started to leave. As she was turning, she called
back, “Good luck to you both: down there.”

“Thank you Anki,” called back
Sheril, who then turned to Jaron. “You live a double life, or
perhaps more, all in one lifetime. Jaron, how do you do
it?”

He laughed. “I see that you are
ready.”

Sheril nodded.

A few minutes later, they both had their life
suits on, in case something went wrong. Jaron was going to try his
projected movement technique; again. He put the golden cap on, and
then placed his helmet on, over it. Sheril had her helmet on. He
heard her slightly muffled voice. She was ready and signaled
so.

Jaron checked
with Amanda. All clear?

All clear Captain. It all looks
fine on Sequetus 3. You have an unobstructed straight run lined
up.

Jaron acknowledged, taking Sheril in his arms,
he wrapped them around her tightly, and together, they became
transparent. They were teleporting, to a different position in the
physical universe.

Amanda was
carefully watching, feeling, as Jaron started to alter. She had
lost one captain, and wasn’t going to lose another. Sometimes, she
wondered at the recklessness of the Boguard,
though.

Sheril was watching the room and it slowly
become less real; its walls became transparent and then the room
grew black. It vanished and she saw star-studded space. Her heart
beat faster. She looked at its expanse, while holding Jaron
tight.

“Turn around, and you can let go
of me, if you wish. You won’t fall.”

She did so, and felt her grip of him slide
away as she revolved around. She slowly saw the dark side of Earth
all around her.

“It’s dark down there. There are
no lights,” Jaron explained.

“Are there any satellites;
watching us?” she asked.

“I didn’t notice any. However, we
should get down, closer. I don’t feel comfortable here right now.”
He reached out and took her hand. He couldn’t feel her skin, and
sensed her excitement. He only hoped good would come from this. He
held her by the waist and watched, as the Earth appeared to reach
up, closer to them.

They repositioned themselves, using time and
location, constantly changing, and moving. Changing position within
time; was all he was doing. Changing frames, within the
present-time now, of the physical universe.

They got closer to the jungle. They could see
an expanse of desert, to the left of them, as they approached the
mass of green. Jaron could feel there wasn’t much life down there,
now. It was still receding, for some reason and he felt it
shouldn’t be. It should be advancing, and life returning, but it
wasn’t.

 The jungle that he saw was only a few hundred Ks across. It
was much smaller, than when he left, those decades ago in the
interceptor he had stolen, with Letone.

It wasn’t long, before he saw the great river,
from his youth. He recognized it, even though it was black. The
moon shone at his back and he could see himself, as he sped over
the reflecting surface.

His own heart started to pump faster. He was
getting excited. He started to wonder, about his past, his parents,
his friends and his village.

Three more turns and he would be in their
country, his valley.

Slowly, he lowered Sheril down, onto the river
embankment. He stood firmly, on the sand, and took off his helmet.
She followed.

They both looked around, in the dark,
breathing the enriched oxygenated air. They looked at each other
and smiled.

“I think that we had better sleep
here. Keep our suits on. I don’t want to have to fight a great cat,
or the snake,” explained Jaron.

Sheril breathed deeply, moved the sand under
her feet, and bent down. She knelt, took off her glove and lifted
the sand up, looked at it glinted in the moonlight. She looked at
the water, and listened to its slow running burbling sounds. She
pushed the sand against her cheek, touched it and she cried. Yes,
she cried.

Jaron understood and said nothing, as she sat
down. He looked around her, and saw that it was safe, while putting
his arm around her.

Her crying slowly subsided. She sniffed and
sat up, beginning to feel more cheerful. “Sorry,” she explained.
“It’s so good; to be back. I’ve thought of this, just you and I;
being back here, together.” She put her arm around him.

Together, they lay by the river, looking up to
the stars, as they had done, as children, decades before. Jaron
smiled, as he heard the jungle noises, which were so familiar. He
felt solace in their sounds, the night survival of the forest, and
he was back again, within it. Yes, this was good. Sheril and he
fell asleep, outstretched, on the bank of the river, watched over
by the stars.
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Amy?
Asked Amanda.

“Yes, Amanda?”

“I wish to speak.” Amanda’s voice
came through the speakers.

Amy straightened. “Formal like?”

“Yes, in a way. Your young charge,
Aki is worried about you, and wants me to help you.

“That’s fine. I need no help.” Amy
looked around, as though looking for an exit.

“Amy, we all need help. Even I do.
The finest of us realize it, and you do, too. Therefore, let us not
affront each other with the concept that you don’t need my help.
You do, and you know it.”

Amy sat back and took a deep breath. She
casually looked out, over the instruments. Then, she turned on the
view of outside, of the barren Martian landscape. She looked at the
pool of water out there. It looked so inviting, at times. “Yes, I
have a problem,” Amy admitted.

“Amy, you have several,” and
Amanda laughed.

Amy looked around the ship. “Yes, then,
several. How do I get rid of them? You know what I mean, these –
existences – these life things here,” she said, as she pointed to
her head.

“Those existences, as you call
them, are simply agreements, between you and who agreed, to be your
captives. You can let them go, any time you want, to undo that
agreement.”

 Amy looked at
a liquid, Martian pool, outside. It was summer, and the ground
water was thawing out around the equator. “However, they will go
back to where they came from, their rebirthing tanks, and we will
have to fight them, all over again,” she said.

“Amy, the purpose of war and all
fighting, is for one reason, to bring about a change of mind, of
the perceived enemy. It isn’t to kill or dispose of your enemy, for
if you do that, you have become like them.”

Amy sat upright, looking out, over the Martian
landscape, wondering if there were minute life forms, which
inhabited the frozen water, in the ground. She was also taking in,
what Amanda was saying. She was thinking about it.

“Amy, you can’t kill life. Life is
un-killable. All you can do is uncreate the body, which it’s in.
Life continues, and starts the cycle, all over again, no matter
what you do to it.”

“Then; what can I do?”

“The best anyone can do is to
change the mind, of an opponent. You have them: there. You need to
change their minds, even if just a little. Nevertheless, you must
set them free; let them create their own decisions. They must
decide their own futures. You can’t keep them prisoner. It destroys
you, and it’s you who I am concerned about. It also doesn’t mean
you shouldn’t fight them. You must oppose oppression. However,
there comes a time, when you must let all life be free, even your
enemies.”

“How?” Asked Amy. She turned to
face the computer. She understood.

Let me show you.
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Jaron awoke startled, opening his eyes. His
chest hurt. He looked down and saw a spear tip touching him. He
looked up above him and saw several indigenous locals. They saw his
eyes open and they yelled at him.

Jaron smiled. He looked over at
Sheril, who was also awake. “Put the spears down, please. I’m from
here.”

The indigenous locals sprang back. They looked
at each other. They were young teenagers, trying to be brave. The
eldest came forward and threatened again, with his spear. “You
aren’t from here, you talk lies. You are from out there. Look at
what you wear.”

Jaron look around, and saw that his helmet was
missing. He sighed. He quickly got to his feet, causing three of
the youths to stand back, but the two larger ones stepped forward.
“Don’t move,” they both said, in unison.
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Jaron stood; totally erect. “Where is my
helmet? I want my helmet, and her helmet as well. You’ll all be in
trouble when I get to the village, if you don’t return
them.”

The larger laughed. “See, you aren’t from
here.”

Jaron looked at Sheril, in alarm. “No
village?” he asked.

Sheril stepped over. “My name is Sheril,
daughter of Meader, and this is Jaron, son of Mallow and
Peneal.”

The two larger boys moved back and talked
between themselves, bringing the other youths in around them. The
older
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