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   Book Description
 The depleted crew have made many sacrifices as they fought their way through the Book of Revelation’s first six seals. Now with the last seal hanging over their heads, will they finally meet their match in these last days? Find out in this final book of the Seven Seals Redux series. A novella.
 Having landed on an alien planet that they hope to call home, things go well until a strange starship lands nearby. With few weapons to defend themselves, ingenuity is the name of the game. If they can’t think their way out of this mess and use the resources they have, they will have suffered through Armageddon in vain.
 Will Jack use the alien coin he’s been carrying around in his pocket all this time? Will they meet up with the villainous Randy for one last battle? Will they ever make it back to Earth, even though the world appears to have ended? And will Sarah and Jack finally get together?
 Author’s website: https://www.ConnieMyres.com
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   Chapter 1
 Rev. 8: 1–6. 1 When the Lamb opened the seventh seal, there was silence in heaven for about half an hour. 2 Then I saw the seven angels who stand before God, and seven trumpets were given to them. 3 And another angel came and stood at the altar with a golden censer; and he was given much incense to mingle with the prayers of all the saints upon the golden altar before the throne; 4 and the smoke of the incense rose with the prayers of the saints from the hand of the angel before God. 5 Then the angel took the censer and filled it with fire from the altar and threw it on the earth; and there were peals of thunder, loud noises, flashes of lightning, and an earthquake. 6 Now the seven angels who had the seven trumpets made ready to blow them.
 * * *
 “Master Willis. Are you waking?”
 Willis opened his eyes to the pleasant female voice, momentarily confused as to his location. Then it came to him; he was lying in one of the biomechanical synchen ship’s beds—a pink pouch deceivably more comfortable than any memory foam. Willis rolled onto his back and looked at Infinity One’s safety band, still on his wrist. Even though he did not need it to communicate with the ship’s mediator like he did with Artie, he kept it on because it displayed Earth time. It was six in the morning, two days after Christmas.
 “Yeah, what is it, Mediator?”
 “Tanna has informed me that when she finishes ingesting the current cloud of presolar grains, she will be able to create a traversable wormhole to Proxima Centauri b.”
 “Thank you, Mediator.” He cocked his head and looked out the pouch opening. Most of the others were either rising or had already gone to the bridge when he called out, “The mediator is finally getting full of stardust.”
 Clare was passing around a few of the rations that Artie had packed in the cargo trunk. “Great, that means we can jump.”
 Willis looked back inside the pouch and at his safety band. He spoke quietly, “Artie, are you there?”
 He waited for a response from the android, but there was none.
 Georgie poked his head through the pouch opening and sat little Miss Foo next to Willis. “You’re wasting your time trying to contact Artie. He’s been blown into a million pieces.”
 The teacup poodle climbed onto Willis’s chest and began licking his chin. “I know,” Willis said, glancing at his younger brother before taking Miss Foo into his hand as he climbed out of his bed. But what Willis did not know, was if he was wasting his time trying to contact Artie. The seven-foot-tall GI Joe could have survived the blast; the robot was designed for battle after all.
 Georgie gave him a “yeah right” expression before he followed Dawn and the big dog, Jibber, into the transporter tube. 
 Keeping Miss Foo cradled in the crook of his arm, Willis yawned and stretched. He had grown so much since the apocalypse first began. He had gone from being an ordinary kid in school to commanding a living ship. How many kids can say they’ve done that? None. But then, most were dead. In four days, he would be eighteen years old—an adult.
 “Here,” Clare said, handing Willis a protein bar. “You look like you need some energy.”
 “I’m not hungry.”
 “Take it anyway.”
 Willis took the protein bar and looked over at Max who was rummaging around his bed. “Did you lose something?
 “I saved a package of crackers, and now I can’t find it,” Max grumbled.
 “You ate it in your sleep.”
 “I didn’t eat it in my sleep. Someone must’ve taken it.”
 “Who would run off with dry, crumbly crackers?”
 “Someone who’s hungry, that’s who.” Max stopped searching and sat on the edge of his pouch. He looked at Clare as his stomach growled. “Rationing food is turning someone into a thief.”
 Willis wasn’t sure what to think. “I’m going to the bridge.”
 “I’ll take one of those bars,” Max said, putting on the magnetic boots he had gotten from the Zeta ship on Mars.
 Clare walked to Max and held up two packages. “I have one peanut butter and one chocolate. Which do you want?”
 Max took the peanut butter bar from Clare’s outstretched hand. “Have you eaten?”
 Clare tore open the paper wrapper of the remaining ration. “I am right now.” She bit into it. “I can’t wait until we get to Allanna so that I can eat some fresh fruit. I’m pretty sure I remember which ones Artie said we could eat, and which ones to stay away from.”
 Max followed Clare to the transporter tube. “With our luck, we’ll be eating fried bloodsuckers instead.”
 “You’re going to make me puke.”
 Max almost laughed. “It’s protein, and it’ll help keep the leech population down. You can pretend you’re eating escargot.”
 “Snails? That’s not much better. Besides, there wasn’t a leech population problem on Allanna before. I’ll save your suggestion for nourishment as a last resort,” Clare said as she stepped into the tube.
 Max looked back at the living ship’s motherly nourishment center—the udders that no one touched or even went near. He shook his head and muttered, “Nope, those things are the nourishment of last resort.” Then he stepped into the tube.
 Everyone was on the bridge. Willis stepped on top of a storage box so that he could manage the helm, meant for a giant. The mediator had taught him the basics on how to pilot the ship manually while they waited for Tanna to regain her strength. He looked through the spherical eye-like forward windows; the sight of bright twinkling stars in the inky blackness of space never got old. With Tanna now traveling near the speed of light, they had left the solar system and headed toward their destination, the closest star system, Alpha Centauri.
 Max used the tip of his boots to turn the big clamshell seat he was sitting in at the control console and looked up at Willis. “I’m glad this ship will be jumping soon, staying in this thing for four years until we reach Proxima b would be more than I could take.”
 Sarah walked up to Willis. “Let us know before the mediator tells the ship to jump through the wormhole.”
 “I will, Mom.”
 Then the giant snake, coiled in the back wall, poked its head through the transparent film barrier. “Master Willis, Tanna said that she is ready to take you to Proxima Centauri b.”
 Willis looked around the bridge, the whole crew, except for Professor Dillon who was down in the cargo bay inside a stasis chamber. Jack stopped talking with Tony and Clare and walked up next to Sarah. Georgie and Dawn who were playing with Jibber and Miss Foo. Max was turning his seat back toward the control console as Father Mitch sat in the chair next to him. Ray gazed out the forward window, admiring the stars like any astronaut would do.
 “Well,” Willis said, drawing back his shoulders. “I’m about to captain this tug to Allanna. Is everyone ready?”
 Various “I’m readys,” both hesitant and enthusiastic, were voiced.
 “Ray,” Jack said. “You should sit down. You haven’t done too well
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