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 Introduction

 


Have you ever wondered how children lived
their lives in other eras? How different were those boy’s and
girl’s lives to our own in the 21st century? Did they think like us
and do everyday chores or play games very different to our own
electronic play stations or Wii machines? Did they believe in a God
and respected nature?

Well, hopefully this book will allow you to
enter the lives and minds of these distant girls and boys and
discover their happinesses, sadnesses, hopes and worries and you
will perhaps, find that they are not too different to children
today! We hope you enjoy their stories!

 


Tony Abbott and Robyn Abbott

 


The Abbotts

 


Eden Park

2012

 



Chapter One - Cave Boy

 


France, 30,000 BC
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Groov woke as the rosy dawn’s first light
filtered into the cave where he lay covered in old animal hides
with his sleeping brothers and sisters. He opened his dark eyes and
sleepily watched his mother and the other women of the tribe
attending the fires and preparing food for the first meal of the
day.

His home was a large cave in the hillside
above a small stream that supplied his tribe with fresh water for
drinking and cleaning. Groov shared the warm, dry cave with six
other families, all cousins and aunts and uncles, a large extended
family. His father Grat was an honoured hunter in the tribe and he
and the other young men of the tribe would go out most days to hunt
for bison or deer. The wild cats in the forest were often dangerous
and hungry for meat, so they took their long spears and stone
knives to defend themselves.

Groov had been waiting many years to go on a
hunt and had been practicing his spear throwing and knife throwing
since he was six years old. Now he was twelve, surely his father
would allow him to finally join the hunt? He closed his eyes and
wished as hard as he could. Joining the hunting party would show to
the tribe that he was becoming a man at last!

His mother sent him to the river to fill a
large wooden bowl with water. He trudged down the short dirt track
to the river and sat for a few minutes, watching the river. He
sometimes came here to trap small fish, in a woven basket and think
about life. It was a very peaceful place. He filled the bowl with
water and walked slowly up the hill. He could smell the odours of
meat cooking on the fires and his stomach growled with hunger.

He handed the water to his mother and she
gave him a leaf as a plate with a lump of oxen meat on the bone. He
happily wolfed it down and gnawed at the bone. His sisters and
brothers also ate their meal noisily and bickered amongst
themselves. When they were finished, they threw the bone scraps to
the hunting dogs. These were half-tamed wolves who added their
sharp barks and whines to the noisy gathering.

When they were finished, the medicine man
with his old face painted red and with feathers in his matted hair
entered the cave and drew a circle on the dirt floor. The young
hunters including Groov’s father joined him. Groov gave his father,
a short, squat man with a black beard, an imploring look. Grat
thought for a moment, then grinned and beckoned Groov to join the
group.

How excited Groov was! To be finally joining
the hunt! He would be a brave warrior!

He sat beside his father on the dirt floor
and watched, as the medicine man painted on the cave wall with a
stick dipped in white chalk paste, the image of a deer. This meant
that this was the animal that they would be hunting that day. The
medicine man called in the spirit of the deer clan and asked
permission to allow one of its deer to be sacrificed, as food for
the hungry tribe.

He muttered strange words and shook his bead
rattle and seemed happy at the answer he received from the spirits.
“Spirits says - all well, go hunt deer!”

 


The huntsmen gathered together their spears
and stone knives and with cries of approval from the women and
children, left the cave eager to hunt the deer. Groov's mother
watched him worriedly and he knew she was silently begging him to
be careful. He raised his hand in farewell and excitedly ran after
the group.

The group of eight men walked quietly into
the forest. They tried to make very little noise and stopped often
to sniff the air and listen for animal noises. Groov tried to copy
the actions of the older boys and men. They seemed to walk for ages
and then Grat stopped and took a deep breath. He had smelled a
large animal! A deep roar rang out and Groov realised that it was a
wild jaguar! Not an animal to confront in a fight! So, the group
moved further into the forest.

Groov tried to sort out all the different
odours around him. He could smell plants and small animals like
rats, but then a faint smell of deer wafted towards him.

 


The men moved silently forward and from a low
ridge, they saw two red deer munching on grass, in a small valley
below them. The hunting group tried to keep downwind of the deer
who could also smell them! They didn’t want them to bolt away!

The hunters edged forward and then at a
signal from Grat, they rushed forward and speared one of the deer.
The other swiftly ran away. Groov felt both excited and a little
sorry for the fallen deer, but he knew that without meat the tribe
could not survive. Every bit of the animal would be used from its
hide for clothing and its antlers for cups and spearheads. By
wasting nothing, this showed respect for the ‘kill’.

The tribesmen honoured the fallen animal by
chanting over its body and thanking the deer clan spirit for its
bounty. Then they tied the deer’s body to two large branches and
began to carry it back to the cave. It would make a fine
dinner!

 


Groov walked proudly beside his father. His
first hunt had proved successful and even though, he had not made
the ‘kill,’ he had thrown his spear and helped carry the animal’s
body home. His father patted him proudly on his back. He was
pleased with Groov’s efforts. He would make a fine warrior and
hunter!

Groov sat with the hunters, as the women
prepared the venison meal and served it to them first. He enjoyed
the rich taste of the meat, but more than that he was happy to
finally be considered an adult. As the men laughed and talked
amongst themselves, Groov warmed by the fire, tired to the bone and
with a full stomach, fell asleep and dreamt of chasing herds of
deer through the dark forest.

 


[image: tmp_696c7f56adcdc446ebc00a65aa2582bb_EbIdSw_html_7fc4120a.jpg]

 



Chapter Two - Atlantean Girl

 


Atlantis, 10,000 BC
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Lyra was an Atlantean girl who grew up on the
great island continent. Lyra entered the Atlantean Priestess School
when she turned twelve years old. Her family had held a special
celebration lunch for her with much laughter and presents.

Her mother Lamea, who was sad at her daughter
leaving their happy home on the outskirts of the city, gave her a
gold brooch in the shape of a dove. “In your thoughts and dreams
you can fly home whenever you want!” she had said with tears in her
dark eyes. She pinned the little dove to Lyra’s blue shift. Lyra
gave her a big hug of thanks.

Her father, Jocius, a man who loved to joke
gave her at first, a present of a dead crab wrapped in a fine
cloth. Lyra pretended to be dismayed at such a silly gift but
smiled widely, as he gave her another present. This time, it was a
fine royal blue cloak. She put it on her slim shoulders and spun
around!

Then the family tucked in to fresh seafood
caught that morning from the Atlantic Ocean, flavoured with spices
from the East. They then finished the meal with fresh dates and
Turkish delight from the nearby country of Egypt.

Her father raised his silver wine cup and
made a birthday toast. “May you enjoy your years at the Priestess
School, Lyra and may you visit us often! And don’t forget your old
Papa!” The family finished the meal with a prayer of thanks for
their good fortune. They prayed to the God Poseidon who ruled the
ocean kingdom.

 


After the feast, her family walked with her
to a small horse-drawn wagon. A driver was waiting to take her to
the city. They hugged and kissed her and waved her sadly goodbye,
as the wagon rumbled out of the villa court. Lyra felt a little
afraid of what lay ahead. Leaving her family was a big thing to do
and becoming a priestess even more alarming!

But she comforted herself with the thought
that almost all Atlantean girls went through some holy training at
schools throughout Atlantis. After all, if they all survived it, so
would she!

Lyra knew that she would learn many secret
skills of the ancient arts. She would learn to lift objects with
her mind and have them hover in the air. She would also learn to
read people’s minds and know what they thought! Lyra would also
learn to send her astral body out into strange lands and up into
the sky!

How amazing that would be! Lyra also wanted
to learn how to heal people of sickness and use giant crystals to
make objects appear and stop storms and create lightning. She
smiled at the thought!

 


Soon the driver pulled the wagon up at the
large school entrance doors. Lyra felt a little nervous of what lay
ahead. She climbed down and took her bulky clothes bag in her hand.
Just then, two girls of her own age approached her. One girl was a
tall brown-haired girl and one, a short, round red-haired girl.

“Hello, you must be new like us. We’re Diob
and Penna. Let’s be friends! This is going to be such fun!”

Lyra looked into their smiling faces and
returned their excited grins. She now knew that everything was
going to be fine. She would spend seven years at the school,
learning amazing new psychic skills. One day, if the Gods were
kind, she would become a holy priestess. She hugged her new friends
and with much chattering and laughter, they entered the large doors
of the college. Lyra was on her way to a new exciting life!
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 Chapter Three - Nubian
Boy

 


Africa, 4,000 BC
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Jabulani was the chieftain’s son and so he
was an honoured boy in his African tribe. His name meant ‘Happy’
and he was a happy, nine-year old boy. On his birthday, the hunters
from the tribe brought to him a baby giraffe that had been found
wandering around the bush land in a weakened state. Its mother had
been killed by a lion.

Jabulani decided to try to raise the baby
giraffe, as his own special pet. He fed it milk from the oxen and
gathered sweet acacia leaves from the best trees for the little
giraffe to eat. He even prayed to his tribe’s ancestor spirits to
help the small, frightened animal live and grow. His prayers were
answered and the giraffe grew strong and tall and followed Jabulani
around the scrubland like a friendly dog!

He called his pet giraffe ‘Zulu’ because she
was tall and strong like the Zulu tribe who lived to the south.
Zulu was tall with chestnut blotches of colour on her pale hide.
She had a long, purple tongue and black eyes with long eye lashes.
She towered above Jabulani and occasionally nudged him with her
velvet-soft nose.

 


Jabulani and his pet giraffe soon became a
familiar sight walking through the village of mud huts or wandering
through the dry grasslands. His friends helped him make a stone
enclosure for his pet, so that Zulu would be safe at night from
jackals and lions.

The giraffe grew taller and taller and so did
Jabulani, but a little slower! One day when the two friends were
out walking, they spied a small herd of giraffes in the distance
feeding - two males and a female. Jabulani watched them with
interest and then began to walk back to his village. Zulu became
very skittish. She began to move towards the giraffe herd making
soft bellowing noises and would not respond to Jabulani’s calls to
come back. Jabulani did not know what to do!

Zulu stopped and looked back at Jabulani with
a pleading look. She seemed to say, “I have been a good friend to
you. Now let me go back to my own kind!”

Jabulani then knew that he must be brave and
do the right, honourable thing. He must be brave, like a
chieftain’s son should be and release his dear friend into the
wild.

“Go Zulu!” he waved his arms and shooed her
towards the giraffe group, although he had tears in his dark brown
eyes.

Zulu slowly walked towards the herd and they
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North America, 1890 AD
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