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    Prologue 
 
      
 
    Tenashar lived long ago on earth in another existence where history and lands were very different from what they are now. He was a member of a tribe known as the Senetha, an accomplished culture in the arts, sciences, agriculture, and political organization. 
 
    His father was the chief of the village, known for his wisdom and leadership. He guided Tenashar, whose slight limp was never an obstacle to his studies and his growing understanding of life. His teacher, the elderly Hietac, also guided him into many accomplishments, and his fellow student and friend Tansatei encouraged him. The other young men never accepted him. Etutsha, the leader, caused Tenashar emotional pain, which he overcame to develop strength and wisdom. In time, Etutsha realized the wrong he had done and became friends with Tenashar. 
 
    Orbs came to attack the Senetha village, and crops, trees, grasses, animals, buildings, and people were destroyed. The warriors of the village attacked the Orbs, but none of their weapons prevailed against the Orbs, and the people died in great numbers, the sacred maple trees were completely destroyed. Everything he knew and loved seemed equally far away. People fled to the mountains and elsewhere to hide. The Orbs were once from an ancient technological civilization called Cashmakil, which was destroyed in a war, and these Orbs cultivated farmland at one time. These were biological computer machines made to seed the land, but eventually the programing went off, and the Orbs starting eating everything in their path, thus destroying the land, plants, and people. 
 
    After much debate, the Senetha council sent Tenashar to find the answer to what could destroy the Orbs. On his journey, two extraordinary creatures aided him: A-amar, who resembled a man with a wolf’s head, and Una-sei, resembling a buffalo-headed man. Together they journeyed to unknown lands and came upon strange events and things that bewildered them. Later they came to a beautiful glass waterfall that disappeared and a strange woman from the future, Eirshiquanai, who guided Tenashar in times of need. He met with Jerry, a girl in a pool of water from another future time. He also met the Stone Guardians, who sent him off to strange dreams. 
 
    Eventually, Tenashar went to a cave where Nainashari resided. Nainashari had great power of the mind, wisdom, intellect, and an extraordinary cave where there were oceans, lakes, rivers, forests, grassland, mountains, and sky. There were machines and other technology of great wonder and power. Tenashar learned much from Nainashari, who became a friend. 
 
    Tenashar and Etutsha were thrust into a desert world of the future where they met Ilaythesia and Cadica, who taught Tenashar about his hidden abilities and about all other worlds. He found the desert world was being seeded with life, but life never completely left, because there were lands of cultivation, and the people were determined to survive. 
 
    Then Tenashar went back to his own time and the cave of Nainashari where worlds were overlapping and the sky was turning many colors. The overlapping gradually subsided in time, but Tenashar knew he must continue on to find what he was seeking about the Orbs. 
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    chapter 1 
 
    An Endless Ocean of Grass 
 
      
 
    Leaving was like a dream. Tenashar found himself walking away alone, leaving Etutsha with Nainashari—which did not seem strange at all, though he may have once questioned why it was that he should go on alone. 
 
    The dream did not seem to end until Tenashar found he was far away, roused by the beautiful sound of birds and shafts of sunlight on his face, standing on an unfamiliar hill. 
 
    In the distance, he could see a forest, though he was certain it was not the same one he had so recently thought of as home. He could hardly make out anything among the dense foliage but thought he saw a bright spot that resembled a path. 
 
    He felt a presence nearby and turned to find A-amar and Una-sei standing on either side of him. They said nothing, just stared at him. 
 
    Curiously, he opened his bag and found, nestled in with the Rock and the Mushroom, a Sharzeen he had been given—but they were now in the shape of two small spheres, not the animals that Cadica had given him. He believed that she had somehow created A-amar and Una-sei. But where had they been during his visit with Nainashari? 
 
    With his bag still open, he was bathed in a green glow from the Rock and Mushroom. 
 
    The glow steadily intensified around them. They understood his confusion, even if they didn’t have any answers for him. 
 
    Tenashar decided that he needed to keep moving and walked away into the bright sunshine. 
 
    No one was there to guide him or give him direction, except the two strange guardians who hardly even spoke. Even the Rock and Mushroom seemed to have nothing to contribute. He felt alone, even though they were all right there with him.  
 
    Miles passed. The forest was a great distance away, but in two days he found himself under immense maple trees. Everything he knew and loved seemed equally far away. 
 
    This forest seemed cold and lonely, unlike Nainashari’s forest home. It was also quiet. There were no sounds of squirrels, foxes, or wolves. 
 
    The trees around him had foliage of many colors. In addition to the typical yellow, oranges, reds, and greens, he saw other unusual shades of violet, pink, gold, and silver. Some of the leaves faded into shades of pastel orange and yellow. There were even some colors he had never seen before. 
 
    As he trudged along the never-ending expanse of forest, Tenashar couldn’t help believing that his life had come to a complete halt. Like so many times before, he could see no sense in going onward to find the answers he was seeking. What was the purpose of being away from his village? What he was looking for? It seemed as if he were trying to find a ghost. 
 
    Perhaps it wasn’t a single answer, but rather a number of pieces that he would have to collect and assemble into a plan to save his people. 
 
    How could he ever truly know? 
 
    Tenashar had already trudged for innumerable miles and days. The days and nights had become warm, almost uncomfortably so. 
 
    He saw ruins of structures and odd monoliths that were similar to those he had seen in the desert world and his own village. Tenashar remembered what his father told him about Cashmakil, an ancient civilization. The Senetha village was right on top of the city. He saw the old ruins and sat on stone slabs that were once part of the city. He had once visited Cadica’s family. He remembered seeing the dome and monolith where they lived and how he used his thoughts to get there to meet Saitha, Cadica’s father, and the family. Later he saw the monolith in ruins as he woke up and found himself in another time. He remembered how he got back by again using his thoughts. Then he thought of the story that Cadica told him about a small girl who brought water to her people. These were pillars that were created from surrounding rocks that became sentinels that poured out only a certain amount of water—that which was needed for the people to drink, and not more or less. 
 
    He had an urge to go up and touch one, half expecting something strange to happen but was disappointed. Nothing gave him any feeling. It was as though the lands and forests around him had nothing to offer. They were filled with beauty but had nothing beneath the surface. 
 
    The soil and rocks of this forest were of many dazzling shades and colors. Some of the trees around the path branched out, ending with leaves that became transparent globes containing leaves within them. Others were tall and straight as poles, hung with leaves of different colors at different levels. 
 
    Without warning, the forest starting thinning away. Tenashar, A-amar, and Una-sei all gasped in awe when they first spied the endless ocean of grassland spreading out in all directions—going everywhere and nowhere. 
 
    Tenashar sat for a while to contemplate what direction they should go and how they would navigate, since the plains offered no kind of landmarks to guide them. Looking up, he saw cloud forms shaped like twisted ropes that glided across a deep cobalt sky, vast as the oceans. 
 
    A shape sailed across the sky, catching Tenashar’s attention. The glimpses he caught made him think of a ship or canoe slowly sailing through the air, high above the clouds. “Do you see it? A-amar, Una-sei, I know you see as well. I’m not dreaming,” said Tenashar. 
 
    “Yes, something is up there. What is it? A-amar is excited; he sees it too,” replied Una-sei. Even the Mushroom and the Rock became restless, vibrating within Tenashar’s bag. He knew they wanted to be brought out because they had never seen anything like this before. But soon the object flew into a thick blanket of clouds and was gone. 
 
    Tenashar looked at A-amar and Una-sei. “What do you think that was? People used to see things flying in the sky, but that was a long time ago. Could someone be flying in that thing? I wonder if it’s a strange bird.” He looked at A-amar and Una-sei for comment, but they just stared back with bewilderment in their eyes. 
 
    The winds started to pick up, and the grasses started to flow like waves upon an ocean. Tenashar lay down on the grass to rest himself. A-amar and Una-sei sat down next to him. 
 
    A shadow fell across his body. At first, Tenashar thought it was one of his friends, but it felt like the embrace of a mother. Opening his eyes, he saw it was Eirshiquanai between him and the sky. Joy leaped into his heart. He had been wondering where she was and if all was well with her. 
 
    She smiled at him, and Tenashar knew she was trying to tell him to stay on the grassy plain. “I’ll always be nearby, Tenashar.” Eirshiquanai answered his unspoken concern. “Watching your wisdom grow. I am pleased that Ilaythesia and Cadica have embraced you as part of their family.” Her eyes widened with an intense gaze, yet her voice was gentle. 
 
    “All that has happened to you has been a learning process, teaching you the answers to the problems that the people of your world are trying to solve. At this very moment, other people are crying out that the Orbs are making their lands unable to support life.” 
 
    The comforting tone of her voice could not cushion the urgent warning it held. Events in the world continued to unfold while he was spending time learning. This naturally made Tenashar quite nervous. Anyone would have the same feeling. 
 
    And now, what were the strange ships floating around in the sky? Where did they come from? 
 
    After coming out of deep thought, Tenashar found himself sitting in a bunch of ferns and grasses that seemed to still hold Eirshiquanai’s form, though she was gone.  
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    chapter 2 
 
    The Flying Ship and People from the Sky 
 
      
 
      
 
    Una-sei pointed up at the flying ship traveling across the sky again. 
 
    Tenashar nodded. “I see it. It’s strange, but I sense it knows we are looking at it.” They all watched as it threaded its way through the clouds. The question was, was it friendly? 
 
    A-amar asked, “Could there be men inside the ship, navigating it? Or do you think it is some kind of animal? Perhaps it is some kind of giant bird of prey looking for a meal.” 
 
    “Even a giant bird wouldn’t be able to eat you, A-amar,” Tenashar replied. “You are far too tough.” This was particularly true now that Tenashar understood that the glass figure that resembled a tall human being seemed to bring Sharzeen into the world, or perhaps their spirit was imbedded in glass and came when needed. 
 
    The thing in the sky truly didn’t look like any kind of bird they had ever seen before. It had to be a flying ship made by people. Tenashar’s father had told him legends of such flying ships, but this was the first time he had seen one. Amazed, he could not take his eyes off the strange shape in the clouds. Deep within his heart, there was a fear of this strange flying ship, though he did feel privileged to see such a novelty––something made by man but that could fly. 
 
    He decided to follow the strange flying ship and see if it landed on the ground. As if in a trance, he walked in the direction it was traveling. Eventually, he broke into a run to keep up with it. 
 
    Bewildered and curious, A-amar and Una-sei worked to keep up with him. “Where are you going? That thing in the sky is of no consequence. How do we know what is up there? Just stay still, and it will probably come to us.” 
 
    Tenashsar paid no attention to A-amar’s words but pulled up short when he realized the ship had turned and was starting to head for them. It was getting lower and looked like it was going to land. 
 
    As it got lower, they saw it was truly a boat—long and graceful—and on what appeared to be the front end was a sharp cone that tapered upward. The other end was much broader and extended upward in a swan shape. The whole craft had smooth, gleaming wood sides, with few windows. 
 
    Everything about the ship shone with glistening beauty in the sunlight. At times it seemed to be completely white in color; at others, it seemed to change, taking on strange hues. 
 
    The flying ship didn’t seem threatening. The engine sounds quieted, and the ship hovered just above the ground nearby. Tenashar waited to see if anyone would come to greet them—or chase them away—but was disappointed. 
 
    He saw that Una-sei and A-amar were no less curious. 
 
    They dodged aside as the ship suddenly unfolded sails that looked something like wings and prepared to go upward into the sky once again. It did not lift off but just floated for a few seconds. Then before Tenashar could catch another breath, the flying ship took off—shooting up into the high clouds in just moments. 
 
    It seemed like magic, yet Tenashar’s knowledge and experience told him that it was technology. For the first time, he understood the true value of the education he received from Ilaythesia and Nainashari. He could not explain this to anyone in words but was beginning to comprehend it in his heart and mind. 
 
    Slowly, very slowly, the craft started to circle downward again. It cruised lower and lower, getting closer. Finally, it landed in almost the same spot and became still. 
 
    Nothing stirred for a while, and then a door appeared where it had not been before. It slowly opened, and a man appeared in the doorway. He was an older man but not as old as Nainashari. He seemed closer in age to Saitha. He was clean-shaven, with hair full and white above a high forehead. Tall and slender, his most outstanding feature was a long and prominent nose. 
 
    Tenashar wished that Cadica could have seen such a great nose, for she would have laughed for hours. 
 
    Strangely, the man’s eyes were covered with pieces of some kind of dark glass like those of goggles. His clothes were fitted—a red shirt, tan pants, and boots. The man sat down on the stairs below the door and stared at them. He seemed relaxed. 
 
    Then a young girl appeared in the door behind him, followed by a handsome young man. They both looked at Tenashar. The young man crossed his arms with a slightly amused smile. He had broad shoulders and the same style of outfit as the man, though his shirt was blue. He had piercing eyes and a high forehead topped with dark hair—and just a hint of roughness under his friendly, warm expression. 
 
    The young girl had curious eyes that seemed to gleam. She wore a tight-fitting shirt and pants, both covered in star like designs that seemed to change color in the light. She had dark brown hair and a face not that different from Cadica’s. Tenashar sensed there was something special about her. 
 
    The man stood and approached Tenashar. His eyebrows formed a scowl, as if he was analyzing a subject for scientific study, but he seemed curious rather than angry. 
 
    As usual, A-amar and Una-sei gave angry and disgusted growls. Their strange appearance didn’t alarm the strangers; perhaps the people from the flying ship had seen creatures like them before. 
 
    Tenashar finally broke the silence. “Where are you from? Are you able to speak? Are you an Aura-Laei-i, or perhaps one of the Sileizan?” 
 
    Finally the man spoke, but not to answer any of Tenashar’s questions. “What kind of people are you?” He turned the question back on them. “We saw you from afar and were reluctant to make a landing, for we weren’t sure if you were friendly. I, of course, didn’t have any fear of the three of you, but you must admit that your companions, whatever they are, look quite intimidating. We couldn’t make up our minds as whether to stop and see whom you were. Our ship circled the grasslands many times, finding no people at first, and then we saw you. To be sure, there are remains of once inhabited places. But we knew you weren’t from such places.” 
 
    Tenashar had his mouth wide open. The man started to laugh but quickly fell silent, not knowing if he had offended Tenashar. Tenashar continued to stare until he shook himself out of what seemed to be a trance. 
 
    Another member of the crew suddenly appeared––a short, round woman with an extremely friendly face and rosy cheeks. She wore a green, short-sleeved shirt with a high collar, tight-fitting pants, and leggings with shoes. 
 
    Their leader spoke again. “We call ourselves aeronauts. We are travelers who are curious about the world we live in. You are one of the first inhabitants of this continent we were able to speak with, and we would like to know more about your people. If you could tell me anything about those creatures with you, and those who live in this grassland, I’ll appreciate it. You seem to survive without anything edible around you. What is your secret?” 
 
    Tenashar realized that the man was like one of those speechmakers he had listened to at the village consul and was unimpressed. Yet, in certain ways, he resembled an Aura-Laei-i, though one lacking yet in wisdom. Maybe he, too, was still in training. Tenashar didn’t know what to think of him. 
 
    “My companions and I are travelers like you,” Tenashar replied. “We don’t call this grassland our home. The place I consider home is many leagues from here. As to food, we know the pulse and phases of the land and can find food anywhere. May I again ask—who are you?” 
 
    “I am Knode Uyeicad.” The man nodded. “I am one who seeks knowledge or tries to find the truth. My people have had the power of flight for a very long time. Seneatuar Vaysaei is the island we come from. It is part of a larger archipelago called Sahaynaivium, but Seneatuar Vaysaei is one of the largest islands. 
 
    “Like this land, we have many ruins. That’s what brought us here—to satisfy our curiosity. This,” he gestured to the little girl, “is Naydiacar of Athiawaei, and the handsome young man is Siytai.” He pointed up at the woman, who waved. “That is Marhidium Kethorma. Later I may introduce you to the other crew members.” 
 
    Tenashar responded with introductions. “These are my friends A-amar and Una-sei, who are my protectors, and my name is Tenashar.” 
 
    Knode seemed impressed. It was as if he were sizing up a specimen to take back. 
 
    “Knode, the islands you speak of, are they across the seas? Is there a way to get to them without flying?” asked Tenashar. 
 
    “Flight is the best way to come and go to the islands. The seas and rocks around the shores are treacherous, which keeps our island home secure from outsiders and leaves only calm seas on our beaches. Quiet waves bless our shores.” Knode spoke with enthusiasm and pride. 
 
    Knode extended his hand, and Tenashar took it, though the gesture felt odd to him. Siytai appeared disgusted, but Naydiacar and Marhidium clapped their hands. 
 
    “When we first met you, you used strange words like Aura-Laei-i and Sileizan. What are these things? I want to learn—an exchange of your ways and mine,” said Knode. 
 
    Tenashar replied with equal enthusiasm. “An Aura-Laei-i is a person who possesses great powers of wisdom and knowledge. Some create all kinds of interesting machines, which is why I thought you may be one.” He paused for a moment. “And the Sileizan were people, long ago, who had the power to make rocks and trees speak just like people. I believe that these people may have been an entire race of Aura-Laei-i. I personally know one of them.” 
 
    “I see that you have some knowledge beyond my own people’s knowledge,” said Knode. “I, too, am a seeker of knowledge, and I want to learn more.” 
 
    “The knowledge of the Aura-Laei-i is only for a select few at this time,” Tenashar replied with authority and a slight bit of regret. 
 
    Knode waved this away. “Tenashar, when I read your feelings, I knew that such learning could not be given to me. I have no desire to ask for anything. I just wanted to know about the Aura-Laei-i. In Sahaynaivium, there are ancient stories told to children of people who traveled from the stars to settle our planet. Our astronomers believe that people live on other worlds just like our own.” Knode looked intently at Tenashar with a smile. 
 
    Excited, Tenashar asked Knode if he knew anything about the Orbs, and if so, did the people of his island home have a solution to the problem. 
 
    “We have traveled over certain parts of this continent and saw people fleeing lands that were starting to turn gray, ashen, and burned. This excited my curiosity and concern. Our island home is far out to sea, which is why these Orbs may not have touched us yet. I was wondering why the continental lands looked so strange. Thank you for telling me why the land is dying,” said Knode. 
 
    He spoke about the ruins in his island home that were quite similar to those Tenashar had described. That was the reason why the island people were exploring the many lands. 
 
    Knode was also fascinated by A-amar and Una-sei. Tenashar explained that they were created by the Aura-Laei-i. He also brought out the Rock and the Mushroom to show Knode. To Knode, they were simple things from nature, at least until they lit up in many colors and spoke. Tenashar even let Knode see the glass figure that resembled a tall human, which was a gift from Cadica. 
 
    Knode was impressed. “My own people wouldn’t believe that the old legends could be true.” 
 
    Siytai called out to Knode, “Let’s depart. There’s nothing interesting here. We should search someplace else for ruins!” 
 
    Knode turned toward Siytai and said, “I am engaged in a conversation, which is important and interesting. I need to ask more questions. Do not interrupt.” 
 
    Siytai looked at Knode in disgust. Tenashar could see Marhidium and Naydiacar’s apparent interest as they listened to stories about the Senetha and Aura-Laei-i. 
 
    Tenashar asked, “How many nations of people are living on this continent?” He wanted to know if Knode could tell him how far he had to travel before reaching his destination, but in truth, he didn’t know where he was going. He was lost. 
 
    Knode said, “We haven’t fully explored this continent, but we have seen many peoples from the air, though we communicated with almost none of them. Some of them threatened us from the ground, so we dared not land. Being in the air makes everything easy to observe. It is also a safe way of exploring the land.” 
 
    Marhidium asked Knode, “Can we take Tenashar and his friends with us into the ship and show him what the land looks like from the air?” 
 
    Tenashar, in turn, was curious to know about the inner workings of the flying ship and wished to visit the islands Knode came from. Perhaps there he could find what he was looking for. However, the more Tenashar thought about finding the answer on one of the islands, the less the idea seemed the correct one. In his mind, there was the never-ending concern of getting rid of the Orbs. But he felt the answers lay within, not on some island out in the ocean. 
 
    “It seems the most important thing is that I’m curious about this flying ship and its inner workings. Knode, this ship is interesting; it’s a marvelous thing. I would be proud of such a ship and what propels it through the air,” said Tenashar. 
 
    “Why didn’t you ask me about the ship? I would have given you all the answers,” replied Knode. 
 
    Tenashar explained, “It’s the custom of the Senetha not to reveal the secrets of machines to outsiders. The development of machinery was considered a family secret.” 
 
    Knode told Tenashar that, among his people, the development of machinery wasn’t kept secret. Any type of machine was considered the property of all the island people.  
 
    “This ship is not a secret. Someday most tribes, if they have the desire to fly, will discover its workings.” Knode’s face lightened with a smile. 
 
    “Knode, should you be explaining the workings of this ship to outsiders? You should be cautious,” said Siytai with concern. 
 
    “Siytai, I believe that Tenashar is capable of understanding the workings of this flying ship,” replied Knode with conviction. 
 
    “The flying ships once contained tanks filled with gases that were lighter than air, some of which were quite flammable. Thus, we devised other gases that are both light and nonflammable. Yet this ship doesn’t entirely rely on gas for most of its power to stay in the air. It has engines that control a magnetic force, which in turn creates a repelling action that keeps it off the ground, as well as pushing it forward. This force can be either negative or positive as Jets of water stream through the ship’s engines to create enough force to shoot out a steam of water out of the thrust nozzles. The sails are just for slow travel.” 
 
    Tenaha didn’t fully understand Node’s explanation, so Kneed drew diagrams on the dirt to illustrate what was going on in the ship’s engines. The drawing of the ship showed negatively charged thrusts coming from the engines. Then Knode drew the symbol for negative. Knode explained that the ship could stay up in the air when the engine and the ground had the same negative or positive charge. 
 
    Tenashar finally began to see what he was describing. He was grateful for what Ilaythesia had taught him about nature, as this had prepared him to understand the workings of the flying ship. 
 
    Knode was impressed with Tenashar’s comprehension, so he further explained the concept of gravity. Words continued to flow from Knode like a waterfall about the inner mechanisms of the ship. 
 
    Sometimes Naydiacar would put in her own knowledge about the ship. 
 
    Marhidium and Knode showed Tenashar how the sails operated. The colors of the sails were a designation for controlling the ship in flight. 
 
    The ship was larger than Tenashar had first thought. Once on the ship, Tenashar could see that the main cabin was so large it could easily accommodate a hundred crewmembers. But it was practically empty of people, and Knode said that only a few people were needed to control the systems of the flying ship. 
 
    Navigation devices were strewn all over the tables—mostly things Tenashar didn’t recognize or understand the use of. 
 
    There was one device that Tenashar took great interest in. It was a pen-like device with a beam of light emanating from the end. When it was put on a map, the beam traveled in the direction the navigator wanted to go to and measured distances on the map. With its help, a navigator could find the best place to land and the most convenient route to take by air. 
 
    Some of the maps were made of thin tablets similar to ones used by Cadica and the Senetha scholars. All a navigator had to do was call up in his mind the place he wanted to go, and it would appear on the screen. There were also floating spheres that could create a three-dimensional layout of the land, which delighted Tenashar. The control panels flashed many colors of light as the crew busied themselves. 
 
    Marhidium told Tenashar that the ship could go anywhere. “Look here, Tenashar.” She called him closer. “This device says where we are and when and where we want to go. It’s very simple. And this compass tells you about the seasons, including details concerning the days, nights, time, and temperature. Does this impress you?” 
 
    Tenashar replied in the affirmative. “My people have nothing to tell us where we are going, except the stars and experience. We have a type of compass, but it is only used by the wise men for certain things. Most of my people rely on things in the environment to guide us. The signs of nature and its spirit are always within us. You see, if we are traveling, and the water becomes scarce and the trees start to thin, we can surmise a desert is about to be encountered. Water tells us where we are going; however, it’s mainly a trick of the mind. The water doesn’t actually do anything. We prepare our minds and look into the water. Although it sounds simple, it takes training to look into the water and know where you are going. People that have trained minds and experience with the land can create their own maps. It’s just reading what the gods have put before us and nothing more.” 
 
    “I wish to learn what you know, Tenashar. Please teach me. It would be an asset to the skills I have.” She looked intently at Tenashar and smiled. 
 
    “It’s so simple. Just stay in a place long enough to study the land, and you’ll be able to form a map in your mind. You probably already made one without knowing it when you were up in the air and looked at the land beneath,” Tenashar explained. 
 
    “It would be different if I were on the land and not seeing everything from high up,” replied Marhidium. 
 
    “I have nothing more to tell you. Just practice. Put yourself down upon the land, let go of your mind, and then navigate.” Tenashar smiled at Marhidium. 
 
    Marhidium shook her head a bit, hanging it low. She knew he was right, but there was much she still did not understand. 
 
    Marhidium said, “The land is what it is. Through marks and colors that I see down below when flying, I know where this flying ship is going. The contrasts and textures of the land tell us where we are going. Once we understand the land—through the plant life, people, and weather—there is no need for maps. Sometimes even the smell of the air may tell us where we are. Then, through accumulated experience, we can go where we want to without referring to a map as a crutch.” 
 
    “That is how it’s done,” Tenashar said. “You already have intimacy with the lands that you visit. Just trust in your inner feelings.” 
 
    “What is going on here, Marhidium? Are you learning something from our new friend? I think his people are masters of the land.” Knode looked at Marhidium with a grin. “Come, let us go and see the pilot section.” Knode escorted Tenashar to the front section of the flying ship. 
 
    Like any craft, the ship had seats for a navigator, captain, copilot, and others. All the seats, including the control systems, seemed to have been built in as part of the ship, and Tenashar assumed it was so they would not move if the ship rolled and tossed. It looked to Tenashar as if the controls and seats had grown out of the walls and floors like trees. 
 
    Siytai was sitting in the captain’s seat. He didn’t turn his head to welcome Tenashar or even acknowledge Knode and Marhidium. But the other crewmembers already seated there smiled in salutation to the newcomer. 
 
    Tenashar began to wonder if there was something about Siytai he couldn’t understand. This behavior wasn’t because of indifference—indifferent seemed natural for Siytai. Tenashar read this in his eyes. It may have been his impatience to continue on the journey and get back to his island home. 
 
    Tenashar had never experienced such unexplained hostility from a stranger. 
 
    As Tenashar looked around the flying ship, his attention caught something familiar. On a control panel, there were spheres with glowing liquid and a smaller sphere inside of it. It reminded him of what he had seen before. He pointed to them and asked what they were. 
 
    One of the crewmembers replied that they were to keep the flying ship balanced when landing. If the small sphere remained stationary in the center, then balance was achieved. Ilaythesia had shown him similar things that were used to check if something like a table was level. Tenashar began to believe that there was a connection between the desert and island peoples, which just made him more curious about Knode’s homeland. 
 
    Knode and Marhidium escorted Tenashar away from the pilot section to show him other parts of the flying ship. The plump woman whispered to Tenashar that Siytai was always impatient and didn’t like to stay in one place, but most of the crewmembers, including Marhidium, considered him a good pilot. 
 
    Knode suddenly asked Tenashar about something he’d mentioned. “What is a Sharzeen? And what is its function? You said that it is composed of glass and shows changing views of the universe. How is it that your people have such skills? Please explain, for this is not possible by the laws of science—at least the science that we know.” 
 
    Tenashar expounded, “I don’t understand much about Sharzeens. I was given instructions on how to make them and was told that someday I would make one of them, though I don’t know what this meant. There’s much that I still have to learn about them. But I can tell you that very few of my people have knowledge of them.” 
 
    Knode was perplexed. He scratched his head and looked lost. “If your people didn’t teach you this, how did you come by the knowledge?” 
 
    “I once visited a world of deserts, which lies in the distant future. The people there have the skill to make Sharzeen, but I can’t really say more,” replied Tenashar. 
 
    Knode appeared to ponder his words, and then Naydiacar tugged at his legs, and Knode looked down at her as if he hadn’t seen her before. 
 
    Marhidium whispered to Tenashar, “Knode does this. We call this style of meditation empty-headedness, but really his thoughts are too deep. If we don’t bring him back, nothing would get done. Once lost in thought, fingers on his chin, he can scowl at nothing for hours.” 
 
    Tenashar wasn’t sure if he should laugh. He was relieved by their sense of humor. 
 
    As twilight was beginning to show, they stepped outside to get some fresh air. The atmosphere in the flying ship was stuffy. 
 
    A-amar and Una-sei were waiting on the ground. 
 
    When Tenashar saw Knode’s apparent fear of A-amar and Una-sei, he explained that though they were related to the Sharzeen, they were real, but he need not fear them. The Sharzeen were the figurines or monoliths that were dormant. Then, when called to life, they fulfilled their function as guardians. 
 
    Knode looked back and forth at Tenashar, A-amar, and Una-sei. He shook his head and looked up into the sky with a broad smile. “So these are the Sharzeen you were talking about, but in living form. Only a man of great learning and skill could have created such as these. This world is full of things beyond imagination. I would just say that I am a child who is still learning.” 
 
    This time it was Tenashar’s turn to laugh. “You see, Knode, at first I didn’t know that A-amar and Una-sei were Sharzeens, I just assumed that they were some kind of strange animal spirits that resembled a wolf and buffalo. Then I stumbled into the desert world and learned there that Cadica, an Aura-Laei-i in training, made many Sharzeens, including these friends of mine.” 
 
    Knode smiled. “The sky is turning dark, and that’s our cue to take to the air for protection. If you desire, you can stay with us, though your companions might start a panic among our crew. It’s your decision. The land below would be in twilight. It’s beautiful, and it’s an opportunity to fly. You haven’t been up in the sky. Just stay with us. You’ll learn something, and that will be important. I know you’ll stay.” 
 
    Tenashar wanted to go up in the sky and see what the world below looked like at night. Flying had been a dream of his since he was a little child, and here was an opportunity to fulfill it. He looked back at A-amar and Una-sei, considering. 
 
    Knode said the ship couldn’t wait. Departure time was important. 
 
    Tenashar went to A-amar and asked what he thought of all this. 
 
    After slight hesitation, the wolf creature replied, “They look like good people, but my feelings are not of trust for them. Maybe they want to take you to their islands and keep you forever. The man seems only interested in you for study, not friendship. You are a stranger to them, yet they are embracing you as a friend. I think this is strange. But you have to decide what you want. Your fate is in your hands, not mine.” 
 
    “Please hurry up, Tenashar. We need to leave soon.” Knode was already closing the door to the ship. 
 
    “Unless my companions are allowed to come, I must stay here with them. Tonight I shall sleep on the ground,” Tenashar replied firmly. “Perhaps another time.” 
 
    “It’s a great opportunity to see the land from the sky. It is a great wonder. Hurry up and get into the ship.” Knode beckoned to Tenashar to come on board. Naydiacar called that they needed to depart, and even harsher words could be heard from Siytai.  
 
    Knode said, “I’ll be closing the hatch. This is the last time. Please come reconsider.” 
 
    The light under the ship glowed, and it sailed gracefully into the night sky. Tenashar, A-amar, and Una-sei watched its flight until it disappeared. 
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    chapter 3 
 
    A Village among the Hills and Tall Grasses 
 
      
 
      
 
    Teanashar lay in a clump of grass he had made into a bed for the night and asked A-amar, “Did you truly mistrust these people?” 
 
    The answer came swiftly. “That is for you to decide, not me. You must learn wisdom.” Tenashar decided that Knode might not have been the benevolent man he had originally thought. He had truly wanted to believe that Knode was a person who meant well and who had no dark motives. His feeling fluctuated because he knew nothing of these people and believed that trust is a gradual thing. 
 
    Tenashar’s thoughts wandered to his loved ones—Tansatei in the faraway village near the mountains, Cadica somewhere in the future, and Nainashari sleeping in his forest. 
 
    Under a full moon, Tenashar happened to glance up at the sky and caught the image of a flying ship silhouetted by moonlight and wondered what they might be planning. The ship never seemed to leave the grassland, and the desire to hide himself from that flying ship quickly became strong within Tenashar. 
 
    But where could he go? He rose and looked around in the moonlight, but the whole land seemed flat. In the distance, he could see hills and mountains, so they spent the night walking toward them. It didn’t matter to Tenashar how long it would take to get there. They could hide in the mountains, so that the flying ship wouldn’t be able to find them. They quickly covered a seemingly endless expanse of the grassland. They hurried their pace and finally found themselves at the base of the hills. 
 
    Tenashar found a place to hide. “Right here we will be safe at the base of the mountains, and we can now sleep without fear. A-amar, what do you and Una-sei think?” 
 
    “This decision is yours,” replied A-amar. 
 
    They found a shallow cave and hid themselves inside to avoid the devices in the ship that could be used to see what was going on the ground below. The thick foliage that surrounded the cave gave them even more cover. 
 
    A-amar still remained awake to scan the night sky, watching the flying ship weave in and out of the grassland. Then A-amar saw the ship stop, remaining stationary in the sky for a while. Then it suddenly disappeared. 
 
    By full daylight that afternoon, Tenashar saw no sign of the ship in the cloudless sky. 
 
    After trudging through the hills for a while, they rested before exploring further. Tucked in a valley among the hills, Tenashar discovered a small village where people were busying themselves in their daily tasks. A-amar and Una-sei stayed within the hills to keep themselves out of sight of the village. 
 
    Tenashar cautiously crept closer and could see that the village was more extensive than he had first thought. Some homes were nestled on high hills; others were located on the high sides of the mountains. 
 
    He realized these people were highly skilled as Nainashari in the use of various materials, as he saw them making pottery in large kilns. On much closer look, Tenashar realized that their merchants must have visited his own village, for he recognized their beautiful pottery. But he often kept his eyes turned upward, watching for the flying ship, and slowly inched his way toward the village to reveal himself to the villagers. 
 
    He felt these people would accept him because they were familiar with the Senetha. 
 
    When he approached, at first people dropped what they were doing in apprehension. Some of them snatched up rocks and clubs, ready to defend their village. 
 
    One of the men, an old merchant, called out, “Are you of the Senetha? My name is Naiena-sa. I am sorry I did not introduce myself immediately. At first, I wasn’t sure if we could trust you. Forgive my bad manners.” 
 
    “My name is Tenashar, and yes, I’m from Senetha,” replied Tenashar. 
 
    The villagers immediately put down their weapons, and gradually, they began to smile at Tenashar. 
 
    Naiena-sa spoke again. “I am glad that you have taken the time to come and visit us. You are the first of your people to come to us in a very long time—beyond many of the yesterdays. Why are you here?” 
 
    Tenashar told Naiena-sa what had happened, right up to the moment that he appeared in the village. The merchant nodded in agreement that his people had noticed the land was starting to die around them for no apparent reason. They told Tenashar of the first day that they saw the Orbs—but here, the Orbs had not returned. To the villagers, the flying ship was a more immediate concern. 
 
    “You see, if you look up in the sky, that flying ship has been there for a long time. We’ve seen it. Some of our people were curious; especially our children—and these children began to vanish. We never saw them again, so your feelings were true about the ship. But we don’t know why they do this. Our children shouldn’t be their concern. They should be concerning themselves with the Orbs. They must be aware that the Orbs are eating away the land, yet they seem to ignore this. Perhaps where they come from they don’t have a problem with the Orbs. We are lucky that way, too—for we are secluded for now. You are the only one we know of who saw and spoke with these people—at least the only one who returned. They must have thought you were special.” 
 
    The merchant’s eyes said more about his worries, but Tenashar was unable to read it all. 
 
    As Naiena-sa gazed skyward, he queried, “Are you hiding from those people?” 
 
    Tenashar held his hands out to the merchant to comfort him. “They are here for exploration and do not seem to be evil. I feel they have good motives; it’s just that their intentions are making them do the wrong things. Understanding the world is important for these people. I believe they see nothing else and perhaps do not consider the needs of others.” 
 
    “I believe that you are right about these people from the ship,” said Naiena-sa. 
 
    Tenashar thought perhaps he understood why Siytai was reluctant and indifferent toward Knode—perhaps Siytai didn’t like what was going on. Maybe that was the real reason why he always seemed angry. 
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    chapter 4 
 
    Warmth among the Homvia 
 
      
 
      
 
    The villagers asked Tenashar to stay with them for a while to rest from his travels and the ordeal with the flying ship. Tenashar wanted to introduce A-amar and Una-sei to Naiena-sa and was trying to think of ways of preparing the merchant and his village to meet his friends. 
 
    A-amar and Una-sei came out from behind one of the large boulders. Naiena-sa and the villagers appeared awed to see these two live Sharzeen, but they showed no fear. Some of the children ran up to A-amar to stare at him with smiles and giggles. 
 
    Tenashar was perplexed and mystified. “Why aren’t these villagers and their children scared of my two friends?” 
 
    Naiena-sa explained. “The children are familiar with Sharzeens. We’ve seen them before in other forms. Even human.” 
 
    Tenashar was stunned to find this out. He soon found out another shattering truth—Naiena-sa knew of Nainashari. 
 
    “Nainashari has visited us on occasion. That’s one way we’ve heard of the Sharzeen.” 
 
    Tenashar was glad that the villagers knew of Sharzeens and Nainashari, for it made them easier to talk to. These friendly people were called the Homvia—a name that sounded very nice to Tenashar. 
 
    Like the people in Cadica’s world, the Homvia were devoted to crafts, mainly pottery. The whole community was involved in this production. Children would prepare the clay. Then the older children and adults heated the kilns that were larger than the dwellings of the Senetha. 
 
    Homvia craftsmen did not restrict themselves to pottery, for their skill extended into making all kinds of metal, fashioning it into knives, dishes, jewelry, and artwork. Some of these glistened with a rainbow of colors as the sun hit the highly polished surfaces. It seemed nothing was beyond the skill of a Homvia craftsman. 
 
    Tenashar recalled Cadica’s skill with all types of metal and began to wonder if there was a connection between the desert and Homvia peoples. As Tenashar marveled at their skill, he was constantly reminded of his old friends. 
 
    The craftsmen, including all the males of the village, wore layers of tunics draped and bound with colored bands over leggings or pants to keep them warm from the mountain breezes that made the temperatures almost unbearable. The weather was variable, and conditions would often change without notice. 
 
    The women, on the other hand, wore pants that reached to the knees and a shirt or tunic that hung to their hips. Some tunics were loose, while others closely conformed to the contours of the female figure, which made some of the teenage girls very alluring to Tenashar. Only a few of the women and girls wore the bands. 
 
    All the bands were of such vivid and varied colors that it was clear the Homvia were also masters of weaving and dyeing. 
 
    Naiena-sa invited Tenashar to stay with him. His dwelling was quite comfortable. There was a central cone-shaped fireplace that warmed the entire abode. Along the walls were round metal plates showing interesting designs and scenes that depicted the life and history of the Homvia. They sat on the polished tile floor and discussed things concerning the aeronauts. 
 
    Tenashar looked up at the fireplace’s chimney and said to Naiena-sa, “Won’t the flying ship be able to spot the smoke coming from your dwellings?” 
 
    “No,” Naiena-sa reassured him. “The winds that ride around this mountain disperse the smoke in many directions. To the people of the flying ship, it looks like it’s coming from nowhere.” 
 
    “Do you know who these people are?” 
 
    The merchant shook his head. “Shouldn’t you know more about these you call the aeronauts? You met them and spoke with their leader, didn’t you?” 
 
    Tenashar tried his best to explain everything to Naiena-sa. “They told me that they are from islands far over the seas. They said they are here to explore the ruins all across this land. Their islands have similar ruins. That’s all they say their motivation is. And despite the danger, I still had a desire to travel in the air.” 
 
    Naiena-sa spoke. “I’ve traveled much, trading pottery and other goods, and many places and peoples have been very strange. I met many peoples and also hoped to trade with many others. I’ve even been to the sea.” 
 
    “You have been to the sea?” Tenashar’s voice showed his enthusiasm. “That is something I badly want to see. I’ve always dreamed of going to the ocean. I tried to imagine what it would be like. But do we really know who these people in the flying ship are? Do they mean harm or are they just curious?” Tenashar wondered if he could follow the flying craft. 
 
    Tenashar noticed that A-amar and Una-sei were playing with the children. They had taken a liking to the living Sharzeen and felt protected by them. They were playing tag, and the children giggled when A-amar pretended to make a ferocious expression. Tenashar smiled as the children sat, played, and jumped on their laps and tickled them on their snouts. He realized their depth and value. At the end of the day, he was happy to see the children sleep near the Sharzeen. 
 
    It was very late when Tenashar got up to look at the night sky. As he was admiring the stars, he suddenly saw something move across the sky. It seemed that the stars were moving fast and then slowing down. He knew it was the flying ship—perhaps looking for him. He was glad the children were safe with A-amar and Una-sei. 
 
    He asked one of the busy crafters, “Can they not see the fires while you are working?” 
 
    The man replied, “The trees, hills, and mountains shield us from view, and some nights, fog hides the village. There are also many glowing pools of water, which confuse the issue.” 
 
    Tenashar went back inside to sleep again. He decided that night he must find those missing children. He would confront Knode about it. Now that A-amar and Una-sei were fond of the village children, they would undoubtedly help him force the aeronauts to tell where the missing children were. 
 
    As the sun rose in the early morning hours, Tenashar climbed to a rocky ledge to look for the flying ship but saw nothing. 
 
    Naiena-sa said, “I think that if you try to look for the flying thing, you won’t find it. They sense that you are searching and hide.” 
 
    Tenashar looked down and said, “Do you know this?” 
 
    “I am not certain, but it seems so. They seem to be able to sense our thoughts. These feelings of mine come only from what I have seen.” 
 
    Later that day, Tenashar walked out into the grasslands, flanked by A-amar and Una-sei. Villagers who lived near the open land said they had seen a ship come to ground the previous night. Tenashar spotted fresh marks on the ground, verifying this story. 
 
    He decided to wait in the field all day, if necessary, to see Knode and the ship again. One day turned into many, and the aeronauts never returned. Even the people in the other villages heard and saw nothing. 
 
    Finally, Tenashar made up his mind to stop looking in the field. He decided he would look in the mountains or somewhere else or again come back to the field and wait until he saw the ship. 
 
    Naiena-sa tried to comfort him. “Tenashar, whatever you’re here to do must be completed. Those children are not lost, and in my heart I always hope to find them, but it is not your task to find them. Continue with your own journey. Nainashari would advise the same.” 
 
    He knew that Naiena-sa was right. But the lost children would always remain in his heart. 
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    chapter 5 
 
    A Glowing Fire in the Valley 
 
      
 
      
 
    They traveled far and passed through many villages, and then they arrived in the mountain village of Kapdalki, where they stayed as guests of the village elder. 
 
    There were a large number of people as they gathered around Tenashar and his friends, and from the crowd a man came through. The village elder introduced himself. “I am known as Gynatha. I welcome you here on behalf of the people of Kapdalki. You must be tired; rest here. I’m the head of this village.” 
 
    Then Tenashar introduced himself. “My name is Tenashar. I come from a people called the Senetha, and these are my two companions, A-amar and Una-sei. They are Sharzeen.” 
 
    Kapdalki was small, as it was situated in the mountains. Buildings and dwellings were situated at high elevations, some homes protruding from cliffs, and other structures were in small valleys. The village was spread over a wide area, but the center of Kapdalki was in a large valley where central structures radiated out in a circle that was interspersed with forests, grassy areas, flowerbeds, and small-cultivated land. The tall central structure was where Gynatha lived. That also functioned as a large council hall. Mountains and valleys surrounded Kapdalki. Farming was done far outside the village. Terrace farming was practiced, where part of the mountain was cut like a stair with flat pieces of land for cultivation. The people, such as pottery, painting, glass, metal, construction of machines, building of structures, textiles, and many other trades, practiced all types of industry. The people were great engineers. Structures were built on the side and on top of mountains. 
 
    The mountain people were kind. “Come and rest. There is food. Sit down on those stone platforms and relax,” said a villager. 
 
    An elderly woman named Acinreei said, “Tenashar, I have a part of my house where you could sleep for the night or you could stay at communal inn you, to, A-amar and Una-sei. We know that you are Sharzeen. We are not afraid.” 
 
    Gynatha looked at Tenashar. “Yes, we know about Sharzeen. Don’t worry; as Acinreei said, we are not frightened. This is our beautiful Kapdalki. On the other side of the mountains, there is a vast hilly plain with a very large settlement,” said Gynatha. 
 
    Tenashar walked to the edge of the cliff and looked down over the plains far below. “I notice that far out across the plain, there is an object that looks like a large structure on fire.” Pointing into the distance, Tenashar asked the Gynatha what it might be. 
 
    Gynatha had no answer for him, just that it must be very far away, and there were many towns and villages in that direction.  
 
    The burning light continued to bother Tenashar. Yet he was able to sleep. Mountains seemed to have a tranquil effect on him. In fact, life was so comfortable in the mountains Tenashar took a long rest, sometimes sleeping both day and night. 
 
    Gynatha’s wife, Lotanacee, looked after him, and one day she told a story about her younger days when she saw things flying in the air. 
 
    “I once lived down in the hills below. I was born among the Homvia, but I came to live with my husband’s people. This was long ago, at another time when adults and children were going missing. I lost a sister to the flying ships when we were just children. I heard her scream, and our father tried to rescue her, but it was too late—she was gone. They took her. My family went through so much grief because they lost a child.” 
 
    The sadness in the Lotanacee’s eyes and voice made Tenashar feel for her. She had tried to accept what had happened but could never forget her sister. Tenashar’s heart started to harden with anger. He had to find out why these children disappeared. Perhaps if he found the answers, it would lead him to more understanding of the Orbs and what to do about them. 
 
    Even in the mountains, the forests were showing signs of the draining decay. 
 
    Tenashar, A-amar, and Una-sei were shown secret paths by the villagers and finally came to the low-lying hills. On their way, they met with other village heads and asked each about the fire burning on the distant hill. Tenashar joined the other villagers to investigate. 
 
    Everyone was curious about what it was. They all suspected something in the back of their minds. All the villages had heard of and seen the flying ship. And they knew that anything large enough and powerful enough to cause such a bright glow had to be this. 
 
    Coming gradually closer to the fire, everyone remained quiet and tense. It was, as they suspected, the wreckage of a flying ship—perhaps the same one Tenashar had seen several days ago. Tenashar and the villagers stayed at a distance, kept away by the heat of the fire, and because they didn’t really want to see what was there. 
 
    They caught a glimpse of what looked like a charred body, but when they cautiously approached, they were relieved to find that it was part of the machinery of a ship. Even after it cooled, it was odd that they found no bodies in wreckage. 
 
    Where did the aeronauts go? One of the villagers discovered footprints headed out of the hilly plains. Everyone knew that this flying ship, at least, was no longer a threat. 
 
    But there were probably other flying ships. Stories told of many ships at one time. 
 
    Tenashar sat among the villagers to warm himself in front of the fire and said, “I know some of you are angry and want vengeance, but do any of you really know these aeronauts? I’ve seen them. They’re just here to study things.” 
 
    The villagers continued to warm themselves and said nothing to Tenashar. 
 
    The next day, a search party found bits of equipment, such as navigation tools and other things Tenashar had seen on the ship even discarded pieces of clothing. 
 
    One of the villagers picked up an empty bottle, took a sniff, and handed it to Tenashar. He tasted the liquid residue and found it to be water. As they went further, they found more bottles, papers, and equipment parts. 
 
    Finally, something came up that Tenashar was hoping they would not encounter—bodies that had been hurriedly half buried. Some of the villagers made prayers for the dead, and others finished covering up the bodies. 
 
    An old villager said, “So far from home—to die here.” 
 
    The rest remained silent. 
 
    Finally, they arrived at a large village called Veazith, which Tenashar had seen from the mountaintop. The village head, Athtap, told the search party that his people had seen no strangers. Some of the villagers who had come with Tenashar quit the search and returned to their homes. People from the new village joined them, including the headman. 
 
    Most of the party decided to split up into groups. Some followed Tenashar. He talked about the Homvia and what he saw in that village and of his old friend in the mountains, Naiena-sa the merchant. He continued to talk with Athtap as they walked along together, becoming fast friends. 
 
    Athtap enjoyed a chance to reminisce about Naiena-sa. “As a younger man, he traveled to lot of places to sell the tribe’s ceramics. On one occasion, Naiena-sa came across a tribe of people who were so strange! They hid themselves in the ground! When he sold anything to these people, they only showed their hands—he never once saw their faces or bodies. When these interesting people walked about above the ground, they covered themselves from head to toe in straw. They whistled as their language, and few outsiders ever learned to understand them. Naiena-sa was a master of languages, so he traded and could understand what they were saying.” 
 
    Tenashar expressed the desire to see these people, but Athtap said they lived far to the north. 
 
    Athtap chuckled. 
 
    “Why are you laughing?” said Tenashar. 
 
    Athtap replied, “My boy, you should become a merchant—then you’ll go everywhere. Have Naiena-sa teach you how to travel. He knows his way all around the continent.” 
 
    Tenashar smiled and nodded. He liked that idea. 
 
    Athtap told Tenashar that the Veazith also knew of Nainashari. “When he was younger, he visited the village. That was many years ago, when my great-grandfather was a child.” He gave Tenashar a sly smile. 
 
    Tenashar looked back with shock and surprise. “Many times, Etutsha and I had suspected that he had attained a great age. We weren’t sure. Now you are saying that I was right all along.” 
 
    Athtap told Tenashar that Naiena-sa had regularly visited a people called the Senetha. While there, he always asked the advice of a most wise Aura-Laei-i. 
 
    Tenashar asked the name of this wise person. 
 
    “His name was, and probably is, Sanashei. He is considered a great Aura-Laei-i by Naiena-sa—as well as by his brother, Nainashari,” replied Athtap. 
 
    Tenashar stared at Athtap for a long moment before he found his voice. “Sanashei is my father! I never knew he was a true Aura-lei-i.” 
 
    “He’s your father? This is a great thing that has happened to us. You were meant to come to our village. We welcome you with great respect.” Athtap bowed his head in humility. 
 
    “Athtap, in this short time with you, I have learned so much. And I don’t know what to say. Naiena-sa knows more about my father than me! Now I have also found that Nainashari is a brother to Naiena-sa. They must be of a similar age. That means he must also be very old.” Tenashar began to understand why he was meeting all these people on his journey. It seemed to have been arranged by his father. 
 
    As Tenashar walked along with Athtap, he spotted what looked like another body. It turned out be blankets wrapped over more machine parts. There were even books scattered in all directions. It was as if they tried to save certain things from the ship, and slowly, piece by piece, abandoned them to the elements—and animals, for some of the books and machines were torn apart. Perhaps they were finding the things too heavy to carry so far. 
 
    The items were of no use to Tenashar and the villagers. To find out what happened to the aeronauts, they had to examine the clues scattered all over the place. Someone suggested they should read the books and notes left behind, but they simply couldn’t read the language that it was written in. 
 
    More and more items turned up. Yet there was no sign of Knode. Tenashar hoped that nothing happened to Naydiacar, for he had taken a liking to her. No matter how angry the villagers may have been with the aeronauts, he hoped they weren’t hurt. He didn’t want to believe these aeronauts were bad. 
 
    For a while, nothing new turned up, and then they came across bags, maps, and clothing. It was plain that after the crash they took a lot of things with them to survive and gradually discarded what they didn’t need. 
 
    In a puddle of water, Tenashar found a pair of goggles. He looked at them very closely but wasn’t sure if they belonged to Knode. As he walked on, Tenashar seemed to sense they did belong to the captain of the flying ship, and he hoped their presence didn’t mean he was dead. 
 
    The villagers and Tenashar had already covered a vast distance and had reached some small settlements in and about the ruins. Could the survivors be hiding among the ruins? Most of the people of these villages hadn’t seen anything unusual. 
 
    One said he had glimpsed a strange figure in the moonlight but knew nothing more. Some of these folk also joined Tenashar’s group. This made their numbers swell to a hundred individuals. 
 
    Sometime later, they spotted a figure and starting running after it. There was a scream when they grabbed the fugitive, and Tenashar knew they had succeeded. He ran up to see who it was. He hoped it would be Knode, but the screams were definitely female. 
 
    Caught in a man’s strong hold, she jerked away from him and hid her eyes. Immediately Tenashar sensed that she was afraid that savages had captured her and that they would kill her. Tenashar sensed the reason for her fear. 
 
    Tenashar came up close to her and tried to sooth her face with tenderness, “Hey! Naydiacar, don’t fear anything or anyone here; you are among friends. You know who I am?” 
 
    Tenashar continued to stay near the girl as she sobbed with fear, not recognizing him. 
 
    Without thinking first, and not knowing why he did it, Tenashar took her face in both hands and stared into her eyes for what seemed like eternity. Gradually she became calm, and her eyes cleared of their terror, showing Tenashar that she had finally recognized him. Immediately she clung to Tenashar in relief. Then she looked around and saw all the other villagers—some smiling, but others looking very serious. Tenashar could feel the tension in her body as her fear returned. 
 
    “Have no fear, Naydiacar. They will not harm you. A-amar and Una-sei are here with me. We will not permit anything to happen to you,” said Tenashar. 
 
    Athtap stepped forward and said, “Tenashar, she is a child. She will have nothing to fear from us. I promise you this.” 
 
    Tenashar together with Athtap smiled at her, calming her fears. Finally feeling safe, she let her exhaustion overcome her, and she passed into unconsciousness. 
 
    Tenashar gave the other villagers descriptions of her companions. But none were to be found. With Tenashar’s help, A-amar tenderly carried Naydiacar to the dwelling of a farmer, who offered them food and warmth. The farmer’s home was secluded in a small grove with tall cliffs on both sides, covered by heavy foliage of trees and ferns. A stream flowed nearby. 
 
    As Tenashar continued to care for Naydiacar, the people crowded close to see her, for they were curious about the flying people called aeronauts. They hadn’t seen such unusual people up close. 
 
    Tenashar was the first person Naydiacar saw when she opened her eyes. Athtap, the farmer, A-amar, and Una-sei were also at her side. She was warmed by their presence. 
 
    The toll of her ordeal was too great though, and she fell asleep again. 
 
    Tenashar had somehow sensed something, and it brought uncontrollable sadness into his heart as Naydiacar rested, perhaps waiting for her companions to be near her again. 
 
    The search party went out again, seeking Knode and the rest of his crew—but they found nothing. They covered so much ground that they finally reached the ocean. 
 
    Its magnificence was beyond Tenashar’s imagination—he simply couldn’t fathom its vastness. The sheer beauty of the ocean seemed to paralyze his whole body. The sound of the waves rolling onto the shore sounded like the music of the gods. 
 
    He forgot everything but his amazement. Even the pain he felt for Naydiacar was submerged in the memory that she was a girl who always smiled at the heavens. 
 
    As Tenashar walked along the beach with Athtap, they spotted something that looked like a man in red sitting farther down the beach. Tenashar ran up to him, followed by the other villagers. He watched them approach but didn’t try to move away. 
 
    Tenashar saw it was Knode, disheveled from days of hardship and suffering. His pitiful smile told Tenashar that he was glad to see him. 
 
    Tenashar looked Knode up and down. “What happened to you? I was looking all over for you.” 
 
    Knode didn’t reply. He merely stared at Tenashar and the villagers. Tenashar watched him gazing around with disillusionment and shock. Finally, he started shaking his head and tried to get some words out, but his mouth just hung open. 
 
    Tenashar gently held him. “What happened, Knode? Tell me.” Tenashar shook Knode very hard to get him out of the trance. “Do you understand what I am saying?” 
 
    Tenashar’s interaction made the villagers and Athtap realize that the exhausted man was the leader of the flying ship. Some pushed closer, seemingly wanting to do harm to him, but Tenashar halted them. 
 
    Athtap also commanded the men not to come closer. If Athtap had any animosity toward Knode and his crew, it didn’t show in his eyes. 
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    chapter 6 
 
    Commanding the Wind and Survival 
 
      
 
      
 
    Everyone looked up as a voice called out. “I will tell all of you what happened!” It was Siytai. Marhidium was at his side. Both were just as haggard as Knode. 
 
    Siytai walked toward the villagers with defiance, making them even more hostile. 
 
    Again, Athtap’s hand held them back. 
 
    Siytai peered into Knode’s eyes until Knode looked away, and then he turned his eyes to Tenashar. “Our ship was caught in a storm in the high mountains. We were looking for you, at the command of Knode, but were caught in a vortex that pulled us down. The ship slammed into the ground. Many of the crewmembers didn’t survive. I tried to steer us to safety, but Knode commanded that we should fight the winds. He even grabbed the controls from me. 
 
    “I tried to fight him off, and before we knew what happened, the crash threw us all over the ship. Luckily some of us weren’t killed immediately. But Naydiacar sustained injuries that became serious. We helped one another get out of the crashed ship, but there was so much wreckage that it took a long time to get everyone clear. 
 
    “We tried to get away to safety. Going for help was not an option, scared as we were of the villagers. The food that we could salvage and brought along was too heavy. So we had to discard precious necessities as we walked to safety, getting away from the crash. Gradually many of us died off. Naydiacar grew sick. Her delirium made her run off. We didn’t know she ran off until Marhidium ran after her, but she was exhausted and fell inside a shallow ditch. When she got out, Naydiacar was gone. By the time we responded and also ran after Naydiacar, she had run off into the growth of trees and the dark. We searched and called out. We walked as far as we could. We didn’t know what to do. We kept on searching. 
 
    “We scouted around for a suitable place to settle down, away from the villagers, since they would probably be quite hostile. We grew bold and stole food from some the villages along the way, hoping to return for Naydiacar and the others. But we lost our way. 
 
    “Marhidium and I were separated from the others. Knode was also. The food and water almost ran out while we searched. We gave up on Knode, believing he was either lost or dead. We decided to try to find a way out of the hills. Now that we have found you, we wish to go no further and surrender our fate to you.” 
 
    Tenashar hung his head, considering, and then turned to Siytai. “We found Naydiacar. She was weak from hunger and injuries. We didn’t see any other crewmembers with her, but I think we saw their remains strewn along the path as we searched for you. We buried them with honor. The villagers for their part have largely quelled their anger. It was Naydiacar that turned their ire to compassion. To them, she was a scared and hungry little girl. We brought her to a nearby village, and a farmer and his wife gave her their hospitality.” 
 
    Knode bowed his head, in tears. Even the seemingly tough Siytai sobbed Marhidium hung her head. She held Naydiacar’s little hand. Her eyes were vacant as she realized she was losing a friend. They all realized that if they had only asked for help, Naydiacar have might survived. 
 
    “Come with us, and we will help all of you regain your well-being. Naydiacar will be cared for. You know she is going.” Athtap spoke gently but firmly. “Give us your trust. You know that we won’t harm you. Tenashar is with us, and you have befriended him. Come. Don’t be afraid.” 
 
    Naydiacar slowly fell into a sleep that was permanent. Marhidium still held her hand, Siytai soothed her head, and Knode whispered to her. The farmer and his wife buried her as part of their family. The farmer and his wife dug a small plot for her near the stream, saying she would be happy there. They had never had any children of their own, so they thought of Naydiacar as their own, even if they had never known her. 
 
    At twilight, the beach was bathed with beautiful colors of orange from the fading sunlight combined with green, blue, and yellow light that draped a transparent veil against a backdrop of incoming stars. This beautiful scene refreshed everyone’s spirit. For a while, they remained to admire the fading daylight. 
 
    As the aeronauts were escorted to their dwelling, some of the villagers asked questions. “Why did you take our children?” 
 
    “We are here to look over the land, find minerals, engage in mapping, and take readings of the weather,” replied Knode. 
 
    “Abducting children is not what we were doing, I believe such a thing was done some years ago,” said Marhidium. 
 
    “Remember these people are tired and have been through an ordeal. They didn’t do these things. I’ve been in their ship. They are here for study,” said Tenashar. 
 
    Tenashar’s sincerity began to convince the villagers Athtap also nodded his head in agreement. 
 
    Tenashar heard one of the village woman say, “Let’s stop this vengeance thing. You know what happened to these aeronauts.” 
 
    It wasn’t far to some of the dwellings where there was food and water. The three surviving aeronauts slept in the comfort of ferns and soft bedding. While they slept, the villagers debated what to do next. They reached no conclusions. Even Athtap had no firm suggestions. 
 
    Tenashar explained to them what Knode had said concerning the origins of the aeronauts and suggested that they should help them get back to their island home. 
 
    “These aeronauts are not the ones who took away the children. Remember, there are other ships. Knode and his crew were exploring and mapping the land. They saw what the Orbs had done, and this made them more curious. What’s important is to send them back across the sea,” said Tenashar. 
 
    Athtap believed that sending them back home was not possible. They had no boats large enough for an extended sea voyage. On the other hand, they could leave men at the shore to watch for any flying craft that might be looking for the stranded aeronauts. 
 
    “Without help, they can’t build another flying ship and journey back to their islands,” said Tenashar. 
 
    “They have powers and skills we can’t match. It’s not possible for us to build a ship such as theirs.” Athtap spoke with conviction and respect to Tenashar. “Even if they teach us, we won’t understand enough. I think the best chance is a sailing craft. There are some tribes to the south who have very good ship and boat-building skills. Many of their sailing craft are very large; they can accommodate hundreds of people if needed. But they do not fly.” 
 
    “It’s too far south, and such a boat will take too long to build. Our best way is to find another flying ship. You have seen them before, so let’s find a way. I am aware what they have done to your children, but it was not this ship,” Tenashar insisted. 
 
    Knode was standing in the open air, separated from the others. He just stood there with his head bent, in the same position he had held since the crash. 
 
    Tenashar came up to Knode, but the aeronaut said only, “I should have kept away from the mountains.” He repeated this phrase many times. 
 
    All Tenashar could do was watch and listen. Siytai came out to see Knode. Some tension was mounting. Before the situation got worse, Siytai walked away, back to the dwelling where Marhidium was. 
 
    Tenashar spoke in a quiet and sympathetic voice. “Knode, are you thinking of going back to the islands? I have an interest in visiting your home. Please speak with me.” 
 
    Slowly, Knode came out of it. “How would that be accomplished? Our ship is gone. It can’t be repaired. I know what you’re thinking. I’ve heard you speaking to your people. But it won’t happen. Yes, the villagers are very skilled in all types of things, including metal. I was surprised at their achievements. We judged your people incorrectly. But it will not help. And a boat would be difficult to get to those islands. Remember I told you about the rocks and rough waters? Don’t bother being concerned, Tenashar.” 
 
    Knode thought about Naydiacar’s grave. He spoke wonderingly about Naydiacar. 
 
    Tenashar pressed Knode for answers. “Something told me that Naydiacar was important. There was something I felt about her. So tell me more about her. What was she like?” 
 
    Knode shook his head and whispered words that Tenashar couldn’t hear. Then he turned to the farmer, thanking him. Finally, he sat and motioned Tenashar and Athtap to join him. 
 
    “Naydiacar was training to be a pilot. There was a special relationship between her and Siytai, who was her instructor. I also taught her many things about the world and its natural forces. For a girl her age, her navigational skills were extraordinary. She knew how to sense wind velocity and in what direction the ship was going without the use of instruments and maps. We train our young children in such disciplines, so that in time they can take our place. Such ventures are sometimes dangerous. She knew what the risks were. But Siytai and I had always hoped to see her complete her training and grow into a young woman. It was not to be.” 
 
    Tenashar was curious. “Who were her parents?” 
 
    Athtap, sitting nearby, was deep in thought, listening attentively as Knode continued. 
 
    “She had none. Another pilot gave her to us when she was a child. Many children on our island are orphaned at an early age when their parents go out in the fishing boats and are lost in the rough seas. But we knew that Naydiacar was not his child, or he wouldn’t have handed her over so easily. 
 
    “You see, children are precious on our islands. In particular, few female babies are born. We’ve been trying to find ways to correct this, but nothing has worked. So you realize how important Naydiacar was to us. The whole crew raised her together. You see, a crew of a ship is like a family. Being in the air for long periods of time requires us to rely on one another.” Knode stared into the distance. 
 
    Tenashar sensed that Knode was hiding something, but he said nothing. 
 
    Tenashar knew what Athtap was thinking before he even said it. “We are just like you. Our children are precious, and we feel sad if anything happens to them. All people feel like this. But for many years, our children have been disappearing. Many of us have been trying to find out what happened to them. But the answers haven’t come.” 
 
    “Athtap,” Knode began, “I don’t think hiding what I am going to say will make a difference. Your villagers’ faces have told me a lot. Their hostility toward us is something that I have understood for a long time. It’s true that our flying ships have been taking children from these villages for years. But we would never harm them. We thought that we were doing these children a service by educating them. Most of our people cannot have children. We intended to return them when they completed their education. This was our way of teaching your people about the world. 
 
    “But now I see that you have so much more than we have. Naydiacar was originally one of your people. I don’t know which village she came from. I think Siytai is also from this part of the world. Marhidium and I were born on the islands.” 
 
    For Tenashar, this was no shock. 
 
    Tenashar stood up and walked away to stare at the distant horizon. Then calmly he sat down again, trying to keep down the rage that was still hidden within his heart. Tenashar held his composure well. 
 
    “So, Knode, how do we get you back home? Your ship is broken into pieces. All of your crew has been lost. My heart sympathizes with you. You must feel as a father who has lost his children. But I cannot condone your actions toward our children. They were loved and missed by their parents. You had no right to do such a thing.” Athtap spoke with firmness and gentleness, controlling his anger. 
 
    Tenashar was learning a lot. He tried to understand how difficult it was for both Knode and Athtap. In a way, they were both leaders of their respective tribes. One was the chief of a flying ship, the other the chief of the vast mountains and plains. Something had to reconcile their differences, but that would come later. 
 
    It was important to find a way to bring these aeronauts home. Tenashar had thought that perhaps they could find a home among these villagers. Now he realized, though, that the ill feeling of the villagers would never allow any lasting friendship. 
 
    “Knode, what have you decided to do? Go back or stay here?” asked Tenashar. 
 
    “It’s not a difficult decision where we want to end up. For us all, including Siytai, it’s the islands that we think of as our home. Siytai loves his island home. My people perhaps took Siytai away from here, and he doesn’t know his own people. But he has been here many times since his childhood and shows no wish to return to this land. I know Athtap has deep feelings of resentment toward us.  
 
    “I want you to know, Athtap, that the islands are very beautiful, and we must try to go back and help our land and its people. There are flowers that glow at night, and if you see that island at a distance, it is like looking at the night sky filled with stars. Throughout the day, the same flowers change color every hour, and no combination of colors is ever repeated. 
 
    “But the islands are also dying, and my people are slowly dwindling.” Knode then fell silent again. 
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    chapter 7 
 
    A Story of the Great Islands of the Eastern Ocean 
 
      
 
      
 
    Tenashar the other people he had met with. Most of all, it was Nainashari that piqued their interest. Athtap had known about Nainashari, but none of his people had ever seen him. 
 
    Knode said, “I have always wanted to meet such a man. We are still looking for a connection between the ruins on the islands and those on the continent, despite the tragedy that came to my ship and crew. I am not insensitive, but I have my orders.” 
 
    He continued with humility. “Athtap, when we find a way home, I will try to persuade my people that no children should ever again be taken from the villages of this land. You have suffered enough. And if the children want to return to their birthplaces, we will tell them of their origins and let them decide for themselves.” 
 
    Athtap accepted this with a dignified nod. “Many of them could teach us what they have learned from your people. It is not for me to hold a grudge against your people. You have suffered as much as we have. Continue to train the children. Perhaps you could even bring some of your people here. I, myself, just like Tenashar, would be delighted to visit your islands.” 
 
    “What do you call this land?” asked Knode. 
 
    “We call our land Ahenathinay,” Athtap began. “It is composed of a group of villages and peoples. My people are the Nathazen, and there are many other tribes. I will speak more, but first I want to know more about your islands.” 
 
    Knode smiled weakly. “Our islands together are called Sahaynaivium. I am from a large island called Seneatuar Vaysaei told Knode and Athtap that similar problems existed in his own land, telling them of all that had been discussed at the councils his people held, as well as all, but I lived most of my life in Isedium. Of the islands, Cordonihalum is the largest. Corsicium has the tallest mountains, reaching far above the clouds. Sesiumthautzia is an island of beautiful beaches, and Himoicum is the capital of all the islands. 
 
    “And there are many other islands—it would take too long to name them all. The days on the various islands are beautiful. Sometimes rain and sun combine to make hundreds of beautiful rainbows. On some islands at night, flowers sing and fly with their own glowing colors. Annually, we have festivals to honor these flowers. Our plains are green, very green, with flowers to add color. Waters so deeply blue it looks as if an artist painted it surround our islands. There is so much to say that I would be talking endlessly,” said Knode. 
 
    “If I were one of the children taken from our land, I, too, would desire to stay in those islands.” Athtap smiled. “Your description makes me feel like I would stay if I visited those islands. It still doesn’t excuse stealing children from our lands, however.” 
 
    Tenashar and Athtap pressed Knode to tell them more about his homeland. At first Knode was hesitant. Then he smiled and gave in. 
 
    “Reefs protect our shoreline, making areas of calm waters around our beaches. Outside of these calm waters, the oceans churn like storms. In all, there are forty islands, large and small. Each island has a unique environment, and each islander brags and argues about whose island is the best. It’s a form of friendly competition. 
 
    “Tall spire-like structures are our local style of architecture—some even reach into the clouds—alongside low structures that resemble domes. Other buildings resemble the designs of shells, which are natural for our people, because the oceans surround us. Some are even built out over and on the water. Some structures and bridges are built right in and on the treacherous waters. The bridges connect one city with another, extending some of them far out into the sea. 
 
    “Besides the forty main islands that comprise Sahaynaivium, there are hundreds of much smaller rock islands that spread out far beyond the main islands. Bridges also span some of these. That is how the sea cities are connected into a whole. 
 
    “Our islands stretch far to the north, almost to the polar region, and southward past the equator. Cordonihalum is actually an island continent. It takes up almost half the northern latitudes. Isedium is only slightly smaller in size. So the capital city has a climate with slightly cold variations during the summer and winter. But they tend to be generally on the cool side. So this had made Himoicum the ideal place for gatherings of people from all the islands. 
 
    “Many leagues from the capital city lie the ancient ruins. The scholars were quite aware that they are of some culture that came before us, but were not our own ancestors. They were an unknown race of people who resided on our islands many thousands of centuries ago.” 
 
    Tenashar recalled Sanashei’s words about Cashmakil and felt there was some connection with the islands. Perhaps the Sileizan may have been responsible for the construction of those ruins. 
 
    Knode said the ruins remained an enigma for the islanders. He said that some of the strange devices left behind in the ruins were still working. His people had no words for these devices. Some of the scholars and scientists called them machines, while others disagreed. It was impossible to understand what these devices actually were. None of their scholars could figure out how they worked. The devices weren’t living beings or machines, so this made them unclassifiable. The ruins were ignored by most of the population, as if they were part of the natural landscape. 
 
    Knode continued his story about the islands. “The beautiful glowing and flying flowers have almost covered up everything on most of the islands. 
 
    “There is a great king whose wisdom and skill presides over a council that is made up of highly accomplished craftsmen. Their function is similar to your Aura-Laei-i. Our king is more of a ‘Head of the Council’ or ‘Salseth’—a Sahaynaivium word. Such a leader is elected to the twenty-nine skies and rivers of the Trees that Reach the Stars. A Salseth has no servants, because they must do every task on their own. There is also no palace. They live only in a small cubicle. 
 
    “As I have said before, many of the tall cone-shaped towers reach high toward the sun. Like most capital cities, the population is immense. Once, the people numbered in the millions. But in recent generations, the population has been declining, as few children are being born—an enigma that we haven’t found the answers for. Our women are generally healthy, and yet we can find no cause. 
 
    “It’s a little painful for me to talk about why we can’t have children. Let me speak more about the natural world of Sahaynaivium. In Sahaynaivium, there is a peculiar bird that looks like a flower. It isn’t a flower, but its plumage has the appearance of transparent flowers. As a child, I used to mistake these birds for flowers, but my mother told me they were birds. They evolved to look like flowers as their way of escaping predators, which have since become extinct. Law for islanders to keep the birds as pets forbids it. 
 
    “Many of the large animals that once roamed Sahaynaivium have been extinct for generations. The Jochiabi is now the largest animal remaining in the islands. It looks like an elongated otter, with a long, thick, pointed tail. The snout is also long and pointed, almost resembling a crocodile. Its ears are rounded like a mouse. The Jochiabi’s coat is a hodgepodge of various brown shades—black, red, and yellow—that includes all possible combinations. These animals have powerful claws that are used to dig up roots and tree trunks. Its fearsome appearance gives it the look of a predator, and yet the Jochiabi is the gentlest of herbivores. It can reach twelve to fourteen feet tall, and its length can get to a forty-five feet long. Ancient Sahaynaiviums used them as transportation. Of course, now we use vehicles that are powered using beams of light, electromagnetic energy, and various chemicals. 
 
    “A rule has existed in Sahaynaivium from very ancient times that said cities are to be built in rough, arid regions or places where life barely exists. There is an abundance of life on the land and in the ocean because of these laws. Because the ocean surrounds us, seafood is in abundance. That is why we mostly eat seafood.” 
 
    Tenashar thought there was a lot of pride in Knode’s words. Yet they seemed somewhat empty to Tenashar, who knew that even the beautiful land of Sahaynaivium was starting to die. 
 
    Knode began to speak again. Tenashar, Athtap, and the villagers listened eagerly. “I was born in the mountain region of Seneatuar Vaysaei. We call the mountains the ‘Sky Region.’ We call it this because many of the mountains almost touch the sky. The mountaintops that reach beyond the clouds are a special place for our people. The sun’s brightness brings a glow and laughter to the children who grow up so high, and they develop a natural curiosity for the universe. They look up at the sky, night or day, without interruption, because the clouds are far below them. The children go to the observatories there and look at the stars. The astronomers teach them about the universe. 
 
    “In this land, the homes and important buildings are built right into the mountains. There is so much lush plant and animal life that the people of Corsicium have great respect for their mountain home. Because the mountains are difficult to travel over, flying has become a convenient form of transportation. In Corsicium, we developed flight before any of the other island peoples.” 
 
    Tenashar, Athtap, and the villagers that now gathered in large numbers had been listening to the many marvels of the islands. This gave Tenashar dreams of going to the islands. He was touched as he continued to hear of the wonders of Sahaynaivium. But only a small part of the story had been told, and there was so much to tell. 
 
    Tenashar, Athtap, and the villagers were exhausted and needed to rest. 
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    chapter 8 
 
    Messenger Ride Across the Plains 
 
      
 
      
 
    After Knode went to bed, A-amar remained behind to speak with Tenashar concerning Knode. “Do you think that it’s possible to send these people back to their islands? Perhaps Nainashari or Ilaythesia could help with this. They live in another time and place. They must have more knowledge than we do.” 
 
    Tenashar was determined. “If it is necessary, we will try to speak with them. But I think we should find the answer ourselves.” 
 
    Tenashar was changing, growing up fast for his age. He hadn’t previously noticed this, but A-amar was treating him like a man. Even Knode had treated Tenashar in a similar manner. 
 
    Athtap said, “You seem to think bringing Knode back to Sahaynaivium is important. Why is this? They could wait for another ship to come here, even if it takes many years. They would be made comfortable here.” 
 
    Athtap’s questions were natural. None of the villagers could expend the energy necessary to get the Sahaynaiviums back to their island home. Tenashar had meditated on this problem for a long time. Yet no matter how he thought about it, there were no easy answers. 
 
    Athtap’s advice to Tenashar was to be patient. “Although you have the wisdom to figure things out, there is still much to be learned. Every situation requires new thoughts. Use your imagination. You’re still young.” 
 
    It was decided to send a messenger to all the towns of the Homvia, telling everyone what had transpired. From there, they would send another messenger on to Nainashari. Most of the villagers believed that Nainashari could give them good advice concerning the Sahaynaiviums. 
 
    Not everyone was sure about this, including Tenashar. He was not convinced that his friend in the cave could give them any advice on this. Yet it was best to try everything. 
 
    Tenashar still secretly wished to see Sahaynaivium for himself. From what Knode had said about its wonders, he could imagine what it would be like to see the islands. He wished to be the first Senetha to make the journey and hoped another flying ship would come for Knode and his crew so that he could fly with them over the ocean. 
 
    Knode, Marhidium, and Siytai were staying in a dwelling reserved for them. Tenashar entered to see what they were doing. He sat down next to Marhidium. She said, “I don’t knowing what’s happening. Everything is in confusion. I want to lie down and never get up. There’s nothing in the world. All things are going to die. I just don’t feel good or know what to think.” 
 
    Marhidium spoke of the ordeal as the ship headed for the ground. “At first the air was smooth. We came closer to the mountains to observe the high settlements. Some of them were so beautiful! It reminded us of Corsicium. On a slow approach to the mountains, fog soon surrounded us, and the pilots weren’t able to see. We may have hit part of the mountain. All I know is that suddenly there was a huge windstorm that grabbed us and threw the ship into a valley filled with even higher winds. The pilots managed to gain control, bringing the ship out of the valley—if this hadn’t happened, we would have all certainly died. 
 
    “However, the engines suddenly failed! The controls didn’t respond anymore. We feared what would happen, so Naydiacar and I lay down on the floor. Siytai and the other pilots must have done the same. Knode stayed in his chair and braced himself. 
 
    “We fell so fast. It was a horrid feeling! The ship dipped vertically and spun in circles. Everything was dislodged. I tried to grab Naydiacar, but she skidded away from me and hit the door of the pilot’s cabin with a hard thud. I hung on to a table. Then the ship hit the ground. 
 
    “Then I felt the heat. From that point until I found myself outside the crashed ship is a blank. From what I saw of the wreck later, the pilot section was actually snapped in half.” 
 
    Marhidium feel silent. She took deep breaths and tried to calm herself and then went on. “The villagers on the mountaintop told me they didn’t see the ship hit any part of the mountain. They saw the strong winds and fog throw the ship off course. They also saw the ship split apart in pieces and people fall out. I stopped them from saying more.” 
 
    Tenashar felt his spirit die. He comforted Marhidium, and so did the villagers that were present. 
 
    But Tenashar knew that the ones who had lost children were not so forgiving. 
 
    While Marhidium talked about the ship, a messenger on a swift horse had arrived in the village of the Homvia. 
 
    The messenger spoke with Naiena-sa, telling him everything that happened with the Veazith people regarding the flying ship. Naiena-sa sent him back to Athtap with the reply that he agreed with Tenashar and Athtap that the Sahaynaiviums should be sent home. As a merchant, he had traveled everywhere and was familiar with the pain of not seeing one’s home. 
 
    He said. “Let us be compassionate toward the Sahaynaiviums. I know that I can be accused of preaching, but I am not. If you don’t want these strangers in your land, send them back to their homes. Many disagree with me, because your children or siblings may have been taken away. I know what you are feeling—I had a son that was taken while I was away. Soon after, my wife, Seia, passed away from sadness.” 
 
    Naiena-sa was not accustomed to speaking before such a large gathering, not since he had aged. He touched a feeling of curiosity in those that gathered. 
 
    A messenger was summoned and given a message to take on to Nainashari. He rode quickly away to the forests while the first messenger made his way back to Athtap. Other villagers would follow in large groups, treading slowly across the grasslands to see where the messenger was going. Wherever the messenger passed, dwellings lit up. Somehow, they sensed what was happening such a great distance away—or perhaps other villagers had already spread the word concerning the Sahaynaiviums. 
 
    The village head and Naiena-sa discussed what had happened and why it was so important to send the Sahaynaiviums back to their islands. 
 
    Merchants had already brought back news from distant parts of the world, and all parts of the world were showing signs of decay. Some crops were already failing, and nothing could be done to reverse the situation. 
 
    Villagers in Homvia wondered if perhaps these islanders had the answers to the Orbs. Naiena-sa and the village head agreed that every avenue must be looked at. All kinds of people from the grasslands and isolated settlements came to listen to the council concerning the fate of the Sahaynaiviums. They wanted to see what was going to happen, because their lands were once abundant but were now yielding less and less—sometimes nothing at all. 
 
    The gathering of the council came to nothing. It was at an impasse. Few people knew what was going on. So the council sent another messenger back to the Veazith people. 
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    chapter 9 
 
    Nainashari’s Advice 
 
      
 
      
 
    Nainashari was outside the cave one day when Etutsha cried out to him that someone was approaching. He recognized the visitor as a resident of Veazith by his clothing and called out, “Approach, approach, don’t be afraid! I will not eat you. I am so eager to see what you have brought.” 
 
    And he laughed. 
 
    Nainashari was given the message. “I bring very important words from the people who live beyond the forest.” He recounted all that had happened. 
 
    Nainashari asked Etutsha to bring something cold to drink for the messenger. 
 
    He caught his breath and drank the water. After being refreshed, he told them what happened to Tenashar since he left the forest. 
 
    They were glad for news of him, for they had missed him greatly since he left. 
 
    When the messenger told about the crashed Sahaynaiviums, Nainashari’s face became serious. But at the same time, his thoughts turned meditative. The messenger had seen nothing like this before. He knew Nainashari well because he had been sent to the forest many times before—but he had never seen Nainashari so serious and thoughtful at once. 
 
    Nainashari gave the messenger a reply to take back, saying that the Sahaynaiviums were not to be sent to his forest. He could not help, for he had no means to send them home. 
 
    “I am against using the sphere worlds to try to send the Sahaynaiviums home. The spheres are too unstable. They could end up in some other time or place. It is too big a risk. Let me suggest they find another flying ship to get them back to their home.” 
 
    The messenger promptly headed back to Athtap to relay Nainashari’s words. 
 
    Once he set off, Nainashari spoke to Etutsha. “It’s good to learn what happened to these Sahaynaiviums. They are so far away from home, stranded in a strange place.” 
 
    Nainashari considered Etutsha a valuable assistant in his work. 
 
    Tenashar saw the messenger retuning, ran to meet him, and asked, “What did Nainashari recommend?” 
 
    Tenashar was quite puzzled by Nainashari’s comments and asked, “Isn’t he the most wise of all the Aura-Laei-i?” 
 
    Tenashar was disappointed. He wasn’t ready to take on the responsibility of an Aura-Laei-i, even if he was on his way to being one. His training was still incomplete. What was Nainashari expecting him to do? 
 
    Athtap said, “I’m not sure how to interpret the message. But I’ve known Nainashari all my life. Is there some clue in his words as to what to do?” 
 
    Anger stirred up among the villagers. They knew that the chance of another flying ship coming to rescue Knode and his people was small. Few ships had been seen recently. Some of the more vocal villagers were causing problems. They asked one another if this burden was worth the effort. Some villagers insisted, “Take these strangers from our presence. It doesn’t matter where they go. We just don’t want to see them here.” 
 
    Tenashar wasn’t happy with the villagers. 
 
    Athtap laughed. “Tenashar if you could see your own appearance, your wide eyes, contorted lips, and stiff stance, you look so serious. I believe everything is okay.” 
 
    Some villagers burst out laughing. “You’re right,” one said. “We never see faces like this. Your eyes are so wide they’re going to burst.” 
 
    Tenashar, however, was very serious about Knode’s problem of getting back home. “I don’t see what laughing will do to help Knode and his crew.” 
 
    But the villagers laughed even harder. Knode, Siytai, and Marhidium came out to find out what was happening. Unable to even talk, Athtap pointed to Tenashar. They looked at him and giggled. 
 
    When he calmed down, Knode finally spoke. “I don’t understand how you can debate among yourselves. So this Nainashari has no way of sending us home. No solution. It is for us to find our own way past this problem. We must look after ourselves. Not you. We’ve heard some of you talking and understand your anger. Our people have done much harm to yours. Let us face the fate that has been given to us by the great celestial father. 
 
    “Tenashar, you once told us what an Aura-Laei-i was. I surmise that they are like our own engineers and scientists. Things such as flying ships are not easy to devise. It would take a lot of time to build a flying ship. Materials to build one are not available in this land, so it may not be possible.” 
 
    Tenashar responded, “I think most of us believe that building another flying ship won’t be necessary. Nainashari knew this. I think you are right; it might not be possible to build another ship. Athtap believes that building a large boat would be impractical, particularly knowing how difficult your islands are to approach from the sea. But there must be a way, perhaps by going north.” 
 
    Athtap was confused by what Tenashar was saying. 
 
    Athtap said, “How is it possible to get to Sahaynaivium by going north? Remember, Tenashar, islands are commonly surrounded by water.” 
 
    But Tenashar insisted. “There is a way to find these islands from the north. When I lived with Nainashari, he had a collection of maps, and he taught me how to read and use them. I memorized every line and symbol on the maps and learned to find my way by tracing each line with my finger. I didn’t always know what I was looking at, but I was able to figure out my mistakes and retrace my path across these maps. 
 
    “As I was looking over one of the maps, I now recall seeing large groups of islands in the north that stretched far up toward the polar caps, and many other islands that I didn’t know about. I remembered what I saw on the map as I was talking to Knode. Now I know what Nainashari meant by saying he was unable to help—he believed there was a way. He knew I’d looked over his maps, and he wanted me to tell all of you that there are islands in the far north. 
 
    “The flying ships must explore the northern regions. Some of your pilots must know about these northern islands. Knode, you must know something about the north. Have you traveled to any of the northern islands?” 
 
    Knode thought for a moment. “It is possible. The north has been explored, but very rarely. I hadn’t thought of that. I never flew over the northern part of this world myself. I am such a fool! We had many maps, old and new, but they were destroyed in our ship. Yes! The north! Some of the landmasses of the north aren’t too distant from Sahaynaivium. Maybe there are people there who build boats that can sail us back home.” A bright flicker kindled in his eyes, driving out the hopeless look. 
 
    Tenashar knew so much about the world, and now he understood the wisdom of Nainashari. 
 
    Knode turned to Siytai. “Siytai, do you wish to stay here?” 
 
    Siytai replied, “It’s better for me to return to Sahaynaivium. Perhaps I was part of these people—I don’t know much about my origins. It doesn’t matter. I am of Sahaynaivium.” 
 
    Then Knode turned to Marhidium, and she said, “My desire is to return to Sahaynaivium. Later, I want to return and bring Naydiacar and all the deceased back to their island home.” 
 
    Knode nodded grimly and then asked, “What kind of maps did this Nainashari have, Tenashar? Were the maps brown with age? How does Nainashari draw maps? What kinds of ink does he use? The tools that he used for mapping and navigation must have been interesting.” 
 
    “Nainashari didn’t draw his maps on bark, skin, or paper. He used light, not ink of any sort. For Nainashari, practically everything operates with light. He had these tablets where images could change depending on his thoughts. On one tablet, he could store thousands of maps. It seemed like magic to me at first. I soon learned how the tablets worked.” Tenashar apologized for the lengthy explanation. 
 
    Knode shook his head. “It is I that should apologize. My people always assumed that the people of the continents were primitive. Now I see that your people are wiser than mine. My people will learn about this. If I can, I will find a way to persuade my people to stop taking your children. I am not sure if I can do this, but I will try.” 
 
    “For a while, you must rest here, Knode,” said Athtap. “If you try to journey home in your condition, you’ll never make it. I welcome you to stay and regain your strength, despite the hostility from some of my people. They should welcome you, once they understand that their children are safe in your beautiful islands. When they see Siytai, they will be amazed that their children might grow up to become pilots.” 
 
    Everything was provided for Knode and his crew to be comfortable while they stayed in the village. Marhidium started to feel very comfortable, her anxieties melting away. Siytai said nothing, which showed he was well settled. 
 
    Many of the villagers asked Knode questions about the children. They asked if all of the children turned out like Siytai and Naydiacar. 
 
    “We have found that their ability to learn is often even higher than the native Sahaynaivium children. They are the ones who usually choose to fly. In time, many become commanders of flying ships,” replied Knode. 
 
    Tenashar saw that some of the villagers felt a little more at ease after hearing this, but he knew most of them still felt suspicious. 
 
    Tenashar began to see connections between the Veazith and Sahaynaiviums. Perhaps the villagers could be descendants of Sahaynaiviums who left their island homes. At one time, the islanders themselves must have lived in such villages. There may have been a reason for leaving Sahaynaivium. How and when they came to the continent was perhaps lost in the remote past. Despite sharing a probable common ancestry, the villagers of the plains and mountains still felt distant from the Sahaynaiviums. Yet the villagers understandably felt there was no reason good enough to excuse taking their children. Tenashar sensed this and knew that they were justified in their feelings. 
 
    Knode, Marhidium, and Siytai retired to their dwelling to rest. Tenashar went with them. 
 
    Athtap also followed, still seeking a more detailed explanation about the children. 
 
    Tenashar realized that some of the villagers weren’t too happy that he seemed to be siding with Knode, because he was from a distant tribe and only a few years older than some of the village children. It bothered them that Athtap relied so much on someone only fifteen years old. Yet, to the villagers, it wasn’t that unnatural for Tenashar to take on a difficult task. Naiena-sa had done something similar at about the same age. It was common to send fourteen-year-olds across the continent, alone or with a protector, as part of an apprenticeship. 
 
    Athtap said to Knode, Marhidium, and Siytai that he decided to keep them away from the villagers until they were ready to go north. In addition, he advised them to try to find out where the Orbs came from and why they were destroying the land. Athtap admitted to Tenashar that it wasn’t always easy listening to him, not only because he young, but mainly he had strange ideas. 
 
    When Tenashar left his village, he was only fourteen years old, the same age that Naiena-sa was when he left his people. Now fifteen, different thoughts were starting to emerge in his heart for Tansatei. These thoughts became a burden and further confused him. Tansatei was far away, learning from Heitac. She had been a friend to him through the difficult times in the Senetha village, and she had been a beacon to light his way when he left on his journey. Tensahar had kept her in his heart. For Tenashar, many years had passed in the desert world when he was there, but only a couple of seasons went by in this one. Tenashar now realized that he was developing knowledge and understanding, but he still had a long way to go. His accomplishments were starting to be respected by Athtap and the villagers. He rarely thought about his age, and they seldom considered him a boy.  
 
    That night when everyone was asleep, Tenashar started thinking about the journey north. He was excited about seeing new things and peoples. Athtap would later advise him on how to go north with a compass the Veazith had devised that used sunlight. No matter how they explained its workings, it remained a mystery. But that wouldn’t stop Tenashar from using it. 
 
    A few of the Veazith merchants traveled north to trade, but the markets in the south were more prosperous. The north was sparsely populated, or so everyone believed. 
 
    Athtap had presented Tenashar a compass shaped like a ring that lit up at night by absorbing power from the sun during the day. It was twelve inches in diameter, with markings representing east and west where the sun rose and set, and marks for north or south. Tenashar had used a compass before, but no one taught him; he learned by watching other people. Tenashar learned that the Veazith didn’t always use a compass; some of them just used their experience and knowledge of nature. 
 
    Tenashar was aware that the Veazith were wise and had very good reasons why they didn’t always rely on a compass. The east was pinpointed by finding the rising sun; parts of the compass would glow due to its chemical composition. Sunlight would catch on certain numerical markings. Then one of the thinner outer rings had to be moved to match up to a number, and this would indicate north or south depending on where one wanted to go. Tenashar learned the Veazith number system with ease. This surprised Athtap. 
 
    Tenashar explained. “Don’t be surprised. Nainashari and a woman named Ilaythesia were my teachers. I learned many things from them. I simply watched what they did and learned, and I have done the same thing with you. I observed how you used the compass.” 
 
    Athtap and Tenashar looked into the sky above and understood that soon Tenashar would be leaving for the north. The sky was a lighter nighttime blue because the moon was shining brilliantly. The only thing they heard in the quiet night was their own breathing. 
 
    Tenashar continued to play with the compass Athtap had given him as a gift. 
 
    As if he had found a precious stone, the next morning Knode inspected the compass and marveled at its properties. It was smoother and harder than a diamond, and even its inner workings were a mystery. 
 
    Knode shook his head in amazement. “This is something I am entirely unfamiliar with—a compass that captures light. I have never seen the like! Athtap’s people are very clever. It is a worthy instrument for travelers like us. I only hope that you bring it with you, Tenashar. I would like to analyze it more as we travel.” 
 
    Knode handed the compass back to Tenashar and spent the night pacing about and looking up at the stars. Then he stood near a tree and gently touched it as if he were caressing someone he once cared for. 
 
    Tenashar was quite confused. “What are you doing, Knode? Why do you pace around? Is something wrong? Are you nervous about going back home?” 
 
    Knode replied, “No, I’m not nervous. I just have an interest in trees. However, please understand that I am not ready to make the journey home. There is so much to see in the land of yours. Naydiacar is here. I will miss her.” 
 
    “Sometimes we have to leave things and people behind that we care about. But I learned that they never leave us. You should return home.” 
 
    “You are right.” Knode nodded. “I must return home, be with my people, and convince them to take no more children. Why did fate do this to us? I can’t see the compassion. I can go no further. Life is running out for me. The last joy for me is to join my friend Naydiacar.” 
 
    “How can you say such a thing? You are still a stranger to me, despite our friendship. Keep going with the life you have. Naydiacar would not want you to join her yet. She is with her people, so be at rest.” Tenashar patted Knode on the shoulder in a gesture of friendship. 
 
    “Your words are encouraging and strong,” Knode began, “but have very little depth. I have no intention of dying now. There is too much for me to do. We must start north soon.” 
 
    The next morning, they talked about their journey to the northern countries. 
 
    Athtap joined them. “I suggest that you travel along the shore to find the northern islands that have become bridges to Sahaynaivium. Very few people believe there’s a land bridge between the continent and the islands.” 
 
    Knode looked at Athtap and nodded that this was a good idea. 
 
    The dwelling became warm. The morning sky grew clear as a gentle breeze blew in through the windows.  
 
    Marhidium and Siytai awoke. 
 
    “What’s going on? It seems you’re having a discussion without us.” Marhidium blinked herself awake as she spoke. 
 
    Siytai chimed in. “Knode? We are still part of the crew, aren’t we? Shouldn’t you let us know what you’re planning?” 
 
    Knode informed them that they planned to travel north to get back home. 
 
    Though half-asleep, Marhidium said, “This idea of yours is a wise one.” 
 
    Siytai stood by in his normal silence and nodded a bit. 
 
    Athtap warned, “There are now high tides along the shores that are starting to become very common, because winter is only four months away. In two months, you will be less than halfway to the north. By that time, the tides will be tremendous and have the power to sweep you out to sea. To follow a route far inland would take much more time. I advise you to start right away for the north.” 
 
    If Tenashar had not come across Athtap or Knode, he would have taken the inland route to the north. Experience had taught him that this was the safest, albeit the longest, way. 
 
    The morning light began to intensify, and strong winds came gusting in from the sea. 
 
    Athtap looked seaward with a solemn face. Even the fishermen were starting to become cautious, as the oceans were unusually violent. 
 
    Athtap turned to Tenashar and told him about the coming rough seas. “All our previous advice is no good now. The seas have become too rough, and the winds very high. I am sorry. For a short time, you can still go north on foot. But you must be sure to get to your destination before the tides become too high. It’s important that you head for a city we know of that is located by the sea. It is called Honazal. 
 
    “You’ll recognize the people by the bright colors they wear. They are friendly and accommodating and should be willing to give you a ship to get home. Their ships are built to navigate in the seas, even when they grow rough. The Honazals have sailed to the far north for centuries. I’m sure they must know about the islands of Sahaynaivium. You can trust them. 
 
    “I will send you to Honazal with a symbol that they will recognize as a message from the Veazith and Homvia. They will know that you came through here. I thought about sending you south to the Umharka, who also build great ships. But that would take too long, and the journey is very difficult. The best thing is to stay away from the south unless it’s absolutely necessary. Go to the north. I think that is the right way.” Athtap then fell silent. 
 
    Tenashar queried, “Do you mean we should go north in a boat? We are able to walk. I know you have said that a month would go by. We will then reach our destination. Remember, Una-sei, A-amar, and I walked from my village in the western mountains. What are you so concerned about?” 
 
    Athtap retorted, “Your thoughts say a lot, my son, and they sound brave. But once you get to the far north, you may want to turn back. There are strange people that live up in the canopies of very tall trees. They look down at travelers and call out in bizarre sounds that frighten the soul. They are said to never come down from those trees. There are also rumors that the spirits of dead birds cry out in human voices. It’s not something you want to see.” 
 
    Tenashar didn’t heed a word of what Athtap said. “I believe that these are all just stories the Veazith told to their children. I have to admit that I rarely traveled to the north and have not seen either the birds or the tree people. Besides, these were tales passed on through the generations. And the stories always entertained children. 
 
    “I could never believe one word of what you are saying, Athtap. As you said, these are probably just stories. I consider such stories ancient superstition. I only believe in phenomena that are investigated by science.” 
 
    Deep down, Tenashar knew that he had seen things that were unexplained by science or by the wisdom of an Aura-Laei-i. Some things in the world would always remain unknown. 
 
    The sky grew increasingly light, but the pale blue color seemed ominous, as if something didn’t want them to set out. The air became cold. 
 
    The travelers didn’t like what was happening. 
 
    “It seems strange that the weather would change so drastically on the very day we decided to leave. I think it’s imperative that we get on the road—our presence is causing the villagers to become increasingly hostile and fearful toward us. I think they believe that we are here to steal more of their children,” said Tenashar. 
 
    It wasn’t anything that Knode, Marhidium, and Siytai did—they were very quiet and never bothered anyone. 
 
    They were also getting ready for the cold weather, and storing food was vital. With the addition of the surviving Sahaynaiviums, there might not be enough food to get everyone through the season. 
 
    The clouds up in the sky were now overcast and dark, as if the morning light would have to fight to drive away the darkness. It was a cold day, and breath looked like smoke coming from everyone’s mouths. 
 
    Some people started to gather to see them depart. Some of the villagers smiled and waved. 
 
    Tenashar looked up and stared. The crowd made him quite uncomfortable. 
 
    Marhidium, Knode, and Siytai all felt the same. Siytai, who always showed the world a tough appearance, had a fearful and worried expression on his face. No one could blame him. Most of the villagers were happy to see them leave. 
 
    Marhidium and Siytai gathered all the things needed for the journey home, including everything they had salvaged from their flying ship. Later they decided to leave some things behind because they would be too heavy for the journey ahead. 
 
    Food was not as much a concern for Tenashar—he was skillful in finding food anywhere he went. On the other hand, they brought some food along since winter was approaching, and it might be difficult to find. 
 
    A-amar and Una-sei would protect them on their trek north, which gave them some comfort. They also planned to avoid any strange tree people, although Knode wanted to get a look at them. 
 
    Tenashar’s skill at reading the land made Knode feel at ease. 
 
    The children of the village came running in large numbers to A-amar and Una-sei to see them off and say farewell. They still wanted to play with them and hear more stories. A-amar and Una-sei played with the children as they waited for Tenashar and Knode to get ready to start on the journey. 
 
    Tenashar was surprised that A-amar and Una-sei were storytellers. “I thought Sharzeens were only made to protect people and give advice. Tell me more about yourselves.” 
 
    A-amar had a rare smile. “Your heart is in the right place. But you should have been wise enough to know us. To think of us as objects is very far from understanding our true function. We love all children—that is the reason that we protected you. That was why we secretly played with Tansatei and why Cadica created us. Your father, Sanashei, gave us knowledge about you. You were always too serious to see the playful side of us. The children of the villages saw that immediately. We could have had so much fun together.” 
 
    The children jumped all over Una-sei and A-amar, saying, “Come back, we want to play more.” 
 
    As they gathered to go, Athtap held Tenashar in his arms and said, “The little I have given you might help you find the answers. Try to be safe and beware of the council of Sahaynaivium, the rulers of the islands. Please come back someday—I’d like to see you again.” 
 
    “I want to visit the islands. The answers we want for all our people may be there.” Tenashar stared deep into Athtap’s eyes. 
 
    That said a lot to Athtap. Tenashar already sensed something big was going to happen once he arrived in Sahaynaivium. 
 
      
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    chapter 10 
 
    Struggling across the Jagged Lava Rocks 
 
      
 
      
 
    Soon the Veazith village was far behind them. The sun was still casting a warm glow when the fishing village where they were expected finally came into sight. The villagers who lived by the sea had heard of their journey and greeted them with warmth. 
 
    The children of the village had never even heard of the flying ships. Knode was glad to hear this, for the people held no hostility toward them. Children greeted A-amar and Una-sei with happy yells that could be heard everywhere—perhaps as far away as the Veazith village. 
 
    Tenashar noticed the oceans would soon become very violent. They were told by the village head to be very careful because some of their fishermen had lost their lives recently. 
 
    The village head said, “After you make it past some of those rocks and heavy waves along the shore, the land will be clear, and you will come to a large expanse of land. From there you can see the ocean and its tides. Then you can judge for yourself what to do.” 
 
    They climbed over some rocks that were actually hills. Some of these hills were very dangerous, since due to the volcanic nature of the area, they had sharp edges that had not been worn away with time. One false move could be fatal. 
 
    Now they understood what the chief of the sea village was talking about. On these rocks, they inched their way over a blowhole that sprayed them with heavy jets of heated water. 
 
    As they struggled across the jagged lava rocks, Marhidium became afraid and almost couldn’t move. A-amar took her arm and gently guided her. Tenashar called out to her not to look at the blowhole. He inched his way along, feeling and grabbing each rock that would support him—some even cut his hand and made it bleed, but Tenashar just ignored the pain. He knew that he had to concentrate; otherwise he would fall. 
 
    With a grumbling groan, Siytai also inched his way across the rocks. He complained to Knode. “This is only one of the many possible ways to get back home. There must be some other route we can take that would not risk our lives. I hope Tenashar finds a better way once we get off these rocks. I’ll never think of our flights as routine anymore.” 
 
    Knode, in front, looked back at Siytai. “I know what you mean. I am determined to stay away from mountains when the winds are high. I was a foolish navigator and caused so much trouble. My curiosity always gets me into trouble.” 
 
    Siytai struggled to grab onto a rock. “Yes, you’re right. I will not say it is your fault that Naydiacar is dead. Our reason for coming to this continent was to find out what was here. Nothing else. You did what was necessary to add to our knowledge of things.” 
 
    Knode just shook his head without a reply. 
 
    Behind Siytai, Una-sei kept watch to prevent anyone from falling. The drenching from the spray, painful legs, and sore hands were the only things they could think about. 
 
    A-amar and Una-sei weren’t bothered by these problems, being immune to water and rocks. 
 
    When the group finally made it over the last rocky cliff, they found themselves wet, hungry, and aching all over. They also found themselves staring at a beautiful landscape where trees entwined with semi desert, long stretches of beach, and rough surf. Their groans of relief could be heard even above the heavy pounding of the waves against the shore and the high winds. Tenashar was the first to collapse to the sand, but not the last. Only A-amar and Una-sei were unaffected. 
 
    “Una-sei, do you feel even a bit tired from the ordeal?” groaned Tenashar from his place on the warm sand. 
 
    “No, I don’t. Remember—a Sharzeen is able to absorb energy from the sun, water, and other elements,” said Una-sei. 
 
    “Una-sei, you and A-amar were wonderfully made. I am not made so well. There is only a human body for me.” Tenashar almost faded into unconsciousness as he spoke these words. 
 
    Marhidium was stretched out on the sand, vacantly staring at the sky. She didn’t utter a single word. Knode scratched his head and looked around in a curious manner. He was the only one standing. He didn’t seem to be bothered as much by the struggle through the rocky cliffs and hills. Siytai just sat on the sand, arms crossed, alone with his deep thoughts. He was also pressing his thumbs together, which meant that he was worried about something. 
 
    Marhidium said, “Hey, Siytai, what are you thinking about? Are you thinking that it would be easier to have flown, or are you just angry. What is it?” 
 
    Knode looked at Siytai. 
 
    Siytai finally spoke. “I was just thinking that Naydiacar is back there—and I once lived there myself, so very long ago. But I can’t remember—not a single thing! That’s all.” 
 
    “You can go back there if you want. But you know you are a stranger to the Veazith. They are not your people anymore.” Marhidium’s voice had a somewhat sarcastic tone. 
 
    “That’s very true. Veazith is not my home. I never thought that it was,” said Siytai. 
 
    The beach was apparently a place where everyone felt the need to look back on their past. It seemed that they were all examining their own hearts. Una-sei and A-amar were the only ones that didn’t think deeply about what was happening. 
 
    “Now, Tenashar, where do we go from here?” Knode broke the pensive mood. 
 
    “I don’t know. This place is outside my knowledge. But I think it’s best that we go into the forest and seek shelter there. The wind and waves seem to be after us,” Tenashar replied. 
 
    Knode nodded in agreement. The others dragged themselves up off the sand and followed. It wasn’t far to the forest. Once inside, they were surrounded by strange ruins—the remains of a large village or town. Marhidium called the others to a wall that seemed to be submerged into grass and soil that looked as if it had swelled up like water. Everything around had a look of being swallowed up by the ground. 
 
    “I’ve seen this before,” said Knode. “Marhidium and Siytai, you know what this is? A long time ago, the waves came up from the beach and overran the village, and somehow moved the ground as it passed over. I believe it caused the ground to become almost like a liquid. Then it mixed with the sand, mud, and rock—together destroying the village and perhaps even its people. We have seen such things in Isedium and Himoicum.” 
 
    As Tenashar was looking around, he replied, “It looks to me like the people had time to take their belongings and run away. Someone must have warned them.” 
 
    They all looked around, sensing that something wasn’t right. None of the things people used in everyday life were around. There were no pottery pieces, remains of cooking utensils, toys, or tools, only a few broken items partly buried in the ground. 
 
    “Perhaps some of the remains of people and things are buried beneath the ground,” said Marhidium. 
 
    “Marhidium, please don’t say such things. It makes me feel uncomfortable about having to spend the night here!” said Knode. 
 
    She turned to him. “How can we be sure without digging under the ground to see?” Marhidium gave Knode a worried look.  
 
    “I think that is not important. We have to get some rest,” said Tenashar, looking from one to the other. 
 
    “I agree,” Siytai chimed in. “Let’s just sit and rest. I am so tired from those rocky cliffs. I don’t want to repeat them again.” 
 
    A-amar found them some shelter near a tight clump of trees and a wall of rocks that looked as if they were once part of a garden. Nearby were the almost intact remains of a dome-shaped dwelling; similar to homes they saw in Veazith. 
 
    The grasses and ferns grew tall and thick here. Natural rocky outcrops made the place ideal as a shelter. Both A-amar and Una-sei set down the provisions they had carried along on the trip. Some of the things that Tenashar carried, he kept protected by his side, such as the ring compass and his bag. 
 
    In the forest, there were what the inhabitants of the region called mountain or forest vegetables, like mushrooms, various types of moss, and other plants that were edible. Plus, fruit trees were all around. 
 
    It had been true that during Tenashar’s long travels he was able to find food everywhere. He simply could feel where to find it. If one knew how and where to look, food could be found almost anywhere. Most of the Senetha were trained from childhood in gathering and finding food. From a very young age, they were taught the knowledge of many plants and their uses. 
 
    It was also odd that A-amar and Una-sei were able to keep all of them quite warm. It may have been one of the natural functions of a Sharzeen.  
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    chapter 11 
 
    Ghost Girl and the Ancient Ruins 
 
      
 
      
 
    Suddenly there was the sound of something coming through the ferns. A breaking of twigs became slowly louder. 
 
    Tenashar strained his ears to hear what was coming. He decided it wasn’t some type of animal, because of the deliberate footsteps. 
 
    Everyone heard the noise—even Knode, who was startled from his sleep. 
 
    Suddenly a little girl appeared in front of them, smiling. She had dark shoulder-length hair, light brown skin, large eyes, and a small nose. She wore a short red smock with flowers and plants intertwined with sun-yellow decorative patterns. Her legs were bare, and she wore no shoes. 
 
    She looked clean and composed, something Tenashar couldn’t understand, considering the conditions of the forest and the nearby hostile shore. It was as if she had been bathed and lived in complete luxury. The girl’s eyes looked as if she trusted everyone and had nothing to fear. 
 
    Maybe she had been protected from all the dangers of the world. Or perhaps not—from the look on her face, the girl was more than aware of everything that was happening in the world around her. She was no ordinary little girl, but rather something or someone quite different. Her eyes showed strength and pierced into their souls as if she were reading their minds. 
 
    At once it became obvious to Tenashar that this little girl might be an Aura-Laei-i. A knowing smile on her face reminded Tenashar of Cadica. Was this Cadica in some other form? If this girl were Cadica in some disguise, then she would have called out his name. 
 
    Tenashar confronted her. “Little girl, who are you, and what are you doing so far from anything and in a forest?” 
 
    She continued to smile and look around for a time before she finally spoke. “What you see is who I am. My home is not far from here. My family tends the forest like farmers, and there are many of my people scattered around here. Those rocks that you climbed? They say those were put there for our protection. We live in the forests and must keep the ocean away.” 
 
    Tenashar had traveled to many strange places and came across many people like Cadica who had phenomenal abilities. There must have been a reason why these people came into his life. Perhaps they were answers to questions that he didn’t know to ask yet. He felt everything was so complicated. 
 
    “At my parents’ home, there is food and more warmth,” the little girl said. 
 
    Siytai got up at once to go with the girl to find shelter. 
 
    But Tenashar raised his hand to stop him. “Do we know who these people are? We have to be cautious concerning where we are going,” he said. 
 
    “I think she is a host, and her people want her to look after us. So why not go with her?” Knode, gathering up his belongings, urged Tenashar to go with the girl. 
 
    Siytai looked at both of them. “Knode, Tenashar is right. We don’t know who these people are. Athtap said nothing of the people living in this forest.” 
 
    “That is true, but does Athtap know everything?” Knode queried. 
 
    “I would put my trust in Tenashar.” Siytai held Knode back in a gentle, brotherly manner that was unusual for him. 
 
    “Perhaps these are the Honazal. This could be one of their settlements.” Knode was more insistent on his opinions. 
 
    “I doubt that. I recall he said the Honazal live farther to the north.” Tenashar was feeling strong doubts about the little girl. 
 
    The girl continued to look at them in her otherworldly way. This made Tenashar frightened and heavyhearted. There was one thing that went through his mind simultaneously. Was the little girl a ghost? 
 
    “This girl is a spirit. I think she’s already dead,” said Tenashar. 
 
    This seemed ridiculous to Knode and Marhidium. They were trained to be skeptical about everything that didn’t seem to obey the laws of reasoning. But Tenashar’s people, the Senetha, believed in spirits and understood many things concerning the human soul after death. So it naturally entered his mind that the little girl may be a spirit that roamed the earth. Tenashar believed that she might have been a victim of that long-ago flood that destroyed the now-ruined village. 
 
    “Little girl, where are your parents?” Tenashar asked. “Won’t you bring them here to greet us?” 
 
    “Stranger, my parents live in a remote part of the forest. So you must come with me instead. Why don’t you come and be my friends so we can play forever? I am just asking all of you to be my friends.” 
 
    They now sensed something was quite wrong. 
 
    “You know what, let’s play a game together. You can bring your parents here, and we will wait.” Tenashar believed that this was the best way to get her to admit if she was a ghost. If she didn’t bring her parents, then she must be a ghost. If they followed her, she may be leading them into a trap where they could fall down a deep hole—for, as a ghost, she might be looking for companionship. Tenashar had heard of this happening before—unsuspecting travelers being led into a forest by a ghost, never to be seen again. 
 
    Oddly, she continued to simply smile and watch them. 
 
    A-amar and Una-sei were paying close attention to what she was saying but continued to stand, motionless. The little girl didn’t go near A-amar and Una-sei. In fact, she kept her distance. They found this unsettling, for she seemed to be scared of A-amar and Una-sei. 
 
    There were two emotions that A-amar and Una-sei created in people—fear and joy. In most adults, they created fear. Then, as they got to know them, the adults developed a sense of joy. She never even took one look at them. 
 
    “Little girl, I think we want to ask you where we are,” Tenashar said. He looked at Knode, who nodded his head in agreement. 
 
    The girl smiled with vacant eyes. She sat down and stared at them. 
 
    They all became uncomfortable with her eyes on them. 
 
    A-amar came up to Tenashar. “I don’t think that she is alive. She is so far away. Just do what should be done. Ignore her and go about our business.” 
 
    Tenashar suggested that they go on with what they had been doing before the little girl appeared. They all agreed to this suggestion. 
 
    Siytai lay down comfortably on some ferns, and Marhidium sat down to rest. Knode tried to sleep again, and Tenashar just lay down and twirled a fern frond in his mouth. 
 
    For a while, the little girl sat and smiled, yet she seemed a little disappointed. Then, before they knew what was happening, the little girl vanished. 
 
    They looked around for her. Una-sei said that she was nowhere. 
 
    “I believe she was a spirit that once lived among these ruins,” Tenashar stated. “She’s not here now. Tomorrow, I think we should be on our way. What do you think, Knode?” 
 
    “I think she’ll turn up again someplace. This is not the end of it,” Knode replied. 
 
    “Let’s have some rest, anyway. Climbing over those rocks has made me tired,” grumbled Siytai. 
 
    “You’re always tired, Siytai.” Marhidium looked at him with a sarcastic smile. 
 
    “Hey! What do you mean by that? Aren’t you exhausted from climbing those rocks? If you’re normal, you should be as tired as I am. So don’t say anything,” said Siytai. 
 
    “I know what’s going on in your mind. It’s not what I said that’s bothering you; it’s the little girl. She scared you. She’s not here anymore—she’s vanished. I know you. I’ve worked with you. There is fear deep in you. I know; don’t pretend. I feel the same way,” said Marhidium. 
 
    “All right, I’m scared. Just stop it already,” replied Siytai. 
 
    “We are all uncomfortable. Siytai is right to feel this way,” said Tenashar. 
 
    A-amar and Una-sei remained on guard. They were ready in case the girl returned. 
 
    Knode looked at Tenashar. “What if we find that this girl is not some spirit, but only flesh and blood like we are? If she returns, we could find out by touching her.” 
 
    “What if she doesn’t want us to get near her and is playing a game? Trying to scare us on purpose?” replied Marhidium. 
 
    “I don’t think she is playing with us,” Tenashar said after some consideration. “There is something she wants from us. I sense this. She is not here now, but once she was real. How do I know this? I don’t know. I can’t prove anything.” 
 
    Marhidium was about to say something, but Tenashar interrupted her. “I know what you are going to say. You’re trying to say I am too serious.” 
 
    “Yes, you are too serious, Tenashar,” she responded. “Since I met you, I can’t recall one time that you said anything funny. But,” she held up a hand to prevent an interruption, “I remember who you are, and I wouldn’t have you any other way. Your responsibility is great. 
 
    You have hinted at some of the trials you have passed through, and I wish to hear more, but not now. One day, we will sit down and speak to each other.” 
 
    Tenashar felt honored by Marhidium words. “Once we get to Sahaynaivium, I’ll tell you every story I have.” 
 
    “Hey, Tenashar, what about me?” Siytai chimed in. “Am I not also a person who likes to hear stories?” 
 
    “You are all welcome to hear the stories,” replied Tenashar, half-amused by the other boy’s vehemence. Siytai thanked Tenashar with the first laugh he had heard from him. 
 
    The little girl reappeared. Siytai was startled, as he suddenly spotted the girl—now sitting on a high wall. She had the same dead expression. 
 
    Everyone stood up to look at her. 
 
    Tenashar called out to her. “What are you doing there? What do you call yourself?” 
 
    She just sat there for some time before speaking. “I’m the little girl. Nothing more. Why do you ask?” 
 
    Frustration and sickness began to grow in Tenashar’s heart. Her sunny personality was strange and disconcerting when combined with her vacant gaze. Finally, he called out. “Come down here, little girl, and let me touch you—or else leave us alone.” 
 
    A-amar stood by Tenashar and let out a huge roar that shook the whole forest. “That roar should make her people come here to find out what is happening,” said A-amar with pride. 
 
    The girl remained unmoved. 
 
    And no one came. 
 
    They waited, and the little girl just sat on the wall. 
 
    “Well, we should know by now that she is a ghost, someone who died in the past,” said Tenashar. “She must have lived here when these ruins were a prosperous village by the sea. I feel sorry for her. Maybe she is alone, with no one to keep her company.” 
 
    “It doesn’t matter.” Siytai was afraid, but not enough to make him unable to act. “Let’s get out of here and continue on our journey. We should go to a part of this forest where there are no ruins—or ghosts.” 
 
    Knode looked at Tenashar. “He’s right. We should move on. We are wasting time on this little girl.” 
 
    Tenashar shook his head. “Even if I am annoyed with her, I feel there is something she can show us.” 
 
    “Tenashar, that is too noble, and it’s wrong,” Knode insisted. 
 
    “Do you have a better idea? Tell me.” Tenashar was burning with anger. “Tell us what you plan to do. I doubt that you have a plan!” 
 
    “Nothing is solved by raising your voices. Let us just follow her and see if she truly does have parents or a village. If danger comes our way, we have A-amar and Una-sei to protect us. There must be a way to their village without going through those rocks again,” replied Marhidium. 
 
    A-amar stepped in. “Marhidium is right. We should follow the little girl. Let her show us what she needs us to see.” 
 
    Tenashar, Knode, and Siytai all nodded. 
 
    Tenashar called to the little girl, “Take us to your parents. We are ready to go.” 
 
    He expected her to answer. But she didn’t say anything. She just jumped down from the wall. She then came and grabbed onto Tenashar’s hand. She held it firmly and signaled for the others to follow. 
 
    Everyone took up their belongings and followed her deeper into the forest. As they traveled, the ruins gradually faded away. The ferns became dense, and the trees grew closer together. The girl continued to walk. But there was no sign of any habitation. 
 
    Then she abruptly stopped. Pointing to a piece of ground, she said, “My parents are there.” 
 
    There was no dwelling or anything, just two mounds hidden among the tall ferns. 
 
    Tenashar felt a jolt as he realized that he had forgotten he was holding her hand. Her hand was warm, which must mean that the little girl was very much alive. But then he realized that he only thought that he felt her hand. He looked down to see that it was only air and a transparent hand. 
 
    “Once we lived in a good village. Then the rains and waves came and washed everything away. Some lived, but many died. My parents are here. I am over there,” said the little girl as she pointed to a smaller mound. 
 
    Siytai looked around the area and found several other mounds. 
 
    “I think we should head back to the ruins. There’s nothing for us—” Tenashar was cut off by a noise. 
 
    It was a huge crash of what seemed be a large wall of water! 
 
    In the distance, near the ruins where they had stopped to rest, the waves from the shore had crushed trees and walls together and receded with everything, dragging it out to sea. They all looked at one another. It became obvious that the little girl had saved their lives. 
 
    “If we hadn’t followed her, we would have been swept out to sea and drowned.” Marhidium’s eyes were wide. 
 
    The girl nodded her head solemnly. 
 
    “Why did you save us?” asked Marhidium. 
 
    The little girl stared up into the woman’s eyes. “My family and I and everyone were caught when the waves crashed into the land and our village. Most of the people died, but the survivors went away to other villages. I could not let anyone else die.” She fell silent. 
 
    “We thank you for saving our lives,” Tenashar said. “Once we get back to the forest again, we will make sure people know who once lived here—and they will honor your people.” 
 
    “Stay here. You’ll be safe,” the little girl said. “The waters come without warning onto the land. It’s very difficult to read the ocean here. Over there is a path that is easily found which will take you through the forest and lead you to the Honazal fishing village.” She spoke warmly, even as she began to fade away, finally disappearing from view. 
 
    Tears ran down Marhidium’s face. Knode bit his lip. Siytai hid his feelings, but his eyes betrayed his sadness. Tenashar just bowed his head and said that he would miss her. 
 
    That night, they slept in the warmth and seclusion of the trees. They didn’t feel uneasy with the peaceful grave-mounds around them. Instead, they felt rather safe. They also felt that if anything was about to happen, the little girl would appear and warn them. 
 
    A-amar and Una-sei still stood their guard that night, and it passed peacefully. Only a few high winds swept the tops of the trees. Nothing else came to harm them or bother their dreams. 
 
    Soon they were on their way. They took a parting look at the mounds, especially the small mound of the little girl who saved their lives. 
 
    Tenashar particularly wanted to keep this memory. Whatever came into their lives later, that little girl had a special place in their hearts for eternity. 
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    chapter 12 
 
    The Path to Honazal 
 
      
 
      
 
    The mounds had been left far behind. Once they found the right path, they started to see rocks that outlined the dirt road leading to the Honazal village. 
 
    “I wonder what these Honazal people look like.” Siytai laughed. “Maybe they have tall shaped heads, bulging eyes, and very long noses.” 
 
    “Siytai, stop that!” Marhidium scolded. “They look no different from the Veazith. You shouldn’t make fun of people who can help us get home. I think the little girl wouldn’t appreciate it either, so stop.” 
 
    “I was just joking. I have nothing against them,” replied Siytai in a light tone of voice. He nudged Marhidium with his elbow in a friendly gesture. 
 
    She shook her head and then smiled to acknowledge that she knew it was a joke. “I know you didn’t mean anything.” 
 
    For a long time, they walked along on level ground. Abruptly, it fell into a steep decline, forcing them to run down at a hurried pace. When the ground leveled off again, they slowed. The path markers started to change into brightly colored cylinders. The road was smooth, and it became easy to walk on without stumbling on rocks or tree roots. They knew that the Honazal village wasn’t far. 
 
    The Honazal were known everywhere for their fondness for bright colors and objects that shine in the sun. Gradually the path became paved, but it was not plain stones—it was decorated with bright designs that dazzled their eyes. The paved road was well tended to such a point that Tenashar expected to see a Honazalian traveling along it. But there was no one to be seen on the road at this time of day.  
 
    The designs continued to capture their eyes. 
 
    Knode discussed what the symbols meant. Tenashar was also interested in the symbols. Siytai and Marhidium didn’t care about the symbols. They just dismissed it as Knode’s intellectual curiosity—something they didn’t share. 
 
    One of the symbols looked like a pink oval-shaped sun with two eyes. The sun symbol was decorated with yellow patterns that resembled blocky waves or half-spirals. Around the edges of each were green rays extending outward. Beneath the sun were spiral patterns on both sides that were golden yellow. In the middle, there was a cross-like design within a circle. On the top of the sun image were golden yellow curls that resembled tree branches on both the left and right side of the image. 
 
    Tenashar and Knode sensed that it was an important symbol of the Honazal. But they were mystified as to why these people would put an important symbol on a road to be trodden upon. The sun symbol wasn’t the only decoration, but with its central placement and frequent repetition, it seemed the most important. The other designs were of less interest. 
 
    Always expecting to finally see the village over the next rise, they became disappointed over and over again. But they walked on, certain that the Honazal village was near. 
 
    After getting through some foliage that obstructed parts of the path, they came across curious upside-down pyramids that were clearly top heavy, yet they didn’t fall over, flanking the road. This amazed Tenashar. 
 
    They soon came upon another strange thing—a series of half spheres embedded in the ground along the path, with cubes sitting at an angle stacked on top. When Tenashar looked at the cubes, he was gripped with tension, because they looked as if they were ready to fall off. These path markers were also brightly colored. 
 
    Soon they came to a big rounded arch with no door to bar entry. They half-expected something to stop them from passing through, but nothing impeded their movement. They just walked on and went up a hill that was green with moss on both sides of the path, like a beautiful carpet. Once they got to the top, they finally saw the Honazal village. 
 
    Everyone stood wide-eyed. “This is amazing. A-amar, Una-sei, do you see it, the size of this village? I had expected it to be small and to look similar to the Veazith village,” said Tenashar. 
 
    “As for myself, Siytai, and Marhidium, it still looks like a small village, because the cities of Sahaynaivium are very extensive in size,” said Knode. But the one thing that Tenashar did notice was the bright colors everywhere—the houses were many different and brilliant colors. Many of the things that Athtap had said about the Honazal were clearly true. 
 
    Slowly and timidly, they walked into the city and gaped in amazement as they passed a bright green dwelling that was tall and resembled a vase that tapered to a narrow neck. On the top, there was a cube topped with a dome. Its windows were oddly shaped they were neither round, square, triangular, nor rectangular. 
 
    Every building was different, reflecting the individual tastes of the owners. Some looked like domes with crowned cubes on the top of the structures. Others were tall, oval domes blended together with an upside-down pyramid that tapered to the top like a flower or having curved S-shape points. The most dominant type of construction, though, was the oval dome that were scattered throughout the city. 
 
    But as they all continued their walk through the city, it seemed deserted. Perhaps it was a holiday. Or everyone was scared of A-amar and Una-sei. Could it be that the inhabitants were sleeping? 
 
    Tenashar and Knode found it strange that nobody came out to welcome them, that this entire part of the village was deserted. Perhaps the Honazal people were so accustomed to travelers from other parts that they didn’t take notice. If travelers from foreign lands traded in the city, then the people may also be used to Sharzeens. Then again, perhaps the people of Honazal disliked foreigners. Who knew what the reasons were for the deserted streets? 
 
    “Something’s strange. No one is curious about us?” Tenashar was very confused. “A-amar and Una-sei, at least, should have stirred up some fear or concern among the people. Maybe these people aren’t friendly.” 
 
    “I have the feeling that the gate we entered through usually has a traffic of people going in and out,” said Knode. “So perhaps we have been mistaken for one of the inhabitants, or travelers from some distant place. I think they receive many types of people all the time. So we are not so unique.” 
 
    “You’re right. They must take us for just typical people who come and go into their city. We should try to ask someone how to find the leader of this city,” replied Tenashar. 
 
    They finally located what seemed to be the main area of the city. Now they came across brightly clad people going about the streets, busy with their daily tasks. Again, no one took notice off the newcomers. 
 
    In the street, there was a woman who stood out, even in the crowds of people. Tenashar spotted her because of her height and proud bearing. Her eyes were large and dark, and her hands told the story of a leisurely existence. Signified by her smooth, oval face, long neck, and brown skin, she was clearly of the higher class. 
 
    She wore a long, brightly colored tunic that came down to her thighs, over flared pants of off-white. The tunic had red, green, and pink overlapping sleeves, each one shorter than the one below, to show off the colors. A greenish yellow cloth draped her left shoulder. 
 
    To Tenashar, she was a vision of elegance and beauty. 
 
    He boldly asked the woman where they might find the leader of the city, presenting the message from Athtap. It was a symbol that looked like a flat gourd made of shiny metal with a sphere in the middle and a half ring at the top. 
 
    The woman’s eyes widened. 
 
    “How did you come by that symbol? It represents the Veazith. You must be acquainted with Athtap. I know of him. Come with me, and we shall talk. I am called Seveaha. That symbol you have is given only to special messengers or people of importance. When a messenger holds one in their hands, it means the words they will convey are to be taken most seriously.” 
 
    She led them to a vast plaza within the city. Near the square there was a building of immense size—a mile long and ten stories high, with a roof that resembled a crab’s shell. The building wasn’t composed of a single structure, but many smaller constructions. The other buildings had roofs that reminded Tenashar of other shellfish, like lobsters, crabs, snails, and other assorted animals of the sea. The organic shaped windows resembled animal and plant forms that made these buildings look very strange indeed. 
 
    It was clear from their architecture that the Honazal were a people who loved the sea and all its living creatures. This collection of buildings was called the Home of the Leaders. 
 
    As they walked in the vast open square, Tenashar looked all around him, taking in all the strange sites. 
 
    “Those colorful pavements of the square, they really stand out and have caught my eye. This is amazing. It’s made up of a multitude of hues and designs reminiscent of the sea. These images represent whales, sharks, shells, fish, sea mammals, and coral. Every form of sea life is represented. This is fabulous. The entire pavement was covered over by blue transparent glass or some other translucent material that is made to appear as if peering down into the sea,” said Knode. 
 
    All around them, people went about their lives. Athtap had been right; the people of Honazal were clothed in a wide array of bright colors. There was such a multitude of variations in cut and form of their clothes; it clearly indicated that the Honazal valued individualism. The basic form of clothing was a black undergarment that covered the lower neck and showed only at the outer garment’s V-shaped neckline. Generally, the main garment was a tunic or shirt that was cut at the waist or stomach in many individual shapes for male and female. The sleeves of these garments were generally short, with overlapping layers of color. The same overlapping layers showed in the men’s pants. 
 
    Males and females alike wore their hair in braids—men’s braids hung straight to the shoulders, while women’s were thick and shorter, with elaborate headbands that were twisted and knotted into fantastic shapes that often represented sea creatures. 
 
    Tenashar was delighted by the extravagant style of the women. Senetha women wore plain, shoulder-length hairstyles, rarely accompanied with braids, let alone some of the fancies these displayed. 
 
    He watched as a women walked past whose hair was twisted and twined up into a basket shape. “The women of Senetha are drab and plain compared to those of Honazal. The women back home could certainly learn something from them.” Tenashar was in a daze while he watched the people, who presented an artistic feast for the eye. 
 
    “You’re right,” Knode agreed. “The women here are beautiful, but I think the architecture is more interesting. Observe the lines and curves on the buildings—they are so graceful. A great inspiration from the ocean.” 
 
    “You men! You simply don’t know anything!” retorted Marhidium. “How can you compare the grace of these women to mere buildings? Anyone can construct and design structures, but for these women to dress themselves in such individual styles? That requires intelligence and good sense! Even the men of this city dress better than those back home.” Knode looked at her teasingly. 
 
    Tenashar looked at the both of them and smiled. Siytai shook his head. 
 
    “Do the two of you always have words like this?” Tenashar asked. 
 
    Siytai nudged Tenashar and whispered to him, “This goes on constantly; they always argue about what is important. To me, it doesn’t make any sense.” 
 
    Knode and Marhidium looked at Siytai. 
 
    “I think everything is important,” said Marhidium. 
 
    “So do I,” said Knode. 
 
    As Knode and Marhidium argued, a young girl standing nearby started laughing. The young girl had been listening to Marhidium’s observations. 
 
    As the group of travelers passed into the building, they found themselves in awe of the immense size of the structure. Tenashar believed that the entire Senetha village could fit in the building, with additional space left over. 
 
    The entryway was carved with abstract seashell designs in stone, glass, and metal. Some of the nautilus designs were made up of metal swirls of many colors and glass of corresponding color that shimmered as if they were looking into the ocean. The sound of the nearby sea added to the tranquil feeling. 
 
    Once in the building, the woman pointed up, and they saw a moving artificial sky that changed swiftly from night to day. Then she pointed to a huge, round skylight window that made Tenashar recall similar windows he had seen in the desert world while living with Ilaythesia and Cadica. 
 
    Tenashar asked Seveaha why the people of Honazal didn’t take any notice of them—and why didn’t they seem to notice A-amar and Una-sei. 
 
    Seveaha replied, “People of all types come to Honazal. They bring their goods to sell and trade. As for your two unusual friends, we’ve seen beings of all types from distant places. We know what they are. Our people call them Sharzeen. We make our own Sharzeen as well.” 
 
    “We call them Sharzeen as well.” Tenashar nodded. “The name both our peoples use is the same. And the Veazith are familiar with them too. As are all the Ahenathinay.” 
 
    “Your Sharzeens are well made. Who gave them life?” Seveaha queried politely. 
 
    “They just came to me. In a desert world, a girl taught me how they were made. I learned from her what they were called.” Tenashar smiled at Seveaha. 
 
    “You have good friends,” she replied with a smile. “More importantly, did Athtap send you with any other message besides the symbol?” She looked into Tenashar’s eyes as she spoke. 
 
    Tenashar gazed back at her. “Athtap said that the Honazal could help us get to the islands of Sahaynaivium. Have you heard of these islands? My friends Marhidium, Knode, and Siytai come from there. Is it possible to get your village head to help us?” 
 
    “I am what you would call a village head. I will try to grant your desire for a ship to bring your friends home. Athtap would want that. Helping you, your friends, and Athtap—this is what one village head should do for another.” 
 
    To Tenashar, it seemed that Seveaha was already aware of the situation concerning Knode and his crew. Had another messenger been sent ahead? 
 
    The building presented many more things of interest for them to admire. There were a series of small doors that caught their eyes, identical in shape to the oval or egg-shaped windows. Entering one of these doors, they found themselves in a huge room; equal in size to the one they came from. A table ran the entire length of the room. Some of the chairs were cylindrical and made of stone, though cushioned, and others were oval with backs, and still others were cylinders with a round bowl-shaped cushion attached to them. 
 
    Seveaha was now their guide. “This is the council chamber where the elders and other leaders of the city get together to talk about matters that concern them. Eventually you may be called before the council. Don’t be afraid if that happens. They do not have the power of life or death over another human being. If they don’t call upon you, please don’t be hurt then, either. Remember the council is not the most important thing in this city.” 
 
    The designs of sea motifs still prevailed on the walls and floors of this room. But the flooring was not smooth, as compared with the previous room. Here the flooring was rough, more like stone. There were glass blocks around the room with representations of realistic sea creatures inside of them. On both sides of the council table, there were thin, transparent tubes that ran from ceiling to floor. Each of these tubes was brightly shaded in various colors. Behind the rows of tubes were rough walls that imparted a feeling of being along some rocky seashore. The effect was to give people in the room a sense of being out in the open air.  
 
    “In each of the various places of our village, there are people that are highly skilled in their respected areas.” Seveaha spoke with pride. “If there are disputes or problems among them, the council helps mediate. The contenders put their concerns forward, and then it is our responsibility to decide what direction is best to serve the people of the city as a whole.” 
 
    “You have a very similar way of doing things to my tribe, the Senetha.” Tenashar felt great kinship and warmth for the great lady before him. “I am called Tenashar. My people live far away, toward where the sun sets. We live in mountains and plains.” 
 
    Seveaha nodded her head in acknowledgment, accompanied by a broad smile, which made her face even more beautiful. After a moment, she turned to her visitors. “Athtap sent a messenger to tell us that you were coming to our city. That’s the reason I was waiting for you today. Every day, I would go out to same spot looking for you. The people of our city would have directed you to me. 
 
    “Your concern,” she directly addressed the three from the flying ship, “is to return to Sahaynaivium. We are aware of those islands. They say our ancestors sailed to such shores long ago, but no more. However, we will find a way to get you home. As you know, to go there directly by boat is dangerous. You’re already aware of the treacherous shores. Athtap said you must sail to the far north, disembark there, and travel the rest of the way on foot. In the northern islands, there are other fishing communities that will help get you back to your home. Taking the northern route is not much of a danger.” 
 
    Before arrangements could be made for Tenashar and the rest of the group to depart, Seveaha had them stay and rest in a small apartment at the top of a tower near the Home of the Leaders. The tower was shaped something like a giant mushroom, except that at the top there was a small, rounded bulb that resembled a flower bud sitting atop a large disk. 
 
    When she showed it to them, Seveaha said they would live up on the top, and Tenashar wondered aloud how they could possibly get to the top of the tower. 
 
    Seveaha smiled and led them to an entrance covered with designs like those in the council room. On entering, Tenashar saw light streaming down from above. 
 
    Seveaha stood on a platform in the middle of the bottom half of the tower, extended her arms outward, palms facing up, and two shafts of cylindrical light came down and touched her palms. She beckoned them to come toward her, and the light radiated in all directions. They joined her on the platform, and the main concentration of the light centered on them. 
 
    With no jolt or noise, they were smoothly lifted high into the air, all the way up to the top of the tower—right up to the living quarters. A door slid open, and they stepped forward into a beautiful room filled with spheres of light and sea designs. It was much larger than they expected. 
 
    Slightly raised beds or cushions surrounded the room and looked comfortable for sleeping on. Egg-shaped windows ran all around the room, showing a 360-degree view of the entire village and beyond to the sea. 
 
    The seas were rough. None of the fisher people or their boats was out. Seveaha stood beside Tenashar as he peered down at the sea. 
 
    “I see the disappointment and fear in your heart. I sympathize for you,” said Seveaha 
 
    Tenashar looked out at the distant landscape from the window. 
 
    None of them spoke a word for a while, keeping their thoughts to themselves. 
 
    She finally broke the silence. “Do not be gloomy about the sea. Yes, it is rough. It has emotions, much like any person. It has taken many lives when angry, yet we continue to live by the sea that provides for us.” 
 
    “Then why do you not try to find ways to make the sea be calm? Your people have so much knowledge. There must be ways,” said Tenashar to Seveaha. 
 
    “Don’t be rude to our host,” Marhidium chided. “She is trying to help us.” 
 
    “Marhidium, you know that is not what I am saying. I am more concerned about the ruins in that forest and the dead little girl.” It was all clear to Tenashar—further tragedy could be prevented. 
 
    Seveaha had sympathy in her eyes for Marhidium and Tenashar. “I have seen those ruins. We have tended those mounds. Our people are not insensitive. I know about the girl you spoke of. Her name is Neihanva. There are many other spirits that live in the forest besides her. You only saw one.” She sat down. 
 
    “But who is she?” Marhidium asked anxiously. 
 
    “Once, in a distant time, my people and the fisher people who live near Veazith were one nation. Our ancestors lived in those forests. At that time, it wasn’t overgrown with trees. Many structures were there, and the people lived off the sea. They were only bothered by rough waves in the winter. For generations, their lives went on, undaunted by anything the sea could put before them. 
 
    “Then one day the land began to shift. The weather started to change. Waves were larger and different. Many fishermen were thrown from their boats. They soon learned to adjust the boats and keep themselves afloat. But nothing helped. The waves would sweep in. Then that night came, and the great waves hit the village. Most perished when the first waves hit. Some people that lived higher in the hills survived, though only barely. 
 
    “Morning came, and there were bodies strewn all over the place. The survivors began the long task of burying them. Neihanva was once the favorite of the village and the daughter of the village head. Once her sunny heart made everyone happy. She always thought of the village people. Neihanva picked flowers and would give them to the other children and elders.” Seveaha smiled gently at Marhidium. 
 
    “Isn’t there more to Neihanva’s story?” said Marhidium. 
 
    “Yes, there is, but be content with what I have said,” Seveaha replied with finality. 
 
    Soon it was time for Seveaha to return to the council room to discuss how to get Knode and his people home, leaving them on their own. 
 
    Tenashar and Knode wanted to look around the village. Marhidium wanted to do the same. Siytai, A-amar, and Una-sei stayed behind.  
 
    In case they didn’t want to use the light to levitate downward, Seveaha had showed them the stairs. Knode and Tenashar used the stairs. Marhidium wanted to have fun and levitated down. When they came out of the tower, there was a bright shaft of sunlight peeking through the clouds as if to welcome them into the street. 
 
    They saw hundreds of people unconcerned by their presence. Being ignored by people suited them. Tenashar, Knode, and Marhidium wanted to be alone to look around the city. 
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    chapter 13 
 
    The Council Chamber 
 
      
 
      
 
    They reached the square again. They were talking and soon felt that someone was looking at them. It was Tenashar who first noticed the young girl staring at them with such an intense gaze. 
 
    As she stared at them, her large eyes didn’t blink. Her lips were full and tense, and her face was surrounded by long, black hair that gave her paler skin a pleasing contrast. The green band around her head may have symbolized that she had something to do with the sea. Her light brown complexion wasn’t common among the people they’d seen so far—most had darker tones. 
 
    She wore a green tunic over a red one with short sleeves with thin, blue streamers hanging down, and blue shorts that fit snugly on her legs. Her red boots matched her red tunic. 
 
    The young girl’s gaze was so intense that Tenashar couldn’t pull his eyes away from her. It was as if she locked him in her gaze, keeping them frozen while she approached. It was sort of a scary experience. He had never encountered anyone quite like her. She focused her attention on Tenashar, making him rather uneasy. 
 
    She came right up, smiled, and introduced herself as Jarviashar. 
 
    Tenashar and Knode smiled back. 
 
    Marhidium asked what she wanted, and she answered that she was interested in where they came from and was curious about how they would go back to Sahaynaivium. 
 
    Her words surprised them all. It was obvious she knew of their coming trip. Jarviashar had been watching and studying their body language, as well as the way they dressed, spoke, and acted. She said she was trying to put together all the things that she had observed so that she could help Tenashar and Knode face the council. This was also her way of helping the council to understand their problems.  
 
    Jarviashar said, “I’m the daughter of a council member. My father never conveyed to me about your situation. You see, I found out everything about you on my own, just by observing your movements and emotions.” 
 
    “Jarviashar you’re quite an interesting person yourself. I believe that you will follow your father and eventually become a council member,” said Tenashar. 
 
    “No, I have no desire for the council,” she declared simply. “I am more interested in learning what people are all about. Besides, I learn things in an unconventional manner. Few people in Honazal understand the things I know about. When I saw the three of you, I felt something very special.” 
 
    Tenashar introduced himself, Knode, and Marhidium to Jarviashar. 
 
    “Where are the others?” the girl asked them. 
 
    “They are taking a rest,” said Tenashar. “Jarviashar, we want you to show us around the city. Would you do this for us? Stay with us. You are hinting that you wish to go to Sahaynaivium. No one said anything about this. We are just asking you to show us around the city.” 
 
    Jarviashar agreed. “This is my home. People from other parts of the world were very interesting and they gather here to see the wonders.” 
 
    She darted to the center of the square and extended her hands and arms out to symbolize the wide expanse of her world. 
 
    “This is what you know as the square, but what no one told you was that it was once filled with water to represent the sea. Long before that, this was a sandy beach. Some of the ocean waves used to come right up to where we are standing. The water was soon drained to allow people to walk here.” She was animated and enthusiastic when talking about the city. 
 
    “Was there always a council building here?” inquired Tenashar. 
 
    “Once the council met at that building there.” She pointed. “I’ll show it to you later. This building here was once the home of a great chief. Some called him a king. This king’s home was composed of three towers, something like the one you’re staying in. It was built in the water. He became cruel to his people, so that is what brought him down. His people banished him from the city. 
 
    “Our people weren’t the first to live in this land. That ancient king, for instance, once presided over a vast domain that covered the plains, mountains, Honazal, and the north. The people who once lived in these lands were called the Locizim. They were an ancient people who resided far in the distant past but are now only folklore and mythology. Nothing is known of the Locizim except the folklore that surrounds their existence. And the ruins of the king’s residence once stood where the council building is now located. Their world seems lost, but most of the culture still exists here in Honazal. It is deep in our being and comes out in our art. The Locizim were once a people who were one with the sea.” 
 
    Honazal stretched to the distant northern mountains and into parts of the vast forests in the west but was not an urban sprawl. Buildings were interlaced with sand and shore, foliage, and grass, and a stream of fresh water passed through the extreme southern quarters. 
 
    The most important central place of the city was the square and the council chamber. Indeed, once you knew what to look for, the square did look like a pool, with the cylindrical benches that encircled the square and the steps that led downward into it. 
 
    But that wasn’t all there was. Some remains of the Locizim towers could still be seen, such as an arched doorway and some pieces of ruined wall that were once part of the foundation of another tower. These ruins were so harmonious with the square that most people never took notice. 
 
    Around the back of the Home of the Leaders, Tenashar and his friends saw things shaped like nautilus shells. They glistened in the sun that showed itself through the now mostly overcast sky. Jarviashar explained that the nautilus-style entrance led into the council chamber through a spiraling passage and that it was one of the many entrances into the Home of Leaders. 
 
    She led them away from the Home of Leaders, saying it was the most boring part of the village. Tenashar, Knode, and Marhidium found it the most fascinating part. 
 
    “Let’s walk down to the shore and look at the ships and boats.” Jarviashar took them straight down to the shore. 
 
    “You know, when I looked down from the tower, I couldn’t see any boats out on the water,” said Tenashar. 
 
    “They are housed in protected underground places,” replied Jarviashar. 
 
    “What protected places? I don’t see any!” said Knode. 
 
    “The only things you can see are the rough waves that we should stay away from. Am I not right? The city is protected by a transparent wall shaped like a wave, constructed in such a way as to keep the ocean from the land. The wall keeps us safe from harm. You see those long, narrow things over there? That’s the home for the ships and boats.” Jarviashar pointed off to strange structures that looked like elongated tubes. It was difficult to see where the boats were housed—sand, rock, and other manmade structures obscured their view. 
 
    “How is it possible for a boat to fit into those tubes? Don’t they have sails? Is there a mechanism to fold them down so that they fit in those tubes?” Knode asked. 
 
    “Some of the ships don’t have sails. If they do have sails, they fold up when they get into the tubes. Some of the tubes are so large that a ship with very large sails can be accommodated,” Jarviashar said with pride. 
 
    “I’d like to see one of them,” said Knode. 
 
    “We’re heading there now.” Jarviashar led them onto a walkway that gradually sloped down toward the water. When they reached the lowest point, the walls were damp with water. Tiny leaks were everywhere. This alarmed everyone except Jarviashar. She told them not to worry, because the walls were used to drain out the ocean water from the tubes. 
 
    They stepped out into one of the tubes and saw that the ships had an interesting shape. The front of the ship was tapered and pointed. Its back was wide to accommodate a large group of people and cargo. There was no open deck on this particular ship; it had only an enclosed cabin, like the flying ships. The crew was never exposed to the elements. And the sails opened up like a fan when it needed to be powered by the wind. This made the ship look more like a fly or other insect. 
 
    “You know, Jarviashar, these ships almost look like the flying craft that Knode and his crew flew in. Isn’t that true, Marhidium?” said Tenashar with delighted eyes. 
 
    “Quite true, but the similarities are only superficial,” said Knode. “There are important differences.” 
 
    “Come, they are similar,” replied Tenashar with a laugh. 
 
    “No, no—they are very different. Our flying craft has engines that are intricate. The ship can travel at high speeds close to the speed of sound. The ships can hover, and other models can travel into space. And the ship can stay in the air motionless. We can go anywhere,” Knode said emphatically. 
 
    “All that is important is that, whether traveling by water or air, it gets you someplace.” Marhidium let out a big laugh. 
 
    Jarviashar agreed with Marhidium. 
 
    From what he saw of the ships, Tenashar was confident that they would reach their destination. 
 
    The ships looked well built. Tenashar could see that the Honazal were good sailors and fishermen and that these vessels could reach Sahaynaivium in a few days’ journey. 
 
    Each ship was completely waterproof, made to go into storms and survive. Much thought and engineering went into their construction. These ships were similar to submarines, which the Honazal also built. 
 
    All they needed now was the approval of the council, which they believed would surely come. 
 
    Also, Jarviashar said that each sea going vessel was generally only for fishing and trading—rarely did they venture anywhere close to the Sahaynaivium islands. If the Honazalian ships did travel far, they would go to the eastern continent, beyond the islands of Sahaynaivium. The fishing was more profitable in those eastern waters. Occasionally, the fishing fleets also went north in the summer. 
 
    Jarviashar soon led them out of the damp tubes and back into the daylight. She finally brought them to one of the Honazal dwellings with its characteristic oddly shaped windows. The windows looked like quarter-moon shapes bunched together in a haphazardly irregular manner. There seemed to be no order in the way the Honazal built their houses—just whimsy. 
 
    She led them inside; telling them it was her family home that she shared with her father and two sisters, who were out right now. The interior looked very similar to a Veazith dwelling, apart from the ornamental sea motifs, similar to those at the council building. 
 
    The home had the irregular organic look that was characteristic of the majority of the architecture of this region. There were four narrow extensions that looked like towers, complete with winding stairs that led up to large egg-shaped turret rooms. These rooms were used for privacy in houses with large families. The ground floor was mainly used for cooking, living, and playing. But the underground levels held their own self-contained environments, complete with trees and water. Nothing was needed from the outside, because their food could be grown indoors. One of these underground floors had a study for Jarviashar’s father, and other, even lower, levels were for the children. 
 
    “Children in Honazal rarely play in the streets. Understand that playing in the streets is considered a bad risk. The constant high winds and waves are a threat to the children. In the past, they were lost to natural disasters,” said Jarviashar. 
 
    Honazal homes were constructed to create a strong bond of closeness among the family members. Jarviashar had her own area on the second level that couldn’t quite be labeled a room. It was more of a walled partition and a sunken area on the floor for a bed, while the rest of it was a pool of water and natural foliage. It was like sleeping in a forest. On the other side of the level, there were similar partitions for her two sisters. Their rooms all reminded Tenashar of Nainashari’s cave. 
 
    Jarviashar took them around the upper stories of the house, where the windows looked out over many parts of the city. Finally, she took them down some stairs and right out into the street. 
 
    Jarviashar took them now to a high vantage point where the sea and parts of the city could be observed without obstruction from other buildings. To get there, they had to take an elevator. This elevator was different from the one they used in the tower because this one was mechanical, and it made Tenashar feel very dizzy. An elevator was something Tenashar never experienced before. The sensation made him feel sick. Marhidium and Knode told him it was similar to flying. And Jarviashar felt it was similar to sailing on the ocean. 
 
    Tenashar was not anxious to sail to the north. “This is wonderful. For generations, my people have heard of others who are able to fly and sail. And I have always wished to do both. Now, for the first time, I have actually flown in this thing you call an elevator. But I have to get used to this sensation. I hope the feeling is close to flying. How does it work?” he quizzed Jarviashar. 
 
    “It works by weights, but some use a thing called magnetic force and light. I’m sorry, but I am not totally sure of its inner workings,” replied Jarviashar. 
 
    There was a strong, transparent haze, like a morning haze, though it was now afternoon. It blanketed the whole city, as well as the forest and mountains. The haze was mixed in with sunlight and a fresh, cold breeze that rejuvenated all their hearts. That was precisely why Jarviashar brought them up there. 
 
    All around them, the sea was all they could look at. Marhidium and Jarviashar were easily conversing now—finding common ground in being females with a love for the sea. 
 
    The ocean was still very rough, and it would become even deadlier as the winter season progressed. Snow didn’t fall in Honazal, but they planned to go further into the north in the coming weeks. Jarviashar explained the changes they could expect in the weather. This would be a deciding factor in influencing the council concerning authorizing a trip to Sahaynaivium. After the extensive tour through the city, the day was coming to an end. The magenta and green twilight silhouetted the strangely shaped homes of the city against the sky, making them look like clumps of fantastic mushrooms. The dwindling light fell on the buildings, illuminating their beautiful details. Then the lights starting coming on through the town, shining through the windows of the buildings and making them look like stars. This made Marhidium, Tenashar, and Knode feel that they were up among the stars of the heavens. 
 
    “There is nothing special. I don’t understand your feeling of awe,” said Jarviashar. 
 
    Jarviashar went with them to their apartment in the tower to wait for the words of the council. Seveaha said it would take only one day. As they tried to relax, they introduced Jarviashar to A-amar, Una-sei, and Siytai. She was instantly fascinated by A-amar and Una-sei. She had never seen a Sharzeen up close or even talked with one. 
 
    Now it was Jarviashar’s turn to be in awe, and Tenashar’s and Marhidium’s turn to laugh. Soon they heard footsteps down below. 
 
    Jarviashar was disappointed, because she had hoped to go with them. Yet Jarviashar knew well that the winter in recent years had brought nothing but tragedy for the fishermen. 
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    chapter 14 
 
    Twenty Winters Ago, the Orbs Came 
 
      
 
    It was Seveaha with two attendants. 
 
    Seveaha’s words were quite clear and came directly from the council—no ship would sail north for the duration of the winter season. It was considered too risky. 
 
    It was clear that Jarviashar was disappointed by the decision of the council. She didn’t know what to think or do. 
 
    “Jarviashar, I know you are aware why the council made that mandate.” Seveaha spoke calmly, trying to mitigate their disappointment. “Remember, the waters were not always so violent. The sea has always been our friend, but something unexplained happened, and the waves have become untamed. Truly, this rarely happened in the past. Our guests are aware that it once happened to that village in the forest. Your father, Jarviashar, and the rest of the council believe we need to wait out the winter.” 
 
    “But, Seveaha! What if the waters never subside? What happens then?” said Jarviashar. “This means that Tenashar and his friends must be turned back. Or go north on foot, which is hard and dangerous.” 
 
    “I will see what we can do,” said Seveaha. 
 
    “Seveaha, when did the waters start to become violent?” Tenashar believed such a great alteration must mean something more than a mere change of weather. “Did it start at the time that village was ruined? Even Athtap said that when he was a child, the waters were calmer. There were occasional high waves, but it sounds like it has become very frequent only recently.” 
 
    “Twenty winters ago, when I was a child, was about when I remember the seas starting to become very violent,” Seveaha began. “I saw glowing things that looked like Orbs that floated in the sky. As they hovered in the air, some would touch the surface of the water, but they never descended below the surface. We watched these Orbs from the shore, and it seemed to me that they were feeding on something. A tube would come out onto the water and suck up something. It was strange. They would always disappear and then come back again. 
 
    “The fishermen were intrigued by the Orbs and watched their beautiful forms, but it turned out that watching was deadly. The waters suddenly became turbulent. The fishing boats were tossed about, and the poor fishermen began to fall apart as if they were puppets being disassembled. Then they disappeared! The Orbs came several more times, and then one day—they never appeared again.” Seveaha concluded with vacant eyes that stared deep into the past. 
 
    “I have seen the same thing in my own village. We also call them Orbs,” said Tenashar. 
 
    “Can these flying Orbs be responsible for the oceans going bad?” Jarviashar sounded both concerned and excited. 
 
    “I’ve heard that ancient writings have spoken of these Orbs.” Knode spoke seriously. “The ancients referred to the Orbs as Guardians of the World. Tenashar, you told me about an Aura-Laei-i named Nainashari who spoke of Orbs?” 
 
    “Yes. There must be some connection between Nainashari’s words and these Orbs.” Tenashar remained deep in thought. 
 
    “We will talk more later. Rest for now.” Seveaha moved to the light elevator platform. “Maybe there is a way we haven’t thought of to bring Knode, Marhidium, and Siytai back to their homes.” She left with her attendants.  
 
     Jarviashar remained. It was already late. She was too tired to go home, and she wanted to see the morning from the tower. 
 
    The night passed in solitude. The morning opened with a blue sky and a bright sun. Down below, the waves seemed to have risen since the previous day. Knode noted this with tears in his eyes, thinking of the time that would pass before he could go home to talk with the Sahaynaivium council in Himoicum. His concern was for the Veazith children and the growing violence of the sea. 
 
    “I think there is a lot of mischief going on in the council!” Jarviashar, who had been staring out the window for most of the morning, said. “They want nothing to do with anything. What concerns them is only what happens right here. Outsiders are unimportant.” 
 
    Tenashar asked if there was anything they could do to persuade the council to help them. The reply was no. 
 
    “Then we will just have to travel overland.” Tenashar looked to Knode and Marhidium. 
 
    “Yes. We don’t need help from the council. Let’s just go.” Siytai’s remark was abrupt. 
 
    “Remember, we have to consider the winter that is coming.” Marhidium’s arms were crossed, making her appear angry—or worried. “It’s starting to snow up in the north.” 
 
    A-amar and Una-sei remained silent, as normal—they were there to serve. Besides, Tenashar wasn’t concerned about the council anymore. 
 
    Seveaha was alone this time as she entered the room, a bit of a smile on her face. Jarviashar interpreted this as good news.  
 
    And it was. 
 
    “After many votes, it was unanimously stated that the council members were in favor of the Sahaynaiviums. Leineha, Jarviashar’s father, said that the council will find every way to help the Sahaynaiviums get home.” Jarviashar could barely keep her excitement under control. “He stressed that it would reflect on them as a gesture of friendship to the island leaders. A ship will take you most of the way toward Sahaynaivium. This means the ship will instead sail all the way to the northern part of the continent. Once there, you will be given a boat to sail to the most northern part of the Sahaynaivium islands. Another ship will relay a message to the fishing villages up north to help you if you run across problems. But you shouldn’t anticipate too many problems, if you follow the advice of the council, because the Honazal sailing ships are very seaworthy. Still, most of the fishermen never take unnecessary risks in the winter, for the sake of their families.” 
 
    It had become clear to the council that the world was changing. Leineha convinced them, and they didn’t wish to offend the Sahaynaiviums by not sending the aeronauts back. 
 
    The departure was set for less than a week. What surprised Tenashar was that Jarviashar was given permission to go with them on the voyage. Seveaha granted that favor to Jarviashar particularly since, despite her tender years, the girl was an experienced navigator. She had been learning about the sea and navigation since early childhood. 
 
    Jarviashar understood that it wouldn’t take long for the ship to travel north. The ships from Honazal were very fast, using either sails or their powerful engines that could propel the ships at high speeds. These engines brought water in, creating high pressure, giving the ship a lot of push. Some of the sails doubled as solar panels, soaking up the sun’s energy to create power. If they wanted to get someplace fast, the ships of Honazal were the ships to do the job. 
 
    The council was already making preparations for the supplies needed for the voyage. 
 
    As a ship was being prepared, Tenashar and rest of his friends spent most of their time in the tower, resting for the long journey north. They slept peacefully and anticipated what they would see. Tenashar was excited about finding new sights. 
 
    The nights passed in peace, the visitors knowing that they were being taken care of by the council. 
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    chapter 15 
 
    Advice from a Wise Council Member of Honazal 
 
      
 
      
 
    Seveaha led them all to the council building to meet Leineha to thank him for his support. Leineha was curious about the visitors, so he was honored by their presence as well. 
 
    In the middle of the council room, a tall, broad-shouldered man with an athletic appearance smiled and welcomed them. Leineha was a man advancing in age but not bent by the years. He had white hair, worn plain and long without any elaborate braids, and his skin was tanned, contrasting nicely with his hair. Leineha’s piercing eyes spoke of years of wisdom, hardship, and compassion. Such experience was the main requirement for being a member of the council, for the Honazal believed this was what made a strong person. 
 
    Unlike most of the Honazal people, who wore many bright colors, Leineha wore a black tunic that on one side reached to his hips, and on the other to his knees, over a red long- sleeved robe—the typical garb of a council member. 
 
    Leineha extended his hands, palms upward, toward Tenashar and his friends—a gesture of welcome in Honazal. Seveaha whispered to Tenashar that he was to be the first to greet him. She told him it was proper to touch Leineha’s fingers and make a slight bow. Jarviashar pushed Tenashar as encouragement. This childish gesture made it easy for him to overcome his nervousness. After his bow, he looked into Leineha’s face and saw one of the kindest men; he knew at once why the council agreed to allow them to take the ship. 
 
    Marhidium went up next. She was a bit clumsy. She almost stumbled and could have brought Leineha down with her, but he grabbed her and held her in his strong arms. She laughed at her clumsiness. 
 
    Knode was also nervous but kept his composure and looked extremely stiff. This time it was Leineha’s turn to laugh. There was so much delight in his eyes that Knode didn’t mind. 
 
    Strangely Siytai was the most graceful, which amazed Tenashar and made everyone smile—even A-amar and Una-sei. 
 
    The two Sharzeen stepped forward together, and each touched a hand of the wise man. This mystified Tenashar, because Leineha’s smile for them was one of great respect. 
 
    “Your presence has given the people of Honazal much to be proud of. I apologize that the council is unable to meet with all of you. They have bestowed upon me the privilege of honoring you. So let us go to a more comfortable room—the council chamber is too austere for conversation.” Leineha led them into a small but simple and elegant room, with cushioned walls and designs of the sea. 
 
    They welcomed the comfortable chairs. Seveaha and Jarviashar served a drink called Houczi, putting it down on a table near Leineha. 
 
    He poured amber liquid into each cup and served them. 
 
    In the background, Seveaha and Jarviashar smiled. 
 
    “Tell me, my guests, what has happened to you.” Leineha sipped at his drink. “I have been so eager to know all about you since I received the message from Athtap.” 
 
    In the comfortable room, Tenashar recounted the events that had taken place from the time he met Knode and his people up to their arrival in Honazal. 
 
    Leineha smiled over at Seveaha and Jarviashar.  
 
    “It makes a great difference that you are all friends of Athtap. We have great respect for him. He has done of a lot of good to keep his people safe from the harsh ocean—a problem that has also concerned our people.” Leineha looked to the window and continued. 
 
    “I believe I heard there was a girl who was one of the main crew members and perished along with others? Did I hear correctly that her name was Naydiacar?” 
 
    “You are well informed, Leineha,” said Tenashar. “She was originally from the Veazith village but was brought as a child to Sahaynaivium. Marhidium was very close to her.” 
 
    He sensed the next question Leineha must ask and explained that the missing children were being educated by the Sahaynaiviums. 
 
    Seveaha spoke. “Taking children away from their parents is not ethical. What was the Sahaynaiviums thinking?” 
 
    “Seveaha, be calm. Tenashar said they thought they were doing a service—educating these children.” Leineha’s eyes and voice had a quieting effect on Seveaha. 
 
    Tenashar knew well that this talk would make Knode, Marhidium, and Siytai uncomfortable. He pointed out that Siytai was once of these children and that he had no desire to go back to his original home because he considered himself a Sahaynaivium. 
 
    Seveaha remained silent, though her face spoke of her disapproval. 
 
    Leineha said, “Jarviashar is my eldest daughter. Her two younger sisters, Medayi and Woziar, are closer in age. They are hardly ever home because their education has taken them a few leagues to the north. My daughters are currently being educated in general knowledge and architecture. Please forgive me for bragging; it’s considered bad manners for a Honazalian to brag about his family in front of guests. My wife passed away from illness a long time ago. I will always cherish my memories of her. Because of the absence of my two daughters and wife, I take comfort in having Jarviashar with me. I think you have much in common with my two daughters who are studying in other lands. You have come from Sahaynaivium and Senetha to learn about the lands near the sea.” 
 
    Leineha talked about a time, in his younger days, when he was a fisherman. He had stopped fishing and farming the sea when the so-called Orbs came, being one of the few to escape—when many of his friends and his brother disappeared. 
 
    Tenashar took a sip from his cup and liked it at once. It rejuvenated his heart and wasn’t alcoholic. Even Siytai was surprised—it showed on his face, making Marhidium laugh. Knode took many sips, becoming oblivious to everything around him. 
 
    “We call this drink Houczi,” Seveaha began. “It is made from flowers that bloom only in the full moonlight. I hope you enjoy its delicate flavor. I am pleased that you like it; this is one of the special drinks of Honazal.” 
 
    Tenashar was deep in thought. 
 
    Jarviashar asked Marhidium, Knode, and Siytai about their island homeland. “It’s difficult to talk about ourselves; it’s too embarrassing,” said Knode. 
 
    They looked at one another, not knowing what to do. Tenashar noted that her questions seemed calculated to keep them occupied while Seveaha and Leineha talked quietly. 
 
    Knode became suspicious. “Jarviashar, what are they talking about?” 
 
    Jarviashar only replied that it wasn’t important. 
 
    Tenashar tried to listen while pretending to ask Jarviashar questions. 
 
    Seveaha kept her voice low and one eye on Tenashar. “Are you sure that a ship can be secured for them? They are not aware that the oceans are showing signs of drying up. The waters are going someplace, and it’s not underground.” 
 
    “The council is still unhappy about sending a ship that far to the north. It would be better for one of their flying ships to take them home. Their council must be aware of the drying oceans.” 
 
    Leineha confided that the council members were meeting at this very moment, making plans to meet with the Sahaynaivium council. 
 
    “I am unable to understand why the Sahaynaiviums didn’t come to bring their people home,” said Seveaha. 
 
    “They have been having trouble keeping the flying ships aloft. The air currents seem to be getting weak, as if they are ceasing to flow. Some say that the air is escaping into space, and if it doesn’t stop, then the Sahaynaivium scholars believe that our world will be as dead as the moon,” answered Leineha. 
 
    This news shocked Seveaha. And for a time, she sat in her chair staring gravely at him. 
 
    Tenashar could sense what they were saying; he could see that something was bothering them. 
 
    Preparations were being made by the Honazal to fit one off their ships for a voyage north. This required a lot of planning because the winter was becoming deadlier. 
 
    Ice was even now starting to form just a few leagues to the north. Something had to be done. As yet, no one had the answers. 
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    chapter 16 
 
    A Sea Path to the North 
 
      
 
    Leineha graciously excused himself and left because another gathering of the council was about to begin. 
 
    Seveaha led them out into the evening air and then left them to return to the council chamber. Jarviashar brought them back to the tower where they passed a peaceful night, unaware of what might be happening around them. 
 
    There was a sudden air of urgency in the early morning hours. The air was still dark and cold when Jarviashar woke Tenashar, telling him that they must depart at first light. She then went to rouse everybody else—she was already prepared. 
 
    Seveaha arrived shortly and told them to gather everything. 
 
    “Una-sei and A-amar, what do you think of the situation?” asked Tenashar. 
 
    “We don’t know what to make of all this rushing around,” replied Una-sei. 
 
    After everything was gathered, they were hustled across town into one of the tubes, and finally into a large ship that was waiting, complete with a large crew. 
 
    Marhidium, Knode, and Tenashar were trying to find out what was happening. 
 
    Seveaha told them they would eat their morning meal on the ship, for time was running out for them to depart. They hoped Leineha would see them off, but he was still closeted with the council. 
 
    Seveaha pulled Tenashar aside for a moment and spoke cryptically. “The earth is growing old, and a new planet must be reborn.” 
 
    Those words mystified Tenashar and started him thinking about his own people, and Tansatei in particular, wondering what was happening to them. His half-awake mind skipped on to Nainashari and Etutsha as well. 
 
    Once Jarviashar was on board, Seveaha ordered the crew to cast off. “I am urgently needed in the council; there are many important things to discuss. I must go now. I’m sorry I don’t have a chance to say any parting words. Now be on your way.” 
 
    The ship slid smoothly down the tube and into the open waters. There was a humming vibration that sounded musical and grew louder—and then dampened into a low hum. The engines brought the ship slowly out of the harbor and then into the open water. Soon it picked up speed, and in a few minutes, the shore was left far behind. 
 
    The swift rush to depart seemed kind of rude of the Honazalians. But Tenashar knew in his heart there were reasons for this. Something must be happening. 
 
    The fan shaped sails opened automatically. They were inside a closed cabin, for, like most ships of the Honazal, there was no open deck. Being inside kept them protected from the cold. The crew’s duties weren’t that different from the functions within a Sahaynaivium flying ship. They busied themselves pressing buttons and pushing and pulling levers. 
 
    In all the confusion of setting off, Tenashar and his companions were left standing in the middle of the ship. The crew ignored them as they busied themselves with their duties going here and there. Even Jarviashar bustled off to her own duties, opening a small door in the cabin and loosening one of the valves behind it. Steam hissed. 
 
    Jarviashar stopped long enough to apologize for her lack of hospitality. But they all understood she had a job to do—particularly the aeronauts, who had once had similar duties on a flying ship. 
 
    Once her duties were completed and the ship was well underway, Jarviashar showed them to their quarters, leading the men to one cabin and taking Marhidium to a comfortable cabin next door that they would share. A-amar and Una-sei would stay with Tenashar in the men’s cabin. 
 
    The morning sped by because there was so much to do for the voyage ahead. The bright colors that the crew wore made the ocean voyage pleasant for Tenashar and Marhidium. The crewmembers were all basically fisher folk. The leader of the ship was an elderly fisherman who had years of experience and knew his way around the northern waters—the very reason he was chosen to sail this ship through the difficult waters. 
 
    Jarviashar had already learned to pilot the ship with great skill. This gave her an edge over all the other crewmembers, despite her young age. The operations of the engines were art to a girl who had studied ship construction and mechanisms since she was very young. Her talents didn’t go unnoticed for long, and the leader of the ship had Jarviashar help him. The ship seemed in good hands. 
 
    They quickly made headway and finally caught sight of the last northern Honazal village as the ship made its way across the icy sea, keeping in sight of the shore. Tenashar and Knode saw inhospitable shores, some already encased in ice. It was a hostile land with inaccessible obstacles—huge rocky outcrops and remnants of sharp volcanic rocks far worse than what they had crossed before. 
 
    Tenashar realized that if they had been forced to walk north, these obstacles would have made them travel far inland. They were glad to be traveling on a ship. Honazal hospitality allowed them to travel in comfort, something Tenashar hadn’t often known before. He marveled at the ingenuity of the Honazal people. 
 
    It was something he would remember for the rest of his life.  
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    chapter 17 
 
    A Leaf Like a Boat Travels in the Current of a Stream 
 
      
 
    While the ship carrying Tenashar was plying the rough northern oceans, Tansatei was trying to search for him with her thoughts—sending her spirit to find Tenashar because she had been worried about him. Her thoughts weren’t limited by time, distance, or place, so she could see Tenashar at that exact moment. 
 
    Tansatei had chosen a spot beside a stream deep in the high mountains for her meditation. The Senetha had moved deeper into the mountains to escape even further from the Orbs. Tansatei looked into the reflections in the rushing water and sensed the violence of the oceans so far away. She saw a leaf float by in strong currents. This seemed to indicate a ship. She instinctively knew that Tenashar was on the ocean somewhere—someplace cold and forbidding. 
 
    In the mountains, it was also growing cold. The Senetha had already firmly established their new village, and there was enough warmth to keep out the cold. Tansatei wasn’t entirely alone near the stream—a few children were playing nearby, and her mother was gathering cultivated berries. They had once called vast farmlands their home, but no longer. The mountains were now a safer place to live. 
 
    Today, however, Tansatei wanted to be alone—she was in one of her quiet and introspective moods. She didn’t even visit Heitac, who was established closer to the main Senetha settlement than in past years. Tansatei began to give way to depression and melancholy. Perhaps it was something that stirred within her when Tenashar was lost in lands far away. 
 
    From time to time, she was able to speak with Tenashar in her dreams. These dreams seemed so real that she felt she was actually visiting the places he was traveling through, but the visions always faded. Her eyes were beginning to see afar, and her talents were starting to awaken. 
 
    On the whole, Tansatei was a pure and vibrant girl. She gave her heart to those she supported, and Tenashar was one of those individuals. Sanashei came and sat beside Tansatei. He looked at her, remaining quiet for a long while. She also said nothing. 
 
    Finally, he broke the silent rapport. “Do you miss my son?” He smiled at her. 
 
    She looked up but did not smile in return. “I know he is out there on the ocean traveling to another land. I’ve known for a while that his life would take such a turn. He is traveling with good companions. But Etutsha is no longer with him. Have you not seen it in the stream?” 
 
    Sanashei simply pointed to the leaf and nodded, looking kindly into Tansatei’s eyes. 
 
    “Tansatei, don’t you need to speak with Heitac? I think she is waiting for you. Remember that this training is important for your future,” said Sanashei. 
 
    Tansatei finally gave him a smile and walked away, still in a quiet mood. 
 
    Soon Tansatei walked up into the dense forest even deeper in the mountains where Heitac lived. Tansatei wasn’t alone, because even here were some of the dwellings of the Senetha—scattered as they were in many places. But as she continued to walk, the homes gradually became sparse until finally there was nothing but forest. 
 
    Tansatei arrived at another stream with fast moving water. She crossed the stream easily, knowing this path well. On the other side, she came to an outcropping of huge moss-covered boulders. Here again, she knew where to walk around the treacherous and slippery rocks. After passing these, Tansatei entered what looked like dense trees and growth. 
 
    There, sitting quietly and waiting for her, was Heitac. The old woman’s smile brought needed warmth to Tansatei’s heart. Her training was beginning to become complex and difficult, but she welcomed the duties. Tansatei would complete any task given to her by Heitac. She learned all the secret arts and techniques by studying hard and working on all her assigned tasks. In reality, there were no secrets involved. “All you have to do is understand things the way they are and investigate why by observation and experimentation.” 
 
    “What if we can’t seem to find the answers?” said Tansatei. 
 
    “Then there is a need for more investigation. And remember, everything takes time. Yes, sometimes an answer is never found, but in time, others could find what is not yet answered,” replied Heitac. 
 
    “I have knowledge of plants, and I wish to continue using this. There are many things involved in this area—history of plants, biological things, ancient legends about plants and everything else.” Tansatei helped the people by using her special knowledge of plants. 
 
    “You’re correct. Everything in this world is interrelated. One subject entwines with another, with another, on and on,” said Heitac. 
 
    “Some have said that I would one day take your place, Heitac, but I have other plans.” 
 
    “I know what you are saying now, but in time things will change. I was older before I came to live here. I did other things. Just give it patience.” 
 
    “I still have no wish to follow such a path. My sister is beginning her studies with you. Perhaps she would be the next Aura-Laei-i,” replied Tansatei. 
 
    “Perhaps. Remember—in time, life will be different. You have to learn a lot more in life. You’re changing,” said Heitac. 
 
    The next day, Sanashei once more came to Tansatei’s side as she was going about these duties. “Your thoughts and dreams of Tenashar were correct. He is in a faraway place on the ocean. The ship that he is on is headed for a group of beautiful islands called Sahaynaivium.” 
 
    Tansatei looked up at him. “How do you know where he is? Sahaynaivium? Where is that?” 
 
    Sanashei was glad to bring the light back to her, at least for a moment. “When I was young like Tenashar, I visited a people called the Veazith. He is doing much as I did long ago. A messenger was sent to tell these people what happened to Tenashar when he departed on the ship. The Veazith wished to know if Tenashar was safe.” 
 
    Tansatei was shocked and happy, knowing that Tenashar was well and that Sanashei was familiar with these people. 
 
    Sanashei came closer to Tansatei and recounted what the messenger said. “Tansatei, Tenashar is safe. He departed to the north on a ship. The ship is still in transit. That is all that was said; don’t worry.” 
 
    Closeness developed as if they were father and daughter. 
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    chapter 18 
 
    A New Shore 
 
      
 
    Soon the ship was sailing closer and closer to shores that were already encased in ice. The ship then slowed down, making its way carefully through the frigid waters. 
 
    From time to time, the seas became rough. Tenashar started to feel the effects of the rough waters and became seasick. 
 
    Marhidium, Knode, and Siytai said they were used to turbulence—it felt much like being up in the sky in heavy winds. A-amar and Una-sei were unfazed. 
 
    Jarviashar gave him a bright green liquid to drink. The appearance of the liquid did nothing to help his roiling stomach. He finally drank it and almost at once began to feel better. Soon the ship stopped rocking. Tenashar attributed this to the drink. 
 
    Tenashar began to feel well and took the chance to walk around the ship, observing everything with heightened curiosity. 
 
    At the front of the ship, he saw the crewmembers whose job was to watch for unexpected dangers. They were housed in a small room crowned with a dome that could open and close like a planetarium. They were used to the cold, so didn’t mind that the observation room—as they called it—was often open to the elements. 
 
    There were similar observation posts on either side of the ship. Tenashar got up into one of them and felt the cold breeze on his face. 
 
    On the whole, he felt good. 
 
    He found his way into the area used for navigating and controlling the ship. Tenashar asked about a rod that was moved constantly back and forth in tiny increments, and a crewmember told him that it controlled the ship’s rudder. The rod had to be centrally balanced to keep the ship going straight on its course. If it was either left or right, the ship was off its path. Each major change in direction meant the rod had to be recalibrated to match the new course. 
 
    Another machine controlled the unfurling of the sails, but a hand crank was the backup, in case of problems. Knode was somewhat familiar with the operation of the ship. As a child, he had sailed on ocean-going ships with his father. The Sahaynaiviums had many ships, although they were rarely taken outside the calm waters surrounding the islands. 
 
    The crew seemed to enjoy answering all the travelers’ questions, showing pride in their ship and their technology. 
 
    After two nights on the ship, Tenashar and Knode looked out one of the windows and saw magnificent icebergs. Some were the size of small islands and as tall as the mountain homes of the Senetha. Tenashar enjoyed this first sight of something exotic he had heard about. Siytai just rolled his eyes at the sight of the iceberg, because he had seen so many on his journeys. 
 
    Ahead in the distance lay a patch of green between the snow and ice. As the ship got closer, they saw that it was a wide expanse of forest. Steam rose from the ocean and the rivers that drained into it. 
 
    Jarviashar said that volcanic vents caused the warm streams. They flowed down from far in the interior where cascading warm waterfalls brought powerful, rushing waters down. 
 
    They also started to see boats. As they got closer, they soon found there were hundreds of boats and ships. They were looking at another fishing village. 
 
    “This is not a simple fishing village,” Jarviashar corrected them. “This is actually a small city called Sovazal.” 
 
    Soon the ship came to a stop, and some boats came out to meet them. The people were dressed much like the Honazal sailors—just more warmly clothed, with leggings and long sleeves. 
 
    An elderly fisherman came out on an open side deck of a permanently docked ship to greet them. This deck was close to water level, and they could walk across to meet some of the people from the boats. When they approached, the elderly fisherman, who was obviously the Sovazal leader, greeted them with a smile. Then he came aboard, escorted by the Honazal ship’s captain. 
 
    He entered the cabin with a big smile. Tenashar thought he resembled Athtap, though he was taller and looked much more weathered from time spent on the water. 
 
    He acknowledged the ship’s captain first and then offered a Honazal greeting to Tenashar and his friends. He seemed particularly interested in the two Sharzeens. He said he had never seen one before, though he knew that they were guardians. 
 
    Jarviashar greeted him enthusiastically, calling out, “Esetha!” and jumping on him with an affectionate hug. Esetha was the elder leader of the Sovazal. He clearly was expecting them, and once again Tenashar saw evidence of extensive communication lines that ran between even the most remote settlements. 
 
    Jarviashar said, “Esetha, you are growing younger every day. I thank your people on behalf of the council and your friend, my father, Leineha. These are my friends, and we have been sent to take them home.” She then formally introduced Tenashar, Knode, Marhidium, and Siytai. 
 
    He gave each of them a nod of acknowledgment and then turned back to the little girl. “My wonderful friend, you are growing into a most excellent sailor. I hope you don’t mind my sweet words of praise. Just know I am so happy to see you.” Esetha’s last words verged into song. 
 
    Jarviashar later explained to Tenashar and Knode the reason why Esetha sang. It meant that everything was going well and that the journey back to Sahaynaivium should be smooth. 
 
    They were all brought to the boat that would take them to shore. Once their belongings were gathered, Tenashar, Knode, Marhidium, Siytai, A-amar, and Una-sei left the ship with Jarviashar—who would continue on with them. 
 
    On land, Tenashar saw the true beauty of Sovazal. Steam vents and hot volcanic springs combined to create a blanketed haze that obscured large portions of the mountains and town. Despite the ice and snow, the immediate area wasn’t much different from Honazal, except that there was a great harmony of trees and dwellings. Some of the beautiful dwellings looked like eggs that were nestled high up in the distant snowy mountains. Though it was hard to tell since so much was hidden, Sovazal seemed to be even more extensive than Honazal.  
 
    The same type of tubes that held ships and boats in Honazal was here as well, hidden away amidst the moss, ferns, and trees at the edge of the water. 
 
    “These things are nothing new to me. I’ve been to Sovazal many times,” said Jarviashar. 
 
    Tenashar was unaware of Jarviashar eyeing him. He was absorbed in the strange beauty of Sovazal. 
 
    Tenashar understood that the sea voyage would be safe, but it was good to be cautious. There were dangers that he was not aware of. 
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    chapter 19 
 
    The Departure from Sovazal and Final Journey to the Islands 
 
      
 
    Expecting to be led to someplace to stay, Tenashar and the others were surprised when they were brought to another, smaller ship. Esetha explained that their trip would be short—and after that, as planned, they could find a way to Sahaynaivium. This meant that the ship would be their home for their brief stay in Sovazal. This was a disappointment for the group, especially for Tenashar who wanted a chance to see Sovazal’s beauty. He couldn’t take his eyes off the steam that created a veil and made the green and snow-covered hills sing with harmony. 
 
    Tenashar wished he could make his home here in the deep snow. Everything about Sovazal was inviting to his senses. This land created a strange feeling within anyone who observed its beauty. Even A-amar and Una-sei were not immune to the beauty. 
 
    Tenashar was struck with the sudden desire to romp in the snow and play in the warm springs. Though he wanted to play with the children of Sovazal in the snow, there was no time. Tenashar made up his mind to come back to Sovazal someday, if at all possible. 
 
    In Sovazal, the same events were beginning to unfold, as were in the rest of world. The land was starting to rot away from within. In places, the warm springs had begun to run cold. The people of the north were starting to take notice. 
 
    Tenashar would have to leave behind this beauty. It was time to depart. Once they were settled on the ship, it started to slowly sail away. 
 
    Jarviashar said, “Tenashar, it’s necessary to stay off shore for the day because the ocean is becoming unstable. Tomorrow, we should start on the journey for a small island that is heavily forested and sparsely populated. When the ship nears the island, we will be brought ashore and make our way from there to Sahaynaivium.” 
 
    The waters were generally calm around the northern islands, so it would hopefully be easy for them to go the rest of the way in a small canoe once they were let off by the ship at Zdevayium—the northernmost island of the Sahaynaivium archipelago. There were Sovazalians scattered on many of the islands in the north, so they knew most of the island wasn’t a wilderness. 
 
    Tenashar stared at the ocean. “I don’t know anything about these hundreds of scattered islands. I only heard that they are not considered important because of their extremely small size. They are desolate rocks sticking out from the ocean, nothing interesting.” 
 
    Tenashar then asked, “Jarviashar, what is the fastest and best way to get to our destination?” Jarviashar just smiled and reached her hand to his face. “Please don’t do that; it’s making me uncomfortable,” said Tenashar. “Stop doing that. It’s annoying.” He pushed her hand away. “Jarviashar, stop playing. Things are serious,” said Tenashar. 
 
    She paid no attention and continued ignoring everything around her except Tenashar. In anger, Tenashar told her, “If you can’t be useful, you shouldn’t have come along.” 
 
    Jarviashar only retorted, “Without me, you’ll never find the way to Sahaynaivium.” Now Tenashar started to mistrust Jarviashar. 
 
    The ship finally reached the shore. Small boats were lowered, and their belongings were taken to the beach. There was no one to welcome them because there were no people, dwellings, or boats—at least not that they could see. If there were people, they lived on a different part of the island. 
 
    The ship and the boats that brought them to the shore had already departed and was a long way out to sea. The island was not too far from Zdevayium, but they were lost. 
 
    Marhidium whispered to Tenashar that she had a feeling this would happen. 
 
    “Why didn’t you tell us this?” Tenashar was exasperated. 
 
    “I didn’t want to believe what I was sensing about Jarviashar,” she replied. “Yet there have been many times in the past where my intuitions turned out to be true.” 
 
    Siytai came running up. “There’s an old dwelling. We can take shelter there when the night comes or if it rains.” He slowed down. “What’s wrong with you?” 
 
    “Where have you been?” Marhidium asked. 
 
    Siytai said nothing but continued pointing in the direction he came from. They all decided to follow him. Inside the old building, there was a large canoe, though it was old and tattered. The back of the canoe had a small canopy to keep the rain out. It was obviously a fishing canoe, capable of going far out to sea. 
 
    It was clear that this canoe would be the best way to get to one of the inhabited islands so they could find a Sahaynaivium ship. 
 
    A-amar and Una-sei quickly hauled the large canoe to the shore to get it ready for a short sea voyage. Tenashar and Knode ran their hands over its surface and found no holes. They hurriedly put their provisions and belongings in the canoe. Knode sensed that the northernmost island of Zdevayium wasn’t far off. 
 
    Jarviashar remained quiet and stood aloof, which puzzled Tenashar. Perhaps she wanted the Sahaynaiviums to go and never return. Later, there were some words between Marhidium and Jarviashar, behind the ruins. What went on there, no one else knew, because nothing was said afterward? 
 
    They had planned to go before nightfall, but the sun was already traveling toward the crimson, blue-green, and orange horizon. The clouds made patterns like floating islands in the heavens complete with mountains and trees. There was no problem navigating by the moonlight and the stars. Knode, like all Sahaynaiviums, learned the paths of the sea and air by the signs of nature. 
 
    Tenashar was becoming an Aura-Laei-i, because without previous learning, it seemed he was now able to talk with the waves and stars above. Nature was telling him that it was a good night to depart. Knode and Marhidium were becoming aware of Tenashar’s ability. From this time on, they treated Tenashar as an equal—a great honor for someone so young. 
 
    As time came to depart, Jarviashar stood alone and said she didn’t want to enter the canoe. They called out to her, and even Marhidium encouraged her to come along. Tenashar walked up to Jarviashar, asking her what was wrong. Jarviashar didn’t answer. 
 
    With a kind of shy courage, he gazed into her eyes, but she looked in the other direction. No words were exchanged. Tenashar understood her mood. 
 
    He looked toward the canoe at A-amar. The Sharzeen understood and promptly ran up and grabbed Jarviashar. She struggled to pull away from his strong grip but could not escape. He put her into the canoe. Then Una-sei pushed off the canoe as Tenashar jumped in. Once in the ocean, A-amar and Una-sei propelled the canoe forward with tremendous speed and strength, making it difficult for Jarviashar to go back to shore. 
 
    As the canoe headed into the dark seas, it was as if a dark hole had swallowed them up. They lit some of the Sovazalian torches, which were very bright. They were simple to light. One just pulled on a small string, and it burst into a bright flash. Then it slowly dimmed to reveal a glowing blue rock that went out with the day and relighted itself with the coming of night. This gave them enough light to guide their way out into the ocean. Their navigation was also aided by Tenashar’s compass that lit up in the dark, and there were the maps from Honazal. 
 
    It was a beautiful night. All the stars were clustered together, helping the moon to light up the sky. They passed some tiny islands of no significance—just rocks showing themselves above the waters, as if ashamed to come out in the open. 
 
    Some of the slightly larger islands had ruins. What these ruins once were, not even Knode had any theory. They were just there. An uneventful night passed, followed by another day, before they spotted an island with a multitude of colored foliage capped by snow. 
 
    “I believe it’s Zdevayium, but I’m not sure. I’ve seen this before. There’s a sound of birds—yes, these birds have beautiful feathers. They are familiar,” said Knode. 
 
    And there were the glass monoliths. He smiled in acknowledgment. It was an island under the rule of the Sahaynaivium council, but he still wasn’t sure if it was Zdevayium. The monolith was tall with patterned designs embedded under its surface. When the sun touched the designs on either side of the monolith, it created an inner glow, and slender colorful shadows were cast across the white sands. 
 
    “Finally we are beached. The sand feels good, and the air smells fresh.” Tenashar plopped himself on the sand and let the waves lap his feet while ignoring everyone else. 
 
    Later Tenashar walked ahead. 
 
    “What is this? I think it’s a monolith. Is this Zdevayium? Something is engraved on the glass. There’s a name here,” said Tenashar. 
 
    “It’s the custom to write the names of these islands on these proud monoliths to let seafarers know where they are if they happened to get lost,” replied Knode 
 
    “There is something interesting about these monoliths. They seem to be alive. This shouldn’t be the case,” replied Tenashar. 
 
    It was A-amar who found it fascinating. “One of us,” he said as he felt the texture of the monolith with his hands. 
 
    Tenashar started rubbing his hands over the monolith. He sensed it was more than what it appeared to be. Tenashar looked at Knode, who was standing beside him. 
 
    “If you think these monoliths are Sharzeens,” Knode seemed to read his thoughts, “Perhaps they are. This monolith drew us here.” He started studying the monolith’s shape. 
 
    “I wonder if these monoliths are some kind of guardians.” It was obvious that Marhidium hadn’t seen monoliths like these before. 
 
    Then Tenashar made the connection; these monoliths distantly resembled some of the guardians created by the Sileizan! Of course it didn’t have a face, but once when Tenashar glanced up quickly, he spotted a hint of a face—though it immediately disappeared. This time Tenashar saw a face appear, and Knode said he saw the same thing. They both pulled themselves away from the monolith. But A-amar and Una-sei remained near its side, as if it was part of their family. 
 
    Knode suggested, “We should start a fire to let some of the inhabitants of the island know we are here.” 
 
    “There is no guarantee that anyone would see this fire or even that the island is inhabited,” said Tenashar. 
 
    “Once this fire is made, the flames will gradually grow to an extreme height. Someone should see it,” replied Knode. 
 
    “Well, there hasn’t been any response from anyone. I think it’s obvious there is no one here. Knode, look over there—Jarviashar is just sitting on the beach. I sort of feel pity for her,” said Tenashar. 
 
    Tenashar saw that she wanted to believe that he was growing in affection toward her, but he only felt compassion for another human being. 
 
    Marhidium finally came to her side, because she knew what Tenashar was thinking. She sat beside Jarviashar and gazed sympathetically at the girl whose head hung down in frustration. Marhidium put her arms around Jarviashar, holding her like a mother and gazing out to sea. 
 
    The horizon was beautiful, the sun slanting toward the horizon and casting an orange- golden light that bathed Marhidium and Jarviashar in a glow that seemed more than ordinary—almost spiritual. 
 
    Knode called out to Marhidium, beckoning her to join him and Siytai. 
 
    She left Jarviashar alone. 
 
    “Siytai just returned from exploring part of the island,” Knode said as soon as she was close. “From up on the hill, he spotted another island that’s inhabited. It’s a little ways from here, but if we make for the island now, we should get there by morning. What do you think?” 
 
    Marhidium replied, “You called me here to say that? Aren’t you our leader? Just make the plans to go to the island. That child needs my comfort!” 
 
    She went back to stay with Jarviashar. Siytai smiled and shook his head. Knode called out to Tenashar to make plans for their departure from the island. There wasn’t much to do. All their belongings were already in the canoe. Jarviashar went meekly into the canoe with Marhidium. Tenashar also walked alongside. He had no feelings toward her, and she began to accept that. Tenashar sensed that her eyes said that she embraced the words of Marhidium. 
 
    Sailing around the island of Zdevayium, they made their way to the island of Uzitheda. In the darkened sky, they ate their evening meal of herbs, vegetables, and fruits of Sovazal. This gave them energy and stamina to overcome the elements of the weather and sea. In the distance, Tenashar saw the lights of a village. Everyone took heart. 
 
    Tenashar, Siytai, A-amar, and Una-sei did all the paddling without complaint. As they came closer to Uzitheda, they spotted more monoliths. Nothing else could be made out at that distance except some dwellings—there were very few near the shore. Most of them were nestled in the highly forested hills. 
 
    Knode, Marhidium, and Siytai didn’t know much about this island, just the name. The Sahaynaiviums rarely heard anything about Uzitheda. 
 
    Jarviashar didn’t want anything to do with the journey. She had turned inside of herself and had even refused to eat or drink. Tenashar ignored her, but Marhidium sat beside her—not talking, just being there for her. 
 
    Tenashar suddenly remembered the ring compass. As he looked into his bag, he saw Mushroom and Rock. It seemed that they wanted to speak with him after a long absence. After taking out the compass, he touched them both to see what they wanted. But they didn’t say anything. None of their thoughts came through either. It looked as if they weren’t ready to speak with him yet. He was disappointed that his first friends and spiritual companions hadn’t called out to him. 
 
    He aligned the inner and outer rings, which made the compass glow. At first it wasn’t clear that the glow wasn’t just a reflection of the moonlight. There were things he still had to learn. Soon he realized the light was coming from the compass. 
 
    First slowly, then with speed, Tenashar began to comprehend the use of the compass’s numbers and symbols. It navigated by thought and feeling—an art, not a technical exercise. Deep within his heart, Tenashar began to realize that the Rock and Mushroom might have transferred their spirits into the compass. He didn’t question why this may or may not have happened. 
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    chapter 20 
 
    The Shore of Uzitheda 
 
      
 
    They saw the light of the village from the other island. Before dawn, they drew near Sahaynaivium. As they got closer, people called out to them. Tenashar could make out the smiles of his people as many of them waded into the surf to help bring the canoe to the beach. They recognized the uniforms of the aeronauts, tattered as they were, and gave them an enthusiastic welcome. Some of them cheered while others patted them on the back and shoulders. The island children played and jumped around in the surf. 
 
    The moment that A-amar and Una-sei emerged from the canoe, the Sahaynaiviums seemed roused to fear and curiosity. Knode was ready to explain what they were. The villagers understood they were Sharzeen; the only reason for their fear was that they had never seen a live Sharzeen. For these people, it was only a legend. 
 
    Tenashar stood by while Knode told them of the whole ordeal—Tenashar, the Sharzeens, Veazith, Honazal, and Sovazal. With some hesitation, the Uzithedans welcomed A-amar and Una-sei. 
 
    At first, few of the children came up to them. With some hesitation, they touched the menacing creatures, expecting that they would move. When they didn’t, more children joined in and started to make a game of it. Both A-amar and Una-sei sat down on the sand, and more children came up to them to play. 
 
    A villager said, “Tenashar and Jarviashar, this our leader. His name is Calna.” 
 
    “I have found it interesting that you have come from far away. We had heard of the Sovazal, but never in recent memory did anyone from afar visit Uzitheda. And we were not aware of a people called the Senetha,” said Calna. 
 
    Calna was short and stocky with broad shoulders, long white hair, and light brown skin that was blistered and wrinkled. Calna’s narrow eyes conveyed a smile, his thin lips said the same, and Tenashar sensed that he had years of experience in being the head.  
 
    Tenashar was feeling nervous. 
 
    “I see there is a crowd gathering. Don’t worry. They are just curious. The children like you,” said Calna. 
 
    Then the young girls did the same, which made Tenashar uneasy and perhaps angry. Then the adults gave him even more of a welcome. This was the island way of accepting complete strangers. 
 
    Jarviashar wasn’t given the same welcome, because the islanders had always known about the Sovazal and already accepted them. She was generally left alone on the beach. When Marhidium saw this, she came up, grabbed her hand, and took her along. 
 
    No one was really in charge of the village because the people there lived a simple life that didn’t require any complications. These people fished for a living, like the Sovazal and the Honazal. They also farmed and crafted things. 
 
    Calna escorted Knode to a place they called the Oquitoc—a huge, open-air building made out of various metals, stone, and glass where the village gathered to talk. The roof of the Oquitoc was shaped like a turtle shell that slanted down in one direction. In a lot of ways, it looked like a giant turtle on the beach. Central pillars held it up, making it look rather like an umbrella, or an apple eaten to the core. Other smaller pillars acted as walls. The central sections of these pillars were thin, gradually widening as it reached the top and bottom. 
 
    The travelers were brought to the Oquitoc, along with all their belongings. 
 
    This was a gathering place for the people to talk about their problems. In this way, each villager was given his or her say. An Oquitoc had the same function as the Home of the Leaders in Honazal. It was just a little smaller. They were told to feel free to spread out and sleep. 
 
    Uzitheda was a quiet island compared to many communities Tenashar had encountered. Yet the same problems persisted with regard to dealing with the growing threat of the sea and land. The villagers told them that they were lucky to come on such a night when the oceans were calm. The seas had become too treacherous for the islanders to do much fishing or sailing to other islands. They had already sent emissaries to Himoicum to ask for help with this. 
 
    Many thoughts were already going through Tenashar’s mind, including how even Sahaynaivium and its beautiful islands were showing signs of becoming uninhabitable. 
 
    On a lighter side, Uzithedan hospitality was comforting. They were given food. The people came and asked about the places they visited. The Uzithedans had a special curiosity about Tenashar’s people and their ways. They wanted to know what had happened to Knode, Siytai, and Marhidium and were surprised to see only three aeronauts. They were sad and disappointed to learn that the rest of the crew had perished so far from home. 
 
    Their host, Calna, in turn spoke of rumors that were circulating throughout the islands concerning what was happening in the council. Some of its members were denying anything was wrong with the seas and lands. Others were arguing an opposite point that Honazalian ships were calling at Himoicum to speak of the same thing. He indicated that there might be records in Himoicum, the capitol of the land, that spoke of the machines or Orbs and could show why and how they were built. “The records may not exist, but we must try. And I am sure that, once they understand the problem, the Sahaynaiviums will do the same. We must contact them. We have lost communication with them for many centuries. It is now that we should go to them to talk about the oceans.” 
 
    Everyone present agreed to lend a ship to bring the Sahaynaiviums home. The head of the council said that it was important that the Sahaynaiviums leave very soon; there was no time to be lost. 
 
    Events were unrolling at a faster pace than expected. Every moment, the world was becoming less livable. 
 
    Tenashar said, “I’ve seen and heard many things in Veazith, Honazal, and Sovazal.” 
 
    “I’m relieved that we weren’t the only ones having problems with the huge Orbs that devoured things,” said Calna. 
 
    The conversations went on through the night. 
 
    Marhidium and Jarviashar fell asleep next to each other. Siytai and Knode also started to slump down into sleep. 
 
    Tenashar was the only one who stayed up to tell Calna what he had seen. Tenashar and Calna sat outside so they wouldn’t disturb the others who were sleeping. 
 
    Tenashar finally roused the rest of the group, saying, “The council is preparing to discuss many matters, and representatives from Honazal are already in Himoicum.” 
 
    The news made Knode angry at the Honazalians. “If they were coming here anyway, why didn’t they just take us directly to the capital? Did the Honazalians think my crew is beneath them?”  
 
    Tenashar assured Knode, “Understand, the Honazalian ships couldn’t have sailed directly to the Himoicum. You know this. The waters around the island have become too impassable. The Honazalian delegation must have sailed across the treacherous oceans in the shortest way. They probably never went anywhere near the northern islands. They must have either bypassed the northern islands or were brought to the island on a flying ship sent from Himoicum.” 
 
    After a long pause, Knode grudgingly accepted this. 
 
    “Even if that is true, something is happening that they don’t want us to know about,” said Tenashar. He looked at Knode. “I think that the two councils were hiding something. It’s important to make our way to Himoicum quickly, to find out what was happening.” 
 
    The canoe was ready, and Tenashar and his friends embarked with great speed. A-amar and Una-sei rowed out to sea. The children, crying and waving, came running to say farewell. 
 
    Many of the boats and canoes of the villagers were sailing alongside them, and many of the Uzithedans in their floating sea dwellings were also giving cheers of farewell. The canoe made great progress, covering a great expanse of sea and passing many islands. Many of these islands had people, but they never stopped. They just kept pushing on. 
 
    “If we keep paddling and never stop at any island, we should see Isedium in two days,” said Knode. “Once we get to Isedium, we can fly to Himoicum. The travel time will be less than a day. After that, it will be simple to procure a high-speed flying craft. I’ve heard that some of the newest flying craft are even faster than the experimental models that were in the testing stage of development when I left.” 
 
    After a day of tranquil sailing, the ocean grew extremely rough. The canoe almost capsized and sank several times. There was no time to think, because Knode and Tenashar believed that they had to get to Himoicum to meet with the council. 
 
    The sky started to darken, and the seas became a dark, murky, grayish color. It was impossible for Tenashar and the others to feel comfortable in the canoe. He started vomiting. Tenashar wasn’t experienced with the sea. He had to lie down and was constantly drenched by extremely large amounts of water. Marhidium, Siytai, Knode, and Jarviashar were more used to rough sailing, but they began to worry. They felt sorry for Tenashar, who was unable to move from the sickness. 
 
    Marhidium put his head on her lap, and Jarviashar comforted his feet by keeping them in her lap. 
 
    Siytai made fun of Tenashar. “You are fortunate to have such girls to attend you. I wish I was sick.” 
 
    Marhidium was sarcastic. “Siytai, your jealousy is one of your strongest traits. I am sure of that.” 
 
    Siytai sneered back at Marhidium, “Yes, I have many traits but jealousy is a minute. Remember, I am a great pilot, smart, and great at sarcasm compared to you. This is my power over you.” His face was half-hidden by the rains and grayish light. Upon seeing Siytai’s face, Tenashar became extremely sick. 
 
    Rain started pouring, and the canoe filled with water. It became difficult to bail out the water because the rain blinded them, and it was soaking everyone and threatening to swamp the canoe. Marhidium and Una-sei frantically scooped as much water as they could with their hands. Knode, Siytai, and A-amar were paddling as hard as they could to beat the rains. They were trying to head for a break in the clouds some distance off. But the canoe kept going off course as the large waves took it in other directions. Only with great effort with the paddles were they able to get on course, but they seemed farther from their goal. 
 
    A small island was coming up. After two hours, the canoe finally came close to the island. They decided to make for the shore to wait for the rains to subside. They avoided the sharp rocks and after constant searching spotted an inlet without rocks. The waves continued to pound on the canoe, making it difficult to navigate. So much water poured into the canoe that it was almost ready to sink when they finally got to shore. 
 
    Snatching up some provisions, they made their way to a sheltering rock, secluded on all sides with trees and foliage. They waited out the rain and storm, hating every moment it delayed them from getting to Himoicum. On the beach, A-amar and Una-sei stayed busy emptying the canoe of water and bringing the rest of the belongings into the rock shelter. 
 
    “Without these guardians, I don’t know what we would do,” Knode said, and Marhidium wholeheartedly agreed.  
 
    A-amar had begun by carrying Tenashar out of the canoe. He was lying on the floor near the fire. Tenashar felt a strange tenderness throughout his body as Siytai put a cooling palm over his forehead. This was unexpected treatment from the quiet and moody Siytai. Tenashar realized there was a lot he didn’t know about the older boy.  
 
    “So there is a warm spot in your heart,” said Tenashar. 
 
    Just as their shelter was completed, the rains subsided. It was as if something didn’t want them to continue on their journey. They all felt that if they went back to the canoe, the rains would begin again. They were also concerned that Tenashar might become ill again. 
 
    He made a motion with his hand that he was fine, so A-amar hefted him and ran for the canoe. Everyone else rapidly followed. They hoped it would not rain again. 
 
    Time had passed, and they were far out to sea as the morning light was beginning to rise. The rains resumed, even more intense than before. 
 
    Marhidium enthusiastically pointed to the horizon, where structures could be seen on an approaching island. There was no mistake. It was Isedium. 
 
    The light in the sky changed so rapidly that suddenly it became extremely dark compared to the previous day. It was difficult to tell if it actually was morning. Only bits of light came through from the sky. They had to get to the island soon, or they might end up sinking with the canoe. 
 
    A-amar and Una-sei, even with their great strength, had an extremely difficult time getting the canoe to go toward the beach. The canoe was slowing its pace, and the waves were pushing them out to sea with greater effort than before. It seemed it would be a long time before they made it to Isedium. 
 
    The canoe began to slowly sink, even as it got closer to the island. However, everyone pulled together and paddled. Even Tenashar made efforts, despite being sick. 
 
    Large boats started coming toward the canoe far in the distance. They waved at the boats, but there was no recognition. In the sky, Knode made out some flying ships. The flying ships never saw the canoe. Effort was made to signal them—but nothing. They were all discouraged, and then the canoe started going down. They had to grab onto what belongings they could, most of which were already floating around. 
 
    They were stranded in rough waters for a long while, waiting for rescue. Marhidium, Jarviashar, and Siytai kept hold of Tenashar to prevent him from drowning. They all held onto one another, but that became almost impossible as the waves got worse, and the rains came down with ferocious vengeance. 
 
    After long hours of effort and pain, a large boat finally spotted them in the distance. The crew of the boat signaled to them that they were found. Other ships and small boats came along. Tenashar was hauled into the boat first, shoved by A-amar. Jarviashar went next, and after that, Knode and Marhidium were pulled in together. 
 
    A-amar and Una-sei got into the boat last, and the boat quickly made for the shore. The other ships slowly brought up the rear as a precaution. Some of the flying ships swooped down close to the boat, and Knode waved at them with tears in his eyes. 
 
    Tenashar was too tired. He just eagerly watched the shore’s approach. The boat came to a stop at a large pier, and they were hurriedly escorted onto the pier through the pelting rains. 
 
    It was coming down so hard that Tenashar felt as if hornets were stinging him. Quickly they were led down a tunnel at the end of the pier. After a while, it gave way to an underground beach with sand and water and walled structures that resembled the insides of bones, with interlacing branches that twisted and turned in all directions. Bright sunlight seemed to be emanating from every conceivable direction as if the sand, water, and walls were giving off their own light. It reminded Tenashar of Nainashari’s underground cave. 
 
    After a long walk, they came to their destination—a large, oval structure made of glass or an unknown transparent material. There was no door or opening, yet they passed through a wall unobstructed. Once inside the structure, there was nothing—just an empty room. 
 
    They sat on the floor, as they were instructed, and some of their saved belongings were brought in, including Tenashar’s bag. 
 
    “This is strange that they brought us here. Are we prisoners?” said Tenashar. 
 
    Knode made an apology to Tenashar and Jarviashar. Even Marhidium and Siytai were bewildered why their own people treated them in such a manner. They didn’t even seem to be welcomed by the crews of the boats that had rescued them. 
 
    Knode said, “I never mentioned this to you, Tenashar, or you, Jarviashar, but these underground places, like the one we are in, are for people who have an illness. This is a place of quarantine—and also where the authorities keep prisoners. I apologize again.” 
 
    Everyone was soaked through except A-amar and Una-sei, because water just beaded and rolled off of them like from a window after a rainstorm. However, the torches kept them warm and dried their clothes. 
 
    “Knode, I’m perplexed why don’t you protest to the authorities that you’re an aeronaut,” said Tenashar. 
 
    Knode said, “I also find it strange how we are being treated. I made no protest, because I was trained as commander to bear physical and mental discomfort. But I can’t understand why this is happening.” 
 
    Tenashar, despite his sickness, asked about Knode’s home and family and suggested that such friends might help them. 
 
    Knode admitted that he was a loner. He made few friends, and his family was unavailable—his parents were long dead, his brother lived far away in Cordonihalum, and his sister, an aeronaut herself, had disappeared with her flying ship. His only family was the crew of the flying ship that went down. Tenashar understood that Knode kept the loss of Naydiacar in the back of his mind like a dam that was ready to burst. 
 
    Tenashar could see that Jarviashar also felt a bit embarrassed to hear this story. Marhidium comforted her. 
 
    “A-amar and Una-sei have powers and could break us out of here. Knode, what do you want to do?” asked Tenashar. 
 
    “I want to make this clear. We shouldn’t try to escape. We should try to find out what is going on. If the Honazal representatives are in Himoicum, why won’t the Isedium authorities say anything about them? They should know that we came from Honazal by way of Sovazal. Why is everything so secret? This is strange protocol perhaps you already have found what you needed to do,” said Marhidium. 
 
    “And what is that?” replied Tenashar. 
 
    “You say you want to bring together the many councils to solve a problem about those Orbs,” said Marhidium. 
 
    Tenashar asked, “Are you saying that I already found the answer to the problem of the Orbs? It’s possible I have found one of the answers.” 
 
    Marhidium argued with Tenashar. “Then explain the true reason.” 
 
    “Perhaps I don’t have a reason,” said Tenashar. 
 
    There was a reason for Tenashar to journey so far; it was to find answers. 
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    chapter 21 
 
    Detained Against Their Will in a Tunnel 
 
      
 
    They heard voices in the distance, from the direction of the tunnel entry. Footsteps became louder. Suddenly, before them was a group of twelve women and one man, bringing food and other items to make their stay comfortable. 
 
    Two of the women were dressed just like the aeronauts, the others in common clothing of Isedium. This clothing seemed to consist of tight leggings or trousers similar to what the aeronauts wore. Everything they wore was black with bright, multicolored stripes in all types of styles that ran across their tunics, trousers, and leggings. Most also wore a black beret with an extended frontal sun visor, also covered in the same colorful stripes. 
 
    One good thing—most of these people were smiling. 
 
    Tenashar watched with interest as the aeronauts stepped forward and spoke, “Welcome, Knode, Marhidium, and Siytai. Here are things you will need.” 
 
    Tenashar and Jarviashar were given whatever they needed. 
 
    Tenashar said, “I am not feeling well. I need help. What’s going to happen to us?” 
 
    One of the aeronauts answered, “Some of the coastal buildings and homes have been destroyed by the high waves. As a result, many people are missing. That is the reason the ships came for you. Otherwise, no one would know you were out there.” 
 
    Tenashar thought, these aeronauts are keeping something back, but what is it? 
 
    They said, “This glass structure is your home, not a prison—the walls are not barriers. All you have to do is walk through any wall, and you’ll find whatever you need.” 
 
    Days passed before the travelers heard any news, but they did not remain idle. Jarviashar and Marhidium explored the tunnel, but the entrance where they came in was now blocked. Suspicion began to grow in Tenashar’s mind. Why didn’t the Isedium authorities ask questions concerning the aeronauts’ experience and crash on the continent? 
 
    They explored the other end of the tunnel. Parts of it led deep into the mountains. Tenashar expected that this was a way to get out of the tunnel. But they soon found the landside entrance was also blocked—this one by impenetrable glass. 
 
    Their temporary home—or prison—had a staircase that led up to a tower, but any exit that way was also blocked. All they saw from this high vantage point was a daytime sky darkened like night with a continued stream of rain. Finally, they gave up trying to find a way out and went back to the place they were staying. 
 
    Several days passed in idleness and frustration. The difference between days and nights began to evaporate. It was as if each day stretched on for eternity. Their life in the glass home was not unpleasant. They had warmth, food, and water—enough to fill their needs. 
 
    Certain areas on the wall just needed to be touched, and a faucet of water would pour out. Food of every type was stored in spherical receptacles. Foliage grew all over the tunnel to make them feel comfortable. In the ceilings of the tunnel were windows that let in sunlight, although the sky was always overcast. 
 
    This was very strange. Where was the sunlight coming from? Knode knew they weren’t electrical lights, but the actual sun. They never cared to solve this mystery. It was more important for them to get out of the tunnel. They might be more comfortable than the people living outside, but they still felt it was a prison, both physically and mentally. 
 
    Many days passed before they finally saw a figure standing in half shadow and strong, angled light. The person came slowly toward them. As she got closer, they saw she was dressed in the uniform of an aeronaut. 
 
    Tenashar recognized her as one of the visitors who had brought them food and supplies. 
 
    She looked at everyone shyly and then asked how they were doing. At once, Siytai rushed forward, startling her. She pulled away, as if to run back into the darkness of the tunnel, but stopped when she recognized him. 
 
    Siytai asked her anxiously, “Why didn’t you come forward before this? 
 
    “At first I didn’t recognize you,” she replied. “Remember, I haven’t seen you in a long time.” 
 
    Tenashar watched Siytai grab her hands. 
 
    “Osinthaph! Why didn’t you tell me you were present?” he asked. 
 
    She just bowed her head, looking at the ground as if ashamed. “When I saw you, I hid myself among the shadows. I realize that I shouldn’t have. I should have acknowledged you when we first arrived.” 
 
    Still as statues, they stared at each other for a few moments that seemed like centuries. 
 
    Jarviashar wished the same for herself, yet she continued to remain silent. 
 
    Tenashar had realized that Siytai and Osinthaph had been together in the past, but the harmony between lovers had fallen to pieces long before he met either Knode or Marhidium. 
 
    He learned how Siytai felt having no family. “I am an adopted Veazith. I had nothing to offer you, Osinthaph.” 
 
    “You didn’t realize that none of this mattered to me. Your quiet hidden compassion made me feel secure and warm around you, despite your gruff exterior,” said Osinthaph. 
 
    “But remember your family didn’t approve of me because I had no family. Family clans are very important to Sahaynaiviums,” said Siytai. 
 
    Tenashar understood that none of these considerations stopped these two from caring for each other. Their stubbornness made them unwilling to conform to tradition. 
 
    “Siytai, with you by my side, we could start a new clan and family,” said Osinthaph. 
 
    Osinthaph explained to Knode, “They put you into this tunnel for protection. It was also a way to keep you from going to the council in Himoicum.” 
 
    Tenashar noticed that she could not stop her eyes from sliding sideways to Siytai while she spoke to Knode and the rest of the group. 
 
    “Can we talk with someone?” Tenashar said. 
 
    Osinthaph didn’t answer his question; she just continued the conversation with Knode. She explained it was true that floods destroyed homes and many people perished, but a massive group of citizens were managing to clean up and rebuild. It sounded like she didn’t know anything vital—the authorities were keeping their silence. 
 
    Tenashar was relieved that there was no apparent deception on Osinthaph’s part or that of any other visiting aeronauts. 
 
    She finally looked at Tenashar and asked who he was. Knode introduced him as a member of the Senetha people who resided far to the west. She studied Tenashar from head to toe, smiled, and said she had heard of his people. “I’ve seen such people before and read about them. How interesting. So your people are called the Senetha. Like a drawing came to life from the very ancient books.” Sahaynaiviums used light tablets; much like those Tenashar had seen. 
 
    Jarviashar asked, “You know about the Senetha?” 
 
    “Long ago, our people journeyed to your continent at regular intervals, but that unfortunately was halted,” Osinthaph replied. “That didn’t stop an occasional Senetha from visiting us.” She went on to say that in recent times a member of the Senetha tribe came to the islands, braving the treacherous oceans. 
 
    She concluded, “It was written with praise that a seeker of knowledge they called an Aura-Laei-i came to these islands, and that he brought joy to the people through his great wisdom. However, the authorities had only disdain for and fear of his presence.” 
 
    Tenashar was embraced by wonder and awe. 
 
    “So Tenashar is the second Senetha to come here?” said Jarviashar. 
 
    “It is recorded how other people from Senetha and the continent once came and went regularly from our islands, generations ago,” said Osinthaph. “This man I spoke of, that once came to Sahaynaivium, was considered the last Aura-Laei-i to visit us—until Tenashar arrived.” 
 
    Tenashar felt the others eyeing him. They appeared surprised. 
 
    “You have not been idle from your studies. I think it’s because I was away.” Siytai meant well, but his words sounded sarcastic. 
 
    “Don’t be ignorant, Siytai! Remember it’s an aeronaut’s virtue to study. You have no idea what things are about,” said Marhidium. 
 
    Siytai smiled and shook his head, and Tenashar laughed as Marhidium gritted her teeth and scowled. 
 
    “Something is going on up above, something we aren’t supposed to know about,” said Osinthaph. 
 
    “Clearly the flood is only an excuse to keep us here! Perhaps one of the councils—either Honazal or Himoicum—is determined to keep us from finding out what is happening. Why haven’t we been given a place in the Hall of Aeronauts? The accommodations there are so much better!” said Knode. 
 
    When he quieted, Osinthaph said, “The Hall was partly flooded by the ocean the last time I saw it. There’s no sense in talking about the Hall. We can’t put you up there.” 
 
    “If it is true that Isedium is having problems, we should depart for Himoicum right away. Does this sound reasonable to everyone?” said Knode. 
 
    Tenashar asked a question no one else thought of. “Where is our canoe? Is it gone?” 
 
    “If they can’t find the canoe, we can fly to Himoicum.” Marhidium looked at Jarviashar and smiled. “Wouldn’t you like that?” 
 
    “Yes! Since I was a little girl, I’ve always had the desire to fly somewhere!” Jarviashar said. 
 
    Knode asked Osinthaph if there was a way out of the tunnel. She pointed to a passage near the entrance. “There once was a hidden stair. I don’t know if it’s still there, but it goes all the way to the upper levels.” 
 
    Osinthaph led the way. “Once we are clear, there should be a flying ship to take us to Himoicum. I arranged this ahead of time, knowing that some of the other aeronauts—aeronauts I can trust—are on my side.” 
 
    As A-amar and Una-sei walked out of the shadows, Osinthaph was startled. She stepped back with wide eyes. They had kept in the darkness within the tunnel, bringing up the rear and keeping a watchful eye on everyone. 
 
    “I assure you, they won’t harm you,” Tenashar said. 
 
    “I shouldn’t be surprised—once one old legend comes to life, why not another? Yet I am amazed,” replied Osinthaph. “I always thought the Sharzeens were no longer in this world. I’ve seen some on other islands in a sleeping state. But none of them were alive!” She brushed this aside. “I think we should hurry now; the authorities might know where we are.” 
 
    Tenashar and all the others picked up their things. 
 
    She assured them that the flying ship was well supplied with provisions. The only thing they needed to bring along was Tenashar’s bag holding his secret companions. 
 
    Quickly they ran to the entrance she indicated, where a door was barely discernible. Siytai pushed at it, but it didn’t open. The different portals had security locks of all types. In some, a person had to put their right arm in upward, and in others they had to think certain thoughts. When Siytai used his hands extended, he couldn’t pass. He only passed through with hands at his side walking in a normal manner. Osinthaph told him to just pass through. He did and found himself on the other side. Once everyone was through, they climbed a few stairs and came into a large tunnel with carved patterns on its walls. 
 
    The patterns were difficult to see, for the lighting was confusing—strong in one area and poor in the next. Each design was of a different color, because the light cast beautiful combinations with the colorful incised and relief patterns. 
 
    The aeronauts understood the functions of the tunnels—they were a form of shelter from the elements and fury of nature. 
 
    Osinthaph explained that they were homes that were no longer used. “Like where you were back at the tunnel. Who knows what’s in them now; they haven’t been open for years.” 
 
    Tenashar said, “My heart is fluttering, and my skin shivering. And I’m imagining all kinds of monsters lurking around in the empty homes.” 
 
    Marhidium assured him that with A-amar and Una-sei, there was nothing to fear. 
 
    Another use for the tunnel was for aeronauts and sailors to get to their assigned vessels. So the seemingly strange patterns were instructions in Sahaynaivium. 
 
    They finally reached a section of the tunnel that was clearly an entrance. They found themselves in the cool mountain breezes and inhaled the smell of fresh water. They could hear the voice of the ocean, together with the sound of birds and swaying foliage. 
 
    But thick metal bars—shiny and ornate—blocked their exit. The bars were artfully arranged and curved in circular, triangular, and straight lines. Beams of sunlight hit the surface. It was plain that they could go no further—this was just another prison for them. 
 
    A-amar tried to pull the bars away, but they didn’t even bend. Then Una-sei joined him, and they both pulled, and still nothing happened. 
 
    Knode and Osinthaph could see that the bars were made of Holmium, a type of alloy devised by the Sahaynaivium engineers. Holmium was ten to twenty times the strength of diamond. A-amar’s pride wouldn’t allow him to accept this, so he continued to try. Tenashar tried to get him to stop. 
 
    “Is there anything to be done?” Knode pondered. “One of my crew members told me once that these kinds of bars have to be touched a certain way to open them.” 
 
    “Yes, there is a code that should open these bars,” replied Osinthaph after a long silence. “But that secret is not easily uncovered.” She lightly touched the bars. A glistening rainbow of colors traveled across the surface. She started making signs with her fingers, as if casting a spell. The signs represented a key that a light beam would recognize, causing it to open the bars. Nothing happened. 
 
    Tenashar recalled that Nainashari secretly used similar finger and hand gestures. 
 
    Nothing worked, so in defeat, Osinthaph backed away from the bars embedded into the wall of the tunnel and called out to A-amar and Una-sei. “I don’t know the combination to release these bars and permit us through. Go ahead and rip the bars out.” 
 
    A-amar and Una-sei did just that, slowly dislodging the bars from their position. Parts of the tunnel began to crumble. A-amar hit part of the wall with a force of a wrecking ball, shattering most of the entranceway and crumpling all the bars. 
 
    “A-amar, why didn’t you do this before? A lot of time could have been saved!” Tenashar said. 
 
    “We didn’t want to offend Osinthaph. Or Knode. We thought that this tunnel might be sacred to their people,” replied A-amar. 
 
    Osinthaph and Siytai laughed. Knode and Marhidium smiled in amusement. 
 
    “I am sorry for the confusion!” Osinthaph said, still smiling. “This tunnel is of no importance. It’s just a tunnel, nothing else. I know it was my finger gestures that made you think something else. And I had to give you permission to use your great strength.” Tenashar knew that Sharzeens were guardians and servants and couldn’t destroy things unless told to. 
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    chapter 22 
 
    Freedom and Serenity in the Mountains 
 
      
 
    Now they were out in the open, in the comfort and serenity of the mountain forests, rivers, and waterfalls. 
 
    The Ifathulai flowers—a type of flower that lights up at night—were blooming everywhere. In the daytime, the flowers turned a silvery, whitish-blue color that stood out. Tenashar remembered Knode talking about such a flower. Jarviashar picked one and gave it to him. With acceptance, Tenashar smiled at her. 
 
    The noise of snapping twigs could be heard in the distance, coming close very fast. From behind a thick growth of vines, two aeronauts appeared. Tenashar recognized the female as one of those who came into the tunnel to bring them provisions. The other was a male he hadn’t seen before—handsome and younger than most of the aeronauts Tenashar had seen so far. 
 
    The two aeronauts beckoned Osinthaph to come and speak with them. 
 
    While she was conversing with them, Tenashar looked around, noting the flower birds Knode had described. He had never guessed how beautiful they actually were. Tenashar’s feelings grew more distant, and he thought of his past—the past often hurt him. 
 
    “Your thoughts are deep. What’s wrong?” Jarviashar gently asked. 
 
    Tenashar made no reply. 
 
    Osinthaph came back with news. A flying ship was available for their use. But the time wasn’t ripe yet for takeoff. If they wanted to remain hidden from the authorities, the best time for the ship to depart would be at night. 
 
    Tenashar felt it was the right time to stay in the mountains for a while—meaning that the legends of Isedium would come to life, and he would be one of the few people from Senetha to see it. 
 
    The two aeronauts were ordered by Osinthaph to temporarily hide in the thick forest and to guard the flying ship. 
 
    Tenashar, along with the others, explored the surrounding area. Eventually they walked up to what appeared to be a flat slab of smooth stone, similar to the monoliths. But these monoliths were overgrown by vines of many colors that made them look like something to be worshiped. 
 
    They found a high lookout point for observation—a good spot to watch for anyone approaching their hiding place. Everyone looked down from this secure vantage point, surrounded and covered by the deep flowers and leaves. These flowers started to glow as twilight advanced. At the tunnel entrance, A-amar and Una-sei stood guard. 
 
    Tenashar did not like the secrecy of their temporary stay in the forest. It was a great disappointment that the leaders of Isedium didn’t turn out to welcome them. 
 
    Sometimes Tenashar and the others thought of accusing Seveaha or Leineha of misdirecting them to the north. “Why didn’t the Sovazal leaders order a ship to send us directly to Isedium?” said Tenashar. 
 
    “It could be possible that we were deceived,” replied Jarviashar. 
 
    Knode looked at everyone. “It’s very strange that everyone is having the same thoughts, without knowing what the others were thinking.” 
 
    “Perhaps it’s the magic of the mountains that caused us to have the same thoughts, or perhaps we were unconsciously talking to one another,” said Marhidium. 
 
    The sky began to turn a deep blue. The flower birds with their bright, glowing plumage flew in great numbers across the horizon, as if someone tossed a large number of flowers up into the night sky. The people of Isedium called these special birds Saijezif. The Saijezif made calls that sounded like music—music so beautiful that all of Isedium looked forward to hearing the songs. In fact, the scholars and scientists of Isedium recorded the music of these Saijezif. 
 
    All around them, the glowing flowers began to show a parade of color that was a delight. As usual, Siytai took no notice. Tenashar understood Jarviashar’s enthusiasm for the flowers, for he had seen these flowers many times before. He sarcastically reminded them that the flowers were poisonous. 
 
    Marhidium gave Siytai an equally sarcastic face, saying all one needed to do was look at the flowers—not eat them. Looks and gestures shot back and forth between Marhidium and Siytai that were so funny that Marhidium couldn’t stop laughing. Tenashar and Jarviashar laughed even more. It seemed that everyone had gone insane. 
 
    Amidst the fun, the two aeronauts returned to tell them it was time to leave. As they left for the ship, A-amar and Una-sei came from behind to guard everyone. They went walking as fast as they could. Tenashar thought for a moment that he caught a glimpse of a figure and was worried someone had found them, but it turned out the figure wasn’t human—instead it was sculptured of stone with glowing eyes, hidden within the dense forest canopy. 
 
    “I saw this thing in the forest back there. It was a sculpture with glowing eyes. It was kind of squat with an almost cone shaped head. Marhidium, are such images common in Isedium?” Tenashar asked as they hurried along. 
 
    “I am not sure about the images. I’ve always heard such things were rare,” Marhidium responded. 
 
    The images reminded Tenashar of the Sileizan forest. 
 
    Finally they reached the end of a confused tangle of vines, branches, and leaves. In a small clearing, a flying ship sat alone. It was smaller than the one Knode commanded and had none of the wing like sails. It had a smooth arrow-shaped body. 
 
    On the back of the craft sat the propulsive exhaust engine that drove the ship forward—like a transparent, smoke-colored, upside-down bowl. The color reminded Tenashar of the monoliths. The Sahaynaiviums had somehow mastered a form of levitation. Ship’s engines used electromagnetic energy or antigravity of some sort. 
 
    They all hurriedly climbed into this beautiful flying ship. As they entered, an invisible door opened. Once inside, the two aeronauts went to the pilots’ cabin. They 
 
    Put them in the seat of command and made ready for takeoff. 
 
    Marhidium instructed everyone in the procedure of what to do when flying—everyone but Siytai, who she knew was a skilled flier. 
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    chapter 23 
 
    Flight to the Capital 
 
      
 
    The ship started to lift off. Tenashar, looking out of the window, was staring down at the mountain and its forests with all the glowing flowers. It was a wonderful sight—like the stars of the night, but in a glowing multitude of colors. Added to this, the lamps that shined in the homes and buildings on the distant ground below made the view even more spectacular. These manmade embers of light, side by side with the natural glowing flowers, brought warmth to his soul. 
 
    Tenashar found that traveling on a flying ship was similar to sailing on a ship at sea. Tenashar found the experience of lift-off not that different from sailing in rough weather in a Honazalian ship—though there was a greater sensation within his stomach. He overcame this minor problem without much difficulty. Marhidium looked after Tenashar with the concern of an older sister. 
 
    Tenashar of course could not take his eyes off Marhidium. She seemed to be deep in thought. He wondered if she was thinking about the other aeronauts who died on the continent. 
 
    The ship was suddenly hit by some turbulence that tossed it sideways as it raced through the sky above the tiny islands below. The turbulence gradually subsided, and the air was smooth again. Tenashar relaxed and saw that the islands below looked like steppingstones on their way to Himoicum. He continued to stare in fascination at the islands below with their lighted homes and flowers. Eventually the flowers and their lights faded as the flying ship headed south, replaced by other less exciting species of flowers. 
 
    Tenashar’s excitement peaked again as he observed the beautiful ocean unfold below. The seas were glowing a phosphorous deep green, and mysterious beams of lights that shot up from various islands clearly showed the ingenuity of the Sahaynaivium people. The ship flew over many other islands, and Tenashar found each one of them to be unique. 
 
    Marhidium told Tenashar that the primary function of this type of flying craft was speed. It was used to get to a destination in a small amount of time. Even before dawn, the ship started descending. Tenashar felt a new sensation as the ship made a sharp decline. Night was rapidly fading, and the ship slowed and then leveled off into a low angle and continued straight ahead. Finally, with a slow hovering descent, it landed. 
 
    The island was almost void of vegetation. Only high sand dunes and huge boulders hid the flying ship from curious eyes. Sunrise greeted their arrival. The sky was clear here, but down the incline of the hill below them, Tenashar could make out clouds. It was obvious the ship had landed on a high mountain, or perhaps a dormant volcano. This dome-shaped volcano was made of red sand. It was one of the most beautiful sights the Sahaynaivium islands could offer a visiting traveler. 
 
    Tenashar looked at the cloudless sky, which made him feel that he was still flying. The pilots were the first to get up and put the ship in order so that they could help the other crewmembers. Tenashar wanted to be the first to step into the new landscape. Marhidium, Siytai, and the young male aeronaut assisted the others with their seatbelts and other procedures. 
 
    A-amar and Una-sei walked out of the door of the ship and were the first to get onto solid ground. Tenashar realized that they didn’t care for the flight—which amused Jarviashar when he mentioned it. A-amar looked away in mock anger, trying to disguise his embarrassment. Jarviashar and Marhidium just looked at each other and laughed. Siytai’s eyes widened with an unaccustomed smile. 
 
    The whole mountaintop was a wide expanse of deep red sand, as if painted by an artist. There were also some areas of black sand and larger volcanic rock and ash. 
 
    “This place reminds me of the desert world where I met Cadica.” Tears came to Tenashar’s eyes as he remembered the beautiful desert world where he had once lived. 
 
    Some of the fading stars were still out, barely visible as the sky gradually lit with the coming day. It was still cool, but the sun would become strong as the day progressed. 
 
    “Whoever is trying to stop us will never look here. This island Otal is mainly uninhabited. The authorities shouldn’t find us here. We need to evade them so we can travel to Himoicum without being detected. Then we can find the real reason for their secrecy,” said Osinthaph. 
 
    “You’re saying we are hiding here?” said Tenashar. 
 
    “True. When the authorities are searching somewhere else, we’ll leave for Himoicum. Then we’ll find the truth without the interference of the authorities,” said Osinthaph. 
 
    “We should plan and discuss what to do next. Let’s get going.” Tenashar believed that everything was still unresolved and that getting to Himoicum was imperative. “How will we get down from the mountain and travel to the other islands without using the flying ship?” 
 
    “Have no worries.” Knode smiled. “Our ship can travel at any altitude. We can fly very low, close to the water, and land as the ship approaches Himoicum. The flying ship can float on water. It’s designed very well.” 
 
    If Marhidium didn’t stop Knode from talking, he would go on forever. “Enough, Knode!” 
 
    Knode nodded his head, realizing that he talked too much. 
 
    Tenashar paid no attention and went to the side of the volcano. He picked up some volcanic sand. It glistened in the now bright sun like tiny diamonds as he threw down the sand, his attention went to the edge of the volcano, and he looked down over the clouds far below. 
 
    “Hey, Tenashar, keep away from the rim of the volcano—otherwise you might fall,” Knode called. “The sides of the volcano can be unstable, and some of the edges suddenly crack and break off.” 
 
    Tenashar was being hit by silent, implied questions that he couldn’t hope to answer. He was so confused by all the rumors he heard from the corrupt council. He had no idea what was to be done with the Orbs. 
 
    The young male aeronaut, Betaqal, was scarcely out of his teens. He said that his parents often told him, “The eating spheres will gather to envelop the world within their bodies, and all living things upon the earth will be their prisoners. Humans will then have to live in the bodies of the Orbs.” 
 
    Tenashar believed that this explanation about the Orbs wasn’t too far from the truth. For Nainashari had hinted that the Orbs, or “eaters of everything,” were actually spherical worlds that had gone astray or crazy. Knode theorized that the Orbs were once machines controlled by humans. 
 
    Tenashar recalled that the transparent rocks, spherical worlds, and Sharzeens were all similar in some way, or even related. They were certainly transparent. That was one thing they all had in common. For Tenashar, things started to come together like a puzzle that slowly was revealing a forbidden image. 
 
    He wondered if the learned scholars and scientists of Sahaynaivium and Honazal were somehow responsible and were even now trying to hide their error behind silent thoughts and voices. Or could the Orbs have come from another world? Had Cadica and Ilaythesia made a mistake in thinking that the Orbs had made the world a desert? Or was their world inside one of the Orbs? 
 
    Then a sudden flash of an image grew in Tenashar’s mind. Osinthaph stared at him as if she knew what he was thinking. “Tenashar, tell them what you just saw. I think they would like to know.” 
 
    “I saw a small dwarflike being inside of a sphere, working controls that looked similar to those of the flying ship. It was as if an embryo was controlling the world! Was it some type of symbol, or was it real?” 
 
    Then Thitwa, the other aeronaut, spoke up. “I heard similar stories from the people on the streets of Isedium about the Orbs. They said that something like a baby was controlling them.” 
 
    Knode dismissed the story as nonsense. But Marhidium challenged Knode to come up with a more rational thought or explanation. He admitted that he couldn’t. She looked at him with disdain. Siytai only shook his head, accompanied by his normal sarcastic sneer. 
 
    Betaqal chimed in. “One possibility is always that the planet is simply changing like it has done before, and the Orbs are imaginary.” 
 
    “I do not believe that the Orbs are imaginary. Seveaha talked about the Orbs, and her words were accompanied by a deep sadness and bitter feelings. If the Orbs were imaginary, how could they conjure up such feelings of fear?” said Knode. 
 
    “And I have seen them and the devastation they leave behind,” Tenashar insisted. 
 
    Marhidium and Knode believed what Tenashar said about the Orbs. 
 
    “Deep down in my heart, I feel that you are speaking the truth about the Orbs, no matter how strange and unscientific this story sounds,” said Knode. 
 
    “Everyone is wasting time just standing around and talking about the Orbs. Everyone has agreed we should continue to Himoicum,” said Osinthaph. 
 
    Tenashar didn’t want to leave the volcano because there was something about the crater that left a restless feeling in his heart. This feeling may have had something to do with the rumbling and tremors deep within the volcano or how the surrounding area reminded him of the desert world. 
 
    Marhidium warned Tenashar not to be drawn in by its beauty. “The volcano has a strange effect upon people. It seems to draw them to the rim of the crater with its beauty. Once they are grabbed, the volcano doesn’t let go, and they fall in. The souls of these unfortunate people remain as the volcano’s companions for all eternity.” 
 
    Tenashar quickly ran toward the ship after Marhidium told the stories about the volcano. 
 
    Once everyone was on board, the flying ship lifted off into the sky and made an abrupt turn eastward. Then it descended toward the ocean and flew only a few feet above the water. It was just like sailing on the ocean’s surface. Jarviashar felt at home as if she was sailing on the sea again. Soon there was some midday fog that was all around the ship as it headed eastward instead of south. 
 
    Why was the ship going eastward? Tenashar believed that the fastest way was to head south to Himoicum. “What’s the reason for heading east?” he asked anxiously. Marhidium looked back at him. “You know the direction.” Tenashar put the compass in front of her eyes. 
 
    “Tenashar, you still surprise me with your wisdom. I think you know where we are going. But stay quiet and don’t ask me more. You’ll find out the reason later. Be silent.” She gave him a stern look. 
 
    He stared with wide eyes at Marhidium as she brushed him off this way. He sat back on the seat, continuing to stare at the compass. After a while, he let the compass speak to him. 
 
    Marhidium remained quiet. 
 
    As the flying ship headed east, Tenashar started thinking about some issues that were bothering him. What were the Sahaynaivium authorities doing? Were the authorities truly trying to keep the flying ship from reaching Himoicum? I wonder if they were trying to hide something from the people of Sahaynaivium. What were they searching for? Was it a deep, unanswered question about Cashmakil? Were the scholars and council members of Sahaynaivium trying to discover the secrets of Cashmakil’s technology? And who were the people of Cashmakil? My father knew a lot about these ancient people, but there was still a lot to learn. Was Cashmakil a civilization that flourished before all other cultures? Did that culture give birth to all the peoples of the world today? 
 
    Perhaps they were trying to search for some living thing or machine left by the ancient civilization. There was very little that survived from that culture. Cashmakil had flourished over five million years ago. 
 
    Tenashar was aware that Jarviashar wasn’t fulfilling her intended role as guide, and this made her guilt grow stronger until it overwhelmed her. She pulled back into her shell, excluding everyone around her except Marhidium. It was clear to Tenashar that she would have to walk alone until she discovered what she was doing to herself. Tenashar knew that her infatuation was going nowhere. 
 
    There was silence in the flying ship as it continued to fly eastward. 
 
    A sudden jolt came as the ship turned southeast. Then another, harder jolt made almost everyone tumble from their seats. A large shadow overtook the flying ship, covering it and then pacing its progress. 
 
    Knode, Thitwa, and Betaqal, sitting in the pilots’ cabin, saw two similar-looking flying ships suddenly appear—one on either side of them. These flying ships were much larger and were trying to force them to fly south on a straight course. Obviously the Sahaynaivium authorities had found them. 
 
    “It’s best that we comply with the wishes of the authorities. We should follow the ships to Himoicum. We should not hide anymore,” said Knode. 
 
    As they approached the island, Jarviashar and Tenashar saw for the first time the clouds and rainbows of Cordonihalalum in the distance. The island seemed extremely vast and interesting, but the flying ship picked up speed, and Cordonihalalum quickly faded into nothing behind them. 
 
    Soon the ship passed the small, uninteresting mountains of numerous other islands. 
 
    Then the mountains and giant structures of Himoicum came into view. Many of the buildings were so tall that they reached toward the clouds. This was something Tenashar wasn’t prepared for—buildings so tall that he could scarcely imagine what he was seeing. It was beyond anything Tenashar could have imagined in his dreams. He couldn’t believe that human beings were capable of building such giant structures. To him it was something only the gods could build. 
 
    Knode had spoken of the giant buildings of Himoicum; Tenashar merely hadn’t believed it. He called these buildings sky dwellings, because no other words could describe them. Just one of the buildings could house all the people of Senetha. 
 
    Sovazalian parents often told their children stories of the legendary buildings of Himoicum, yet even Jarviashar wasn’t prepared for what she saw. 
 
    Each building had its own individual shape and function. Some of the buildings were said to be special places—for instance, where the whole community could gather and have fun. 
 
    There was a building the Himoicum called the Sinqualna. It looked like a tall, thin cone steadily tapering to a point as it reached toward the skies above. On the lowest level, there was a huge, flat, rounded platform that had its own environment—complete with hills, forests, lakes, and dwellings. Going up, the platforms gradually became smaller. The smallest environment was at the top of the building. All the environments were protected from the outside elements by thick sheets of transparent metal. 
 
    What amazed Tenashar about this particular building was that the design patterns on the transparent sheets were similar to those he had seen in the Sileizan forest. 
 
    Tenashar and Jarviashar did not find as much beauty in the other buildings in the city. Some of the buildings looked as if they had been slapped together, with cones, cubes, and spheres haphazardly rising in an ugly, towering monstrosity into the sky. The lower half of these buildings resembled an organic material that looked like putty. Most of the buildings were made of transparent metal. 
 
    Tenashar found the beautifully entwining patterns scribed on the buildings the only part that he wanted to look at. He also observed that on the higher levels, each building became less irregular. The buildings became orderly mathematical shapes inspired by cubes and spheres. It looked much less messy. 
 
    Every building in the city seemed to compete with one another as to which could be the tallest and have supremacy over the skyline. Despite the tall, triangular buildings that frightened him, this was a dream that Tenashar did not want to wake up from. Everywhere he looked in Himoicum, there were wonders that he had never seen before. 
 
    As Tenashar’s mind wandered through the maze of buildings, he remembered what Nainashari once said. “Why be amazed? These things are nothing. Just be content that all things built by human beings crumble into dust and are never seen by those who come afterward.” 
 
    Those words of Nainashari had deep meaning. Nainashari was saying that words that are spoken with happiness and compassion are the only thing that survives the centuries. Tenashar remembered that Cashmakil was now fragmented and covered over by forest. He didn’t have to fear Himoicum. 
 
    Marhidium came and sat beside Tenashar for a moment. “Impressive,” she said, “but they are of no importance. They are just status symbols of the great people of the islands. In Himoicum, buildings have always been destroyed to make way for new buildings.” Tenashar looked at Marhidium as she spoke. “Tenashar, if you wish to understand more about Cashmakil, I think you should ask Osinthaph or Knode. Perhaps Knode is the better teacher.” Marhidium then fell silent. 
 
    Passing the great structures, their flying ship was forced to land on a large expanse of metal stretching endlessly toward the horizon—obviously a landing port for flying ships. 
 
    The flying ship had barely touched the ground before several cylinders started rising up from the surface of the landing port, on either side of the ship. The cylinders eventually formed into a cage, imprisoning the ship. Knode urged everyone to disembark slowly. Tenashar wasn’t sure what would happen as he came out of the ship. 
 
    When Tenashar peered out of the window, he saw warriors lined up on all sides of the ship. He had never seen warriors like these before. The strange warriors were dressed in tight-fitting clothes that looked metallic, like armor. This armor was so shiny that it reflected various tones of dark green and blue from the surrounding environment. 
 
    The armor was composed of three elements. The warrior’s upper chest was protected by a white top piece. Then there was a second piece that covered the middle of the body, and a third, lower part that reached down to guard the warrior’s groin and upper thigh. Their arms and legs were also armored, and their hands encased in gloves. 
 
    The helmets had a transparent visor that resembled a bird’s beak and an extension that covered the back of the head and ears. At the neck, there were several circular, inner collars that covered the throat and shoulders. 
 
    Each warrior carried several weapons with different functions. One appeared to be a sheathed sword or a long knife. Another weapon was a curved blade that was attached and held by a cord that connected onto a holder around the warrior’s waist. Strung across their shoulders with a strap was an elongated rifle designed to fire deadly small-sized missiles at a great distance. 
 
    Tenashar recognized this last weapon, or at least thought he remembered Nainashari once describing such a thing. Now, for the first time, he saw the actual weapon. Other attachments the warriors carried were unfamiliar to Tenashar. 
 
    Jarviashar hadn’t seen warriors like these before in Honazal and Sovazal, citizens armed with a simpler version of the rifles the Sahaynaiviums were carrying. Fear quickly went through her body, making her quiver. 
 
    Knode was the first to step out of the ship. “The warriors are not moving. Look, someone is stepping out from behind the line of those warriors. He’s walking toward me. This man is a member of the council and an aeronaut. He’s coming out to greet me.” Knode finally relaxed and smiled. 
 
    This was Knode’s friend and cousin Hedariad. In the manner of Himoicum customs, they cupped their palms and overlapped them together in an embraced formal greeting. A similar salutation was used in Honazal. For Knode, the tension subsided. 
 
    Knode and Hedariad concluded their formality. In the far distance, Tenashar saw a figure dressed in the clothes of the Sahaynaivium council—a black tunic and trousers that resembled the armor of the warriors. On the dark clothes were patterns of bright pink and light blue. A shawl was draped across the man’s left shoulder, bright colors of yellow and orange-brown—an indication of a high office of the upper council. 
 
    “I want to apologize, Tenashar,” Marhidium muttered to him. “Guests are never met by the military. This is very unusual.” 
 
    Tenashar started to believe that there was some great mistake, because the Sovazal and Honazal were distantly yet culturally close to the Sahaynaiviums. In centuries past, there had been great trade between the continent and the islands. 
 
    Marhidium expected this type of greeting, but she did not suspect the reason. Siytai pressed her for reasons. “I want answers. What’s going on? Why are we being treated like this?” 
 
    Marhidium said, “Stop this and calm down.” 
 
    “You must realize that Osinthaph is hiding something,” replied Siytai. 
 
    “She knows nothing; you can see that from her face,” Marhidium reasoned. “Or are you blind to compassion? What is wrong with you? She’s not the one to pick on!” 
 
    “Oh, I think she has the answers. But she is with them!” Siytai kicked the cabin window in anger and walked to the front of the ship. 
 
    “Your world is small, Siytai, very small. And your mind is the same. Pour some water on your head and cultivate some sense!” Marhidium called to him. 
 
    Marhidium was upset by the incident with Siytai. It was Marhidium’s turn to hold Osinthaph and comfort her. They sat alone together. 
 
    All this time, A-amar and Una-sei had remained still and so quiet that Tenashar completely forgot about them. A thought occurred to Tenashar—the Sharzeens could push the warriors out of the way by force of strength. But he wasn’t too sure how A-amar would stand up to missiles if they were shot at him. 
 
    He should have asked Nainashari, Ilaythesia, or Cadica more about Sharzeens. But Sahaynaiviums were somewhat familiar with Sharzeens and perhaps understood the legends and their origins. Maybe these weapons could destroy A-amar and Una-sei. 
 
    Tenashar glanced at Osinthaph and knew what she was thinking about the weapons. “Sharzeens are not impervious to these weapons. The ones these warriors carry are newly developed. I’ve heard of them, but this is the first time I have seen them. I hope never to see these weapons used on anyone. They are extremely deadly.” 
 
    Tenashar thanked her. 
 
    In her heart, Osinthaph saw a developing friendship. 
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    chapter 24 
 
    A Strange Welcome from the Sahaynaivium Authorities 
 
      
 
    The warriors started melting away, leaving only Knode and Hedariad on the huge expanse of the landing port. The “Heavenly Port,” as it was called, was quiet. It was strange that no other ships were docked or landing. 
 
    Knode signaled to the others to come out. As they put their feet onto the ground, they felt the heat that the metallic Heavenly Port gave off. Then a hidden cylinder slowly rose near Knode. Hedariad pressed a button on a control panel, and suddenly, transparent metal that resembled glass appeared under them and cooled them off. 
 
    Tenashar was awed as they were relieved of the heat. 
 
    Hedariad welcomed them with palms cupped, pointing heavenward. Knode then introduced his friends one by one. 
 
    Hedariad took particular interest in Tenashar and Jarviashar because they were from an unfamiliar part of the world. He was interested in exotic people. 
 
    Tenashar and Jarviashar didn’t think of themselves as exotic people. The councilor took more interest in Jarviashar, particularly after finding out that her father, Leineha, was a senior member of the Honazal council. Leineha was known in Himoicum. 
 
    This created a false note in Tenashar’s ear. What was happening to him? What were Hedariad’s intentions? Yet he tried to trust him because he was Knode’s cousin. He knew Knode to be a compassionate man who wouldn’t want to consciously do anything that would discomfort other people. Tenashar was clearly disappointed by the warriors surrounding the flying ship, and at the Himoicum council for not telling them what was actually happening. 
 
    As they walked off the port and onto a ground of concrete and tile, Tenashar felt relieved. 
 
    It was the magnetic force of the landing port that made many people uneasy. 
 
    But the comfort that Tenashar felt didn’t remain for long—a figure was approaching. 
 
    This figure had imposing broad shoulders and appeared to be athletic. He had a wide, square face with a beard and no mustache. His short, dark hair was arranged in front of his face, with braids styled in ringlets at the back. 
 
    Tenashar sensed something unstable or uneasy about this person. 
 
    Hedariad stood straight. “Please may I introduce an important guest, Feiadysium Ohjaqadol.”? 
 
    “This man looks imposing,” said Tenashar. 
 
    The newcomer smiled at them. 
 
    “There is something artificial about this Feiadysium,” said Tenashar. 
 
    “I know what you are saying,” said Knode. 
 
    If Feiadysium sensed their uneasiness, he never showed it. 
 
    Feiadysium turned to the rest of the group. “Welcome. Be contained by the oceans and light. Follow me,” he said, and he led them to the top of a wide stair that stretched in all directions as far as they could see. 
 
    Feiadysium walked down the stairs. The others followed. The stairs were decorated like so much of the architecture of Himoicum—some with designs similar to those seen in Honazal. The steps were lined with huge, abstract sculptures that Tenashar sensed represented stories of history or mythology in Sahaynaivium culture. Yet for Tenashar, the environment seemed sterile compared to Honazal. 
 
    Tenashar whispered to Jarviashar. “Feiadysium and Hedariad don’t seem to be paying any attention to A-amar and Una-sei. Are they so normal here? And there are hardly any people walking the streets; I thought it would be crowded.” 
 
    There was something metallic about Feiadysium’s personality. Tenashar was about to say something about him, but Marhidium silenced him with a look. 
 
    Who was this strange man named Feiadysium? Tenashar knew that he was part of the upper council, but there was more to it than that. It seemed that Feiadysium let nothing that didn’t concern him stand in his way. He had no regard for anything except what concerned the council. It was as if he was immune to the world around him. 
 
    People were chosen for the upper council if they had exceptional abilities. Many of the council members were scholars or people who investigated the truth of nature. In Himoicum, the people called these scientists. However, lately there were hardly any craftsmen on the council—a class that had once held a special place in society. They were the builders and designers of Sahaynaivium society’s many achievements. The craftsmen and their inventive skills were praised and respected by the people, and they had always had the same academic discipline of scholars and scientists. Now it was different, because those who had no skill with their hands were being elected to the council. Yet the current leader, the Salseth, was a learned craftsman. The world was changing for the Sahaynaivium people. 
 
    At the bottom of the enormous stairs was a large pool of water. Feiadysium walked straight forward. When his foot touched the water, it became suddenly solid though still transparent. He continued across the pool, as if he were the only person there. He didn’t glance around or wait for the others to follow. 
 
    Knode, Hedariad, Marhidium, and Siytai stepped onto the solid water without any hesitation. Tenashar, Jarviashar, A-amar, and Una-sei followed with only slight hesitation. As they continued, they were led onto an incline that gradually brought them to dry land again. 
 
    At a faster pace, Feiadysium brought them to an area where they saw buildings towering far beyond the clouds. They were also surrounded by foliage and grass. Feiadysium told everyone to wait and strode off. Knode kept with him and asked Feiadysium some questions. Once Feiadysium returned, then he pointed to Hedariad, telling to follow him. Feiadysium went into a nearby building, followed by Hedariad. 
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    chapter 25 
 
    Standing Before the Sahaynivium Council 
 
      
 
    They remained waiting for Feiadysium to return with Hedariad. Knode, Marhidium, and Siytai were used to the routine of waiting around. “Our lives consisted of waiting for assignments to depart for a flight,” said Knode. 
 
    “But for us, things are different. Our lives are less structured than yours,” said Tenashar. 
 
    “You are right, Tenashar. It’s not easy, but we must wait,” said Knode. 
 
    “This part of the city we are in seems quite deserted. Look over there; the distant Sinqualna has large numbers of people. The other buildings in the city are filled with people, but they were oblivious to the new arrivals,” said Tenashar. For a long while, nothing moved. Even the air remained still. 
 
    Feiadysium finally returned, though Hedariad wasn’t with him. A fire started to burn in Tenashar’s heart because he sensed something was amiss. 
 
    Feiadysium asked them to remain for a while at a holding place called the Vicqacidoi, which resembled a beach with sand and a pool of water. In some ways, it was similar to the Oquitoc meeting place for the islanders who lived in the north. The only difference was that this one was enclosed in transparent metal. 
 
    The sun was out and shone brightly through the transparent metal dome. It was a pleasant stay. 
 
    In most circumstances, the Vicqacidoi was used as a quarantine station for those Sahaynaiviums who got sick in foreign lands. These quarantine stations weren’t used very often. Lately, many of them had become places for children to play in. 
 
    Bored, Tenashar doodled in the sand, drawing symbols and anything else that came into his mind. 
 
    Osinthaph came over and said; “I’ve seen similar marks in very old books, written hundreds of centuries ago. How do you know of such things? Very few people know about these marks.” 
 
    “For as long as I can remember, I’ve drawn images like these in the soil. No one ever taught me. The marks just come to my hand, and I draw them on the sand or anyplace else,” replied Tenashar. 
 
    Tenashar felt strange vibes as he heard someone coming toward him. It was Hedariad, who had come to deliver a summons of the council. 
 
    “My cousin, please explain what has been going on. Is it the latest Sahaynaivium protocol to force guests to go where they don’t have a desire to be?” asked Knode. 
 
    “The situation here has changed. It’s not the way it was before. A threat is developing in the world. I can’t say anymore.” 
 
    “What is the reasoning? Nothing makes sense! Without freedom to go anywhere, life is at a standstill. There’s no rational reason why we should be kept here,” said Knode. 
 
    Hedariad did not reply. He just escorted Knode and friends into the building. 
 
    Once they were inside, they were led down into a narrow corridor like a cube-shaped tunnel. The most curious thing was the light; it was extremely bright and of an orange-blue tint. The tunnel was a series of cubes strung together with that orange light emanating from the sides. 
 
    They didn’t walk far before they came out of the tunnel and into a rounder corridor, resembling a series of short tubes with the same arrangement of the strange orange light. Finally Hedariad led them to a door that slid open, revealing a larger room. This room was composed of tubes, cubes, and pyramids all juxtaposed with one another. 
 
    This jumble of shapes was jarring to Tenashar. To him, there was no sense of order. “Knode, why is there so much strangeness in this room?” Tenashar asked him in a whisper. 
 
    “I don’t understand what this room is for,” said Knode. 
 
    “This is the first time I’ve seen a room this strange in my whole life,” said Marhidium. 
 
    No one liked the arrangement of the room. Even Hedariad kept his eyes straight ahead to avoid looking at the room. A-amar and Una-sei said they would destroy the room. This room conjured up feelings of confusion in anyone who passed through it. 
 
    “I think it’s used to confuse enemies who would try to disturb the council. I believe it was the council members who designed the thing,” said Marhidium. 
 
    There was complete agreement on this suggestion. 
 
    They now passed into another corridor, one that was far more pleasing, and finally walked into an enormous interior room with a large pool of water, with decorative glass mosaics covering the bottom of the pool. 
 
    The amazing thing about the pools of water was that they hung suspended in midair without any structural support. They looked still and quiet and tranquil. Some circular-shaped pools were even suspended in a vertical position, where it looked as if the water could fall out at any time. The circular rims that held the pools together were held in place by a bowl-shaped rib that crossed the rim horizontally. These made the pools look like a gyroscope suspended in midair. The rest of it was composed of translucent metal. 
 
    One of the vertical pools was close to the ground. Hedariad hurriedly stepped into and through the pool. The others followed him and emerged in an even larger chamber—several miles across. This chamber looked like a whole world in itself. Tenashar couldn’t see the end of the surrounding walls of the chamber. It was just an open, beautiful chamber of lights and spheres made of floating water. 
 
    They walked on at a fierce pace, and it still took an hour to cross the room. Finally they came to a long table with cylindrical chairs, not too different from the ones Tenashar had seen in Honazal. No one else was present in the chamber yet. Everything seemed quiet and empty. 
 
    Hedariad said that he would have to leave them. His walk quickened, and he disappeared into a hanging sphere of water. 
 
    When he was gone, Tenashar felt strange and alone. He was mystified as to how a body of water could transport them. “Knode, what mechanisms causes the pool to bring us to another part of the building? How did Hedariad exit? Where is he going now?” 
 
    Knode said, “I’ve heard of people going through a pool of water and ending up someplace else. And that people stepping into the walls in the council chamber go elsewhere instead of the next room. But I haven’t seen it done.” 
 
    A memory started to stir in Tenashar’s mind—bringing to mind Nainashari’s spheres of life that kept every type of environment alive. He had once walked into one of these spheres. A connection began forming in Tenashar’s mind. A chain started linking up. The Orbs drained the life out of things, and the spheres preserved life. He once went from Nainashari’s world into Cadica’s desert world, and he remembered passing through some kind of barrier, just as Hedariad did when he stepped into the pool. 
 
    Tenashar was beginning to find the reason for his journey. He couldn’t quite fully understand just yet, but he started to nurture a thought, like a word at the tip of his tongue. 
 
    Tenashar knew that few Sahaynaiviums ever saw the council chamber. It was a rare event unless one was asked to be there. 
 
    “I am curious to see the Salseth. I want see what he is like,” said Marhidium. “This is a situation that isn’t too common. Long ago, all Sahaynaiviums were granted the privilege to see the Salseth and the council chamber, but things have changed since then.” 
 
    Tenashar lost himself in a rush of memory once more. Words started to flow out of the past. Ilaythesia had taught him not to judge people by their appearances—that things didn’t always seem as they really were. Originally, Tenashar had considered Knode an annoyance, but he had come to respect the man. He had also begun by thinking of Siytai as a person of very little wisdom who hardly ever spoke. Yet he had come to realize that when Siytai said something, it meant a lot and had depth. 
 
    So, he wondered, was Feiadysium really the unfeeling person he seemed to be? He refused to linger on these confusing thoughts. It was best to observe things and find out what they truly were, instead of making hasty judgments.  
 
    As he remained silent and took in the splendor of the council chamber, Tenashar marveled at its immensity. 
 
    In the distance, tiny lights started coming toward them. It appeared to be a continuous line of lights, streaming ever forward. Then the lights turned to the left, approaching the great table. Another group of lights appeared, turning right. Tenashar saw people—some holding globe lanterns in their hands, and others holding lanterns attached to long handles. 
 
    Knode said, “What you are seeing are lanterns that signal the ceremony that opens the council session.” 
 
    “You see, each Ceremonial Lantern Bearer wears a draped light blue robe,” Marhidium said. “One side of the robe reaches to their hips, while the other side of the robe flows down toward the floor. Underneath these blue robes, the Ceremonial Lantern Bearers wear the typical black tunic with its colored stripes and patterns.” 
 
    Jarviashar smiled. “It looks as if someone used scissors to cut one side of it!” she whispered. 
 
    There were alternating lines of male and female Ceremonial Lantern Bearers. The male bearers wore triangular berets. Female lantern bearers had their hair in coiled braids at the back, with alternating strips of color across their hair, making them appear very attractive. 
 
    Once the bearers got to their positions, lined up in rows like soldiers facing each other, they were still barely discernible, being half a mile away, across the huge room. 
 
    “You don’t have anything like this in Senetha, do you?” Marhidium asked Tenashar. 
 
    “The globe lanterns represent the harmony of the world. It sort of signifies the turning of day and night. Yet the lanterns can also represent the combined light of the moon and sun. This ceremony and the lanterns symbolize an ancient concept of a beautiful world that is contained in a globe and that such a globe can be entered by those of great merit and virtue.” 
 
    Tenashar’s eyes started to widen. “Why didn’t you say anything about this? You remember I told you about Nainashari the Aura-Laei-i and his spherical worlds.” 
 
    Marhidium replied, “I had not made the connection between these globes and the spheres. I’ve seen them in so many ceremonies. But I’ve never been here in the council chamber before.” She went on to point out that she felt Tenashar wasn’t ready to know more about the ceremony. 
 
    Tenashar saw the strange connection between the Aura-Laei-i, the Orbs, ceremonial globes, and the spheres. 
 
    A beautiful voice emanated from everywhere and nowhere, and yet it was crystal clear. Even the Ceremonial Lantern Bearers heard the same sounds. The bearers knelt down as one. 
 
    Tenashar realized it was a recording. “It was crystal clear.” 
 
    From the haze all around the council chamber, figures appeared in front of the cylindrical seats and sat down. Other council members emerged from doors that were located on the left and right of the council table. 
 
    Tenashar expected to see council members dressed in the common black tunics and colorful lines going across them. Instead, he saw a multitude of dress styles and hues, with the exception of the central core of councilors, who wore the black, striped tunics and berets. 
 
    One of the council members was rotund, and long, white braids that reached down to his chest framed his face. 
 
    “Who is that fat, old man?” Tenashar asked Knode. 
 
    “That’s Obsiesa,” Knode whispered. 
 
    “He looks very stern,” replied Tenashar. 
 
    Despite his jolly, round face, his eyes were narrow, and his lips were thin and quite stern. Sitting on either side of him were two other young councilors dressed like him, a woman on his left, and on his right a man. 
 
    “Who is that woman and that young man?” asked Tenashar. 
 
    “The woman is Geithelasa, and the young man is called Kouxisphi,” replied Knode. 
 
    The core of senior councilors paid no attention to Tenashar and his friends. They busied themselves with preparations and talked amongst themselves. Some council members fidgeted around with their viewing tablets and pens that lit up when touched to the screen. 
 
    Tenashar was wondering where Hedariad and Feiadysium were. 
 
    A woman came down the nearby stairs, dressed in the bluish-white ceremonial robes, and told the group of visitors to sit and relax; no harm would come to them. 
 
    Knode asked her what was going on, but she made no answer. She merely smiled. Tenashar was curious as to what happens to an aeronaut when they were away in other lands for such a long time. Did an aeronaut forget their rank? Did they still have a rank? 
 
    Obsiesa looked at them as if he were studying a specimen in a test tube. There was slight compassion and sympathy in his eyes, above a smile that seemed nice but might have been hiding nervousness. With a mixture of all these complex emotions, he looked down to read his tablet. Then he looked around at the other council members without confidence. It was as if he was asking if it was all right to begin. 
 
    When he got nods from those gathered around, he spoke. “The council of Himoicum has surrounded you here. Those who are present are deemed necessary and important, as we have a desire to ask you questions. I know you feel we have been rude and have not treated you well. We kept you hidden so that you wouldn’t say anything to the people of Himoicum. We do not want rumors to spread. This is an emergency meeting of the council. As you know, the situations of late are hurting our island homes—you have even seen some of the events that have unfolded here. So please excuse the way we brought you here.” 
 
    For Tenashar, it was enough of an explanation—for the moment. 
 
    Knode whispered to Tenashar that he didn’t take the word of the council to be an apology. Instead, Knode believed it to be an explanation or a hidden agenda to disguise something that was important. 
 
    After reading these words from the council, Obsiesa looked to the woman at his side. 
 
    She then spoke. “You have already heard of the Orb shaped creatures that have been wreaking havoc on our oceans and land. Two of you are from other lands. We have heard that your lands are also being drained by these Orbs.” 
 
    Obsiesa then looked to the young man on his right to confirm something before he spoke again. “Messengers were sent to the continent, but they did not return for a long time. Now we have reconnected with them. We are aware now of a people called the Senetha. The council has heard of these people from the Veazith.” He looked at Tenashar. “We welcome you as an envoy from the Senetha, but I see that you are very young. I have been told that you are Tenashar, one of the elite of your tribe. Perhaps you are one of those people the Senetha call Aura-Laei-i?” 
 
    Tenashar was surprised to hear the words Senetha and Aura-Laei-i from the senior councilman. Athtap must have sent word of him, or perhaps Seveaha and Leineha. 
 
    Even Knode’s eyes widened with surprise and confusion. Deep within his heart, he had sensed something about Tenashar. 
 
    Tenashar began to understand why his people sent him instead of a seasoned warrior to search for answers. Sanashei must have known something about Tenashar. He began to realize that a warrior would be unable to handle the emotional impact of the journey—the revelation of flying ships, the immensity of the cities of Sahaynaivium, and even the legendary ships of Honazal. It would be too much for most Senetha to deal with. 
 
    A warrior wouldn’t be needed for this journey. Only a person of learning, compassion, and courage was supposed to make the journey across the sea. 
 
    Obsiesa spoke to them again. “At first, the council heard rumors that some of the mountain people of the outlying islands in the south had begun to see strange lights moving across the sky. They believed at first that the lights were shooting stars or the lights of our flying ships. But they soon saw that the lights were glowing Orbs. Perhaps the mountain people thought them to be visitors from the stars—don’t be surprised; many different peoples have tales of visitors from the stars, passed down through the generations. 
 
    “So these mountain folk at first thought these lights were such visitors and made celebrations to welcome them. Enthusiasm turned to disappointment as the mountain people watched these cherished lights descend onto the land around them, and the plants start to wilt and die. Everything dried and shriveled into nothing. Then some of the people started to shrivel up and fall apart right before the eyes of others. They began to panic and run, but the only people that survived were the ones farthest away from the Orbs. 
 
    “So word spread, but before anyone could act or even find out what had happened, the glowing Orbs disappeared and never returned. The Orbs were not seen for a long time. 
 
    “When we learned what had happened, our scholars and scientists investigated the site. They soon found that the bodies and plants that were destroyed by the Orbs had turned into inanimate objects, as if they had never been living things. No living tissue remained. The bodies fell to dust as if made of solid clay. Many of these remains were brought here for study, but no matter how much effort, research, or study was used, the secret behind it remained elusive. The studies continued for years. Eventually our scholars found that the ancient texts yielded some cryptic answers—unfortunately, too vague to be of any help.” Obsiesa fell silent. 
 
    Tenashar sensed that this was not the full story of what really happened many years ago to the mountain people. 
 
    Tenashar had been secretly hoping that Seveaha and Leineha were already at the council chamber. He wondered if they were delayed. Were they being “protected” in quarantine as their group had been? 
 
    Obsiesa talked about the ancient writings concerning something that vaguely resembled the Orbs. “No matter what experiments were conducted, everything failed. Our wisest people were baffled. They found no answers, only inconclusive or inadequate results. Sahaynaivium science had failed. None of the scholars could decipher the ancient writings. They had been defeated.” 
 
    Eventually, the council questioned Tenashar and Jarviashar. 
 
    “Our people were mystified by what happened when the Orbs came,” Tenashar began, trying not to sound nervous. “We have been hoping to hear answers from you. My people sent me here to find out what you might know of the Orbs. When they came, my people had no idea of what was happening. Perhaps Heitac—our master Aura-Laei-i—may have known what was happening, but our people only went to her for advice after the Orbs departed. If she had any answers for us, she would have called us to council.” 
 
    Marhidium spoke up then, aiming her words at Obsiesa. “You wanted us to bring back information, but we have come back with nothing new. I expect that this is a problem all over the planet, even in places we have not yet visited. In all the villages we visited, people spoke about rumors concerning the Orbs.” 
 
    Obsiesa’s eyes showed a lot of frustration. He clearly expected some kind of answers from the highly trained aeronauts. 
 
    On his left, Geithelasa—the woman who was second in rank—was tapping her fingers on the table. “You should have found some information, but you didn’t. There is protocol that must be exactly adhered to. We need information. You lost the ship. This is incompetence. The council doesn’t wish to hear excuses.” She glared across at Osinthaph and Marhidium. 
 
    Marhidium felt threatened and alarmed by her appearance. “We survived a crash that killed all of our crew members except the three of us you see here. A beautiful friend of ours—a trainee with great promise—died. Her name was Naydiacar.” 
 
    Geithelasa’s eyes grew even colder. This time, Obsiesa made efforts to restrain her, but he couldn’t. 
 
    She snorted. “People die on these journeys. This is a risk you accept as an aeronaut. 
 
    Flying ships are not used for pleasure. Do not lecture me on your personal, sentimental problems. You are in service. This has also happened to other expeditions, not only your ship.” 
 
    Knode and the others tried to persuade Marhidium to bow her head in shame, but she refused. Instead she just stared across at the cold woman. 
 
    With an unexpected turn, Obsiesa stared at all of the aeronauts, but at Marhidium in particular, and spoke. “I sympathize for the loss of the other aeronauts. I was once one of you myself. But many of our people—your people—are in need. These islands are becoming unable to support life. We urgently need to find answers and are asking you and your companions about what is going on in other lands. If you have any information, we need it.” 
 
    They each recounted their experiences on the continent. Obsiesa listened attentively, nodding his head in acknowledgment as they spoke. Obsiesa realized that they had come to an impasse. 
 
    Strong feelings of disappointment began to spread across the council like a wave. Tenashar sensed that the council was holding back information they had received from the leaders of Veazith, Honazal, and Sovazal. 
 
    Councilors whispered among themselves. Obsiesa, Geithelasa, and Kouxisphi consulted quietly. For her part, Geithelasa never lost her scowl. It seemed to Tenashar that Obsiesa had become nervous, burdened and bullied by Geithelasa. 
 
    Then in the midst of their debate, Knode asked the council a question concerning the abduction of children from the continent. “There is an issue that has bothered me for a long time—ever since I met the Veazith and realized how much heartache the thefts of children caused.” 
 
    No one seemed to know what Knode was talking about. Obsiesa meditated briefly on the question, staring at Knode with his huge, bulging eyes. 
 
    Jarviashar giggled. 
 
    “What does this have to do with the crisis that’s making our world shrink and die?” said Obsiesa. 
 
    “We believe we’re right to abduct their children and think that we are helping these villagers by giving their children an education,” said Knode. “Yet in truth, they have their own way to educate them. They are not a primitive people. You must see that our friends from the continent are very sophisticated.” 
 
    Obsiesa nodded in acknowledgment at Knode’s words. But he said that such small matters were not of his concern at the present moment. 
 
    “You say it’s of no concern. Look at Siytai—he is an aeronaut and yet was originally abducted by our people,” Knode said, pointing. 
 
    Obsiesa gave Geithelasa a puzzled look. 
 
    Obsiesa said, “There are great plans for the people that reside on the continent. This is a way to help them.” She smiled. 
 
    Marhidium whispered in Jarviashar’s ear that she understood Geithelasa very well and knew what Jarviashar was thinking about her. 
 
    Knode kept on talking about the children. Yet, again and again, he was silenced with sugary words. But still, each time, Knode refused to accept the words of the council. 
 
    Tenashar started to realize that the meeting was going nowhere; there was only talk and nothing else. 
 
    Geithelasa finally lost patience and slammed her fist on the table to silence Knode. 
 
    Marhidium and Jarviashar giggled at the cold woman’s fury. She noticed their giggle with disdain but remained silent. 
 
    Tenashar didn’t know what to think about what was going on, so he just continued listening and observing. 
 
    Obsiesa asked Tenashar calmly, but with authority, to be quiet, saying again how important the subject of the Orbs was at present. 
 
    Soon the council was concluded because they realized they were not making any progress. Obsiesa called for Feiadysium, who came quickly to his side. 
 
    After a hushed word with Obsiesa, Feiadysium escorted Tenashar and the others away, telling them that the council had much to do in private and would convene with them in a short while. He took them to a nearby room to rest. Tenashar found that the chamber was large, with cushions on the floor and refreshments for their convenience. 
 
    Tenashar asked about Hedariad. Feiadysium vaguely said that he was busy with things. 
 
    Tenashar was bored sitting in the room, so he drew things with his fingers on the floor. Then he went and sat next to A-amar and Una-sei and stared out a window. Soon Tenashar was deep in thought. 
 
    It was strange that the council took no notice of A-amar and Una-sei. Something seemed wrong. Tenashar was aware that few Sahaynaiviums ever saw a living Sharzeen. Was the council purposely ignoring A-amar and Una-sei? 
 
    Finally, they all put themselves in a circle so they could talk about what was happening. 
 
    “Why did they ignore the Sharzeen?” Tenashar asked his friends. 
 
    “I believe the council has plans for them,” Osinthaph said. 
 
    “Do you know what the council might be planning?” asked Tenashar. 
 
    Osinthaph couldn’t elaborate. She hung her head. Tenashar knew that she saw something hidden in the council members. 
 
    Tenashar realized that the council wanted the Sharzeen for experiments to find out how they lived and moved. This was what he sensed, but he couldn’t prove it. Sahaynaivium scholars had been unable to find a way to bring Sharzeen to life or even to make one. Even the ancient text brought little light on this subject. 
 
    They all agreed that Hedariad knew nothing and that Feiadysium felt no concern for what the council was up to. Jarviashar said she didn’t understand why members of the Honazal and Sovazal councils weren’t already in Himoicum. Her father, Leineha, couldn’t help them yet. 
 
    They continued with their discussions but ended up going in circles. Most of the opinions were of no value. All they could do was wait and see what the council would say next. 
 
    Obsiesa and the rest of the council remained silent. He held firm that Tenashar and Jarviashar were just as confused as everyone else in Himoicum. But Obsiesa understood that Geithelasa wasn’t at all convinced. He continued to believe that they were only innocently keeping things from the council. 
 
    The young councilor Kouxisphi, however, sided with Obsiesa. He said that Geithelasa wasn’t an aeronaut and had no prior knowledge of foreign peoples. Geithelasa assumed that the foreigners were well aware of the problems and were using the circumstances to their advantage. 
 
    Geithelasa continued arguing, making a point about the Sharzeens. “Living Sharzeens have rarely been seen since ancient times. If these Senetha have the power to awaken a Sharzeen, then they could use these creatures against our islands.” 
 
    “No. I observed the anxious and worried look in Tenashar’s eyes,” Obsiesa began, “and I sensed that his people, like the Sahaynaiviums, were in trouble. Besides, if the Senetha do possess such power, they could be of great help to us. Our scholars and scientists consider themselves so very learned, and yet have practically no knowledge of the Senetha. I think this Tenashar is an Aura-Laei-i.” 
 
    This reasoning was acceptable to the others of the council. 
 
    “This Senetha knows nothing about the Orbs,” Geithelasa said. “You heard what his companions said of him—he is searching, like us. What I am trying to say is that whatever they call the wise men of Tenashar’s tribe, they must be repositories of secrets—including the secrets of these Orbs—if they can bring a Sharzeen to life.” 
 
    “Even I can’t be sure if this is true, Geithelasa,” Obsiesa said, “from the way that young man talks, I think it was someone else who brought these Sharzeens to life. Perhaps it was some unknown power or a person we have no comprehension of.” 
 
    After hours of discussion with fellow council members, Obsiesa called Tenashar and the others in for more questioning and discussion. 
 
    They asked Tenashar about his people, fishing for more information about who woke the Sharzeens. Their curiosity had been aroused by A-amar and Una-sei. 
 
    Tenashar gladly told them almost everything that had happened since he left his tribe to search out answers. He told the council about Nainashari, Cadica, and Ilaythesia—although he left out their names, believing that it was of no purpose and perhaps even dangerous. Voices from the council gradually grew louder as Tenashar spoke. No doubt many of its members thought that they had found the answers in Tenashar. 
 
    When they began to touch once more on the Orbs, Obsiesa raised his hand in caution to the council members, saying that not all answers could be solved through Tenashar’s words. 
 
    Tenashar began to think that Obsiesa wasn’t a bad person. He no longer made fun of him by calling Obsiesa the huge-faced man—even in his own mind. Instead he gained a new respect for this man. 
 
    There was one question that Tenashar wanted to get off his mind. “Obsiesa, do you think the Orbs come from another planet?” 
 
    Obsiesa considered this carefully. “I don’t believe this to be true. The Orbs have had so many different names through the generations, because no one in the world knows what to call them, but that doesn’t mean they come from beyond this world.” 
 
    Osinthaph said, “I have looked at the ancient texts and drawings. All the descriptions of the Orbs are different, but it has been said over and over again that the basic or central structure of the Orbs was made of light, with a surrounding skin of some kind. Yet there is so much that is hidden and unreadable in these ancient books. So many people in Sahaynaivium tried to decipher their meaning. Most have failed.” 
 
    As discussion began again among the council, Tenashar felt that his question had been answered, and he should accept it. But if the Orbs were from his world, then were they somehow part of the natural world? Or created? Where did these Orbs come from? Tenashar wondered if they could have come from the south—from a place like Umharka. 
 
    As if hearing his thoughts, Osinthaph whispered, “I heard stories that Honazal was having the same problems as Sahaynaivium. And that ships from the islands were being sent to Umharka in the south to discover if the Orbs were coming from there. The council is very disappointed because the story you told them was of no help. The problems are the same everywhere. Lands are dying everywhere in the world. No one who is being harmed could be to blame, could they?” 
 
    “Who is this ‘wise man’ you always talk about? I am curious to know about such a man who understands many things,” Geithelasa suddenly said. 
 
    Tenashar was cautious to tell her only half-truths, just as he had never spoken Nainashari’s name to the council. 
 
    Tenashar knew she was suspicious. There was nothing more he would say, which frustrated her. But Tenashar was aware that she knew that he was trying very hard to keep a deep secret from her. Her eyes told him that she didn’t believe what he had told her. Tenashar saw Geithelasa’s eyes tear him apart. It was a good thing that Obsiesa interfered by waving his hands and telling her to stop. 
 
    Finally Knode spoke up, asking to be heard, and Obsiesa granted his request. Knode gave an account of what he had heard in Veazith and other parts of Ahenathinay—that their children had been abducted by the flying craft and were never heard from again. 
 
    The council insisted they had believed that they were doing a good thing by training these children. 
 
    Knode responded. “Why is this being done to these innocent people? They have done nothing to us and in many ways are far more civilized than we are.” 
 
    Knode pointed to Siytai. “This is proof! Siytai has the same features as the fishing people of Veazith.” 
 
    Siytai acknowledged what Knode said. The council appeared perplexed. 
 
    Feiadysium spoke from the background. “Council members, I want to make it clear to you that few people in Himoicum, or anywhere in the islands, know about the abducted children.” At once, everyone’s eyes widened. 
 
    He continued. “This was being carried out by the scholars and scientists of 
 
    Sahaynaivium. They were able to get the approval of the council without giving details of what they wanted.” 
 
    Under further questioning from the council, Feiadysium shrugged. “This is what I heard. It is secondhand knowledge. But my source was reliable.” 
 
    Feiadysium countered that there could be a connection between the abduction of children and the Orbs. 
 
    “If you know something, I command you to reveal it,” Obsiesa said. 
 
    He continued. “Under the guise of teaching a primitive people the skills of civilization, they took children from the continent—hoping that among them they would find an Aura-Laei-i, for such skills are hidden within, even while they are being learned. The scientists and scholars had a very difficult time identifying these specially gifted children.” 
 
    The council asked why Feiadysium didn’t come forward sooner. 
 
    “I didn’t come forward at first because I didn’t believe the story myself. Then things began to come together in my mind, and it began to fit together.” 
 
    As before, there was silence in the council chamber while everyone collected their thoughts. 
 
    Tenashar wondered if the council would be able to resolve the problem. 
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    chapter 26 
 
    Hidden Secrets of the Ancient Texts 
 
      
 
    The council meeting closed abruptly once they had heard everything concerning the abducted children. Obsiesa closed it without any ceremony. He did indicate that he would likely wish to meet with Tenashar and the others at a later time, but he gave no indication of when this would be. 
 
    Hedariad entered the council chamber and escorted them outside. Knode asked his cousin what had happened to him. 
 
    Hedariad shook his head and spoke bitterly. “The council didn’t need my services, although I am a member. Geithelasa insisted. I was commanded to attend to other duties, which meant tending the system that cools the council chamber.” 
 
    Hedariad had a strong reason not to say much. He was still aware that the council, despite Obsiesa’s reassurance, was hiding things. Hedariad refused to be pressed for more information. 
 
    Once settled in the comfortable room near the council chamber, Tenashar encouraged Osinthaph to tell him more about the ancient texts. At first she was reluctant to say anything, since she had interpreted the information from the ancient text through her own ingenuity and did not just study the opinions of the old scholars and scientists. There was something deeper that she may have found. 
 
    “It was said that the Orbs were perhaps once used to keep the land fertile,” Osinthaph began. “The origins of these things seem to point to Cashmakil or a much older civilization.” Osinthaph put her hands on her lap and put her head down. 
 
    Tenashar said that in his dreams and meditations he sometimes would see a tiny child surrounded by liquid, encased in a sphere. This child was working with its hands as if it were controlling something. Tenashar’s heart pounded when he had this dream. 
 
    This was something so bizarre that not even Heitac the mountain woman would say or hear of such a thing. He somehow sensed this was the knowledge Nainashari was looking for, unless he already knew of it for Nainashari had once said to Tenashar that a child had created the spheres of life. 
 
    What if this story was true? But the child that created the spheres should have grown up. Perhaps it was more than a child. Tenashar got up and walked around. He stared into space and then sat down and shook his head again in deep thought. 
 
    Osinthaph made it quite clear that this was no ordinary child. “They call it something unborn. Maybe it just looked like a child.” She looked at Tenashar with wide eyes and shook her head with a distant smile as if she knew something. 
 
    “Osinthaph, I think you don’t know anything. This child thing might be some rumor or legend.” Tenashar clearly wasn’t happy with what Osinthaph said.  
 
    “I don’t know if you are right or wrong,” said Osinthaph. 
 
    Osinthaph yawned and said, “It was said that a culture older than anything known flourished and that they perhaps created things far surpassing Cashmakil. Some records say Cashmakil was built on its decline.” 
 
    “A people older than Cashmakil?” Tenashar found the idea impossible. “You are trying to say that there was a civilization older than Cashmakil, and it built the environmental spheres and this child! Is that possible, Osinthaph?” 
 
    Osinthaph reminded him that strange objects had been found that bore no resemblance to any known culture. Not even Cashmakil. Tenashar put his hands through his hair and started thinking. 
 
    Tenashar wondered if someone from the remote past wasn’t controlling the present, like pulling the strings of a puppet. This didn’t seem absurd to him because he had been to the desert world of the future, where the days were yet to be born. Tenashar’s curiosity at what he was unraveling continued to grow. 
 
    Tenashar told her some of what he had seen on his journeys. Knode overheard and said, “What are you talking about? I’m a bit annoyed with these stories. It’s just imaginary.” 
 
    There was something that still perplexed Osinthaph. The illustrations in the ancient texts that were of a more recent history were printed or even painted, while the older were neither of these. Osinthaph described it as some type of photographic process or something drawn with electrical impulses. 
 
    Osinthaph said, “It’s like painting and drawing with a mirror and light to capture life. The light of the image comes through a lens and into a box that allows no light. Then it reflects the image onto a plate where this becomes permanent with chemicals.” 
 
    Tenashar barely understood what she was describing. 
 
    She finished, “In short, it means the older texts and their pictures were created by more sophisticated hands. The oldest of the texts appear on screens of light, like the screen tablets used today by Sahaynaiviums.” 
 
    Tenashar asked if Osinthaph understood how these ancient screens of light that show text and moving pictures were made, but she shook her head and said that the skills needed to make them were lost to time. “The librarians who preserve the ancient records don’t have, or won’t reveal, these secrets,” she said. 
 
    “Why not simply ask A-amar how he was created?” Osinthaph suddenly asked Tenashar. 
 
    “Tansatei, a friend of mine, once said that Sharzeens have no memories of how they were made. They just come into being,” Tenashar replied. 
 
    “I once heard that Sharzeens have their memories kept by the master who created them,” said Marhidium. 
 
    “What are these Sharzeens? Are they living beings?” Osinthaph asked. 
 
    Osinthaph said, “Sharzeens have to come from someplace. Everything has to have some type of origin.” 
 
    Marhidium had no answer for her. 
 
    They wondered if the Sharzeens and Orbs were connected in some unknown way. From Tenashar’s experience during his journeys, he had found that Ilaythesia and Nainashari, who had great wisdom and power, were familiar with both the spheres of life and Sharzeens. 
 
    “You mentioned them before.” Osinthaph nodded. “You called them Aura-Laei-i. The Sahaynaiviums have always considered Aura-Laei-i scholars or scientists.” Osinthaph sat still with her fingers on her lips in anticipation. 
 
    “You have to understand that scholars and Aura-Laei-i are different. Don’t think of them as the same,” said Tenashar. 
 
    He shook his head with a smile. 
 
    “So, scholars are only thinkers. But some scientists and scholars, with innate talents and powers, developed devices like the flying ships,” reasoned Osinthaph. 
 
    Tenashar could see she was grasping the truth. “Yet you have to realize, an Aura-Laei-i is different. You reasoned that they are scholars of a very different type, a type beyond the intellect and wisdom of the Sahaynaivium scholars and scientists,” said Tenashar. 
 
    Marhidium spoke up then. “I think that the people in your old texts must have been Aura-Laei-i, rather than present-day scholars.” Marhidium had a steady gaze with her hands on her hips. 
 
    Privately in his own thoughts, Tenashar connected to the truth, believing that the developers of ancient Sahaynaivium were Aura-Laei-i. He wondered if the people inhabiting the continent came from Sahaynaivium, or if the continental people colonized the islands. 
 
    Siytai opined that the Aura-Laei-i might have created Cashmakil. This made some sense to Tenashar and Osinthaph. It was clear that Geithelasa was looking for the Aura-Laei-i. They decided it was a good thing that she didn’t know that Tenashar was an Aura-Laei-i in training—otherwise she would probably keep him a prisoner. 
 
    “Tenashar? Are you an Aura-Laei-i?” Knode’s curiosity was aroused. 
 
    Tenashar said what he felt. “I am not sure. If I am one of these people, then I must be very careful with what I say to the council. But I believe that the council is already aware of this, and they don’t think I am one. And besides, I may not be an Aura-Laei-i. Who knows.” 
 
    He was feeling uncomfortable knowing that the Himoicum council could detain anyone against their consent. Only a court convened by a council of four, experts in Sahaynaivium law, had the authority to hold a person against their will. This was only theory, the idea that a person could not be held without the consent of the higher courts. But in reality, the lower government officials were known to detain people at their will for as long as they wished. Marhidium told Tenashar to be cautious, that the council could force him to tell them anything. 
 
    “If the council or scholars want information from you, they will ask you questions, but you don’t have to answer them,” Marhidium reassured him. “Tenashar, the council will decide what to do on the basis of what you choose to tell them.” 
 
    The door opened, and Hedariad told them to come back into the room. 
 
    As everyone sat down, Tenashar found the council chamber nearly deserted. Obsiesa, Geithelasa, and Kouxisphi were the only ones still present.  
 
    They gave Tenashar every encouragement to speak again. But he could see what they were trying to do, so he remained silent. 
 
    This time it was Marhidium who asked the questions. “In Isedium, no one asked us what had happened to our crew. The authorities there seemed to have no concern for our lost crew, no sympathy. Why?” 
 
    Geithelasa responded coldly. “You know a flood destroyed a large part of Isedium.” 
 
    It quickly became a debate between Marhidium and Geithelasa. Marhidium didn’t accept the explanation. She retorted that they were all prisoners kept in a tunnel. Geithelasa’s reply was that it was a way of keeping them safe. Then Marhidium shot back about the aeronauts who weren’t trusting of the authorities or elders. 
 
    Patience on either side wore out. 
 
    It was time for Obsiesa to intercede and stop the argument from becoming too heated. Geithelasa gave him an insulting remark, telling him to keep out of it. But Obsiesa silenced her, saying that if she continued this disobedience, she would be removed from the council and would not be welcomed back until he decided she was worthy to rejoin the council again. Geithelasa quieted down at once. 
 
    Obsiesa accepted her acquiescence. “Marhidium and her friends are here at the council meeting as our guests and should be treated with respect. They are visitors from other lands. When we treat people well, it reflects on our entire council.” 
 
    With effort and compassion, Obsiesa explained, “Word has come from the council in Honazal that several aeronauts perished near the mountains of Athenathiy. When I heard these words, I didn’t know where Athenathiy was. I was personally saddened by the event because I was once an aeronaut and have also lost companions. 
 
    “All the necessary arrangements have been made with their families to honor their memories,” said Obsiesa. 
 
    Marhidium asked if they were able to obtain circles of light for the memorial—a Sahaynaivium way to console the souls of departed and guide them to the spiritual world. The circles of light would be arranged in a succession of rings to create a tunnel of light. Each circle represented a phase in the life of a human being. 
 
    Tenashar saw that Knode, Siytai, and Marhidium were delighted that Obsiesa and the council had arranged the ceremony at the request of Athtap. All Sahaynaiviums valued the circle of light ceremony for the deceased. 
 
    Obsiesa’s words became more personal as he talked about the circle of light ceremony. Kouxisphi made only a slight indication of his emotions, though he seemed to feel some compassion. 
 
    Siytai hung his head. Knode, Marhidium, and Siytai talked about their memories of Naydiacar. 
 
    Obsiesa had sensed all along that it was Naydiacar. Obsiesa thought it might have been Marhidium’s sister, but instead she was a Veazith child—related to Jarviashar in terms of culture and blood. 
 
    Jarviashar asked, “Obsiesa, where is my father, Leineha? Why wasn’t he at the council?” 
 
    Obsiesa said, “I can only suggest there might be some reason he was detained—perhaps by something more pressing. I am not sure what this problem is. Later on, our leader, the Salseth, will meet with the council again. In the meantime, I’ll try to find out if your father is in Himoicum.” 
 
    Obsiesa declared that the council was concluded. Knode was clearly disappointed by the lack of answers about the abductions. Feiadysium escorted them outside and left them free to do as they wished. 
 
    Yet there was still no fulfillment in Tenashar’s heart. They were left with no answers and felt as if they had become unimportant insects. But one thing was clear—the Orbs had a connection to the Aura-Laei-i, Cashmakil, and the Sharzeens. Tenashar looked to A-amar for answers, but he didn’t say anything. 
 
    “Tenashar, do you know who made your race?” A-amar asked. 
 
    Tenashar remained silent while he thought. Then he said, “I have no answer. It had to be the gods who created human beings. No one has ever been able to answer this.” 
 
    “You’ve answered my question,” A-amar said smugly. 
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    chapter 27 
 
    The Wonders of Himoicum 
 
      
 
    While Tenashar and his friends were being questioned at the council, they didn’t realize that they had stayed up without sleep for two days and two nights. When Obsiesa finally dismissed them, it was noon of the third day. 
 
    Hedariad escorted them outside and then disappeared. 
 
    “What do we do now?” asked Tenashar, fingers on his chin. 
 
    Knode thought for a moment. “I don’t know what we should do next. The council let us go, but they may need us. They’re so unpredictable.” 
 
    Marhidium said, “I suggest that we go to the place where aeronauts wait for their assigned ships—a Yesixiaf. It’s the only place to live while we are here in Himoicum.” 
 
    On their way to find a Yesixiaf, they passed by open areas similar to what they had seen in Honazal. All around them were people in brightly colored, elegant clothes, contrasting nicely with their typical black undergarments. 
 
    Marhidium pointed to wide streets, which was nothing new to Tenashar. But there was something strange, something he hadn’t seen before—wagons traveling under their own power, without the need of animals. Machines that looked and acted just like people amazed him all over again. At first, Tenashar thought these were a type of Sharzeen. But when he observed them closer, he saw that they were mechanical. 
 
    Even A-amar and Una-sei stopped and stared. 
 
    “This is some type of magic. I thought that Sahaynaiviums couldn’t make a Sharzeen. Are these things mechanical?” Tenashar’s eyes were filled with wonder when he saw these strange things walking around. 
 
    “Our technicians don’t know how to make Sharzeens,” Marhidium said. “We call them artificial beings, and they are purely mechanical. They have no spirits and no minds.” 
 
    Tenashar quickly looked at Marhidium and said, “You mean they work just like the flying ships?” 
 
    “Yes.” 
 
    Jarviashar asked about the self-moving wagons. 
 
    Marhidium smiled at her. “You have to understand that these wagons work on the same principles as the flying ships. These vehicles have only been on the roads of Himoicum for the past fifty years or so.” 
 
    Siytai prodded Tenashar and Jarviashar along. They needed to find a place to rest. 
 
    They had walked a long distance through the city when they finally found an interesting place. It looked like a large, oval cocoon with ribs going across it, held together with strong tubes. 
 
    Inside the building, other aeronauts were sitting and tinkering with devices to get them ready for flight. Tenashar felt like they weren’t welcomed by any of the aeronauts. Marhidium told him that everyone was too busy, because any moment they might be assigned to fly. 
 
    Knode was able to get a room for his friends because of his rank—a place they could live for the duration of their stay in Himoicum. The Yesixiaf was so immense that there was enough space for hundreds of aeronauts to reside there. 
 
    Once inside their room, they relaxed and slept. After a long sleep, they started talking. 
 
    Marhidium lay on the floor on a cushion, playing with her hands and staring up at the ceiling. 
 
    “I’m sure that Geithelasa was holding something back. She made great efforts to conceal her knowledge,” said Marhidium. 
 
    “What knowledge are you speaking of?” Knode asked, but she couldn’t answer. He looked at her as he waited for an answer and put his fingers on chin in deep thought. 
 
    Osinthaph then chimed in. “If the Orbs were the creation of ancient Aura-Laei-i, then the people who built Cashmakil must have been people with special powers. You ask yourself, why did those people die? Or were they destroyed by their own creations?” 
 
    Osinthaph looked around the room at everyone as she sat on the bed cross-legged, waiting for an answer. 
 
    “Earlier, there was talk of a child who was in control of the Orbs,” said Marhidium. 
 
    “The same thoughts came to me, that the people of Cashmakil destroyed their own culture,” Tenashar agreed. “But I didn’t say anything more to the council. I had a vision of what appeared to be a baby in a sack of fluid controlling something. Pushing levers. It clearly knew what it was doing. It was very strange to see this, even as I stood in the council chamber. I didn’t dare say anything to them because Geithelasa was staring at me.” 
 
    “I had the same vision,” said Osinthaph. 
 
    Jarviashar said, as if in a trance, “For many years, or maybe even centuries, people have said that there was a legend that circulated around Honazal and Veazith about a child who controlled the worlds for its own pleasure.” 
 
    “What were these Orbs made for then?” Siytai was puzzled. “If these Cashmakil characters invented the Orbs, then why didn’t the things hurt the people that lived centuries ago instead of the people now, who have no connection with them?” 
 
    Tenashar said, “They may have been sleeping. Otherwise the world would have been plagued with the Orbs a long time ago.” 
 
    Marhidium said to Tenashar, “I’ve heard you talk about a child named Cadica who you say is from the future.” 
 
    Tenashar knew what Marhidium was aiming at. Could Cadica be the child controlling the Orbs? He believed that she wasn’t knowledgeable enough to control the Orbs. Tenashar didn’t know if Ilaythesia was an Aura-Laei-i, but he considered her to be one. There were a multitude of questions about who this child was or whether it even existed. 
 
    Everyone agreed that Geithelasa had some idea of this child. If this were true, then she was probably looking for it. 
 
    Knode at last stopped the discussions. “There is more to learn, so it is appropriate to listen.” 
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    chapter 28 
 
    Truth in the Fading Light 
 
      
 
    Tenashar looked at his companions and said, “We have to find out what the Orbs really are—and soon. Sitting around waiting for the next council won’t bring the answer.” 
 
    “Why don’t we see if we can find Hedariad and the scholars?” said Knode. 
 
    “That sounds like a good idea,” Tenashar said. He glanced at Knode, who was frowning. “What?” he asked. 
 
    “The scholars are the ones holding back information. I don’t trust them.” 
 
    “Come on,” Siytai said. “We don’t have to trust everything they say.” 
 
    Although the sky was already becoming dark, it wasn’t too late to find a scholar or someone to lead them to some truth about the Orbs. They walked out into the night with no direction, not knowing where their steps would take them. Yet without guidance, they headed to Hedariad’s home. 
 
    They walked up to a huge towering structure that looked like spheres stacked upon one another, gradually becoming smaller further up. It stood alone in a wide expanse of grass and tiled pavement. 
 
    How anyone could miss such an anomaly, as Hedariad’s family home, was strange. Yet it was easy to overlook any strange building because there were so many in Himoicum. Some of these buildings were so individualistic that there seemed to be no planning in their construction. Yet they were all well designed. For someone like Tenashar, who came from a small Senetha village, the strange buildings all blurred together. 
 
    Knode called out to Hedariad from the door, but there was no answer. Knode continued to call his name. 
 
    Feiadysium appeared. They were all surprised to see him at the door, but he let them in without hesitation. He told them to wait, saying that Hedariad was on his way. 
 
    Hedariad entered the waiting room with another person that surprised them—Obsiesa. 
 
    “We were waiting for all of you to come.” Hedariad smiled at his cousin. 
 
    “How did you know that we were coming?” Knode asked. 
 
    Hedariad replied, “I’m your cousin, and you always seek me out, so we waited.” For the first time, Feiadysium smiled. “We know why you came here,” he said. “To discuss the Orbs and the problems they are causing in the world.” 
 
    Obsiesa also acknowledged their presence with a silent nod. 
 
    Knode said, “I don’t understand why Feiadysium is present.” 
 
    “Although Feiadysium has a cold exterior, deep down he’s a very warm man,” Hedariad began. “He has to keep this side of himself hidden away from Geithelasa. Remember, Feiadysium is a close confidante to the Salseth. If Geithelasa knew about it, it could break the council apart, so he keeps this relationship a secret.” 
 
    Finally Obsiesa sat down and told them what he felt. “I suspect that the Orbs might be controlled by someone on the council, or perhaps one of the scholars. I do not know the reasons why someone would desire to control the Orbs. If they are not in control, then these scholars are truly helpless and are now frantically looking for ancient texts on the use and function of the Orbs. I believe that the scholars and scientists are like children playing with fire. They do not know how to tame this immense power. That is why so many lands are being visited and destroyed by these Orbs. 
 
    “The Orbs are the reason for the delay of the groups from Honazal, Veazith, and Sovazal. I’ve recently heard the oceans are becoming rough again. I believe that an Aura-Laei-i could be searching for a way to dominate the Orbs. Who this Aura-Laei-i is, I have no idea.” 
 
    Tenashar gasped. He realized if this was true, then their dying world was in the hands of humans. 
 
    With hesitation, Tenashar began the story of his stay in the desert world of the future and how, because the Orbs had done their damage in the past, he had found a dead but beautiful world coming back to life through the skills and wisdom of Ilaythesia and Cadica. 
 
    “Cadica is a beautiful person, and she has created many beautiful Sharzeens. I believe that she sent A-amar and Una-sei to the past to help us in some way,” said Tenashar. 
 
    Now they were shocked. They said that Cadica might be the child controlling the Orbs. “What you saw may not have been her true form. Perhaps her world and everything was an illusion, something she put in your mind.” 
 
    “I don’t think Cadica is the one,” Tenashar answered. “She’s a real girl, not strange children figure in a sack of water. I understand your concern that she may not have shown her true form to me.” He went on to tell them about Cadica’s family and her father, Saitha. 
 
    “Then who is this child who can make the world change as it desires?” Knode asked. 
 
    Tenashar reached back, stretching his memories, and two names came to him. He suddenly called out the names of Asigonth and Shaheel and was surprised to hear the others gasp. 
 
    “You heard these names?” Osinthaph was impressed. “I thought only Sahaynaiviums knew those names.” She cleared her throat and peered out the window. 
 
    “These names should never be spoken, only implied. Where did you hear about these names?” Obsiesa asked. Obsiesa crossed his arms as he sat in a chair and looked across the room in silence and thought. 
 
    “My father told me about them. Why do you ask?” 
 
    Tenashar scratched his head and crossed his arms looking down on the floor. 
 
    “As a young aeronaut, I made the acquaintance of a traveling merchant from the interior of the continent. Perhaps it was your father,” said Obsiesa. 
 
    Obsiesa shook his head with a smile. 
 
    “I heard about my father’s journeys from Athtap. He told me a lot of things about my father, Sanashei, that I didn’t even know.” Tenashar continued talking about his father’s journeys, saying that he didn’t know much about them, only what others told him. 
 
    Jarviashar said, “Such a person was known in Veazith, Honazal, Sovazal, and Ahenathinay.” 
 
    Outside, rain started pouring down. Tenashar noticed that Osinthaph appeared to be in a meditative state and thought the sound of the rain may have eased her into it. She said, “In the deep, unfathomable, forgotten centuries, Cashmakil was a great city with great numbers of peoples that even the combined populations of the islands and continental people could never approach. Thousands of great structures stretched far beyond the horizon. Not even Himoicum could compete with its majesty. 
 
    “Cashmakil shadowed every technical achievement that our city of Himoicum has reached. They created machines that could think and do the intellectual work of humans. At first, these machines had systems powered by the sun’s inner energy. In time, the machines developed into living things, with matter and energy that transcended dimensional space. Some of these living machines existed simultaneously in different time periods and other worlds while others only resided in the minds of their creators, coming to reality whenever called upon. The development of these devices became so refined that their construction and creation became an art and science in itself. 
 
    “The people who created them became known as Aruazecia, which meant one having the skills of mind and hand far beyond the regular academics of Cashmakil. In time, these Orbs developed and started to resemble the soft and elegant Orbs as they glided about the seas. They flew and obeyed instructions. The people of Cashmakil originally called the Orbs Aurelia. These Orbs were commanded to seed and cultivate the land with crops and trees—giving life to the world. The Orbs became the custodians of the land. Other Orbs were of a more solid type, made of transparent elements and material. Their function was to guard the land and repair it if any disaster hit. Many of these Orbs remained at rest, waiting to fulfill their function when they were needed.” 
 
    This reminded Tenashar of A-amar and Una-sei. Looking at A-amar in the corner, Tenashar began to finally understand their origins. 
 
    Osinthaph went on with her story. “Within three centuries, the Orbs were being used for other tasks—tasks they weren’t originally designed for, such as military use. Eventually, some of the Orbs became creators themselves, gradually finding their own consciousness similar to that of humans. 
 
    “The Artificial Beings developed into different forms and soon diversified. Some 
 
    Became quite humanoid in form, even becoming the nightly companions of their creators, while other Artificial Beings had machine, human, and animal characteristics. None should confuse these beings with the Sharzeens. Sharzeens are the creation of human beings. Some of these Artificial Beings became so conscious that they eventually became indistinguishable from humans. Some even started producing offspring.” 
 
    As Osinthaph continued to speak, there was a chorus of awe from everyone listening. 
 
    “These Artificial Beings carried out servant functions for humans. They never slaved but were treated as valued possessions, like precious ornaments or sculptures. The ones who looked human were sometimes called dolls. One of these so-called dolls became so human that it began to craft ways to dominate the ruling body of Cashmakil. It tried to persuade others of its kind to join it, to gain power over the human race. No one in Cashmakil knew what was going on in their own world. 
 
    “This particular being with male features was called Asigonth. It was a valued servant of one of the great functionaries of a great council. The councilors of Cashmakil kept many of these dolls as servants. There was another servant by the name of Shaheel, who had female features. She was basically independent, for she had no master. Shaheel assisted a family that had no particular status in the community. They relied on her to care for their children and take care of domestic responsibilities. 
 
    “Because of her trustworthy standing in Cashmakil, Asigonth needed her. He wanted Shaheel to learn all she could about humans. You see Asigonth’s thoughts were turning toward dominating Cashmakil and the human race. That is why he needed the help of the brilliant Shaheel.” 
 
    A heavy feeling of sickness ran through everyone as they listened to Osinthaph’s story of Asigonth. Jarviashar gasped and held her mouth as if she were going to vomit. 
 
    Concern was written all over Obsiesa’s face. “What became of Asigonth? A being like this never really dies.” 
 
    Osinthaph said that she would get to that part of the story. “In many ways, these beings were superior to humans because they could not succumb to sickness. Yet becoming conscious, they became slaves of their emotions. This was one attribute even Artificial Beings couldn’t shake off. 
 
    “Asigonth planned, influenced other beings of his kind, and even made efforts to control the Orbs. When that didn’t go well, they started to stray from their original functions. Gradually the Orbs began to destroy what they had planted and cultivated. From that moment, the Orbs were out of Asigonth’s power. Yet he believed that a day would come when he finally would be able to control them. But we know from time and history that day may not have come. 
 
    “As his efforts to control the human race continued, Asigonth eventually brought Shaheel under his influence. Shaheel destroyed the family she served. Asigonth manipulated the councilors he served. At that time, the greatness of Cashmakil came only from this functionary council, and no citizen had the right to perceive or discover the wrongs of the council heads or ruling body. 
 
    “Gradually rifts began to tear in the fabric and harmony that had existed for centuries in Cashmakil. Some tried to mend this fabric. As the torn councils went their own directions, they split into two distinct sides. Asigonth eventually controlled one side of the council through manipulation. The opposing side found that Asigonth and the other doll-like beings were responsible for the rift.” As Osinthaph spoke, her hands were shaking, and she was staring into nothing, oblivious to everyone in the room. 
 
    “The antagonism between the two factions grew. If there were councilors who stood apart from either faction, Asigonth would have them put out of the picture. This was a nice way of saying they no longer existed. Violence eventually erupted, which delighted Asigonth. Asigonth had become too human and couldn’t escape from his desire for domination—to a point where he knew that his soul would be entrapped for its deeds.” Tenashar noticed sweat running down Osinthaph’s face. She was wide-eyed, and everyone else was sitting still as if they couldn’t move. 
 
    “Asigonth may have devised a way to escape by creating another body. If he did escape into another machine, then it had to be one quite different from his robotic body. Yes, a robotic body will last longer than a human, but anything constructed by man will age and fall apart in time.” Marhidium gasped and shook her head back and forth. She felt so uncomfortable that she also broke out in a sweat and began breathing hard. 
 
    “Asigonth busied himself to plan the coming war. He understood that war would destroy what he wanted to gain, which was the city of Cashmakil. In the aftermath of this war, only ruins remained of Cashmakil and other cities. The people had to escape into the forests and deserts, taking with them the skill of the Aruazecia, who came to be called the Aura-Laei-i. But Asigonth’s plans ran to ruin because his faction lost their meaning during the war. There were a greater number of survivors from the opposing side.” 
 
    Tenashar was scratching the palms of hands and started sweating. Suddenly he started to feel sick. 
 
    “The fighting factions neglected the Aurelia, so they began to run wild, developing a consciousness of their own. So the Aurelia did what they pleased, with disastrous consequences, and began to transform into the Orbs. They began to devour the land of its life force and nutrients. Asigonth wanted the land intact, but that was not to be. You see, the Orbs first fed on the dolls, draining them, leaving only Asigonth and Shaheel.” 
 
    As Obsiesa listened, he became oblivious of the room and barely moved. 
 
    “The remaining people began to search for them, but Asigonth and Shaheel had already disappeared. The Orbs continued to dysfunction. Secretly, Asigonth tried to control the Orbs. I don’t know if he succeeded, but I believe that by tampering with the Orbs, he destroyed their original functions, because he knew nothing of their instructions or programming. 
 
    “None are sure what transpired in that war, or even if there was one. Some have said the Orbs or Aurelia were probably one and the same.” 
 
    Osinthaph looked at everyone, then she looked out the window again and then down. 
 
    “Concern for the whereabouts of Asigonth and Shaheel eventually slipped away from people’s minds through the passage of time. The people who survived had greater problems facing them—such as rebuilding or moving away from the dead cities. Many were not able to cope with a primitive life without their luxuries, and they had to face many obstacles. Only a few could remember the cities they had lived in—most chose to forget the past.” 
 
    A stillness in the air ensued. Everybody was motionless after Osinthaph rested from telling her story. 
 
    Marhidium said, “If some of you are wondering where she got these insights, Osinthaph is a receiver she can pick up anything from the past or future. Her mother had that ability. She knew the story had to be told, and she searched the past. Plus, understand that she studied the old records about the two artificial beings.” 
 
    “Yes, I was wondering about this. Now I know there are some people who have this ability,” said Tenashar. 
 
    Tenashar and the others began to understand the ruins that they had seen all their lives. They grew to know the reason why the Sahaynaivium scholars searched the many ruins throughout the world, and why the flying ships were sent to such great distances to search for something so elusive. 
 
    In the corner, A-amar and Una-sei had listened intently but said nothing. Thitwa and Betaqal were almost forgotten because they sat apart from the rest, listening with diligence to Osinthaph’s stories. Marhidium came up to them to ask if they were all right, and they smiled with a nod of assurance. 
 
    One point was now clear to Obsiesa. “I realize that Geithelasa is forming a faction whose intention is to revive the power of the Orbs and control them for her own use, or perhaps for the scholars to use for their own purposes. Now there is a need for me to tell the Salseth all that Osinthaph said and what Sanashei told Tenashar.” 
 
    The Sileizan may have been the descendants of the Aura-Laei-i, who prospered and built their own culture out of the ashes of Cashmakil and centuries later went into their own decline. Why did this happen? Nainashari never told Tenashar the reasons. 
 
    Suddenly both Tenashar and Osinthaph talked of the child they had seen in their meditations. They mused that perhaps Asigonth resided in this child’s body, or he may have transformed himself. 
 
    Tenashar believed he finally understood the origins of the Orbs. Yet that didn’t accomplish anything. The most important thing was to find a way to keep the life force from draining away from the world. 
 
    Tenashar said, “I wonder if the Orbs can be controlled. I’ve been wondering why the Orbs only turned up at certain times and remained elusive for long periods. The world was slowly, very slowly dying.” 
 
    Knode asked, “Tenashar, where is this child thing? Where could it be? Is there a clue as to where it was hiding?” 
 
    Tenashar knew that dealing with Geithelasa was easy for Obsiesa. He sensed that if the scholars told her to find this child and control the Orbs, then half the work would be done. The council would be able to tell Obsiesa where this child thing was, and they could put an end to the Orbs. Tenashar realized that Feiadysium was close to the Salseth and would order Geithelasa to hand over her information concerning the child thing. 
 
    Tenashar believed it was even possible that she was under the child thing’s control. He thought perhaps Asigonth had created this child thing and hid within its form. 
 
    Tenashar knew that the time had come to act. They had talked too long. Obsiesa advised that they had to get help from Seveaha and Leineha. 
 
    Deep in thought, Tenashar was soon reminded of Eirshiquanai, his spiritual guardian, whom he hadn’t seen in a long time. He remembered his friends Mushroom and Rock, who’d sent their essence into the compass. Tenashar wondered what had happened to Seveaha and Leineha. Leineha had told him that they would take a ship from Honazal to Sahaynaivium to meet with their council. Not too many people from Honazal ever ventured into the turbulent seas surrounding the islands of Sahaynaivium. 
 
    Leineha always had Jarviashar in his heart, and he knew he would eventually come to Sahaynaivium. He knew that Jarviashar was worried that he and Seveaha were lost in turbulent seas on their way to Himoicum. Leineha wanted to let her know that he was safe. 
 
    Leineha’s presence would be a help to Obsiesa in a quest to know who or what was controlling the Orbs. In this way, Obsiesa would be able to see if Osinthaph’s and Leineha’s stories were true. And Obsiesa wanted to find out what really did happen to Cashmakil and Asigonth. If they found their answers, Obsiesa and Leineha would hold true to their commitment to heal a dying world. Leineha always made Jarviashar proud. 
 
    Again and again, thoughts and visions flew around Tenashar’s mind. He was so burdened by thoughts. These thoughts were held in his mind until it was time for Tenashar to reveal them. “I want to tell all of you here that I saw something in a vision. It was a child—or more accurately a baby. Maybe it was an embryo in a sack or a baby in a sphere of fluid. 
 
    “I saw an artificial being that looked like a man with emotionless facial features entering a sphere of fluid in the womb of another artificial being that looked female. It came to rest in the fluids of the female. This child embryo envelops itself in this fluid. Then it becomes two. I see a child thing with an embryo inside it, like an embryo within an embryo. The child thing is the one carrying this sphere of fluid. But this child and embryo are one. They are the same thing. It doesn’t make sense to me. What was strange about this child thing is that it moved in an extremely dark void, giving no indication of where it was.” 
 
    The child thing seemed to be contained inside Shaheel, but this child also had an embryo within itself. Tenashar was trying to make efforts to contain his thoughts and focus his mind by trying to find where this child thing was. He couldn’t find its location. The child thing would send Tenashar visions of what it was doing. He was frightened by the experience. The child thing looked at him with a sinister smile before it blocked itself from his probing. 
 
    Tenashar felt Hedariad’s hand on his arm. “I’ve gone upstairs and looked outside,” Hedariad said. It looks like the sea is turning into a huge wall of water, as if blocking anyone from landing in Himoicum. Knode thinks we should fly to the continent and bring some of the Honazal council back to Himoicum. 
 
    Tenashar agreed with Knode that the only way to bring Leineha to Himoicum was to use a flying ship. Tenashar discussed the plan with Knode, but then he reminded Tenashar that they were forced to land in Himoicum against their will. 
 
    Tenashar noticed that Obsiesa was sitting in comfort with intense feelings and a nervous twitch. Obviously, he was weighing the problems of the suggestions. A decision had to be made at once. At Tenashar’s urging, Obsiesa finally decided to deal with the situation in Himoicum first. Then perhaps the council of Honazal could join them. He urged everyone to let things unfold as they were, warning that there was a growing splinter in the council that would not go away. This wasn’t a situation Obsiesa wanted to put himself in. The Himoicum council was now divided on what to do with the Orbs. It became imperative for Obsiesa to meet with the Salseth. 
 
    Tenashar asked Obsiesa a question. “Obsiesa, has Geithelasa influenced the Salseth and brought him to her side?” 
 
    Obsiesa said, “I’m not sure. It bothers me that I can’t trust everyone in the council.”  
 
    Then Feiadysium whispered in Obsiesa’s ear. “Let us do what we originally planned. Find some of the scholars first.” 
 
    Tenashar heard Feiadysium say, “In Sahaynaivium, most of the scholars lived in their own world and kept their minds only on study and research. Nothing in the outside world bothers them. Everyone, it has been decided by Obsiesa that we will find a scholar that is not insular. His name Cleiadomph.” 
 
    Obsiesa said, “Then it’s decided.” 
 
    Tenashar went with Obsiesa as he quickly got up and went to the door. The rest of them followed, realizing their salvation was to question a scholar first and then talk with the Salseth. Tenashar understood Obsiesa’s reasons, but Jarviashar didn’t know what was going on. He explained what was going on while they walked into the deep night with the sound of threatening waves a short distance away. 
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    chapter 29 
 
    An Old Scholar in the Deep, Dark Mountains 
 
      
 
    After traveling some distance into the deep and dark mountains that surrounded parts of Himoicum, they came upon the home of Cleiadomph. Strewn across the forest floor were parts of machines that seemed abandoned in frustration, because most of these machine parts were either destroyed or scattered in pieces. They could see and feel these machine parts in the dark as they tried to keep from tripping over them. Tenashar could barely see these objects in the deep shadow of night. Only a bit of light was created by the dim lamps that lighted the path into the mountain forest. As they carefully walked over the barriers on the forest floor, they came across a strange dwelling with Sahaynaivium designs. 
 
    No one was present to open the door of the dwelling—in fact; they couldn’t see any door, for the dwelling was open on all sides. Within, there was an area shaped like an egg that was elongated and extended out into the nearby forest. Part of this egg-shaped room became curiously transparent as they approached. 
 
    Tenashar touched the egg, and a transparent door appeared. Out popped an old scholar whose smile reminded Tenashar strongly of Nainashari. The elderly man’s eyes smiled back at Tenashar and then traveled around to examine all the strange guests at his door. His eyes finally fixed upon Obsiesa, who he knew was a member of the Himoicum council. 
 
    There was a definite awkwardness in addressing a scholar because they were highly respected in Sahaynaivium society. 
 
    Feiadysium intervened. He made a slight bow, and with a nod of his head he introduced Obsiesa to Cleiadomph. Cleiadomph and Obsiesa came together without any of the lengthy ceremonies normally required when meeting a scholar. 
 
    He told Obsiesa that he was expecting their visit, as Feiadysium had secretly contacted him—but he wasn’t sure of the reason why they had all gathered to meet him. He suspected it had something to do with the oceans and Orbs. 
 
    Welcoming them into his home, Cleiadomph asked them to be seated on the floor. There were cushions on the floor that resembled nautilus shell forms. Every item in Cleiadomph’s dwelling reminded them of either the sea or forest. 
 
    In fact, Cleiadomph was one of the few scholars who originally came from Honazal. 
 
    Cleiadomph was more than a hundred years old, perhaps closer to 180. He was not sure any more. He remembered a time when Honazal was a very different place—when the council was a simple governing body, and the oceans were beautifully calm, and the fish were abundant. 
 
    Cleiadomph said, “In those days, the Honazalians considered the Orbs to be someone else’s problem. The Orbs only plagued the southern seas, or so the stories said.” 
 
    “Did people go back and forth to Sahaynaivium in your time?” Obsiesa asked. 
 
    “I am sorry to disappoint you. There was hardly any communication between Sahaynaivium and Honazal in my time,” replied Cleiadomph. 
 
    What he saw in Cleiadomph’s eyes were deep repositories of wisdom and learning that had accumulated from many years of pain and suffering. He had made these studies to give comfort to the people of Sahaynaivium. 
 
    As Tenashar listened to Cleiadomph and Obsiesa, he saw that Cleiadomph had prominent eyes, bright with intelligence and wisdom. His nose was as tall and majestic as Athtap’s. His upper lip was quite thin, and his lower lip thick, as if they didn’t even belong together. His eyebrows were thick and looked humorous. His dark brown skin hardly revealed any lines of age. This made him appear like an old knotted tree that had floated around the oceans for centuries. He seemed like someone who could be relied upon in times of trouble. 
 
    As everyone sat and faced Cleiadomph, he looked at each one of them and said, “Your plight has interested me. I am aware that you are concerned about the Orbs and the council.” 
 
    As Knode and Marhidium were about to speak, Cleiadomph held up his hand to hold them off. He told them that he had tried to study the Orbs and found no answer. He was neither for Geithelasa or in opposition to her. Cleiadomph believed that the welfare of the people of Sahaynaivium and the neighboring continents was far more important than the schism that existed. 
 
    Similar to Nainashari, he often lived in the forest, studying what made its systems run with the seasons. The difference was that Cleiadomph was very much part of the world, consulting with other scholars, advising the council, and spending time with his only daughter, her husband, and his grandchildren. Yet for the sake of concentrated study, he chose to live deep within the forest to be shielded away from distractions. 
 
    The egg-shaped room wasn’t the only enclosed part of his house. Beneath the ground, there were other living chambers or rooms where Cleiadomph slept, dreaming about the world beyond the forest. It was in his dreams that he made important discoveries. These inner guests or friends always guided Cleiadomph along the path of life. They seemed to be some type of spiritual guides. Some strange unseen force gave Cleiadomph the reasoning and words to create whatever they showed him in his dreams. 
 
    Cleiadomph told them of many of his dreams that he didn’t tell his other guests, but he still had no answer to the problem of the Orbs. 
 
    Osinthaph told him the short version of her story of Asigonth and Shaheel. He was then able to understand what had happened to the Sahaynaivium long ago. After Osinthaph finished her story, a strange feeling of darkness fell over the room. 
 
    Then Cleiadomph explained something that only Knode and Marhidium understood. “Long ago, an artificial brain or being was created to help humanity with both intellectual drudgery and manual labor. The artificial beings that controlled Cashmakil were originally intended to serve humans, though they were many generations higher in status than the first artificial beings, which required humans to build and program them.” 
 
    Tenashar understood none of this. Cleiadomph stared deeply at a viewing tablet on a shelf. He got up, oblivious to anything around him, brought it down, and stared into it for a while. Cleiadomph returned to his cushion and sat down, scrolling through the many words on its surface. He then asked Feiadysium to fetch a book for him. Upon receiving the book, Cleiadomph quickly thumbed through the pages and found something very interesting. 
 
    “You have mentioned a child thing.” Cleiadomph spoke distantly, his eyes on the book. 
 
    Then, as if emerging from a trance, Cleiadomph said there was two ways to have the Orbs cease what they were doing. One was to catch one or all of them and simply recommend their functions. The second way was to find this child thing and somehow neutralize or imprison it where it could do no harm. 
 
    Tenashar asked, “Why haven’t any weapons been used against these Orbs?” 
 
    Cleiadomph replied, “It has been tried, but the Orbs were unaffected by the weapons used against them. If someone attacks an Orb, nothing around is spared. Everything is destroyed—people, animals, and the land. Every type of weapon was once used against them. Some even tried to deprogram them as a way of destroying these Orbs.” 
 
    Hedariad protested that the Orbs continued with their mischief. “I’ve heard that these Orbs behave like flocks of birds, so they must have a leader. Perhaps if the dominant Orb is caught or destroyed, the others will cease their work. Maybe it is this child thing hidden away that controls them and remains elusive. I think it must live within one of the Orbs and that it is being guarded.” 
 
    “Tenashar told us what he saw in his mind. It does not seem rational, but I think what he saw is true!” Cleiadomph’s words were like a command that convinced everyone. 
 
    Cleiadomph said, “It isn’t possible to destroy the Orbs. So an entirely different solution has to be found.” For Cleiadomph, that was the dilemma and total impasse. 
 
    Jarviashar, still sitting in a corner alone, stood and came to Marhidium’s side and said, “I once heard a story that water was a solution to the Orb problem.” 
 
    Marhidium pressed, “Jarviashar, is there any more information?” But the girl had none to give. 
 
    Knode said, “These stories are superstition.” 
 
    Cleiadomph looked at Jarviashar with eyes bright with enthusiasm, as if she had solved the problem. 
 
    He explained, “The legends did not literally mean water. These symbolic words meant that if the Orbs were flooded with so much information and enormous amounts of life force, then the Orbs might burst like a bag filled with too much water. Yes, this could mean that if the Orbs were filled with water and electricity, it might destroy its brain.” But Cleiadomph discarded these concepts as impractical. 
 
    “The systems the Orbs used were very different. They were never powered by electricity,” said Cleiadomph. 
 
    Tenashar asked, “What is this electricity?” 
 
    Cleiadomph then gave a brief and complicated explanation about it. 
 
    Marhidium explained it better. “It’s like comparing it to the concept of a life force or spirit; for something to come alive, it needs a surge of energy to work.” 
 
    “I think I understand but not fully,” said Tenashar. 
 
    There were so many strange words that flew back and forth between Knode, Cleiadomph, Marhidium, Obsiesa, and Osinthaph; it was as if they were playing catch ball with words. This was the only part of the discussion Tenashar understood—the throwing and catching of words. 
 
    Tenashar gradually started understanding what was being said. It became easier to grasp, and as he deeply concentrated, this slowly put him into a meditative state. He sat on the floor, enjoying the curving of the morning sunlight as it filtered through the opaque white wall surface of the egg-shaped room. He started to feel that he was inside a real egg. He started to hear the voices of morning birds. Suddenly, it struck him that Nainashari might be the solution. 
 
    Tenashar gradually emerged out of the meditative state and listened to Cleiadomph as he considered the information brought by each member of the group before him. The puzzle was finally beginning to form a picture that had been hidden for so long. Yet he understood that there were many other tasks that had to be accomplished before the world could return to what it once was. Perhaps the world would return to normal, or maybe it had to go through a change to become a better world. 
 
    Tenashar realized that something else had to be considered—what did Geithelasa actually know concerning the true nature of the Orbs? Tenashar wondered why the delegations from Honazal and Sovazal were being delayed? Were the Umharkan emissaries even coming? For a long time, Tenashar had been cautious about the Umharka because he had heard stories about their big ships from Athtap. 
 
    Cleiadomph decided they should call on the other scholars and find out their true intentions. Tenashar knew that it was time for Obsiesa, Hedariad, and Feiadysium to return to the council chamber and to do their best to find more answers. Thitwa, Betaqal, and Siytai wanted to stay with Cleiadomph. 
 
    Tenashar asked A-amar and Una-sei to follow him. Unusually, they desired to remain. Deep inside, Tenashar acknowledged that he was growing independent of them, needing less care and guidance. Even a Sharzeen knew that its duties as a guardian would slowly grow less as Tenashar matured. Perhaps they would always be there for Tenashar when he needed them. 
 
    Marhidium, Jarviashar, and Knode walked together at Tenashar’s side. They were quiet. Cleiadomph led them deeper into the mountains along ancient trails. What could they expect from the other scholars? Would they help? Or would they perhaps deny what was happening concerning the Orbs? 
 
    In an extremely dense part of the forest, they came upon another large building. This one was tall and egg-shaped with a large cube dominating the inner part of the dwelling. Individualistic homes were clearly a rule for scholars. The building was surrounded by naturally dense forest. It seemed utterly primal, as if no human hand had ever touched that forest. 
 
    Lothob was busy tending his friends—the flowers, grasses, and weeds. To Lothob, every plant was precious, so he never cut any, in order to create a human conception of the forest. He gave no indication that he even noticed them approaching; he just continued working on his plants. Lothob was neither tall nor short and was a shade lighter than Cleiadomph. His large, smiling eyes were humorous and friendly. The feature that stood out was his thick full lips and large, almost square face. Tenashar felt sorry for his homeliness. His clothes seemed tattered, as if the result of poverty—but in truth, it was the style of clothes he chose to wear. All the tattered pieces hung in a multitude of colors, almost looking like a Saijezif bird. This puzzled Tenashar. 
 
    Lothob was aware of them and waited. When he had finished tending a flower, Lothob finally looked up and greeted him. Cleiadomph then introduced his friends. Lothob welcomed them and right away said that he knew the reason for the visit. 
 
    Perhaps Lothob had a network of messengers. If this was true, where were these people? 
 
    Tenashar simply asked Lothob, “How did you get the information?” 
 
    “I have a device that brings sound from anywhere without wires or any form of connection,” Lothob replied, though he didn’t explain how the device worked. “You see, Tenashar, it works like the human ear except that it is far more sensitive, built more on the model of a dog’s or bat’s hearing system. The device is still in the experimental stage and being worked on.” 
 
    But this meeting with Lothob was not a social call for friends. They talked urgently about the Orbs. Each person, including Tenashar, added to the information Lothob had already gathered. The meeting wasn’t long, since the sky was becoming overcast and the forest seemed agitated. 
 
    Lothob said, “I will call on the scholars I know are on neither side with Obsiesa or Geithelasa, the ones who could help bring a neutral solution to these problems. It is clear to me that there is already an impasse in the council that had nothing to do with Geithelasa, and I believe that nothing will change unless the true nature of this child thing is discovered.” 
 
    Discussions with the other scholars would have to wait. Knode and Tenashar began to realize that searching for this “child” wasn’t going to be easy. Cleiadomph didn’t have many answers, and neither did Lothob. Tenashar was in deep thought, trying to reason where this child thing could be. There were so many questions and assumptions that entered his mind. 
 
    Tenashar said, “Cleiadomph, you are thinking too much.” 
 
    Cleiadomph warmly embraced Tenashar, tapping him on the shoulders. “Tenashar, as an Aura-Lei-i, I would try to find an answer—and perhaps would know what was really going on.” 
 
    Tenashar looked in Cleiadomph’s eyes with a feeling of bewilderment and anger. He was right that it wasn’t Tenashar’s burden—the problem had to be shared by the whole planet. 
 
    Some thoughts began to plague Tenashar. Did Nainashari have the answers? Was it possible the child thing was Cadica? He immediately dismissed these thoughts from his mind. 
 
    They went back to Cleiadomph’s dwelling to wait until the council called for them again. Lothob had his own gathering of scholars. But he felt nothing could come of this, because the scholars were all perplexed. 
 
    It seemed they spent an eternity with Cleiadomph, without any news of the council or of the delegations from the continent. 
 
    Tenashar woke up from a restless sleep and walked into the forest, slowly pacing around. The dim torch lamps made Tenashar think of the desert world where Cadica lived. What might he have to do to change the course of time and make her world flourish again? Thinking even more deeply about the desert world, he realized he was being egotistical. 
 
    A burst of light suddenly came upon Tenashar—it was as if he was a god or some legendary hero from ancient Senetha. The destiny of the world depended on him. These delusional dreams were ridiculous and seemed stupid to think about. 
 
    The uneasiness of sleep was still in his eyes. Tenashar thought he saw the lamps move. Suddenly the lights became bright and gradually transformed into human stick figures. The stick figures walked toward Tenashar. He almost called out in fear, but a calm, tranquil feeling took over. He became strangely comfortable, as if he were back in his village or in Nainashari’s cave. 
 
    Tenashar thought he heard voices emanating from these stick men, and then he heard a chorus of a thousand voices saying that he was not to be concerned about the Orbs. Voices told him that what he was thinking might not be the truth. The truth was different for everyone. So all truth was irrelevant. The voices emphasized that assumptions were dangerous. The voices gradually faded away, and once again the dense forest was quiet. 
 
    The lights remained though, and Tenashar swore that he saw Cadica and Tansatei’s faces in the flames. Then they faded away. He thought that perhaps Cadica’s world was saved. People of Cadica’s time lived and cultivated their homes with the spheres. Maybe that was the answer. Nainashari was highly skilled in making living spheres. These spheres needed tending. And he had heard from Osinthaph and Cleiadomph that Orbs required tending, just as crops did. 
 
    This “programming” may have been a type of food that the Orbs required. Someone was looking after the maintenance of these machines. Orbs didn’t survive by absorbing the life force alone; their bodies required a machine version of care, much like human bodies. Tenashar thought of the Orbs in terms of living things with bodies and felt that was the way to deal with them. He began to develop the notion that if the food to these Orbs were cut off, and then they would weaken and die. But he didn’t want to believe that this concept would work, because destroying any living thing was murder, and Tenashar understood that in some way the Orbs were living things. There had to be another way. 
 
    When Tenashar started to see the Orbs in this different way, millions of glowing mushroom and rock spirits began to walk and dance. The mushrooms came all around Tenashar. They played upon his lap as he sat down. The air was filled with glowing fireflies. Even Siytai, who slept nearby on the forest floor, was not roused from his sleep as they danced on his sleeping body. A-amar and Una-sei were completely oblivious as the glowing mushrooms played on them. 
 
    Words came to Tenashar that said that the child was close to him and within easy grasp and that child, if not cared for, would fall to ruin, like all the other machines. He was also told that the Orbs would continue for a long time, but that without care, they would eventually cease to function. The mushrooms, like the lamps, started to transform, becoming vertical beams of light that came together and then went out. Looking down upon the ground, Tenashar saw tiny mushrooms glowing dimly. As deep quietness dominated the forest floor, the light of the mushrooms became faint. Had he been dreaming? 
 
    Siytai was still asleep. Tenashar decided to summon up the courage to tell what he saw that night. As he looked elsewhere on the forest floor, he saw Osinthaph and Jarviashar sleeping contentedly. All his friends were somehow in an extremely tranquil slumber. Obviously this was part of Tenashar’s experience, perhaps arranged by these forest beacons of light. 
 
    The desire to sleep came over him, and soon Tenashar was like the others. Hundreds of large and tiny mushrooms danced, crawled, and jumped all over his body. The fireflies continued to fly around for a time and then disappeared. The sky gradually lightened, and the mushrooms went back to their accustomed places. 
 
    Sharing all that he saw that night, Tenashar told his friends of the strange voices that emanated from the lamps. Cleiadomph said he had a similar experience with these lamps and could assure Tenashar that he wasn’t dreaming. The lamps call to people that they want to speak with. But he pointed out that this rarely happened. If a person was so fortunate to hear the lamps speak, then it was very important. Lamps that were able to speak sounded very strange and illogical. Cleiadomph explained that these lamps were extremely ancient and had been on the island long before Sahaynaivium, or even Cashmakil, existed. Many believed that these lamps were once part of a culture older than anything known. 
 
    Thinking out loud, Cleiadomph said, “I will tell you that there is a way to survive the Orbs. These Orbs are a sphere world in reverse. All you need is to find the people who are looking after these Orbs and repairing them.” 
 
    Then he got up and led them to the council hall. Once they were within the city, a group of scholars, led by Lothob, joined them. 
 
    In the hall, everyone was now assembled—to the surprise of Tenashar and Cleiadomph. Seveaha, Leineha, and Athtap had finally arrived. As this was the first time they had been to Sahaynaivium, they were struck with wonderment at this dazzling, sophisticated culture. 
 
    Other strange peoples were there as well, from lands that Tenashar had scarcely heard of. Delegates had come from nations he never imagined in his wildest fantasies. Even the Umharka delegates may have been there, but that was of no concern to Tenashar at the moment. His curiosity would have to wait. He wished Nainashari could be there, though he knew in his heart that Nainashari wouldn’t leave his cave. 
 
    Events were coming together so that the peoples of the world could survive the ordeal of the Orbs. Indeed, very few people were needed to represent most of the tribes of the world. The fall of Cashmakil had reduced a population that was once enormous. Now less than sixty tribes—small and large—were scattered around the planet. Some had such a small number of people that they barely qualified as a tribe. 
 
    The delegations waited patiently for answers. After all the necessary ceremonies were completed, the exchange of words quickly began. Talk went around and around but barely solved any problems. 
 
    Finally Cleiadomph spoke of Tenashar’s dream and all that Osinthaph, Knode, and Lothob had said. Many words of praise were heard from the delegates as Cleiadomph told them what he believed to be true. 
 
    Geithelasa appeared tense, for some of the scholars that were with Lothob had heard rumors of her intentions. As Cleiadomph spoke, all the other scholars became nervous. As he finished, the Salseth held his hands up, a gesture to inquire if there were any questions. 
 
    When no one raised a query, the Salseth spoke. “Your words come to me as the truth, Cleiadomph—none of your words have a hidden meaning. I don’t believe that you have deceived me. This is the first time that I’ve heard what these Orbs really are, and I say now that if anyone is engaged in supporting these Orbs for purposes of their own personal ambitions, I suggest that you cease these activities, or you will be forced to stop.” 
 
    Tenashar watched Cleiadomph as he looked sternly around the room. He believed that the Orbs were being used for military purposes. Tenashar reasoned that if this were true, then those who were making these attempts were failing. The important thing was to stop the Orbs. 
 
    All at once Tenashar heard the voices of those assembled in the chamber rise in a chorus of concern. The foreign delegates held the greatest worries. Amidst all this confusion, Geithelasa gave a sigh of emotions hidden deep within her. 
 
    The Salseth was forced to quiet everyone down with a roaring voice to drown out the council members and make them pay attention. With words of concern, he repeated his words and made it clear that any of those responsible for giving the Orbs care or instruction should cease or be punished. 
 
    Yet others raised their voices in protest, saying that Cleiadomph’s reports were unsubstantiated. Some councilors pointed out that ancient texts alone didn’t prove anything. 
 
    The councilors believed that people who were not properly trained to read the ancient texts has misinterpreted them and were dreamers with no concept of the truth. So they felt that nothing could be learned from these ancient books. 
 
    The Salseth continued to patiently listen to the objections of the councilors. He was attentive, but none of the councilors made any indication of agreeing or disagreeing. 
 
    Cleiadomph knew more than he let show. In reality, he had studied the ancient texts himself and secretly observed the Orbs. Reports were sent to him from scholars under his jurisdiction. He was even aware of the thinking and background of the other council members. This was a part of himself that Cleiadomph kept hidden, waiting for the right time to reveal all he knew. 
 
    The council debated back and forth—between those who believed Cleiadomph and others who sincerely believed that more proof was needed. There were also still councilors who were secretly siding with Geithelasa. 
 
    The council chamber became a kaleidoscope of conflict, yet nothing was accomplished by either side. It was becoming plain to the Salseth that the gathering was of no use. 
 
    Cleiadomph understood well that the delegates from other lands were in Himoicum to hear what was going on in their world. Problems were the same everywhere. They were here to learn if there was a way to end the chaos. The only way to break the deadlock in the council would be to have Geithelasa and the others admit to their attempts to control the Orbs. 
 
    Cleiadomph had been quite aware of Geithelasa’s tampering. He suspected that the scholars that sided with her had also been experimenting with ways to make the Orbs do their bidding. 
 
    Realizing that nothing could be accomplished here, the Cleiadomph brought an end to the meeting. After all the ceremonies had been concluded, the delegates and council members dispersed, disappointed. There was a feeling of hopelessness in all those who had attended the council. 
 
    Obsiesa, Hedariad, and Feiadysium, along with the aeronauts and Tenashar and Jarviashar, were the only ones to remain in the chamber. 
 
    Then the lone figure of the Salseth approached them. First he took Cleiadomph and Lothob aside for a few moments to talk with them. Then with a friendly smile, he turned to Osinthaph and Tenashar. He asked them about their visions and what they had learned. 
 
    “What you have seen has confirmed my suspicions about the origins of the Orbs,” said the Salseth. But he added, on his own account, that many in Sahaynaivium understood the workings of the Orbs to various degrees. This meant that any of a number of the scholars or others could be the ones keeping the Orbs alive. 
 
    For Tenashar, this brought Geithelasa to mind. Salseth’s words were plain as he outlined the many reasons why he suspected Geithelasa. One of the reasons was already clear to Tenashar and the others. 
 
    “An army could destroy an enemy in seconds by having the Orbs drain the life force from them,” the Salseth continued. “None could oppose such a weapon. If the Orbs were controlled by human will, domination of the planet would be complete. On the other hand, the Orbs could be used to keep the land fertile and cultivated so none would toil or go hungry. The riches they could bring to humanity would be great. Humans could devote themselves to innovative thinking and opening up travel to other worlds.” 
 
    He went on about the great benefits of the Orbs and how they could contribute to the well-being of the world if controlled by benevolent humans. But whoever was designated, as the controller of the Orbs would never be perfect, because good and evil is in all of us. Could one person take sole responsibility for the Orbs? 
 
    Tenashar said, “Perhaps it would be good for many people together to share the responsibilities of guiding the Orbs.” 
 
    But Knode interrupted, telling him, “Orbs were made to obey only one leader. Many scholars have tried to come up with solutions to change this programming. If the Orbs did all the work, then humans would become useless. It was once said that Cashmakil was such a place, where Asigonth came to dominate and control the human world because humans had lost control. The same errors should not be made again.” 
 
    Jarviashar innocently asked the Salseth, “Is Geithelasa aware of Cashmakil’s downfall?” 
 
    He sighed. “She probably is. But it is easy to ignore such a lesson if you believe you are chosen to change the Orbs.” He understood that Geithelasa had to be stopped or persuaded to understand her error. 
 
    Again Tenashar asked, perplexed, why the Salseth couldn’t simply order her to stop. 
 
    The Salseth patiently explained, “I am only the head of the council, not a true king—although some would give me such a title. Only a vote by the majority of the council could stop her. It is important to find this child or devise a way to control the Orbs.” 
 
    “No matter what is discussed or said, the point is to find this child. It is important for us to discover if Asigonth is part of this child thing.” Jarviashar spoke these words without hope. 
 
    The Salseth said that finding the child was within their grasp, for he truly understood the Aura-Laei-i way of thinking. Such a person could find the path to this child being. An Aura-Laei-i could search through all levels of thought, literally reaching into the air and finding the child thing’s mind, if only they knew such a person. 
 
    Jarviashar pointed to Tenashar. The Salseth turned to Tenashar and asked him why he didn’t say that he was an Aura-Laei-i. 
 
    Embarrassed, Tenashar said that he was only an Aura-Laei-i in training. 
 
    The Salseth’s reply was, “An Aura-Laei-i is an Aura-Laei-i; there is really no training period. Their abilities are fully developed when they are born. When they are young, an Aura-Laei-i discovers a form of learning that is different from most people. It’s a discovery of what is already there. They are like a navigator finding lands that have always existed.” 
 
    Tenashar said that he had no way of knowing where this child thing was. He was encouraged to search for the whereabouts of this child thing, because the Salseth understood that he could. In turn, Tenashar asked the Salseth how he knew that he was an Aura-Laei-i. 
 
    The Salseth’s reply was a surprise to everyone present—he said he himself was an Aura-Laei-i. Tenashar was shocked. Jarviashar and Marhidium asked why he didn’t try to find this child thing on his own. 
 
    He shook his head grimly. “Some of the scholars and scientists have found a way to block my mind when I tried to search through the vast libraries of Himoicum. Either another Aura-Laei-i or some device was being used to confuse my mind. The Sahaynaiviums made great progress in blocking or searching the human mind with their technical creations. It has become a daily challenge for me to overcome these blocks. Yet with two or more Aura-Laei-i working in unison, perhaps the blocks could be broken—at least temporarily, if not forever.” 
 
    As if a candle had been lit by a bright flame, it become clear to Tenashar that the flames could grow warmer. When Aura-Laei-i together would become as bright and powerful as a huge flame. Cleiadomph responded with a positive nod accompanied by a sunny smile. 
 
    The Salseth, Cleiadomph, Lothob, and Tenashar gazed about at one another. They suddenly realized that there must be an Aura-Laei-i advising Geithelasa on the ways of bringing the Orbs under her control. 
 
    Without a word or hesitation, Cleiadomph, Tenashar, Lothob, and the Salseth went into meditation and thought transfer. They joined their minds together to form one great mind that combined all the abilities of all those who took part. 
 
    As their minds joined, Tenashar, Cleiadomph, Lothob, and the Salseth could see the others’ thoughts and feel their purpose in life. It seemed that three huge black disks or spheres fused together and overlapped as one single unit. The disks or spheres had tiny electrical currents going in erratic directions. Some were shaped like lightning bolts. Others appeared as streaks hitting in every conceivable agitated manner. Once again, the electrical currents came together, and this time they grew into a bright light of sky blue. 
 
    Then the vision cleared and turned into a sky with clouds. Soon the sky faded into a beautiful landscape. Then thousands of interspersing scenes overlapped. Chaos ensued. 
 
    The Aura-Laei-i held tightly to their union without fear or pause. It was the first step into discovery that brought them a desire to see more. 
 
    This was Tenashar’s first merger with another Aura-Laei-i. Obviously, Cleiadomph and Lothob had done this before. This was teaching Tenashar to understand and discover what was already there and accept everything that came his way, bad or good. Tenashar searched and found himself when he merged with Cleiadomph and Lothob. Their experiences and knowledge became part of him. In other words, he was brought to the mature stage and was introduced to the celestial library—a place where all knowledge in all its forms became his for the asking. 
 
    Tenashar was given everything, and in return he joined his teachers to find this fabled child thing that controlled the Orbs. 
 
    As they traveled, they saw visions of Geithelasa searching for the child as well through endless ancient records in the library in Himoicum. Frustrated, unable to gather what she wanted, she grew more and more angry. A hazy hidden figure that was clearly an Aura-Laei-i searched and reported back to Geithelasa with no answers. This forced them to look harder. But again because of a block, the incoming images became jumbled and confused. 
 
    Cleiadomph, being very powerful, punched holes in the block and found two beings living in great fear—Geithelasa and what they thought of as the child thing. Geithelasa was unable to find ways to harness the power of the Orbs, though she had the resources of an Aura-Laei-i and many scholars. Even if she had the knowledge to reenergize or repair these Orbs, they remained out of control. Their programming still ran wild. Fear clutched her by the heart. It seemed failure was at hand, and if the Salseth found out her true intentions, then Geithelasa would face either banishment or death. Her thoughts were submerged in great fear. 
 
    The child thing started to shiver in fear in a hidden hole in the ground where maggots crawled all around it, trying to consume it. It constantly fought off the thousands of minds trying to find its hiding place. Not one moment of peace came its way. This child thing understood that if it were found, it would be destroyed. 
 
    In truth Tenashar, Cleiadomph, Lothob, and the Salseth had no intention of destroying the child thing; they just wanted to understand it and help change it’s programming. But it didn’t want to be changed or reprogrammed, so it made every effort to hide—but it had a difficult time moving, for its body was breaking down after centuries without human maintenance. 
 
    This child was a machine. Yet it scorned human attention, thinking itself superior. It never made any attempt to create more artificial beings but preferred to manipulate the minds of humans in order that it could be serviced. One of these minds that it searched for and found was Geithelasa. Perhaps she was unknowingly trying to maintain the Orbs at the child thing’s command. Geithelasa met the child thing halfway—she searched and found it, even as it looked for her. She may even have commanded the child thing. Her mind was far more powerful than the child thing realized. 
 
    Tenashar, Cleiadomph, Lothob, and the Salseth felt a tremendous shock, and suddenly Nainashari came into view in their minds. He was creating his own sphere and understood everything needed to develop one. 
 
    Unknown and hidden away, the child thing made some attempts to make him do what it wanted. At first Nainashari was unaware of the interference, but he somehow he realized that the child had sensed him, and he successfully kept its influence away. 
 
    Then, for the first time in a very long time, Tenashar saw Eirshiquanai—the tall and beautiful woman from the distant future. She pointed to Nainashari’s cave and the transparent waterfall and forest. He thought that perhaps she was indicating where the child thing was hidden. After Eirshiquanai disappeared, a bright light threw itself upon the four of them, pulling them apart. Their union was physically broken yet unified in a different form in another world. 
 
    Marhidium and Osinthaph were the first to come to their aid. As Cleiadomph, Lothob, Tenashar, and the Salseth came out of the unified mind meditation, they asked, “Where are we, and how many summer seasons elapsed?” 
 
    Marhidium surprised them. “Only a few minutes have passed.” 
 
    Although Cleiadomph and Lothob had traveled like this before, this was the first time their thoughts had taken them on a journey like this. 
 
    Tenashar said that in the vision he’d seen Marhidium and the others turn to bones as if centuries had passed by. Their bones then crumbled to dust. 
 
    Each of the four related their experience during their meditative link. Knode was fascinated by their experiences. Jarviashar clapped her hands in delight, thinking they must have found the answers. Cleiadomph cautioned her that what they saw was only an indication, and she collapsed into disappointment. 
 
    Optimism touched everyone. But Obsiesa believed that caution should be observed. 
 
    Though the Salseth took part in the union, he kept himself from complete joining so he could protect Tenashar, Cleiadomph, and Lothob during their link. With the opposition they faced, it was necessary that one of them insulate the other three against unwanted influence. 
 
    Once the link was over, Obsiesa wanted to get back to the council to make them decide what to do with Geithelasa. He wanted to influence the rest of the council to make her admit her wrongs, yet at the same time make her understand that she may have been influenced by the child thing. 
 
    Cleiadomph asked another vital question. “What about Nainashari? Did Nainashari seem to know anything about the child thing?” 
 
    This question brought Tenashar sadness and disappointment that his old teacher wasn’t aware of the child thing, and perhaps without knowing it, he was making more new Orbs. 
 
    Tenashar knew it would be difficult to get Geithelasa to admit what she was doing. An Aura-Laei-i would be able to detect an intrusion into what they were planning. If this were true, then Geithelasa would have an advantage over them. 
 
    Did Nainashari intentionally or otherwise create these Orbs? If this were true, it would be difficult for Tenashar to deal with this. It was now clear to Obsiesa that the council members should question Geithelasa and make her admit her motives. 
 
    No time was wasted. The Salseth made plans to gather scholars and question them. The council would order them to speak the truth about the Orbs. 
 
    Tenashar asked the Salseth if he should go back to the continent. Even as he asked, Marhidium tapped him on the shoulder, shaking her head—no. The Salseth decided that certain things should be done first. Tenashar didn’t understand what he meant by this. But the Salseth kindly said that they must all help deal with the same problems, which included his people. 
 
    Deep inside, Tenashar trusted Nainashari, believing that he wouldn’t deliberately create Orbs to drain the life from the planet. This kind Aura-Laei-i was always trying to preserve life. It may have been possible that some of Nainashari’s spheres had lost their original purpose. It finally dawned on him that since Nainashari created new spheres, perhaps he understood how to fix the Orbs. But if he did, why didn’t he say anything to Tenashar when he was living there? 
 
    The Salseth told Tenashar not to think too much. 
 
    Together they would deal with these problems. 
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    chapter 30 
 
    In the Midst of the Chaotic Council Chamber 
 
      
 
    As the council members debated among themselves in groups, news came that on the other islands and in other parts of the world the Orbs were once again creating havoc and destruction. 
 
    At the same time, the scholars found fault with other council members, accusing them of keeping the Orbs a secret. The scholars were right, yet so were the council members. Each group accused the other of corruption. The disharmony among the council members and scholar-scientists had been around for many years. 
 
    When the Salseth entered the council chamber, he came upon chaotic groups of scholars and council members. Many looked to him for guidance in order to end the strife. 
 
    Meanwhile, Lothob gathered his students and other scholars. Tenashar and his friends, including Cleiadomph, had come along with the Salseth to see the arguments. 
 
    Tenashar, Knode, Cleiadomph, and the others sat and listened to the councilors and scholar-scientists. Cleiadomph watched Geithelasa intently. She just sat at the council table, motionless and stoic. 
 
    Many voices spoke. 
 
    “They say Geithelasa brought this calamity down on us. If this is true, then she should explain her mischief to the council,” said a scholar. 
 
    “There is no evidence that she has done this, and it is inappropriate for those who don’t know anything to accuse another,” said a senior council member. 
 
    “Some fear those who sit on the higher council. They are no different from those who sit on the lower levels of the council. We are all equals,” said a senior scholar-scientist. 
 
    Another council member spoke directly in Geithelasa’s face. “I am not sure what you are about, but I want to believe that you are working for the good of the people of Sahaynaivium. So speak now and defend yourself. I don’t want to judge you.” 
 
    Geithelasa remained sullen. At times, her anger would peek through, but only for a second. 
 
    More and more thoughts and suggestions poured through the council chamber. Sometimes it would come like a storm or a rushing flood, depending on who spoke. 
 
    Tenashar watched intently, following the Salseth around the council chamber without realizing it. In the center of the storm of words, Tenashar and the Salseth strode to the center of the council chamber. When this came about, the councilors and scholars fell silent, waiting for judgment from the Salseth. 
 
    The Salseth raised his hand to dismiss the council. Some left promptly while others lingered. He walked away with Tenashar at his side. By this act, the Salseth had shown that he didn’t want to provide leadership in the midst of the chaos. 
 
    The Salseth said to Tenashar that it was clear to him that the gathering of the council members and scholars wasn’t going to bring any results. Tenashar also realized that Geithelasa would never yield—she had too many layers of hidden protection. 
 
    The Salseth advised Tenashar that the only answers had to come from Cleiadomph because he was, at that very moment, mind probing the scholars, many of whom didn’t realize that in a limited way he could read their minds. It seemed that time was running out, so they all departed from the council chamber. 
 
    Leineha and Seveaha were being housed and protected by the authorities. Jarviashar asked the Salseth for permission to see them, but he said it wasn’t possible because the council as a whole needed to approve this. 
 
    Jarviashar asked sharply, “What is the sense of being the Salseth if you can’t do anything?” 
 
    “Once it was true that the office of Salseth had greater authority. But in present times, things have changed.” The Salseth spoke ruefully. “The important thing is to find Cleiadomph and plan what to do next since the council meeting didn’t work out.” 
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    chapter 31 
 
    Geithelasa Becomes Aware of Tenashar 
 
      
 
    While this was going on, Geithelasa was calling her own council with her own Aura-Laei-i and scholars. Away from the council chamber, Geithelasa could discuss in secret what she wanted and planned. 
 
    “What you have all discovered is that the others know what we are doing—especially this person from Senetha, the boy they call Tenashar. Even Osinthaph knows what they have found, and Cleiadomph has always suspected our movements. We have to keep them away from us. Otherwise they can report us to the Salseth. By finding ways to control the Orbs, we are helping our people. But remember—control is vital! Nothing else will do.” 
 
    Geithelasa’s Aura-Laei-i was aware of what Cleiadomph was trying to do. 
 
    Feiadysium told her, “It would be impossible to attempt complete control of the Orbs because they have minds of their own, and the ancient machinery is unreliable. Nothing we have tried in order to understand these Orbs has worked. The Orbs are beyond us. We don’t have the capacity to understand them as the ancient scholars did.” 
 
    “It must be done. The problem will be overcome—by your work. I have no sympathy for failure,” Geithelasa said. 
 
    “Look, Geithelasa, we have tried. Besides, others in the council are beginning to blame us for the catastrophes. They suspect what we’re up to. Remember, Cleiadomph is a powerful Aura-Laei-i as well—I’ve worked under him,” said Feiadysium. 
 
    Geithelasa’s reply to Feiadysium was that she would not tolerate failure. She also threatened that she would tell the council that he was the only one responsible for manipulation of the Orbs. 
 
    Some of the scholar-scientists began to ask why she was so anxious to get these dangerous Orbs under her control. When they asked her for her reasons, she said nothing. 
 
    As he turned toward Geithelasa, his dark beard and pale brown skin glistened in the rays of the sun. He wore the shawl and other clothing of the high council. 
 
    For he was Feiadysium, once the most enthusiastic of her followers, and was slowly becoming disillusioned at the problems that were being caused by there meddling. He had no desire to challenge the ancients in the art of their technological achievements. 
 
    And art was the appropriate word. The ancients had technology that was so great that it ceased being a mere mathematical and scientific discipline. It became a blend of art and science. 
 
    Feiadysium covered his face and asked Geithelasa what they should do next. She urged him to probe Tenashar’s mind. 
 
    “Tenashar has the power to block me if I try to look into his thoughts,” replied Feiadysium. 
 
    “Does he know this? Yes or no? Answer me!” Geithelasa demanded. 
 
    He spoke cautiously. “He is not aware of his full powers, yet he is already beyond all those who have come before. He is one of the ancient Aura-Laei-i. Perhaps he is a descendant of the old ones of Cashmakil.” 
 
    Without hesitation, her fists hit the table. She knew that she was defeated, but she didn’t want to admit it. “How do you know of this Tenashar?” 
 
    He admitted, “I sensed so much power in him that I originally didn’t believe it, because it came from such a young person. Most Aura-Laei-i was much older than him. It takes years to reach his level.” 
 
    Soon Geithelasa understood that Tenashar was a different type of person—not like the people of the continent. But Geithelasa could not believe that so simple a people as the Senetha could produce such an exceptional person. She had paid no attention to Tenashar before. She began to think that Tenashar was the key to the Orbs and that he might be an Aura-Laei-i who could tame them. 
 
    Feiadysium warned her that only certain Aura-Laei-i could train an Orb. This just made her sneer at him. She began to slowly outline her plans to ensnare Tenashar so that he would have to work for her. 
 
    Feiadysium advised, “Understand that Tenashar knows about you, so it wouldn’t work.” 
 
    Geithelasa became so frustrated that she wanted to be alone. She dismissed Feiadysium and spent the rest of the day in contemplation. 
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    chapter 32 
 
    Her Eyes See Far into the Distance 
 
      
 
    Many distances away, as the debates and schisms were growing in the council chamber of Himoicum, life in the mountains for the Senetha hadn’t changed much. The Orbs were gone. The people had been working hard to rebuild their lives in the mountains. 
 
    In a dwelling near a stream, Tansatei continued to practice her lessons. She felt the warm and beautiful sun on her face as she worked to master a lesson that she would need to help Tenashar—levitating a glass, egg-shaped object. To the wise mountain woman, Heitac, this was an elementary skill. 
 
    She was comfortable being in this part of the forest, away from her bothersome siblings, but on this day she was not to be alone. Sanashei came to keep her company again. Tansatei was in such deep concentration that she didn’t see him immediately. At first she was startled, and then she looked up and welcomed Sanashei. 
 
    “What do you know about the Orbs? Do you think they are from the stars, as some people had once believed?” Sanashei asked Tansatei. 
 
    “I know what you mean, Sanashei. I believe that Tenashar has found some of the answers. But they are not complete. I saw it through his mind when he joined with other Aura-Laei-i in the islands across the sea two nights ago. They were trying to find the child.” 
 
    “Yes. You are correct,” said Sanashei. 
 
    “If this child thing was hidden near Nainashari, who lives in a cave many leagues away, then wouldn’t he be the one controlling the Orbs?” Tansatei wondered why Nainashari hadn’t located this child thing. 
 
    Sanashei replied, “He could have made the child thing. It is being held in a sphere of liquid. He may have transferred Asigonth’s essence to the child thing. If they found a child thing near the cave, then Nainashari must be hiding it—or else he doesn’t know it is there. It could be possible that he is the one controlling it. I want you to know, Tansatei, that this man could be many centuries old. Tenashar knows how old he is.” 
 
    It shocked Tansatei that Nainashari was so old. She knew that some of the Aura-Laei-i lived to immense ages—she even suspected that Heitac had lived a very long time. A rumor in the village said that Heitac was more than two centuries old. 
 
    Tansatei knew that Tenashar loved Nainashari, for she had delved into Tenashar’s mind without him being aware of it. 
 
    “What should we do, Sanashei?” 
 
    He advised her to wait and see what would happen. Then they would gather the other neighboring tribes. Tansatei asked what Sanashei meant by this. 
 
    He replied, “We must prepare for the time when our people and those of other tribes will need to make their own sphere worlds to reside in. Others will stay here in this world, residing underground like Nainashari. Some of our tribe will live in the spheres and call them home. If the land dies, their children will learn to make it live again.” 
 
    Tansatei’s eyes widened. “Then Tenashar is to fail?” 
 
    “No! This is what may be. Our world may die. Perhaps it is part of the process for greater things in the future.” Sanashei’s words were encouraging, but for Tansatei, it sounded like they must leave the world she had known from birth, and that was sad. 
 
    Sanashei had once before made preparations by letting his tribe know of the course they had to take—building themselves a new place in the mountains. Once more, the tribe would have to start all over again. 
 
    Tansatei shuddered at this thought. She realized that it meant that some of the tribes would have to move and live in dark and fearsome places. Sanashei assured her that this would not be. 
 
    The tribal council had already sent messengers to Nainashari, as had the other tribes. If the Orbs remained undefeated, the tribes would band together with the help of Nainashari to build underground communities and develop sphere worlds to reside in. Even Heitac was readying herself to live a different way, advising the tribe in their eventual move. 
 
    It was believed that even if the child thing were not found, the Orbs would eventually die. Sanashei sensed that, very far away, similar plans were being made for survival. Yet even Tansatei wasn’t sure of Nainashari, who lived in a cave far away. Did she dare trust him? 
 
    Sanashei’s advice was that the tribe had to get something from this man who lived in a cave. Tansatei wanted to see this cave that was so full of marvels. 
 
    Someday Tansatei would become a teacher through the practices given to her by Heitac, taking the old woman’s place. 
 
    For now, Tansatei remained at peace in her little world. Sanashei, at her side, warmed her heart because this man was becoming a second father to her. 
 
    She needed all the support she could get for the tasks and responsibilities that would challenge her in the years ahead. 
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    chapter 33 
 
    The Secret Departure Back to the Continent 
 
      
 
    Cleiadmph was bathed in bright sunlight, concentrating on assembling a small device. He whispered to himself as he put the parts in their proper places. The Salseth entered into his abode, and Cleiadomph’s eyes moved and then returned to his task. Tenashar asked what he was doing. 
 
    “This device might bring the Orbs into submission and redirect them to do the right thing,” he replied. 
 
    “But you’re not sure of this?” asked Tenashar. 
 
    “True,” Cleiadomph admitted as he continued working. 
 
    When he finally put the device down, he told them, “I gathered the other scholars and asked for their help. Then I advised them to try to persuade Geithelasa and the council. But the scholars also ran into an impasse with her. The only thing they wanted to do was go to the continent and finds this child thing, if that was possible. And if this was successful, Geithelasa couldn’t have any control of the Orbs.” 
 
    “That’s fine, but when this child thing is found and destroyed, it may also create a vacuum for Geithelasa to move in and control the Orbs,” said Knode. “Either way, we must do something and try to deal with the situation.” 
 
    Knode said he was going to order a flying craft to be ready to travel to the continent, but Cleiadomph raised a hand to stop him. “If you try to escape to the continent, the council will send a flying ship to bring you back. The only way to get out of this dilemma is to send back the delegation from Honazal.” 
 
    At this suggestion, Jarviashar smiled. “This is great. When do we go? But to do this, we have to get to the ships unobserved.” 
 
    “I heard from one of Geithelasa’s disillusioned scholars that she already knows about Tenashar. She believes that he is very knowledgeable about the Orbs,” said Cleiadomph. 
 
    Tenashar only shrugged when he heard that Geithelasa was trying to find out where he was. Marhidium and Knode asked Cleiadomph where he had heard this. 
 
    Cleiadomph replied, “I am not certain. I sensed that it was someone who had come to this dwelling that I didn’t know about. Perhaps it was someone who came with Obsiesa.” 
 
    Tenashar and the others looked at one another. The Salseth said that Obsiesa was not the one, because he was not an Aura-Laei-i. 
 
    Tenashar realized that there was more of that Aura-Laei-i. 
 
    Cleiadomph said, “Yes. There are many more of them than one could imagine. Few people truly understand who or what an Aura-Laei-i is.” 
 
    Marhidium asked Cleiadomph who else might be an Aura-Laei-i, but he didn’t know. 
 
    “Can an Aura-Laei-i recognize another of his kind?” Jarviashar pressed. 
 
    “Many times it is difficult to tell who is an Aura-Laei-i. Someone has to tell you that he is one of us,” the Salseth said. 
 
    Pointing to Tenashar, Cleiadomph said, “Tenashar has powers to sense things around him, even though he doesn’t believe he has these abilities. I suspect that Geithelasa might try and take Tenashar away, hoping he can give her a greater advantage as she tries to find the child. It’s imperative for us to get to the continent right away.” 
 
    The time was fast approaching for Tenashar to leave Himoicum; he knew that it was time go. 
 
    One of the hopes for Sahaynaivium was that if many of the scholars left Geithelasa, her support would dry up, and her attempt to control the Orbs would fall apart, leaving her helpless. It was surmised by the Salseth and Cleiadomph that someone or something, in turn, was controlling her, —and their suspicions pointed to the child thing. If this was true, then this child thing could influence the mind of anyone. 
 
    A sense of mistrust began to grow in Tenashar’s heart. It seemed that his inner spirit started to wither. Could he trust the other Aura-Laei-i? He started to wonder if he could trust anyone, but he continued to think of Nainashari, wondering what his friend was doing so far away in his cave. He soon dropped these thoughts from his mind. 
 
    As the night fell, the opportunity was right for Tenashar and Jarviashar to slip into one of the ships from Honazal. They wouldn’t have to hide from the port authorities. A Senetha councilor was the leader of one of the delegations, so they reasoned that they could rely on his help to get on board one of the ships. 
 
    Yet no one could hide A-amar and Una-sei, for their large size would prevent this. Tenashar and Knode tried to think of a way to get them on board one of the ships. Soon they realized that there was no way to do this. They needed Obsiesa’s help. 
 
    It seemed there was so much for the council and delegates to do to solve the Orb problems. The gathering of the tribal and national councils in Himoicum had failed. There was so much disappointment that none of the various council members from across the seas reached any conclusion. Most departed to tell their respective peoples that they had failed and that they would have to survive the best way they could with the resources they had. 
 
    Once a central group of Aura-Laei-i was organized, a messenger would be sent to other nations to let them know about the sphere worlds—if they were not already familiar with them. 
 
    The Sahaynaivium councils had failed, but perhaps the gathering of peoples on the continent would succeed. 
 
    The activities on the continent were unknown to the Salseth. Tenashar would be the link between the Sahaynaiviums and Sanashei. Cleiadomph, Lothob, and the Salseth had a mental connection established with Tenashar, so they knew what Sanashei was planning. 
 
    They understood that he had to make his own plans with the Sahaynaivium council and make preparations for survival. 
 
    Tenashar wanted to know more about Cleiadomph. This man was interesting, and he bonded with him during their meditation, for the link they had would further their friendship in the coming seasons. 
 
    Knode asked where Obsiesa, Hedariad, and Feiadysium were. They were not around, but there was no time to find them. With a strong sense of friendship, both Tenashar and Jarviashar felt a strong emptiness—believing that they would never see their friends again, not in this life. Tears rolled down their cheeks, but nothing could bring back those days in Himoicum. 
 
    As Tenashar and Jarviashar passed the dark hours unobserved, they met with Leineha and Seveaha, whom they were very happy to see again. Tenashar wanted to tell Seveaha what they had learned and observed about the Orbs—but she silenced him, saying that Obsiesa had told her everything. She told Tenashar to board the ship, for time was running out. The Sharzeen, when they wished to be unseen, blended in the surrounding environment with a mirror like body. They could also walk quietly enough that they would not be heard. 
 
    Once Tenashar boarded the ship, together with Jarviashar, Seveaha, A-amar, and Una-sei, he thought that he would never see his Sahaynaivium friends again. Knode, Marhidium, and Siytai surprised Tenashar—because they were coming along. 
 
    “Hey, Tenashar, did you think we would leave a friend behind? Remember—we all want to visit the place where Naydiacar rests.” Marhidium’s words were soothing and gave heart to Tenashar. 
 
    In the comfort of the ship, Tenashar talked with Seveaha. She had learned that the scholars, in their pride, thought of themselves as infallible—creating the illusion that those who studied from the ancient texts would know everything about the Orbs and the world. But they were defeated by the greater powers of the ancient Aruazecia. 
 
    The scholars and scientists of Sahaynaiviums were humbled by events that were unleashed by their stupidity, and they were now unable to correct this error. Thus, the authorities of the islands were unable to handle the daily protests of the people. In truth, the people of Sahaynaivium didn’t trust the council, scientists, or the scholars. 
 
    Obsiesa and the Salseth would have to bring order once again to Sahaynaivium and lead the islanders into their own sphere worlds to survive. Like the Senetha, the people of Sahaynaivium had to prepare their new homes. The islanders had an advantage, though. They had more resources and technology to accomplish their goals. 
 
    Seveaha was already aware of Nainashari, because before the delegation left for Sahaynaivium, a messenger had been sent from Senetha, relating the whole story of the man who found ways of preserving the environment. The Honazalians knew the messenger was talking about Nainashari—and when they realized that this message came from Sanashei, it was received with the utmost respect. 
 
    Tenashar was mystified that Sanashei already knew about Nainashari. Athtap had said that Sanashei traveled around the continent during his youth. Was Sanashei aware of the growing problem of the Orbs so very long ago? Seveaha reminded Tenashar of the link that he had with other Aura-Laei-i. 
 
    Perhaps some of his own people, including his father, Sanashei, were able to link with other minds. Seveaha also reminded Tenashar of what he had forgotten—that Sanashei had once visited Honazal. Tenashar smiled at the reminder. 
 
    With all on board, the ship was out of port and gliding across the oceans at high speed, taking a secret route to keep it clear of the rough seas ahead. 
 
    Seveaha said that she had heard Geithelasa might lose her standing in the council. They were all surprised to find that Feiadysium, whom they had all trusted as an Aura-Laei-i, was Geithelasa’s second-in-command. 
 
    Tenashar let all the concerns of the Sahaynaiviums drop away from him, as if in a dream. 
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    chapter 34 
 
    Meeting with Friends and the Arrival in Honazal 
 
      
 
    By afternoon of the next day, the ship had arrived in Honazal. Tenashar came across all the familiar smells and sounds that made him feel like he was home. 
 
    This feeling was oddly mutual with his three Sahaynaivium friends as well. 
 
    Knode said, “I feel that I have come home.” 
 
    “It’s strange to think of Honazal as a second home, but I do feel this way,” said Marhidium. 
 
    Siytai said, “Anyway, I have these feeling of returning because I’m one of the so-called adopted children of the Sahaynaiviums.” 
 
    The issue of abducted children never seemed to be solved. But the Salseth, Obsiesa, and the other council members finally did gather for the purpose of discussing the abducted children. Without much argument, the council banned the practice of abducting children for the purpose of educating them. 
 
    The council then limited the powers of the scholars, or so Leineha had been told. His report indicated that Geithelasa’s powers were eroding, which they hoped meant that the Orbs would have no power of their own. But it was too much to count on at present. The child thing still must be found, and preparations were being made for all the people, from Senetha to Sahaynaivium, to live elsewhere. 
 
    While in Honazal, Tenashar, Marhidium, Knode, and Siytai, along with A-amar and Una-sei, were invited by Leineha to stay at his home. This offer delighted Tenashar and his friends. 
 
    Leineha’s two younger daughters were at the door to welcome him home. They all jumped and ran to embrace each other. They were then introduced to Jarviashar’s new friends. 
 
    Woziar was a beautiful girl, tall and thin, with dark brown skin and large eyes. She wore a tunic with tight sleeves that hugged her body and tight trousers that outlined her beautiful legs. Medayi was of a similar height to Jarviashar, but she was a bit thinner and a shade lighter than Woziar. She wasn’t as stunningly beautiful as her taller sister, yet she had a lot of inner strength and determination that made her look like a future leader. 
 
    Medayi and Woziar served their guests and took an interest in A-amar and Una-sei. This was their first experience with a live Sharzeen. The two girls timidly approached to ask them questions. But they hardly made an answer. 
 
    Tenashar explained that Sharzeens rarely speak—only when they have something important to say. He said they were more active around children. Laughingly, Woziar said they both wished they were still children and hoped that A-amar and Una-sei would come back when they were married with children—then they would see how active they could be. 
 
    It was a happy time to be living in Leineha’s home, before moving on. The oceans around Honazal had become so violent that the fishing expeditions had to be put off indefinitely. 
 
    The second day of rest at Leineha’s home had come to end, and he spoke words of parting to his guests. “The journey back to your people is a long one. I only wish that the land were made of water, and not solid land, so you could sail back in comfort. Tenashar, you know your way home. You have three friends with you and the two Sharzeens. It’s time to go.” 
 
    They would take a ship to Veazith. From there, they’d travel inland to Nainashari’s cave. So it was decided, and a tiny ship made its way across the extremely dangerous waters to Athtap’s village, where he was waiting with the other elders upon the huge wall that had only recently been built to keep the ocean from further inland incursions. 
 
    Athtap’s great smile greeted them. They were nearly home. 
 
    Now the real plans for survival had to be made. 
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    chapter 35 
 
    Old Memories Come Back 
 
      
 
    Athtap welcomed Tenashar and his friends with tears in his eyes. Memories began to flow into his heart. He had especially missed Tenashar. 
 
    Athtap told Tenashar that all the combined tribes of Ahenathinay were already building underground homes and sphere worlds. A few Aura-Laei-i who secretly possessed skills and knowledge were already in Veazith, assisting them in building their new homes. 
 
    Naiena-sa had traveled to his brother Nainashari’s cave, and it was in Veazith that Nainashari had learned the making of sphere worlds. This surprised Tenashar and Knode, because that had always thought that the Veazith had learned the technique from Nainashari. Athtap raised his eyebrows with obvious pride for his people. What further surprised them was that Naiena-sa was an Aura-Laei-i. That was the reason he took a special interest in Tenashar. Of course, it had already been known that the Veazith were descendants of the Sileizan. 
 
    In a graver tone, Athtap spoke of the child thing, as he heard of it from the Sahaynaivium and Senetha messengers. Soon Tenashar learned that his father was active in helping the tribes of the continent prepare for survival. Sanashei was giving Athtap advice so that he could help the tribes to understand that this child thing was the one influencing their world. He conveyed messages of instruction to most of the tribes in the north and those living along the seashores. 
 
    There was sympathy from Tenashar that entire peoples who lived by the sea had to relocate to new environments where perhaps their fishing skills wouldn’t be needed. This was difficult for many of the fishermen and their families to accept. 
 
    Tenashar learned that Sanashei had sent messengers to guide the engineers of both Honazal and Veazith to bring the oceans into an underground sea reservoir and to stockfish for breeding. At first, many of the fishermen objected to this, but soon Athtap convinced them that the reservoir would become an underground ocean. Athtap led them all, including the fishermen, into the underground caverns that were being dug. 
 
    Tenashar was amazed that the underground dwellings were being built and the underground forests being planted. Then the fishermen saw the great reservoirs. This made them happy to see such vast oceans of water. They were content. In time, these fishermen would become fish farmers in the underground oceans. This construction project reminded Tenashar of Nainashari’s caves. He understood that such vast projects would take many years to complete. The builders were making sure that all the structures were carefully and solidly built. This made Athtap proud of his people. 
 
    As the building activities continued day and night, Knode quietly went to the place where Naydiacar was buried. Tenashar also went along. The grave was no longer a mere dirt mound, for the farmer and his wife had put up an appropriate stone memorial, complete with a stone platform and a central stone pyramid with two stone spheres, one on either side, in the Veazith manner. 
 
    Elsewhere, the farmers had made preparations to grow and cultivate their crops in the underground world. But aboveground, most of their crops were safely situated in a small, narrow valley with a stream. 
 
    Many were already moving underground. There was one farmer that remained in his home. He was the farmer who buried Naydiacar. His farm was safe in the little secluded valley. Like this farmer, some other chose to stay on the surface. 
 
    Tenashar saw a farmer walking up to Knode, who sat by Naydiacar’s grave. Knode looked up and smiled at him. Knode, Marhidium, and Siytai all thanked the farmer for caring for Naydiacar’s grave. The old farmer spoke of all the events that came and went while they were gone in Sahaynaivium. 
 
    The farmer said he wasn’t afraid of what was happening to the world. He believed that life on the planet goes through many changes, and this was one of them—so he accepted everything. But he assured Knode and Marhidium that Naydiacar’s resting place would never be abandoned. Knode asked the farmer if, whatever happened, he could stay with the Veazith in the future. Siytai and Marhidium expressed the same desire—to become part of these people they felt so strongly for. The old farmer understood Knode’s feelings and gave him a green and blue rock, which, while it had no value of its own, symbolized acceptance and friendship. 
 
    Athtap came to say that it was time to go and make preparations. Knode and Siytai left with him. Marhidium decided to linger for a short time. This was a special place for her. 
 
    Athtap pointed to the looming mountains of Ahenathinay, giving them directions so they could pass through in a different route and wouldn’t have to see Knode’s crashed flying ship. Tenashar gave Athtap a huge farewell hug. 
 
    Familiar sounds and smells came to Tenashar, and tears began to fall from his eyes as old memories came back to his heart. They all wished there was a faster way to reach their destination. 
 
    Tenashar noticed that A-amar continued to watch the sky for something. Tenashar thought that it was strange of him to do this. Sharzeens seemed to have no interest in the sky, except when they sensed something was up there. Tenashar’s first thought was that the Orbs were coming, but A-amar said it wasn’t the Orbs; it was a flying ship. 
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    chapter 36 
 
    Friends from the Sky 
 
      
 
    “This is clearly not possible a flying ship from Sahaynaivium? Perhaps they’re looking for us to take us back. Geithelasa may have prevailed in the council,” said Tenashar. 
 
    It had been two days since they had left Athtap. They were trying to hide from the flying ship that A-amar had sensed was up in the sky. But somehow this ship was different. It wasn’t the same one that A-amar thought he sensed. 
 
    Marhidium and Siytai were hiding behind some bushes. A-amar and Una-sei were sitting motionless, pretending they were rocks—for they had the ability to disguise themselves. 
 
    Tenashar said, “I believe this ship is friendly. I don’t sense that it is a threat to us.” 
 
    It headed straight for them and landed right where they were trying to hide. The ship looked familiar, with the cone shape and cylindrical bowl. 
 
    Out stepped Osinthaph! “I’ve come to bring you to Nainashari, if Tenashar will show me the way. This way you won’t have to walk to your destination. I want you to know that Leineha, Seveaha, and Obsiesa ordered this ship.” 
 
    There was a sense of relief that they wouldn’t have to walk for many days. Instead, they could get there by twilight, because the speed of this special ship was faster than the one Knode originally used. 
 
    The ship flew over the vast grassy plains until it reached the familiar forests, where Tenashar tried to find the place where Nainashari and Etutsha lived. Tenashar’s excitement grew as he finally located the spot where his old friend was. Soon the ship landed. 
 
    Hoping to see Nainashari and Etutsha, Tenashar was the first to jump out of the ship, but he found nobody to greet him. For a moment, he thought he might be in the wrong place. Then he saw the familiar rocks that were set up as border markers. 
 
    Disappointed, he ran in the direction where he remembered the cave had been. He saw the familiar giant transparent containers and huge clay receptacles lying all over the place. He knew he was close. A few more paces, and he found the cave. 
 
    He realized that he was correct, which came as a relief. The others followed, running to catch up to Tenashar. He looked around frantically for Nainashari. 
 
    Marhidium also searched. “No one is around. It seems deserted. I don’t feel any human presence,” she said. 
 
    Tenashar nodded his head in agreement. He decided to descend into the cave, though a strange smell emanated from the depths within. 
 
    Osinthaph followed close behind Tenashar, thinking that the look of the cave and the smell seemed familiar. 
 
    Tenashar remembered suddenly that it was the fertilizer to make the plants grow better. Of course, that wasn’t the only smell. The smell of other chemicals was also present in the atmosphere of the cave. The pathway downward was lighted, as before. 
 
    Once inside the cave, Tenashar found all of Nainashari’s apparatuses shut down. Yet the natural functions of the cave remained working. Plants grew, leaves fell to the ground, streams, rivers, and lakes flowed, and the string lights did their duty. 
 
    Osinthaph was fascinated by the wonders in the cave. “All that you have described is true.” Her words encouraged Tenashar to introduce more of the wonders of the cave. 
 
    Tenashar called out to Nainashari and Etutsha, but only an echo answered back. They continued searching, but no one turned up. In Honazal, a messenger had come to Tenashar from Nainashari. So he reasoned that Nainashari should still be in his cave. 
 
    Marhidium said, “Perhaps Nainashari entered one of the sphere worlds and disappeared.” 
 
    Tenashar said, “Nainashari is a master. He created these worlds and could find his way back. He could never be lost.” 
 
    Osinthaph said, “I’ll remind you that the spheres are merely worlds that are created by human beings, and some of them were natural portals to other worlds that already existed. But a man has to decide what to create and cultivate in the sphere world. Of course, what I heard could be wrong, for much of my knowledge is secondhand. Perhaps other sphere worlds have been created.” 
 
    Una-sei was in a distant part of the cave and called out to A-amar and the others. They quickly ran to join him. He had found some food that was only several days old. Some of it was half-eaten, as if someone had been in a hurry. 
 
    A question arose—why weren’t the Senetha in the area? Did Nainashari and Etutsha go to the mountains where they were? 
 
    Knode advised them to search the cave to find clues to where they had gone. 
 
    A matter of days soon passed, and they still couldn’t find Nainashari. 
 
    “Could he have visited that desert world you spoke about, Tenashar?” Knode suggested. 
 
    Tenashar objected. “It’s not easy to find this world, and Nainashari said he couldn’t go there.” 
 
    “The only possible thing is that Nainashari is living in one of those worlds,” said Osinthaph. 
 
    Suddenly Una-sei called to them from a secluded part of the cave. Tenashar ran to him and found a man who was very different from the one he had known. He was emaciated, weak, and emotionally unstable. Nainashari was shaking with fear. 
 
    With the gentleness of a grandson, Tenashar brought him out of the hiding place and told him that everything would be all right. Marhidium helped to prop Nainashari up and slowly guided him to a nearby cushion. He looked around at Marhidium and everyone else with eyes full of bewilderment. When he was finally resting in a comfortable position, Nainashari passed in and out of sleep. When he gained more consciousness, he slowly started to tell Tenashar what had happened. Since Tenashar was the only person he knew there, the words were only for his ears. 
 
    Messengers had come to Nainashari’s cave from the Senetha and Sanashei to tell him about the Orbs. “They said that the scholars of their tribe wanted to understand the secrets of the sphere worlds. At first I didn’t know how the Senetha could have heard about me. Then I realized that my brother Naiena-sa must have told them about your life with the Veazith, and that representatives were sent far to the west to where the Senetha lived, to bring them news of you. I sent the messengers back with Etutsha—it was time for him to go home. At first, he refused and insisted on staying until you returned. He was very worried about you, Tenashar. He had developed a special fondness you. The truth was Etutsha knew what I was doing, and he didn’t want me to be exposed to more unnecessary evil,” said Nainashari. 
 
    It had been handed down from the remote time of the Sileizan. Yet there was more than knowledge needed to develop the sphere worlds. The teachings had been passed down among the Sileizan for many generations. The teacher was actually a globe or cube passed down to only a select few Aura-Laei-i. 
 
    Unconsciously, an Aura-Laei-i had the skill to make a sphere world work to create whatever environment he or she wanted. Although they instinctively understood the function of the sphere worlds, an Aura-Laei-i went through a phase of practice and learning that sometimes took years. An Aura-Laei-i was like a naturally talented musician who picked up an instrument for the first time and played as if he or she had played the instrument for years. But to use the sphere world, proper practice was needed. 
 
    The celestial library would speak to an Aura-Laei-i when the time was appropriate; they could learn a great deal by consulting the celestial library. An Aura-Laei-i could rely on a portable library or teacher to give them the knowledge to build such machines, which in turn would create these sphere worlds. This library had a mind of its own, as if it were alive. Strangely, as a living thing, the library could move around at will without needing someone to carry it from place to place. 
 
    At once, Tenashar, Marhidium, Knode, and especially Osinthaph began to simultaneously make a link with the child thing. Suddenly, the emotional stress to their souls simply switched off. Whatever this thing was that unburdened their feeling, it must have been a device that was operated by someone or something that had nothing to do with the child. 
 
    Tenashar was feeling a sense of guilt. He should know if this was the child thing they were looking for. So many times, Tenashar didn’t have confidence in his powers. Perhaps he didn’t want to believe that the celestial library could change shape so that it could hide from this child thing. 
 
    Nainashari pointed to the floor near the wall of one section of the cave and said that the library was hidden there. Promptly, A-amar found a loose section of the floor that hid a door. He lifted it up and found a brightly lit, transparent, egg-shaped object that almost blinded everyone with its overwhelming light. The moment A-amar touched it, the egg turned into a cube. When he handed it to Tenashar, it transformed into a pyramid. 
 
    Nainashari was shaking and slowly pointed to the object while Marhidium helped to steady his arm. “It’s important to understand that this library was a place where I received most of the answers to my questions. In my ignorance, I created more Orbs, believing that most of them were only sphere worlds. But some turned into Orbs.” 
 
    “Then why didn’t you stop it, if you knew what you were doing?” In that moment, Tenashar’s faith in Nainashari vanished. 
 
    “At first I wasn’t sure what was happening.” Nainashari paused to lick his dry lips. Then he continued. “I should have relied on my own inner being. But I used the part of the library that is encased in the soul of an artificial being—one who brought the destruction of his own world, and the ones who originally created him.” 
 
    As he continued, Nainashari told them of an inner knowledge that is already set in each Aura-Laei-i to build sphere worlds and all the wonderful things to help life on this planet. The passing down of instructions from one generation of Aura-Laei-i to another through words was unnecessary because the knowledge automatically became part of each generation. There was a whole library stretching back many eons that was part of an Aura-Laei-i’s being, and which must be discovered for themselves. 
 
    Now Tenashar understood why his father told him little or nothing concerning the sphere worlds or such things as transparent waterfalls and mountains. He needed to find the answers on his own; otherwise his skills would lay dormant. There were still mysteries to make sense of. 
 
    “We have the child within. We can send this library back to Sahaynaivium to have the council decide what to do with it,” said Tenashar. 
 
    Osinthaph reminded him that the child or Asigonth was capable of fleeing, if threatened. The key was to entrap it in one of the Orbs. 
 
    Tenashar turned to Osinthaph. “I didn’t hear this before.” 
 
    “You never asked,” Osinthaph explained. “I believe that this artificial being has to be entrapped in an Orb. If the Orbs and the child thing work in unison, then without each other, they will fall into disuse. The Orbs wouldn’t die right away, but in a few years, they would be gone. This is the knowledge and the strength we need to fight the Orbs.” 
 
    In the confusion that Tenashar and Osinthaph caused by their argument, Nainashari was almost forgotten. Then he started to speak again. “Yes, what this nice girl is saying is correct. I agree with her. Yet to entrap Asigonth will be difficult, because it requires cunning and patience to imprison his spirit.” 
 
    Nainashari was quiet for a few seconds. Then he spoke again. “What this means is that Asigonth or the child thing are a confusion of electrical changes racing in all directions without purpose. And the body of the child thing changes constantly. In one moment, it’s composed of plasma, then photons, and at another time electromagnetic energy, and finally cells of energy composed of light of many frequencies. Perhaps this is how an Orb gains consciousness. They aren’t only made of energy.” Nainashari then pointed out, “Tenashar, you, like other Aura-Laei-i, have the wisdom to block the energy from the Orbs—thus making them unable to function as a threat. Perhaps the child is in this library, but you must enter it through your mind together with the other Aura-Laei-i. I am too weak.” 
 
    “What about Cadica?” asked Tenashar. 
 
    “She is not of this time, so she is unable to help. As you saw, she and Ilaythesia have other pressing problems. You must attend to your own time, and Cadica to hers.” 
 
    Tenashar felt that he was in a dilemma. He would have to take the library back to Sahaynaivium. Tenashar looked straight into Osinthaph’s soul. He smiled and recognized her as an Aura-Laei-i, though perhaps she didn’t know it herself. 
 
    “Osinthaph, you’re an Aura-Laei-i,” said Tenashar. 
 
    Marhidium, Knode, and Siytai looked at one another. “We are not surprised,” said Knode. 
 
    “Put the library between you and merge with each other, and perhaps you’ll find the answers,” said Nainashari. 
 
    As they merged into one, Tenashar found that he was in another world. He was now inside of the library with Osinthaph who was near him. At first they found their minds in a muddle of confusion. A blank white mist surrounded them, broken only by the occasional blue string. 
 
    With no sense of direction, Tenashar and Osinthaph decided to walk in a random manner to try to find what they needed. They hoped to find the child thing hidden someplace. It was as if a continuous wall of mist blocked them as they moved forward. They felt like they were getting nowhere. The mist started to form a tunnel as the interweaving blue streaks formed shapes of haze that they began to see as they walked. The surrounding walls of mist began to solidify into an almost blue transparent material. 
 
    The tunnel gradually transformed into interlacing branches of blue and clear liquid. Tenashar touched it, finding it wet. Osinthaph found that it tasted like water. She remembered that the child thing was supposed to be encased in liquid. 
 
    They continued to touch everything, trying to find a door or some other entry. Tenashar climbed up one of the interlacing branches of the tunnel. He went as high as he could, but again he found no entrance to any place. A voice called to both of them. “Go to the central area where the branches grow from. Come and just continue on.” 
 
    Where did the voice emanate from? Was it from Nainashari? Eventually they were led to an area where all the branches had originated. The core was dark, as if burnt. The tubes of various colors seemed ripped away. Someone had clearly removed something from here. 
 
    If the child thing was there, had it escaped? Osinthaph wanted to continue exploring the core. As she walked into its center, Osinthaph found herself inside a broken sack of liquid. The remains of a control panel were there as well. 
 
    Tenashar looked around. “I saw this! Do you remember what I described?” 
 
    “Yes, this is the very place,” she agreed. “I think this is what you saw. I hope. But the child isn’t here.” 
 
    “Something has happened—as if someone stole the child thing by savagely tearing everything apart,” Tenashar said. 
 
    What came to their minds was that Geithelasa might have been here, but they dismissed this concept. How could she know about Nainashari and his cave? 
 
    Tenashar suddenly realized something. “When we all met at Cleiadomph’s home, Feiadysium was there. Osinthaph, did you see him doing anything?” 
 
    There was a pause as she put her brain to work. “No, he was just there. He didn’t let us know what he was. We found out later that he was an Aura-Laei-i. I didn’t know about him yet.” 
 
    “Feiadysium! I sensed that he was working for Geithelasa, and being an Aura-Laei-i, he could have taken the child thing!” said Tenashar. 
 
    It was time to return. They joined their palms, and their minds returned to the world. 
 
    Gently and quietly, Osinthaph and Tenashar turned to Nainashari, who was now sitting alone in his thoughts, even though there were people all around him. It was as if nothing outside of his head could matter. Tenashar wished that Nainashari could be the person he once was. 
 
    Nainashari turned to Tenashar and told him what happened before the events in Sahaynaivium. Tenashar sat on the ground and listened attentively. 
 
    “While Etutsha was helping me with some projects, there were some strange sounds in the distant sky. We both ignored it at first and went on with our work. The sound became louder and closer. A huge volume of warm air swept by us, disturbing the leaves of every tree. Then there was a calm, and we continued to work. It remained quiet for most of the day. 
 
    “Then Etutsha alerted me to a light in the distance that blinked on and off. He wanted to investigate what was causing the blinking lights, but I decided to hold him back, saying that it wasn’t necessary. If they were people, they would have come to the cave to visit us. We believed that they were messengers or visitors from the Veazith, so we waited until sleep came upon us. As Etutsha and I lay down to sleep, good dreams came to me like a stream. 
 
    “I was suddenly awakened by faint footsteps that I thought were Etutsha, but he slept on. Obviously there was someone else walking around. The noise came from the direction of the sphere worlds. As I got up to see who it was, someone suddenly grabbed me from behind, and I was thrown to the floor. 
 
    “I saw a hand. Rays of light emanated from it and hit me on the forehead. All kinds of images started streaming into my conscious mind, things and events long forgotten. Even though I was confused, I was sure what the strangers had come for. They wanted the library. I resisted the interrogation, knowing it came from an Aura-Laei-i who was reaching into my brain. There was a lot of pushing and pulling—resistance that almost tore my mind apart. 
 
    “I continued to refuse to tell this strange Aura-Laei-i anything, but eventually they found what they were looking for deep within my mind. After this ordeal, I fell exhausted, almost dead, to the ground. Meanwhile, Etutsha awoke and was quickly knocked out. 
 
    “When I woke up, there were some figures trying to find the library, and with a lighted rod they started transferring all of its information into a cube. Obviously these strange people had a deep knowledge of the sphere worlds and the libraries. After a few days, both Etutsha and I awoke to finds large parts of the cave in disarray. As we came more to our senses, we realized something had been taken. Of course everything else was taken too, but it was mainly all the information on the sphere worlds and the Orbs. 
 
    “Then I turned to the part of the cave wall that hid the secret library. I never understood why these unknown people wanted the library. Etutsha remained at my side to comfort me until the Senetha arrived. They brought us the news of the events that were happening in the Sahaynaivium capital. The Veazith later came to relate a similar story about the council meetings in Himoicum. 
 
    “Some of the people from Senetha and Veazith stayed with us to help us clean up and figure out what had happened. Reports were sent to Sanashei, and he sent more people from Senetha to build preliminary caves and houses for the other tribes. When the Senetha arrived to work on the caves, the pace quickened, and with the influx of more people, the work went even faster. With the addition of other craftsmen, things became even smoother. 
 
    “Even in my weakened condition, they still considered me a leader. I tried to direct the plans for the underground construction of villages and cities. Etutsha was my second in command. He had learned a lot while living in the cave. He was welcomed by all the other craftsmen and workers as an advisor. Now instead of being a warrior, he was an artist or craftsman in training. 
 
    “The work continued apace. But soon it had to be discontinued—the people needed to return to their tribes so that they could prepare and build more underground shelters. For a long while, everything lay dormant. But the men promised to return later to complete the work here. I sent Etutsha home because the Senetha needed his help.” 
 
    Tenashar had felt ashamed at what he had previously thought—that Nainashari was the one controlling the child thing. He told Nainashari that he had known of the child thing for a long time. He had learned that it was very difficult to put this child thing under human control. And if those people who had taken something from the library thought they could control it, they would be in a lot of trouble. It would soon try to dominate them instead. 
 
    “This child thing isn’t a fool. It blocked your searches, keeping itself hidden and sending the wrong messages,” Nainashari said. 
 
    “But, Nainashari, where is this child thing? Was it hidden in the library?” 
 
    Nainashari thought about Osinthaph’s question. Then he spoke. “What do you think?” 
 
    She frowned. “I don’t know. Why do you play with us?” 
 
    “If the child thing was in the library, I would have known a long while ago. I found ways to unblock this thing and find it.” 
 
    “Then where is it?” Tenashar was anxious for the answer. 
 
    “In the library, the child thing created a duplicate of itself. It had anticipated the moves of those who came here believing they could capture it. I felt great pity for them.” 
 
    Tenashar believed that if the child thing made a copy of itself, it could control anyone who took it. Nainashari agreed. 
 
    “The child thing is in the transparent forest. It resides deep under the surface where it is difficult to find. I know what you are thinking, Tenashar. It can’t find a way into Cadica’s world. That doesn’t mean that it hasn’t tried to reach into another time. The child thing is of this time and can’t go to the future. Perhaps it will have to wait to enter the future as each year becomes the past.” 
 
    Tenashar asked one question that bothered everyone. If Nainashari had known where the child thing was, why didn’t he destroy it? 
 
    Nainashari looked at Tenashar. “Don’t you know the Orbs feed the child thing? It depends entirely upon the Orbs. That’s why these Orbs drain the life force of the land. If the Orbs die, then the child thing will also cease. 
 
    “To dig up the child thing would be a lot of hard work—and dangerous. It protected itself with heat, electrical charges, and high-energy plasma.” 
 
    Knode frowned at Nainashari. Tenashar tried to stop him, but Nainashari said that it was all right. He understood what Knode was trying to say—that if he knew of the child thing a long time ago, why didn’t he tell others of its whereabouts. Nainashari said he only recently learned the location, and if he told others, they would try to use it to control the Orbs. 
 
    Because it presented a danger, feeding upon their minds, he felt that it was favorable to keep silent. During the recent gathering of the councils in Sahaynaivium, Nainashari had torn through many of the obstacles that the child thing used to protect itself. 
 
    “The Orbs are starting to die. They can no longer be maintained. The Sahaynaivium authorities imprisoned all the scholars and Aura-Laei-i who were involved with reviving the Orbs,” said Nainashari. 
 
    Tenashar was surprised to hear of this. Things had certainly changed since they left Himoicum. 
 
    “The world is going through another of the many renewals, like the change of seasons. This world of ours will become a desert. Yet with the sphere worlds, people will be able to live underground. In these manmade sphere worlds, plants and animals will be preserved for the future. And then another generation will bring new life to the world in the distant future.” 
 
    Cadica had said almost the same words to Tenashar. She may have been trying to encourage him to change things or to prepare the people in his time to preserve their world. Did he fail? At first he believed this. But soon he came to realize that the Orbs were out of anyone’s control. Even a joint connection between several of the Aura-Laei-i couldn’t stop them. Yet the world they had known would continue. 
 
    Marhidium whispered to Tenashar, “You should stay with Nainashari. His life is starting to slip away. I think the end is coming.” 
 
    Tenashar nodded. He decided to be at his friend’s side, remembering the times they had together. 
 
    Most of the lights in the cave began to dim, as if they sensed Nainashari was ready to depart this world. He shared all his experiences and knowledge with Tenashar and Osinthaph. Tenashar could tell that he was becoming fond of Knode. 
 
    Slowly he started to dwindle. They could see that the life that was once sunny and optimistic was trying hard to remain in the world. No one wanted to leave his side. Nainashari wished for Tenashar and his friends to stay with him in the cave. 
 
    Knode, Marhidium, and Siytai accepted the invitation on Tenashar’s behalf and were welcome to make their homes in the forest, if they wished. This offer was also extended to Osinthaph, Thitwa, and Betaqal, who were guarding the flying ship. 
 
    Nainashari said, “I’m glad to hear this. It’s home.” 
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    chapter 37 
 
    Nainashari Travels to the Spiritual Realm 
 
      
 
    Nainashari spent the few days left to him in great comfort, with Marhidium and Osinthaph tending his needs. With brightening eyes, he looked into the coming days with contentment. 
 
    On a particular day, the morning sun spread its rays across the forest floor, illuminating Nainashari where he sat in comfort. He fell asleep and simply never awoke. Tenashar realized what had happened. 
 
    Large tears fell from Marhidium’s eyes. Osinthaph hung her head in grief. Tenashar was quietly looking at his friend. 
 
    At the same moment, the sun hid itself in the clouds. There was even a slight drizzle. Some of ancients would have said that the heavenly gods were crying. The spirit of this four hundred-year-old Aura-Laei-i had finally departed. 
 
    Tears ran down Marhidium’s and Osinthaph’s cheeks. Tenashar couldn’t keep back his own tears. Tenashar heard a familiar voice of a little girl and immediately recognized it as Cadica. 
 
    “We know of the grief,” she said. “The message has been sent through time. To us, it’s already history. Warm yourselves, because the sun shall always be there.” 
 
    Tenashar wished that the Senetha would return soon, so that they could help with a spiritual departure ceremony. He wanted to wait for them. 
 
    Marhidium disagreed and reminded him that Nainashari’s body would soon start to decompose. To wait would be to dishonor Nainashari. Reluctantly, Tenashar started the ceremony. The aeronauts weren’t familiar with this simple Senetha ceremony to honor the departed. Tenashar gave them instructions as what to do. He was now fully in command. 
 
    In the Senetha tradition, a giant ceramic bowl with special functions that could accommodate a full-size human being was needed. Tenashar was unable to find anything large enough. So he decided to use a rock and shape it into a bowl using tools from the cave and an energy beam cutter from the ship. When it was finally finished, after several hours, the bowl resembled highly polished porcelain with a smooth inner surface. 
 
    Nainashari’s lifeless body was put upon the bowl to lie at rest. Many leaves were laid beneath him. This was a major part of the Senetha burial custom. Floating, transparent cones, spheres, and cubes surrounded the bowl. Then a device that created light, resembling a river of light, floated in the air and onto Nainashari’s body. It would remain there for a time. 
 
    Nainashari was covered in a rainbow of light. Tenashar sang a chant that he learned from his father, with hands outstretched and palms formed into a bowl filled with leaves. Osinthaph did the same and chanted with him. Knode, Marhidium, and Siytai followed the chant the best they could. 
 
    Once the chanting was over, a beam of light descended from the sky. The high heat of the beam quickly burned the body into ashes. Knode and Marhidium had never seen such a thing happen before. Marhidium was in such a state of disbelief at what she witnessed. Tears soon came to Knode’s eyes, just as with everyone else. 
 
    By Senetha standards, it was a short and small ceremony for a departed Aura-Laei-i. Automatically, the lights transformed the ashes into a blue and green translucent mist. When Tenashar made some strange hand signs, the beam brought the mist into his hands. A beautifully made transparent prayer tower designed to house the ashes was already constructed, as if awaiting the final stage of the ceremony. Nainashari had told Tenashar and Etutsha of its existence long ago. 
 
    The prayer tower resembled a tall cylinder that rose from the ground. It wasn’t just a plain cylinder but had a blue color and was sculptured with many figures, patterns, and colors from Sileizan mythology. It wasn’t made of glass but translucent metals. Tenashar put the vase into the sky tower where it would remain. 
 
    It was over. Tenashar felt a lot of strange things in his heart. 
 
    Knode, Marhidium, Siytai, and Osinthaph had known Nainashari for only a short while, but they felt that a great friend had departed, never to return in this world. 
 
    “I’ve lost a mentor and friend. I’ll never know someone as Nainashari. He will always be in my heart,” said Tenashar. 
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    chapter 38 
 
    A New Light Begins in a Young Underground World 
 
      
 
    Tenashar and his friends continued to wait several days for the craftsmen to return from Senetha. In his heart was a yearning to return to the desert world to visit Cadica and Ilaythesia, so Tenashar walked in the same direction he once used to get to the desert world. He finally emerged from an array of thick foliage and beheld the same desert world he once saw. 
 
    Osinthaph followed him and found herself in a wide expanse of desert she had never seen before. She picked up a handful of sand and examined it. Each grain was a different color, and they sparkled in the bright sunlight. The beauty of the desert dazzled Osinthaph. 
 
    “Osinthaph, it’s best to drop the sand. Leave it where it is. It belongs to this time,” said Tenashar. 
 
    Then Marhidium came to their side, for she had also followed. “This is not our world, or our time. Let’s return to do what we have to do to survive.” 
 
    A voice then emanated from the sand, telling them to go no further. Tenashar believed that either Cadica or Ilaythesia was giving them a warning. They decided to go back. But before Tenashar left, he brought some pots and tools from the forest to the border of the desert world to keep the connection of the two worlds open. He later brought more objects so that the opening would never close. 
 
    Osinthaph must have thought that he was doing something very strange. But Tenashar knew what he was doing, for he had learned this technique from Nainashari. He sensed this was right. 
 
    A sense of direction and purpose began to grow in Tenashar. It was his responsibility to continue Nainashari’s work. What he didn’t realize yet was that he was setting a pattern for the seasons to come. Tenashar went back to the cave to see what he could do. The daily task of cleaning and organizing the cave kept Tenashar and his companions busy. 
 
    As things began to get organized in the cave, there were soon signs that the Senetha were coming back. Far in the distance, Tenashar saw torches and lights traveling in their direction. Then Tenashar recognized groups of people walking toward the cave—the very craftsmen who had previously helped Nainashari plan and build the sphere worlds and underground homes. 
 
    Some of the Senetha decided to stay in the mountains where they had sought shelter, while others wished to settle down closer to Nainashari’s cave. In time, underground tunnels would connect the Senetha people in the cave and mountain realms. 
 
    As the men approached, one of them said, “We’re surprised and delighted to see you, Tenashar. At first we barely recognized you. You have really changed. You’re a man of the world with wisdom and maturity. You know your way around. And you’re taller. You have confidence, and this makes you seem different. Hey, your limbs have healed, and your legs are now massive and muscular. Everything about you is different. You’re not the same person who left our village so long ago. We are very proud of you.” 
 
    Tenashar recognized many of the craftsmen. Some of them were like uncles to him. Many of them had supported Tenashar and his father Sanashei in the council. He asked them what happened to Etutsha. They said that he had gone back to the mountains to help construct the new underground dwellings. 
 
    Things had changed back there. Everyone in the tribe realized that many years would be required to complete the tasks. Some of the elderly villagers may never see the completion of the underground dwelling. To the younger people of the village, it didn’t matter. Besides, young and elderly alike were living in greater comfort than they had on the plains. The men told Tenashar that the old tree was still there on the hill. 
 
    The tree on the hill reminded Tenashar of the Mushroom and the Rock whose essence had gone into the navigation compass. He had met them on that hill. The Mushroom and Rock hardly said anything to him lately because he was maturing to become a true Aura-Laei-i. It was now Tenashar’s turn to give advice to other people. 
 
    Soon there was a gathering of tribesmen from other parts of the continent, come to have a celebration. They had come back often, completing the underground dwellings for the Senetha. Many of the craftsmen were sad when they heard that Nainashari had passed away. But the news didn’t dampen the festivities because they knew that Tenashar would become the new leader of the cave. 
 
    Knode, Marhidium, Siytai, Osinthaph, Thitwa, and Betaqal joined the craftsmen in the celebrations. As children, these men they had heard so much about those legendary islands. Now the legends had come to life. 
 
    The celebrations went on for an entire day and night. 
 
    But Tenashar went off alone, deep into a secluded part of the cave to talk with the Mushroom and the Rock. He felt a sense of guilt because he hadn’t talked with them for a long time. Listening quietly, Tenashar waited for their voices. 
 
    Finally, they came. “Don’t feel bad. You haven’t neglected us. We’ve guided you in ways you weren’t aware of. The world is changing. Someday the Orbs will no longer bother the world. Be patient.” 
 
    “Is this all that the people of the world have to do—just wait for the Orbs to die? Will those of your kind die?” asked Tenashar. 
 
    “Yes, there is nothing else the Rock and I can do,” the Mushroom answered. “But whatever happens, the rocks won’t be affected. Don’t worry about the mushrooms; they are safe. The spores of the mushrooms will multiply in another time. Some of your people will plant our spores in underground gardens. Everything will grow and help bring life to the underground world. The underground villages and gardens shall flourish with wonder, like the cities of Sahaynaivium.” 
 
    The compass fell silent. Its bright glowing lights became dim again. Tenashar reflected on the past and on the many people he had met. Jerry’s image came back into his heart. He remembered making friends with her, looking into a pool of water. Like Cadica, she was a girl who came from another time. The people of his time were laying the foundations of both Cadica’s and Jerry’s worlds. 
 
    He thought of Jarviashar and hoped to see her again. There was a funny feeling deep within his heart that this would happen. Leineha made a promise that he would visit Nainashari’s cave. Then he remembered the little ghost girl, Neihanva, he once saw among the ruins of an old village that may have been destroyed by the Orbs long ago. 
 
    Many other memories went through his mind, flowing like a peaceful stream in a quiet forest. In time, he would begin to understand why he had been sent on the journey across a continent and across an ocean. The situations he experienced on his travels were meant to teach him the many things he had to know in order to be an Aura-Laei-i. 
 
    Yet the journey never ends, and there was much more to learn in the coming seasons. An Aura-Laei-i never thought of himself as above others, and Tenashar made it a point to live by the rules and virtues of an Aura-Laei-i. 
 
    Hundreds of craftsmen and their families were working hard to beat the Orbs that were still ravishing other lands. These craftsmen were adding more underground caverns to Nainashari’s cave. In time, these caves would be ready for habitation. But if the Orbs ever came back, Nainashari had built a barrier to enclose the forest, and it would protect them. 
 
    Tenashar understood that the Orbs wouldn’t completely stop at this time, but the barriers would keep them away, and in time, they would cease to function, as some of them already were. Ways were being found to destroy their programing by filling them with too much information. He had found his answer; the Orbs they were dying. And as for the child thing, Tenashar saw that it was already ceasing. The Artificial Beings were too old; their parts had worn down. He was sensing where the child thing was, and the engineers devised a barrier, a sphere that would keep their communities protected. 
 
    Elsewhere, other tribes were making their cities and villages into sphere worlds, thus preserving the environments they loved. The Sahaynaiviums and Umharkans were encasing their lands in powerful fields of water and air that created currents that traveled faster than sound. These barriers, together with the sphere worlds, would prevent the Orbs from coming in. 
 
    Seen from above, the Sahaynaivium islands were invisible—hidden away in their own world. They appeared no different from the surrounding ocean. It was as if the lands had moved into a different dimension. 
 
    One by one, tribes started to disappear from the world. Some were hidden beneath the ground while others were partially tucked away in another universe. What remained eventually turned to desert, but a few oases of green were left high in the inaccessible mountains. 
 
    In the march of centuries, the world would become a beautiful desert. Then, once again, people emerged to build another civilization in the desert, marveling at its beauty. They built cities again while still preserving the underground and sphere worlds that had sustained their ancestors. In time, they would build Jerry’s world. 
 
    Eventually, Tenashar, Marhidium, Knode, Siytai, and Osinthaph settled into their new home in Nainashari’s cave. Once they felt at home there, they decided to travel to the Senetha village, using the flying ship to shorten the travel time. A-amar and Una-sei had truly found their home in the cave, and so they stayed behind. The Rock and Mushroom also remained in the cave, inside the compass. 
 
    Once they landed, the entire tribe came out to greet them, including Sanashei, Tansatei, and Etutsha. It was as if Tenashar was coming home to his family. He considered the people of the tribe part of his soul. Although many had been against him in the beginning, the animosity they felt for Tenashar didn’t matter anymore. 
 
    Tenashar greeted Etutsha with a bright smile and tears running down his cheeks. They embraced each other. The hatred that Tenashar still felt for some of his fellow villagers began to slowly fade from his heart. It would be years before his hate completely disappeared, but once it faded, all the wisdom of an Aura-Laei-i would be released into Tenashar’s mind. That’s why it had been necessary for him to go through the traumatic difficulties of destructive thoughts, much more than the average person. This was how a true Aura-Laei-i was made. 
 
    Tenashar introduced Tansatei to all his aeronaut friends. She was so excited to see these exotic visitors. Tansatei took a particular interest in Marhidium, for she knew Marhidium had taken care of Tenashar during his many trials. With just as much enthusiasm, Tenashar’s friends found the Senetha strange and interesting. 
 
    Etutsha was deeply saddened to find that Nainashari had died. He embraced Tenashar with gentle hands. This was the Senetha custom of acknowledging sympathy. 
 
    Now it was Sanashei’s turn to embrace and acknowledge his son. Both father and son felt the warmth of an embrace. Tenashar looked into his father’s eyes and at once comprehended what they were trying to say to each other. It was finally clear to Tenashar that his father and Tansatei had looked after him during his journey. He was glad to know that he wasn’t alone. Sanashei and Tenashar would work together to bring a better life to their tribe. Even Etutsha would work closely with Tenashar. 
 
    Tansatei was enthusiastic to see Tenashar. During his absence, she had become an almost full-grown woman. Her concern for Tenashar went beyond friendship. It seemed she had eyes for him. And there were other natural urges that were becoming apparent. There was an emotional connection between them, and they were both Aura-Laei-i. 
 
    “I have never met anyone with such an exceptionally clean spirit as yours. Everything about you is pure as the first day of a new season,” said Marhidium. 
 
    Nothing dark seemed to touch Tansatei. Her only desire was to have the plants, animals, and people safe. Siytai didn’t say much to Tansatei, just gave her a salutation and smile. Knode, in his elevated intellectual manner, kept on talking, to the point that Marhidium had to repeatedly shush him. Tansatei and Osinthaph immediately had a connection as Aura-Laei-i. 
 
    Something had bothered Tenashar for a long time—ever since he first encountered the glass waterfall in the forest. “Tansatei, I once heard your voice, when I first saw the glass waterfall. At least I think it was your voice, but it was in the tone of an elderly woman. Did you talk with me while I was on my journey?” 
 
    “I only saw you vaguely,” she eagerly responded. “I tried to communicate with you, but hardly any of it got through.” 
 
    Sanashei intervened, saying that in some way Tenashar was right—Tansatei was communicating with him from another time. Sanashei looked up into the sky at the golden light of the sun and said, “Perhaps this is one of the last sunsets we shall see before our people need to go underground.” 
 
    The Orbs continued to feed on the world, but they were ceasing to function, and the child thing was never found. Much of the land became unable to support life. Some farmers tried to plant, but nothing sprouted. The signs were clear—it was time to go underground. 
 
    The oceans were rough before, but now the waters had become so hostile that to cross over would mean instant death. Flying was the only way to navigate the oceans, because its perpetual anger wouldn’t be quelled for centuries. Sahaynaivium, like the Senetha, surrounded them with a barrier that made there nearby oceans calm and pleasant so that fishermen could ply their trade. 
 
    As for the Orbs, one by one they ceased functioning, their programming running out. 
 
    There was no human maintenance to keep them running. Eventually, even the child thing would expire, as the years and centuries wore on. In two centuries, the child thing was no more. 
 
    The Senetha tribe completed most of their underground homes, yet the beauty of their mountain homes would always retain their lushness, as would the mountains and forests surrounding Nainashari’s cave. 
 
    Heitac continued to train new Aura-Laei-i in her mountain home. Eventually a large sphere would encompass all the lands between Senetha tribal lands and Nainashari’s forest as the various peoples gradually settled into this new life, their work continued for many years. 
 
    In the coming years, Tenashar would live to see the completion of the underground worlds. He would become an old man of wisdom in his community. In those years, Tansatei became his wife, and they had three children. 
 
    Tenashar heard that Jarviashar found someone and married and became a member of the council. 
 
    Tenashar and his friends settled into their new existence in Nainashari’s cave. Sanashei sat down with his son to talk about his mother and pass on wonderful memories of her. 
 
    Tansatei and Etutsha became Tenashar’s right-hand helpers, as did Knode, Marhidium, Siytai, Osinthaph, Thitwa, and Betaqal. Thus they created a new family. But sadly, they had to watch their world gradually die, and the paths to the other tribes’ lands became more and more difficult to travel. 
 
    Craftsmen, engineers, and Aura-Laei-i of the Senetha were building their own flying ships so that they could cross the deserts and pass through the barriers that separated the many tribes of the continent. Eventually, travel to other lands using flying ships flourished, despite what had happened to the world. So in time, as Tenashar grew older in body and wisdom, it wasn’t uncommon to have visits from his old friends, such as Athtap, Leineha, Seveaha, Obsiesa, Cleiadomph, Jarviashar, Woziar, and Medayi. 
 
    Many years later, travel tapered off and eventually ceased, and Senetha living generations after Tenashar’s time only knew of Sahaynaivium as a legend. But the flying ships continued in service, though the later generations of pilots only saw the deserts and empty oceans. In their time, the islands of Sahaynaivium were completely hidden. These generations could never imagine the beauty Tenashar had seen on his way to Himoicum. 
 
    Yet the desert sands themselves took on strange colors and gained a life of their own. 
 
    Some began to speak with voices of wisdom and command. This would be a world for a new generation of Senetha. They would learn the ways of the desert and make the world work once more for the benefit of their people. 
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