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Part 1

Introduction








 






TRIumph.


Being the story of the first days of the Tri-Planet
alliance.  


 


This edition of the book has been
printed on Nearth in GSE (Galactic Standard English). It tells the
story of three planets: Nearth, Ore and Amber and of three life
forms that came together. This meeting would eventually lead to the
creation of the Triune system.

 

Although the language of the Reddar
system is very similar to GSE some translation has been necessary
to ease reading. Where appropriate all measurements have been
converted into Galactic Standard but dates etc. are those that
still apply in the Reddar system. 
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Part 2

AMBER








Chapter 1

 


 

Nowdays, almost everyone in the Galaxy would
recognise the green crescent of land surrounded by a grey ocean
that is the island of Krant. Now, the arms of the crescent that
reach out and around as if caressing the sparkling blue sea is a
place of holidays, laughter and relaxation. But way back in
history, back before even the Tri-Planet Alliance was formed, Krant
was simply a quiet village with a protected harbour.

How and why the Alliance was formed and the
disasters that preceded its formation and later contact with Earth
start on a simple day. Not a day much like any other but even so a
day that was not that extraordinary. On this particular day Red,
the name of the system’s sun, shone down on a Krant that was a
bustle of activity. It was one of those rare and exciting days when
a mass of boats would leave Krant and sail across the Outsea to
Eye. A steady stream of adult Bigs were walking hurriedly back and
forth to the docks carrying large boxes and sacks.  Excited
young Bigs were helping, most of the time, by carrying smaller
packages down from the living-trees and stacking them on the forest
floor. As soon as the boats had been loaded with the provisions
they would set off from here, the largest of the islands that
surrounds the Circle Sea, across the sometimes rough and dangerous
Outsea, to Eye, the smallest habitable island. There are many
other, smaller islands on Amber but they are all either impossible
to land a boat on or just too inhospitable.

It was the tenth of Calamity, four and a half
weeks into the hot summer and soon all the young Bigs who were
sixteen years old would set sail with their parents. These, soon to
be adult, Bigs were all excited and afraid. Afraid, because their
time to take the Deep Dive had very nearly come and excited because
of the trip to Eye. Amber is a planet that has a few largish
islands scattering its watery surface; most of these are the tops
of long-extinct volcanoes that poke through the waves in groups
like the open mouths of chicks waiting for food. No land vehicles
for carrying people had ever been needed so travelling meant
sailing and all Bigs love to sail, particularly the young to whom
sailing was still a novelty.

Unlike the beautiful deep blue sky, Gnisharsheg
was agitated. “Come on mother!” he shouted, “Father will be getting
impatient.”

“Be still Rush,” his mother replied, using
Gnisharsheg’s nickname, “the Deep Dive doesn’t take place for ten
days yet.”

“I know, but we have to make sure that the
living-trees are ok and then there’s the boat to pack and
then…”

“Alright, alright,” his mother said. “You can go
down to the docks to help your father. Come back and tell me when
he is almost ready to go.”

Rush ran out of the house and quickly climbed
down the trunk of his home-tree, almost loosing his grip in the
climbing slots in his haste. He hit the ground running and dashed
off through the forest with his tails held high. Krant is about ten
miles long from north to south and about three miles across at its
widest part. Towards the southern end there is a low hill from
which a small river flows northwards into Lake before making its
way to the sea. Rush was taking the east path through the forest.
Although he was running as fast as he could he was being very
careful not to hit any of the trees that grew close together,
packing the forest and making the path wind between them.

This path ran through a part of the forest that
had been left uncultivated on purpose and here the trees grew close
together with their hard, rough trunks almost touching each other.
There was no economy on Amber, no money and really only one type of
job. All Bigs spent their time looking after the land they lived
on, paying particular attention to the trees which they thought of
more as friends than plants. The trees were managed so that they
had the best and longest life that they could possibly have; the
Bigs realised that what was best for the trees was best for
them.

In the second autumn the tree’s bark would slowly
turn soft and cork-like to preserve water through the second winter
and into the cold summer. Then the young Bigs would stop swimming
in the sea and play bump race games. One of these games involved
choosing a course and then, after wrapping their tails round their
oval heads to cover their eyes, they would race through the forest.
The fun didn’t come from winning the race but from colliding with
each other and bumping into the soft tree trunks (usually on
purpose) like a pinball.

Rush had just crossed the path that led to Lake
when he was stopped by a shout.

“Rush. Rush. Up here.” Rush looked all about but
couldn’t see where the voice was coming from.

“Up here,” it said, “I’m on Hill.”

Rush ran up the gentle slope of Hill’s side and
at the top found Paltra, his best friend’s elder brother.

“What are you doing here Parl?” he asked. “You
should be helping your brother prepare for the journey.”

“There’s plenty of time for that,” Parl replied.
“I’m watching everyone down at the docks. Look you can just see
your father’s boat from here.”

“Oh yes, I can see it,” Rush said and then asked:
“Tell me Parl, you did the Deep Dive last year, what’s it
like?”

“It’s easy. You know the saying – ‘head down,
tails together, keep it neat and dive deep’.”

“I know that, but what is it really like. Is it
as dangerous as the others say?”

“You’ve dived in the sea plenty of times,” Parl
said.

“Yes, but not from Eye,” Rush answered.

“If you’re really worried you ought to
practice.”

“There’s no time to go to Dive Bay now.”

“No, I know, but we could use Lake.”

“I haven’t done that since I was fourteen,” Rush
said.

“Well it’s about time you did it again then,”
Parl said. “Come on, I can check your technique then you wont be so
worried.”

Parl led the way down from Hill, taking the path
that followed the stream to Lake. When they reached Lake they
walked round its edge until they came across an old trunk lying on
its side and hanging out over the water.

“You go first Parl,” Rush said.

“No, you first Rush. You’re the one that wants to
practice, remember.”

Now that they had got there, Rush was not so sure
that it was a good idea. He knew his father would be annoyed if he
was not in time to help load the boat.

 “I really don’t think that there’s enough
time,” Rush said.

“Of course there is,” Parl said impatiently.
“Just get on with it.”

Rush jumped up onto the trunk and then, with a
slight hesitation, dived in. Briefly, while he was still in the
air, he thought that he heard Parl laughing but as soon as he hit
the water he had other things to think about. Rush had forgotten
that during the hot summer the dye weed grew very long and so
instead of diving into clear, clean water he was struggling among
the strands of the weed, breaking lots of their pods. He eventually
managed to fight his way to the bank where he found Parl lying on
the ground holding his sides in laughter.

“What’s so funny Parl?” Rush asked, not
altogether in a good mood.

“You. Look at yourself. You’ve gone all blue.
Keep away, it’s the blue monster,” Parl said teasing Rush.

“It’s all your fault Parl. You knew this would
happen.”

“Of course I did. You would have known too if you
had stopped to think. Bye, bye blue monster. Enjoy the deep Dive,”
Parl said and ran off still laughing and shouting: “Blue monster!
Watch out it’s the blue monster!”

Rush stood dripping at the lakeside. He was
annoyed at Parl for tricking him but more annoyed at himself for
being such a fool. If only we would learn to stop and think then
perhaps he wouldn’t keep getting into trouble. He realised that
there was nothing for it but to face the music with his dad and so
continued on to the docks.

Rush stopped for a moment as the path started to
drop down and the docks came into view. In front and slightly below
him was a scene of bustling Bigs. There were some going backwards
and forwards to the boats, others throwing boxes into the holds and
a few walking up and down the dockside shouting out orders. On the
water, barges were plying back and forth carrying provisions to the
larger boats moored in the harbour while overhead nets full of
goods swung from the arms of huge wooden cranes.

The standard size for a Big’s boat is about
thirty metres in length by ten in the beam. This would be a large
boat on many other planets but they have to be at least this size
to comfortably carry their owners. Bigs themselves stand on average
five metres tall and have six limbs; two large, strong rear legs,
two stout and even stronger tails and a pair of arms with hands
that have claw-like but very agile fingers. The rear part of their
oval heads is flat and made of solid bone and is used for steering
when the Bigs are in the water swimming, which they do often and
very well.

His father’s boat was one of those tied up at the
dockside. It had two masts, the first was twenty five metres high
and positioned about halfway along the boat, and the other was a
bit shorter at twenty metres and was set halfway from the boat’s
middle to its bow. Normally, a brightly coloured triangular sail is
set on each of the spars that run cross the top of the masts. If
there is no wind the boats, that are very light for their size, can
be moved along by tail paddles at the stern. When sailing these
paddles are used for steering. The cabins of nearly all the boats
are made from amber, the sap of the stinging trees that grow on the
uninhabited island of Point and from which the planet takes its
name. When the sap has dried out, amber sets to a golden orange
coloured plastic-like material that is very strong.

Rush continued down to the docks. For a moment
nobody spotted him but when they did all the work stopped as
everyone stood and stared at him. Rush hung his head and slowly
made his way to Wave Dancer, his father’s boat.

“What’s happened to you?” he asked, finding
Rush’s appearance too funny to be angry with him.

“I had an accident. I fell into Lake,” Rush
replied.

“What were you doing near Lake?” his father
asked. “Trying to take a short cut I expect. Well rather than save
time you have wasted it. You had better jump into the harbour and
try and clean yourself up a bit. Remember Rush ‘deep breath before
a deep dive’,” his father added using the Amber saying that means
the same as ‘look before you leap’.

Rush was well used to this kind of lecture from
his father so, as usual, he didn’t take much notice of it. He
jumped off the dock wall and tried to scrub the dye off. The water
was not very deep here so he was able to stand with his head above
the surface.

“You had better duck under and try and clean your
face as well,” his father called from the boat, “and don’t forget
behind your ears.”

After cleaning himself up as best as he could,
Rush joined his father on the deck of Wave Dancer.

“What can I do to help?” he asked.

“You see those sacks of food? Well, stack them up
in the large galley cupboard please,” Gnorlsheg instructed.

Rush did as he was asked, carrying the sacks
along the boat and dropping them gently through the hatch set in
the cabin roof between the masts. When he had moved all the sacks
he went down below and packed them securely in the cupboard.

“Is there anything else that I can do?” he called
from below.

“No, that was the last job,” Gnorlsheg
replied.

“Can I go and get mother then?”

“Yes, all right. No, its ok, I can see her coming
now.”

True enough, as Rush climbed back on deck he
could see Auniharsheg coming down the path that ran between the
store shed into the docks.

“Hello Rush. Hello dear,” his mother said when
she reached the boat. “All done?”

“Yes, we’re finished,” Gnorlsheg replied, “and
we’re ready for the off.”

It was traditional for all the families that were
going to take place in the Deep Dive to leave together at midday;
this meant ` called back. “May the best Big win.”

In recent years it had become a race to see who
would be the first to reach Eye. The race started from an imaginary
line that ran between the islands of Krant and Qwish.

As midday approached all the boats were to be
found sailing backwards and forwards across the Circle Sea trying
to get into the best position for the start of the race.
Eventually, the horn was sounded from the southern headland of
Krant and the race began. The boats turned almost as one and set as
if they were a flock of colourful birds. One or two almost collided
as their owners fought for position but luckily this year no one
was hurt. Once they left the protection of the islands, the sea
became rougher and the wind blew with its full force, the boats
heeled over in the wind and picked up speed. Very soon the fleet
had spread out to speckle the sea like flowers in a field. The
distance from Krant to Eye is about thirty miles and the quickest
that the trip had been done in was four and a half hours. The wind
on this day was favourable, blowing from the north, which meant
that the boats had no need to tack.

After about three hours Auniharsheg, Rush’s
mother, went below to prepare a late lunch. After a moment Rush
went below to see if he could help. He found her sitting on her
bunk crying softly to herself.

“What’s wrong mother?” he asked.

“Oh, nothing. Nothing is wrong.”

“But you were crying,” he said.

“I know, but these are just the tears of a mother
worried about her son,” she replied.

“There’s no need to be worried for me,” Rush
said, “I’m fine.”

“Yes, I know. But soon you will take the deep
Dive and afterwards you will change your name and then you will be
an adult. It’s hard to let go of someone that you have cared for
since they were an egg.”

“But mother,” Rush said, “I will still be me and
I promise to visit you often.”

“I know, I know. Come on, help me prepare lunch.
Your father will be starving after all his hard work.”

After they had prepared the food they joined
Gnorlsheg on deck. While his father ate Rush was allowed to steer
the boat as he was ‘almost grown up’ as his father put it.

“How are we doing?” Rush asked from the
stern.

“Not too bad,” his father replied. “There are
three of us out in front. Over there you can just see Windchaser
and a bit further back is Blue Water II, but I think they may have
fallen behin more since I last saw him.”

“So it’s between us and Parl’s father’s boat
then?” Rush asked.

“Yes, that’s right.”

“I hope we beat them,” Rush said.

“Well keep your eye on the sails then,” his
father instructed.

Rush did as he was told; surprised that he was
allowed to steer for so long. After a while, Eye came into view and
Gnorlsheg took over the tail paddles from Rush.

“Free the sails a bit,” Gnorlsheg said, “I am
going to head over towards Windchaser. We’ll make a real race of
it.”

Gnorlsheg steered Wave Dancer across the sea
until Windchaser was just a few tail lengths off to one side. The
wind and waves were making too much noise for his voice to be heard
on the other boat but Phostra did look across and wave.

The island of Eye is shaped like a C, with a very
narrow entrance into the protected waters within. These were
commonly called the Flat Sea. Neck and neck, Windchaser and Wave
Dancer raced towards Break, as the entrance to the Flat Sea is
called. As they neared Break, the waves became steeper and the
boats pitched up and down more violently. In the end though it was
Windchaser that made the entrance first, just beating Wave Dancer
by half a boat’s length.

When they were anchored in the calm waters near
the small temporary village Gnorlsheg shouted across to
Windchaser.

“Well done Phostra. You deserved to win.”

“Thank you Gnorlsheg,” he called back. “Better
luck next time. See you at the Deep Dive.”

Parl had already taken the Deep Dive so it was
his younger brother Paflistra who would be diving with Rush.

“Yes, see you at the dive,” Gnorlsheg replied,
and then turning to Rush he said: “Come on, let’s unload the boat.
The ferry will be here soon to take us ashore.”










Chapter 2

 


 

When all their provisions had been ferried
ashore, Rush and his father used a sledge to pull them through the
trees to the temporary village. Part of the reason for the race was
so that the winners would get the pick of the best living trees for
the twenty days that they would be staying on Eye. Although they
had not won the race, Rush’s family did manage to load their sledge
the quickest and so were first up to the village.

When they got there they had a brief look round
and then chose a tree next to the village edge, close to the pond.
Gnorlsheg climbed up with a lifting rope which Auniharsheg then
tied to their belongings so they could be pulled up to the hut set
in the branches high above. Rush was given the job of re-cutting
the climbing slots free of the previous year’s growth. Eventually
everything was in the hut and Rush had finished the slots; they
took a break while Rush’s mother made some red leaf which they then
drank on the veranda while watching the other families settle
in.

There were now nine days to the Deep Dive and all
the Bigs of Rush’s age spent their time practising. They were not
allowed to use Dive Point but were permitted to dive from the
highest board into the pond. During the rest of the day they spent
their time playing and when evening came they joined the adults
sitting in the centre of the village, which had been cleared of
undergrowth, listening to tales of past Deep Dives. This cleared
area was called the Nest and some said that the name came from the
time when Bigs used to lay their eggs on the ground. Now they had
special heated houses for that purpose and the eggs were cared for
by a group of females called sitters.

The nine days passed quickly for Rush who
alternated from being totally confident to sick with fear. The
night before the Deep Dive passed slowly though and he spent a
sleepless night going over and over how he would take the dive;
Dive Point would be the highest that Rush, or any of them had ever
dived from.

Red slowly rose and then, after a morning in
which for the first time in his life Rush hadn’t managed to eat any
breakfast, the noon horn sounded. The young divers were led by
their parents along the path to Dive Point. This was situated about
two thirds of the way around Eye from the village, the point itself
being a small rocky headland. After about three hours walking
everyone was at the top of the point. Kapmurl, the oldest living
Big, presided over the drawing of sticks; Rush pulled the fourth
longest and so was to dive fourth. This year there were eight
divers in all.

As well as trying to make the cleanest possible
entry into the water the Deep dive was also a contest to see who
could get the deepest. A few metres out from the sheer cliff face a
rope is anchored to the sea bottom. Attached to this rope at ten
metre intervals is tied the fruit of the ball tree. This is similar
to an Earth coconut. A hole is drilled into each ballfruit and the
liquid inside drained out, the hole is then sealed with amber so
that the ballfruit floats. A mark is made on each fruit to indicate
at what depth it is tied to the rope at. When a diver has dived as
deep as he can he releases the nearest ballfruit which floats to
the surface so proving his depth. The rope is pulled to the surface
and the fruit retied after each dive.

The depth of water at this part of the Flat
Sea is about a hundred metres and the deepest dive that had ever
been recorded was sixty-five metres. Once they have dived through
the surface competitors are allowed to pull themselves down the
rope; indeed this is a necessity as after about twenty five metres
there is a fierce current that can rip an inexperienced Big and
dash him or her against the rocks causing serious injury and more
than once, death.

The first two divers were females and both
managed to reach a depth of fifty metres, excellent efforts. The
diver just before Rush though didn’t do so well. As he stood on the
diving board Rush could see that he was very nervous and when he
dived he bent his arms and curled his head forwards. Rush knew what
he would be going through as once he had done the same thing.
Without your arms to punch a hole in the water the force of your
impact pulls your head down towards your chest; the pain is so
great that you forgot all about diving, desperate to reach the
surface and fighting to remain conscious.

So it was for this poor diver. No sooner had
he made a giant splash than he was scrabbling at the rope, crying
out for help. The adult Bigs that were in the water for safety
helped him to the shore where he was made to lie still until a
board could be fetched to carry him back down to the village; it
would be many months before he would dive again. Although there was
no disgrace in failing the dive, Rush was determined that the same
thing wouldn’t happen to him. He would make the cleanest entry and
reach the greatest possible depth so that his parents would be
really proud of him.

Rush climbed up onto the board, walked to
the edge and looked down. The water looked a long was away but Rush
put the height out of his mind and prepared himself. His three
front toes gripped the edge of the board while he pushed forwards
with his tails so that nearly all his weight was on his legs. He
was ready. Very slowly he let himself fall forwards and over the
edge. As he fell he straightened his arms, pushed his head back so
that the flat bone rested along his back and pulled his tails
together to lie on his straightened legs. His body was now
perfectly streamlined as it fell like an arrow towards the
water.

Rush didn’t feel any impact as he hit the
surface; one moment he was falling through air and the next he was
under the water. While there was still enough light to see he swum
down alongside the rope but very shortly he had to grab it. He came
to a ballfruit and felt for the marks – six lines, so he had
reached thirty metres, a good depth. Rush pulled himself downwards
as quickly as he could, passing more ballfruits on the way.
Thirty-five, forty, fifty metres! With his lungs bursting he pulled
himself down for one last fruit. Yes, his fingers touched it,
fifty-five metres! He pulled himself nearer, his fingers tingling
through lack of air as he fumbled with the knot that tied the
ballfruit to the rope. Then disaster struck! Rush lost his grip and
was instantly swept away.

Strangely Rush didn’t panic as his body
automatically took over. The Bigs had evolved for life in the water
and were superbly adapted to it. As the last of the air left his
lungs a reserve of oxygen was passed from small holes in his tail
and backbones, where it had been stored, into his body. Without any
discomfort then, Rush let the current sweep him towards the rock
face. He knew that if he were to have any chance of surviving he
would have to save his strength to try and climb up the rocks and
out of the water.

Suddenly, he sensed a change in the current
and put his arm and legs out in front just before he hit the rock
face. He grabbed hold with all his strength and tried to pull
himself upwards but it was no use. The current was too strong and
broke his grip. He was dragged deeper and deeper - he felt sure
that he would drown. Once more he started to struggle for air but
this time there was no back up supply. The water turned him over
and over as it dragged him further down then, just as he was about
to pass out, his fingers brushed against something smooth and cold.
He held on as the current twisted his body down and under a ledge,
pulling his fingers free from their grip and dragging him forwards.
Just as he lost consciousness he thought that he could see a
faintly glowing red light. “So this is what death is like,” Rush
though to himself. The red glow reminded him of Red shining through
his bedroom window in the First Spring and with that thought in his
mind he passed out.

Back on the surface, Rush’s parents waited
impatiently. After a few minutes a single ballfruit floated to the
surface. This was not unusual as quite often a diver would lose his
or her grip on a fruit that they had reached and it would beat them
to the surface.

“What is it?” Gnorlsheg shouted to the Bigs
in the water.

“One dot five,” the call came back,
referring to the marks on the fruit.

“Did you hear that Auniharsheg?” Gnorlsheg
said to his wife. “Fifty-five metres! That’s my son alright,” then
turning back to the water added, “Well done Rush!” expecting Rush’s
head to break the surface but his head didn’t appear then - or for
the remaining hours of daylight.

That evening, back at Eye village everyone
was sad and subdued. Rush’s father had stayed at Dive Point,
staring out to sea as if by the force of his will he could make his
son return. Auniharsheg found him sitting there alone long after
Red had set.

“Come back to the village dear,” she said,
“you shouldn’t be out here on your own like this.”

“Leave me to mourn in peace,” he
replied.

“Mourn?” she said,” you mustn’t mourn, I’m
sure that Rush is not dead.”

“Not dead. How can he not be dead? He has
been gone for hours.”

“I know, I know, but I feel that he is alive
somewhere. Come on, walk with me back to the village,” she said and
taking her husband’s arm they walked back down the path
together.

 

Rush slowly came to his senses. When he
finally managed to open his eyes he could still see the glowing red
light. ‘Where am I?’ he thought to himself as he carefully moved
his head to look around. He was in a strange cavern that had smooth
silvery sides and was only just taller than he was. Just below the
water’s surface he could see the square opening that he had been
swept through. He was lying slumped across what looked like a small
chair although he could see nowhere for tails to rest. In front of
him there was another square hole through which Rush could see
water, which, for some reason, wasn’t pouring in. When he reached
out to try and touch the water his hand hit something that felt
like amber but was perfectly clear.

“What a very strange place,” Rush said out
loud and was startled by a voice from somewhere replying.

“Activating,” the voice
said and suddenly the red light increased in brightness. Rush could
now see that the light was coming from the corner of a slightly
raised rectangular panel. On this panel was stamped the words
automatic navigation unit.

‘What can that mean?’ Rush thought to
himself, being careful not to use his voice in case there were any
more surprises waiting. He reached out to see if there were any
buttons or switches on the panel but just as his hand touched it
there was a gentle click and the panel sprang up a centimetre. Rush
felt around its edges and, realising that it was now loose, pulled
the panel out from where it was sitting. He half expected the light
to go out but it just continued softly glowing.

Rush knew that he was in an air pocket and
that he would have to leave shortly as the air was already becoming
stale. He hoped that the panel was waterproof because he was
determined to take it with him. Looking around the cavern again he
saw below him some cushions floating on top of the water. These
were made out of a tough, shiny material, that didn’t come from any
kind of plant that Rush knew of, but they did give him an idea. He
grabbed two of the cushions and put the panel between them, then,
after first taking a deep breath, he dived through the square hole.
Back in the depths again he was once more buffeted by the current
but this time he had the buoyancy of the cushions to pull him
upwards.

Rush was surprised when his head broke
through the surface. Normally he knew when he was getting near to
it as the water around him would become lighter with diffused
Redlight; he hadn’t realised how much time had passed while he had
been unconscious or that night had fallen. He swum to the shore and
scrambled up the cliff face until he reached a ledge that was high
enough not to be made wet and slippery by spray.

“Safe at last,” he said, and then looking
down at the panel he continued, “what have we here then?”

“Autonav Unit,” the panel said.

“Oh, so it was you that was talking,” Rush
said in surprise. “Well, what kind of thing are you?”

“Autonav Unit,” the panel repeated.

“Yes, you said that but what are you
for?”

“Officer authority
required,” it replied.

“What? What did you say you do?”

“Autonav Unit,” the panel
said again, much to Rush’s annoyance, and so he decided that he
would ignore it for the moment. He looked up but in the dim light
he couldn’t make out where he was and had no idea how long he would
have to wait until Red up.

“I wonder what time it is?” he said.

“Date 20.08.1000. Time
14.12.160,” the panel said, and then mysteriously
continued, “analysing….    Excess time
delay. Authority granted to personnel present. Name
please.”

“Me?” Rush asked. “Well my friends call me
Rush.”

“Authority granted to
Rush,” the panel said.

“Good,” Rush said, “now perhaps we can get
somewhere. What are you?”

“Autonav Unit,” it
said.

“I know that,” Rush said in exasperation,
“but what do you do?”

“Autonav Unit. Return co-ordinates
45° planar, 285° actual.”

“That doesn’t make sense, what are you for?”
Rush asked again, beginning to get annoyed.

“Autonav Unit. Return co-ordinates
45° planar, 285° actual,” the Autonav Unit repeated.

“Oh shut up!” Rush said.

“De-activating,” the Autonav Unit said and the
red light went out. Rush decided that he might as well climb higher
up the cliff face. At least now he knew that he only had a few
hours to wait until Red up, then he should be able to see where he
was.﻿










Chapter 3

 


 

The Autonav hampered Rush’s climb to the top of
the cliff but he managed it eventually even though it was still
quite dark. At the top of the cliff he sat and waited while Red
rose slowly above the eastern horizon. When it had become light
enough to see, he realised that the underwater current had carried
him down the coast towards the village. He set off worrying how his
reappearance, as if from the dead, would be greeted by his parents
and friends.

An hour later he reached the edge of the village.
On the walk there he had done a great deal of thinking. He had been
trying to figure out what the Autonav Unit really was. He
remembered that when he was little his mother used to say to him
‘Go to sleep or the Nearthmen will get you.’ Sometimes when she
teased him with this monster of children’s imagination she would
point to where Stormbringer glowed in the sky. When he was older he
knew that Nearthmen didn’t really exist and that the story was for
babies, but later he had heard whispered stories of strange
creatures that came from the sky in metal birds. Metal! The rarest
and most valuable thing on Amber. He had seen metal once at
Kapvinhar’s house. She was Rush’s great great grandmother and also
the eldest living Big and so held the precious metal in safe
keeping for all of the village.

What was occupying Rush’s thoughts now was that
the Autonav Unit looked very like the metal that he had once seen
and, if it was the same stuff, it would be worth more than all of
Krant. He decided that he had better hide the Autonav Unit until he
could make up his mind what to do with it. So, now he was at the
edge of the village, he climbed one of the unused living trees and
wedged the Autonav Unit in a cleft between two branches, pushing it
in deep so that it would be hidden from view.

Back on the ground Rush looked up just to make
sure that it could not be seen before continuing on his way. When
he reached his own living tree he tried to rehearse what he would
say to his parents. All such thoughts were driven from his mind
when he climbed up and saw the bowed outline of his father sitting
on the ledge looking out towards the Flat Sea.

“Rush!” his father cried turning round on hearing
his son climb onto the ledge. “Rush, I, I thought that you had
drowned.”

“No father. I’m alright,” Rush replied
quietly.

Now that his initial relief had passed,
Gnorlsheg’s emotion quickly changed to anger with all that Rush had
put him through.

“Go inside,” he snapped, “your mother has been
worried sick!”

Rush entered the house to find his mother
standing in the kitchen area shuffling pans around with no real
purpose.

“Mother,” Rush whispered. “Mother, it’s me, Rush.
I’m back.”

“”Rush,” his mother said tenderly, “I knew that
you would return to me.”

“But mother, I almost drowned. It was horrible,
the current took me and…”

“Hush now,” Auniharsheg said gently. “Go and rest
you can tell me all about it later.”

Rush turned around and left his mother standing
at the kitchen sink. As he walked off he couldn’t see his mother
lean heavily against the sink as tears softly added themselves to
the washing up water.

 

The next day, after everyone had heard of Rush’s
return, a meeting was called to decide whether his dive would be
counted. Rush and his parents were not allowed to attend but they
were having a family meeting of their own. In the middle of the
single room that made up their temporary house, they had arranged
three benches in a triangle. On each of these one family member sat
so that all could face one another.

“You must tell us what happened during your dive
Rush,” Gnorlsheg said.

So Rush told them all about how he had been swept
into the strangely lit cavern and how he had used the cushions to
bring himself to the surface. He spoke hesitantly, with many pauses
and encouragements from his parents. Although it felt good to talk
about his strange and frightening experience, he still felt that he
couldn’t tell them about the Autonav Unit. When Rush had finished
talking, Gnorlsheg thought it important enough to disturb the
adult’s meeting. He led the way down from the tree and on into the
clearing in the middle of the village. As they approached they
could hear voices raised in argument. Voices that quickly hushed
when the Sheg family’s approach was noticed.

“Ah, Gnorlsheg,” Phostra said. “I was just trying
to persuade our friends here to allow Rush’s dive.”

“That is very kind but I think that before any
decisions are made the meeting ought to hear Rush’s story. Come on
Rush,” Gnorlsheg said pulling his son forward into the centre of
all the gathered adults. If talking to his parents had been hard,
this was nearly impossible. But despite his feeling that everyone
was against him and that practically no one believed what he was
saying, he was made to repeat his tale again. When he had finished
speaking he had to leave the clearing while the adults decided what
to do. He wandered over to the edge of the forest and sat staring
out over the Flat Seas towards Dive Point. He couldn’t stop
thinking about the strange underwater cavern and what, or perhaps
even who, the Autonav Unit was.

Rush’s musings were disturbed by the sounding of
the calling horn telling everyone the meeting had ended and that
its decision was about to be announced. Rush stood up and returned
to the clearing. Once he was there and everyone had been assembled,
Kifdun, who was three generations older than Rush and the oldest
Big on Eye at the time, stepped into the centre and spoke.

“This is the decision of the elders assembled on
the island of Eye on the nineteenth day of the month of Calamity in
the year one thousand.” He spoke very formally as was normal on
these occasions.

“Having heard the story of Gnisharsheg, known to
us all as Rush, and having heard references from all interested
parties it has been decided that Rush’s dive should stand. It will
go into the records as fifty-five metres, the best dive for eighty
years. Rush can now be called by his adult name of Gnissheg.
However, we find that we are unable to believe his story of a
mysterious underwater cavern and magical cushions. What really
happened to Rush, I’m sorry, Gnissheg, we do not know. Perhaps a
Nearthman helped him,” and here there was a ripple of laughter from
those listening, “but I personally believe that he was knocked
unconscious and washed safely ashore. His story is nothing more
than the disturbed dreams of a confused mind. The meeting is now
closed.”

After the meeting everyone went to their own
living trees. There was much whispering and muttering about the
meeting’s decision but Rush’s family went to bed without another
word being spoken.

 

The next day Rush and his family made their
preparations to return home. Rush had mixed emotions; he was sad
that he had caused his friends and family so much worry and at the
same time he was angry that his story had not been believed.
Because of this he was now determined to keep the fact of the
Autonav Unit’s existence to himself. To that end, just before
everything had been packed on their boat, he took one of his
father’s navigation charts and returned to the tree where the
Autonav Unit was hidden. He climbed up to retrieve the unit. Once
back down on the ground folded the chart around it; he now looked
as if he was simply carrying a pile of old charts.

Rush made his way back to the harbour, arriving just as his
father was loading the last of their things. His parents had not
asked Rush to do too much, they knew that he was best left alone
until his dark mood was over.

Once Wave Dancer had left the harbour and they were on their
way, Gnorlsheg turned to Rush.

“Here you are Rush,” he said, “now that you are an adult you can
steer all the way home.”

“No thanks father,” Rush replied to Gnorlsheg’s surprise, “I
think I will just go down below and rest. I am still tired after my
adventure.”

In the cabin, Rush quickly lifted the cover of his bunk and put
the Autonav Unit inside the locker beneath and then sat down. His
black mood slowly passed as he started to think about the Autonav
Unit and what he should do about it; he could not make up his mind
whether to tell his parents or not. He had just decided that for
the moment he would keep it to himself when his father called down
to him.

“Come up here Rush. We are nearing Krant and there is something
that I want to show you.”

“What is it father?” Rush asked, coming up
on deck.

“Look,” Gnorlsheg said as he pointed towards the dock.

Rush followed his father’s outstretched arm and there, straining
on a line tied to a buoy like a racing root-hound eager for the
off, was a bright red, one-big sailing canoe. These boats are about
eight metres long and very fast. On either side of the narrow hull
they have an outrigger mounted that allows a much larger sail area
to be carried without that the boat capsizing. Like all the boats
on Amber the sail they carry is triangular sail but its size is
much larger compared to other boats of the same length.

“She’s beautiful,” Rush said. “Who does she belong to?”

“She’s yours,” Auniharsheg said as she joined Rush and her
husband. “She’s your coming of age present.”

“Oh mother, father, thank you. Thank you,” Rush replied in total
happiness, “What’s her name?”

“It’s up to you to name her,” his father said.

Rush thought for a moment and then announced, “I shall name her
Crystal.”

 Crystal was the perfect name for Rush’s new boat. Redlight
sparkled on her amber cabin roof, reflecting off the rippling water
in a palette of red, yellow and orange flashes. Rush was amazed and
proud that he owned something so wonderful and kept repeating
‘thank you, thank you’ under his breath.

A short time later they were safely tied up at
the dockside. Rush jumped ashore and ran over to the harbour master
to beg a lift over to Crystal. Suddenly he remembered the Autonav
Unit. Skidding to a halt he turned round and ran back to Wave
Dancer.

“Hello Rush,” his mother said, “what brings you
back?”

“I’ve forgotten the Auto…” he began to reply and
then stopped, “Sorry, I’ve forgotten that I ought to tidy
up below first. Excuse me mother.” He added as he went through the
hatch.

His mother looked at Rush’s retreating back in
amazement; he had never ever volunteered to tidy up before. Rush
made some tidying up like noises down below as he retrieved the
Autonav Unit from under his bunk and wrapped it in an old coat.

“Where are you going with that?” Auniharsheg
asked when he reappeared on deck.

“Oh, this is no good no more. I was going to take
it to the village and throw it in the recycling hut.”

“That’s very good of you Rush. You must be keen
to go out to Crystal so you had better hurry,” his mother said,
marvelling at his changed behaviour.

Rush didn’t go back to the village but instead
made his way to the harbour master’s office. The harbour master
didn’t mind rowing Rush out to Crystal, he always enjoyed watching
the faces of young Bigs when they stepped on board their own boat
for the first time.

Once he was aboard an idea came to Rush – he
would climb two trees with one rope. He could take Crystal out for
her first sail and at the same time find somewhere to hide the
Autonav Unit. He wondered where he could find a safe enough place
and then all at once it came to him – Tooth. Tooth would be
perfect. Tooth is a small treeless island about twenty miles due
east from Krant, it is really isolated and although Rush had never
been there he knew it would be a great place to sail to.

Rush loosened the rope that held the sail and
watched as it slowly unfurled in the gentle breeze. The sail was
made up of diagonal panels of alternate white and green that
together with the red hull and amber cabin made the whole boat
startlingly attractive. Rush untied the rope holding Crystal to her
mooring at the same time as pulling on the sail rope and pushing
the tiller with his tail. The wind filled the sail and Crystal was
instantly skipping across the water.

For a while Rush was totally lost in joy as once
more he headed away from Krant. As he left the shelter of the
Circle Sea the waves grew in size but this didn’t affect Crystal’s
speed. She seemed to hardly touch the water as she sped along as if
pleased to be alive. Rush was completely lost in the experience and
when Tooth appeared on the horizon it came as a surprise. The
island quickly grew larger and it was only when he was almost upon
it that he remembered something important. The problem with Tooth,
and the reason that Bigs so seldom sailed to it, was that all
around its coastline are viciously jagged rocks leaving nowhere to
land. Rush was in real danger now; he had sailed so close to the
island that there was no way that he could go about. He was on what
is termed a lee shore, the wind direction making it unable for him
to go anywhere but towards the forbidding island. Rush knew that he
would have to trust to luck and try and find a place where the
rocks didn’t look too dangerous and risk putting ashore there.

In a real panic he scanned the fast approaching
cliffs but, true to its name, the rocks looked like sharp teeth
just waiting to devour him. At last he spotted a place where there
was a small gap between the rocks. In desperation he steered
towards it, as he got nearer he could see a shelving bank of stone
but just before he reached it there was a loud tearing sound and
Crystal juddered to a halt. Very quickly water started to pour in
through a gash in the hull. Rush grabbed the Autonav Unit, ran to
the bow and made a giant leap to the nearest rock. He landed in
water up to his chest but managed to scramble and claw his way up
and out. When he felt safe he turned and took a last look at
Crystal as she started to break up on the rocks. He turned away,
his face pale and drawn in anguish and climbed the jagged rocks up
onto the main part of the island. He reached the top and hauled
himself over the lip and stood upright.

On top of the island he looked all around. The
place was bare and unwelcoming and as the night started to slowly
fall Rush realised that he was stranded. No one knew where he was
and he had no way of calling for help. He didn’t realise that in
pulling himself over the last rock at the cliff top he had dropped
the Autonav Unit and that as it fell a switch had been pressed.
Words appeared unseen on the front of the panel:

 


                   
Wideband Transmit Mode: Sending…


                             
RETURN CO-ORDINATES 45º PLANAR, 285º ACTUAL….
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The continuous droning that was going on in the
background was annoying but not loud enough to stop Quizzle
daydreaming. Quizzle didn’t think of it as daydreaming of course,
to him it was thinking. Important, clever and interesting thinking.
He was thinking of route finding. Quizzle was the best route finder
of his generation. Somehow he could let his mind go blank and a
three dimensional picture of the tunnel system would come into his
head.

The droning continued on and on until suddenly
out of it came the word ‘Quizzle’. Quizzle had no idea what the
complete sentence had been until his teacher repeated it: “Well
Quizzle, how many planets will you be able to see up top after
school this afternoon?

Quizzle had no idea what the answer could be
but a picture of his solar system came into his head. He could see
Red in the centre shining so brightly it hurt to look at and moving
slowly around it in a slow motion dance three planets, one of which
had a moon orbiting it. He knew one of the planets was Ore, his
home planet so that left two others.

“Two, Miss.” He replied.

“Two, Quizzle? The correct answer is none.
Normally of course you could see Nearth and its moon Satellite but
as you know full well this is the month of Calamity and as today is
Forday the nineteenth, tomorrow is the darkest night of the year.
In any case there are not two other planets in our night sky to see
even on the clearest nights! Even a pre-pod Little knows that,
Quizzle. No doubt you were daydreaming once again.”

“So.” Quizzle replied, and instantly
regretted being so rude. With some of the teachers you could get
away with it, they just ignored stupid comments. But not Miss
Edall.

“So,” she said. “So!” her voice getting
louder. “So!!” Her voice now shrill and still louder. “We will see
about ‘so!’ You won’t be going back to play in your podderoom. It’s
an after school detention for you young Little.”

“I can’t do that, it’s the 34th today and
I’m visiting my parents, they’re expecting me.” Quizzle quickly
lied. Young Littles were indeed allowed to visit their parents on
every date that ended in a four but Quizzle had a very different
idea how to spend his afternoon.

“You should have though about that before
you were so rude.” Miss Edall said

“But, but I have got to help my
mum,” Quizzle quickly replied. “Yes, that’s it. I’ve got to
help my mum er, move the roll-stone.” The roll-stone is the big
wheel-like rock that Littles use in the place of doors. Normally
the roll-stone is left open but they have to be moved regularly or
else they get stuck in place.

“I don’t care about that,” Miss Edall said,
“you will have to do the detention and explain to your mother why
you can not help her at home. Now I don’t want to hear another word
from you for the rest of this lesson.”

And that was how Quizzle’s school days
normally went. He wasn’t really a pre-pod, meaning a Little that
was less than five years old, as Miss Edall had called him. It
wasn’t even that he didn’t like school or was stupid, although most
of the teachers thought that he was. It was just that he thought
the tunnels were much more interesting than school. He wanted to
find out how the old Littles had managed to dig such perfect
tunnels and how the spires had been made.

Quizzle didn’t stay for his after school
detention of course, he decided to explore and try to find a new
route home. He liked to try a different way as often as possible;
it was how he did his research into the tunnel system. But on this
occasion he decided to climb ‘up top’ as the Littles called it and
see if it really was as dark as Miss Edall said it would be. Unlike
Quizzle, most Littles don’t like to go outside. They don’t feel
safe and if they do venture out they keep peering up at the sky to
try and make sure a nasty Nearthman doesn’t drop down from the sky
and carry them away like in the legends.

As soon as the horn had gone Quizzle rushed
out of the school tunnels and up on to the surface. It was very
dark, almost as dark as the deep tunnels, but as Littles have
perfect night vision Quizzle could still make out the landscape. To
inhabitants of planets other than Ore the surface looks boring -
flat, grey and dusty. To Quizzle though it was full of texture and
interesting shades. Quizzle was happy, he had done well he thought.
School would assume that he had skipped detention and gone straight
home to help his mother and his mother, Whiggle, wouldn’t be
expecting him until later. This amused Quizzle and he started to
laugh and the more he laughed the more he found it funny.
Eventually he was laughing so much that he had to stop and catch
his breath. When he had recovered, he looked around to try and get
his bearing. He didn’t recognise anything nearby so he hunted
around for a large rock that he could climb to get a better
view.

Finding a large rock on Ore is not at all
difficult as it is almost completely covered in them. Quizzle soon
spotted one and quickly climbed up. Although the rock he had chosen
was not particularly high, Quizzle needed to climb it because, like
all Littles, Quizzle was short. Littles stand just over one metre
short on four stumpy sturdy legs and have two strong arms, which
are perfect for digging and carrying rocks. They have quite large
ears and large black eyes, both ears and eyes are perfectly adapted
for the dark and quiet of living underground.

He had a good look round and realised that
he had wandered a long way from his home tunnels of Oldmaze, the
spires of which he could just make out in the distance. Although
most of the planet’s surface does look flat there are, scattered
around, large structures that the Littles called spires. These are
like huge, smooth sided, upside down cones. The oldest ones have
intricate patterns carved in a spiralling design from the base up
to the top. The spires have two uses. Firstly they are ventilation
towers for the tunnels below but they are also used as viewing
towers. Quizzle had been told that stone stairs ran round the
inside wall and these allow you to see out through the windows that
are cut at regular intervals in the walls. If you continue to climb
you reach the top where the spire is open to the sky. Quizzle had
never seen all this for himself as he was too young, but he hoped
to one day.

Now that he had got his bearings, Quizzle
started to clamber down, just before he did though, a flash of
light caught his eye. Something in the distance was reflecting the
light coming from Red and was glinting and sparkling like a prism.
Quizzle was quite taken by the glittering light - he was always
fascinated by bright things. The only time he saw something that
looked bright was when he glimpsed one of the tiny metallic looking
insects that flew or ran along the tunnels. The light that he could
see was coming from a low mountain that he could see in the
distance. This mountain had a gentle slope on its left side and a
very steep slope on its right. The slope on the right had a chunk
missing from it as though a giant had taken a bite out of it.
Quizzle stared at this strange mountain and wondered why he had
never seen or even heard of it before.

With these thoughts in his head he made his
way back towards Oldmaze; eventually he came across an entry tunnel
and made his way down. Quizzle soon came across a grown up Little.
“ ’scuse me,” he said, “do you know the way to Whiggle’s
tunnels?”

“Left two, right one, right three, left
three, down two, right four,” the grown up replied, giving
directions in the normal Little way. What she meant was that after
passing two tunnels entrances take the next left, then after one
tunnel take the next right and then after three tunnels turn right
and so on.

Quizzle remembered all this perfectly, he
almost never became lost. As a baby the White Littles who looked
after the young had thought of him as being different. Like all
Littles, Quizzle had been born on the twentieth of Artemis in a
huge pre-pod cavern. Being born deep in the tunnel system made all
Littles part of their planet as if they were linked to it, Quzzle
seemed to have a stronger bond than was normal. When he turned four
years old he climbed up to the first podderroom. This was usually a
complicated journey that young Littles found very difficult -
Quizzle made it seem easy. It had been the same every year, each
time his pod had to climb up to the podderroom on the next level
Quizzle was first. Since then he had become known as the best
navigator that the Littles had seen for many years. All the adults
expected him to do great things after he turned fourteen and left
the podderooms, if only he wouldn’t go on to the surface quite so
much.

When Quizzle entered his home cave his
mother was very carefully getting some wooden bowls down from their
shelf and putting them on the table. She handled these bowls with
great care; trees were now rare on Ore and so anything made of wood
was greatly treasured. As most Littles did not really like
venturing out on the surface the trees had managed to survive for
many, many years but eventually most had been cut down. The few
trees that survived were like Earth hawthorns and grew in the
bottom of deep valleys. These were so deep that the bottoms of them
were below sea level and so quite a few were full of water with the
trees growing on small rocky islands that poked out of the surface
like black teeth. As the Littles absolutely hated water these few
remaining trees were safe from all but the bravest Littles.

“Hello there,” she said when she saw Quizzle
enter. “Have you had a good day?”

“Yes thanks mum.” Quizzle replied and then
added, “Mum, what’s that strange mountain with a bit out of the
side?”

“Who has been talking to you about Crash
Mountain?” His mother asked.

“Crash Mountain?” Quizzle said, and then,
realising that his mother meant the mountain that he had seen: “Oh,
Crash Mountain. Miss Edall was telling us about it today in
geography.”

“Are you sure Quizzle? I am surprised that
she is telling you about it at your age.”

“Well she did and then I saw it in the
distance.”

“Hmm.” His mother said knowingly, “You must
have been a long way from home then, Crash Mountain is many fours
from here.”

“I wasn’t too far from home,” Quizzle said,
“and it is very dark up top and I suppose that is why I noticed the
glittering light and…”

“What glittering light?” Whiggle
interrupted.

“The light on the mountain.”

“You must have got Redlight in your eyes,
there’s no light on Crash Mountain.” Whiggle said.

“There is mum, I saw it.”

“That’s enough of your nonsense Quizzle. Go
and wash your hands, we’ll be having a guest joining us for
tea.”

“A guest? Who?” Quizzle asked.

“Well I am sure you will be delighted to
hear that it is Miss Edall. She called round after school had
finished asking to speak to me and I suggested that she joined us.
I will be able to ask her about this geography lesson then, won’t
I?”

Quizzle went quite grey when he heard this
news. The truth about his detention and the fact that he had not
done it would come out. “I’m just g..going to wash then,” he said,
and dragging his four feet dejectedly along the ground, turned and
made his way to the pool room.

Whiggle looked at the departing back of
Quizzle in amazement, it was unheard of for him to volunteer to
wash.

In his room Quizzle sat slumped on his bunk
with his large, round head held in his hands, all thoughts about
Crash Mountain had gone out of his mind. He had no idea what he was
going to do, his mum was going to kill him when she found out.
There was only one glimmer of hope - dad. When young Littles reach
five years old they are no longer cared for by the White Littles,
they are then looked after by groups of parents who take it in
turns. When it was Quizzle’s parents turn his father had always
been very popular with his pod - telling jokes and doing magic
tricks. His dad was not nearly as strict as his mum; with a bit of
luck and a lot of clever talking he may be able to get his dad on
his side. This thought made him a bit happier as he started to wash
his hands.

He was just drying them when there was a
call from the living cave. “Hello everyone, I’m home.” It was
Bobble, his father. Bobble was short even by Little standards but
what he lost in height he made up for in width. He was very fat.
His wide tool belt pulled tightly around his waist gave him a
square shaped appearance and with his pointed head sticking up he
looked as if an ice cream cone had been plonked upside down on a
box.

Quizzle came running up to his dad and tried
to throw his arms around him. Bobble picked him up and gave him a
big hug. “How’s my big Little, has he had a good day?”

“Yes dad,” Quizzle said, full of excitement,
“I saw, um, Crash Mountain I think mum said it was and the light
that shone and, and it was just great.”

“Well I’m sure it must have been. You can
tell me all about it later but now I have something very VERY
important to do. Eat!” Bobble said with a laugh and led the way
into the living cave.

Their living cave was shaped like a deep
semicircle with a roll-stoneway in the straight wall. This led to
the hall tunnel that had doors off of it to the two sleeping caves
and the pool room. Opposite the living cave roll-stoneway was the
porch cave that led to the main tunnel system. The rear curved wall
had one long shelf running all the way along it. Underneath this on
the right was a deep stone basin full of water and on the left hand
side was a crack in the rock where very hot air that had escaped
from deep underground hissed up through a vent. This vent was used
to cook in by blocking it with a flat stone and trapping the heat
inside.

In the middle of the living cave was a table
made out of a large slab of the deepest black stone, it was so
highly polished that when you looked down on it you thought that
you were drowning in a night time sea. The table was supported at
each end by large unpolished rocks that had been richly carved with
images of the night sky above Ore with Nearth, Satellite and Red
shown by coloured jewels. But now, either through age or constant
use the carvings were so worn that the images couldn’t be clearly
seen.

Tea consisted of some cooked mushrooms that
had been flavoured by minerals. You may think that this sounds a
very boring meal - but the mushrooms were a bright yellow colour
and the mineral flavouring that Whiggle had used was a bright blue.
Having these mushrooms was a treat in itself as they were very hard
to find and you had to really know what you were doing so that you
didn’t cook poisonous ones by mistake.

As Bobble entered the living cave he saw
Miss Edall who had already sat at the table. “Hello,” he said, “I
didn’t expect to see you today”

“No,” Miss Edall replied, “something, um,
happened today and your wife and I thought it best to have a little
talk about it.”

“Oh dear,” said Bobble guessing that Quizzle
was the ‘something’ that had happened, “well, I hope we can eat
first. What is for tea tonight?”

“Pretty Pebbles.” Whiggle replied, using the
name that the family gave the dish. “Come on Quizzle join us at the
table.

“Pretty Pebbles!” Bobble said. “Great, I’m
starving, we found a new seam of metal today and we had to dig
really hard to get it out. I could eat a mountain.” And those were
the last words that were spoken at the table for some time.

 










Chapter 5

 


 

When they had all finished eating, Quizzle plucked up courage to
speak. “Dad,” he said, “what causes that light to come from Crash
Mountain?”

Miss Edall looked very surprised at this question and stared
hard at Quizzle as his father answered. “Light from Crash Mountain?
Crash Mountain is an empty place, there’s no light up there.”

Miss Edall spoke, “I am very surprised at this sudden and
unexpected interest in geography,” she added.

Quizzle’s mum gave Miss Edall a queer look. “I thought that you
had been talking about the mountain in class today though.”

“No,” said Miss Edall, we were discussing the Reddar system. All
of us apart from Quizzle that is. He was day dreaming again.”

“But,” said Quizzle as all eyes in the cave stared at him, “I’m
sure that I saw it, it was all sort of sparkly on one side.”

“Quizzle.” Said Bobble sternly. “I’ve told you there is no light
on the mountain and there isn’t! Now it’s time for bed.”

Quizzle got down from the table and left the living cave. He
waited in the hall tunnel as the adults continued talking. His
mother was saying “But Bobble, he saw some light up there, that can
only mean he’s back. What are we going to do?”

“Do?” Bobble replied. “We are not going to do anything. He has
never caused any Little harm. If we just ignore him he will go away
again.”

Quizzle leant closer to the roll-stoneway, he had no idea who
the adults were talking to so mysteriously. “That’s right.” Miss
Edall added. “He’s only interested in his experiments with metal -
trying to make string out of metal. It’s just nonsense.”

“”Never caused any harm!” Whiggle said. “But the tunnel is still
there and he is a Wizard.”

“He is not a Wizard. Now just …”

Quizzle didn’t hear any more as after the word 'Wizard', he was
too full of excitement and he was very pleased. Pleased that the
adults had seemed to forget all about him missing detention and
excited about hearing of the Wizard. He had started to imagine all
kinds of possible adventures and the more he imagined the more he
wanted to make them happen. By the time that he was lying in his
sleeping cot he had decided that as it was the month end he would
try and find a way to this intriguing mountain.

 

The next morning Quizzle was up and about early, he was keen to
find a way to Crash Mountain. His mother dashed his plans for a
quick start, however.

“After you had gone to bed last night, Mrs
Edall and your father and I had a discussion about you.”

“I thought you would mum,” Quizzle
interrupted.

“Then you won’t be surprised to hear that I
am very disappointed in you. Missing detention like that. What were
you thinking of? Well after this next First Holiday you will have
an after-school detention for a week.”

The First  Holiday was a day off that
was given to every Little in the first week of every month. This
meant that once a month there was no school for two days; the
normal Restday and the extra First day.

“I am really sorry Mum, but I promised
Thissy that I would visit him at his home cave today.”

“Well, I am sorry but I really don’t think
that you deserve to go anywhere.”

“But mum, I promised. I can’t break a
promise can I?” Quizzle pleaded.

"Alright, you can go to Thissy's but I’m really not very happy
with you. You will have to come back here before returning to the
podderoom. We will talk so more then.”

"OK mum, thanks." Quizzle replied, "Is it alright if I make
myself a packed lunch?"

"Yes, but don't expect my help."

No more was said between Quizzle and his mum as he quickly
packed his rucksack with food. With a quick 'bye mum' he was
off.

Quizzle had told his Mum that he was going
to visit Thissy, his best friend, because he lived near to some
abandoned tunnels that they had both briefly explored sometime ago.
These tunnels were towards Crash Mountain and so Quizzle felt that
they would be a good place to start his hunt and hopefully discover
what had caused the light that he had seen on the previous day.

Eventually he reached the entrance to Thissy's cave but instead
of going in he carried on. It was only a little further to Five
Mouth Way. After a few more minutes the tunnel that he was in
opened out into a large cave and was joined by four others. This
was Five Mouth Way.

Quizzle took off his rucksack and sat down. He took some food
out and started to eat while he tried to decide which one of the
other four tunnels he should go down.

The tunnel straight in front of him was clean and well used. In
fact Quizzle was sure that he and Thissy had explored it a few
years ago, so he ignored that one. That left just three, two on his
left and one on his right. All three had an uncared for look about
them, there was a thick layer of dust on the floor and large
cobwebs hung from the walls and ceiling.

The first of the two on the left was very small and Quizzle
could feel a slight breeze coming from it. The second one had the
biggest entrance but it sloped upwards so he thought that neither
of these was the one he wanted. The one remaining, on his right,
was about the same size as the one that he had just left and was
the darkest looking of the three.

Quizzle took hold of his rucksack, stood up and walked over to
have a closer look. When he went a little way down the tunnel he
saw that there were some footprints in the dust; if the tunnel had
been used recently it probably didn't lead to the Wizard's.

He was just about to walk over to one of the other tunnels when
he heard someone coming from behind. Quickly he ran further up the
tunnel - he didn't want any one to see him and get him into more
trouble with his mother. As the tunnel was very straight he had to
go a long way down it until he could be sure that he wouldn't be
seen. When he felt safe he stopped and listened. Luckily he
couldn't hear anyone following him but just to be sure he crouched
down to wait for a bit.

Once more he spotted the footprints but now he thought that
there was something odd about them. He stared and stared. 
What was it…? Then he had it! Footprints, they really were
footprints. Although the soles of Littles feet were very tough they
still wore shoes because even they sometimes got cut on shards of
stone that splintered off the rock walls. Littles hadn’t gone
barefooted since the old times when monsters and Wizards were meant
to have lived. Wizards - of course, the Wizard must have made the
footprints. He had found the right tunnel.

Quizzle set off down the tunnel happy and confident that he had
found the one that would lead him to the Wizard’s cave.  A
human would very quickly get fed up with walking through dark
tunnels but most Littles enjoyed the experience. They love looking
at the different types of rock that the tunnels have been cut
through and running their hands along the walls to feel the various
textures.

As he walked Quizzle thought about how he would have dug this
tunnel, like all Littles he thought that he could have made a
better job. If he had dug the tunnel the walls would show
off the different rocks better, the floor would be smoother and the
tunnel would have been even straighter. But as Quizzle had never
dug a tunnel in his short life he was just daydreaming. In this way
time passed quickly with short breaks for something to eat being
called for by the occasional rumbling of his stomachs. All too soon
he had eaten all of his food but Quizzle strode on taking comfort
in the fact that at least his rucksack was lighter now.

The tunnel kept on and on, now no longer running straight but
twisting and turning. After a while Quizzle started to look forward
to reaching it’s end but, for all his daydreaming on how well he
could dig a tunnel, the one that he was now in was almost perfect.
It was a very ancient tunnel that had been dug by the Little’s
ancestors hundreds of years ago. Some said that the Littles hadn’t
dug the first tunnels at all but that strange tall creatures with
two only legs had dug them. Quizzle knew that such talk was
nonsense of course – how could a creature with two legs even stand
without falling over?

Anyhow, Quizzle was now unknowingly in great danger for he was
walking in a Sentry Tunnel. The tunnel was spiralling downwards
very gently and had been doing so for quite a while. Quizzle hadn’t
realised this because the skill of the old tunnel diggers made it
impossible to tell but the further he walked the darker the rock
walls got and the deeper the tunnel went. And it was becoming
hotter. Soon he was walking in complete darkness and in stifling
heat.

Just as he thought that he would turn round and make the long
journey home, Quizzle sensed that the tunnel was beginning to open
up. All at once he stepped out into a huge space. The walls of the
cavern that he now found himself in were the colour of blood and
all around were the black eyes of tunnel openings. In the middle of
this gigantic space was a pool of molten rock that glowed bright
red, spitting flames and bubbling with a foul smelling gas. The
tunnel had come out a little way up the cavern wall and from here
Quizzle could see that all around the pool were scattered sharp
jagged rocks, like the teeth of some giant animal. Quizzle
clambered as near to this pool as he could get before the heat
drove him back. He looked round and realised that he couldn’t
recognise the tunnel-mouth that he had come out of. He looked at
first one and then the other but it was no good. For the first time
in his life Quizzle was lost underground.

Quizzle was not really worried, he was confident in his ability
to imagine his way home. He closed his eyes and tried to let his
mind find the way. But something was wrong. Whether it was from the
heat, the smell or through hunger or because he was disorientated
from his journey through the twisting tunnel he couldn't tell; it
was just impossible for him to see the correct tunnel.

He walked further away from the molten pool, sat down and tried
again. With his eyes closed he slowly swivelled round where he sat
and slowly a picture came into his head. He could see a single
black rock that, unlike all the other tooth-like ones, was
perfectly rectangular. Quizzle stood up and walked directly
forwards. This time he didn't have to clamber round or climb over
other rocks, for some reason his way was clear. Very soon he came
upon the black rock. As he stood and stared up at the silent
monolith he thought how unremarkable it really looked. He walked
round to the far side of it and there he realised that there was
something unusual about this rock for he saw a strange white line
carved into its surface. He took a couple of steps back, craning
his neck and looking up, he could see that what he was looking at
was a bright white line that made a huge oval shape in the
rock.

He stepped back again, now he could make out that at equal
points along this line there were three small circles, one green,
one blue and one brown. In the middle of the oval was a slightly
larger solid round red circle.

Once more he took a few steps backwards and almost fell over as
his foot caught on something that was lying on the ground. He
turned around and looked down. His heel had kicked what looked like
a white ball. He bent down to pick it up, then stopped. It wasn't a
ball at all, it was a skull. He jumped up in horror and fell back
to find himself sitting on a pile of loose rock. His curiosity got
the better of him and he started to pull the rocks away, as he
started most just tumbled down by themselves. Now he could see the
rest of the skeleton. A skeleton of a strange creature of a type
that he had never seen before. It had two legs. Two legs, the only
thing that had just two legs that Quizzle had ever heard of was a
Nearthman. Quizzle was horrified; he turned around and walked
quickly away. As he walked he started to think of all the horror
stories about Nearthmen that he had heard as a youngster. As he
thought he walked quicker and quicker until he was running. Very
soon he was running in fear, running away from fear itself. As he
ran he kept catching his legs on rocks, which bruised and cut him.
Then the inevitable happened; Quizzle tripped and fell over. As he
fell he hit his head on a stone and was knocked out.

And that was how the Wizard found him.










Chapter 6

 


 

Quizzle woke with redlight shining in his eyes. He was lying on
a bed that was made from a soft spongy material that he didn't
recognise. Sitting up and looking around he realised that there was
quite a lot more in the room that he didn't recognise.

The bed was sideways on against a rough rock wall. Behind the
top of the bed was a wooden screen that looked like it folded back
in sections. It was through this screen that shafts of light shone
into Quizzle's eyes and fell onto the rough floor.

He sat up carefully, his leg still hurting from the bruises and
cuts he got in the cavern and stared at the wall opposite the bed.
He stared because it was perfectly smooth and shiny, almost like
metal. It couldn't be though, Quizzle knew that metal was always
red or brown. No that was wrong, he remembered hearing that the
master Metaliitle had made a small amount of a new sort of metal.
This metal was very hard to make and very expensive. The way that
it had been described to Quizzle was looking like a still pool of
water. If the wall was made of the same stuff it would be quite
incredible.

Quizzle swung his legs over the side of the bed and stood up to
go and examine the wall; he took one step and then felt a sharp
pain up his leg. He toppled forwards, reaching out to try and stop
himself falling. As he did so his hand accidentally touched the
inside of a silver box, an inside that appeared to be filled with
thin lines of moving silver. There was a sudden spark and a sharp
pain went up Quizzle’s arm. Once again he passed out.

 

Quizzle slowly realised that he could see lights, small
points of brightness in the vast darkness that surrounded him.
Apart from sight he had no feelings, he wasn't hot or cold and he
was neither heavy nor light. After a period of time, how long he
didn't or couldn't know, one of the points of light started to get
larger and move from right to left. The point of light moved across
the front of Quizzle and as it did the whole area became lighter,
he could see a silver object shaped like a metal cone, thin at the
front becoming bigger towards the back. The point of light became a
red flame pushing the cone along. The cone was moving down and
towards the left, and as it fell that area became lighter. Quizzle
could make out the shape of a mountain and realised that the cone
was aiming straight for it. The cone smashed into the mountain,
there was a great flash of light but no sound.

For a moment Quizzle was blinded by the light but as his
eyes cleared he saw the cone embedded in the side of the mountain.
Slowly the cone broke in half and started to slide down the
mountainside. Now, as the cone and rocks fell, sound came to his
ears - a scrabbling noise getting louder and louder and
then...

… .  Quizzle was awake.

 

 

The scrabbling noise was coming from a hole that was at the far
end of the cave. Slowly a dirty, wrinkled hand appeared over the
edge, then a large head surrounded by a mass of messy white hair.
With a great deal of wheezing and puffing an old Little climbed out
of the hole. Once out the Little reached down and pulled a knotted
rope up. The Little looked around and spotted that Quizzle was
awake. "You up, yes?" It said.

"Yes sir." replied Quizzle.

"Sir, SIR. Pah ! Sir." The stranger said.

This outburst shocked Quizzle. All he had said was 'Yes sir'. He
watched the strange Little as he busied himself coiling the rope
and putting it on a shelf. This Little really was very peculiar
looking. He was large for a Little, not fat exactly but just bulky.
He seemed to be wearing layer upon layer of clothing the last item
being an over-large boiler suit, to the front of which had been
badly sewn lots of pockets of different sizes. Each pocket was
bulging and quite a few had unrecognisable tools poking out of the
top. From out of the end of each sleeve poked a thin wrist with a
brown and calloused hand on the end and Quizzle realised that this
Little was really quite thin.

While the strange Little had his back turned, Quizzle took the
opportunity to look around. He now noticed that there was a bench
set against the metal wall. To the left there was a rough
unfinished rock wall that ran round in an uneven circle to join the
wall that the bed was beside. On this wall rough shelves were
fixed. Opposite the end of the bed was a screen made out of a
material that Quizzle didn't recognise. He couldn't see what was
behind the screen.

"Food want food you yes?"

“Yes please si… um, what is your name?” Quizzle asked.

“Name.  Yes, name had long time ago.” The strange Little
replied. “Doesn’t matter. You all call me Wizard. Ha ha, but Wizard
ok.” With that the Wizard turned around and reaching up, pulled
back the screen that folded like a fan. As he did so his sleeve
fell down, Quizzle could see that the arm underneath was white, the
hand was only brown because of dirt. Behind the screen, Redlight
was shining into the cave through a large hole in the rock wall.
Quizzle could see the peaks of mountains in the distance but some
of them were below him and he realised that somehow he was now high
up a mountain. He suddenly felt very unsafe and thought that it was
very dangerous to leave an opening like this as it would be easy to
fall out and down to a certain crunching death.

While Quizzle had been staring out of the hole the Wizard had
gone over to the bench and picked up what looked like a large metal
dish. He walked towards the hole in the wall and, turning the dish
sideways on, fixed it to a wooden bracket at the hole’s edge. He
then started to adjust the dish so that redlight shone straight
into it. As the Wizard reached around the far side of the dish to
tighten it in place he stumbled, instinctively he put out his hand
to stop himself falling, Quizzle let out a gasp, he could see that
the Wizard was going to fall through the hole, but the Wizard
didn’t. As he stumbled forwards his hand pushed against something,
something that Quizzle couldn’t see.

Hearing Quizzle’s gasp the Wizard turned around. “You surprised
yes?” the Wizard asked, and moving closer to the hole he struck it
with his hand. Quizzle heard a soft pinging noise like two pieces
of flint being hit together.

“What is it?” Quizzle asked.

“Me name it Clearglass.” The Wizard replied

Quizzle knew that a substance called glass was used in the
spires’ windows but that was a dull greenish material that only
just let light in, you certainly couldn’t see through it.

“But what… where? I mean, how did you make it?” Quizzle
asked.

“Make it, me? No. Always here.” The Wizard replied and picking
up a knife said: “Come, come look.”

Quizzle tried to put some weight onto his broken leg but the
pain made him slump down on the bed with a groan.

The Wizard looked at Quizzle. “Hurt you?” he asked.

“Yes,” Quizzle replied, “I think I’ve broken my leg.”

“Ah,” said the Wizard and he turned around and walked back over
to his bench.

As he came back towards Quizzle he could see that he had
something in his hand. It was a white box with a large red
+ on it. The Wizard opened the box and before
Quizzle could move he pushed a shiny tube against his arm. Quizzle
struggled but before he could pull away he saw the Wizard press a
button on the side of the tube. Quizzle saw and felt something hard
break through his skin; for a moment he saw a lump and then the
lump felt warm before whatever was underneath his skin seemed to
break up into thousands of tiny parts and dissolve away.

The warmth spread all over Quizzle’s body and especially his
leg, which started to get warmer and warmer as the rest of, his
body cooled down. Then just as he thought that his leg was going to
catch fire, it too started to become cooler and finally he was back
to a normal temperature all over.

“Come, come!” the Wizard said sharply as Quizzle had not
moved.

Quizzle tentatively put his feet to the ground and stood up. The
pain had completely gone!

“You are a Wizard!” Quizzle exclaimed.

“Wizard no. Only woman with curiosity. Like you, yes?”

“Woman,” Quizzle said, “but I thought….”

“No, didn’t think. All never think. Sir? Pah! Now you start
thinking should.” The Wizard said.

“But what was that you put into my arm?” Quizzle asked.

“Don’t know.” the Wizard replied.

“But, but you must know. It made me better.”

“No. Works always.” the Wizard said. “Now, come look. See
Clearglass through.”

Quizzle walked over to the window and looked through. Red was
high in the sky and he could see he was halfway up the side of a
mountain. All around in the distance were other, taller mountains;
some with their snow-covered top pushing up into the clouds.
Looking lower he could see the valley floor, he was struck by how,
even by Ore standards, it was unusually rock strewn. Following the
line of the scree slope upwards he realised that it originated from
where he was standing. All the rocks must have come from the hole
that was the Wizard’s home. Then he remembered what he had seen,
Crash Mountain. A mountain with a bite taken out of it.

“Where am I?” Quizzle asked in a small voice.

“Home.” The Wizard replied.

“Yes, but where, no I mean how did this become your home.”

“Found. Long time ago. Special place. Something broke mountain.
Something big. Something metal! Come look here.” The Wizard
answered and led Quizzle over to his workbench.

Scattered over the surface of the bench were all sorts of
strange equipment, most of it consisting of open metal boxes. These
were about the size of a shoe box and looked to be made of a dull
white material that looked like metal but felt and bent like thin
wood.

“What are these?” Quizzle asked.

“Don’t know. Trying to fix.” The Wizard replied.

Quizzle saw that indeed the Wizard was trying to fix whatever
the boxes were meant to do for inside, among all the fine silver
string that seemed to fill the boxes was some strands of a thicker,
rougher obviously not as pure, metal string.

“So its true. You have been trying to make metal string.”

“Not trying. Doing” The Wizard said. “But problem. Boxes dead
still.”

Quizzle stared at the box in front of him. It’s like the tunnels
he thought, they all join up, it looks confusing but it isn’t. If
you can just see it makes sense. Slowly his eyes closed as
he tried to think about not thinking. He let the tangle of string
enter his head then in a strange way he entered the tangle of
string.

His eyes snapped open. “It’s easy,” he said and pointing to one
of the newer, cruder pieces of metal string, added, “that piece
should go there.”

The Wizard made the change that Quizzle had pointed out and as
the metal string connected the box started to hum. The Wizard
carefully put the lid back on and put the box on one of the shelves
by the rough wall. She looked at Quizzle from under her thick
straggly hair. “Stay you will. Help?” she asked.

Quizzle was delighted. He had never been asked by an adult to
help in what was obviously important work. The Wizard showed
Quizzle how the tools were arranged on the shelves and how some of
the more complicated ones worked. Some Quizzle could see had been
made specially by the Wizard but others were perfect, the best
tools that Quizzle had ever seen. As he worked away Quizzle came to
realise that there seemed to be two types of thing in the cave. The
first type were shiny and light and somehow better fitted to the
purpose for which they were intended and they were all made of
metal. The second type were generally larger and harder to use,
they were made out of al sorts of things and quite a few seemed to
be copies of the first type.

They worked on until they were both hungry and then the Wizard
went over to the fire by the entrance hole and served them both
some Orebase. They ate quickly and in silence, both with their own
thoughts before returning to continue at the workbench. Quizzle
didn’t know how many hours passed before he felt tired but when he
did he realised that at some time the Wizard had pulled the screen
back across the window. Quizzle walked over to the screen and
pulled it open. Outside he was amazed to see that it was dark for
inside the cave it was the same as before – as bright as daylight.
Quizzle looked up and could see that the ceiling itself was
glowing, filling the cave with a soft natural light.

“What time is it?” he asked the Wizard.

“Don’t know. If tired lie. Sleep.”

Quizzle took the Wizard’s advice and lay down on the bed. As he
did he saw the Wizard touch something on the metal wall and the
light in the cave dimmed. Very quickly Quizzle went to sleep.

 

Quizzle woke to find that it was still night time; he could see
that the Wizard had curled up and fallen asleep next to the fire.
Quizzle was keen to carry on working so he went over to the metal
wall where he had seen the Wizard dim the light earlier. He could
see a rectangular area on the wall that was made up of small
dimples. He put his hand on to it and the light got brighter. He
moved his hand to the left and the light got dimmer. Left dimmer,
right brighter he thought. He slid his hand quickly all the way to
the right. The cave was filled with a brilliant crystal light that
bounced around the walls searing his eyes. Quizzle called out
throwing his hands up to his face to try and block the light out.
The cave dimmed again and as Quizzle slowly opened his eyes he
could see the Wizard standing next to him having just touched the
light switch in the correct place.

“Place dangerous to play. The Wizard said.

“I’m sorry,” Quizzle replied, “I didn’t expect the light to be
so bright. You must be able to see it for miles.”

“Yes. Too bright. People see. Who knows who eh?” The Wizard said
and gave Quizzle a knowing look. Quizzle realised that this must be
the cause of the light that he had seen coming from Crash Mountain.
He now knew for sure where he was.

 

That was how the time went for Quizzle. They would work until
they were hungry and stop to sleep when they were tired. Quizzle
was never sure if it was day or night. The screen was kept across
the window and the cave kept to its own rhythm. Quizzle was in
heaven, he was doing the type of thing that he loved the best and
there were no rules about when to eat or when to sleep.
Occasionally he thought about his parents or his friends in his pod
and worried about what they would be doing but then a new,
interesting problem would come up and all such thoughts would be
driven from his head.

 

That first box that Quizzle had managed to mend was one of a
whole collection of similar ones. Along the base of the metal wall
where it met the workbench that the Wizard had put up ran a deep
slot. The box and the others that Quizzle had been working on
seemed to fit into this slot. They were not connected to the wall
or to each other in any way but Quizzle sensed that they went
together somehow.

Quizzle had managed to fix four of the boxes. The fifth and last
was proving the hardest though. He had arranged the other four
boxes in the slot into pairs, two on each side. On the wall, above
where the fifth box should go, there was a square raised section.
The metal of this section was of a different type, it was a bit
like a window that looked onto a silver pool. Quizzle had mastered
the Wizard’s art of making metal string and had learnt that there
was a word for it, ‘wire’. This last box was the worst damaged of
the five, it looked as though someone had used it as a football.
The outside of the box was still square but it had been badly
scratched and the inside was a complete mess. Quizzle tried
attaching a piece of wire to the inside and for the umpteenth time
nothing happened. He picked the box up and threw it on to the
floor.

“It’s no use, it’s too badly damaged,” he said. He looked down
at the box where it lay on the floor. “What happened to it anyway?”
he asked. “What happened to this place?”

“Huge metal thing. Like insect giant hit mountain. This stuff”,
and here the Wizard pointed to all the metal boxes and equipment in
the cave, “inside insect. Also something else. Maybe
somelittle.”

“What are you saying. Do you mean that it had eaten a Little?”
Quizzle asked.

“No come see.” The Wizard said and led to the hole in the cave
floor. There was a rope hanging down through the hole. The Wizard
lowered himself down and called for Quizzle to follow. Once down
Quizzle found himself in another cave but this was a more normal
looking one, much like the caves at Oldmaze. There was another hole
in the floor of this cave leading to lower levels. To one side of
the cave was a huge pile of things, the Wizard went over to the
pile and pulled something over to the beam of light that came from
the cave above.  It was a chair of some type but something
about it was odd. Quizzle walked round and round it while the
Wizard looked on. After a minute or two the Wizard spoke. “Sit.
Try.” He said.

Quizzle tried to sit on the chair but couldn’t. It wasn’t shaped
properly, he could kneel with his back two legs leaving the front
pair dangling over the front or he could sort of lie sideways on it
with all four of his legs pointing straight out. He just couldn’t
just, well, sit on it.

“Ha.” The Wizard said. “See. Too many legs. Two many legs.” And
then she started laughing to herself.

Two too many, Quizzle thought, but that means only two legs. Two
back legs, just like the skeleton he had seen. “I know what can sit
in that chair.” He said. “It is in the caves below.”

“Where?” The Wizard asked.

“In the cavern with the molten pool.” Quizzle replied. “By a big
black rectangular rock.”

“See I must.” The Wizard said and quickly clambered down the
hole in the floor of this cave. Quizzle ran over to the hole and
kneeling down, craned his neck trying to see where the Wizard had
gone. He was too late though, it was dark down below and the Wizard
had been too quick. Quizzle climbed back up the rope to the cave
above and went over to the workbench, picking up the box that he
had been trying to fix on the way. Back at the workbench again he
stared into the box.

A new idea came into his mind, perhaps suggested by the rope
that he had just climbed up. Perhaps the wire shouldn’t go across
the box from one side to the other, maybe it should go through the
box from top to bottom. He quickly fixed the wire in this new
alignment, nothing happened but he carried on, trusting to his
instincts. He put the lid on the box and slid it into place in the
slot between the two other pairs. There was a quiet click and then
the panel above the slot, which up to then he had thought of as
just another dullmirror, started to glow. Then words suddenly
appeared on the screen, words that Quizzle could read but that made
no sense to him:


                   
Wideband transmission received << RETURN CO-ORDINATES 45º
PLANAR, 285º ACTUAL >>


                             
…. ACKNOWLEDGEMENT SENT.
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Chapter 7

 


 

“Hope!” A voice shouted. “Hope Captain! Where are
you Hope?”  A small girl turned her head and looked back
towards the village. ‘I’d better go back,’ she thought to herself,
‘the warden will only give me some horrible job if I don’t.’ She
turned around and walked back up the track towards the village.

“Where were you going?” The warden demanded as
Hope approached.

“I was only going down to the beach to play,”
Hope explained.

“The beach! You know that you shouldn’t go there
at this time of year, it’s much too dangerous.”

 “But the quakes are weeks away yet.” Hope
replied.

“You don’t know so much that you can go wandering
off without first finishing your jobs or telling anyone
where you were going. Now come back to the nursery.”

“I’m too old for the nursery. Besides, it’s
boring.”

“Well if you’re bored you won’t mind doing the
jobs there, will you?” The warden said.

This last comment made Hope really cross, she
knew that she had left herself no way out and would have to do what
the warden asked. She always had to do what the warden said. Hope
was an orphan, her mother had died during childbirth and then, when
Hope was three years old, her father had been killed by an
explosion at the power plant. She had no brothers or sisters and
there were few children her age at the village for her to play
with. Although her parents had named her Hope, to her it seemed
that there was none; slowly her anger turned to a deep, heavy
sadness.

Hope strode ahead of the warden, only slowing
down when the path changed from the sand near the beach to grass
that covered the ground around the village. After a little while
she walked through the ring of short fruit trees that surrounded
the village and straight to the nursery. No grass grew inside the
ring of trees and the bare earth ground was completely flat and had
been cleared of any stone and rocks. The village consisted of
fifty-six houses of different designs and construction, although
some were empty. The buildings were arranged in three rings, one
inside the other. Most were built out of wood and looked a bit like
Earth barns but a few were cone-shaped and built of mud on a wooden
frame. The nursery was one of the largest cone-shaped buildings and
made up part of the outer ring. Some of the fruit trees nearby had
been thinned out and an area fenced off to make a safe garden for
the children to play in. There was an office just inside the
entrance to the building and then six beds arranged in a circle
around a large open fire.

In the middle of the village stood one building
that looked completely different to any other. This building was a
simple low dome made out of a matt grey metal. The wall of the dome
reached right down to the ground as if it was moulded to it and its
surface was perfectly smooth, although there were some
rust-streaked patches. Perfectly smooth apart from one small area.
Here a bulge in the wall marked the site of a crude repair. This
was caused by an explosion, the same explosion that had killed
Hope’s father. Poking from the middle of the roof of the dome a
metal pole supported a shallow dish that was pointing at an angle
towards the eastern horizon. The dish was made of a brilliant gold
metal and seemed to be overflowing with a dazzling light that hurt
your eyes to look at.

The warden entered the nursery after Hope and
went to the opposite end where an area had been curtained off. She
pulled back the curtain and sat down on the bed next to Hope. The
walls of Hope’s sleeping area were brightly decorated with shells
that she had found on the beach and in rock-pools. On three shelves
mounted on the wall above the head of the bed were various stones
and rocks. These were a rainbow of colours and a range of sizes but
all were more or less completely rounded by the action of the waves
that had rolled them over the seafloor. What was missing from this
sleeping cubicle were any pictures of Hope’s parents. She did have
one but she kept it in a locked box tucked safely under her bed.
She had taken the picture from the library; she thought that nobody
knew that she had it but old Sparks, who now looked after all the
old books and recording equipment, knew that she had torn the
picture out of a record book and was happy for her to keep it.

Hope was sitting on her bed with her head in her
hands and her shoulders gently shaking.

“Are you crying Hope?” the warden asked sitting
down next to her.

“Of course I’m not crying.” Hope replied.

The two sat in silence for a while until Hope
spoke: “Its not fair,” she said, “other children get to live in
proper houses. Why can’t I?”

“You have to live here until next year, when you
are sixteen, that’s the law. Besides, its not so bad here with me,
is it?”

“Oh Megan,” Hope said, using the warden’s real
name, “I just want to be allowed to do what I want and go where I
want, like down to the beach. I love looking at the sea.”

“I can’t give you permission to do that. If your
parents were still alive it would be different…anyhow today is the
first day of Calamity and you know what a dangerous month that
is.”

“But the waves are best in Calamity, they get
really huge and exciting.” Hope replied.

“Well soon you won’t have time to wander where
you please. Have you decided what you are going to do next year?”
Megan asked.

“Yes. I thought that I would try and get a job at
the power plant.”

“The power plant. That is the last place I
thought you would want to work. In any case the scientists don’t do
any work there, they lost any knowledge they may have had a long
time ago. They are more like holy men looking after some religious
object, they don’t even know how the power plant works. If they had
perhaps there wouldn’t have been that stupid expl…” Megan stopped
abruptly, realising that she had said too much.

“Well they need help,” Hope replied. “The force
field is getting weaker and unless we learn how to fix it the
village won’t be protected, then we will be in real danger from the
earthquakes.”

“What makes you think that you can help?” Megan
asked.

“Nothing really, its just that – well, dad worked
there and I thought I would be nearer to him. Oh, you won’t
understand.”

Megan did understand but just replied: “Come on,
help me get supper for the young ones. If you do the washing up as
well I will give you the morning off.”

They both worked happily enough together and
after having some food they went to bed, Hope to her end of the
nursery and Megan to lie on her cot in the nursery office.

 

The dawn came bright and quiet as it often did at
this time of year but this only meant that it would change for the
worse before evening. Although she did have the morning off, Hope
still had to help with breakfast before she was allowed to leave.
She had promised Megan that she would not go down to the beach but
when she left the nursery and walked inland she saw the row of
volcanoes in the distance. A few of these had started to smoke
again and to Hope they looked so evil and menacing that she
couldn’t bear the idea of getting any closer to them.

She turned aside and, keeping the ring of tree on
her left, made her way to the path that led to the beach. The beach
was about two miles from the village but Hope didn’t mind the walk,
she loved the anticipation of climbing that last sand dune and
seeing the sea laid out in front of her clean and endless. By the
time she had reached the seashore she was quite hot so she sat
beside a rock pool watching the waves crash on the beach. They
looked even bigger than the last time that she had been there, a
week ago, but they would get bigger still towards the end of the
month. Then she would be lucky to be able to get down to the beach
as the wind became very strong and the waves came a lot higher up.
She knew that it could be dangerous, besides even with the force
field keeping the ground under the village stable there was usually
some damage that needed her help to repair.

Feeling rested and a lot cooler Hope selected a
handful of flat stones and walked right up to the sea’s edge. She
started throwing the stones so that they skipped and hopped along
the surface of the water as the waves receded. The last stone in
her hand wasn’t really the right sort for skimming; it was too
heavy and not flat enough. She decided to see how far she could
throw it instead. She looked along the beach and, aiming for a bit
of driftwood that was sticking up in the distance, drew back her
arm and threw with all her might. The stone went sailing off into
the distance but as it left her hand a sharp pain shot up her arm.
She fell to one knee and so didn’t see how far she had thrown the
stone but she did hear a faint ‘clang’ from the distance. At any
other time she would have gone to investigate but her arm had
started to throb and so she decided to go back to the village.

She walked slowly back, holding her arm against
her stomach. When she arrived at the village she went straight to
the nursery to find Megan. Megan wasn’t there though as the classes
had finished for lunch. As her arm was really starting to hurt her
Hope went to the sanatorium to get some help. The sanatorium was
one of the wooden barn-like buildings that made up the inner ring.
Hope went through the wide double doors of the entrance, past the
two rows of eight beds and up to where the nurse was sitting at her
desk.

“Hello Hope. What’s wrong with you?” The nurse
said looking up from her work.

“It’s my arm. I’ve done something to it.”

“Let’s have a look then.” The nurse said and got
up to walk round the desk and inspect Hope’s arm. “Hmm, I don’t
think anything is broken, it’s just a bad sprain. How did you do
it?”

“I was climbing a tree and I sort of slipped and
caught my arm.”

“Well try to be more careful in future. I know
that it’s no use me trying to tell you not to climb trees is it?
I’ll just put a sling on. If you rest it for a few days you will
soon be ok.”

 The nurse put the sling around Hope’s neck
and under her arm to support it and with a brief ‘goodbye’ went
back to her work. Hope left the sanatorium and went back to the
nursery. By now Megan was in the office at her desk. “What have you
done to your arm?” she said as Hope drew near.

“I’ve sprained it.”

“How did you manage that?” Megan asked.

“I was climbing a tree at the edge of the old
forest. I slipped and twisted it.”

“I’ve told you before about climbing trees at
your age.”

“I know. I’m sorry Megan but I won’t be able to
help you with the kids.”

“No you won’t will you. Well, you will just have
to help with the wood collecting teams. You can still pick up
branches with one hand. Join the Bosun family collecting wood for
the middle ring. You can start with the evening round.” Megan said
angrily and returned to her work.

 

Hope wasn’t sure how she felt about this news.
Collecting wood with the Bosuns could be fun, but the middle ring
had sixteen houses in it, which was quite enough for just five
people. Keelan Bosun was fourteen years old and was one of the few
village girls that Hope had any time for. When they were both
younger they had enjoyed climbing the fruit trees around the
village (and occasionally playing kiss chase with the boys). As
Hope had grown she had become too big for these trees, Keelan had
moved on to climbing some of the larger trees away from the village
but by then Hope had discovered the sea.

She went to meet the Bosun family outside their
home. It was one of the older, wooden barn-like ones where she
expected to meet Keelan and her brother Kris, who was fifteen but
behaved as if he was twelve, and their parents. When she arrived
she was surprised to see that the two adults were not there but
that another boy, Jules, was.

“What’s happening, Keelan?” Hope asked.

“Me and Jules have got things to do together,”
Keelan replied.

“Yes, I know. You and your parents have got wood
to collect, I’ve got to help you.”

“Er, no,” Keelan said. “It’s private, we don’t
want anyone else with us.”

Oh, I get it,” Hope said. “You want to be private
together. But what about collecting wood, and what about
your mum and dad?”

“Jules and I volunteered to do the collecting
without them,” Keelan said. She turned to Jules with a knowing look
as she spoke to him. “Shall we show her our secret?”

“I think that we will have to if we want to be
left alone,” Jules answered.

“Kris!” Keelan shouted to her brother, “You go
off and play, remember not to tell anyone. If you do, I’ll tell Mum
what happened to her best tablecloth.”

Kris ran off towards the outside of the village
with his arms outstretched pretending to be a bird while Keelan and
Jules led Hope off in the opposite direction. They walked inland to
an area where the fruit trees slowly gave way to an old forest.

“What did happen to your Mum’s tablecloth?” Hope
asked Keelan as they walked.

“Oh, Kris made a kite out of it. He thought that
he could use it and put it back before anyone noticed.
Unfortunately his kite was too good, or the wind was too strong. He
let go of it and the tablecloth has never been seen since. Mum will
be furious when she finds out that it has gone.”

 

After a short while they were past the outskirts
of the old forest. Jules led them off the track to an area that was
covered by tall bramble-like undergrowth. Using his sleeved arm he
pulled back a section of the brambles allowing Hope to follow
Keelan through; Jules followed on last letting the brambles fall
back into place. Hope found herself on the edge of a large
clearing, on the far side from her was a huge old tree that had
recently fallen, breaking up as it had hit the ground.

“Well what do you think of our secret Hope?”
Keelan asked.

“I don’t understand, what secret?” Hope
replied.

“It’s obvious,” Jules said. “We don’t have to go
through the forest searching for wood. All we need is here, ready
cut.”

“Don’t you see,” Keelan added, “we can have the
evening free to do what we want. As long as we leave time to get
back here and pick up all the wood that is needed for the middies
we’ll be alright.”

By middies, Keelan meant the people that lived in
the houses that made up the inner ring. There was a certain amount
of snobbery attached to where about in the village you lived. The
best area was considered to be the outer ring, next to the fruit
trees. The next best area was the inner ring, this was the oldest
part of the village and the homes there were bigger and of a higher
quality. The worst area was the middle ring.

“That’s great,” Hope said. “I guess you two will
want to be alone now. What time shall we meet back here?”

“There’s no need for you to come back today,
we’ll take it in turns.” Keelan said. “Jules and I will gather all
the wood and add it to the middies pile by old Mrs Cook’s house
this evening. You do the same tomorrow. You can do what you want
now as long as you don’t let on.”

“I won’t tell anyone. You can trust me but I
think that we should all meet at your house every evening so that
no-one catches on.” The other two agreed to Hope’s suggestion and
with a brief ‘goodbye’ they went their separate ways.

﻿










Chapter 8

 


 

As soon as Keelan and Jules were out of sight,
Hope turned towards the beach. She now thought that having a
sprained wrist wasn’t such a bad thing after all. She would have a
week at least to go down to the beach and enjoy herself before even
she thought that it would be too dangerous.

She arrived at her usual place on the beach by
the rock pools; she could tell that the tide was coming in as the
sand just past the rock pools was very dry. It wasn’t so hot now so
she took her shoes off and strolled along the sea’s edge where it
was easier to walk on the hard sand. She strolled along watching
the gentle waves run up the beach and then recede, pulling on her
legs as they went. Because she wasn’t really looking where she was
going it was with some surprise that when she did look up she saw
the same piece of driftwood sticking up that she had seen the day
before. It looked a bit like a spear impaling a huge sand-covered
sea creature but Hope couldn’t see too clearly because by now Red
was low and shining straight into her eyes.

She reached the sand mound and started to walk up
the slope. She reached the piece of wood, put the hand of her
un-strained arm around it and started to pull. It was only much,
much later, when she was talking to the others, that she remembered
how strange the piece of wood felt. No matter how hard she pulled
the piece of wood wouldn’t move, all she succeeded in doing was to
make her feet sink a bit deeper in the sand. She tried one last big
pull and almost fell over; as her feet slipped backwards they
suddenly felt very cold. Hope looked down was shocked to see that
there was no sand beneath her feet, in fact there was nothing
there; she was standing on absolutely nothing at all!

Hope felt dizzy for a moment and held on
tightly to the piece of wood. Very slowly she dropped to her knees,
now that she was closer she could see that she was resting on what
looked like tiny scratches in the air. She bent down closer and
moved her head to one side so that the sun came from behind her.
Now Hope could see that the scratches were on the surface of
something, something that looked a bit like the silvery surface of
a very still pool of water. She started to brush the sand away and
had just found an edge when a large wave made it up the slope and
soaked Hope up to her waist. She looked round and realised that the
tide had come a long way in; reluctantly she decided that she would
have to return to the village.

 

Hope went back to the nursery at the
village. She crept past the nursery office where Megan was just
tidying up some papers before going to bed, to her cot at the far
end being careful not to wake any of the sleeping children. Hope
undressed as quietly as she could; she had far too much to think
about and didn’t want to have to talk to Megan. She lay down on her
cot and thought about what she had seen on the beach. She wondered
why anyone would want to bury such a strange thing in the sand, for
that is what she thought had happened. She guessed that someone had
buried something valuable on the beach at low tide and, not being
used to the sea, had not realised that eventually the tide would
get higher and higher as the month went on until the waves would
start to wash the sand away.

Hope put all thoughts of the beach out of
her head; tomorrow it was her turn to collect the wood from the
fallen tree so she would have no time to investigate the strange
object further. She fell in to an uneasy sleep determined to get to
the bottom of the mystery as soon as she could.

Hope was awake and up before Megan for a
change and had already started to wake the children. The nursery
had four living there, two boys and two girls. When Megan came out
of her office she saw the children sitting at the dining table.
Hope was at the galley trying to prepare breakfast one handed.

“Good morning Hope,” Megan said. “You’re up
and about early this morning.”

“Good morning Megan. Yes, I didn’t sleep
well,” Hope answered. “My arm was quite painful and kept me
awake.”

“Oh, I’m sorry. Perhaps I was a bit unfair
yesterday making you collect wood. It has probably made it worse.
You had better not do anything today. I’ll tell Mrs Bosun that you
won’t be able to help her.”

Hope was really happy and a little bit
guilty to hear this. Now she would be able to go back down to the
beach but it also meant that Keelan and Jules would have to deliver
the wood again. She stepped outside and was hit by a strong gust of
wind; the sky overhead was black and in the distance she could hear
the sound of thunder. But she was determined to return to the beach
and examine the strange object that she had found there.

Eventually Hope made it; she walked along
the beach with her head down to stop sand being blown into her
eyes. She reached the mound before she thought she would and almost
stumbled as she started to walk up it. The high tide from the night
before had washed a lot more sand away and Hope found herself
walking on a hard, cold surface. Looking down, she could see that
the sand had not been very deep and what she was walking on had the
same shape as the original mound. It looked a bit like a huge pipe
that had been buried in the sand. The front of the pipe, which was
now slightly pointing up to the sky, tapered to a sharp point. This
point then continued until it became a spike. It was this spike,
now bent, that Hope had originally seen poking out from the sand
and had mistaken for a piece of wood.

Hope walked forward until she found the edge
of the silvery section that she had discovered the day before. The
front of the pipe was completely clear of the ground and now there
was not one grain of sand on it. The silvery section followed the
curve of the pipe until it disappeared from sight; Hope guessed
that it went all the way around in a broad band.

Hope jumped down and walked back to where
the pipe was still buried, the wind was really strong now and as
well as blowing stinging sand into he face was also carrying spray
from the wave-tops making her cold and wet. She wanted to find the
other end of the pipe and started to scrape the sand away; it was
no use though, as fast as she dug with her one good hand the sea
and wind pushed sand back to fill the hole. As a really huge wave
really soaked her she decided that she would have to give up. Hope
walked back to the village feeling sad and fed up; she was sure
that the strange object would be covered by sand again and that she
would never discover what it was.

 

As she lay in her cot that night, Hope could
hear the wind whistling around the nursery walls. She eventually
fell asleep only to be woken in the middle of the night by a huge
crash as one of the fruit trees was blown over. Voices were carried
on the wind as people shouted, asking if everyone was all right. No
one was injured and Hope eventually fell asleep again.

The next morning the nursery children had to
be kept indoors and not sent to school as the wind was still
blowing hard and branches and debris were being blown about
dangerously. It was hard work keeping the children entertained;
they were used to being allowed outside and quickly became bored
indoors. After lunch Megan came in and asked Hope to gather the
children into a circle sitting on the floor so that she could talk
to them.

When the children were sat they quickly
became quiet, they could tell from Megan’s expression that she was
in a serious mood.

“Well children,” Megan began. “I am sure
that some of you would have heard the wind last night.” Most of the
children nodded, indicating that they had. “Well, I’ve been talking
to the geophysicist, that means the person who keeps an eye on the
land and weather, and he tells me that this Calamity is probably
going to be the worst yet. Because of this you must not go outside
without an adult and only then for a very good reason. In
particular you must not go near the sea,” and here she stared at
Hope for a moment. “I don’t want you to worry, you will all be
perfectly all right and myself, Hope and a few other adults will be
here to look after you and hopefully make sure you are not too
bored. Now, line up by the door and you will be escorted to
school.”

Hope, Megan and a couple of parents walked
with the children to school. When they were safely in their
classrooms Megan and Hope returned to the nursery to clean up. Hope
knew that Megan had really been talking to her when she had
mentioned going near to the sea but she was still determined to
return. That day was as boring for Hope as it was for the smaller
children. She spent the day cleaning the nursery and catching up on
a few minor repairs that needed doing. The only good thing that
came out of it was the realisation by Hope that her arm was almost
back to normal.

Once again Hope went to bed to the sound of
the wind battering the wall beside her and again she was woken in
the middle of the night. She lay awake in the dark wondering what
had woken her up then she realised that it was completely quiet. At
last the wind had stopped.

The children had breakfast and for a change
were happy to go to school. They were still escorted by adults; the
ground was littered with broken braches, roof tiles and other
things that the wind had damaged. Hope quickly finished the jobs
that she had to do in the nursery and then, after telling Megan
that she was going to help all the others clear up outside, started
for the beach. The ground around the village was always kept
completely clean, there were not even any stones larger than a
pebble on the ground. Hope, like all the other older children, had
been told that this was something to do with magnetism and the
force field that the power plant kept going. Just as she left the
village however, she came across Kris hiding behind one of the
first fruit trees.

“Hello Kris,” she said. “What are you doing
here?”

“I’m looking for something.” Kris
replied.

“Oh yes. I heard that you had lost your
kite. Well, I’m sure that it will have blown miles away by now. You
had better go home, you know that all children have been told to
stay in the village until the weather improves.”

“What are you doing here then?” Kris
asked.

“I’m on an errand for the Warden,” Hope
lied. “Go on back home. Your mum is probably laying the table for
lunch right now.” This reference to the table annoyed Kris who
turned on his heel and stomped off. He didn’t go home however. As
soon as Hope was out of sight he turned round and quietly followed
her.

At the beach once more, Hope ran along to
where the strange mound with the pipe had been. Now though it was
gone and been replaced by something even stranger. The sand had all
been washed or blown away, the pipe was still there, pointing up to
the sky, but now it sat in a shallow, water filled depression. Hope
could see that where the pipe met the beach it began to flare out
into a pair of graceful wings that swept back and up. One wing was
slightly higher than the other, with more of its smooth, shining
surface visible. On the main body of the pipe, below the raised
wing, there was a yellow panel. Hope crouched down under the wing
to examine the panel, she could now see that there was a set of
arrows drawn in the middle of the panel’s surface. One pair
pointing towards each other, >>
<<,  and another pair apart, <<
>>. Making a guess, Hope pressed the pair of arrows
pointing away from each other. Without a sound a hatch slid
open.

Hope now really didn’t know what to do. She
poked her head through the open hatchway, inside was complete
silence and complete darkness. Hope stood mesmerised, unable to
either turn away or go in until she was startled by a shout behind
her: “Hey, Hope!” It was Kris. Hope span around and saw him running
up the beach towards her. Without a second thought Hope climbed
through the hatch. When she was inside the panel silently and
smoothly slid back with a final sounding ‘click’.

At first it seemed completely dark and then,
as if she was looking down a long round tunnel, Hope saw a point of
light. Slowly the light became bigger and brighter. At first Hope
thought that was all that was happening but then she realised that
the source of the light was getting closer. After a moment the
whole area was filled with the light. Hope found herself sitting on
the flat floor of a circular corridor that ended about two metres
behind her with a door. Looking the other way, Hope could see four
more doors, two each side, and then, at the end, where the tunnel
seemed to open out, a ring of light.

Hope looked up and let out a gasp. There in
front of her was a silver sphere hanging silently in the air. The
sphere was about the size of a large grapefruit and the brilliant
circle of light was coming from it.

Then the sphere spoke.

“Can I help you?” It asked. The sphere spoke
in a soft and kind sounding voice so, surprising even herself, Hope
replied calmly.

“Who, I mean, what are you?” she
asked.

“I am EFF1. I am here to
help,” EFF1 replied.

“EFF1? I don’t understand,” Hope said. “

“I am EFF1, my role is to help all
Ark and landing craft personnel. I am currently in Father assistant
mode. You can choose from any one of two hundred and fifty five
assistants ranging from Clippit to Rocky.”

“You will help me?”

“Yes, of course I will.”
EFF1 said. “What is it that you would like to
know?”

“Well, firstly I want to know where I am.”
Hope said.

“You are in the landing
ship.” EFF1 replied.

“What’s the landing ship?” Hope asked.

“It is the ship that Ark personnel
used to reach the surface of New Earth.” EFF1
answered.

“Ark? New Earth? I have never heard of
them,” Hope said.

“I see that some education is
needed. Come with me to the control room,” EFF1
instructed.

The sphere, that Hope now knew was called
EFF1, floated away from her along the corridor towards the ring of
light at the far end. As it went, lights came on in the ceiling and
an almost imperceptible humming started. Hope got to her feet and
followed EFF1. She noticed that although from the outside the pipe
was pointing upwards, here inside it felt perfectly horizontal. She
entered a tube-like room at the end of the corridor and could see
two chairs with a curved desk in front of them. In front of the
desks the room tapered to a point, Hope felt like she was standing
inside an ice cream cone looking towards the pointed end. Halfway
between the desks and the end of the room there was a dull band of
metal, as Hope continued to stare at it this slowly changed from
dark grey to silver. She realised that this was the inside of the
silvery section that ran in a band around the pipe. Hope went
around the desks to touch it. At first it only felt warm but very
quickly it became very hot.

“Ow!” Hope exclaimed, “What is that?”

“That is the solar panel that
provides power to the ship and indirectly to me, now please, take a
seat,” EFF1 said.

Hope sat down in the right hand chair.
Between the two chairs, on the desk in front of her, Hope could see
a shallow bowl shaped depression. This had two gold studs
protruding up slightly in the middle. EFF1 floated forward until he
was hovering just above it.

 Outside, Kris had skidded to a halt as
he saw Hope had entered the landing ship. He was too far away to
see what had happened, to him it looked as if some strange sea
monster had swallowed Hope alive and he was rooted to the spot in
terror. Suddenly he turned round and ran as fast as he had ever run
in his life back towards the village.

 “Please look straight
ahead,” EFF1 said from his location bowl.

As EFF1 finished speaking, the room went
dark as all the lights went out. Before Hope could say anything a
light fanned out from EFF1 one and an image formed in the air in
front of her.

EFF1 began his lecture.










Chapter 9

 


 

 

“I am starting from the point at
which the Ark entered the Reddar system.” EFF1 began.
“The images you are now seeing are of the Ark searching for
planets that may support human life.” Hope watched a huge
heart-shaped spacecraft flying towards Red and then starting to
orbit slowly around it. Three small, bullet-shaped objects, left
the Ark and flew away in different directions. “Those small
vessels are probe ships sent to investigate the planets of the
Reddar system. This first planet, that we named Artemis had too
high a gravity to be comfortable and not enough natural plant life.
The second, Apollo, although having a more suitable gravity and
plenty of plant life did not have enough resources when compared
to…. Yes, here we are, this is when we discovered New Earth, which
I believe you now call Nearth, um, let me see, yes, 500 years ago.
We will now skip forward three months to the time when Ark
personnel are being transported to the surface to set up the
base.”

“How big are the probe ships?” Hope asked.
EFF1 paused the hologram before answering. Now the Ark hung
motionless in front of Hope with the two small probe ships either
side of it like moths around a light.

“They can carry one adult human,
however they normally operate alone. They are capable of scanning a
planet without a human’s help.” EFF1 said, and then he
added: “Indeed, the Autonav units are quite
clever.”  

Hope thought, that for what was a machine,
EFF1 managed to sound very superior. She studied the hologram image
in front of her again and the she suddenly realised - if the probe
ships were big enough to carry a human that made the Ark
enormous!

“Please carry on,” Hope asked. The hologram
image started again.

“As you can see, we used landing
ships such as the one that you are now in to transport all Ark
personnel and equipment to the planet surface. This operation took
approximately three weeks. I will now fast forward the image.”
 

Hope could only just make out people
apparently rushing about near the sea shore. Then, like a speeded
up film of a flower opening, buildings grew up as the base was
established. “I don’t understand,” Hope said. “They are building a
village on the beach, that’s not where we live now.” As she
finished speaking the hologram image slowly faded and the buildings
that Hope was looking at seemed to get smaller and more and more
distant. As the base finally disappeared and the lights in the
cabin came back on Hope thought that somehow, in its last moments,
the base had looked sad.

“You must understand I myself am not
sure what happened. The last thing that I monitored was huge
earthquake activity. After that I had no contact for forty-eight
hours so naturally I switched to memory storage mode.”

“Memory storage mode?”

“Yes, I um, went to
sleep.”

“You did what!” Hope said angrily. “You went
to sleep. What about all the poor people on the beach? Don’t you
even know that it’s dangerous to be down there during
Calamity?”

“Calamity? What’s
Calamity?” EFF1 asked.

“The month we’re now in. You know, the
earthquake month.”

“Ah, I see. The dating system hadn’t
been set when I was active. Please take a seat I need to
corroborate some data.” The hologram image blinked out as
EFF1 floated down into his location bowl in the middle of the desk
with a soft snick. A set of lights in the panel in front
of Hope came on suddenly. The first set of these were arranged in a
cross shape, just like a plus sign, with a softly glowing yellow
background. The middle light was green and the lights slowly
changed to orange towards the end of each arm of the cross. To the
left of this group was another set of light this time arranged in a
straight line, the lower light was pale blue while the lights
further along changed to an almost black dark blue.

“I need to explore the base and the
area around it to see what finally happened to it. This will best
be achieved from altitude. I will need your help so please listen
carefully.”

“The cross shaped group of
indicators,” EFF1 began, “control
direction. When I tell you place the index finger of your left hand
at the very first light blue light of the line of lights that you
can see on your left. Next, you should place the index finger of
your right hand in the middle of the cross on the green light. It
is very important that you move neither hand until I tell
you.”

“Why?” asked Hope.

 “Because if you don’t we will
crash and you will probably be killed. Your left hand controls
height; the further along the line you move it the higher the ship
will go. Your right hand controls direction. For the moment I just
want your to move you left hand forward slightly to raise us up
from the beach.”

“Flight,” Hope said. “You mean like birds
-  in the sky?

“In the sky, yes,” EFF1
said,  “but not like a bird.”

Very gently Hope moved her hands to make the
ship take off . “It’s very smooth, isn’t it?” she said.

“We have not moved, something is
wrong. I will now energise the windows so that you can see
out.  Do not be alarmed.”

The band of solar panels at the front of the
landing ship immediately went perfectly see-through and if EFF1
hadn’t of warned her Hope would have called out in fright. The
windows were in a group of four evenly spaced around the ceiling
wall and floor. The one directly in front had a large, jagged crack
in it.

“Is that the problem?” Hope asked, pointing
to the crack.

“No, that in itself would not stop
the ship from taking off, although we couldn’t leave the planet
with the window like that. No, it must be something else. Please
wait.” Hope craned round as EFF1 slowly rose from his
position on the control panel and floated towards the entrance to
the control room. Here there was another shallow bowl set in the
wall, EFF1 placed himself in the bowl, again the soft
snick and then bowl rotated and EFF1 disappeared from
view. Hope rose from her seat and walked over to the wall, just as
she reached the place where EFF1 had disappeared the bowl rotated
again and he was back.

“I have found the problem,”
EFF1 said as he floated in front of Hope. “There is a break
in the connection between the engine and the power supply, a short
piece of wire is all that will be needed to make the repair. Then
we will be able to fly.”

“What’s wire?” Hope asked.

“Wire? It’s, it’s wire. Metal. Like
string. You must know what wire is.”

“I’m sorry, I don’t. Maybe one of the
scientists would though.”

“In that case you must take me to
the base to meet one.”

“I don’t know what you mean by the base, I
can take you to our village though.”

“Take me to the village
then.”

“You can’t just fly in, people will be
frightened,” Hope said. “I will just have to carry you.”

“Very well.” EFF1 said and
floated down into Hope’s outstretched hand. Hope made her way back
down the corridor to where the yellow entrance panel was. There was
another set of arrows on the wall next to the panel that matched
the ones on the outside of the ship. Again Hope pressed the two
outward pointing ones and the panel slid open. Hope jumped down
with EFF1 clutched tightly to her side and started to walk back
along the beach. The sun was now high overhead and Hope realised
that the morning had gone; she started to hurry, Megan would be
expecting her help at lunchtime.

Hope entered the village near the school.
All the children were outside in the garden playing and a few waved
and called to her. Hope briefly waved back and continued quickly on
towards the nursery where the children would shortly be going for
their lunch. As she entered the nursery Megan, who had her back to
her as she put bowls out on the table, turned round.

“Where have you been all morning?” she asked
angrily. “I could have done with your help getting lunch
ready.”

“I told you, I was helping clear the
village. You know we have to keep the ground clean for safety’s
sake.”

“Oh, and I suppose that is where you found
that stone.” Megan said, pointing at EFF1. “It looks more like one
that you would find near the sea.

“Yes, well, it probably did come from there
originally,” Hope replied. “Someone must have dropped it at
sometime. I’ll just go and put it on my shelf with the others and
then I’ll come back and help.”

“Well, be quick about it then.” Megan said,
and tutted to herself as Hope went behind the curtain to her
sleeping cubicle.

As soon as Hope put EFF1 down on a shelf he
spoke.

“Why did you not tell that person
about me? She seems to be a higher rank than you,” EFF1
asked.

“I don’t know what you mean by rank. She’s
just Megan. She looks after me. I think that it is your
turn for some education, but that’ll have to wait. Stay here, I’ll
be back shortly.”

Hope went back into the main room just as
the children were brought in. As usual she had a struggle to get
them all to wash their hands before they sat down to eat but
eventually they were all seated and eating in comparative quiet.
Hope picked a moment when nobody was looking her way and went back
to EFF1.

“Look,” she said, “you saw the village as we
walked through it. Well that’s it. That’s where we live. There is
just the village and the land and sea outside.”

“I must find out what happened to
the base.” EFF1 replied. “I must go
outside.” And with that he started to rise from the shelf.
Hope quickly put her hand out and pushed him back down on the shelf
with a thud.

“I will take you outside with me shortly,”
she said looking over her shoulder. “You can’t go outside on your
own now, people will be scared of you. Can’t you go into your
memory store thingy?”

“There is no need for me to revert
to memory storage mode for a short period of time. I will simply
wait for you. I do not want to cause distress to any crew
members”

It was only partly true that the villagers
would be scared. The mean reason that Hope didn’t want EFF1 to go
out on his own was because she wanted to keep him to herself; EFF1
was the only ‘person’ that she recognised could keep it to herself
to be her friend. She didn’t want to share him.

When the children had finished eating and
everything had been washed and cleared away Megan escorted the
children back to school. Hope went to get EFF1 and took him
outside.

“You will have to stay in my hand,” Hope
said,  “and don’t talk too loudly,” she added.

“I will switch to discreet
mode.” EFF1 replied.

“Good. Whatever that is.” Hope said and
walked him towards the centre of the village.

“This is the only building that looks
anything like the ones that you showed me in the ship,” Hope said
when they were behind the power plant. EFF1 made a small bleep
sound. “Oh, sorry. You can talk now.”

“I see.” EFF1 said.
“I need to find out what happened.” Suddenly he
broke free of Hope’s grasp and rose straight up in the air. Almost
immediately he had become a small dot in the sky and then he was
gone.

“Looking for  something?” a voice
behind Hope said.

“Oh, hello Kris,” Hope said, turning round.
“You made me jump.”

“Did I? I’m sorry. You look as if you’ve
lost something.”

“No. I was just looking up to see if another
storm was coming,” Hope replied.

“Come off it Hope. I saw what happened, that
stone went straight up into the sky. How did you do it?” Kris
said.

“Well it looks like I’m better at throwing
stones than you are at flying kites doesn’t it?” Hope said. “I
think that you had better go before I decide to tell your mother
what happened to her favourite tablecloth.”

“Let’s see who has the bigger secret,” Kris
replied. “I know where Megan is right now!” And with that he ran
off.

Just then EFF1 floated back down in front of
Hope. “I understand a bit more about what must have
happened here but there is a more pressing problem,” he
said.

“Not here,” Hope interrupted. “We’ve been
seen we’ll have to go back to the ship.”

Quickly Hope made her way back to the ship,
this time leaving the village a different way so that they would
not have to go past the school. Once inside the ship Hope went to
the control room and sat down in the same chair and EFF1 placed
himself in his position on the desk.

“Well,” Hope began. “You said you think you
know what happened.”

“Yes. I rose very high. I could make
out the place where the base was originally established. It is just
a bit further on and nearer to the sea from where we are now. There
seems to be a huge crack in the ground there though.”

“I know where you mean,” Hope said. “That’s
Fatal Fault. Children are not meant to go there, they say it’s
haunted. There are all sorts of strange marks on the ground.”

“Yes. That is where the buildings of
the base used to be. It seems that the base failed and the
buildings that could be salvaged were moved to what you now call
the village. The power plant is one of them.”

“You mean that we came from the base.”

“Yes.”

“But that means that we…before the base. Our
great, great grandparents came here on that huge vessel. On the
Ark.” Hope said incredulously.

“Yes Hope. You came from Earth. You are one of the New
Earthmen.” EFF1 said.
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There was complete silence for a moment. “You
mean it’s true?” Hope asked. “All those old legends. It’s all true,
and we - all of us originally came from Earth.”

“Yes Hope. You are the descendents of the
first colonists. You are here to develop this world, New Earth.
Nearth.”

“But what happened. Why are we so few and so,
well, so poor.”

“A mistake was made. They didn’t realise
there would be earthquakes, or if they did they didn’t know how
severe they would be. Most of the base was destroyed and many
people killed. It’s amazing that there were any survivors to carry
on and have descendents at all.”

“I don’t know what to say,” Hope replied.

“Your ancestors were very adaptable. They
used what was originally meant to protect the base from potential
aggressive animals into a force field to stabilise the ground. They
hoped to prevent another Fatal Fault.”

 “But you said before that there is a
problem”

“Yes. With the power plant. It will
shortly fail.”

“What do you mean? What’s going to happen?” Hope
asked.

“The power plant doesn’t make power, it
only receives it from the Ark.”

“So why is there a problem?”

“The equipment that sends the power as a
beam of energy is moving out of line. Soon that beam will move too
far away from the centre of the receiving dish. When it does there
will be a massive and disastrous explosion.”

“Oh no! All the people, the children,” Hope
exclaimed. “We must tell the scientists to move the dish.”

“That will only solve the problem for a
short time, the energy beam will continue to move. In any case that
has been tried before and damage resulted.”

“Yes I know,” Hope said quietly realising what
EFF1 said implied. “The power transmitter will have to be fixed
then.”

“That in itself is a simple
job,” EFF1 said, “but there is a further problem.
It can only be done from the Ark.”

“There must be something we can do!” Hope
cried.

“The solar panels have fully recharged
the ship now. Let me initiate the systems fully, there may be
something that I have missed.”

The quiet humming became slightly louder and a
gentle vibration started. The lights became brighter and instrument
panels on the walls either side of where Hope was sitting came on.
Suddenly a panel directly in front of the desks, above the cracked
window, flashed white making Hope close her eyes and turn away.
When she looked back the panel was glowing softly and words had
appeared on it.

 

MONITORING COMMUNICATION
TRAFFIC……

AUTONAV UNIT #1

Wideband Transmit Mode: Sending…RETURN
CO-ORDINATES 45º PLANAR, 285º
ACTUAL 

 

COMMUNICATION UNIT #
2 

Wideband Transmission Received … RETURN
CO-ORDINATES 45º PLANAR, 285º ACTUAL… ACKNOWLEDGEMENT
SENT

 

AUTONAV UNIT
#1

ACKNOWLEDGEMENT RECEIVED

 

Hope read the writing on the screen. “What does
that mean,” she asked, “it doesn’t make any sense.”

“It appears that someone has managed to
turn on some equipment,” EFF1 replied, “I will try
and find out what is happening.”  After a moment the
words on the screen went out. Lines flickered for a few seconds and
then the image of a face slowly came into focus. Staring out of the
screen at Hope was a large round face but not a human face. The
skin was a dark grey but the eyes were a piercing yellow.

“Can I talk to it?” Hope asked EFF1 in a
whisper.

“Of course,” EFF1 replied.

“Hello,” Hope said looking directly at the
screen, “my name’s Hope who are you?”

“I’m, er, Quizzle,” Quizzle replied. “I’ve never
seen anyone like you before, what are you?”

“I’m from …” Hope’s voice faltered for a moment
and then with more confidence and a certain amount of pride, she
continued: “I’m from Earth. I’m a New Earthman.”

“New Earthman?” Quizzle said. “New Earthman.
Nearthman! But you’re a monster, I mean you’re all meant to be
monsters.”

“I’m not a monster I’m just a girl. What are
you?”

“I’m a Little.”

“A little what?”

“No just Little. One of the Littles of Ore.
You’re a Nearthman and I’m a Little,” Quizzle said.

“I don’t understand,” Hope said. “Hang on I’ll
ask EFF1 and see if he knows.”

“Who is EFF1?” Quizzle asked.

“He’s er, he’s a friend of mine. Just wait a
minute.”

 

Quizzle stepped back from the workbench and
looked out through the Clearglass at the mountains opposite. Ideas
were starting to come together in his head. He knew that the
Wizard’s home and the dream were connected in some way and now
there was a strange creature from legend talking to him. A creature
that legend said dropped out of the sky.

 

While Quizzle was thinking Hope spoke to EFF1.
“Well do you know what’s going on yet?”

“I think I may,” EFF1 began.
“You remember I told you about the two other planets in the
Reddar system; Artemis and Apollo?”

“Yes.”

“Well, I didn’t tell you the real reason
that they were not picked by the colonists. You see they were
already inhabited.”

“What!” Hope exclaimed.

“Both planets had intelligent life on
them. The creature that you are talking to now is on Artemis,
although they seemed to have named the planet Ore now. There are
other, much larger creatures on Apollo. I am surprised that they
have evolved as fast as they seemed to have.”

 

Quizzle’s voice interrupted their conversation.
“Excuse me I’ve been thinking. What does that message you sent me
mean?”

EFF1 rose from his place on the desk and floated
in front of the screen. Before Quizzle could say anything Hope
spoke: “This is my friend I told you about. This is EFF1.”

“Hello EFF1,” Quizzle said.

“Hello. I am delighted to meet one of
your species. Now to answer your question; that message was not
sent by Hope or indeed me. It was sent by an Autonav.”

“A what?” Quizzle asked.

“An Automatic Navigation Unit. It is a
semi-intelligent unit that helps you find your way around. At the
moment it is telling us what the directions back to Nearth are.
Someone has turned one on.”

“Who?” Both Quizzle and Hope asked at the same
time.

“I think that the first question that
needs answering is ‘where?’ ” EFF1 said. “Allow me
a moment to do some calculations…Yes. From the co-ordinates given,
the Autonav Unit is on Apollo.”

“I’m sorry to disagree,” Quizzle said, “but there
is only Nearth, Satellite and Ore in the Reddar system. There isn’t
anything called Apollo.”

“You are mistaken. There are three
planets.”

“No, Miss Edall told me….” Then Quizzle
remembered the underground cavern and the strange monolith with the
oval carving. Suddenly all the pieces came together in his
head.

“I know!” he said in a rush. “Two legs, a
Nearthman. He must have drawn a diagram of the Reddar system on the
rock before he died. And my dream, it happened. Something did hit
Crash Mountain; it didn’t have a Little in it, it had a Nearthman.
And the Wizard’s home, that’s part of whatever it was that
crashed.”

“Ah, I see,” EFF1 said.

“I don’t,” Hope replied.

“Allow me to explain. It seems that a
probe ship carrying one colonist was sent to Artemis, I’m sorry, to
Ore. Something went wrong and it crashed into a mountain. A Little
must have found the remains of the ship and decided to make it his
home.”

“Her,” Quizzle said. “She made it
her home. It’s the Wizard’s home I’ve been helping
her.”

“But that still doesn’t explain who turned the
Autonav Unit on.” Hope said.

“No,” EFF1 said. “Wait
while I contact it.” There was quiet for a moment and then
a burst of high-pitched beeps and clicks.

“The Autonav Unit has given authority to
a creature called Rush.”

“What type of creature?” Hope asked.

“I imagine it is one of the large
creatures that the probe ship identified on Apollo. Would you like
to talk to it?”

“Can we?” Hope asked.

“Yes, if there is someone there I can set
up three-way communication.”

“Please let’s see if anyone is there,” Quizzle
added.

 

On Amber, Rush was staring up at the stars. A
sudden voice shocked Rush out of his day dreaming.

“Hello Rush. Can you hear
me?”

Rush looked down at the Autonav Unit where it had
fallen. Bending down to pick it up he said:  “I thought I told
you to shut up.”

“We have not spoken before,”
EFF1 replied. “I am in contact with two other individuals;
Hope and Quizzle. They would like to talk to you. Go
ahead.”

“Hello. Rush isn’t it?” Hope began. “I’m Hope,
you can also talk to Quizzle.”

“Hope,” Rush said. “That is funny. There is no
hope for me. I‘m trapped on this island.”

“Which Island?” Quizzle asked.

“It is an island called Tooth. I’m marooned
here.”

“Can’t we help him?” Hope asked turning to
EFF1.

“Rush,” EFF1 said, “you
must be in a probe ship if you have an Autonav Unit. It should be
possible for me to instruct the ship to take you wherever you want
if there is still enough power in the engines.”

As Hope heard the word ‘power’ she suddenly
realised that she had forgotten all about the problem with the
power plant back at her village. Deep down she knew that in reality
she loved Megan and all the children of the orphanage and she felt
guilty that she had been able to put them out of her mind so
easily. Without warning she started to cry. She was crying for all
the children that had never had parents and for the ones who would
be orphans if the energy beam to the power beam wasn’t mended.

“What’s wrong Hope?” Quizzle asked.  “Why
are you crying?”

Slowly Hope stopped sobbing and told Quizzle and
Rush about her life at the village. Strangely she found it easier
to talk without them being there, it felt safe somehow. Eventually
she told them all that EFF1 had told her about the problems with
the power plant and the landing ship.

“So you see,” she said finally. “Unless I can
repair the power transmitter on Ark my village is doomed.”

“Wire!” Quizzle exclaimed remembering that Hope
had mentioned it. “I know what wire is. I’ve been using it here
with the Wizard.”

“That’s great,” Hope said. “But we can’t get to
you.”

“Rush,” EFF1 said, “you
didn’t answer when I said that you must be in the probe ship. You
could collect the wire from Quizzle and bring it to
us.”

“I’m not in the probe ship. I told you
I’m on Tooth. I brought the Autonav Unit with me in Crystal, my
boat. I think the thing that you are calling the probe ship is back
near Krant and it is underwater.”

“That will not damage it. It should still
be operational. I will instruct the probe ship to fly straight up.
When it has reached a sufficient height it will be able to home in
on the Autonav Unit that you are carrying. It can then transport
you to Ore to collect Quizzle and bring you both
here.”

“That’s fine,” Hope said, “but we still need to
find a way to mend the cracked window here on the landing
ship.”

“Hope,” EFF1 said, “it
is about time you started living up to your
name.” 
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EFF1 went silent for a moment as Hope stared at
him. It was strange, for although he was just a sphere of metal, it
looked to Hope as if he was concentrating. Indeed, EFF1 was doing
the computer equivalent of concentrating; he had made a connection
to the submerged probe ship and was trying to control it as if he
was there. In some sense he was there, he was using all of the
ship’s own sensors as if he was on board. His job was made very
hard, though, by the fact that he was actually on a different
planet. This meant that there was a short time delay between his
instruction and the act being carried out.

Back at the island of Eye on Amber it was night
time, no one was around to watch the probe ship silently rise in to
the air, gushing water out of the open door. EFF1 flew the ship
high and slow towards where he detected the signal of the Autonav
Unit was coming from. After a while the warm night air blowing
through it dried the interior of the and he closed the door. He now
increased the speed a little, continuing very carefully so that no
noise was made. There was a chance that a lone fisherman may be at
sea and hear the ship passing overhead and EFF1 had been programmed
not to frighten any life forms.

As the ship approached Tooth EFF1 brought it
lower. Standing on the island Rush heard the sound of the engine.
It reminded him of the sound that water made as it flowed across
the hull of his father’s boat, a sound that he had always found
comforting when he was lying in his bunk dropping off to sleep.

Rush spoke to the Autonav Unit. “I think I can
hear the ship,” he said, “but I can’t see it.” Just as he finished
speaking a beam of light shone down from the night sky and started
to move across the sea’s surface straight towards him.

“I have turned on a spotlight. You should
be able to see me approach,” EFF1 said.

“Yes, I can see you clearly,” Rush replied as the
circle of light got closer. It suddenly shone off the rocks that
Rush had struck in his boat Crystal. They looked like oily,
blackened fangs ready to bite up into the belly of anything that
strayed too close. Then the light hit a large section of Crystal’s
cabin top, it had broken loose and become stuck between the rocks
and the cliff side. The light shone through the cabin onto the
water’s surface in dazzling shades of yellow, orange and red
forcing a tear from the corner of Rush’s eye as he mourned for the
loss of his beautiful boat. Then an idea formed in his mind.

“Hope!” he shouted.

“What is it? What’s wrong?” she replied.

“Nothing. Nothing’s wrong, I’ve just had an
idea.”

“You frightened me for a moment. I thought that
the probe ship had crashed.”

“Everything is perfectly under
control,” EFF1 said.

“The window, the cracked window. We can repair it
using the cabin roof of Crystal,” Rush said.

“What’s Crystal?”

“That’s the name of my boat. The boat I came to
Tooth on. The cabin was made out of amber. Back home we use amber
for our windows, you can use it on the landing ship.”

“Do you think it will work?” Hope asked.

“It is possible that the substance in
question may suffice,” EFF1 said.

“What did he say?” Rush asked.

“I think he said that it may work,” Hope
answered.

“I will go and get it then.”

“Be careful Rush,” Quizzle said. “We haven’t even
met yet.”

“I’ll see both of you soon, I’m sure,” Rush
answered.

 

He carefully put the Autonav Unit down on the
ground, as he straightened back up he noticed that the sky was
starting to get lighter as Red slowly came up.  He walked to
the edge of the cliff and turning round started to lower himself
down. The climb down was harder than the climb up had been when he
had been able to use his tails for support along his powerful rear
legs. Eventually though he was soon at the bottom of the cliff
standing amongst the jagged rocks in the pool of light from the
probe ship. He reached out and pulled the amber cabin roof towards
him as EFF1 brought the ship lower.

“You will have to open the door and come in
closer,” he shouted, not knowing if EFF1 could hear him. Rush’s
voice was heard; it was amplified by the Autonav Unit up on the
cliff and relayed to EFF1. The ship swung side on and drifted
towards him. When it was close enough, Rush lifted the cabin roof
up and threw it into the cabin of the probe ship. He then reached
forward hoping to climb in after it but there was not enough room.
He braced his tails and legs and pushed forcing the roof further
in. There was still no room for Rush to climb in though.

“It’s no good," he shouted, “I’m too large to fit
in.” In the growing daylight he started to make the difficult climb
back up. It was easier than his previous climb up as now there was
more light and also he was not carrying the Autonav Unit. When he
pulled himself back over the lip he saw that the probe had landed
on the cliff top a few metres away. He picked up the Autonav Unit
and spoke to EFF1.

“You will have to take the cabin roof without
me.”

“Very well,” EFF1 replied,
“I will  guide the ship to Ore to pick up Quizzle but
I suggest that we all return for you in the Landing Ship once it
has been repaired.”

“Of course,” said Hope.

“We will,” echoed Quizzle.

EFF1 flew the probe ship quickly through the
Reddar system. Once clear of the atmosphere of Apollo, now called
Amber, it sped towards Quizzle who was standing by the Clearglass
in the Wizard’s cave on Crash Mountain, Ore.

 

Quizzle was concentrating so much on watching out
for the probe ship that at first he didn’t hear the Wizard climb
back into the room. It was only when the Wizard banged something
down on the workbench making Quizzle jump that he realised he had
returned.

“Oh, you’re back,” Quizzle said.

“Yes correct,” the Wizard answered. “Skeleton I
found. Correct you. See this as well,” he added pointing to the
slab of rock he had dropped onto the workbench.

Quizzle walked over and picked it up. Crudely
scratched onto its surface was a copy of the carving on the black
monolith that Quizzle now realised was   a map of the
reddar system.

“I know what it is,” Quizzle began but just then
the probe ship arrived outside the cave with a sound like wind
blowing through a tunnel.

“That what?” the Wizard asked in shock.

“That’s the probe ship,” Quizzle answered
hastily, picking up some of the wire that he had been working with.
He turned back to the Clearglass window just as a thin red beam of
light shot out from the ship and cut a hole in it. “I’m sorry, I’ve
got to go and help some people,” he said stepping through. “Please,
tell my parents what has happened,” he added and then he squeezed
into the ship. The door quickly closed and Quizzle and the probe
ship were gone.

Quizzle stood in front of the seat in the probe
ship staring intently out of the forward window as he sped through
space. The stars were brighter out here amongst the darkness of
inter-planetary space. They appeared as sharp points of light, like
gems in a black tunnel wall. As they disappeared behind the ship
the points seemed to smear out forming rainbow streaks at the edge
of the window. Quizzle was too fascinated to worry about where he
was going; for the whole trip he stayed awake, mesmerised by
 the sight before him.

 

Hope had been watching and listening to all that
had been happening on the screen in front of her. When she realised
that Quizzle was safely on his way she turned to EFF1.

“Will it work?” she asked. “Will we be able to
repair the power transmitter?”

“It should be possible,” EFF1
replied. “But what are we going to tell
them?” the screen came back on. Now it showed the
view outside. Running along the beach towards the landing ship was
Kris with Megan only just behind. In the background Hope could see
that the volcanoes had become much more active. Thick black smoke
was belching from them; amongst the smoke she could see streaks of
red which was the trail of molten rock being flung high into the
air.

“Oh no!” Hope said. “I’ll have to go outside and
talk to them.”

 Hope ran back down the passage and out
through the hatchway. As she stepped onto the beach, she felt a
soft vibration coming up through the soles of her feet – a sure
sign that an earthquake would soon be happening. Megan and Kris had
stopped some distance away from the landing ship, evidently too
scared to get any closer.

“What is it, what are you doing?” Megan
asked.

“It’s a landing ship from Ark. Oh you won’t
understand, I’ve got to go, I’ve got to repair the power
transmitter.”

“What are you talking about? You can’t go
anywhere. Come back to the village with me,” Megan said.

“I can’t,” Hope replied, “there won’t be any
village soon. I’ve got to go with EFF1.”

 “What is EFF1?” Megan asked approaching
Hope and taking hold of her wrist.

“I am,” EFF1 said from behind
Hope. He had exited from the landing ship via his own small
hatchway. He floated towards Megan who, although frightened, kept
hold of Hope’s wrist and stood her ground.

“Who… what are you?” Megan asked.

“I am EFF1,” he replied.
“Take this to your scientists.” A narrow slot
opened up in the side of EFF1’s spherical body and a small,
wafer-like piece of silvery glass dropped out. Kris stepped
forward, retrieved it and held it up to the Redlight.

“What is it?” he asked.

“The scientists should know how to access
this memory card. It contains all the information that you
need. It explains what has happened and what we are going to
do.”

“No!” Megan said. “Hope is coming back to the
village with me.”  She started to pull her away from the
landing ship

Just then there was a loud ‘whoosh’ and
the probe ship settled down onto the beach next to the landing
ship. The door on its side opened and Quizzle jumped out just as
the first of the earthquakes struck. Hope took her chance and
pulled away from Megan as she almost lost her balance. She and EFF1
moved towards Quizzle.

“Hello Quizzle,” Hope said looking down, “no
wonder you are called Littles.”

“Hello,” Quizzle replied. “You know, for a
Nearthman you’re not at all frightening.”

Hope laughed, “I think that we are going to be
good friends. There’s no time to talk now though.”

Seeing Quizzle jump out from the other ship was
the last straw for Megan and Kris. They had both turned and run
back towards the village. Megan realised that she couldn’t dissuade
Hope from whatever she was planning to do and was going back to the
village to get help.

“Come on then,” Quizzle replied, “give me a hand
getting this thing out of the probe ship.”

Together they got the amber cabin roof out of the
probe ship and into the landing ship. The job was difficult as
every time they had both got a grip on the shiny amber surface of
the cabin roof the ground would shake throwing them off balance.
Eventually it was out of the probe ship and they had pushed it
through the cargo hatch of the landing ship. They dragged it along
the corridor and up to the forward, cracked window. EFF1 spoke from
his location bowl.

“Stand back.”

“What’s that?” Quizzle asked as he sat down in
the left hand seat next to Hope.

“That’s EFF1. Shush!”

A beam of light shot out from EFF1 and lit up the
cabin roof. This time the light was a vivid green colour. The light
beam moved upwards and as it did the piece of roof moved with it.
The light slowly changed through light green, then orange to a
glaring red. The piece of roof started to change as well. Quizzle
and Hope could see that the amber was starting to melt. As it
melted it spread out until the whole window section was covered in
a film of yellow amber. The light went out, the now yellow tinged
window glowed for a bit and then darkened.

“That is the first stage, one moment
while I make some adjustments.” EFF1 said.

The window went dark grey, then black to white
and finally back to being transparent.

“There,” EFF1 said, “the
window has been repaired. Now for the other task. Please give me
the wire Quizzle.”

“Of course,” Quizzle replied and placed the piece
of wire that he had taken from the Wizard’s home down next to EFF1.
The slot opened up in the side of EFF1, a thin metal arm extended
and drew the wire inside. EFF1 rose and floated over to the bowl
depression by the control room door. Once again the bowl rotated
allowing EFF1 to go to the engine. Very shortly he was back in his
location bowl.

“Please strap yourself in, the
earthquakes are becoming more severe,” EFF1 said.

Hope and Quizzle reached up over their heads and
pulled a pair of straps down and across their chests where they
locked into place. “You will have to be quick,” EFF1 said, “we must
take off before the ground becomes too unstable. You remember the
flight controls? ”

“I think so.” Hope replied. “Left hand for up and
down, right hand for which way.”

“Yes.” EFF1 said. “Your right hand controls
direction by using the controls in the shape of a cross. Your left
hand controls altitude. You need to move your left hand forward now
so that we gain height.”

The background humming noise increased and the
seats started to vibrate. Suddenly there was one violent shake and
then it went perfectly quiet and still.

“What’s happened?” Quizzle asked.

“Look,” Hope replied in a hushed voice, pointing
to the window.

Quizzle looked forward through the newly repaired
window. The ground was falling away from the landing ship as it
rose peacefully into the sky. The ship started to move forwards
under Hope’s control until with EFF1’s help they were soon flying
over Fatal Fault. The huge crack was moving, becoming even wider
and even more jagged. No sound entered the ship from the outside
and so, as they both looked on, the way the rent in the ground
opened up seemed almost graceful. Trees along the edge fell in as
it tore open sending a cloud of dust into the air. Hope was
grateful when the fault had passed from sight.

“Where are we going,” Hope asked EFF1.

“Where would you like to go?”
EFF1 asked back in reply.

“To pick up Rush,” Quizzle said.

“Yes, we can’t leave him stranded on that
island.” Hope said.

The landing ship angled upwards. They went
through the clouds and suddenly they were amongst the stars.

“This is fantastic,” Quizzle said after a moment.
“Look how black it is.”

“Aren’t you scared?” Hope asked.

“No,” Quizzle replied, “I’m used to it.”

The ship flew on as they started to tell each
other about their very different lives, while in front of them the
ball that was the planet Amber became larger and larger.










Chapter 12

 


 

It was late afternoon by the time that the
landing ship reached Amber and found the island of Tooth.  The
ship extended three landing legs as it approached the ground and
settled a short distance from where Rush had been sitting on the
cliff top looking out to sea. A large ramp dropped softly down from
the underside and Hope and Quizzle walked tentatively down.

Anyone who had seen this meeting would have
thought it very strange indeed. The three creatures stood in a
circle with EFF1 floating in the middle. There was Hope, standing
tall and straight with a slight smile on her face. To her left
stood Quizzle, half her height and standing on his four short legs.
On her right, twice her height and four times Quizzle’s, was Rush.
Although the biggest and strongest of the three he was the most
nervous. Unlike Quizzle and Hope who had been able to see each
other using the communications panel before they had met, Rush
hadn’t. While he had sat waiting for the landing ship he had been
trying to imagine what the strange creatures would be like and he
had imagined the worst.

Rush slowly extended his arms. First Hope and
then Quizzle clasped a hand in their own until they formed a joined
circle. “Thank you.” said Hope quietly. There was a long moment of
silence and then all at once the three new friends burst out
laughing.

“There is not much time,” EFF1
said when they had calmed down a bit. “The power
transmitter on Ark must be re-aligned soon or Hope’s village will
be destroyed.”

“Yes,” Quizzle said, “let’s get to Ark and see
what we can do.”

“I agree,” Rush said, “but I am concerned about
my parents. They do not know what has happened to me.”

“Is this the Autonav Unit?” Hope asked, picking
it up from near where Rush had been sitting.

“Yes,” Rush replied.

“Well can’t we drop this off for them?” Hope
asked. “And then you will be able to talk to them.”

“That will be possible.” EFF1
said.

“Come on then.” Quizzle said. “Let’s go!”

Hope, Quizzle and the EFF1 made their way through
the small hatchway between the wings to their normal positions in
the control cabin. Rush walked up the landing ramp, this brought
him straight into the rear of the control cabin where he was able
to stand leaning forwards on his arms with his head between Quizzle
and Hope.

“Head for an island that looks like an eye,” Rush
told EFF1.

They were soon over Eye. It was night time now so
no one on the island saw the ship descend carefully amongst the
trees or the Autonav Unit being transported by EFF1 and placed
gently on the ground near the pond. The ship then gently left,
rising swiftly into the sky. Had anyone been looking they would
have seen a shooting star dart across the night sky before suddenly
flickering out. On the landing ship the three life forms and the
one small robot were silent as all four were carried into space
towards the large space ship patiently waiting to be re-awoken.

Rush was the first to see the black shape of the
Ark as it hung in space, silhouetted in front of Red. “It looks
just like a merchant ship on Amber,” he said. Indeed, the shape of
Ark did look like a sailing ship and that was partly the reason why
it had been so named.

The landing ship swung round underneath the Ark,
from here it was like looking up into a huge upturned bowl. Now
they could see that the hull was a soft silvery colour that was pot
marked by many small windows of all different sizes. As they got
closer they could see the true size of the Ark, it grew and grew
until the stars behind disappeared. They continued towards what
looked like a black square on the gently curving surface. They
rushed closer and closer until all on board the landing ship were
sure that they were going to crash - and then they were through!
They realised that they had flown through a great gaping doorway in
the Ark and were now flying inside it.

“Why is it so dark?” Hope asked.

“Power has been reduced to save
energy,” EFF1 replied. “Remember, the Ark has been
here for 500 years.”

Eventually it began to grow light in front of
them. Soon they could see that they were in a massive room, EFF1
brought the landing ship to a halt, lowered the landing legs and
brought the ship gently to the deck. There was a dull ‘clank’ from
beneath their feet as the ramp dropped down.

“We have arrived.” EFF1
said.

Rush led the way from the landing ship into Ark.
When all three were out they found themselves in a square corridor.
This was so large that Rush was able to stand upright on his rear
legs as normal.

“This way,” EFF1 said as he
floated down the ramp and along the corridor. The others followed
on behind, each of them looking occasionally from side to side as
they passed other corridors and doors. Once or twice there were the
openings of smaller corridors in the floor beneath them or the roof
above.

“What are those small tunnels?” Quizzle asked,
EFF1 pointing to one of them.

“Those are access tunnels,” EFF1
replied. “They are used to get to the various machines and
engines that make the Ark work.”

“I would love to explore them,” Quizzle said.

“There’s no time for that, we have to get to the
power transmitter,” Hope said urgently. “You can do all the
exploring that you want to after that.”

Quizzle and Hope hurried on to join EFF1 and Rush
who were some way ahead of them standing in front of one of the
corridor’s side doors.

“What’s wrong?” Hope asked.

“EFF1 is trying to open the door,” Rush replied,
“but there seems to be a slight problem. Then, just as he finished
speaking there was a spark from the panel to the right of the door
and it slid open.

“Many of the systems have not been used
for a very long time,” EFF1 said, “so the door was
a bit reluctant to open.”

They stepped through the doorway onto a huge disc-shaped
platform that was suspended out into an enormous space.

"This is the Core," EFF 1 said. "The
Ark is controlled from here."

The three friends walked timidly to the centre of the disc, awed
by its size. Here there were five chairs all of different colours
arranged around a circular table. Set in the middle of the table
was the grey square of a dead monitor.

"What are these chairs for?" Hope asked.

"These are the positions for the officers who control
the ARK." EFF1 answered. "The white chair is
for the captain, blue for the navigator and so on. Now for the
power generator."

EFF 1 floated away from the centre of the disk. As they
followed they could see that what they had first thought was a long
low wall running around the edge of the disc was in fact a huge
circular control desk. Different sections of the desk were used to
control different functions of the Ark. Now they noticed tracks in
the floor, each one running from a chair around the table to the
corresponding colour at the control desk.

EFF1 was floating over a section of the control desk that was
coloured orange.

“This is the science officer’s area Hope, I have managed
to power-up the monitors” he said.

In this section there were four large screens arranged in a
square. Three showed views of the different planets while the
fourth showed the Ark itself. While Hope was watching, EFF1
adjusted the one showing Nearth and zoomed in on her village. As
Hope watched a large earthquake hit the village causing houses to
collapse. People were running towards the power plant carrying
large wooden posts. She saw that they were trying to prop up one
wall of the building that was in danger of falling.

"Quickly Hope, there is not much time. Here are the
controls for the power transmitter," EFF1 said.

Hope could see a joystick sticking up from
the desk with a small monitor screen above it. Following EFF1's
instructions, Hope turned on the monitor, which then showed a view
of the power-transmitting dish.

"You should stand at the blue section Quizzle,"
EFF1 said.

Quizzle strode over to the navigating section and stood in front
of a large screen that showed a diagram of the Reddar system.
Amber, Ore and Nearth were shown by orange, brown and blue discs.
Quizzle realised that it matched the image that the dead Nearthman
had carved on the rock below the Wizard's home. A tiny image of the
Ark was shown slowly orbiting Nearth.

“The power transmitter receives its energy from a small nuclear
power plant. These two together are called the ETC, or Energy
Transmission Capsule. Energy is beamed down to Nearth by a large
bucky-carbon dish. Because of the danger posed by the nuclear
plant, when the Ark reached its destination the ETC was detached.
It now orbits the planet along with the Ark but a little way behind
it.” EFF1 began. "When Hope moves the power transmitter’s dish the
red line that runs from the ETC to Nearth will change to white
indicating it is correctly realigned."

At the science section Hope gripped the joystick and moved it in
the direction of the lines that had appeared on her monitor. Behind
the Ark the power transmitter on the ETC started to move. Suddenly,
smoke started to rise from the desk in front of Hope. There was a
loud bang followed by a shower of sparks from all around the
control desk then all the lights and monitors started to go
out.

"What's wrong?" Hope asked,

"The control system has failed," EFF1
said. "The dish cannot be moved using this control
desk."

"What can we do?" Hope asked.

"The dish will have to be moved by hand."

"How?" Hope asked.

"Look," said Quizzle, who had come to stand next to Hope.
"Your monitor still works."

"That's all very well but how can we move the dish?"

"I'll go," Rush said quietly.

"But there’s no air out there!" Quizzle exclaimed.

"I'll go," he said more firmly. "I will be fine. It will be
just like a dive."

"Are you sure Rush?" Hope asked. "It's not really your
problem."

"We all have to help each other Hope," Rush replied.
"That’s what friends do."

"Very well," EFF1 said, "I will show you the way to
the nearest air lock for the transmitter. Hope, you and Quizzle
will have to watch the dish from here.”

“Will Rush be able to talk to us?” Quizzle asked.

“Yes, I will go with him and you can talk through
me.”

Without another word EFF1 and Rush left the Core. At the air
lock Rush was very sacred. Although he had said it was like a dive
in reality it was completely different. He had no idea what he
would experience when the door to space opened in front of him.

“Are you there yet?” Hope’s voice said to him through EFF1.

“Yes. EFF1 is just about to open the door to outside. You should
be able to see me in a minute,” Rush answered and then he took a
really deep breath.

When he door slid open all Rush could see at first was the huge
ball of yellow, grey and green that was Nearth. Swirling above this
patchwork of colours were clouds, some brilliant white but a few
almost black, in these storm clouds Rush could occasional see
vicious flashes of lightning. After a moment he managed to see the
small rectangular ETC with its transmitting dish pointing at the
planet below. ‘Well,’ he thought to himself, ‘the deepest dive
ever.’ And then he jumped.

In the Core, Hope and Quizzle were staring intently at the
monitor. They saw EFF1 first as he floated along the ship’s hull
and then Rush came into view, arms straight out in front of him and
legs behind as he fell towards the ETC.

 “It’s just ahead of you Rush,” Hope said. “It’s the
shimmering black dish mounted on an A-frame.”

Rush just nodded by way of a reply, to try and speak would have
used too much precious air. When he reached the ETC he grabbed a
part of the frame and pulled his legs towards the urface of the
ETC. Feeling a lit bit more confident, for a moment he forgot where
he was and, as he let go with both his arms, he started to float
away.

“Rush!” Quizzle shouted; just in time Rush managed to hook his
tails into a pair of handholds. Braced by his tails he gripped the
dish and pulled it - to his surprise it moved fairly easily.

“Is that in the correct position Hope?” EFF1
asked.

“I..I don’t know,” Hope said. “How can I tell?”

“Well, is it pointing directly at
the power station at your village?”

“I don’t know!” Hope shouted in despair.

“Here, let me have a closer look,” Quizzle said.

He stared for a moment at the dish, which Rush was still holding
in his hands, and then closed his eyes.

“What are you doing?” Hope asked.

Quizzle didn’t reply, he was concentrating on the image in his
head. He could see the planets and the red line running from Ark
down to Nearth. He opened his eyes and spoke to Rush through
EFF1.

“Move the dish one of your hands-widths to your right,” he
instructed Rush

Rush did as Quizzle had asked. Quizzle
stared once more at the monitor for a moment and then closed his
eyes again. The dish was in the right position, he knew it - the
imagined line he could see in his head had changed to white.

“That’s it Rush!” He shouted. “You’ve done
it, come back.”

Rush turned and jumped for Ark. The two
inside could see that something was wrong though, for just after he
left the ETC his body started to tumble.

“EFF1!” Quizzle called. “What’s wrong?” But
there was no answer.

Hope and Quizzle stood in stunned silence in
the middle of the Core. It seemed like hours before the door slid
open and EFF1 floated in.

“What happened EFF1?” Hope asked.

“Rush was outside for too
long.” EFF1 replied. “He ran out of
air.”

Tears started to form in Hope’s eyes but
then, hazily at first, she could make out a large shape coming
through the door and her tears quickly turned to tears of joy.

 “Rush!” Quizzle said. “You’re ok.”

“Yes. I passed out and woke up back in the
airlock. EFF1 pulled me the last few metres.”

With a very sombre expression Hope stared
for a moment at EFF1, and then she turned towards Quizzle with a
slight smile.  Finally she stood facing Rush with a huge grin
on her face.

“Thank you so much Rush,” she said, and
tears started to fall again as she realised what the four of them
had achieved. “Thank you everyone,” she said.  “My village is
now safe.”

 After a moment EFF1 broke the silence.
“Now,” he said, “we should do something about the control
desk before you all return in the landing ship to your
homes.”

“I’ll help,” Quizzle said and went with
EFF1. While those two worked at the control desk, Hope and Rush sat
at the table; Hope sitting in the white captain’s chair and Rush in
the green helmsman’s.

“What was it like out there, weren’t you
scared?” Hope asked.

“No,” Rush replied. “Oh, I was a little
frightened when I started to tumble but it wasn’t as bad as the
Deep Dive. In fact it felt more natural to be outside with the
stars all around than underwater somehow.”

“I know what you mean,” said Hope. “I feel
as if I belong out here.”

Just then there was a call from Quizzle.

“Aha, got it,” he said as all the light and
monitors came on.

He and EFF1 joined the other two at the table
just as the monitor in the middle came on. It was displaying one
simple word:

 

HELP 

 

“What is it?” Hope asked.

“It’s a message,” EFF1 replied.
“A message from Earth.”

 

 

THE END










Part 6

Appendix








Terms


 




	
Word


	

Origin


	
Description





	
Ball nut


	
Amber


	
Fruit of ball tree. Used in deep dive to show depth (see
measurements on Amber).





	
Ball tree


	
Amber


	
Large tree that has coconut like fruit.





	
Bramble


	
Nearth/Earth


	
An earth plant. Low growing, has many sharp thorns.





	
Clearglass


	
Ore


	
Pure form of ‘glass’ in Wizards cave. Made from transparent
single molecule metal. (See glass)





	
Climbing slot


	
Amber


	
A handhold cut into the trunk of a living tree to enable bigs to
climb up and down more easily.





	
Dye weed


	
Amber


	
A plant that grows in water. Spreads over the surface and has
seed cases that contain a dye.





	
Football


	
Earth


	
Earth game . Two teams of eleven play against each other kicking
a ball to try and score ‘goals’





	
Glass


	
Ore/Earth


	
On earth a transparent used to let light in. On Ore name of
material used in the windows of the Spires, not very transparent
though.





	
House tree


	
Amber


	
Any tree used for living in and on.





	
Metalittle


	
Ore


	
A little whose life work is studying metal.





	
Monolith


	
Nearth/Earth


	
Any large block of rock. Usually standing upright.





	
Orebase


	
Ore


	
Type of soup





	
Pod


	
Ore


	
Group of young Littles over five years old.





	
Podderroom


	
Ore


	
Place where pre-pod Littles live.





	
Pretty pebbles


	
Ore


	
Type of small edible mushroom. Can be a range of bright
colours.





	
Red leaf


	
Amber


	
A drink on Amber similar to earth tea.





	
Sanatorium


	
Nearth/Earth


	
Place for ill people to be treated and recover.





	
Spires


	
Ore


	
Surface  structures, used as air vents and observation
towers.





	
Tack


	
Amber/Earth


	
A boat that zigzags to make the best use of the wind.















From the same author on
Feedbooks


	A
Night In December (2001)
A short piece about three children on Christmas Eve.

The style may strike as unusual, this is because it was written in
a way that would make it easy to sign to deaf children.



	


The
Beautiful Big Island (2001)
A short piece about sharing and working together. The style may
strike as unusual, this is because it was written in a way that
would make it easy to sign to deaf children



	


Thank
You Letter (2010)
A piece of Christmas season prose. A thank you letter for a very
special Christmas gift, a gift with a twist.



	


Sally's Rope
Trip (2010)
Sally's exploration leads her somewhere strange.
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