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1

Fear and Belief

 

David woke in jail. He tried to sit up, but his hands were chained together and attached to a bracket on the wall. After an awkward jerk that slammed his shoulder into the wall, he tried again, slower this time. His heart beat frantically as he moved, his fear clouding out everything except the chains and the bars a short distance from his face.

He bit his lip as he took in his surroundings. He wasn’t alone in jail this time. Most of the sixth division were nearby, chained to the wall just like him. He saw Rolan, Lugh, Hue, Cid, even Tain – why Tain, a Heart Priest, had come along, David wasn’t sure. At first he thought Anur might have escaped, but he finally spotted her at the far end of the cell. Every face was someone he knew, though he couldn’t recall all their names.

After searching twice, David realized that Thea was missing. Last he knew, she’d been invisible and going the other direction on the 38th floor. Maybe she’d evaded capture. If she was still invisible, it was possible. He didn’t know how long the invisibility would last.

Not all his friends were here. He didn’t see Siegi, Rahu, or Dev. Maybe they could do something to free David and the sixth – like speak with Cardinal Toth. Assuming Cardinal Toth was still alive.

David pressed his lips together as the bloodbath flashed before his eyes again. High Priest Anan, Heart Cardinal Eeye Eluk, and Lost Cardinal Zhao Jun – they were all gone now. If Toth was dead too, that left only two living cardinals on Bantong – Sword Cardinal Syatog Golath and Passion Cardinal Supsha Lomudra. Neither was a fan of David. And he couldn’t count on Kanlan waking up anytime soon.

He wanted to regret coming here. His actions had gotten Bellon killed and himself and the sixth imprisoned. He didn’t regret it, though. If he hadn’t been there, Kanlan might have been killed by Stee. He might still die – the thought caused David’s heart to ache, but he’d heard the conversation between Anan and Zhao; Kanlan wasn’t doing well. For now, he still lived, so he still had a chance.

So what if he was in jail? That didn’t mean he’d failed. Siegi, Rahu, or Dev might be able to talk to someone to get him out. Or maybe a still-invisible Thea could manage something. He also had Mysina. She was in Jod now, with Sham, and she should have given her testimony. There was proof that David and Kanlan knew each other.

“I’m sorry,” he said, not looking at anyone in particular. There were no guards in the white hallway just beyond the bars. Cameras dotted the ceiling – they were being watched. He finally noticed he was wearing a new jacket – his old one had been in pieces and covered in his blood. Someone must have changed his clothes while he was unconscious – a disturbing thought. “I didn’t mean for this to happen.”

“We were useful,” Rolan said. He was chained up a short distance from David. As he spoke, he turned so he could look at everyone else. “Because of us, Cardinal Golath lives. Because of us, Aeons lives. How can we regret this?”

Hue, chained on Rolan’s other side, nodded. “Do not mourn for Bellon Phera. He knew what he was doing. Given another chance, I have no doubt he would do it again. He fights now in the next world – he has already been rewarded for his sacrifice.”

David thought he saw a glimmer of tears in Anur’s eyes, but it was hard to be sure from this distance. “What do we do now? Wait?”

“Not much else we can do.” Rolan rattled his chains. “I think we won’t be left here long. Well, at least the Nephil is dead.”

For now, David thought, remembering Mikels’s talk of a coming resurrection. He didn’t say anything about that. The reminder of Mikels made him wonder if he could turn invisible again. Not that it would help – he’d be invisible but still chained up. Instead he asked Rolan, “Do you think Aeons will be okay?”

“I don’t know.” Rolan shook his head. David noticed no one looked surprised by his question. Someone – probably Rolan – must have told the sixth who he was. “I’m no Heart Priest. But even with a Nephil attacking, he didn’t stir. That can’t be a good sign.”

“Yeah.” David bit his lip and leaned back against the wall. Kanlan had been so still, it was almost like he was already dead. He isn’t! David thought fiercely, shaking his head. He was weak and unwell. He would recover. David had to believe that.

One of the Sword Priests spoke up – a dark-skinned man with red hair whose name David couldn’t recall. “Sir? Will we be executed?”

“I don’t know,” Rolan said. “I except sentence will come to us either very quickly or very slowly. There are far more important things to worry about now than our fates. Bantong had lost its High Priest and half its Cardinals. With Aeons unconscious, this might be the greatest threat we have ever experienced. We are of little consequence. Unless someone wants to make an example of us, in which case it will come soon.”

It would be the latter. David knew that. Considering his life, there was no other possibility. He could only hope his former comrades would be ignored – he was the infamous criminal. He was the one who should be put to death, not them. Given the chance, he planned to argue that, though he had little hope anyone would listen to him.

He wondered how long it had been since they’d been captured. He wore no watch – his agitators were also gone, as was his com pad. The others didn’t seem to have their possessions either, from what he could tell. Stuns usually lasted two to three hours. Maybe it hadn’t been long.

The sound of heavy footsteps approaching cut short his musings. Syatog appeared at the end of the hallway, accompanied by two Sword Priests of the high order and a Bishop. He barely paid attention to the rest of the sixth division, but headed straight to Rolan. “Betrayer,” he hissed when he came to a stop beyond the bars. “How could you do such a thing, Steward Duran?”

Rolan straightened his shoulders and tried to look dignified – not easy while chained to a wall. “I have done nothing to betray my vows, Your Excellency. The Immortal Beloved commanded me, and so I obeyed.”

Syatog’s face twisted, and he threw a sneer in David’s direction. “That man is not the Beloved.”

“I’ve seen him die and come back to life. So have you – he protected Aeons upstairs.”

“He isn’t the Beloved.” Syatog shook his head head, his dark, wavy hair fluttering about with his movements. “He’s a fake, created by the Nephilim to make us believe. They can make artificial beings – they’ve done it before. He can turn invisible, a power only ever attributed to Nephilim.”

Rolan raised an eyebrow. “Perhaps the Nephilim can fashion creatures that appear to most people to be humans. But they could not build something that would deceive Aeons. They certainly could not create a false Beloved. And Aeons does know David, Your Excellency. They traveled together for many months. There’s a young woman in Jod right now who met them both off world. Believe her if you do not believe us.”

For a long time, Syatog said nothing. He looked back and forth between David and Rolan, his jaw working though nothing came out. The angry look never left his face. Eventually David decided to speak. “I know my past isn’t perfect, Your Excellency. I’ve made mistakes – mistakes that I would take back, if I could. Please believe me that, if there is one thing I want, it’s for Aeons to be healthy and happy. I love him.” Syatog twitched but remained silent. “If you don’t believe me, test it for yourself. Shoot me now, and watch me revive! Watch, and tell me I’m not the Beloved.”

Syatog whirled around. Though he said nothing, his shoulders tensed, and his hands clenched and unclenched at his sides. “Prove it, then,” he said at last, barely a whisper. Turning around, he spoke louder. “Prove that you are who you say you are! Not by coming back to life – that could be replicated by a Nephil! Do something no one else can do.”

David liked his lips, suddenly nervous. “Like what?”

Turning to look back the way he’d come, Syatog made a sharp gesture. More Sword Priests streamed down the hallway, half of them holding chains. The bars rose slowly towards the ceiling, creaking faintly. With the bars out of the way, the Sword Priests stepped inside the cell. They unfastened the chains from the wall one by one, connecting them in turn to the long chain. The Sword Priests of the sixth stood and stretched, clearly glad they could stand even if they hadn’t been released. David was the last person, after Rolan.

At another gesture from Syatog, the Sword Priests led the sixth out of the prison area and down a hallway. They walked slowly – David and his allies were so tightly connected that they kept bumping into one another. David glanced around, trying to figure out where they were. Everything – walls, ceiling, floor, decoration – was shining white, so it had to be Castle Eternal. Despite memorizing most of the layout of the castle, David recognized none of it. He realized after a few minutes that he’d only studied the upper floors of the castle, the ones he needed to traverse to reach Kanlan. They must be on one of the lower levels.

After three turns, they passed through a locked and guarded door. Only a small room sat beyond. David had to crane his head to see inside, since he was at the back of the line. A gateway sat inside the room, nothing more. At first, David thought this might be the gateway to Nabiru, but that couldn’t be. Syatog thought him a Nephil conspirator – no way would he send David to the Nephilim’s home world. Besides, that gateway was black. This one was purple.

He drew in a sharp breath. He’d seen a purple gateway once before. On Xanadu. Purple meant it only went one way. “No,” he whispered, too soft for anyone else to hear.

Syatog stood next to the gateway. He stared into its murky depths for a moment – if anything could be seen of the other side, David couldn’t make it out from where he stood. “This leads to Jahan.” A shiver ran down David’s spine as his greatest fear was confirmed. “No one has ever returned from there. It is impossible to come back. If you truly are the Beloved, the impossible should be easy for you. Save yourself, come back and bring your allies with you. Then maybe I will believe.”

David shouldered his way past Rolan, closer to the front of the line – and the gateway. He felt no fear – his fury was too great. “Are you stupid? The Beloved is supposed to be immortal and Aeons’s lover – that’s it! I haven’t got any special skills! Where in The Tome of Ages does it say I can fix one-way gates?”

“It doesn’t, as far as I know.” Syatog shrugged. “And maybe you are the Beloved. But the High Priest is dead, most of my fellow Cardinals are dead, and Aeons is dying. You are already supposed to be dead. Nothing will be lost if you cannot return from Jahan.” His eyes narrowed, and his tone turned abruptly harsh. “If you want me to believe in you, David Kemp, you will do this. Or are you too afraid?”

Yes, David thought. He looked at the gateway. He saw nothing on the other side. Maybe it was night on Jahan. Or maybe there was nothing on the other side. What if the gateway opened into an ocean or the sky – or even into space? That could be why no one had ever returned. “Send me only,” he said. He spoke quickly, trying not to think about what he was saying. “It’s me you’re testing, not my friends. I might fail – I don’t want them trapped with me.”

A cruel smile twisted Syatog’s lips. “If you travel on your own, you will have no proof that you are not a Nephil. I need witnesses. Go through now – or I will throw you through stunned.”

Most of the sixth stared at David. Anur looked like she was going to cry, there was no trace of humor around Lugh, Tain shook where he stood, and Hue had his lips pressed so tight they’d gone white. Only Rolan seemed calm. “Is Jahan so terrible?” he asked. “There is nowhere in the cosmos that the power of Aeons cannot reach. You must believe, all of you. You especially, David. Aeons will live. He will wake and recover. If we do not return, he will come for us. We will not die on Jahan, I promise you.” He headed towards the purple gateway.

After that, how could David do any less? He glanced once at Syatog, to see if the Cardinal might change his mind. Syatog had his arms crossed over his chest and scowled mightily. So David walked up to the purple gateway and stood there for a moment beside Rolan. The rest of the sixth had to shuffle in close around them, since they were still bound by the chain.

“I do believe,” he whispered. Even next to it, he could see nothing on the other side. “I am not afraid. I will return to Bantong – I’ve gone through one-way gates before. If I can’t make it back on my own, Aeons will come to get me.”

Scrunching his eyes shut tight, David stepped across.

* * *

“Wake up.” A hand shook his arm. Patos sat up with a gasp.

He was still in the crypts. Thrice as many Sword Priests filled the area, each looking grim and holding their weapons close. The Beloved’s grave was restored, the coffin and David Kemp both gone now. Of Stee, there was no sign. Supsha knelt beside Patos, her white robe flared out around her.

“Stee was a Nephil,” she said. Patos turned to gape at her. From anyone else, he wouldn’t have believed it, but Supsha only ever spoke the truth. “A few hours ago, a prophecy came to me. I would need to bring Excabur to Castle Eternal and then travel to the crypts. When I reached Aeons, the slaughter had already begun. Anan is dead, Patos, and so are Eeye and Zhao.”

“What—” Patos shook his head. “How?” Trembling, he wondered if he was still asleep and this was just a mad dream.

Supsha pushed a strand of heavy, dark brown hair behind her ear. “I told you – Stee was a Nephil. He killed them all, easily. The Sword Priests let him inside the room, and he attacked. There weren’t enough Sword Priests inside to stop him doing as he pleased. After retrieving Excabur from Valal, I ran as fast as I could. I wasn’t fast enough. I could save only Syatog.”

“Aeons – how is he?”

“He lives, barely. A Sword Priest used himself as a shield to protect Aeons. I didn’t stay long. A Sword Priest told me you had come here with Stee. I thought I would find you dead too.”

“No. He only knocked me out.” Patos’s head swam. It was too much to take in. He still fought to believe that Stee was an enemy – even after Stee had attacked him. That Anan, Eeye, and Zhao could also be dead, so quickly! It didn’t seem real.

It was too much, coming right after the knowledge that David Kemp wasn’t immortal.

“We should return to Aeons, and Syatog. We are the only ones left, Patos. We must keep Bantong safe.” Supsha stood and offered her hand to him.

Patos stayed where he was. “I can’t.” His eyes traveled back to the block. Kemp’s grave looked untouched, as if it hadn’t been dug up only a few hours ago. It had been, and Patos had seen the truth contained within it.

What was the point of holding Bantong together? The High Priest was dead, half the Cardinals were gone. Aeons lay dying, and the Beloved wasn’t immortal. Bantong would fall apart, without any more help from the Nephilim. With Aeons’s death, chaos and destruction would come to the cosmos. Soon everything would fall apart. Patos wasn’t strong enough to hold it together.

“I... I resign.” The words seemed to come from a great distance. It almost surprised Patos to hear them in his voice. Once spoken, he found no desire to take them back. He had no desire for anything. “I can no longer serve as Cardinal, or as a priest. I renounce my title of Beloved Card—”

A slap across his face stole the rest of his words away from him. Blinking, Patos looked up to see Supsha looming over him. Her eyes flashed, and her cheeks darkened. “Say no more.”

“Supsha, I cannot go on. My belief is gone, my hope shown to be nothing but foolishness. I—”

“This is not about you!” Her shout echoed around the crypts. “Our friends have been murdered, our world is falling to pieces, our god is dying – and you want to give up! Our world is in crisis, and you would leave it to die?”

Patos slumped over. “What good can I do? I am useless. I presented so little of a threat that Stee didn’t bother to kill me. I allowed the Beloved to die. The universe would be better off without me!”

Supsha stared, breathing hard. “What do you mean, you allowed the Beloved to die? The desolation began six years ago, when you were still a Bishop.”

“Yes, but he reached the past because of me.” His smile held nothing but bitterness. “David Kemp, the man found on Mount Kulun with Aeons? He is the Beloved – was.” He had to pause to choke back tears. “Stee sentenced him to death by time gate without a trial. I should have guessed something was suspicious about Stee then. I tried to save Kemp, but he fell through the gate. His body is here.” He waved at the marker. “I sent him to his death.”

“But—” Supsha pressed a hand to her mouth. “But I saw hope in the future.”

“Ask the Sword Priests to dig him up again if you don’t believe me.”

To that, she said nothing. Slowly she sank to her knees beside him. She reached out a trembling hand towards the grave but dropped it before she touched the marker. She felt it too, Patos thought, the despair. What was the point in fighting it?

Perhaps, if they fought, they could hold Bantong together. They might succeed while Aeons continued to live – but how long would that last? What difference would a few days make, or even a few months? They wouldn’t last a full year.

It was over. Everything was over. It was only a matter of time till the end of days.

“Your Excellency!” Two Sword Priests walked over, a middle-aged man with Steward white and a pretty woman with black, Vicar stripes. Patos thought the man was the same one he’d seen earlier in the day but wasn’t sure. “I need to speak with you, please.”

Patos ran a tired hand through his hair, making a mess of it. “This really isn’t a good time, Steward.”

The man didn’t back away. “It’s about David Kemp, Your Excellency.”

“Kemp?” Patos looked at him for only a moment before his eyes flickered back to the grave. “Kemp doesn’t matter. Not anymore. He’s dead.”

“If he is, Your Excellency, then he won’t be for long. He’s immortal. He comes back to life – I’ve seen it.” The Steward tapped his face beside his right eye.

Supsha looked between Patos and the Sword Priests and the grave. “Could he come back to life?”

“He didn’t before.”

The Steward cocked his head to the side. “Are you sure that’s really David in there, Your Excellency? Because the Nephilim have created artificial lifeforms before. And they are masters of illusion. David told me many interesting things over the last few days.”

Patos caught his breath. Could it have been fake? When he had the grave dug up, Stee had been beside him. What if Patos saw something that wasn’t there? He turned to Supsha, who nodded. “If there’s even a chance—”

“Open the grave,” Patos said to the other Sword Priests. They didn’t argue this time. It seemed to take forever for them to get out their equipment and push back the stone marker. As they waited, Patos and Supsha held each others’ hand.

Part of Patos wanted to hope. If, somehow, Kemp was still alive, perhaps Aeons would recover. With Kemp around, Aeons would have something to live for. The hope warred with fear, and for now the fear was winning. He couldn’t take another blow. He wouldn’t survive it. He had seen the despair of the desolation, and Patos knew he wasn’t strong enough to fight it off. Not after losing so much.

At last the coffin lay before them. One of the high order Sword Priests stood beside it, his thumb hovering over the scanner. “Sir, do you really think the Beloved lives?”

The Steward nodded. Patos could see no fear or sign of nerves about the man. “He is everything we hoped he would be. Frustrating at times, I’ll admit, but worth it. He is alive. I know it.”

The high order Sword Priest opened the coffin. Everyone leaned close and peered inside. This time a different sight awaited them.

Mud covered everything: wires, batteries, the remains of skin and organs, the white robe. The coffin had been preserved, both by the best Bantonan cryogenics technology and by High Priest Anan. While normally a body would have degraded in six years, this body should have looked fresh and new, as it had when Stee was here. “How—?” Patos whispered. He reached out to touch but pulled back before he did.

“The Nephilim can create artificial lifeforms,” Supsha said. “They can distort people too. Call for a forensics team. I want all of this examined.” One of the high order Sword Priests turned to make the call. She looked at the Steward. “Who are you?”

“Siegi Fur, Your Excellency. I run the Sword Priest training center in Elysa. I’ve trained probably a third of the high order by now. This is Vicar Thea Peni, from the sixth traditional.” He nodded at the woman beside him. “I’ve known David Kemp for three years, though for most of that he went by David Maza. He changed his name because he traveled back in time three years.”

Patos twitched. “You mean— Kemp survived the time gate?”

Siegi shrugged. “I wasn’t there at the time, Your Excellency. Cethon Jing found him first. From what David said later, I think he didn’t survive the journey through time.” He smiled wryly. “Not surviving isn’t really an issue with him. A few days ago, he gathered the two of us together, along with some of his other friends, to tell us who he was. He started with a demonstration of his immortality – by which I mean he shot himself in the head with an agitator set to kill.”

“That’s insane.” Patos mopped sweat from his brow. He didn’t know when it had appeared, but it was there now.

Supsha laughed. “That’s perfect! Burn with a thousand suns—! Oh, I should have seen it earlier!” She threw her arms around Patos and hugged him tight.

With a cough, Patos pulled himself away from her. Such displays weren’t suited for public. “Do you have anything that belonged to him? So we can test the DNA?” He nodded towards the coffin.

“He goes through uniforms faster than anyone I’ve ever known, but there should be a few useful things in Elysa. I can show you later. But, Your Excellency, there’s no need for that. David Kemp is here now, in Castle Eternal.”

Patos jumped to his feet so fast he nearly knocked Supsha over. “He is? Where?”

Siegi shook his head. “I don’t know, exactly. I had hoped to catch you earlier, but—” He coughed and said, “Forgive me, Your Excellency. That was rude of me.”

“Don’t worry about it. It might be better that I did ignore you. Stee might have killed you.” For the first time in his life, Patos felt glad of a Sword Priest. He had always appreciated how important they were, of course, but that didn’t mean he’d liked them. He thought he could learn to make an exception for Siegi.

“Thank you, Your Excellency. Ah, Thea?” He looked at the Vicar.

When everyone turned to stare at her, she stood straighter. “David was on the 38th floor, Your Excellencies, with Aeons. I think he was in the room when the Nephil attacked.”

“He got past the Sword Priests?” Patos couldn’t believe it. No one should be able to manage that. From what it had sounded like from Supsha, even Stee only attacked once he’d been in the room with Aeons, where only a few Sword Priests stood guard.

Thea winced. “Um, David can... turn invisible?”

“How?” Supsha’s eyes were wide – as wide as Patos’s were, he was sure. “If anything, he should be extra visible. He burns.”

“I don’t know.” Thea looked like she wished she could turn invisible too. “He was like that for a while. When we were in the elevator, he made Steward Duran, Bellon, and me invisible too. We separated on the 38th floor. I didn’t get inside the room with Aeons, but the others did, including Bellon—” Her voice caught. She turned away, but not before Patos saw tears in her eyes.

Siegi clasped her on the shoulder. “Tell them where David is now.”

After a moment, Thea spoke again. “The high order Sword Priests carried him out of the room, him and Steward Duran both. They looked like they’d been stunned. They took them down to the fourth basement jail, along with the rest of the sixth. I’m the only one who didn’t get captured. My invisibility only wore off a few minutes ago.”

The fourth basement. That was only one floor down from the crypts. Patos strode towards the elevator. “Wait for the forensics team and help them out,” he told Siegi and Thea. Two of the Sword Priests who’d followed him down to the crypts jogged to catch him up. However much Patos disliked them shadowing him, he couldn’t tell them to leave him alone. Not after the attack. Part of Patos was even glad for their protection.

In less than a minute, he reached the fourth basement. “Where are the captives?” he asked a Sword Priest on duty.

“Ah, Cardinal Golath just took them to the gateway to Jahan, Your Excellency.”

“What?” Patos’s voice, suddenly shrill, echoed loudly. “Does everyone give out capital punishments today?” He strode past the Sword Priest before the man could answer, heading down the right-side hallway. Only two off world gates stood in the basements of Castle Eternal – the black gate to Nabiru in the lowest basement, and the purple gate to Jahan. In Castle Eternal, they could be guarded so that no one would pass through by accident.

Patos walked so fast down the hallway he nearly outpaced his guards. He rounded a corner to see many other Sword Priests standing watch. Patos was just in time to see a man in a traditional Sword Priest uniform step through the purple gate. His hands had been chained to someone or something on the other side of the gate. Syatog stood a short distance from the gate, his brow furrowed.

“What is your problem?” Patos yelled. He marched right up to Syatog and poked a finger into his chest. “Exile is a capital offense. You cannot send anyone there without a trial. Or do you want to act like Stee?”

Syatog stiffened. “I am nothing like that... that traitor.” He spat the word out. “This is not a punishment for the sixth. It is a test, one which they chose to take. If David Kemp truly is the Immortal Beloved, he will find a way back to Bantong. If he doesn’t return—” Syatog shrugged. “Well, then we’re better off without him.”

“So you thought to test him by including other Sword Priests as well – Sword Priests who might be innocent of any wrong doing?” Patos threw up his hands. “They’re your people, Syatog. If you want them to hate you, I guess that’s your business.”

“Someone else needs to be in Jahan, to confirm that Kemp receives no aid from the Nephilim. He has too many connections that I don’t trust.”

“You think that justifies your actions? I disagree. I disagree most strongly. And since Aeons lies unconscious and High Priest Anan is dead, I am the highest ranked priest in Bantong. Consider yourself on probation for the foreseeable future.”

“Probation?” Syatog drew himself up to his full height. “You can’t do that to me – not now! You and Supsha can’t hold Bantong together alone!” He stepped closer to Patos, trying to intimidate him.

Any other day, Patos would have been intimidated. He usually quailed before Syatog even when the man stood at a distance. Right now Patos trembled, but not in fear. Fury drove him. Until this moment, he hadn’t realized just how angry he was. This was now the third time he’d lost David Kemp – three times in one day! It was too much for any man. Especially when two of those losses came because people who should be his allies broke the law.

“Either leave Castle Eternal of your own will, or have your Sword Priests escort you off. You may continue to work in Valal. If Supsha or I require any military advice, be assured we will consult you. You are not welcome in Castle Eternal.” Patos crossed his arms over his chest and refused to budge. To his surprise, most of the Sword Priests gathered around him instead of Syatog, even though they had helped him take the prisoners here. They knew the law – they knew that Syatog should not have sent the sixth to Jahan.

Syatog looked away first. “I should not have sent the sixth to Jahan. Kemp cares for them, though. If he is to return, he may need the extra motivation. No one wants him to return more than I do, Patos. I will pray that he manages the impossible while I wait in Valal.” He held up three fingers on each hand, then left. Two Sword Priests walked away with him. Patos supposed that even Syatog could use a bodyguard in these uncertain times.

After waiting a good two minutes after Syatog left, Patos returned to the crypts. More Sword Priests milled around now, along with five civilians who wore clear gloves. The scientists, here to examine the remains in the coffin and compare the DNA with Kemp’s. “David Kemp still lives,” he said to Supsha as he reached her side. “Unfortunately, he is now on Jahan, thanks to Syatog.”

Supsha gaped for a moment then kneaded her brow. “What?”

Patos told her what had happened. She nodded at his decision to keep Syatog out of Castle Eternal. “Is there a way back from Jahan?” he asked at the end of his story.
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