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The two Doors glittered in front of him. Moke had stood in this very spot almost every day over the last few weeks, thinking about stepping through to Pomegranate City and having some words with, well, whoever was in charge over there. But he was sure he would get turned away. It wasn’t like he was important or anything. 

While he stood gazing at the glittering rectangle, the portal that could take him to another world, three people had come through the Door, each looking for someone. One was searching for her son, one wondered if there were any good places to eat nearby, and the third had come seeking the people of Vann—an entire city’s worth of people that had come through just a short while ago. 

Apparently, despite over ten thousand people from one city migrating onto Path, they had still managed to leave some of their citizens behind. 

He’d directed all the newcomers toward town, and now he too strolled off the bridge, heading the same way with a sigh. It was time to be getting back. And still, he hadn’t solved his problem—or even made any progress on it.

It was a short walk, past Meriym’s house, which off and on functioned as housing for homeless refugees, and through a sloping field. When Moke first arrived on this planet, it had been out of orbit, but no one had known until John, a scientist from Pomegranate City, had shown up to fix it. Now, the grasses were greener, the sky was bluer, and the night sky sparkled with distant stars—a far cry from the overcast, gray nothing from before. 

The town was set into a valley, and the road ran in a spiral around the edges and down toward the center. When the planet was originally built, the town had been too, stone houses and infrastructure and all. The people who lived here came from all over the universe, stumbling onto this strange place by accident when they stepped through the Door. 

The village grown a lot in recent months, and the stone houses that had started out as empty were now filled with families. In addition, all kinds of other houses had popped up in the empty spaces, made from every material imaginable. Since all the people who had moved here came from different planets and different cultures, they all brought different building materials and styles. Some of the original residents of Path found it ugly and messy, but Moke found it extremely appealing and unique. He knew there was no other place in the universe like it.

He squinted as he neared the upper edge of the valley. This was one of his favorite spots because he could see most of the town from here. It almost looked like a bowl filled with buildings and intelligent beings of all different species. But his focus shifted as he noticed something happening on the other side. A wisp of smoke drifted up over a house—it got thicker and darker so quickly that Moke barely registered what was happening—until a billowing dark cloud cast a dark, ominous shadow across the town. 

“Oh no.” Moke broke into a sprint. 

When he arrived at the scene, Dane and a few other firefighters were already there. Dane worked regular hours down at Glendon’s Greenhouse with Moke, so it was an easy jog to nearly any location in the town. As a result, he and Moke were usually the first of the firefighters to arrive.

“Get the bucket line going!” Dane bellowed, gesturing to one firefighter. “And you—” he pointed at Cara, one of the volunteer medics, “—wet blankets! NOW!”

Moke skidded to a stop next to Dane.

“Glad you’re here,” Dane said rapidly. “Eleven children inside and one teacher. This is the children’s home. Here’s a kerchief—get going!”

Moke grabbed the wet handkerchief and tied it over his mouth. Cara tossed three soaking wet blankets at him. He threw one over his head and ran into the burning building. 

It was dark inside; the smoke filled every room, and even though he crouched low to the floor, he still found it difficult to breathe. The home was set up with a main hallway running down the center of the house. He was afraid that if he opened the wrong door, it would send wind rushing through, with the flames following soon after. But it looked like the fire had started at the back of the building, so he was probably safe for the moment. 

“Hello?” he yelled. “Where are you?”

“In here!” a voice called back. 

He ran forward and carefully opened the door the voice most likely came from. A woman stood in the room, huddled against the far wall, with seven children. Seven. Moke felt rage rise inside him. This was the tenth fire this month. Whoever was setting them was targeting kids—and the perpetrator was going to pay. 

“Here!” he said, handing out the wet blankets. He pulled the one off his own head and handed it to the woman. “Cover as many as you can. Do you know where the others are?”
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