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Roopa Pai suspects she has alien blood, for two reasons. One, she loved history in school. And two, although an adult, she mostly reads children’s books.
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The Trail of the Tale

Eight octons after the wise, brave Shoon Ya became Emperaza of Mithya, Mithya was celebrating with the grandest Octoversary ever. For the first time, the 32 stars of Tara—the supersun with the cool rainbow coloured light—had come down to dance at the celebrations. Until Shaap Azur, Shoon Ya’s evil twin, broke out of his prison below the heaving seabed of Dariya and captured all 32 stars in the Silver Spinternet, plunging Mithya into darkness.

The stars could be rescued, but only if the 32 riddles Shaap Azur had hidden on the eight worlds were solved within an octet. Enter sweet-faced Zvala, child of Fire, athletic Zarpa, child of the superserpent Shay Sha, and animal magnet Tufan, child of the Wind—three gifted mithyakins who had been chosen by the Emperaza several octons ago to save Mithya from the Great Crisis.

Under the watchful eye of Shuk Tee, the Emperaza’s most trusted advisor, and the guidance of expert Achmentors Achalmun, Dummaraz, and Twon d’Ung—the Taranauts began to blossom into brave, strong, smart heroes.

For their first challenge, the Taranauts travelled to Shyn. After many exciting adventures, they cracked the hidden riddles and rescued the Emeralds. An octoll later, in Lustr’s brain-scrambling Mayazaal, they battled flesh-eating flowers, weeping trees and hostile minimits in the company of their mysterious new friend Zubremunyun, before they set the Sapphires free.

In Sparkl, they had to play—and win—four deadly games to save the Amethysts. In the end, the Taranauts’ winning mix of superskills, razor-sharp intelligence, and heart, combined with superb teamwork, saw them through. On to Glo, where, aided by a giant hakibyrd, teen pop diva Dana Montana, and Tufan’s beloved older brother, Dada, the Taranauts succeeded in outwitting a traitor to free the Rubies.

In the icy world of Syntilla, helped along by the chatterbox twins Cha Patti and Cha Mina and a team of silverbacked kurmoises, they rescued the Silvers when they fixed the ‘crack’d Silver Bell’ at the end of a torturous booby-trapped trail. In the process, they also unmasked another, most unexpected, traitor.

As the stakes get higher and anxiety grips both Zum Skar and Xad Yantra, the Taranauts set off on their next challenge—rescuing the Citrines. But will they be up to it?

Now read on …



Mithyology

Mithya A whole different universe, with eight worlds—Dazl, Glo, Shyn, Shimr, Lustr, Sparkl, Syntilla, Glytr—that bob around in the endless sea of Dariya, around the bad-tempered volcano Kay Laas. On top of Kay Laas, in the Land of Eternal Taralite, lives Shoon Ya, the Emperaza of Mithya.

Tara The rainbow-coloured supersun of Mithya. Tara is made up of 32 stars—the Emeralds, the Sapphires, the Amethysts, the Rubies, the Citrines, the Silvers, the Turquoises, and the Corals—in 8 iridescent colours.

Taraday A day on Mithya. It is 48 dings long.

Taralite From 1 o’ding to 32 o’ding, the Upsides of the eight worlds, where most mithyakos live, stay out of the water and enjoy the cool light of the Tarasuns, the stars of Tara. This part of the Taraday is called Taralite.

Fliptime At 32 o’ding, all the worlds flip over into Dariya. The moment when this happens is called Fliptime.

Taranite From Fliptime until 48 o’ding, the Upsides are turned away from Tara and into Dariya. During this time, they are in darkness, their buildings and vehicles and forests protected with water-repelling force-fields called Dar-Proofs.

Downsides The halves of each world that stay in darkness, inside Dariya, for 32 dings each Taraday. These are scary, unexplored places, populated by creatures of the darkness and not-so-nice mithyakos.

Xad Yuntra The secret hideout of Shaap Azur, Emperaza Shoon Ya’s evil twin.

Zum Skar The training centre at the Land of Eternal Taralite where the brightest mithyakos hone their skills. The Taranauts are now in training there

Magmalift A magma-powered elevator inside Kay Laas in which mithyakos can zoom up to the Land of Eternal Taralite.

Aquauto An amphibious cab with the ability to travel both on water and on land. Aqualimos are the fancier version.

Stellipathy The technique of communicating directly through the mind

Stellikinesis The technique of moving objects by force of will

Stelliportation The technique of getting to another location without physically making the journey

Hovitation The technique of staying in mid-air for several dinglings at a time


One

‘Harharazur!’

Ograzur Dusht entered the forbidding Throne Room at Xad Yuntra and bowed nervously. He was not looking forward to this meeting.

Shaap Azur stayed where he was, staring out of the far window at the cold, rocky landscape of the Downside. His fists were clenched, his broad, well-muscled back stiff with barely-controlled fury.

Dinglings ticked by. Dusht waited, shifting from foot to foot. He wished the Master would get it over with quickly—give him a tongue-lashing, listen to his apology, and let him go. But the unnerving silence dragged on.

‘It’s the team I’m stuck with, Master,’ he blurted finally, ‘A bunch of blundering gadhasses who cannot complete the simplest operation without botching it up. If I had a better …’

‘Enough, Dusht!’ roared Shaap Azur, whirling around. ‘You’re just as incompetent as the rest of them! All you’re full of is excuses—and hot air!’ 

Dusht stopped as if he had been slapped. A surge of anger raced through his veins. Quickly, he lowered his eyes and breathed deeply, forcing himself to calm down. It would not do to display such emotions to the Master.
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‘You want a better team?’ spat Shaap Azur. ‘Don’t whine to me about it—go out there and get one! You’re the one in charge!’

Dusht raised his head slowly. Surely the Master was jesting! After all, this team had been handpicked by the Master himself, from his closest and most trusted.

‘And what of the other Ograzurs, Master?’

Shaap Azur hesitated. Hidim Bi had stood by him for octons and octons, but she hadn’t stayed with the game. Her ideas and methods of warfare were from another time, and you simply could not teach an old kukcur new tricks. Raaksh and Shurpa were genius Morphoroops that you could always count on—but Raaksh just wasn’t up to it in the intelligence department and Shurpa was too busy defending her brother to come into her own. Paapi was smart, young, a wiz at everything gizmotronic—but too much of an individualist, not enough of a team player. Maybe Dusht was right, maybe the team needed some fresh blood.

‘They stay, but you can add others—you’re the one in charge, Dusht!’ he repeated, more firmly.

Dusht beamed. ‘You will not regret your decision, Master!’ he promised, trying not to show his glee. All those annoying, supercilious imbeciles would finally get their comeuppance.

‘I will recruit a new army from among the ranks of the Demazurs,’ continued Dusht, a manic light dancing in his eyes. ‘Efficient, capable mithyakas who will not question my authority, who will do exactly as they are told. The brats will be finished, the Citrines will never return to Tara, and you will rule Mithya as you deserve to!’

A rare twinge of self-doubt shot through Shaap Azur had he just created a monster he could not control? In one stroke, he had let loose on Mithya a highly ambitious young Ograzur who did not always follow the rules, and made almost powerless his other Ograzurs—the only Downsiders who could stand up to him. He wished he could ask someone for advice, but with Achmentor Vak, the one sane guiding voice he had known in his life, having left him, that option no longer existed.

Shaap shrugged inwardly. What choice did he have anyway? Twenty Tarasuns had been returned to the skies by—oh the shame!—three puny mithyakins. He was rapidly losing the respect of the Downsiders. And his carefully selected team had simply not delivered.
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He squared his shoulders and shut the doubt away in a dark, secret place in his heart where he had locked away so many others over the octons. Doubts did not serve a leader well. And there were ways to keep Dusht in check.

‘I heard something about you using the Manasbloer without my permission,’ he said evenly. Dusht froze. How did the Master know? Who had told him? He had thought he had covered his tracks well.

‘But,’ Shaap continued, ‘I dismissed it as a mere rumour. You would never do something like that, would you now, Dusht?’

Dusht caught the thinly-veiled menace in Shaap Azur’s voice. The Master knew. He shook his head dumbly and left the room.
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‘Do you even realize what a rockstar your Ma is?’ mumbled Tufan through a mouthful of moist chocolate galumpie, spattering crumbs everywhere as he spoke. ‘Bet she’d win Masterchef Mithya hands down!’

Zvala screwed up her face in disgust. ‘Ewwwww! Do. Not. Do. That!’

‘What?’ Tufan looked genuinely puzzled as he picked up the bowl and began to lick the bits of galumpie still clinging to the sides. ‘You don’t think she’s good?’

Zvala rolled her eyes. ‘Never miiind! I would not expect a savage like you to understand. And no,’ she slapped Tufan’s hand away as he reached for his fifth cheese protlee, ‘you cannot have another one. Ma packed these for me!’

‘Did not!’ protested Tufan. ‘She says clearly on this note that since she knows how much I love her cooking, you are to give half of all the protlees to me and share the other half with Zarpa.’
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‘She does?’ Zvala snatched the papyrus roll from Tufan’s hands. ‘My own mother? Let me see that!’

‘And Mithya’s biggest sillykoof falls for it again!’ said Tufan triumphantly, popping a cheese protlee into his mouth whole.

‘You low-down lying lomdox!’ Zvala lunged for Tufan as he nimbly leapt off the bed and ran for his life, grinning. Choking with laughter, Zarpa hooked her feet around the bedpost and stretched across the room to the window on the other side, right in Tufan’s path. The next instant, Tufan had tripped over her and gone sprawling.

‘Heee-yaahhhh!’ Zvala leapt over Zarpa and went for Tufan with the rolled papyrus, smacking him hard as he yelled with pain. ‘You’re my only friend in this treacherous world, Zarpy!’

‘And I’m not?’ came a merry voice from the door.

‘Ms Twon d’Ung!’ Zarpa raced to welcome her favourite Achmentor. Then she stopped short, suddenly wary. How could she be sure this wasn’t a Morphoroop? Of course, Zum Skar was protected by a safety shield, but a Morphoroop had breached it just two octolls ago. Tufan and Zvala stationed themselves on either side of Zarpa, equally suspicious.

‘I know what you’re thinking,’ Twon d’Ung’s voice was grave. ‘You can’t be too careful. Let me see, how can I prove to you that this is really me?’

‘How about we ask you some questions about us that only you would know the answers to?’ said Zvala.

‘Fair enough,’ agreed Twon d’Ung. ‘Shoot!’

‘Okay, what stinky yuckthoo brand of deo does our friend here prefer?’

‘Max Deo!’ said Twon d’Ung instantly.

‘Too easy,’ dismissed Tufan. ‘Here’s a tougher one—when you met us for the first time, you came up with a secret greeting for us, just the four of us. What was it?’

Twon d’Ung looked baffled for a dingling. ‘That was a long time ago,’ she said, frowning as she tried to remember it. Then her face lit up. ‘Got it! Come on, make a circle with me and do as I do, okay?’
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