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  Description




  A return to the one place she should not go.




  A band injury forces Kelsey Hale and her team to return to space station Sanctuary, the last remaining Weaver refuge among the multiple Universes. Not a good place to go considering the Weaver Council wants to take away her Weaver band. Kelsey turns the risky visit into an opportunity to learn more about Professor Hadrian's ultimate plan for his Phoenix Eggs. Only one other person might know: Dr. Rozelle Mallard, his former aide and traveling companion.




  Professor Hadrian arrives on Sanctuary to heal his own band injury and he will do anything necessary to keep certain information forever secret. He knows of a way to silence Rozelle while also stealing Kelsey's Phoenix Eggs. Never mind that it will kill the both of them.




  He forgets the Weaver team he is dealing with.




  He forgets Kelsey's determination to never give up.




  He forgets what Phoenix Eggs really are.
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  KELSEY HALE DIDN'T like goodbyes.




  Saying goodbye to Delphi and Ankar, and all their children was hard enough. Saying goodbye to Eccott proved even harder, especially with him just convinced she would visit again soon.




  "Kelsey Weaver will come back to play," Eccott said, nosing her with his big wide head. His four feet splayed out as three arms held one of her hands. The third malformed arm stayed in its normal place tucked in towards his chest. "You will feel better then."




  She put a hand up to his head to give him one last scratch the course hair between the ears. "I hope so, but I don't know when."




  "I know it will happen. So it will happen," Eccott said with the logic of a child.




  He may be full grown and much older than when they first met, but he still spoke and thought things out like she remembered only a few short weeks ago. A few short weeks that amounted to years in this Universal Group thanks to time running at a different speed.




  Aspera and Dolfus Archard stood to one side of Ariana, nervously rubbing at the simple travel bands around their wrists. Two lost Weavers, trapped in the Universal Group for decades their-time when the Dividers hunted them down for their Weaver bands. Gerart's parent's. Kelsey wished she could see the reunion when they returned to Sanctuary, but she knew she wouldn't be able to.




  Not with Weaver Council still after her.




  At least the Archard's were on her side, although it had taken more convincing with Dolfus than with Aspera. They would say nothing about her when her team took them to Sanctuary. Meanwhile, Kelsey's team? She didn't doubt for a moment who's side they were on.




  Then there was Zia. The white-haired, brown-eyed daughter of Delphi and the previous rebellion leader Ankar. The teenager, not any older than Kelsey, talked a mile a minute with her parents and siblings leading up to the trip. Excited and anxious to start her own Weaver training. Only, now that they were ready for their big Jump, she'd clammed up.




  Delphi gave her daughter one last hug. "Learn well. Remember, listen more than you speak."




  "I know, I know," Zia said with a roll of her eyes. She then submitted to yet another hug from her father.




  As Delphi left her daughter, she came alongside Kelsey and whispered, "Remember what I said."




  "The future is based on the past. I know. I'll try," Kelsey said, giving Eccott one last scratch before stepping away. "But, first things first. I need my band repaired and working."




  "And remember the Skipper only has a partial charge now. Make it count," Delphi said, nodding to the small round object clipped to Kelsey's belt.




  "Understood." She intended to make it count. A remainder of Divider technology, it was her one chance to move in Sanctuary to a safe place to do what she needed. It only had to work once more.




  Delphi then surprised Kelsey with a hug. Such an unusual thing for Captain Delphi Winters. The one they weren't sure was a true ally at first. A former Hunter and police captain, and a part of the rebellion against the Dividers.




  "Remember, you can come back here for shelter if you need to," Delphi said, releasing her. "You will always be welcome in our house. Now that your team has repaired the Strings here and time flows normally, I'll even still be alive."




  Kelsey didn't know how to respond to that. She still felt bad that they'd had to leave Delphi behind for a little over a week, only to come back to find that time had flowed a couple decades faster. So, she just said, "Thank you. I'll keep it in mind."




  "Time to go," Ariana announced.




  A flash of additional pain went through Kelsey's injured band at the strengthening of a travel-link. With one final farewell to Eccott and Delphi, Kelsey stepped closer to her team.




  "Everyone knows the plan?" Bonn asked, centering his attention on each of them in turn. Kelsey nodded. Bonn leveled a stare at Dolfus Archard. "And we are agreed as to the reasons why?"




  "I will not betray Kelsey," Dolfus said, to which his wife hugged his arm. "Rules should not be intractable to the detriment of all involved."




  "Kelsey, are you ready?" Bonn asked, turning his worried large oblong eyes to her. Even both of his pointy ears faced her.




  Good question. Her band hurt now, even without going into the Strings, the result of approaching the core of a shattered Eebra-Shee Tower without first shutting it down. Her poor band. She hadn't meant to harm it when chasing after Professor Hadrian.




  "As ready as I'll ever be. I just want to get this done with as fast as possible," Kelsey said. She'd rested as much as she could, and her band was still in pain. A constant throbbing pain that kept Kelsey from sleeping for very long or getting comfortable. The only thing that would heal it lay in Sanctuary.




  She took a deep breath. So, to Sanctuary they would go. Weaver Council or no.




  Bonn nodded at Ariana. "You are cleared for the Jump, Ariana. Take us to Sanctuary as fast as possible."




  "Right." Ariana shook her head and fluffed the blue and gray striped fur down her neck and tensed. "Prepare for Jump!"




  Really, Bonn shouldn't give Ariana encouragement to travel faster. Ariana already traveled through the Strings at a breakneck speed as her normal pace.




  But, Kelsey didn't complain. Because she knew what was to come. And, it came quickly this time.




  As soon as they entered the Strings her band protested. As they reached the larger Strings outside the Universal Group the pain started in earnest.




  It frustrated her. Kelsey loved the Strings. Usually her band did, too, as it was originally a creature of the Strings. She loved the colors, the sounds, and even the feel.




  She could still hear the sounds. The melodies emanating from the passing Universal Groups. The hums of the passing organisms traveling in the same String. Would have loved watching them, too, at how the little blobs of color bobbed in the flow of energies, following a breeze the rest of them couldn't see or feel.




  But, today, it grated on all her nerves, growing worse as the pain filling her band grew sharper.




  Kelsey's whole body burned from the fire of pain coming from her band. Her poor band. Among so much energy, but because of the damage, unable to channel or process any of it. Unable to protect her or itself from it.




  Ariana swung the large group through the Strings in a wild roller coaster ride. With the part of her mind not blinded by the rising pain, Kelsey felt sorry for Zia. This was her first real Jump, and the madcap pace wasn't a good first example. But then, Zia probably also didn't have Kelsey's problem at the end of the jump. Lucky Kelsey possessed the rare ability to visually see the entire world of the Strings with her own eyes instead of having to rely on the fuzzy representation given through a band like most Weavers. A nice view, but it came with consequences at the end of any Jump.




  A ping. Her band should at least be able to pick up the ping sent out by the Sanctuary Egg that allowed all traveling Weavers to home in on its position. Yet, no matter how she searched, she couldn't see it through the wall of her band's growing pain.




  Kelsey started feeling lightheaded, blurring her surroundings even further. Concern built over what condition she would be when they landed. With the way her band was suffering, Kelsey would be lucky to be conscious when they landed. And she must remain awake. To move them to a place that could help her band heal.




  And this was Ariana leading them in, instructed to go as fast as possible. If Thalen were leading the Jump, they might have a chance at a soft landing. Not so much with Ariana.




  The landing didn't bode well at all.




  The words of the Eebra-Shee filtered through her pain-hazed mind. Trust the instincts.




  Not able to see how close they were to landing, Kelsey visualized Sam and concentrated on keeping the image in her head. Weaver Samanya, her new heart-sister, sisters of heart and not of blood. With her long dark hair usually braided gracefully over her head. Grey eyes that would blush with the loveliest purplish tinge when she became emotional. As the visual increased in strength, Kelsey could almost hear her soft laughter.




  The sense of a shield blossoming around them at the same time as she felt her feet hit the ground was the only clue she received.




  Shield. The one Thalen would erect to disguise her arrival to all the sensors in the Sanctuary Weaver landing room. Her eyes burned and watered too much to see anything around her other than streaks of color.




  With her hands on the device on her belt, she kept her mind firmly on the visual of Sam, and pushed the central button.




  Kelsey's surroundings turned black and cold. Good, the teleporter Skipper still had enough power for one more.




  Out she came, and across the floor she rolled. Her stomach started its normal after-Jump revolt. Her band screamed in pain, making it hard for Kelsey to even breathe, much less clear her eyes enough to see where she landed. To see if she was safe or in danger.




  Hands grasped her under the shoulders and pulled her up and back. Kelsey didn't fight it. She couldn't. She could barely move on her own. All her muscles cramped. Lightening struck every inch of her skin. Her head felt like it was going to explode. The sounds of her band filled her ears, blocking out all else.




  She was pulled upright, then felt coming padded supporting her back. The hands move to her band.




  That's when Kelsey fought. No one would take her band away. No one. She would fight them with her last breath!




  But, the hands were stronger than her. They pinned her band-arm down to an armrest, and then she felt something clamp over the top of her wrist.




  That's when the panic hit.




  Restrained. With her band-arm unable to move, the hands moved to her shoulders, holding her into the back of the chair where she was seated.




  A ringing filled her ears as the wash of pain suddenly diminished. So sudden that it was like a new pain. Kelsey gasped.




  "Don't fight it." The words filtered through the new ringing. A familiar voice.




  As she tried to place the voice, her band gave out its own sigh of relief. Then it noted a few things for Kelsey.




  The band was interfacing with something, something helping it. And they were in the middle of yet another shield.




  Then the identity of the voice fell into place. Kelsey blinked her eyes rapidly to try and clear them as she whispered, "Sam?"




  "It's me." A cloth brushed across the sensitized skin of her face, leaving in its wake a thin cool sheen of moisture. "You were supposed to rest before you came. I would have waited."




  "I did rest. More than you think," Kelsey said. Thanks to the time dilation of Delphi's Universal Group when they first arrived.




  Her eyesight started clearing. Enough to see Sam's protective shield surrounding them. Through it she saw a room with chairs along the opposite wall with one arm-rest larger and thicker than the other side. Light blue walls, a cream floor, and soft lighting gave the impression of a relaxing place to sit and rest.




  With the pain from her band finally diminishing, Kelsey felt like she could do just that. She slumped into the chair, then realized she still couldn't move her band-arm. Where her right arm rested on a wider armrest, her band was out of sight under a thick round clamp that went completely over the top of it.




  "Don't fight this. The service-arm is a band interface," Sam said, kneeling down to one knee to study her face. "You don't look good, either. You are in a Weaver room of Sanctuary. Do you understand that?"




  "Then I made it?" Kelsey asked. Now she could sense Sam in other ways. The wave of concern radiating from her through their heart-sister connection. It warmed her from the inside out and cushioned the remaining level of pain.




  Sam laughed softly. "Yes, you made it. Now, let your band remain where it is. Let the facilities here do what it can to help it heal."




  Sam produced a bottle of water from her band and helped her take a few sips. Feeling even better, Kelsey cradled it in her lap while resting back in the tall padded back of the chair.




  Oh, yes. So much better. She could hear other things now. A faint whirring noise. The soft whish as the air in the room circulated.




  Her band began to relax, and with it, she could sense other things, as well. The flow to and from the mechanism over her band. A strange tingle in the center of the band. The place where the pain originated.




  "I think it's helping," Kelsey said, touching the top of the cream and white clamp. Smooth metal and a warm piece of a different material with a bumpy surface texture. "I mean repairing. My band likes it. I think I can even feel supplies?"




  "A band needs periodic resupply." Sam smiled and nodded, rubbing a hand up and down Kelsey's upper arm. "This is the place for such resupplies and repairs to happen for the normal Weaver. Don't fight it, and if your band tries to fight it, try to calm it."




  "Not a problem right now. We both want this. How long can a band go, anyway?"




  "Without injuries? Months, perhaps years depending on what resources are asked of it."




  Kelsey let her head go back against the headrest. Safe, for the moment, and with Sam. "There are plenty of other chairs for you to sit. This is going to take a while, isn't it?"




  "No, I need to stay close. My shield is keeping anyone else from sensing your presence here," Sam said. "Remember, you're on Sanctuary now."




  Kelsey's head came up from the headrest with a start. Sam was right. They were on Sanctuary, which meant that any Weaver could sense her if she wasn't somehow protected.




  "Relax. I'm sheltering you. Let the healing continue, then we'll figure something out," Sam said. "Perhaps your team will be ready to leave by then."




  "No, it's more complicated than that. Bonn has to meet with the Weaver Council."




  Sam's eyes went wide. "Pardon? For what reason? To attempt to talk sense into them about you?"




  "No," Kelsey said with a smile. She wished, but they all knew how that would go. "We found two long-lost Weavers thought dead. The parents of one of the foundlings I was in class with. Plus, a new Weaver to train."




  "I thought you were going after Delphi to return her to her home Universe?" Sam demanded.




  Kelsey slowly told the tale of what they discovered after finding Delphi. About Delphi's travel band changing into a full band, and now around the wrist of her daughter.




  At least Kelsey hoped she was telling it right. The pain may have lowered to a manageable level, but her head still felt fried. Despite knowing she should remain vigilant, she felt herself relaxing in the proximity of Sam. Despite her concern, a calm confidence emanated from her sister.




  All the while, Sam kneeled in front of her with her shield extended. A shield strong enough that everything in the room was cast with the pale yellow of the shield shell. It must be getting exhausting. Shields weren't meant to remain erected for a long period of time.




  Kelsey paused to take another sip of water, finding the shaking of her hands less than before.




  "Oh yes, Bonn will need to talk to them," Sam said when Kelsey finished the story. "It's also a good temporary diversion from you, although I'm sure they'll be wondering where you are."




  "The story is that I was left behind in a safe place," Kelsey said, setting the bottle on the narrow table sitting between her chair and the next one.




  Her band gave a sigh of happiness. A part of the pain diminished even more.




  Enough to help with this situation?




  Kelsey closed her eyes, connecting completely with her band. The pain was still there, but not nearly as bad as before. Down enough for her to check on a few things.




  Like all the Phoenix Eggs sitting in band storage. Still there despite the damage to her band. Maybe the fact her band couldn't bring anything in or out of storage helped them stay there. Then another part. An area controlling something Bonn helped her do when she was first on Sanctuary, and then later when they were surrounded by Dividers.




  Using Sam as a template, Kelsey triggered a masking to hide her own identity to anyone who might be looking for her with a band or any other senses.




  Sam's eyes widened. "What did you just do?"




  Kelsey opened her eyes with a weak smile. "Why? Do I feel different now?"




  "I think you know you do. Your band is supposed to be repairing itself right now, not working," Sam said. She looked over the device over Kelsey's band-arm. "It's still working hard. There must be a lot of damage."




  "We knew that. I got too close," Kelsey said. "It's a mask we used before."




  "Against the Weaver Council?" Sam asked, dropping her shield, her tone indicating her disapproval.




  "And the Dividers," Kelsey said with an unrepentant grin. She took a deep breath and let it out slowly. "I feel so much better now."




  "I imagine you do." Sam got up from her knees to sit in the chair to her right. She bent over to peer at the top of the clamp. "It's still working hard."




  Kelsey let her head fall back and closed her eyes. "Let it."




  "This is a problem."




  Kelsey's eyes popped open. "What?"




  Sam was still bent over the clasped, tapping at the top. Kelsey leaned forward, finding a simple display with several graphs, one of which was bright red with a dot next to it blinking.




  "This is going to take time," Sam finally said.




  "But, we knew that," Kelsey said, looking up at her.




  "No, you don't understand. Longer than I think any of us thought. Most injuries can be taken care of in one or two long sessions, at the maximum." Sam looked up at her, her eyes concerned, her brow furrowed. "You are going to need longer than that. Maybe several days, and that's time you need to stay here at Sanctuary."
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  HAVE TO LINGER at Sanctuary? Kelsey didn't like the sound of that at all.




  But, she couldn't just go. They'd come so the facilities at Sanctuary could heal her band. If she hoped to help in any way against Professor Hadrian, then she needed a fully functional band capable of harnessing Phoenix Egg energy.




  Despite the worry, she settled back in the chair and let it do its work. Sam talked about their own return. About injured Weaver Royken and his continued hospital stay. Sounded like he would soon be on his feet and then off again with his team.




  "And then there is me," Sam said. "My team is still forming. There were injuries and family issues among other teams, so who the Council thought would come on mine is having to be rethought."




  "Too many injuries," Kelsey said, shaking her head.




  "Yes, far too many, but this did have an unexpected upside. It meant I could stay at Sanctuary without question while I waited for you." Sam looked at the display again. "I think we can end today's session."




  Sam lifted the clamp from over Kelsey's band, revealing it not to be a clamp at all. Only a hinged cup that lay over the band with an indent in the inner top that nestled the band's main center jewel. It didn't even clamp down hard. As if from a spring, it moved up and to the side, and as soon as Kelsey removed her arm from the armrest it settled right back into place.




  She rubbed the top of her band, liking the absence of so much pain. "Are you sure I shouldn't do more today?"




  "A good rest will do your band more good at this point," Sam said. She came to stand in front of Kelsey and held out her hands to help her up.




  Kelsey grabbed on tight and let Sam help her stand up. She then stood still, waiting for the first rush of dizziness to pass.




  "The problem is going to be finding a safe place for you to rest. The Weavers may not be able to sense you with their bands, but your face is not disguised," Sam said.




  "I have a solution for that. Hold on." With a quick connect of her band, Kelsey sent Indigo his wake-up call. The bands along his surface shifted to a uniform dark blue as his start-up sequence began.




  Sam turned towards the door. "And I hear voices. Wait here."




  Sam let her go and hurried to the door. Kelsey stayed where she was, making sure everything worked right. She still felt dizzy, but that might not go away until she rested. Not a surprise considering the pain from only a short time ago.




  "Okay, they passed and used another room," Sam said, moving away from the closed door.




  "Are we on Sanctuary?" Indigo suddenly asked.




  "At Sanctuary, and the first repair session for my band is now finished," Kelsey said. "Unfortunately I need more."




  "First, we get you out of the Weaver area." Sam took Kelsey's hand and drew her to the door. "Then we find a safe place for you to hide. Tomorrow, another long healing session."




  "Just get me out of this area of Sanctuary. I know what to do from there," Kelsey said.




  Sam gave her a curious glance, but said nothing as she led them into the hallway. At every turn, Sam would walk out first before gesturing for Kelsey to follow. The creamy yellow of the walls suddenly shifted to a stone-blue.




  Kelsey looked back at the change in wall color when Sam pulled her down a hall fast, and then made another turn. She pulled Kelsey in front of her and put her own body between Kelsey and the view of anyone crossing the hall they'd just been down.




  "First part done. We're outside of the Weaver section," Sam whispered.




  "But, there was an airlock before," Kelsey said. "We didn't go through one."




  "These rooms are for the use of the general Weaver population preparing for missions. The Weavers who use it would have already gone through decontamination." Sam glanced back. "Now for the hard part."




  "No, now for the easy part." Kelsey spotted what she was looking for only a snort distance down the hall. Reaching it, she put her hand on the black surface inset in the wall and said, "Harp, are you there?"




  The screen under her hand came to life with the image of a gray and red shield appearing. A pleasant woman's voice asked, "Kelsey Hale?"




  Kelsey let her hand drop, grinning at Sam. "Yes, Harp. It's good to hear your voice again."




  "How did you get here? I didn't know you arrived," Harp said.




  "Secretly," Indigo said.




  "Then I should not inform Queen Delayne?" Harp asked.




  "Only if we can do so securely. I'm hoping she has news about my father." Sam tensed and looked back at the crossing hallway, making Kelsey add quickly, "I'm here to repair a damaged Weaver band, but I need a secure out-of-the-way place to hide and rest in while I do it. Do you know of one?"




  "There are many nooks and crannies in the service areas in which you may rest," Harp said. "Continue your way down the current hallway. You will find your entrance."




  "And hurry," Sam whispered. "I hear voices. Contact me through Sanctuary when you awake. Then we'll figure out how to get you back to the Weaver rooms."




  "Got it. Be careful," Kelsey said, giving her hand a squeeze.




  "I'm not being hunted down. I'm fine," Sam said, squeezing back. "It's you who needs to be careful."




  They separated, each going a different way. Kelsey continued down the hall, and as Harp said, she quickly found what Harp had waiting.




  At the next cross-hall and to the right was an open area of the wall, revealing a dark opening. Kelsey rushed for it as she, too, could now hear voices. The moment she ducked inside the access opening closed.




  Indigo left her wrist to hover in front of her, adding his light to the dim access-way lights. "Harp provided me several locations."




  "Lead the way. I'm ready for a rest," Kelsey said. She knew she would promptly fall asleep, too.




  "Harp wishes to speak with you," Indigo said, slowing down when Kelsey couldn't keep up.




  "Is the connection secure?" Kelsey asked as they made a turn into an even narrower tunnel.




  "Yes. I would not allow it if it were not.




  "Then go ahead."




  "You said you are here for a band repair?" Harp's voice asked, coming from Indigo's body.




  "That's correct. It's the only reason my team and I risked coming back," Kelsey said. Indigo stopped over a circle in the ground. When Kelsey joined him, she found it to be a small miniature elevator like what they'd used at Tower Epnos.




  "It is indeed a risk. The issue of your band choosing to remain with you is now known among the Weavers and the Weaver Council are finding themselves asked uncomfortable questions," Harp said.




  "As they should," both Kelsey and Indigo said at the same time. Kelsey wondered how much Sam's team had to do with the rumors and talking.




  "They are anxious to deal with you so the questions stop. The place Indigo is leading you to is near one of my power conduits. It will help further shield you from detection." Harp paused before adding, "I may also have a solution for you if you are in further need of a Weaver room."




  "I am. Today's repair session was not enough. I may need several," Kelsey said. The new service tunnel grew wider with smooth panels lining both sides.




  "In the last Weaver outfitting before the Jaenos cut-off Weaver rooms were installed for use by retired Weavers, so the normal rooms in the Weaver section were not overwhelmed with use. They are less frequently used," Harp said.




  Kelsey paused, a tweak of pain coming from her band. It quickly faded, but it reminded her of how much more she had to go. "Infrequently enough for me to use it for a good stretch?"




  "If I close the door with a warning of the area down for maintenance, it will," Harp said.




  Kelsey grinned. They might be able to do this in a decent amount of time after all. "We'll need to let Sam know. She's worried about getting me back into the other Weaver rooms without being seen."




  "I will notify her privately. Now for the bad news." Kelsey stopped to lean against a panel-lined wall. Of course there would have bad news. Harp sounded apologetic as she said, "I have received a personnel status report from the computer module overseeing the Weaver area. Your team arrived safely and are now in full quarantine. I cannot contact them."




  Kelsey closed her eyes. Of course the Weaver Council would make it hard on her team once they arrived. She should have known what they would do. "Which also means I can't contact them anytime soon, either."




  ***




  




  





  Meiri enjoyed the rest, despite the cold of the snowy landscape outside the tent. Hadrian, not so much, but then he'd never been a good patient.




  "Even when you were a child, you complained and moaned at the simplest illness," Meiri said, bringing another vitamin drink out of her band for him.




  "I'm cold, I'm in pain. What do you expect me to do?" Hadrian demanded, rolling over without opening the drink.




  He would drink it eventually, so she left it beside his bed. Still, despite knowing this habit, the larger tent Weavers used for more long-duration stays grew small. So much so that she did what she didn't want to do.




  Left him behind to explore the local Strings.




  Hadrian said to stay on the look-out for the other team. So they could follow them into Sanctuary and use their diversion to allow Hadrian to use the same facilities the Kelsey girl would need.




  A good plan, but seeing other Weavers in the Strings wasn't always easy. She decided to look for the one thing that was easy: finding Sanctuary.




  Easy for any band to do. Like the old Jaenos Throne Egg, all bands were attuned to it, even homing in on it by themselves in an emergency. It didn't take much looking around to locate its direction and distance.




  Not a long Jump, but far enough Hadrian would feel it, no matter how much he rested or how fast she traveled.




  Hadrian rested fitfully as Meiri took regular excursions into the Strings, hoping to be lucky enough to be in the Strings when the other team passed by. For fun, she practiced approaching and leaving difficult Universal Groups. It also gave her the extra time she needed in the Strings.




  As well as a break from Hadrian's more bothersome complaining waking moments. Meiri attempted to calm herself. Her son was with her and they were doing well. Injured, yes, but alive and with a plan. A plan fraught with danger.




  Still, the moment she thought she saw the trace of the other team she felt overwhelming relief. Once she confirmed it, she raced back to the Universe where she'd left Hadrian.




  Coming out of the Shift just outside the flap of the tent, she went about getting them ready as fast as she could.




  "Get up and dressed," Meiri said, shaking his shoulder before she turned to her own bedding. In short order she had hers folded and put into band storage.




  Still he didn't move from where he was laying on his side with his face to the outside of the tent.




  Meiri grabbed the edge of the blanket and jerked it off him.




  "Hey!" Hadrian sat up, eyes blinking.




  "I told you to get up and get dressed. Are we regressing to your teens?" Meiri folded the blanket with several deftly made folds, then storing it.




  "I am not a child," Hadrian said, scowling up at her.




  "So you say." Meiri snatched his pillow out from under him before he could lay back down again. "The other team is on their way to Sanctuary. Do you want to go or not?"




  That fully woke him. He reached for his clothes, even while cringing with the pain. She didn't know how his band tolerated the damage. Most would have died by now. But, not her strong Hadrian.




  Meiri gave a shudder at that thought. A band dying.




  She purposely pushed it form her head, thinking of all the nice places on Sanctuary she would like to visit while they were there. Such as the Observation Lounge. One of the small garden rooms.




  Wondering what meals they would serve the day they arrived. Hoping to sit down to share one with her son. To introduce him to all those who once tried to convince her he was dead.




  When Hadrian stood up to put on his shirt, he said, "Remember, we Shift the moment we land."




  Meiri dealt with the rest of his bedding, putting the remaining few items into storage. "I still do not understand how this will work. Sanctuary is designed to prevent Weaver travel except to and from the landing-rooms."




  Fully dressed again, and despite the pain she could still see in his eyes, he told her confidentially, "Through the travel-link, my band and I will give you a target you cannot miss."




  ***




  




  





  "Give the reason for the quarantine or release us," Bonn said, refusing to stand down from the much larger Nosk Weaver Council member. Loor may sit on the council, but Bonn was the elder of the two and with more field experience.




  On top of that, Bonn was more than tired of being kept inside one of the landing rooms instead of moved to another part of the Weaver area on Sanctuary. Arriving Weavers were simply not treated this way. It compounded to the point that he was unwilling to allow the Weaver Receiver rest until they solved the issue.




  "Your team will remain in quarantine until cleared," Weaver Loor said again, also refusing to back away. "Your cooperation in this matter is not the point of the quarantine."




  "Tusk-warts. It is, and you know it," Bonn said, sensing Thalen had come up behind him. He hoped only for moral support and not to add to the argument. So, he tackled the subject avoided so far directly. "Weaver Kelsey is safe where we left her. I hope to speak to the Weaver Council over her status while I am here."




  "You will turn her over to us now," Weaver Loor said, his ears straight up and aware. So, the man wished to argue about that particular subject?




  Bonn had a good way to sidestep the argument, as well as get in front of the Weaver Council. One he fully intended to use to gain as much time as possible. "You haven't asked about the extra people with my team. Did the Weaver Council also go blind?"




  A Weaver standing near the door, one of the Guardian Weaver Teams if Bonn was correct, almost laughed. Stopped it in time, but still made enough of a sound for Loor to glare back at him.




  "I demand to see Weaver Ourmain on the issue," Bonn said. "As soon as possible. The ones we rescued deserve no less than to be greeted by him."




  "You will not dictate who your Weaver Receiver is," Weaver Loor said, yet Bonn saw one of the guards near the door whisper something to the other, and then one of them disappeared through the door.




  Just as Bonn hoped. He'd used the word 'rescue' purposely for that reason. Too bad it went past Noor in his narrow-sightedness of hunting Kelsey.




  Hunting narrow view. A shortcoming of his species. Like Bonn had been guilty of when first hunting down Hadrian to the detriment of his team. He would not allow his natural predisposition as a hunter cloud his judgment again.




  He also realized it could give him the advantage over Loor.




  "You are here as Receiver, are you not?" Bonn asked. "You are of the Weaver Council as well as a Weaver Receiver for the landing rooms, and yet have you confirmed and recorded the identities of all those in the room?"




  Bonn paused to glance at the others. Zia hovered near Ariana, looking unsure. This should not be her first introduction to the Weavers. Then there were Aspera and Dolfus Archard. Standing together so dignified, waiting their turn. Back to Sanctuary after so many years.




  Their turn would come now.




  "Bon of Rogwar, Thalen Grey, Ariana of the Jitnee," Weaver Loor said. "You have obviously brought natives of universes. Despite our guidelines. Do not speak to me of my job."




  "By my count, you accounted for only half of those here," Bonn said, turning back fully to him, noting the thick door opening.




  A man appeared, dressed in the heavier armor-like clothing of Guardian Weavers. As if he were expecting problems. A younger man, but of just the species Bonn hoped for.




  "Guardian Weaver Caranis, I am glad to see you," Bonn said, gesturing the Chisomi Guardian forward. "We have much to tell you, including the discovery of a species who managed to harness the power of several Phoenix Eggs to control the splitting of Universes and harness the resulting energy."




  Guardian Caranis stopped to look at Weaver Loor. "Why was I not informed of this upon arrival."




  Loor glared at Bonn. "Because Weaver Bonn chose this exact moment to reveal this information."




  "I have attempted to speak to you on numerous subjects, Weaver Loor, but you have only one target on your mind to the exclusion of all else." Bonn turned his attention to Guardian Caranis. "We have also been waiting to be taken to a decontamination room to continue our interviews and reports. If Weaver Loor is unable to provide the basics in Weaver dignity, perhaps you would?"




  Bonn heard a Jitnee laugh, and hoped the two in front of them would mistake it as one of the simple sharp purr it sounded like to outsiders. Loor's ears came forward, and his eyes narrowed as well as his pupils. So far into the hunt. So far out of control.




   "First, clarify. There is a mention of native life of a Universe brought with you?" Guardian Caranis asked.




  Bonn gestured to all of them. "Are they Native life brought with us against Weaver guidelines? Guardian Caranis, I ask you to look and decide."




  Guardian Caranis studied each in turn, but he didn't get very far. Just as Bonn expected.




  "Two Chisomi with you?" Guardian Caranis looked between Bonn and Loor. "What is the meaning of this? Where did this team come from? How is it two Chisomi wearing only travel bands are here?"




  "Weaver Loor is concerned only over Kelsey Hale, to the exclusion of all else. He is in the head of a hunt. I ask that you take over the receiving of this team, Guardian Caranis," Bonn said, pleased to finally make the official request even though he knew it harmed his standing with Weaver Loor. "While we may have crippled the technology of the creatures known as the Dividers, a Guardian team should be dispatched to ensure it."




  "Do you truly believe your maneuvering will work? Guardian Caranis has two teams out now searching for your missing team member," Weaver Loor said.




  "Nothing of what you describe corresponds with currently watched situations. Yet, it bears investigation." Guardian Caranis glanced at the Archards. The fact the Guardian paid such close attention to the mention of the Dividers relieved Bonn. It gave him hope for their group of Weavers.




  Bonn motioned the two forward. "Good. Two of our party can provide historical information on the threat I speak of. It was the Dividers who hunted them down and ultimately meant the injury and loss of their bands." He glared at Weaver Loor. "How dare you not clarify the identity of each in this room in your hunter's glare. These two do not deserve your dismissal. They have been through enough."




  "Then introduce them to me," Guardian Caranis said, giving a nod towards the two in a first greeting.




  "My honor and privilege." Bonn stood back and with a arm outstretched, said, "I give you the long-missing Weavers Aspera and Dolfus Archard. They are most anxious to rejoin with their son at the Sanctuary Foundlings home." 
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  THE INTRODUCTION ACCOMPLISHED what Bonn hoped. Guardian Caranis took over the investigation of the team, requesting Councilman Loor to ask more of the Weaver Council and Guardians to join them in one of the larger decontamination room.




  Bonn found it amusing. With various members of the council descending on them to participate in the debriefing, Councilman Loor believed he'd won. Guardian Caranis was pleased with the information provided and the rescue of two missing Weavers.




  Yet, Bonn knew he'd won. With their formal processing, their names would filter to Sanctuary's computer. With Kelsey already out there contacting Harp, she would soon know what had happened to them, and could perhaps speak to Queen Delayne on their behalf.




  If Kelsey was physically capable of it. Her status when they landed concerned him. The travel-link shared with all of them the pain radiating from her injured band.




  He knew the Weavers didn't know she'd arrived. If they did, they wouldn't still be asking for her location. Which means she must have arrived to Samanya safely and hopefully already using the band services available in the Weaver rooms.




  "I believe we can allow a visual reuniting," Guardian Caranis said, rising from the chair where he'd been seated in front of Aspera and Dolfus. "First, clearance from Doctor Imberia and then we will settle you in a new room."




  "And Gerart?" Aspera asked, standing as well.




  "We will bring him to a visiting booth while you are still in quarantine. There is no point allowing him to believe he is a foundling for one moment more than necessary," Guardian Caranis said.




  As Aspera broke down in new tears. Her husband hugged her tight. Guardian Caranis turned to Bonn. "And thank you for bringing them back to us."




  Bonn inclined his head. One happy ending for the day on the way. "It needed to be done. It was our pleasure."




  "Kelsey felt the same," Thalen said from a nearby chair. "Which is why she was willing to stay behind while we escorted the three with us. Two missing Weavers, and then our other find."




  Guardian Caranis's attention followed where he pointed, to Zia sitting quietly next to him.




  "A full Weaver band, yet not of a traditional Weaver species," Guardian Caranis said.




  "As we explained," Dolfus said, coming up to them. "The band chose her."




  "Specifically a travel-band," Thalen added. He sat forward in his chair. "As with the Archard's, it was only right that she come here, as well."




  Zia shot up to her feet, and said so fast that her words ran together, "My name is Zia Winters and I'm here to train as a Weaver with the full blessings of both my parents."




  Guardian Caranis gave a good-natured laugh. "Travel-bands have become full bands in the past. I will leave you with the Weaver's Council to discuss the matter."




  Zia glanced to the side where two of the Council sat interviewing Ariana. "You mean the ones that would hardly talk to us before?"




  "When in the heat of a hunt, Councilman Loor is not the best example. Most of the Council is more rational," Bonn said.




  "Indeed they are. If you will excuse me, I will see to the Archards." Guardian Caranis disappeared with the two out the only exit of the shielded room.




  Bonn wished he could see the reunion. From how Kelsey described Gerart, the boy would be ecstatic to once again see his parents. Perhaps it would help his mental problems and permit him to eventually return to normal classes again.




  Bonn turned away from the door to find Weaver Ourmain sitting tall and straight in one of the high-backed chairs in front of Thalen and Zia. His whiskers twitched as he studied the girl.




  "So, a travel-band called you?" Weaver Ourmain asked.




  Zia nodded. "Yes sir. When I was about six years old. That's how I could find where Mother hid it."




  "And it has become active?" he asked.




  "Only in the past year, yes." She rubbed at it. "It did many strange things, like food disappearing from my dinner plate, but the Archards told me what was happening and helped me start learning the simple things. Well, what they could without any bands themselves."




  "I would like to ascertain the condition of the band. Will you permit it?" Weaver Ourmain asked.




  Zia turned frantic looks to Bonn and Thalen. "But, I don't want it taken off. I like it. I want to be a Weaver."




  Weaver Ourmain's ears twitched, the skin between his eyes and rounded furry ears wrinkling. "Why do you believe I would attempt to remove it?"




  Once again, Zia cast frantic looks towards Bonn and Thalen, biting at her lower lip.




  "Very simple answer to that. You wish to remove Kelsey's band," Thalen said.




  "Which is a completely different situation," Master Ourmain said sharply. "A band is returned to the Strings once the life of its Weaver ends. Zia Winter's band did not belong to another as a full band before she bonded with it."




  "Does that mean the Council is open to Zia joining the ranks of the Weavers?" Bonn asked. "I can attest to her parent's approval for such training."




  "Of course we are open. There is no reason to deny her if the band called to her." Weaver Ourmain sounded quite testy in the comment.




  He jumped off the chair and walked to Zia. He sat on his haunches in front of her, his thick Jitnee tail wrapped around his feet. Sitting straight and tall, and yet his head barely came up over Zia's waist. "First, we must ascertain the level of your band's development as well as your bonding. If you will allow it, the band, please?"




  With a nod of encouragement from Bonn, Zia extended her band-arm. Bonn didn't bother tensing when Weaver Ourmain lifted his own band-arm to come up directly under hers.




  Weaver Ourmain may be wrong about Kelsey's situation, but he always stated what he believed aloud. There was little subterfuge in the current Jitnee leading the Weaver's Council.




  The band-to-band touch was brief. Weaver Ourmain dropped his band-arm, and looked up at her, tilting his head. "Very good. The Archards have taught you well. Not surprising, considering their experience." 




  Zia gave a wide relieved smile. "Then there are no problems?"




  "No problems with your band or your bonding."




  "As we told you there wasn't," Thalen said to her.




  "I know, but it's the Council that decides if I train or not," Zia said, giving Bonn an internal cringe. Open training. The one thing Kelsey had been denied, and something Zia, belonging to human-type species, would now have.




  "When can I start? I'm so excited to. The Weavers of Bonn's team have been so good at helping me, even though we've known each other for such a short time," Zia rambled. She stopped, grinning again. "I'm ready now."




  "Yes, I can see you are. I will speak to the Council about your placement." Upon seeing the glance Zia threw towards Bonn and Thalen, Weaver Ourmain added, "No, you will not train with this group. This group does not comprise of a Council-sanctioned team. Your training will continue with another."




  Weaver Ourmain stood and turned away, heading back towards Ariana and the other council member still talking with her.




  "I hoped, a little bit," Zia murmured as she sat back down.




  "It is as we warned you," Bonn said, taking the chair Weaver Ourmain had just vacated, choosing his words carefully for he knew they were being listened to every minute. "Be assured you will find yourself placed with an experienced Weaver team leader and trainer."




  "Be happy for the opportunity," Thalen added, giving her a smile. "You were just given your dream. Don't take it for granted."




  Which turned Bonn's attention to Thalen. Another of his team with a band not originally of his own.




  ***




  




  





  Meiri hurried as fast as she could through the Strings. Each radiating surge of pain from Hadrian's band broke her heart.




  She knew that with every moment they remained in the Strings the pain would grow worse. Despite how much pain Meiri received through the travel-link, what Hadrian was going through would be so much worse.




  A fast turn, narrowing down towards the ping of Sanctuary. The plans of what she wanted to do, the places to visit, all disappeared. Her one focus came to the landing.




  Other Weaver teams joined in the Strings connecting Sanctuary to the world of the Strings. It made it crowded, but hopefully it would also provide cover for what was to come.




  Meiri crowded the team traveling in front of her, bringing her and Hadrian down for a landing at almost the same moment in the very next landing room. The energy leaking out from the Strings would provide them at least a second of cover while the computers systems in the area reset from the disruption.




  Meiri grabbed Hadrian as he slumped to the floor.




  "No, now," He ground out.




  Through their travel-link she got an impression. Not of a face or form, but of a pattern of energy. Assuming it was what he meant for her to Shift to, she did as told. Hoping as she did that she wasn't sending them to their death.




  The Shift lasted the blink of an eye. She felt a hard wall of energy part way through it. Only her head-long flight with no going back pushed them through. Even so, her band protested, feeling a painful tingling.




  They re-emerged in a circular room with glass-fronted rooms on all sides, with halls leading out both ends. The musty smell of something familiar assaulted her nose, but she had no time to place it. Hadrian continued his collapse to the floor.




  "We made it." Meiri knelt behind him, trying to help him stay upright. "Now we need to get you help."




  "A… moment," Hadrian gasped out, pain infusing every word. He breathed heavily, as if trying to catch his breath. Beads of sweat appeared on his skin.




  The pain still coming through the travel-link concerned her. She'd expected it to abate once they left the Strings. Instead, it was as bad as ever.




  She tugged on his arm, hoping to get him back to his feet. He was simply too heavy for her to carry. "No, I know where we need to go."




  "The band-hunter returns," a husky Mokosi voice said just before a body from behind knocked Meiri over.




  Meiri went flying as Hadrian dropped heavily to the floor. Pain blossomed from where she struck her elbow on the hard tiled floor.




  She rolled as hard fast footsteps followed their fall, charging her band to fire an energy burst…




  Only to hold the energy back.




  Over Hadrian stood Weaver Kiaikik, a member of the Weaver Council.




  "Meiri, fire!" Hadrian shouted.




  But, Meiri lay there on the floor, her arm band outstretched, unable. This was one of the Weaver Council. Yes, one of those who took her out of active duty, but a Weaver should always respect them. For their function if nothing else.




  Weaver Kiaikik's wide torso turned, bringing his band-tentacle to face Hadrian. "Through my stasis healing I dreamed of our reunion."




  "Not interested," Hadrian shouted, firing off his own energy burst.




  Energy burst and shield impacted. Weaver Kiaikik fell backwards and slid across the floor.




  Meiri scrambled for her feet, shouting, "You do not fire upon one of the Weaver's Council!"




  Hadrian curled back up in pain, before pushing himself violently from Meiri's hand restraining his band-arm. "If I am attacked, I will defend myself."




  "Meiri Thorien still believes this one belongs to her?" Weaver Kiaikik came back to all four feet slower than Meiri had seen him move in the past. He must be injured. Would be why he was in the Mokosi hospital wing? "She does not know your true nature."




  "Enough." Meiri struggled to keep from yelling, no matter how she wanted to. No more fighting. She didn't want to fight while here at Sanctuary. This was a safe place to rest, and rest sounded so wonderful. "We are here to reconnect Jaenos. Nothing more."




  "Tell him nothing," Hadrian said at her.




  "But, he could help. He will listen. The Mokosi are good listeners," Meiri said. Not just because they had at least four ears, but also because of how their two brains worked together.




  "Sanctuary, an old enemy is in our midst," Weaver Kiaikik shouted.




  Hadrian uncurled and lifted his band-arm. Not aimed at Weaver Kiaikik, but at the ceiling. An energy burst blossomed, illuminating the mottled white and brown pebbled ceiling.




  An alarm momentarily blared before cutting off. Half the lights went out.




  Computer alarms and beeping erupted from the rooms surrounding the circular opening of the hall. Meiri's breath caught in her throat. "No, not here. The patients in intensive care need the systems."




  "You expect the murderer within your midst to care of such things, Weaver Meiri?" Weaver Kiaikik demanded. His shield held against Hadrian's next volley, but he still hit one of the sliding-glass doors of one of the rooms hard.




  "No, no! Stop firing!" She frantically searched the area. Weaver Kiaikik might not be moving or recovering fast, but neither was Hadrian. Not enough to get them out of the area. It would only be a matter of time before security arrived in their area. Already, robotic care units from other parts of the hospital were moving into the other rooms.




  Meiri ran through the zipping robotic units for the entrance of one of the halls. She grabbed the handle of one of the hovering low-slung beds.




  Two more energy bursts behind her signaled the continuing of the fight between the two. More lights blinked out, casting the entire ward into darkness.




  "Meiri, help me!" Hadrian shouted.




  With a Weaver light floating over her band to help light her way, Meiri rushed back as fast as she could.




  Hadrian lay on the floor, breathing hard and fast. Through their travel-link, his band screamed out in agony. She must get him away from here. The energy bursts on top of the Jump could permanently damage his band, if it hadn't already.




  Meiri stopped the bed just behind him. So far Weaver Kiaikik hadn't fired on her, but she didn't want to get in his way. An attack she still didn't understand. Why would no one listen? Why did so many not want the way to Jaenos to reopen?




  "I'm here. Get on." She snaked her arms under his arms and pulled him up and back.




  Her little boy had certainly grown up. He was so heavy now with the full weight of a grown man. Even with Hadrian's limited help, it took great effort to get him on the edge of the bed.




  With him sitting on the edge, she swiveled him around. She heard a grunt from Weaver Kiaikik's direction. Meiri didn't pause. She grabbed the handle of the bed and started running down the hall.




  Past a new set of robotic caretakers. Past others of Weaver's Kiaikik's species. She didn't stop at their cries of surprise or demands as she raced through the halls. She just kept going.




  "To the right. We need to get closer to the Weaver area," Hadrian said from where he lay on the bed working to catch his breath.




  "Too dangerous," Meiri said, trying to think of where else to take him. The general Weaver rooms she'd used in the Chisomi section made sense. They were open to everyone and lay well away from the main Weaver area.




  "To the right. I know where to go. I saw the place we need the last time I was here," Hadrian said. "Listen to my band. It remembers, as well."




  Now a band she would listen to. It would know what it needed.




  Still, connecting so fully to his pain-ravaged band set her nerves even higher on edge. But, she did so. And, within it was the direction.




  Out of the hospital wing, and down the other Mokosi halls. Even as a general security shut-down of the area happened, Meiri kept going. Out of the area and into those belonging to the Weavers. She stopped her running only once she found the place.




  So shielded, but not with only the shielding of the Weaver area. It had something more.




  Meiri brought the bed to a stop inside the closest room her band and Hadrian's band agreed possessed what they needed.




  "The old quarters," Meiri said out loud as she looked around the dim room. She now remembered it.




  Sitting apart from the end of the current Weaver area, it was an area first designed to as a Weaver area. Then it was discovered it had a dangerous proximity to the mid-Sanctuary engines and other important systems and the new facilities were built. Her band could sense the energy from the engines wash over them even now, despite the shielding.




  She'd heard they'd been kept there as emergency backup. Now, here they were. The old rooms Meiri remembered from her early days as a Weaver.




  The questions was, did the systems still work? Were they kept in good repair?




  She started checking by using her own band. The first room didn't have any working chairs at all. The second had one chair with partial power, but Hadrian's band would need much more than that. No way would she risk her son to possibly malfunctioning equipment.




  The third room provided what she needed. Two chairs side-by-side still in operational condition. Meiri pulled the bed as close to one of the chairs as she could. Hadrian's breathing had slowed, but he still found it difficult to stand or move.




  With a lot of tugging, pulling, and lifting, she got him up, turned around, and into the chair. As he slumped into the back of the chair, she positioned his band-arm and brought the servicing arm down on top of it.




  Hadrian gave a pain-filled sigh of relief. The pain radiating out to Meiri through their travel-link suddenly dropped.




  Meiri collapsed into the chair next to him, letting her own band have the services of Sanctuary, hoping their run through the station wasn't noticed. "Now we both rest and heal."
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  BONN SHOT STRAIGHT up out of a hard sleep. One moment dreaming, the other back in the plain quarantine room he now shared with the remainder of his team.




  "What is it?" Thalen asked sleepily from the next bed.




  "Hadrian."




  Thalen jumped out of bed, sending his blanket sliding to the floor. Ariana's head popped up from the tight curl of body and tail she'd been sleeping in.




  "Sanctuary, Weavers, we have an invader!" Bonn shouted, reaching over to turn on the lights of the room.




  "It's faint," Thalen said as he grabbed his clothes.




  Bonn grabbed his shirt and slid it over his head. "Faint, but still there, or rather, here."




  So faint it made it difficult to find the location. If he hadn't been sleeping so fitfully, he might have missed it.




  The door slid open, letting in Guardian Caranis and Weaver Maguon, a Chisomi member of the Weaver Council.




  Guardian Caranis asked, "What is this warning of an invader?"




  "Professor Hadrian, the one my team is tracking. The one who attacked Weaver Kiaikik and attempted to steal the Sanctuary Phoenix Egg." Bonn settled his shirt into place and then pointed at one of the walls towards the floor. "There. He's here on Sanctuary now."




  "No one unauthorized has landed on Sanctuary," Weaver Maguon said. "We would have detected them."




  Bonn dared not say Kelsey did just recently, but he could say, "Hadrian did it once before."




  "Before we knew to be on watch for him," Weaver Maguon countered.




  So much Bonn could say to that. Such as, even before Bonn's reports were ignored, allowing Hadrian nearly-free entry to Sanctuary.




  "You say you sense this threat here and now?" Guardian Caranis asked.




  "My band, yes," Bonn said.




  "I sense him, as well," Ariana said.




  "As well as I, but the trace is fading," Thalen said.




  Fading fast enough he may soon not be trackable. Bonn stepped towards the two. "Take me with you, quickly. I will lead you to the place."




  "Absolutely not. You are under quarantine and shall remain here until given clearance by the Council and medical," Weaver Maguon said, putting up a hand, palm out.




  Bonn stopped, glaring at him with his full weight. "Hadrian is here, and you will do nothing?"




  "Weaver Maguon and I will investigate. Wait here," Guardian Caranis said, backing out the door.




  "You don't know where to look or how to track him," Bonn shouted after them, but the door was already closing.




  "Again, they won't listen. Typical," Ariana said, laying down her head. Bonn didn't fail to notice that not once did she uncurl. As if she was expecting this reaction.




  "Because of what happened before, and Guardian Caranis's involvement, something may happen," Thalen said, reaching down to grab his blanket. "Shy of breaking out of quarantine, there's nothing we can do about this."




  Bonn knew the truth of Thalen's words, but he still couldn't calm down enough to sleep again. So, he sat in the couch, following the moving trace until it finally faded out and disappeared.




  Hadrian so close, and Bonn helpless to do anything about it. Helpless to even give advice, since it appeared he wouldn't be believed.




  Not truly fair to the Weavers here, Bonn reminded himself. The Guardians worked hard and willingly went into dangerous situations to rescue other Weavers as well as to solve difficult String problems. Or deal with cultures like the Dividers. There were so few of them to go around, too. It was no wonder that no one found the Archards before Delphi and his team.




  Even on the Weaver Council, there were good hardworking Weavers. Their leadership simply made them too bound to the written rules of a Weaver. Such as the demand to dissipate band into the Strings after their first Weaver companion died.




  A pull went through his band, startling both him and his band. Bonn jumped up again, searching for the source before he realized what it was.
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