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Open


“I want to explain something to you…


You wanted to know the reason why people anger in the world in which you live?


Your world is time-constrained. It evolves slowly. If respected, that can be the most wondrous thing in all existence.


But in your world, you cannot let go of your past. It is ingrained into you, in every cell of your physical body, just waiting for a trigger, a trigger that will unleash the unbelievable.


And the unbelievable is that there are many flavours of reality, many truths. Some of those are hard to acknowledge.


Even though we started this, it is your past that holds you back, that in which we all played a part…”










Prologue


It was a dream so familiar.


She saw a dim light in the distance, fading in and out.


The endless struggle was before her, a cycle of birth and death; a reminder of the past, the present and the future.


All around were other lights that felt closer, like guiding blobs of luminosity, impossible to focus on. Then she was flying past speeding stars, across jewelled galaxies and silent emptiness until she reached it.


Before her was a nauseating void of nothingness, sucking everything in, an eye of noir, relentless and unstoppable. It tugged on her naval as if it might turn her inside out.


She heard a voice, a magical voice.


“It grows stronger…”


The pull was powerful, like a parent pulling a child by the arm. The pressure irresistible, the control overpowering. She could not escape and yet the feeling was consoling. She was floating home.


The voice spoke again.


“You choose…


Walk to freedom…


Realise that you are looking into a mirror…


Otherwise be swallowed…”


As she stared at the darkness consuming all the light around, she felt primordial panic, as if she was trying to escape, trying to fight against the unstoppable force.


Then she heard another voice speak to her. It sounded like her father. She hadn’t heard that voice for so long.


“There is no reason to fight it, Elera. It is part of you.”


The void was waiting. Its pull had ceased.


Then she was inside the eye of nothingness. She had dispersed, absorbed by a power beyond the world she knew. The blobs of glowing awareness returned, surrounding her, tenderly cushioning her.


The darkness faded to light and she opened her eyes.


She was on her bed and someone was beside her. She couldn’t think. She still felt disparate, as if she had dissolved into the essence of the world. She could not get her bearings.


Tears began to stream, down her soft cheeks to her ears. She wept silently, unable to fathom why. The cleansing sunlight bathed her face from a window in front of her, drying her eyes. Thoughts began to spring into her mind.


A new day had arrived and with it a gripping revelation. She could no longer determine what was real and what was not, what was the past and what was the present. That uncertainty of reality had freed her somehow. Her tears were those of freedom. The unknown was now her dear friend.


The voice of her father still echoed in her ears. She stood up and walked over to the window, opening the curtains and looking out on a tranquil scene of mountains and forestland. Her body felt shaken, as if she had just travelled a long distance. She could not focus.


Then she saw something, bouncing energetically through the copse below. It was glowing, trying to get her attention. Still she struggled to focus. She saw eyes that sparkled like the stars. She felt an overpowering wave through her head. She closed her eyes.


When she opened them again, she sat up in her bed. The room was more solid. There was nobody lying next to her. Her recent memories were fading away and she stood up.


Seeing that the curtains were closed, she walked over and opened them with a hazy feeling of déjà vu. Looking out on the untouched landscape, there was no movement. The sun was shining brightly and warmed her from the inside out, the complete opposite of the dark void she had witnessed in her dream.


She looked back at her empty bed and feelings of love flooded her. She had felt him lying there next to her but she knew he was far away.


As the warming rays fell on her skin and energised her heart, she wondered if the journey she was now bound to would lead him back to her. 










Chapter 1 – Universal Language


3 months later


Rekesh walked slowly through one of Ciafra’s largest deserts, covering his face with a long sheet wrapped around his head. His black hair poked out through the folds, snakelike and matted.


He was determined to get to Giza as soon as possible, an ambition that had left him torn.


After taking an abandoned patrol boat from Bimini, he had reached the northern coast of Ciafra within a week. He had then ridden across the continent on horseback for three days, but he was forced to abandon his horse when it suffered from lameness due to the incorrigible terrain.


Rekesh was now on foot, somewhere in the northeastern region. He knew only to head due east to reach the Giza plateau where the ancient pyramids stood.


He kept telling himself that Elera was okay, that somehow she knew how to survive in the depths of a labyrinth that was now sealed. He fought to keep back the dreadful feeling that he would never see her again by walking faster and harder.


The hot, yellow-white sun was beating down intensely on the sand making it difficult to walk, even with thick leather-soled footwear. He decided to push past the pain and pangs of guilt that kept shooting up and down his belly.


He started to run across the desert, thinking about the moments of passion and love he had shared with Elera. Every tear he felt like shedding was turned into another determined step, and before he knew it he had been running for twenty minutes in the blazing sun. He then began to feel faint and stopped for breath.


“No, Rekesh,” he spoke to himself. “There’s no hope if you’re dead.”


He looked around for any kind of shelter and spotted a large cactus group in the distance. He quickly walked to the patch. Rekesh pulled a flask from the satchel he was carrying. It was running out of water. He drank half and rested a while behind the shade of the cactus patch.


He reflected on the moments before the pyramid entrance had collapsed. He had witnessed Elera passing through the tallest of stone doors. Then, the seabed had begun to shake.


“Elera!” Rekesh had cried out in horror as giant slabs began to slide away from the arched entryway. A flash of rumble and dust flying towards him crossed his eyes.


His memory flickered back to when he and Elera first met and the dreams they shared of exploring the world freely. They talked of sailing around the globe without fear of encountering a warship and riding without restraint across a nation on horseback.


“I want to see everything before I die,” Elera had once told him. “This planet is so beautiful, I cannot think of anything better than to see as much of it as possible together.”


An overwhelming wave of emotion started to well in Rekesh’s heart and he decided to push on, the unbearable thought that he would never see her again wavering in and out of his mind. Ahead he could see a mountain range looming in the distance.


A slight feeling of relief swept over him, as he knew that he would reach Giza more quickly if he stayed cool. The landscape of Ciafra that he had seen so far was largely barren, with only a handful of villages clustered around the coastal perimeter.


As he walked across the remainder of the desert, he spotted a small shrew with a long nose walking alongside him. The shrew seemed to be foraging for insects but after a while of fast-paced walking, Rekesh noticed that it was still close by. Its passing companionship made Rekesh feel inherently calmer and he found himself naturally focusing on his present whereabouts and understanding that life had its plan, just as Elera always persisted. He pushed on with determination.


After a few hours, he was walking into the shade of the natural giants. They looked like giant sloping slabs as the sunlight struck their streamlined crevices.


They seemed alive somehow.


As the dry sun began to disappear behind the highest peak, Rekesh started to see smoke in the distance coming from a small forested area. He began to speed up, heading in the direction of the smoke. When he reached the edge of the forest, he could make out a small clearing and a smouldering fire through the trees. He ran to the clearing and found an elderly man, wearing a cloth wrapped around his head and loose cotton clothing. There was something unusual about the man, almost as if he were emitting a soft light.


The man glanced over at Rekesh and then signalled for him to join him on a large tree stump. Rekesh sat down next to him, a little out of breath and the man reached over with a metal beaker filled with water. Rekesh took it and nodded in appreciation, taking a large sip.


“Where are you travelling to?” the elderly man asked, turning a skinned rabbit that was spit-roasting over the fire. The sight of it somehow shocked Rekesh.


“I am heading to Giza,” he answered. “How long does it take to cross this mountain range?”


“The mountains are days of travelling on foot,” the man declared. “However, these mountains have many secrets.” He smiled at Rekesh in a most peculiar but warm way. “I am Casar,” he declared. “Do you have a name, young traveller?”


The way Casar said young traveller seemed to imply to Rekesh that it meant more than a simple description. He immediately felt the man knew a lot about him.


“Rekesh,” he answered abruptly. “I need to get to Giza as quickly as possible. I travelled by boat to Anca Casa, but was stopped by some patrollers and they took all my belongings. Luckily, I found a horse trader but I set the horse free this morning.” He paused. “I have been walking since.”


Casar scratched his wiry white beard. “After this range, there is a small village where I come from. I have a horse there that you can ride. I know that you are in a most urgent situation.”


Casar’s words seemed ominous and Rekesh could not disagree with them.


“My horse should get you to Giza within a few days from the village,” the old man added. “She is no ordinary mare. She has the wind inside her.”


Rekesh’s face seemed to lighten. “That would be a great help.”


“So why are you in such a hurry, Rekesh?” Casar asked, somehow humouring him.


“You are right. I am in an urgent situation where the one person I care about more than anything is in great danger.”


“Sounds serious,” Casar said in an attentive manner. “So you are in great danger?”


The question took Rekesh aback. “No,” he said solemnly with a tone of annoyance, not sure if he had understood Casar’s question. “I have to get back to the Bimini Islands. But before I can I need the help of someone in Giza.”


“You were in Bimini?” Casar asked with astonishment. “You don’t look like a Raiceman.”


“Hey,” Rekesh said quite defensively. “How do you know what a Raiceman looks like anyway?” The annoyance had sprung to his chest all of a sudden. “And another thing, why do you think that I consider myself to be in great danger? I said it was someone I care about.”


“I mean no offence,” Casar said. “It is very hard these days to understand what people mean, don’t you agree?”


Rekesh nodded and began to feel a little calmer.


“I am from Vassini originally,” Rekesh admitted. “But I do live in Raicema most of the time.”


Casar passed a wild strawberry to Rekesh and it immediately gave him a boost of cleansing energy as he ate.


“Thank you,” he said. “So, if you live on the other side of this mountain, why are you here?”


“I stay here for some days at a time when I need to think and contemplate. The planet is changing so quickly, and coming here reminds me that the planet is part of all of us.”


Rekesh leant forward, listening with interest.


“The continent is shrinking, yet the deserts get bigger every year and have fiercer storms. Only a few hundred years ago, there were many cities on this continent that are now buried beneath the sand. I have also seen that storms are fiercer in the ocean. Have you seen this?”


“Yes,” Rekesh answered. “When I travel, I encounter many a storm that never seems to subside.”


“That is because with so much unnatural technology draining the energy of the planet, imbalances occur. The planet is becoming unstable.”


Rekesh felt a pang of annoyance at the old man’s warning, mainly due to his anxiety over Elera. It passed. “Well, it seems like there’s not much out here. No vehicles or anything. Not even an old train line.”


“Indeed, things are quite extreme. Either you find nothing or you find everything. It is almost like the tale of Lemuria, the way things have become.”


“Casar, have you heard of Lemuria?” Rekesh said with surprise. His astonishment was not only at Casar’s awareness of the concept but also at the striking coincidence that he should mention it now. It was because of Lemuria that Rekesh was trekking through Ciafra.


Casar nodded. “It is an old legend, maybe as old as Ciafra itself.”


It was a legend that had led Rekesh to places that he did not want to go, to see things that he did not want to see.


“The land of Lemuria was supposed to have held some of the most advanced life-forms this planet has ever given home to,” Casar said. “The legend has told of a nation where people had a great understanding of this planet and the universe, far more advanced than the lands that surrounded it. Of course, the idea of Lemuria could just be an ideal told to give people something to strive for. What do you think?”


Rekesh did not reply.


Casar removed the now-roasted rabbit from the fire. “It is difficult out here not to eat meat. People have gotten so used to it. Even I find it difficult, and I spend so much time here in the forest.”


He cut some with a long knife and passed it to Rekesh. Both were silent for a while whilst they ate. The sun was starting to set and the firelight began to illuminate the clearing.


The meat made Rekesh feel full quickly.


“Elera, my partner, is trapped in Bimini,” Rekesh confessed, clearly needing to relieve himself of the constant worry. “She believed we could find the location of Lemuria there.”


Casar looked both fascinated and concerned. He had the most serious of expressions on his wrinkled face. “Many have pursued the dream of Lemuria and its magical promises. What drives her in her search?”


“She loves this planet. She thought that if she could find Lemuria, peace would somehow fall over all those who seek war. It seems that many believe the opposite but I think she is right. Also, she’s a historian, so she likes to find things from the past and preserve them.”


“So the soldiers have her? Is that why she is trapped?” Casar asked.


“No,” Rekesh said, “actually she’s trapped in a ruin.”


At that statement, Casar let out a deep and mighty bellow of a laugh.


Rekesh felt a pang of anger. “It’s not funny!” he tried to say seriously, but he couldn’t quite.


Casar smiled. “She sounds like a very courageous woman. I am sure many things are there to protect her, in this ruin.”


There was silence for a while as the sound of birds getting ready to hide in their high-up nests chirped through the air. Dusk was falling.


“Forgive me, I don’t mean to sound insensitive to your dilemma, but from my perspective, the way I am communicating is particularly appropriate.”


“Why?”


Casar leaned forward, his dazzling yellow eyes coming into full view. His bushy white hair poked out from his scarf. “You will see her again,” he said seriously, almost echoing what Rekesh was thinking in his own mind.


Both men sat silently for several moments, chewing the meat slowly. Rekesh began to feel a little silly at his anxiety. He smiled at the old man who was looking at him softly.


“Why don’t you sleep here tonight? I have a spare blanket you can use and there are some branches over there that you can make a bed out of. Tomorrow I will travel with you to my village. There is a faster way to get there than walking.”


Rekesh nodded with a weak smile. He felt so tired that what Casar was suggesting seemed like the only option even though he wanted to know more. Within five minutes of building and preparing the bed, Rekesh had fallen into a deep sleep as the stars became visible through the trees above.
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As the early sun speckled through the sheltering leaves of tall Acacia trees, Rekesh awoke to see that Casar had already packed up the small camp. Casar was in the motion of stuffing a small sack with nuts and berries that he had gathered. “Ah, you are awake, young traveller!” he exclaimed as Rekesh began to get to his feet. “You were in a deep sleep. I assume you didn’t dream of anything?”


“If I did, I cannot remember,” Rekesh replied.


“Try to remove yourself from worry. It can only hold you back,” Casar advised.


Rekesh nodded but knew it would be difficult. He quickly gathered his things.


“You mentioned a quicker way to get to your village?” he reminded Casar.


“Yes, there may be a way but we must find an open space and we need to fashion some strong rope. A few miles ahead there is an open clearing. Maybe we will find rope along the way.”


Rekesh nodded and they started to walk quickly. A short while ahead, Rekesh noticed long vines hanging from tall trees.


“That’s unusual,” Casar remarked. “These vines are not from this forest, but they are strong enough for our need. Most fortunate.”


Rekesh was about to ask what they would be needed for when Casar quickly climbed the tree and retrieved the vines. Rekesh couldn’t believe the old man’s agility.


“Now we have rope, we can start the calling!” Casar exclaimed with enthusiasm.


“The calling?”


“In this mountain range lives a very strong animal. Not many people know about it but it will help us get to the edge of the range if we call it.”


“How do we do that?” Rekesh asked.


“With our minds,” Casar said, pointing to his head, the pupils of his eyes widening.


Rekesh was not surprised by what Casar was implying. He had known many shamans in Vassini who had all attested to the fact that such feats of the mind were possible, though he had never witnessed such acts himself.


Rekesh grew excited at the possibility that such a feat could be true and that he might see it happen. The two men walked for less than an hour up a steep slope until they reached a large clearing. Immediately, Casar sat in the middle of the clearing and crossed his legs. He pulled some dried sage and other herbs from his sack and lit them on the rocky floor.


“Okay, before we begin, I need to make sure you are aware of something. You see, if you do not believe what I am about to tell you then the calling will not work.”


Rekesh just nodded, not sure what to expect.


“Yesterday we talked, and you misunderstood me a few times, correct?”


“I guess,” Rekesh said in response.


“Well if you believe what I am now going to tell you, this will never be a problem again okay?”


Rekesh suddenly felt a lot of affection towards the old man, like he knew at that moment he was genuinely trying to help him.


“Besides communicating with our voices, there is an energy that you can feel directly that tells you exactly what a person means,” Casar said. “And not only a person, but an animal of any sort or even a plant.”


Rekesh was not sure he believed what Casar was telling him.


“You feel it in your throat. It is there and you have always known it.”


Suddenly Rekesh did feel like he was particularly aware of his throat area. It felt like it was wavering, like something was trying to connect to it.


“This area of your body is particularly sensitive to messages from beings in this universe. One way to really open up this energetic channel is to sing. Singing is the universal language.”


Rekesh could not disagree with what Casar was saying.


“Now listen carefully for I am going to call the creature.” He adjusted himself. “Sit as I do,” he told Rekesh. “I am going to describe the animal. When I do, visualise what I am describing in your mind and breathe in the atmosphere. Imagine your voice is calling out to the creature.”


Rekesh sat down and couldn’t help letting a feeling of scepticism take over him. But, he was willing to try if it meant speeding up his journey to Giza.


“Imagine a beautiful falcon with black and white feathers, a gold stripe running down its forehead to its beak. This falcon is as large as a lion and as calm as the mountains. When she flies, she appears as if from nowhere, silent, a great hunter.”


Rekesh concentrated hard and breathed deeply. With every breath he could feel himself becoming elated, more positive, and suddenly a clear image came to mind of the great falcon. His throat was throbbing, pulsating and he wanted to open his eyes to see. Casar started to sing softly. It was a melodic chant in a language Rekesh could not understand.


“Her eyes are bright, yellow and piercing. She soars with the wind,” Casar sung, hovering his hands over the smouldering pile of herbs.


Rekesh opened his eyes and saw Casar swaying his hands in a circular fashion, almost like he was trying to mould something. Rekesh saw a flash of the falcon’s eye in his mind.


“Now call her!”


Rekesh felt a sound come out of his and Casar’s throats, almost involuntarily. It was a deep hum. A moment later they both heard an almighty screech from somewhere in the distance.


“Good!” Casar said. “She will soon be here.”


A pang of fear suddenly struck Rekesh, but he shrugged it off and excitement quickly filled him. Within minutes the sight of the giant falcon had taken him aback.


The golden feathers of her brow illuminated her yellow eyes. The falcon was enormous, almost the same size as a horse. Casar was still singing his chant to her, dancing in a wave-like motion.


The falcon slowly descended from the sky to the clearing, and as she did Casar quickly piled berries and nuts onto the floor from his sack. She landed gracefully and gazed carefully at Rekesh and Casa, but then began to eat the food that Casar had laid out.


“Slowly walk to her left side,” Casar instructed Rekesh, whilst walking to her right. He threw one end of the vine rope to Rekesh so it was draping over her back. Casar crawled underneath and tied the rope several times. Rekesh was astonished that the falcon allowed Casar to do this. The great creature seemed to be allowing herself to be harnessed, in fact, she seemed most comfortable with him.


“Hold on tightly to the rope until we are in the air, then wrap the rope around her claw so you don’t swing wildly.”


Before Rekesh could fully contemplate what was about to happen, the falcon flapped her giant wings and lifted off with ease, sending Casar and Rekesh swaying intensely on the ends of the rope.


Casar slowly climbed up with dexterity and wrapped the length of the rope gently around her claw and the end around his own foot, making a foothold. Rekesh found Casar’s sense of balance hard to believe. He followed Casar’s lead and saw that the falcon had already flown high above the highest mountain peak.


It was hard to breathe so high up. She flew elegantly over several forests, tall mountains and smaller hills. The view was breathtaking and for the time Rekesh was flying through the air he forgot that he was a human and saw the world through the eyes of a bird.


Then, the falcon started to descend. She was heading for a large forest clearing. As she leaned back to land, Rekesh lost his footing and began to swing wildly again. The great bird landed gently, fully aware of the presence of the two men, allowing Rekesh to fall softly as he could no longer hold the vine.


“At the end of this forest is my village!” Casar announced as he untied himself. He slid the rope over the giant bird’s silky black feathers and stroked them for a while. She seemed to return his affection. He looked at her and gestured his gratitude.


She looked forward and then quickly flew off.


“I can’t believe what just happened!” Rekesh said, a new energy flowing through him as he looked up at the creature in the sky. “And she was so tame.”


“Come,” Casar urged. “There is still a day for you to travel by horse to reach Giza.”


Rekesh felt warmed by the man’s concern over his situation and they both pushed on through the forest. Within half an hour they had arrived at a bustling village, with traders selling wheat, rice and dried meats.


“My dwelling isn’t far from here,” Casar said, navigating his way through the crowds.


Rekesh noticed militants on the roofs of some of the stone buildings with scarves wrapped around their faces. They were carrying guns and other sharp weapons.


Both men turned down a small alley with only a few market stalls. Next to a small wooden table with a man selling scrap metal was a polished wooden door. Casar nodded to the man behind the table and he opened the door with a key.


Inside, the place was filled with metallic gadgets and contraptions. Rekesh quickly deduced that Casar was some sort of astronomer from the large telescope sitting at the back of the room. To the left was an old barn door and the sound of horses shuffling could be heard from the other side. There were wall-hangings scattered around the room, all with strange symbols on them, some of simple geometric shapes and others with complicated patterns of stars and circles.


“Before you set off,” Casar said, “I want to show you something.” He went to the back of the room where there were stacks of scrolls piled up on each other. He picked up one off the top and spread it across a large table. “When I am here, I observe the stars at night,” he told Rekesh, who now saw that the scroll was actually a plot of the stars. “I have observed something that is very unusual. Here…” Casar pointed to a position within the solar system that was illustrated on the map. “…This entity appears from time to time but it is not a star. It does not follow an orbit either. Take this map to Giza. It is very much connected to the journey that you are on.”


Rekesh was puzzled but agreed and put the rolled-up map in a satchel.


“This entity has got closer to this planet each time I have observed it,” Casar added. “It is a warning.”


Then he leaned in close to Rekesh in a manner that made him feel slightly uncomfortable. He whispered to Rekesh.


“That scroll is the future,” he said quite ominously. “We can change the future. It is in our hands.”


Rekesh did not know what to say, so he looked around Casar’s dwelling instead, unsure if he was crazy. His face seemed to be emitting the same strange light as when he had first seen him in the forest.


“What do all these symbols mean?” Rekesh asked, pointing to the wall-hangings. For a split second Casar’s eyes looked like they were glowing.


“Remember I was telling you about communicating using the energy of your throat?” Casar said in response. “The way we used to call the eagle of the mountain?”


Rekesh nodded but was still in some disbelief about how that entire event had taken place.


“Well, these symbols are another universal way of communicating. Not everyone understands these symbols at face value, but deep down, we all understand what they mean. Some of these symbols are the oldest form of written language in the world and are still used today even though most people don’t even realise that they mean anything significant.”


Rekesh was intrigued by the concept but was eager to start travelling.


“The stars too,” Casar said. “The skies speak to us.”


Rekesh nodded and thanked Casar for his help. He was then led through the old door where two stallions and a mare were feeding.


“Take care of her,” Casar said, patting the horse on the right.


“I will,” Rekesh vowed.


“She has won races in the past,” he announced, obviously proud. “Make sure she goes to a good home.”


Rekesh nodded with reassurance to Casar, eager to depart. “Just one question before I go – who were those masked men on the rooftops?”


“They are spies for Raicema,” he told Rekesh. “They work for the ruler of the city where your boat was taken, King Rufi of Anca Casa, but Rufi works for the Raiceman government.”


Rekesh nodded and mounted the horse.


“Head out of this back lane and you will reach the desert. Take this…” he handed Rekesh a small compass, “…and head due east. You will reach the Giza plateau before you know it.”


“Thank you for everything,” he said, holding Casar’s arm with gratitude. He could not quite believe that he had met such a knowledgeable and helpful individual. He held on to the horse’s leather saddle and sprung over its strong, arched back.


“Her name is Firefly,” Casar told Rekesh, patting his strong friend on the neck one more time.


Rekesh nodded and cantered off along the dusty path, his focus on one thing only. He was determined to reach Giza as soon as possible.










Chapter 2 – A Day in Seho


The village of Seho, situated on the eastern coast of the continent of Ciafra, was a rural community that survived in segregation from the rest of the world.


Isolated in a secluded bay, it was rare that an outsider set foot on the hot sands of the small fishing village. With only a handful of cities remaining on the shrinking continent of Ciafra, most of the land was desert. Where vegetation did still thrive, a remote village would exist there. Trees and bushes still grew in Seho, however the people of the village looked increasingly to the sea to supply them with the nourishment they needed.


On one particular morning, a village elder by the name of Javu was telling the younger villagers of Seho about the concept of summoning before their first school lesson. The children were sitting on an open grassed area, surrounded by dusty fields.


“I’m sure that as you all go about your lives you notice the things around you,” Javu was saying. “Every day we see animals, shrubs and trees, rocks and the sand around us, the ocean and the sky.”


Some of the children looked up into the bright blue sky.


“Everything you see has its place in a natural and constantly changing universe of energy. There is also energy in many things that we cannot see.” Javu gazed around as if looking at things that were invisible to everyone else. “We can call upon this energy to help us in situations that we find ourselves in every day. I call this ability summoning.”


The twenty or so young children were all sat in a circle, looking up with interest at the leathery-skinned old man, his long grey beard crisping in the hot sun.


“And it is not only humans that have been endowed with this skill. Every living being on the planet, including the planet itself, summons energy in one way or another.”


“Can you show us how to summon?” one boy asked, his eyes lit up with excitement.


“You already know how,” Javu told the children. “Whenever we talk or move, we are summoning energy. We are not always aware that we are doing so because we talk and move so often. But when you become aware of how you affect the world around you in terms of the energy you summon, you can achieve unbelievable things!”


Every child’s eyes were fully open, excited by the notion.


“Show us, Javu!” many of them said melodically in unison.


“Well, I will have to concentrate to show you an example. It will only be simple though and something you could all easily do yourselves.”


He smiled at the group of children mischievously. Standing up straight, he outstretched both of his arms with his palms facing up. He closed his eyes and began to breathe deeply and quietly. The children looked on with expectancy. There was silence for many moments.


Then, two small insects that had been buzzing around in the air began to fly around Javu’s head. Javu continued to breathe in slowly and methodically, which seemed to affect both flies overhead. The heat was starting to make Javu’s body radiate.


Then, with a shimmered buzz, the insects separated and landed peacefully on each of his palms. It looked like they were both cleaning themselves. The children all let out a sigh of amazement, mouths half open.


Javu opened his eyes and the insects flew away.


“I summoned energy to connect with those two insects. Through that energy I created a bond with them.”


Some of the children were smiling at what they had seen.


“Of course, few people have managed to understand that summoning is not a form of evil magic. Far from it, to summon is but a simple gift that all human beings, indeed all beings, have been given.”


Everyone could hear the soothing sound of waves crashing into sea in the distance.


“An agreement!” Javu exclaimed, cupping his hand around his ear.


The heat seemed to be rising with every minute that passed, like a fire that had just started burning properly.


“In the big cities, people summon and use a tremendous amount of energy, yet they are often the most oblivious to that energy. Even though it surrounds them constantly, if someone like me told them about it, it is likely that they would laugh at me and think I was crazy. Why do you think someone would react like that?”


“Because they are scared?” a young girl suggested.


“Yes, exactly,” Javu replied. “People can get afraid of what they do not understand. Though we are all children of the earth, of this planet, there can be great differences in the ways that we learn about it as we grow up. Some see this planet as food alone. I see it as my mother.”


The children all smiled.


“It is unfortunate that some people do not learn from those who have come before them. And sometimes, it is unfortunate that some people do…” Javu’s thoughts trailed off to his own concerns in life, of the suppression and greed that he had witnessed through his lifetime. “In Raicema, the leaders there have not learnt at all from the mistakes of the past and continue to take as much as they can from the planet.”


Again, Javu’s thoughts trailed off.


“Here in Ciafra and in many other places on the earth, our ancestors left us many valuable pieces of knowledge,” he said after a while. “They were brave in the face of danger.”


“Ancestors?” A stocky boy asked. “Like my grandmother?”


“Well, I’m sure your grandmother can teach you many good things, Gunhe, but I am talking about our ancestors from many generations ago,” Javu said, smiling to himself at the thought of the boy’s grandmother. Indeed, she was the best cook in the village and Javu was sure she could teach him a few delicious things.


“Our ancestors’ wisdom has been passed down in many ways over time. They wanted us to know how important every single person, animal, insect, plant and rock really is.”


One girl picked up a pebble from the floor and began to observe it in an adorably curious fashion.


“No matter where we are originally born, the ancestors I am talking about are the same. We all have a common root.”


Some of the children looked slightly confused at how this could be so.


“The forgotten teachings would have begun from a very young age in the past,” Javu continued. He gestured towards a small girl listening intently. “You, Nehne, would begin to learn about dreams at your age. You and your friends would try to understand what your dreams try to tell you when you go to sleep. And learning about dreams would help you understand how special and wondrous life really is.”


Javu sat on a tree stump and wiped his brow with a cloth. The hot sun was shining down brightly. He had every child’s full attention now.


“Our ancestors were often nomadic, travelling across the lands and settling on sacred sites on the earth. Many of these sites were chosen because of that which I have just been talking about – energy!”


“Like where?” One child asked.


“Well…” Javu began, “…many places in Ciafra for a start. There is an incredible river that runs down through the east. All along there you will find old buildings, placed there because of energy.” He paused, deciding whether to continue. “Another place…is a land which is now sunken, deep down in the depths of the ocean. It is a place bigger than the entirety of Ciafra!”


A young boy interrupted. “Which place are you talking about, Javu?”


Javu smiled, aware that he was getting ahead of himself. His enthusiasm often did this to him. “There was once a very old land whose peoples were capable of phenomenal feats. The land on which they lived disappeared,” he explained, his eyes wide with mystery. “But many of the inhabitants moved to other lands and created other civilisations. That was a long time ago.”


Javu paused while the young villagers drank water from their flasks. The young boy once again looked confused, although the other children seemed fascinated.


“Javu, I don’t understand. Was the old place near to Ciafra? Is that why those people are our ancestors?”


The boy’s question made Javu realise that he didn’t actually know the answer. He had been intrigued by the concept of the submerged continent ever since he had heard the folktales as a child, but he had no proof, no tangible way of explaining it to the children.


Luckily, he was spared having to explain that nobody really had proof about the mythical continent. The boy’s attention was suddenly averted.


In the distance came the sound of a ship’s horn, the distinct hum of the village’s fishing ship, the Juniper. The ship had been used to bring food into the village for as long as anybody could remember. The land surrounding Seho was becoming dryer with every year that passed, increasing the villagers’ dependency on the ocean as the main source of food.


Nehne jumped up from her cross-legged position.


“The Juniper is back! How long will it take to get here, Javu?” Nehne started to jump up and down excitedly.


“It should be back in an hour or so, Nehne. I’m sure you will be happy to see your mother and father?”


Nehne nodded enthusiastically. “Yes. They always bring me a surprise from the ocean.” She pulled a shiny oyster shell from her pocket and gave it to Javu. “Mama says that it has a pearl inside, and she will make a necklace with it when the shell opens.”


Javu smiled and handed it back to her. “We should all go inside now. The sun will soon start to burn. Besides, it’s time for your first school lesson.”


The children and Javu started to walk from the open plane towards the sandy, dirt track that led to a group of shoreline huts.


Embedded securely in the beach was the village school. Javu and the children went inside. The school’s walls were littered with maps of the earth and charts of the solar system. One wall was completely dedicated to pictures drawn by the children, of animals, the sea and several of the Juniper and village huts.


Javu stopped to look at a picture of a horse, painted by a girl who had now grown up and left the village. It touched a spot in his heart.


Lentu, the main village educator who was seated in a corner of the room, told the children to take their seats. He began to teach the children about Ciafran history, starting at where he had left off in a previous lesson.


Javu sat at the front of the room on an old redwood chair, his usual spot.


Lentu cleared his throat. “As we left off yesterday, only fifty years ago, the Raicemans took the people of Seho to the mainland of Ciafra and forced them to build roads and towns. They had to harvest food and work in the mines. The same thing happened to most villages along the east and northern coasts.”


Most of the children seemed uninterested in the lesson about the past.


“In return for this difficult and laborious work, people were given nothing except protection.” A slight tone of bitterness could be detected in Lentu’s voice. “Can anyone tell me what the Raicemans told the Ciafran people that they needed protection from?”


“The Raicemans!” one boy called out, causing everyone to laugh.


“Not quite, Sele, but you are right,” Lentu mused.


“From ourselves?” Nehne stood up and said enthusiastically.


“Yes, Nehne, excellent,” Lentu said to his top student. “The Raicemans succeeded in convincing not only this village but countless others that their traditional ways of life were primitive and lazy. Many were promised better lives by working for the Raicemans and many did what they were told.”


More children looked out of the windows with lack of interest.


“What that led to was a long war in this great nation. Those who worked in the mines soon began to starve as the Raicemans began to send everything that was harvested back to Raicema. Ciafra can be a difficult place to live without food and water. It didn’t take long for a rebellion to happen.”


Lentu took a sip of water and referred to a map of Ciafra on the blackboard. He pointed out the area of the mines in the centre of the continent and Seho on the east coast.


“This village has been strong as have others. Many villages united and fought the Raicemans all over the mainland and drove those murderers away,” Lentu said boldly. “That was the beginning of Ciafran independence and is the reason why there is now very little Raiceman military here in Ciafra. They did not count on this nation having so many fearless warriors.”


Javu, sensing that some of the children were become anxious at Lentu’s predisposition, spoke out to change the direction of the lesson. “Just as the seasons change, so does power. It is the insane few at the top who try to control people, which is the trait of any empire.” Javu smiled at the children. “I am sure that there are many people in Raicema that do not agree with violence and stealing, so we should not look upon its entire people as murderers or thieves.”


Lentu reflected and tugged at his growing beard, realising he had allowed his negative emotions to come through in his words. “Javu is right. No matter where you go, you find good and bad people.”


He turned to Javu and began to converse, leaving the children to scribble and doodle on bits of paper. “I have heard that Raicema have opposition inside their own country from the Makai. Some are saying there may be a civil war…”


“Yes,” Javu said stridently. “Raicema is a diverse place and was built by the hands of many people. When it comes to the struggle for power, it is never as simple as it seems…” The children were all busy talking or doodling. “But there are different ways to get a point across and some sects of the Makai are resorting to violence,” Javu told Lentu. He was certainly the more knowledgeable of the two about the matter. He had travelled the globe throughout his life and seen the polarisation in attitude first hand.


“We should all consider if that is the right way to defend oneself. I myself believe in talking, not fighting. Why don’t you teach the children about all the different places on the planet that the Makai exist, Lentu?”


Lentu nodded in agreement and tapped on his table to get the children’s attention again. “The war here in Ciafra lasted sixteen years. One of the reasons that the war ended was because of a global uprising that still continues to this day. Most of the people that are part of this uprising would classify themselves as ‘Makai’.”


Lentu began to teach the children about the different groups, organisations, communities and religious ceremonies that the word Makai represented. Javu knew Lentu would enjoy talking about this subject as he had grown up with many people who would categorise themselves as Makai.


“The one common belief in Makaism is that we should all have an equal say in the direction of our communities. Whilst there are still leaders, those leaders are acting on the will of the people,” Lentu said.


“I don’t think there has been a leadership throughout time that hasn’t promised the same,” Javu mused to himself.


The political topic certainly bored the children.


“Now, time for our mathematics lesson,” Lentu said after he had finished talking about Makaism. “Today we will be talking about currency. Does anyone know what currency means?”


“Gold!” one boy shouted out, his eyes alight.


“Fish!” another child said in a high-pitched voice causing a few of the children to laugh.


“Yes, gold and fish are examples of a currency, especially for us here in Seho as we sometimes trade fish and gold with other villages in the surrounding area. So currency is simply that – something you can trade. For us, it is quite simple. We trade what we have for what we need. For example, melons don’t grow very much in this region so when the Juniper goes fishing around the south-east coast, we trade fish for melons with some of the villages in that area.” Lentu drew a melon and a fish on the blackboard and some arrows between them. “In Raicema, people don’t trade physical things. People work for something called creds, which they can then use to get the food they need. People never see or touch these creds. In fact, to my understanding, they don’t really exist in a physical form anywhere.”


Most of the children seemed confused by the concept. Lentu continued talking about other types of currencies that existed throughout the world.


A short while later, a tall villager walked into the school and announced that the Juniper was landing.


The children ignored Lentu’s narrative and headed out towards Seho’s dusty beach to greet the fishers who had been away for five days.


The Juniper was a large ship made of redwood, vast in length, sleek and streamlined for fast movement through the water. At the head of the ship was a statue representing the ancient leader Amentep, the man that legend told had led tribes to build vast pyramidal temples to worship the stars thousands of years ago. With a gold pouch in one hand and a sceptre in the other, the statue had been a treasured talisman of the people of Seho. They believed it brought the village protection from Raicema and future empires and always provided good fortune in fishing. As the ship drew closer, Nehne, who was standing next to Javu, asked him about the statue.


“Was Amentep a fisher like my mama and papa?”


Javu smiled at the pretty child, her long dark hair tied into curled plats. “I’m not sure, Nehne. Before you were born, a large group of people who had travelled to the area to fight for the Makai lived here in this village. It was at the time Lentu was teaching us about, when many people worked in the mines. These brought with them the stories of Amentep. When the Raiceman army left, those people told the villagers that it was because Amentep was looking over the village, protecting it. A few of them actually carved that statue and so we put it on the ship to bring good luck.”


“Is what those people said true, Javu?” Nehne asked him sincerely.


“There is truth in everything, Nehne.”


The Juniper pulled ashore with grace and ease, sand spraying either side off the base as it cut the beach sharply. Immediately, the ladder slid down from the deck and Fera, Nehne’s mother, was the first to descend.


The rest of the crew followed her.


“Nehne!” she said, kneeling down and hugging her daughter as she ran into her arms. Everyone gathered around and greeted each other.


Fera was a lean woman with long, tightly curled hair tied up in a bun. She wore hardy brown-cotton clothing and several necklaces made of pretty patterns of shells. She had long, slender muscles.


“Javu!” she exclaimed as she embraced him.


“Fera, it is good to see you. How was the expedition?”


“Something strange has happened near Raicema,” she told Javu. “There are no patrol boats in the ocean or guards on the Bimini Islands.” She looked at Javu with wide eyes.


“So you went all the way to Bimini? Quite a feat!”


“Javu, we got closer to Raicema than ever before,” she said with intensity. “It was so strange. A week ago, we were out in the ocean and then we saw this boat just floating there. Then I couldn’t believe my eyes! Rekesh was on that boat!”


“Rekesh?!” Javu said, most surprised.


“There were two others with him and they have come back with us.”


Javu looked intrigued and glanced over at a young-looking man and woman walking towards him from the Juniper, led by Chief Hasu, who was dressed in a blue and green thick cotton outfit.


“Welcome back, Hasu,” Javu greeted the short, rotund village leader who was waddling towards him.


Hasu looked pleased to see Javu. “My dear friend, it seems as though Bimini has been deserted by the Raicemans,” he said, his bushy grey beard puffing up with the sea breeze. The man and woman behind Hasu were silent. “This is Sita and Rama. We met them near to the coast of Bimini. They were with Rekesh on an old ship. Most strange, most troubling…”


The couple looked like they were of Vassinian decent. Vassinia was Javu’s homeland.


“He was distant, very cold,” Hasu continued. “I questioned him but he ignored me. He only asked us to bring Sita and Rama here and then he sailed off. Neither of them has spoken a word for the entire time that we have been travelling back on the Juniper.”


The couple held each other’s arms in an affectionate way and were both smiling.


“I think that you might be able to communicate with them, Javu,” Hasu said.


Javu nodded and suggested to Lentu that he take them to the school. He also asked some young villagers to gather some water-vegetables from the shore.


Fish was being unloaded from the Juniper, guided by Teltu, Nehne’s father. Nehne, who was still hugging her mother, ran to her father as soon as she saw him. He kissed her and pulled a shiny blue-tinted crystal from his pocket, rough at one end and double-terminated at the other.


“I found this crystal near Bimini, Nehne. It was floating in the ocean. Take good care of it,” he said affectionately to her as Fera came over.


“Don’t forget to rinse it in salt water, Nehne, to keep it clean and pure,” she advised her daughter.


“I won’t forget, Mama,” Nehne replied, looking carefully at the crystal. “It is beautiful, like water.”


She walked with her parents towards Javu.


“No problems whilst we were away, Javu?” Teltu asked.


“Not one,” he replied, looking at the large catch of fish being dragged to a small, decked area by six burly men. “You seem to have caught many more fish than usual, Teltu.”


“The two from the Makai are the best fishers I have ever seen,” Teltu responded humbly. “They hunt like sharks, sensing the presence of everything in the water. Also, there’s plenty of fish near Bimini, much more than around here.”


Javu nodded and left Teltu to his task with the other men.


All of the fish were being placed in barrels full of salt. Javu sat and watched for a while until Teltu was finished. Then he started to guide Teltu back to the village for a long chat.


As they walked away from the beach, a Kivili named Matree approached Javu carrying a bag of mixed fruit. He reached out his hairy arm and presented it to Javu.


“Thank you, Matree. Please take some to our visitors, Sita and Rama,” he said slowly, pointing to the school in the distance. The short creature got the message and began to meander in that direction.


“Do you know that Kivilis are descendants of a former species of primate?” Javu told Teltu. “They are all over the planet. Though they are quite small they are very efficient in their environment. Most other larger primates are now dwindling in numbers all over the globe and the Kivili population continues to boom.”


Teltu just nodded.


There were five Kivilis living in Seho, all belonging to the same family. Matree was the father of three children and had a life partner, Enee. Kivilis could understand basic instructions from humans and were thus often treated as pets and servants.


Javu waved at Matree in an affectionate manner.


“Though they don’t speak, Kivilis communicate with each other through a form of sign language.”


“I have noticed that,” Teltu said.


Javu had known of Kivilis all his life and had seen them coexist with humans in a most symbiotic way.


“In many suppressive and wealthier parts of the world these creatures are often severely mistreated,” Javu told Teltu. “It is a shame because they have remembered many things that we have long forgotten.”


Before Teltu could respond, a small group of children came up to them.


“Come on, Matree, let’s go together.” A little girl ran up to him, holding his hairy hand and leading him away.


With the sun high in the sky, casting an intense heat over the village, Javu ushered Teltu into his hut to catch up about the last few weeks. They spoke for an hour and were eager to continue their conversation later that evening.


“Rekesh has changed, Javu,” were the final words that Teltu spoke before he headed off to continue with his duties.


It was something that Javu already knew.










Chapter 3 – A Journey Begins


It had been a full day since the Juniper had returned to Seho. Every person in the village had spent the entire time since then preparing and preserving the food that had been hauled and gathered.


As was customary on the second day after the ship returned with its monthly load, the villagers began to prepare for a feast in celebration of the latest catch. This time, the feast was extra special, as it was also in honour of the two Makai warriors that had come to the village and helped with the haul.


The smell of roasted fish and freshly baked flatbread drifted in the air. Teltu was sitting with Javu in Chief Hasu’s hut, where the feast was to take place. The two men had not spoken since Teltu’s arrival the day before, since which time Teltu had mainly been swabbing the decks of the Juniper with cedar oil.


He was describing his brief meeting with Rekesh as they sipped tea on a cushioned bench made out of a fallen tree trunk.


“He was cold, Javu,” Teltu sighed rubbing his sore arms. “Unlike everything that I have heard about him, he didn’t speak or look at Fera or I. He only asked Hasu to take the young ones with us. Bimini was deserted. Fera was asking after Elera and he just ignored her, lost in a dream world. She was very upset for days afterwards.”


“That’s not like him,” Javu said, frowning with concern. “He usually can’t stop talking about Elera, that’s why I never ask him anymore. Hurts the ear you know.” He gave Teltu a cheeky smile, his beard covering his entire chest. His expression quickly turned back to one of concern. “I have no idea what he was doing out there. The last I heard, Rekesh was still living in Raicema City.”


“How did you first meet him, Javu?” Teltu asked. “I have seen him a few times in the village but I never seem to get the chance to speak to him properly. I’m usually out on the Juniper.”


“Rekesh and I were born in the same village in Vassini. Before I came to this village twenty years ago, I lived there and so did he. Of course, he was only a boy then. It was I who introduced him to Elera when he came to visit me here.”


Just then Lentu entered the hut, followed by the young couple, Sita and Rama. They both wore brown-cotton outfits and the entirety of their possessions was contained within leather shoulder belts that had a number of large pouches woven into them. Each belt ran from their right shoulder diagonally across their chests.


Rama had short, wiry hair and wide brown eyes that skimmed the hut interestedly. They stood very close to each other and Sita seemed to have a constant smile on her face. She wore a long string of beads around her slender neck and had the most lacquered, shiny black hair that Javu had ever seen.


“Everybody, welcome Sita and Rama,” Lentu announced to the hut. “They have had a long journey to Ciafra, and have worked hard ever since, so please don’t stifle them.”


He looked intently at the group of children in the corner, casting a warning to them.


“Also, they do not speak our language so use sign language or drawings to communicate with them.”


Lentu led them to where Javu and Teltu were sitting.


“They speak Hindi,” Javu stated. “I’ll talk to them.”


Javu asked Sita what she and Rama were doing in Bimini with Rekesh.


Sita spoke calmly and with detail to Javu.


“Mmm, it seems as though Bimini holds a road that goes under the ocean,” Javu translated to Teltu.


“A road? Leading where?” Teltu asked.


Javu translated the question.


This time Rama spoke in a distressed fashion. Javu looked surprised at what he was told. The narrative went on for some time and Javu let out a large sigh of surprise as Rama finished talking.


“The road leads to an underwater pyramid!” Javu exclaimed. “Rekesh, Elera, Sita and Rama travelled underwater to the pyramid entrance. Elera entered and then the entrance collapsed. Rama says that there was so much dust that they couldn’t see anything and they all had to resurface. Elera is still trapped down there for all he knows. Rama says Rekesh dove down over and over but couldn’t find a way in. No wonder he was distraught.”


“I had no idea that Elera was with him. I thought that she was still in Turo,” Teltu said, frowning at the news. “Why didn’t he tell us?”


“I have no idea, Teltu,” Javu said. “Elera must still be inside the pyramid. It is a good thing that she knows so much about their structures. All that time studying and researching will come in useful now.”


Teltu felt relieved that a worse fate did not seem to cross Javu’s mind, yet a pit of anxiety had formed in his stomach.


Javu turned to the young Vassinian couple and asked them why they were searching for the underwater pyramid in the first place. They both replied that they did not know and that they were there to help Rekesh.


Sita asked Javu if he had known Rekesh long. Javu implied that he had known him since a child by lowering his hand to the floor. Sita smiled and said that she and Rama had not known him very long.


“I will have to tell Fera what has happened,” Teltu said.


Javu nodded.


“Tomorrow, we should take a journey,” Teltu suggested. “You, I, Sita and Rama should go back to Bimini and see if Elera is still there. I wish we had a faster ship, though.”


Sita, seemingly sensing what Teltu was suggesting, leaned in towards Javu and began to tell him something.


“Giza,” she said over and over in her narrative, the only word Teltu knew. After a while, Javu relayed what he had been told to Teltu.


“It seems as though Rekesh may be on his way to Giza as we speak.”


“But why? Why would he travel all the way back to Ciafra when he knows Elera is trapped in Bimini?”


“That I don’t know, Teltu.”


The expression on Teltu’s face turned to one of grave concern for his sister-in-law. Javu could tell he was dreading passing on the news to Fera.


“I believe Elera will be fine,” Javu said in a reassuring fashion. “She has always been someone who knows what she is getting into.”


“What can we do to help?” Teltu asked, chewing on a piece of flatbread.


“I know this sounds strange, but I think we should also go to Giza.”


“Why?”


“Elera’s teacher, Sorentius, is in Giza,” Javu said to Teltu. “If anyone knows what’s going on, it will be him.”


“But what if Elera is in trouble?” Teltu argued. “I think we should head straight to Bimini.”


“What good would we be if we don’t understand how to help her? If she is still trapped down there, from what Sita and Rama have said, there is no direct way in. Sorentius will be able to help us, I am sure of it.”


“Okay,” Teltu agreed reluctantly. “Do you think Rekesh is going there to see Sorentius too?”


“Probably,” Javu answered. “One thing that is for certain is that he will not rest until he knows Elera is safe. It may be that we will reach Giza before he leaves. I hope that is the case, for now is a time that I would very much like to see Rekesh.”


Javu asked Sita and Rama if they felt strong enough for a journey across the continent, east to west. They instantly agreed without any questions.


Some teenage villagers began to bring around trays of food including many elaborate fish dishes from the Juniper’s latest expedition. Everyone in the village ate together that night and the feast was followed by several musical performances with drums, singing and flute-playing.


Afterwards, as everyone left Hasu’s hut for their own late at night, the stars above seemed to twinkle with a strange uncertainty as if they might fade away at any moment.


Javu lay outside on a hammock for a while, just staring up into the cosmos.


Something is changing, he kept thinking to himself. I can feel it in my belly.


Then silence fell in his mind as he drifted into a slumber under the stars.
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The next day was bright and yet shrouded with fine clouds, a perfect day to begin a journey. Fera was trying to communicate with Sita on the beach, each of them drawing pictures with a stick.


“When Elera went into the pyramid…” she said, speaking slowly and drawing a triangle and stick woman in the sand, “…was she safe?”


Fera demonstrated walking into the pyramid with her fingers. Sita shook her head and drew a scribble on one side of the pyramid, indicating an explosion within the pyramid. She then held her hands up gesturing she was unsure of Elera’s fate.


Fera sighed. Ever since Teltu had informed her of her sister’s latest quest, she had been trying to get more information about what had happened.


The last she had heard of Elera had been three months earlier, when Elera had told her that she was travelling to Turo in southern Lizrab to meet with Kirichi and some people from the Makai sects on the continent. She had assumed she was still there. Now, she knew that her younger sister was involved in something much more dangerous than she first assumed.


Fera’s thoughts went back to their childhood. Their mother and father had raised Fera and Elera in northeast Ciafra until Fera was ten and Elera was six years old. Both sisters had taken a great interest in the astronomical work of their parents, eager to learn from whomever they could about the planets, stars and moons in the solar system.


At that time, the Raiceman forces were still heavily occupying most of northern Ciafra, monitoring activity in Giza, draining local natural resources and exporting any valuable goods they could find. Many of the local people were helpless against this vast force and simply submitted to whatever fate that should befall them.


However, during Elera’s fifth year, the Makai rebellion was extended to the north from southern Ciafra. Rebels flooded in, battling the Raiceman troops and encouraging the locals to defend themselves against the onslaught of murder and pillaging.


Fera and Elera’s parents decided it was much too dangerous to be in high-profile astrological areas and travelled to Seho to leave the girls with their uncle in the safer fishing village. Then, their parents left to join the rebellion.


One year later, Fera and Elera heard that their parents had been killed by the Raiceman troops. Since then, Fera had remained in Seho but Elera had always remained close with the Makai warriors who would tell her of the bravery of her parents.


She had supposed that this was the reason that Elera had been attracted to Rekesh when he had first visited the village, being a strong supporter of the Makai rebellion in Raicema. She herself could not understand the appeal. But then again, she had never gotten involved with the rebellion.


She had always found the traditional fishing lifestyle of Seho more appealing, marrying Teltu, a man with a long lineage of local fishermen in his family.


As Fera pondered her thoughts, Javu approached the beach, accompanied by Rama. Sita looked up and smiled. Javu greeted Sita in Hindi and sat down next to the two women on the beach. Rama did the same.


“Fera, we will be setting off to Giza in an hour or so. Understandably you are concerned about you sister,” Javu said in a comforting manner.


“Yes, I am worried,” Fera said with emotion. “I had no idea she was travelling to Bimini. I don’t even know if she is dead.”


“She is alive, Fera,” Javu said reassuringly. “Elera is trapped in an ancient place and I believe it is for good reason. There is a danger, however, that unless we help, the Raiceman forces may capture her when they return to Bimini. That is why we will be leaving soon to find out what is going on.”


Rama spoke to Javu for a moment, as if reminding him of something.


“Rama tells me that something is not right on the island. After they came back up to the surface, everyone had disappeared. Let’s hope that remains the case. I am certain that Sorentius will shed some light.”


“Our old astronomy teacher?” asked Fera, slightly puzzled.


“Yes. He knows more than just astronomy. He has knowledge of the structures of ancient pyramids and will thus help us understand what the significance of this pyramid is.”


He rose to his feet, sensing that it was time to load up the horses for their journey. Fera lowered her head with disappointment and unease. Javu knew she wanted to come along as well but wouldn’t risk bringing Nehne.


“It is better you stay here with Nehne,” he said. “She is growing so quickly. I will miss our conversations while I am away.” He leaned close and rubbed her shoulder in a warm, affectionate manner. “Every one of us chooses our own path in the life we live. Be happy for Elera. I am sure she has not acted lightly. I just know that she will emerge safe and sound, Fera.”


“I’ll help you pack up your supplies,” she said smiling, cheering up slightly.


Elsewhere in the village that morning, Nehne and some other children were playing with the three Kivili infants. The infants were rolling a ball back and forth with the children. One of the children, a young boy who had not played with the infants before, turned to Nehne.


“Why can’t they speak, Nehne?” he asked.


“They do speak!” she said emphatically. “Only not our language.”


“But I never hear them make any sound,” he insisted.


The cute creatures smiled at each other with their eyes.


“That’s because they speak with their minds.”


At this statement the boy burst out laughing, which slightly irritated Nehne.


“It’s true!” she maintained adamantly. “I have seen them when they are alone. They only use sign language when they want to talk about doing something physical, like throwing the ball.”


At that she caught the ball rolled by the eldest infant. She smiled at him as he signed to her with affection.


“When they want to tell each other something important, they do that with their mind,” she continued. “I think other animals are the same.”


This time the boy was listening, as were the other children. One young girl seemed unnerved by what she had heard.


“How do we know what they are thinking?” she asked, timidly.


“How do you know what I am thinking?” Nehne asked in response.


The question took the youngster aback.


Nehne softened. “You don’t need to know. They just want to play with us. Let’s have fun.”


With that the children and infants played heartily until Fera came over to get Nehne.


“Your father, Javu and the others are about to set off to find your Auntie Elera. Shall we go and see them off?” Fera said to Nehne, kneeling down to her level. Nehne nodded and rose to her feet.


The other children were intrigued by the activity in the village and followed Fera and Nehne along the dusty track towards the beach. The three Kivili infants also followed the children, fascinated by the sudden rush of excitement.


At the beach, Teltu was already mounted upon a stern stallion, six feet high and its muscles bulging with vigour and strength. Sita was ascended upon another, with Rama trying frantically to hoist himself up on the tall, powerful creature. Only Javu was on the ground, paying farewells to the villagers as if he might not return. He gave solemn and dutiful advice to the less aware members of the village, mainly reminding them that unity would see them through the most difficult of times.


Indeed, Javu was the sage and spiritual guide of the village and many felt uneasy with his departure.


Nehne ran up to him. “Javu, Javu!” she said, pulling on his robe. “I want to go with you and Papa. I want to see all of Ciafra and the rest of the world.”


“You will, Nehne,” he said gently. “But there are many dangers where we are going. There is a war happening between the Makai and Raicema, and an even bigger one that some have pledged against this planet. With all this conflict, you must use your feelings and insight to stay where it is safe. Here is safe for now.”


Javu stroked her hair and urged her to bid her father a safe journey. Then he turned to Fera. “I do not know how long we shall be gone. Lentu and the others will help you take out the Juniper whilst Teltu is away. I intend to return here as soon as we have Elera with us.”


He leaned closer, lowering his voice to a whisper. “And try to keep Hasu from making any dangerous decisions. Your uncle is susceptible to believing that all Makai warriors are trustworthy. If any should pass through the village whilst we are away, treat them with caution.”


Fera knew exactly what Javu meant. One of the main reasons she had been so repelled from the Makai way of life was due to those raucous, aggressive individuals who only saw in black and white. They were unpredictable and violent at times, most coming from rogue sects or gangs.


Javu climbed upon the third horse, a less boisterous white gelding with rolled-up packages strapped to the hind, containing supplies and clothing. The first day would be easier, with some forest and mountain cover from the hot sun. The villagers waved as they set off. One villager played a small flute, a signal of a safe and successful journey.










Chapter 4 – The New Recruit


Bene, a young member of the Raiceman Makai Organisation, was waiting in a back street of Raicema City for Reo, a new recruit. Bene paced back and forth impatiently. Reo was late, a young man used to living in his own way.


“Hey man!” Reo shouted from the bottom of the street as he turned a corner.


“You’re late!” Bene shouted back.


“What’s up?” Reo asked as he drew closer, swinging his arms in a carefree manner.


“You’re late. Don’t ever be late again,” Bene said, his face deadly serious.


“Hey sorry!” Reo said, seeing the annoyance in Bene’s expression. “You know that I haven’t been here long – and there are so many distractions in this city.” He smiled mischievously but his expression quickly changed when he saw that Bene was still sombre. “What’s wrong?”


“Nothing. Just be on time from now on. The leadership don’t like it if you don’t show on time. Somebody might be relying on you,” Bene said somewhat sarcastically, mimicking something that he had heard before.


“Ok, ok, I’ll be on time. So, what happens now? Do I get to meet the bosses?” Reo asked.


“Soon. First I need to tell you a few things.” He took out a round yellow sweet from his pocket and popped it into his mouth. “If anyone asks you why you are here, you must say that you are against the Raiceman government. It’s okay for you to tell them where you are from, but don’t give anyone any spiel about your life history. Keep your answers short and sweet, okay?”


Reo nodded, thinking it strange how regimented this meeting would be. Vehicles could be heard screeching past in nearby roads and there was a constant humming sound from above.


“So I shouldn’t mention anything about money? About the job you mentioned?”


“Definitely not,” Bene said adamantly. “They’ll tell you what to do. There’s no need to mention anything about that. And another thing, they’ll expect you to know a bit about the Makai. If they ask, just tell them what I told you before, that the Makai is united across the planet against the oppressive regimes like Raicema. That a Makai government means freedom for the people.”


“What about Lizrab?” Reo interjected. “You said that if I joined this Makai organisation thing that I would be able to make some money and help people back home. Should I mention that to them? You know, to show that I’m serious about helping as well as making money.”


“Under no circumstances mention anything about that!” Bene said sharply, sensing the air of patriotism in Reo’s voice. “Remember that the Makai here are only interested in our allegiance to overthrowing the government inside Raicema. Just keep quiet and only answer if absolutely necessary. We have to get going now.”


Bene and Reo headed up to the top of the street and got into Bene’s truck. The truck had mahogany interiors with cream leather seats. There was an array of technology embedded into the mahogany, from digital screens to tracking systems, all laced with flashing blue and gold lights.


“Whoa!” exclaimed Reo. “This motor is unbelievable. It must have cost a fortune. The Makai must pay pretty well, huh?”


“Just focus on your meeting with the leadership,” Bene said coldly, ignoring Reo’s question. He sped off towards Raicema City’s premier casino, Le Grande.


Reo felt that for a fellow Lizrabian, Bene was not very understanding of his enthusiasm for new things. After all, the part of Lizrab where Reo had come from had been suppressed for generations, young children turning to drugs and crime from in their early years. He decided to probe at Bene’s past.


“Why did you join the Makai?” he asked.


“I have been in this city for three years now and there is not one moment that passes that I don’t miss Lizrab.” He replied quietly but then suddenly realised that he was getting sentimental and quickly changed his tone. “I have always been involved. But I joined the RMO because I hate injustice and this is the best way to put things right.”


This last statement was said in an awkward way and Reo couldn’t help but sense that it had a hidden meaning, that Bene wasn’t telling him the entire truth.


“So the RMO do help people?” Reo tried to confirm.


Bene was silent for a while before answering. “As far as farmers help their animals.”


Reo was slightly confused by his cryptic answer and wondered why Bene had come to him in the first place. It seemed like he had deliberately sought Reo out, coming to the old squat where he had been staying late at night.


“You have been chosen for a well-paid job,” Bene had said, his short black curly hair glistening from the light of the moon. Reo didn’t know Bene, but had sensed that he had come to help him, to free him from the poverty he had found himself in since arriving in Raicema.


“What kind of job?” Reo had asked cautiously.


“You will be required to deliver something but I can tell you no more.”


Looking over at Bene now, he noticed an arc-shaped scar on the right side of his jaw, almost hidden by his thick stubble. Sensing Reo staring at him, Bene glanced at Reo with his hazel eyes.


“Why did you choose me for this job?” Reo asked. “There were hundreds of people staying in that rundown factory building.”


“The RMO are fussy about who they take on board,” Bene replied callously. “You have to look a certain way, like you could fight if needs be. I know it’s unjust, but most of those people were weak from hunger and would be no good for this job.”


He looked over to the passenger seat and noticed that Reo tied his hair back very tightly. Despite living in malnourished circumstances, Reo had kept himself in good physical shape, his body toned and slender.


The truck sped along a very straight road, with hundreds of similar-looking buildings close together on either side. Each one was at least forty stories high.


“You know, everybody who was living in that building had the same clouded dreams before they came here,” Reo revealed, “that Raicema would bring them wealth so they could provide for their families in other places. I met people from Neoasia, Vassini, Lengard, all over. But nobody could find any work. Why is it so hard to get a job in this city if you weren’t born in Raicema?”


Bene seemed uninterested but after a short silence, he turned to Reo, a small smile of sympathy appearing on his face.


“It’s just the way here,” he said as he sped around a sharp corner towards a long empty stretch of road, with nothing but dusty ground in surround. “The Raiceman people only want Raicema to exist, and that means making it near impossible for everyone else to survive. You can find work, but only if you’re willing to be surrounded by ten thousand rads from the generators. Of course, that kind of work has a limited lifespan.”


Up ahead, the road forked and the vehicle swerved down the left branch towards a remote group of giant buildings, all sporting bright lights, which seemed strange as it was still daytime. The rays of the clouded sun shone down like cone-shaped beams, casting a strange arrangement of moving shadows on the surrounding plains. Within seconds, the ultra-fast vehicle was approaching one of the buildings, a tall glistening glass structure with hundreds of vehicles parked around. It was shaped like a tall obelisk, with a gold spire coming out of the top. Written in large letters across several floors of the building were the words ‘Le Grande Casino’.


“This is it. Remember, try not to tell them too much.”


The truck pulled up outside the casino and a valet immediately approached the window, dressed in formal attire. “Ahh, Mr Bene. How are you today, sir?”


Bene nodded.


“Please go straight to the roof terrace. They are waiting for you.”


Bene and Reo got out of the truck and entered the casino though large swing doors encrusted with gold and jewels and guarded by six large bodyguards. Bene flashed a medallion he wore around his neck to one of the guards and they both passed without any quarrel.


“If you are wearing sig-lenses, take them out now,” Bene ordered Reo.


“Sig-lenses? You mean those things that give you information about things you look at? I thought they were only used by the military for following orders?”


“They have come into the public domain over the past few years,” Bene informed him.


“Not wearing any. Even if I could find some, you think I could afford them? Why do you ask?” Reo queried.


“The eye scanner will set off an alarm if you are wearing any,” Bene explained. He led Reo through the main casino floor, where people were gambling, drinking and discussing business. Hanging from the ceiling were the most decorative chandeliers, their jewel-encrusted arms glimmering in the bright lights.


“This is Raicema City’s largest casino. It’s owned by Spiro Marxx, but he’s hardly ever here. He’s probably in another poverty-stricken area opening up another one of these.”


“Who are we going to see?” Reo asked.


Bene didn’t answer and walked to a back door again guarded by two muscled men wearing black suits. They seemed to recognise him and let him pass, but one of them blocked Reo with their arm.


“He’s a new member,” Bene said quietly and calmly. The guard removed his heavy arm from Reo’s path. Beyond the door was a steel elevator door with two panels to the left. One panel was an eye scanner, the other an indentation of a hand.


“Put your hand there and look through that hole,” Bene directed, pointing to the hand panel.


Reo did so and then heard a whirring mechanism. He suddenly winced. “Damn! What just stabbed me?”


“A DNA scanner. This door won’t open unless you match what’s on record.”


Reo looked confused. “I’m not on any record!” he declared.


“I would be surprised if you weren’t on Raicema’s core data bank,” Bene stated. “If you’ve ever been to see a doctor anywhere in the world it’s likely that you are on record. I know you didn’t get into Raicema through conventional methods but they’ve got most of the globe covered.”


“Unknown person,” the panel blurted out suddenly. “Authority needed.”


“Told you,” Reo said.


Bene followed the procedure and the door slid open, the panel now silent. Inside the lift were thirty buttons and below them was a small hatch. Bene opened it and took off his medallion. There was a slot in the hatch and Bene inserted the medallion into it. The lift sped upwards.


“How can the RMO use Raicema’s core data bank if they are against the government here?” Reo asked, confused by what he had been told.


Bene simply put his index finger up to his mouth, avoiding the camera in the corner of the lift. The lift began to slow.


As the doors opened, a ray of sunshine illuminated the inside of the lift. Reo and Bene stepped out onto a paved path and when Reo had stopped squinting from the glare, he saw three elderly men and an elderly woman ahead. They were all sitting around a semicircular table in a large rooftop garden, and he estimated they were each about seventy years old. One of the men, sitting on the right side, signalled for Bene and Reo to approach the large, engraved mahogany table.


“So, young Reo,” he said. “How are you finding it here in Raicema?”


The man wore a grey beard and a bemused look. “It is very different to Lizrab, yes?”


“Where am I going next?” Bene interjected abruptly, frowning before Reo could answer.


“We require you both to go to the south of Lizrab,” one of the other elders, sitting on the left replied. “There is a very important message that we need you to deliver personally, Bene.”


Reo got a very strange feeling from the man, who was clean-shaven and had the most piercing silver eyes that he had ever seen. He seemed much more authoritative than the other three elders, wearing a decorative robe with gold thread woven in mesmerising patterns all over. The man looked almost regal.


“You both may stop in your hometowns to see your families along the way,” the woman elder said in a soft voice.


“When you reach the Makai base in Turo, pass on this message to Kirichi,” the silver-eyed elder continued, reaching over and placing a small box on the table, a preoccupied and creepy smile curving up his narrow lips. “Only Kirichi’s eye can read this lens so there is no point in trying to see what it says. It means death to anyone who tries.”


The breeze from the height of the building made the surrounding plants and trees sway. Reo noticed that the male elder who was sitting in the middle said nothing but was staring intently at Bene, as if trying to tell him something.


“Who is Kirichi?” Reo asked innocently. Bene’s eye twitched as he tried to control his annoyance at Reo’s question.


The bearded elder laughed loudly. “He is the leader of the Makai in Lizrab. The generations of leaders throughout the Makai’s history in Lizrab have culminated in Kirichi. His vision is one of peace and unity. Are you not from Lizrab?”


Reo felt a little embarrassed and wondered why Bene had not mentioned such an important figure.


“It would be interesting to get your opinion on Kirichi when you return, Reo,” the woman elder added, looking at him longingly. “We are interested in the current messages he is giving to the people of Lizrab.”


The silver-eyed elder called over a servant and requested drinks and food. He had a strange smirk on his face, as if very pleased with himself, and Reo felt the man’s piercing eyes meet his own with a startling energy.


“My name is Master Sadana Siger,” the authoritarian man stated. “I have led the Makai here in Raicema for the past nine years. How did you come to hear about the RMO, Reo?”


“I came to Raicema looking for work,” Reo replied. “I met Bene recently and he told me about your company. He said there was work here.”


Sadana laughed stridently. “Company?!” he cackled. “You could call the Makai that I suppose. Ha ha, I wonder what Kirichi would say if he heard that? This is an organisation, Reo, not a company. We are not the government!”


Reo glanced over a Bene, but he was looking straight down at the floor, lost deep in thought with a ferocious intensity.


“So how does this work?” Reo asked loudly, feeling a little uncomfortable. “You pay me for going into dangerous places to deliver messages to people?”


Bene shot him a serious glance.


“We may require you to do more than that,” Sadana said, his composure instantly changing to be stern and serious. “As I said, firstly deliver this message to Kirichi and we shall take it from there. We will be able to get messages to you both when you are in Lizrab if needs be.”


Bene looked up with an expression of concern, but quickly lowered his head again.


“There is about to be a large change in the way this nation is run, do you know that?”


Reo shook his head silently.


“Well, let’s just say it was wise of you to take Bene up on his generous offer,” Sadana said sarcastically. “When the smoke clears, this organisation will be the only place left that will be safe.”


“And what about money?” Reo pursued, slightly chilled by Sadana’s words and ignoring Bene’s warnings.


“We shall take care of your needs, Reo. First, accompany Bene on performing this task, then you shall be fully rewarded. Now, take this box and guard it with your life,” he told Reo strictly, a creepy smirk forming on his wrinkled face. “Bene knows where you are going.”


The last statement was said slowly with such sarcasm that it sent a chill down Reo’s spine. Bene was now looking directly at Sadana. Reo walked over and took the box as the servant returned with a luxurious platter of meats, wines and fruits. He placed it directly in front of Sadana. The other two male elders bowed their heads slightly forward, whilst the lady elder seemed to be in deep contemplation. Sadana offered to nobody and ate for a while before looking up in surprise that Bene and Reo were still standing there.


“You may go now!” he said, and then returned to his indulgence.


As they left in the lift, Bene looked withdrawn and worried. Reo had never met people like this and a thousand questions were whirling around in his head. The lift sped downwards and Reo couldn’t help but wonder how these supposed visionaries could justify lining an elevator with gold and jewels.


“This Spiro Marxx, you know, the guy who owns this place. Is he part of this Makai organisation?” Reo asked loudly.


Bene was silent and did not speak until they were both outside the casino. Then he took Reo to a quiet area on the way to the car pickup area.


“Spiro Marxx is part of the Makai here in Raicema. I will explain more when we are safely away from here. Everything we say is being recorded.”


The truck was brought back by the valet and they got inside. Reo was about to speak, when Bene covered his mouth with his hand. He reached under their seats and produced two pin-like devices. He drove for a while, stopped near another vehicle on the edge of the Casino district and got out. The door of the vehicle had an electronic reader on it. Bene produced a thin film from his pocket and waved it in front of the reader. The door opened. Bene placed the two pins under the seats in the vehicle and closed the door. He got back into the truck and continued driving, now heading back towards the inner city.


“They always do this,” he remarked. “Those things are called ticks. They can be tracked but can also record sound. It’s part of that valet’s job to plant those in the vehicles he handles.”


“How did you open the door of that other vehicle?” Reo asked inquisitively.


“Those scanners use light patterns to lock or unlock doors. The film I have in my pocket has a very reflective surface with millions of light patterns transcribed onto it. Just by waving it in front of the scanner, the film will find a match for the light pattern.”


Reo was impressed. Within a few minutes they were back in the metropolis of Raicema City. He gazed out of the side window for a while, watching the giant reflective buildings gaze back. One reached so far into the sky he imagined the shadow of it must cross half of the city.


“Is that why you wouldn’t speak before? Because you were afraid of being heard?” Reo enquired in a teasing fashion.


“Let me explain something to you,” Bene said shrewdly. “There are many that call themselves Makai, but there are different sects that do things differently, have different approaches to the oppressive governments that exist. The Makai here in Raicema have a very hands-on approach, you know, fight fire with fire. Tactics are everything. The Lizrabian Makai, on the other hand, fights the fire of oppression with water, or more strictly speaking, non-violence. Kirichi has maintained for many years that this is the only way to stop this cycle of empires and wars on the planet.”


“Why didn’t you tell me about this Kirichi person before? I felt stupid not knowing anything about him.”


“It was better that way,” Bene replied vaguely.


“So where are we going now?”


“Back to my place, then we are getting out of this city.”


Silence fell in the vehicle as Bene sped along several wide roads. Reo noticed that there were cameras everywhere. They were on every building and every lamppost. He counted at least ten arches laden with an array of camera-like technology along every road they travelled. Before long, Bene pulled down a small lane and then down a ramp which led to an underground car park. He pulled the truck snugly in between two smaller vehicles, which both reminded Reo of large ugly insects.


“We won’t be long. I just have to pick up a few things,” Bene said as he closed the truck door quietly. They walked briskly to an elevator and Bene took out a strange square device with flashing lights. He placed it up to a panel next to the doors and they opened.


“Welcome home, Bene,” the lift spoke in a cheerful voice.


As soon as they were inside, it sped upwards, and knew which floor to stop on. The doors opened with a gentle whir. Ahead there was a small square landing with three metallic doors. Bene held his electronic key up to the leftmost door and it opened, the lights inside coming on instantly and classical music fading in from a sound system inside.


Reo was astounded by Bene’s apartment. It was laden with contraptions and computerised devices and had a magnificent view ahead of the bustling city. Reo walked slowly past the brightly lit bathroom. Inside it had a round ball, big enough for a person to sit in, glowing with an enticing ambience.


“Unfortunately we don’t have time for you to try it out,” Bene said in a light-hearted manner. “It’s a steam ball. Very useful for sending you to sleep.” He rushed into a small room to the right and began pulling clothes out of a wardrobe and stuffing them into a duffle bag. Reo wandered over to the tall window and looked out on the electric view of Raicema City. It was a montage of giant skyscrapers, all lit up like beacons combined with a fine mesh that seemed to be suspended over the city like an artificial sky. Little sparks shot of this mesh every now and again. As Reo looked out, he suddenly saw something move in the reflection of the window. It was a person! He turned around to see an aggressive-looking man lunging at him from behind a door.


“Bene!” he shouted as he was shoved violently into the window, hitting the back of his head on it. Luckily the glass did not break, though Reo felt a sharp pain at the back of his head. Bene emerged from the bedroom and upon setting eyes on the intruder, swiftly dove to the ground as the man pulled out a gun and opened fire, five bullet holes raging into the wall. Then, Bene sprung up from the floor like a tiger and with an agile movement, tackled the man to the ground, the gun clanking to the wooden floor.


“Uggh!” the man groaned as Bene managed to pin his arms behind his back. Reo got to his feet and rubbed his head.


“Who are you?” Bene barked at the man. Bene now had his knee on the back of his neck and the man looked very uncomfortable. Bene slowly applied more pressure. “Talk!”


“I was paid to kill you!” the man squeaked, now hardly able to breathe.


“By who?” Bene yelled at him, wrenching his arms up into his neck.


“I don’t know!” the man cried. “The guy wouldn’t let me see his face. I only met him once.”


Bene released his grip. The man winced as he rolled over exhausted, unable to move his arms. Bene stood over him like a predator ready to eat its prey. He grabbed him by his neck and picked him up with one arm, his large and defined triceps tense and full of power. He pushed him against the wall and looked directly into eyes of the assassin.


“How much?” Bene demanded in a more composed manner.


“Ten thousand creds,” the man said in a shamed voice looking like he was almost about to cry.


Bene dragged him with force across the apartment to the kitchen area next to the main door. He slammed him against a wall and the man cried out. “Please don’t kill me!” he whined. “I’ve got a family, man! I was desperate.”


“Who paid you?” Bene said aggressively to the cowering hit man, slapping him in the face.


“I don’t know! This guy found me in a bar I usually drink in. Someone must have told him about me. He wouldn’t let me see his face. He just sat there with his back to me. He just gave me a key and a photo and paid me the ten grand.”


Bene seemed to believe what the man was telling him. He searched his pockets and found what looked like an exact copy of Bene’s apartment key, which he then placed in his own pocket.


“Get out of here!” he said after a moment of contemplation, letting the man go and swiftly picking up the gun on the floor. He pointed it at him as he walked slowly towards the door with his hands up. The intruder opened the front door and almost ran out and into the open lift outside. Reo heard it whiz down to the bottom of the building.


“Why’d you let him go?” Reo asked, in shock at what had just occurred. “What if he tries to kill you again?”


“We’re leaving now,” was all Bene said in response.


Bene grabbed the bag he had packed and ushered Reo out of the apartment. As they took the lift down to the parking floor, Reo couldn’t help but feel afraid that they might walk straight into another attack. However, the parking lot was silent and within a few moments they were back in the truck and heading out onto the wide roads of Raicema City.


“Why was that guy trying to kill you?” Reo asked after they had driven down a couple of streets.


Bene was silent, deep in thought about what had just occurred.


Up ahead, the road joined a wider one with eight lanes. Bene was quiet as he studied the eight possible routes that could be chosen out of the city. The truck sped up significantly as it latched onto the automatic vehicle route, otherwise known as the autoway.


“Vehicle latched,” the dashboard of the truck blurted out in a woman’s voice.


“I couldn’t believe it when that guy jumped out,” Reo said, more to himself than Bene.


“Someone doesn’t want me to make it to Lizrab.”


“But who?” Reo asked. “Do you believe what that guy said? That he doesn’t know who hired him?”


“It doesn’t matter. You can’t trust anybody in this city.”


“Not even the RMO?” Reo asked, though he already knew the answer.


“The Raiceman Makai track everything that their members do, to keep control. If one of their members goes against their orders, it can mean that it’s a threat to their way of doing things. That is why you cannot trust such people.”


Reo felt like Bene was being much more honest with him.


“So are we actually going to Lizrab?” he asked.


“Yes, Reo,” Bene said. “It is not a coincidence that I have been chosen to deliver this message. The Makai here are no different than the government here. Take Spiro Marxx as an example. He used to work for the government. I wouldn’t be surprised if he still did.”


“In that place I was living, I heard some people talking about Makai warriors. Is that different to the Makai here?” Reo asked.


“It depends. Most of those warriors travelled from Neoasia. The Makai there follow a different principle and believe in defending yourself physically if you are attacked. They have many ancient techniques of self-defence and they are willing to die to stop those who may invade their homelands.”


The vehicle was now travelling so fast that all Reo could see was a string of lights. They were driving automatically along a route at high speed and Bene had no control.


“Many warriors now reside in Lizrab and Ciafra and have caused a large revolution against Raicema over the past thirty years,” Bene continued. “Kirichi has been forced to compromise on his stance, otherwise there would have been a civil war a long time ago.”


He went silent for a while as Reo tried to take it all in and rested his hands by his sides, the controls rendered useless. He glanced in the wind mirror and his eyes widened as he suddenly noticed something.


“We are being followed,” he said slowly.


Reo looked back over his seat and could see a low-lying, black car with oversized wheels and a pointed front latched onto the autoway. The windows were completely black and Reo couldn’t see who was in the car.


“This stretch ends soon. We’ve got to lose them.”


“Who are they?” Reo asked, looking at Bene.


“Don’t know,” Bene replied, gripping the steering ball tightly, ready to regain control of the vehicle. Up ahead as the autoway ended, the road dipped down into a giant slope, eight lanes splitting off into four different directions.


“De-latchment imminent,” the dashboard said.


As soon as the vehicle detached, Bene put it into overdrive, the fastest possible speed. He swerved into the far right lane, weaving in and out of slower-moving vehicles.


“Cool it, Bene! You’re going to kill us!” Reo yelped, gripping his seat. Vehicles were being passed so quickly they appeared just a blur of colours to Reo. He looked through the back window, seeing that the black vehicle was not far behind, also driving manically between vehicles, some forced to veer sharply into other lanes.


“They’ve got a much faster motor than us, so you should be praying this thing manages to lose them!”


Bene steered sharply to the left, into the lane heading due west towards Tyrona.


“We’re going in the wrong direction!” Reo attempted to make Bene aware as they approached the exit.


“Just wait…” he said, slowing the truck slightly, allowing the black vehicle to get right behind them. Then, at the last moment, he pulled right suddenly, the truck bumping violently over metal rims in the road, used to separate out the lanes. The black vehicle tried to follow but almost crashed into a barrier just after the rims, so carried on in the westbound lane.


Bene steadied the vehicle. “Whew! We lost them,” he sighed, the truck now safely on the southbound lane towards the border.


“Who were they?” Reo asked, still gripping the seat with white knuckles.


“If I had to bet, I’d probably put my money on Sadana being behind it. The main thing is that we lost them,” Bene reiterated.


“Do you think he hired that guy in your apartment too?” Reo asked, a little confused. “But why would he give you a job to do and then have you killed?”


Bene smiled at Reo in a coy way, and then looked back seriously to the road ahead. “That’s the thing about life, Reo. The spider often helps you into its web.”


Reo looked out ahead, seeing nothing but open plains, a giant flow of vehicles streaming across like the fastest ants. The sun was starting to set in the distance, casting a reddish glow across streaky clouds.


“Get comfortable for a while,” Bene advised. “We’ll have to ditch this truck when we reach the port and then it gets less and less cosy from there.”


Reo leaned back, wondering what he had allowed himself to get involved with as the line of electric ants blurred into a winding snake of red lights.










Chapter 5 – To Start a War


Jen King waited patiently outside of the Raiceman Defence Head Quarters in the central zone of Raicema City. ‘The Beehive’, as the zone was known, was a technological marvel with every metre of ground space utilised by the transport system or a multi-story skyscraper.


At six and a half feet, King was a large man with an intimidating appearance, his closely shaven head sweating slightly from the midday heat.


“Hey King!” a short, well-dressed man called out to him from behind the steel barrier that surrounded the defence building. “Good luck on your next mission.”


The man quickly scurried off towards a boarding dock for the transport system, which mainly consisted of self-regulating, self-policing hover trains that operated at super-fast speeds. The trains had gone through a multitude of tests throughout the last century, resulting in many fatal crashes. Out of the twenty thousand hover trains in operation, now only the odd one would crash every year. The public of the central zones had no choice over the form of transport, however, as all non-governmental vehicles were banned from Raicema City’s business and central residential zones.


King had been instructed to wait outside the Defence HQ in full view of the bustling public to place fear in any Makai rebels that were watching the building. With heavy, lean muscle on every bone of his body, his appearance was almost inhuman. Besides, he had a reputation of being indestructible. To some he was a celebrity and to others he was an omen to the dominance of Raicema over anyone who would oppose them. He had not gained such a reputation lightly, having proven his superior physical strength on many an occasion. He rubbed his head as Amaru Ramone, a young assassin originally from Neoasia, walked out of the large, electronically controlled sliding doors of HQ.


“President Tyrone is on his way here,” he stated as he walked up to King who just grunted in response, uninterested by the news. There was only one person he would listen to in this insane empire, the president’s brother, Seth Tyrone.


“Do you know where General Seth plans to take us next?” Amaru asked King, knowing full well of their close relationship.


King turned his head slightly towards Amaru, still not looking at him fully. “We will be travelling to Lizrab.”


“You know, I never really understood why General Seth leads the battle on the ground whilst his brother just sits in an office all day,” Amaru said in a rebellious fashion, yanking the wings of his black leather jacket as if it didn’t fit properly.


“Each to their own,” replied King. “Jeth is a greedy man; he owns this country, yet he will not stop until he owns this entire planet. Seth, much like the rest of us, just follows.”


“But if they are brothers, why is Jeth the owner of the empire?”


“He was controllable by his father.”


At that point, Seth came out of the building, followed by six guards. His straight hair was slicked back and his dark green eyes scanned the area as he walked. Each of the guards carried a large black gun and had several more strapped to their shoulder belts.


“We will wait for my brother to get here,” he announced.


King nodded. All nine men piled into a mobile unit used to monitor flying activity over Raicema. Recently, some of the test flying machines on the Lizrabian border had been taken by Makai rebels, each with the capability to destroy a small village. The Raiceman government were the only known people on the planet to have developed such machines, powered by the fusion of a substance known as Omniadd, which was crystalline in structure. However, it had been discovered through countless tragedies that the fusion did not work in radioactive environments. As it currently stood, there were only a handful of locations that were radiation free.


“I don’t know why we’re even bothering tracking these damn things,” a stocky guard said as he began to operate one of the computer terminals. “They’ll just explode if they try and take ’em up.”


“Each one of those machines has a valuable reactor inside it. It is imperative that the enemy do not put such technology to their own use,” Seth scolded him with a stony stare.


“I was reading this article about old flying machines in the library,” Amaru began to say. “And apparently it was possible to run them on oil in the past…”


“I don’t know why you waste your time reading such crap,” Seth cut him off mockingly. “There’s no proof of those old myths. Besides, even if it were true, this planet is as dry as desert when it comes to oil. You know the law, all oil is reserved for city reactors.”


Amaru lowered his head, wishing he had never mentioned it.


“We have mapped one of the machines!” one of the guards declared, working on a complex touch screen with a virtual map displayed on a metallic panel. “It is grounded on the south-west zone.”


Seth sat at the back of the unit, frantically searching through a huge library of virtual files through a screen console. “Do not lose tracking,” he ordered.


King and Amaru were both seated at the entrance of the unit, both in deep thought.


Suddenly, Seth jumped up. “Ahh, I have found it.” He plugged a portable device into the console and it blinked for a moment whilst the file transferred. He passed another similar device to one of the guards who wasn’t doing anything. “Take this and plug it into the sequence stream of the education system. It will ‘inspire’ people in that zone to inform us when they spot the stolen machine.”


The guard saluted his leader and ran out of the unit and into the building outside.


One of the younger guards was no older than sixteen and had not been with the unit long. “Why would people volunteer to turn in the Makai?” he asked naively. “Most believe that they are heroes and the rest are afraid of them.”


“Don’t you know about the system my brother built?” Seth laughed with amusement. “We can use the broadcast stream to alter brain patterns and thoughts. Why do you think we spend so much every year giving the education system away for free? The public love us for it and we get our point across, if you understand what I mean?” He laughed again. The young guard just looked even more confused and began mumbling to himself.


Before long, the other guard returned to the mobile unit. “All done, General Tyrone,” he reported with enthusiasm.


“Good,” he replied. “Keep that sequence with you. If we haven’t got all of the machines back by sunset, I want you to stream it nationwide into the entertainment system as well.” Seth walked outside and signalled for Jen King to follow. “My brother will be here within the hour. As I told you earlier, we will be travelling to Aradonas in southern Lizrab. My brother intends to finally get rid of Kirichi and command the base in the region. He believes the sects here in Raicema and in Neoasia will lack leadership and deactivate over the next year when we accomplish this.”


King just nodded, a look of detachment on his face. “Until then I will patrol one of the institutes,” he suggested.


“Make sure you are back soon,” Seth said sternly, raising an eyebrow.


Jen King walked along the mobile unit tracks, used only by the government, until he reached a boarding unit. The units existed as connection elevators between the hover trains and building entrances. He pushed a call button and a whoosh could be heard. Suddenly it appeared and its doors opened.


“Where to?” the unit asked.


“Reik Institute,” King stated.


“You will require a purple-route hover train from platform D in this building,” the boarding unit announced back, speeding upwards and then leftwards. The doors opened and a busy platform appeared before him, with workers, tourists and families bustling on and off the trains that were hovering up and down to the platform.


The city was a multicultural haven, people flooding into Raicema City every year with the promise of highly paid jobs and an ever-expanding array of entertainment choice.


King looked around carefully. He was accustomed to doing so on every patrol he was assigned. He remembered a time on a similar platform when a rebel had tried to blow up a train that had a government officer on. King had run onto the train and quickly disarmed the man, yet before he could be taken into custody, he had been executed by the train’s automatic weaponry system.


A group of children ran past and boarded the waiting train. It hovered downwards and then was gone in a flash of speed. The next train hovered down from above. King couldn’t help but feel how dangerous life was in Raicema City. He often wondered what life would be like elsewhere. He had only travelled within Raicema and Lizrab, fighting rebels for as long as he could remember. He had heard of other more natural places elsewhere and every so often he had mental flashes of places that were not in Raicema or Lizrab. He wished very much to travel to those places; in fact he often felt a strong yearning to.


King boarded the next train and within ten seconds he had arrived at the entrance to the Reik Institute. This particular centre for academic learning was the most advanced in the fields of astrology, cosmology and planetary studies. These subjects had always fascinated King and he would often make excuses to enable him to visit the centre and talk with its students. The institute was made of a deep blue stone, sculpted beautifully into large domed rooms leading off from a grand entrance hall. A giant crystal globe hung from the rafters of the hall, creating a spectacle of dancing light on the reflective floor, which had a giant image of a star engraved into it.


Toji, a young boy of outstanding rational intellect noticed King’s arrival and rushed towards him. “Hello, Jen!” he shouted from across the main entrance hall.


A small smile appeared on Jen King’s face. He greeted Toji with a pat on the back.


“Jen, I have been learning about the universe,” Toji said enthusiastically. “I think that this planet is much older than all the education systems are saying. I found a book at home that my grandfather owns. I was trying to find out about the things it talks about here, but there isn’t any information.”


Jen King wasn’t surprised and felt sympathy for Toji. He knew personally that Raicema had been feeding the public a distorted version of history for centuries now. All he knew was that Raicema was, and as far as he knew always had been, the dominant and most advanced human force on the planet.


“Do the people you work for know something different?” Toji asked.


“You know I can’t answer that question, Toji. All I can tell you is Raicema is the supreme force on this planet, so we must follow their rule.”


“But I don’t think Raicema has always been here,” Toji remarked. “My grandfather’s book talks about previous empires in this land and in other lands.”


King put his hand over Toji’s mouth to stop him talking. He had witnessed many killed by the military over lesser unpatriotic words. “Be careful what you say, Toji. Don’t you know everything we say is recorded?”


“Sorry, Jen,” Toji said sheepishly. King smiled weakly.


“Where are you going to next?” Toji asked energetically.


“Lizrab,” King replied. “Looks like I’ll be there for weeks.”


“Do you have to fight again? Against the Makai?”


“I always have to fight, Toji. It is my job in this world. I kill who they tell me to, when they want me to,” King said coldly.


“But, Jen, I know you hate to kill. I saw you place an insect from your arm to safety once. You only kill other humans because you are forced to.”


Toji’s words were too much for King to think about. “Nobody is forced to do anything. I chose this.” He dismissed the youngster’s comment. “I have to go now. I have something to do before I leave.” He ruffled Toji’s hair and walked to into the map room of the institute.


The night before, King had experienced an unusual dream. He was walking up a steep mountain, every step getting more difficult, the top always seemed in reach but he never quite got there. In the dream, he was following an animal that was running with ease up the rocky terrain. King remembered how realistic the dream was and that he was out of breath, in desperation to keep up with the animal and reach the top. Towards the end of the dream, King remembered seeing another person at the top of the mountain shouting something, a warning. He had turned around to look behind him and then he woke up. King wanted to know if the place in his dream really existed. He walked to the back of the map room to the large map of the planet. He saw the vast land of Neoasia to the west and Lengard even further westwards. Ciafra was southeast and Lizrab was directly to the south. Each of the major landmasses had mountains, but King was specifically looking for an especially massive mountain, one that reached high into the sky. The two biggest mountains on the map were in northern Lizrab and in central Neoasia.


In the corner of the map room was a fitted desk with semicircular drawers. King walked over and opened a drawer labelled ‘Terrain maps of Lizrab’. He rolled up a small map from inside and placed it in his black leather shoulder belt. This would come in useful if he decided to take in some of the sights of the Lizrabian land. He then headed out of the map room. King wondered what the education systems were teaching the youngsters these days and decided to have a look at one of the learning centres. He had heard a lot about these from Seth and other officials. They had raved on about how they would unify Raicema and bring order to uneducated extremists, yet King had never had the desire to use one. He walked into one of the smaller learning centres. Some young students were wearing head units and visors, whilst others were looking collectively at a large bowl-like dip in the floor. Inside, scenes of historic battles between the Raiceman army and the Lengardians could be seen to be taking place as if watching it in real life from above. A voice played from the bowl.


“…the Lengardians in 178 AA, aimed to overthrow the growing Raiceman army in an attempt to capture Tyrona. Here we see the Lengardians being aided in their onslaught by the Imperialist army of western Neoasia. This was the first of a series of bloody battles that would last for thirty-four years…”


Suddenly, King heard a crackling in his ear and then the voice of Seth Tyrone could be heard.


“All report to HQ immediately,” the embedded speaker said. All defence workers had such a device implanted in their eardrum and it had irritated King since he was first trained for these military operations many years ago. On this mission, he thought, he would do some exploring for himself for a change.


There were no trumpets playing as President Jeth Tyrone arrived into Raicema City. Usually, the arrival of the president to the beehive would spark a buzz, with crowds gathering and a regal fanfare arranged beforehand. This time, however, Jeth wanted his plans kept as quiet as possible. He was travelling in a black, standard government vehicle used to carry military troops. As the vehicle reached the inner city gate, which was used for strict outside access control, four heavily armed robotic units approached, all hovering slightly above the ground and shining lights and cameras at the vehicle.


“Legitimacy investigation in progress…” one of the devices resonated. “If you are a Raiceman government member, please connect your key to this pad…” the unit continued. A small pad was ejected from the device and held in front of the vehicle. The driver climbed out and placed a silver medallion in a slot on the pad.


“Reading and evaluating…” echoed the robotic unit. “Governmental key confirmed. Prepare for eye and DNA scanning…”


All four units moved the vehicle and shone large round cameras inside. The driver pushed a button and the windows slid open. The guards and Jeth all had their eyes scanned by the cameras and a blood sample taken. The driver then quickly closed the windows.


“Legitimacy confirmed. Welcome to Raicema City,” resonated the first robotic unit. The vehicle drove on into the transport system. Soon after, it reached another gateway and the driver pushed a button on the vehicle’s control panel, opening a gate to a tunnel ahead. They travelled through the direct government route to the centre, and within a few moments another gate opened and Defence HQ could be seen in the distance, towering above the other buildings.


As Jeth and his guards arrived at HQ, a large section of the road leading up to the entrance dipped into the ground and the vehicle drove into a private chamber beneath the building. Seth, Amaru and the six guards were waiting. Jeth stepped out of the vehicle wearing a black, shimmering, thick cotton suit. A thick black metal plate covered his chest and neck and he wore a jewel-encrusted shoulder belt with strong black boots. “My brother, we are about to embark on a great legacy,” he said, embracing Seth. Amaru and the guards all stood to attention. Jeth turned to them and puffed out his chest. “Soon we will join the might of the Raiceman forces and invade the south of Lizrab. The sole purpose of this invasion is to bring peace to our beloved land by commandeering the Makai base in Turo. Many of you will have faced the Makai warriors in their homeland before, and the fact you are still standing here before me is the reason you are considered to be among Raicema’s elite. The terrain where we will travel is harsh, with vast forests and hills providing protection to the enemy. Yet we have a secret weapon that I have been developing in Tyrona.”


He signalled to one of his sentries who climbed into the vehicle and appeared again carrying a small spherical device the size of an orange. He held it up so the men could see.


“This device…” said Jeth Tyrone menacingly, pointing to it in the sentry’s hand “…is powered in the same way we intend to power the future flying machines, through the fusion of Omniadd. This, however, can cause much more damage than a flying machine.” He grinned sadistically. “Each one of these devices has the capability to destroy a small town, so they will be invaluable in our onslaught of the Makai.”


As he gleamed menacingly at the onlooking guards, a lift door opened and Jen King walked into the chamber, showing no interest in the fact Jeth was standing before him.


“Well, well,” Jeth said sarcastically. “Our star attraction!”


King ignored Jeth’s comments and fell in line with the other seven men.


After a moment of composure, Jeth continued with his motivational speech. “Each of you will command important units in the field. You will be looked upon as leaders by the others, their guidance and instruction is your responsibility. You will all be accompanying my brother and me on the warships down towards Aradonas. The majority of the troops will travel over land but each of you must select five hundred men to tutor with the new weapons on the ships.”


He turned to Seth, almost stamping his feet in a march-like manner. “You have a battalion nearby?” he asked.


Seth nodded, rolling his eyes as if it was a ridiculous question.


King stepped forward, taking Jeth somewhat aback. Ever since their father, Guyo Tyrone, had brought King into the royal palace when the Tyrone heirs were only children, Jeth had always had a dislike of him. He had avoided King throughout his life, letting his father and his brother mould him into one of Raicema’s strongest soldiers.


“I wish to travel over the land,” King demanded.


“You shall do no such thing!” Jeth stated back forcefully, the tension in his voice immediately present. “I have commanded that you travel by warship and train the men.”


“I only take orders from General Seth,” King said coldly to Jeth.


Jeth began to fume at this comment, his face getting red and flustered with irritation.


“You will travel by warship,” Seth ordered to King, intervening to support his brother.


King stepped back, his face sour with disappointment. He had been looking forward to creating his own excursions into the natural Lizrabian land, exploring and sightseeing before the inevitable killing and maiming began.


“You are scared of me, aren’t you?” King said slowly and quietly to Jeth, grinning slightly.


Jeth’s expression changed from one of annoyance to one of astonishment at King’s nerve. He tried to speak, but stuttered as he opened his mouth, flummoxed at the mighty soldier’s awareness of his fear. Then, embarrassed, he rashly pulled out a gun and pointed it at King’s arm. Without hesitating he pulled the trigger. The shot hit the top of King’s forearm. The blow did not cause any reaction, except that King looked down slowly at his bleeding arm, looked back up at Jeth and laughed in his face, showing his defiance. He turned away to leave the underground chamber, shaking his head in pity. Jeth, hand trembling, raised his gun and aimed for King’s head. As he was about to pull the trigger, Seth stepped quietly next to his brother and took the gun from him quickly.


“No,” he whispered. “We need him.”


Again, a look of anger swelled onto Jeth’s face as King made his way outside to gain another taste of freedom before he would be decreed into more bloodshed.


“That dirty Ciafran!” Jeth seethed. “I curse the day Father ever brought him home. I don’t give a damn how strong he is, one day he’ll get what’s coming to him!”


The other men pretended not to be listening and all looked down at the floor. Jeth composed himself and stroked one side of his parted brown hair. “Now go,” he said to his line of leaders. “And bring pride upon Raicema.”


The men all saluted their president and then departed for the war vessels. After they had left the chamber, only the two brothers and Jeth’s sentries remained.


Seth took his brother to one side. “You have heard of what happened in Bimini?” he said.


“You mean the evacuation?” Jeth responded. “I know of it but not the reason why. I have ordered an investigation. Do you know something I don’t?”


“All of the men have disappeared. I haven’t been able to contact anyone down there.”


“Most worrying,” Jeth muttered to himself, pulling on his beak-like nose.


“I have also taken some readings from the area and the radiation in the atmosphere has increased tenfold.”


“I better send a specialist then,” Jeth decided. “So we are completely open from Bimini?”


“We can divert some troops as we travel south,” Seth suggested, to which Jeth nodded and hurried his brother towards the vehicle, eager to put his plan into action.


Outside, Jen was having his wound tended to by a medical officer.


“If you carry on like this, you’ll end up dead,” the woman said sternly to him.


Jen said nothing, his mind wandering to thoughts of being completely alone, free from people telling him what to do. It often felt like something in his stomach wanted to burst out with uncontrollable rage, decimating everything around him and leaving him in peace. He fought back the feeling and smiled weakly at the officer as she finished binding his arm. He walked towards a line of mobile units, all destined for the east port. As he stepped into one of the vehicles, he breathed out deeply, imagining his life had escaped into the air, floating away to freedom.










Chapter 6 – The Secret of the Bimini Islands


The islands of Bimini, situated fifty suns from the southeast coast of Raicema, were a unique formation of irregular-shaped land masses surrounded by the purest turquoise waters. The region was comprised of two main islands, North and South Bimini. Whilst the south was the more populated land mass hosting pretty beaches and military buildings, the north was home to an intricate mangrove forest that was shrouded in mystery. Within the forest, there were elaborate waterways and to the west were megalithic, polygonal stones that had been paved into the seabed.


Sealed beneath the depths of the Bimini Islands, Elera walked slowly down a dark tunnel, feeling her way along an enormous wall. It felt rough and sediment crumbled away in her hands. She was breathing loudly and found this helped to calm her. Her body was weak and she estimated that it must have been two days since she had eaten the last of her supplies. She noticed that pangs of anxiety suddenly ran through her midriff now and again.


Elera had been in the underwater pyramid for what seemed like an eternity. She had spent a long period of time in a colossal chamber she had entered by crawling along a narrow shaft from the pyramid’s entrance. Inside, Elera had found the chamber illuminated by glowing stone and the greenest of algae. Every wall had seemed like a dead end until a few hours ago when she found a stone slab at the back of the chamber that could easily be lifted from the floor. Only the faintest breeze of air had given away its passage.


She had been following the tunnel ever since, remembering to keep a positive outlook on the situation. After all, she had found out about the pyramid only by following the things that came to her naturally. The events that had led to her now being a sun under the ocean were remarkable to say the least.


It had all started three years earlier when the Makai leaders in Raicema City had begun to actively disagree with Kirichi’s leadership of the Makai in southern Lizrab. Kirichi had always taken the standpoint of non-violence, encouraging education and knowledge of truth and reality. He had embraced the Neoasian pilgrims who travelled to settle in Lizrab and the population was getting larger and larger every year. Sadana Siger and his followers had argued for many years that the spiritual, submissive approach of Kirichi was undermining any future authority of the Makai on the planet. They were adamant that Kirichi should stand down as a leader of the people. The meeting had been called and Elera, being tutored by Kirichi since a young age, had agreed to his request for her to accompany him. Kirichi for the first time in his life was to travel to Raicema to meet with Sadana.


Elera had travelled to the border and met Kirichi’s entourage to escort them to an outer region of Raicema City. Upon their meeting, Elera knew that Kirichi was aware of something that she was not. Many fearless guardians had accompanied him, all with the sole focus of his protection. It was during this journey, from the border to the small monastery where the meeting was to take place, that Elera first realised the power of the Lemurian myth.


One of the guardians, Taraka, originally from a western region of Neoasia, had begun to tell Elera about the village he came from.


“It is a very patient place. Many have told me that to outsiders it seems as though no human progress is made due to the simple way of life, yet those cannot really see that the most potent of advancements are constantly being made.”


“Such as what?” she had asked Taraka.


“Such as the cultivation of sacred human gifts. Anything to do with harmony between mind and body or mind and matter is of primary learning importance. It reminds me of the legend of Lemuria, the way things are going.”


“I have heard of Lemuria,” Elera had said, with interest, “but the stories about it always seem so farfetched and one is never the same as the other.”


“Lemuria did exist,” Taraka had claimed. “Maybe it still does exist. It is not just a physical place, but a spiritual place as well. It is the place that makes people see that they are interconnected; that they are the same as one another.”


Elera was fascinated by Taraka’s account and as he went on he spoke of more utopian qualities of the mythical place, such as harmonic communication between all beings that dwelled there, the flourishing of love for all things and a level of evolution that seemed impossible.


“Where have you heard of all of these stories?” she had asked him.


“The stories are passed down to each generation. I was told about Lemuria when I was a child. It is said that many civilisations that exist on the planet today are descendants of the Lemurians. Of course, most people probably haven’t even heard the stories, never mind believing that there once was such a place.”


Later that day, when the group had arrived at the meeting place, a terrifying situation had occurred. An assassin, completely camouflaged in a black outfit and with their face completely covered, appeared as if from nowhere and charged into the derelict building where all the leaders were congregating. The assassin withdrew a blade, but before they had a chance to attack, Taraka had slashed the assailant across the waist with his sword, felling them to the ground with a spray of blood. The intruder then made a swift exit, hotly pursued by some of the guardians.


“Seems like I was needed after all!” Taraka had said, placing his sword back in its sheath. “Kirichi was warned that there might be attempts on his life. You know, he didn’t want any guardians to come!”


Elera had understood at that moment that it was her place in life to try and change things. She wanted to put an end to the desperation. She had felt deeply for the assassin. What would drive someone to such an act of hatred?


Elera’s thoughts were stirred back to the present by a rumbling up ahead, yet there was still no light to be seen with only darkness prevailing in the musty tunnel. She decided to follow the vibrations. As she walked for what seemed like hours with the pulses getting stronger and stronger, her mind wandered back to the events of the meeting three years earlier.


After the shock of the assassination attempt, the meeting had begun with all guardians now extra alert in the large room.


“We insist that the time has come for you to relinquish your leadership of the sects in Lizrab,” Sadana had said quite forcefully. “There is confusion and a lack of direction. We in Raicema think it is best for the Makai leadership to be centralised to Raicema City, where we have a more direct understanding of the needs of the Makai people as a whole. Furthermore, the Makai people of Neoasia are becoming more and more distant from the Raiceman Makai, despite talks with leaders in Neoasia. It is down to your influence that such segregation is occurring.”


“I have never asked to be a leader, yet people turn to me for guidance. While ever they turn to me, I will guide,” Kirichi had replied quite calmly. “I agree there is segregation, but I believe this to be due to selfishness amongst some of the leaders.”


The statement had infuriated Sadana, a sly snarl creeping onto his face. “You dare talk of selfishness?!” he retaliated. “When you only bless your own family with power and respect!”


Kirichi had not replied to this question. Instead, he had called Elera towards him and asked her to introduce herself. She had stepped forward nervously, the eyes of some of the most influential Makai leaders upon her. Kirichi had nodded to her encouragingly.


“My name is Elera Advaya. I was brought up in Ciafra, and Kirichi has been my teacher since I first met him when I was a child. He has requested my presence here today.”


“What has this girl got to do with anything, Kirichi?” another elder had asked him.


“Hiding behind your students now, Kirichi?” Sadana had added sarcastically.


“This woman…” Kirichi began, speaking a little louder “…will take my place as leader of the Makai in Lizrab when I leave this physical realm.”


The statement had silenced the room, save for gasps of disbelief. Elera herself was stunned at his intention.


“The problems we have faced in the past years have come from trying to progress the simple concepts of unity and peace into that of a nation or worldwide leadership and control of the people,” he continued. “This has arisen solely from the influence of current Makai leaders in Raicema and Neoasia.”


The statement enraged most of the leaders who stood up in reprisal.


“How dare you?” said one.


“What impertinence!” remarked another, waving her hands wildly in the air.


The outbursts had not swayed Kirichi, who continued his speech. “I would also like to warn everyone here, that the pursuit of power through the destructive methods of the distant past can only end in suffering.”


With this statement, Kirichi had sent a piercing glance to Sadana.


“The Makai should be a basis of love and universal faith. It is not a replacement for the current empire that is trying to rule us all. I shall not stand down from my rightful place in Lizrab, nor shall any future leader there. May the force of love be with you all.”


With no more words, Kirichi had left the meeting quickly, Elera and the guardians travelling back to Lizrab with him. Kirichi had known what the leaders had wanted, but they never knew that he was as determined as he had always been to reduce the suffering on the planet through his continued guidance. Kirichi had advised Elera not to dwell on her intended role or fear such responsibility. However, Elera couldn’t help but feel daunted by the future. On their journey back to Lizrab, where Elera had lived since she was a young teen, Kirichi discussed her future plans.


“I think that the time may be coming for you to leave Lizrab for the meanwhile,” he had said, somewhat sharply. “You are a skilled astrologer and historian and I do not want your views to be corrupted by all of this political nonsense.”


“But Turo is my home now,” Elera had protested. “Where would I go?”


“Well, even though there is much wrong with Raicema, it is also a place where many great minds culminate.”


“You are not implying that I move to Raicema?!” Elera had asked with repulsion, aghast at the thought.


“You see, this is what I was afraid of. You have already judged a place that you have never been to.”


After months of contemplation back in Turo, Elera had eventually come to the same conclusion as Kirichi. She moved to Raicema, where she had found that Kirichi was right and there were many interesting and knowledgeable people living in the beehive-like metropolis of Raicema City. The strangest thing was that some of the greatest developments of her life had occurred there; she had been reunited with Rekesh and had learnt more and more about the myth of Lemuria. Her life had been a happy one in Raicema City, waking up next to Rekesh every day and meeting many like-minded people.


Now, she wondered if she would ever get out of the pyramid to see Rekesh or the places she loved again.


Up ahead, a crack of light could be seen and as she approached it, she realised it was another stone slab above her head. She pushed up hard, but it was so heavy that she soon grew tired, already feeling weak and frail. The vibrations were very strong now. Elera could feel them pulsating through her body. She noticed that the crack of light got a little bit bigger with every vibration, indicating that the slab was moving. She positioned herself carefully and pushed up on the slab in time with the rhythm of each pulse. The slab moved bit by bit, more light streaming down through the widening cracks onto Elera’s face. With one final push, the slab began to hover upwards, much to Elera’s surprise. She saw it rise high into the air above her and linger there mysteriously. She climbed out of the square hole to find a most remarkable location before her.


She was inside a pyramid-shaped room, light and airy, though there was no sign of any light source. The walls were immaculate and lacked the algae that the other chamber had been covered in, yet the stone seemed to emit the same comprehensive light. In the centre of the room was a long metallic rod hanging from the top point in the ceiling. Attached to the end of this rod was a pair of sculpted, cupped hands made from the same metal. They shone with a reddish, gold colour. Upon the metal hands rested a crystal orb of unbelievable purity. Looking around, the rest of the sloping room seemed to be empty.


As Elera got closer to the sphere, she felt more and more at ease, entering into an increasingly calm state of being. The ball was labyrinthine and sophisticated, with thousands of tiny hollow channels running spherically within it. As she moved from one position to another, she noticed a holographic image of what looked like three pyramids appear in the sphere, one immediately behind the other and increasing in size. The crystal was mesmerising and Elera almost lost herself completely, examining the images and intricate channels. She reached out to touch the metallic hands and immediately pulled away in pain. They were intensely hot, although they looked cool. Elera decided to look around the room to see if there were any other passageways, but she found nothing, all of the walls completely sealed and airtight. She wondered how there was any air getting into the room, seeing as no algae was growing and yet she could breathe perfectly well. As she looked up to where the stone slab had floated, she noticed a small tunnel at the top, directly next to where the slab was hanging in the air.


She walked back over to the crystal orb, again becoming mesmerised by it. She touched it with caution and was surprised to find it ice cold. She wondered why the hands were so scorching hot. Then, she got the overwhelming feeling that the sphere was trying to tell her something. Elera carefully picked up the immaculate ball in her hands and looked deeply into it. Suddenly a blinding white light shot out of the orb towards her forehead.


The next thing she knew, she was transported to a place that she had never seen before. She could smell the pungent fragrance in the air and feel the immense humidity. There was a gathering of several people, all tall and slender, crowding around something and she was stood behind them.


The place was beautiful, with the most luscious foliage she had ever seen, growing high into the sky with shiny glowing buildings spread all around. The trees seemed different, tall and all-encompassing as if they were a great family that protected the landscape. Each building was made of shimmering stone, each with intricately carved decorations on the surface. Every one was carefully built within a group of trees so that it could only be seen from ground level. In most cases the buildings, oval in shape and modest in size, had been built around the trunks of the widest trees and almost merged into them.


Moving closer to the group of people, she couldn’t quite see what they were looking at and edged closer towards the congregation. Through one of the tall people’s legs, she saw a creature, like no other she had ever set eyes on. It was small and frail with the silkiest of light brown fur and a face that looked like a combination of every animal in existence. It was beautiful, with eyes like stars and radiating a presence of pure love. It stood up on its four legs, almost resembling a foal, tail shining brightly, with fur that seemed to continually fluctuate between feathery and glowing orange energy. The sight was dazzling and surreal, the people silent, looking at the creature with love and care.


“Baala Aova,” one of the tall humans said softly in an accent that Elera couldn’t relate to.


The surroundings looked like nowhere she had ever seen or heard about on the planet, like a dream world. She felt the presence of something else close by. The feeling of a mother watching over its child. Then all of a sudden, the vision was over and Elera was back in the pyramid holding the crystal sphere. She dropped it back into the hands with a startled gasp.


The crystal started glowing and specs of energy like miniature fireflies could be seen whizzing around the internal channels. Elera could feel heat radiating from the hands and she started to panic a little, looking around for a way out of the room. She rushed back to the hole that she had entered the chamber through as the hands and rod started to shimmer a little more, the sphere now glowing intently and the temperature of the room climbing rapidly. The vibrations pulsating through the room had grown much stronger and the chamber was almost shaking. Elera felt panicked and breathed deeply, thinking what to do.


She almost climbed back down the hole but stopped herself when she once again felt like the crystal was trying to tell her something. She suddenly realised that her own anxiousness was causing the overwhelming tremors and the temperature of the room to increase. She sat on the edge of the hole, breathing deeply and feeling like she might pass out. Then the vibrations began to subside.


After a moment of composure, she got to her feet and walked over to the crystal ball in a daze. She picked it up again, feeling a lot calmer. The vibrations had now stopped completely and the temperature of the room had dropped.


How can this be? she thought, a little scared at how she was affecting her surroundings. Orb in hand, she looked up at the slab that was hovering in the air.


I need to get up there.


Instantly, the stone slab magically floated back down to the floor, sealing the hole again.


It can’t be! Intrigued, she swiftly walked over and stood upon it, thinking as hard as she could that she wanted the slab to rise. At first there was no reaction, but then the slab rose back up again and Elera fought to keep her balance whilst holding the sphere as it moved upwards.


As the stone slab stopped smoothly, Elera was brought to the entrance of the tunnel. It was short and narrow, with just enough space to crawl along. The channels in the crystal were still vibrant with energy, but the overall brightness of it had dimmed. Elera ducked down and began to crawl along the tunnel, hoping it would lead to a way out of the pyramid. She kept thinking about the vision she had seen, of what seemed like another world, another time. Ahead the tunnel skewed upwards into a diagonal shaft and Elera struggled to put the crystal in her small satchel to ensure it wouldn’t get damaged. Even there, its light still penetrated, lighting up her satchel like the moon.


She crawled her way up the shaft, pushing outwards with her arms and legs so she wouldn’t slide back down. Her mind drifted away with the effort, to thoughts of Rekesh and her time with him.


Their relationship had been full of ups and downs, of agreements and disagreements, kindness and sadness. But she always missed him when they weren’t together. Though feeling slightly claustrophobic, her thoughts spurred her on with more determination and before long she had reached the end of the shaft, coming out into a small cavity. It was just big enough to stand and with the light from the crystal still illuminating everything, she could see an inscription on one of the cavity walls. It was some form of hieroglyphics, though Elera had never seen these symbols before. They looked quite similar to hieroglyphs that she had studied in Ciafra and Lizrab, yet they made no sense to her.


Above, another thin shaft went vertically upwards and as she looked around, she saw another of similar width running horizontally along. She decided to go down the flat tunnel, perspiration running from her brow. It was no more than a crawl space, her satchel casting a ghostly glow on the airtight cracks between the slabs that surrounded her. She edged her way along, scraping her knees and elbows and feeling like the tunnel was almost narrowing.


At the end, the shaft was sealed with another stone slab, but on closer inspection, Elera saw that two handles had been carved into the stone. She used them to push against it, finding it hard to find leverage in the small space. She felt the door opening with a scraping noise and pushed harder, breathing loudly with the exertion. As the opening widened enough to allow her to squeeze through, she was astounded to find that it led to a great chamber, at least five time her height. The satchel cast light on thousands of ancient objects that had been stored in the room; golden statues and furniture, stone blocks with carved inscriptions and numerous other decorative items made from gold and jewels.


She stood upright, stretching and amazed at the decorative roof above, engraved with a circular pattern and covered in gold. The chamber was hot and musty and Elera presumed it must have been many millennia since it was last opened. Her heart fluttered with excitement. She walked over to the largest stone block in the centre of the chamber and tried to read the carvings. They were written in a hieroglyphic language foreign to Elera but some of the symbols looked familiar. She spent a while trying to make sense of the monument.


“Four were built…the spirit lives in each…” was all that Elera could decipher from the twelve lines of hieroglyphs. She moved around the chamber, observing everything in detail. There were mirrors coated in gold and statues reminiscent of those found in the Giza pyramids. There were many smaller sculptures made of jade and onyx, some of lions and jackals, others of people. She pondered the meaning of “Four were built”.


Could this mean four pyramids?


She took out the crystal sphere. The room illuminated brightly, causing anything shiny to glow fantastically. She looked into it and saw the image of the three pyramids again as she moved a little. As she continued to rotate it in her hand, the image changed to that of four pyramids, each slightly different in shape and size. She decided to look around some more and in the brighter light, she noticed a familiar-looking tablet resting on an oesophagus at the back of the room. It was written in a Naqada structure, a language pattern that Elera had studied and knew well. She had seen many tablets of this form in excavations she had done at the Great Pyramid of Giza in her youth. She found it easy to translate the tablet’s meaning.


“The gods have bequeathed our king with four monuments to which our benevolent king will bestow further monuments in honour of this gift.


We pledge our everlasting commitment to serve the gods.


In this monument to which our testament stands, the god of water has claimed it for his own and it will be duly swallowed. To the north, in the land of colossal mountains is the third monument and the fourth has been witnessed by the gods only.


Our benevolent king wishes out of his munificence to remain only in the first monument, in our homeland, where the great lion and the great dragon watch over us.”


Elera realised that the tablet must have been created at a time when the Bimini pyramid was in the process of sinking into the sea. She was surprised that the tablet indicated there were four scattered pyramids of antiquity in the world. She deduced that the Great Pyramid of Giza was the first of this four and her current location the second. After examining the chamber for a few moments more, Elera began to feel very faint and a sudden desperation to breathe fresh air enveloped her. She searched for another hidden door or tunnel but finding none, she decided to backtrack and continue up the vertical shaft that she had reached before. She crawled back along the tight tunnel that had led to the chamber, wincing as she brushed her grazed knees again on the rough stone. She reached the cavity junction and with sweat pouring from her brow and body, she shimmied her way up the stuffy vertical shaft, stopping in mid-air every so often to breathe heavily. She felt like she was near the top of the pyramid as the air was heavy and her head drowsy with the pressure. Her body felt lighter, as if it were being invaded by something ethereal.


Before long, she had reached the top, which came out at another cavity, this one slightly larger but with no further tunnels or shafts. It was perfectly pyramidal of shape, the walls glowing just like in the chamber where she had found the crystal orb, the strangest of stones, like no other she had seen. She realised that she was at the top of the pyramid, in its capstone.


Elera began to feel concerned again. She was certain there would be a way out, but she felt very tired and was finding it hard to breathe. The orb next to her was speaking. It was singing to her. Then, she noticed something about the walls. They were flickering slightly, and Elera was sure she could see the deep waves of the ocean moving beyond. For a moment she thought she may be dreaming and that she would wake up in her bed in Turo.


What is this capstone made of? she questioned, coming back to the reality of her entrapment. Elera had no idea, but she felt mild vibrations again, in time with her increasing unease. She unbuckled her satchel and removed the crystal ball. Its intricate innards were alive with activity once again, and as she looked up, she was dazed at what she saw. The walls were now transparent, and the ocean was directly in front of her, so close that she could reach out and touch it. She remembered the entrance to the pyramid, which had mysteriously collapsed. Before that had happened, she was fascinated that the water was held away in a similar sense, as if an invisible wall was holding the vast ocean back.


The entrance must have been made from the same material as this capstone, she thought. Elera sat motionless for many moments, amazed at the sight around her. It was as if she was floating in the middle of the ocean and she could see beautifully unusual creatures swimming by now and again. She observed a red batwing crab crawling up the wall, a giant loggerhead turtle cutting through the water with delicate grace and a slender dusky shark, calmly stalking a school of smaller fish. She reached out and her hand went straight through the wall into the water. She pulled it back. It was wet and salty. She laughed out loud with relief, amazed at the pyramid and its incredible structure. A wave of euphoria passed through her body and she almost felt like crying at how she would have never believed such a sight only a few days earlier.


She stood to her feet and prepared herself, holding the crystal tight and making sure her clothing was secured tightly. Then she jumped straight through the wall.










Chapter 7 – An Unlikely Friend


As Elera passed through the wall of the capstone, she took a large breath but was not prepared for the immense pressure of the deep ocean. It hit her like a heavy weight, pressing down on every part of her body. The surface looked much higher than before and she began to panic that she would run out of oxygen before she could reach the air above. She swam as hard as she could, holding on tightly to the crystal orb. With every movement of her body, Elera grew more and more tired and before long, she was making little progress, hardly gaining any distance. She began to feel faint and within a minute she had stopped moving and tried to accept calmly that she would never reach the top.


This is the end, she thought.


As she began to lose consciousness, a miraculous thing happened. A spotted dolphin, whirling and waving through the water, appeared before Elera and began to nudge her with its rubbery nose. She felt it pushing in the small of her back. Almost unconscious, the orb slipped out of her hands into the ocean. As her mind drifted into a dark abyss, she felt a surge of speed bringing her back to life as the dolphin reached the surface. It propelled Elera with vigour up into the air.


Elera gasped instinctively and the dolphin blew out a spew of water through its blowhole. The splash of landing back in the water from the air stirred Elera into consciousness and she spluttered for a while trying to catch her breath. Her vision came back into focus just in time to see the dolphin swimming away.


She looked around for the crystal sphere. It suddenly emerged from the ocean not far away and hovered gently over the surface of water. Elera was in awe of the entity, which she immediately stopped seeing as an object and now saw as a being. After breathing heavily for a while, Elera swam over and placed her hand slowly on its smooth, curved surface. It allowed her to place it into her satchel for safekeeping.


She looked around again, kicking slowly with her legs to keep afloat. She could see the shoreline of Bimini in the distance, perhaps three suns away.


It will take a while for me to reach there in my current condition, she thought, widening her arms and legs so that she floated easily in the water. Her body felt immensely tired and malnourished. She had a strong fluttering sensation in her midriff. She began to swim slowly in the direction of the island, but then she heard a faint humming noise from behind. Looking back, she saw a motorboat speeding towards the island. She waved her arms and called out to get the driver’s attention.


“Hey!” she shouted, spluttering a little in the process. “Over here!”


The boat did not change direction at first but after a few more attempts at drawing attention to herself, Elera saw it heading towards her. The driver was a woman, wearing a black waterproof suit and with dark curly black hair tied back in a tight bob. She looked quite young and had a serious expression on her face. She slowed the boat until it stopped and she reached down to Elera, a slight grin appearing on her face.


“Need a lift?” she asked casually, offering her hand to Elera over the side of the boat. Elera did not hesitate to take it and the woman’s strength surprised her, pulling her into the boat with relative ease.


“Thank you,” Elera said weakly, lying back on a padded seat and unable to move easily. She placed her satchel at her side in the slick boat, which was painted white and red on the outside with grey interiors. Elera noticed a shoulder belt filled with gadgets and knives, lying haphazardly on the seat next to her. The boat roared back into action as it sped up towards the island.


“What were you doing in the ocean?” the woman asked nonchalantly, glancing back at Elera whilst steering. Elera thought for a moment about her response, used to being a tactician in answering questions.


This woman could work for the Raiceman government, she thought. Quickly, she decided to answer entirely truthfully, realising the truth was nothing to be ashamed of.


“There is an old ruin under this ocean,” she stated calmly. “I have been trapped down there for about a week, maybe two. I have only just found a way out.”


The woman looked back at Elera with surprise and scepticism, veering off to the right slightly. She quickly manoeuvred the boat back towards the island, the trees of which could now be seen quite clearly.


“I have been looking for a place that has been lost for a long time,” Elera continued in a dazed manner. “This island holds many links to that place.”


The woman was quiet for a moment and then she slowed the boat to a gentle trawl. She turned to Elera. “So are you some sort of explorer?”


“Sort of.”


“Do you know why the power went out on this island?” she asked intently. “Did you have something to do with that?”


“Who are you?” Elera asked in return, growing a little suspicious.


“I might ask you the same thing,” she replied. “My name is Sula and I work for Tyrona. I’m here to find out why every guard and soldier that is supposed to be here has suddenly disappeared off the island.”


This news made Elera very cautious. “I don’t know where the guards have gone,” she said truthfully. “I admit that I and my friends were involved in a power cut on the island, but that was only so we could get past the patrol boats on the coast. There were thousands of guards here then.”


Sula’s eyes were firmly locked on Elera’s, suspiciously trying to work out if she was telling the truth. Her expression was one of inkling and deep thought. She finally smiled mischievously. “In that case, you can help me work out where the hell everybody’s gone!” she said humorously. Her statement eased Elera’s concern slightly.


Sula put the boat into its fastest speed and within a few minutes they were cruising up to South Bimini’s rich shore, deep brown and cream sparkles majestically smoothed into a serene beach. Sula stopped the boat and threw a small anchor over the side. She grabbed her shoulder belt and jumped into the water, which came up to her chest.


“Come on!” she said. “You look like you could do with something to eat.”


Elera put on her satchel and slowly lowered herself into the water. As they walked onto the beach, Elera felt relieved that her feet were touching solid earth after so long under the ocean.


Ahead was a small beach forest. Elera walked over, sat down and slowly pulled a few pieces of fruit from a shrub. As she ate, Sula walked over and sat beside her. She offered her some dried fish from a pouch in her shoulder belt. Elera took it and thanked her.


“So where are you from? Raicema?” Sula asked.


“I lived in Raicema once,” Elera replied, feeling rejuvenated by the fruit. “I am an astrologer. I used to live in Raicema City.”


“And where do you live now?” she asked as Elera chewed off a small piece of meat.


“All over,” Elera admitted honestly. “This past year I have been travelling to many places studying ancient sites and structures…”


“To find this magical lost place you are looking for?” Sula interrupted a little sarcastically.


“Yes,” Elera said defensively. “It is a place that we all have a connection with. It is a root for us all.”


Sula looked uninterested in Elera’s depiction and quickly changed the subject. “So how’d you cut the power here?”


“It wasn’t me who did that. Some friends of mine managed to get into the reactor at the other end of the island and shut it down. The commotion caused all the guards out in boats to come back to the island. That was how I was able to get out there to find the pyramid.”


Sula began to look around at the desolate shore, scanning for movement but finding none.


“Find anything in there?” she asked Elera after a while.


“No,” Elera lied, still not fully trusting of Sula’s intentions.


Sula seemed to accept her answer, again apparently uninterested. She began to look into the beach forest, trying to work out where it led. She got to her feet. “I’m going to try and find the military base here. This island isn’t so big so it shouldn’t take long. You should stay here. I’m going back to Raicema once I’ve finished my investigation here and I can take you with me if you want?” Sula offered, her voice sounding genuine. “If I was you, I’d stop wasting time getting trapped in old ruins that nobody cares about. You’d be much better off just getting on with your life.”
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