In Murlith

The spies of Murlith

To most people Mr Ill and Mr Grall looked like ordinary, law-abiding, and extremely boring men. They both wore suits of the sort that implied that they were both businessmen and that suited their purpose. You see these men were as far away from ordinary, law-abiding, and extremely boring men that you could get. They were none other than spies from the evil country Murlith, and they looked like businessmen so locals didn’t talk to them for fear of being drawn into a long and boring conversation about how the share market was going. 

  Murlith and Gwindle were the two countries on the great landmass of Thebanonia, and they were both enemies. Every now and again enemies will fight together simply because they hate each other. Murlith and Gwindle were always fighting, not just every now and again. Murlith and Gwindle had fought each other a total of 532 times throughout history but the last war had happened 186 years ago. People were beginning to think that perhaps that famous war had been the last one between the two countries, ever. Mr Ill and Mr Grall knew otherwise however. They knew that what they were planning to do would ultimately begin the most large-scale war ever between those two countries. They were planning to steal something so valuable to Gwindle that Gwindle would be willing to fight every single man it had to the death so it could regain it.

  Mr Ill and Mr Grall chuckled at the thought of how Gwindle would react after they had stolen the legendary Qualmstone, capable of creating lightening, and also with enough thought, of blowing up anyone or anything you can think of. Murlith would certainly find a use for such a thing…

  Right then though, Mr Ill and Mr Grall were walking side by side along the dark and abandoned alleyways of Limuanza, capital of Gwindle and talking to each other about how they were going to pull off such a feat. 

  “It should be easy to get, we just walk in, point knives at their throats and get them to show us where it is.” said Mr Ill. 

  Mr Grall wasn’t so sure.

  “What if there are to many of them for us to point knives at? What if they don’t want to show us where it is? There’s a whole heap of things that might go wrong. Anyway it would be a good idea if we figured out just how many people there are in the building so we can plan our job more carefully from there.” Mr Grall was always careful and never reckless like Mr Ill was.

  “You’re too much of a pessimist Mr Grall, it’s called luck and you can never go around without it. If you don’t have luck then you may as well go back to Murlith, because I don’t want you hampering my mission.” Mr Ill said. He was adamant to get the stone and bring it back to Murlith. So was Mr Grall.

  “It’s our mission so don’t go around calling it your own. I want to get the stone as much as you do, all I’m saying is that you should be aware of the risks,” said Mr Grall.

  “I am aware of the risks,” replied Mr Ill. “It’s just that Murlith hasn’t made an attempt to get the stone for 186 years. Do you think that their guards will be expecting that tonight will be any different than all the nights since then?”

  Mr Ill had a very valid point, there were signs that the Gwindle guards were slacking off and Mr Grall knew it.

  “Ok, so we walk in and we point knives at them and hope that luck is on our side and they show us where it is and how to get it?” inquired Mr Grall.

  “We’re a bit more careful than that Mr Grall, and anyway if they don’t tell us then we kill them and find it ourselves.” answered Mr Ill.

  “Oh.” Said Mr Grall as if he had just worked it out, “ok then.”

  It was then that the dark and deserted alleyway that they had been walking along opened up into the main street of Limuanza and Mr Ill motioned to Mr Grall to be quiet. They took a left turn and set about walking down the street like what they were doing and what they were going to do was as natural as anything. This was done so that any watchers would assume that they were normal citizens and not up to anything suspicious, like they were. 

  They walked in this style for about 10 minutes, talking about the share market when they were passing any other pedestrians and not talking at all when there was nobody to hear them. Soon they came to a small black building without any windows. Mr Grall stopped and put a hand in front of Mr Ill to stop him as well.

  “This is it.” He said quietly to Mr Ill.

  “Is the Qualmstone in there then?” asked Mr Ill.

  “Yes, only we have to find the way in.” answered Mr Grall, “and that’s not as easy as you think.”

  Mr Grall had done some research on this building. He knew that the door to the building was cleverly concealed to make it look just like the wall around it. The only way to find the door was to feel it. 

  “What’s not easy about finding a door?” inquired Mr Ill.

  Mr Grall told him. Thy both realised that if they were going to find the door to the building then they needed to do it without looking like they were doing anything suspicious. 

  “Ok, so we feel for the door and if anyone comes then we try to look like two businessmen leaning against a wall chatting. How does that sound to you?” asked Mr Ill.

  “Alright, it’s not such a bad plan considering some of the other plans that you have come up with,” answered Mr Grall but without too much enthusiasm.

  They searched around three walls but didn’t find anything but on the fourth wall Mr Grall gave a shout.

  “Hey, I found it! Come over here!”

  “Shhh!” whispered Mr Ill with urgency, looking about. “Someone might be listening.”

  Mr Ill walked over to where Mr Grall was standing and passed a hand over that side of the wall what he felt was very different to what he saw. What he saw was just the ordinary black wall, which was probably made of brick, but he couldn’t tell for sure. What he felt was a large steel door with a knob to the left side of it. Mr Ill turned the knob and the wall creaked open, turning itself into the door that he had felt. 

  Mr Ill entered before Mr Grall because he was more excited and Mr Grall was more cautious. What they entered into was a long corridor that seemed to go to the other side of the building. There were many doors on both sides of the corridor and it seemed that they would have to go inside one of them. Mr Ill wanted to go through the first door but Mr Grall held him back. 

  “What’s wrong?” asked Mr Ill. Mr Grall didn’t answer but knelt down to the gap under the door and sniffed the air.

  “Poison,” was the one word he spoke as he turned to Mr Ill. Mr Ill nodded to show that he understood that the room had been booby trapped so that anyone who went inside would have been poisoned.

  “Probably all but one of these rooms are booby trapped and that room is the room that leads to the Qualmstone.” Mr Grall said and Mr Ill agreed entirely. 

  Mr Grall knelt by the next door and sniffed the air. Turning his head, he put his ear by the door and listened intensely.

  “There are heaps of snakes in this room, try the next room.” Said Mr Grall, nodding at Mr Ill to try what he had done with the next door.

  Mr Ill bent down and took a sniff. He smelt nothing that was anything dangerous, just a whiff of perfume. He listened but he couldn’t hear anything worth noting, just a faint song as if it was a lullaby. Mr Ill couldn’t help himself; a force that wasn’t him made him reach for the door. He just had to get in. He was saved by Mr Grall who pulled him back but forever more he yearned to see what was in that room

  “I don’t know what was in that room but I can guess that what ever was inside there wouldn’t have been as good as you thought.” Mr Grall suggested to Mr Ill but it was a while before Mr Ill had a presence of mind to agree with Mr Grall. 

  It was lucky that the next door was the right door because if it hadn’t been then Mr Ill probably would have run back and opened the door even though he knew now that it was the wrong door. Once he walked into the right door though, all the thoughts of doing what ever he could to get into the room with the perfume and the singing vanished. He thought to himself that Mr Grall had probably saved his life but he didn’t say that thought out loud though because he didn’t want to admit it.

  Inside the room, that they walked into was a desk that had been left right in the middle. It looked like someone had just put it there and gone away meaning to come back and move it but didn’t get around to it. On the desk, there were two drawers, one of them was labelled ‘this map shows where the Qualmstone is hidden,’ and the other drawer was labelled ‘key to the next door.’ 

  Mr Grall wasn’t going to open the drawer that supposedly had the map inside it. He knew that the people that hid the Qualmstone wouldn’t just write a map and leave it in a drawer so that people like him could just steal it. On the other hand, the people needed to access the stone and they had to do that using the key. It seemed highly likely that the drawer that was labelled ‘key to the next door’ was telling the truth. 

  Mr Grall bent down to open that drawer but he didn’t because there was a yell from Mr Ill and Mr Ill pulled his hand away.

  “What’s wrong?” asked Mr Grall. He explained why he thought that he should open the drawer. “So you see, the other drawer is probably booby trapped like the rooms that we passed,” he concluded.

  “Trust me,” said Mr Ill and before Mr Grall could stop him he had pulled open the drawer that Mr Grall didn’t want to. There inside of it was the key that Mr Grall thought had been in the other drawer!

  “You see, that’s what they wanted you to think, that’s why I thought that the key was in that drawer. It was just too easy otherwise.” Explained Mr Ill and Mr Grall was very angry with himself.

  “I should have thought of that myself,” he told himself and he meant it.

  Mr Ill took the key and fitted it into the lock of the next door and they both pushed it open. Inside all they saw was light. It took them some time to adjust but when they did, they saw a white stone almost oval in shape that looked as though it was filled with great power. It seemed as if electricity was flowing through the very air of that room out of it.

  Neither of them had ever seen the Qualmstone before but they both knew that this was it. It gave a feeling of greatness even though it was only very small. Mr Ill was the first to pick it up and he spent a few minutes just admiring it before Mr Grall reminded him that they needed to go. Neither of them could believe it. They had with them the greatest, most valuable thing in the world!

  Mr Ill stuffed it into his pocket and then they both ran back into the room that they had been in before. They stopped to examine it before they went on and they found that it hadn’t changed its colour but it seemed a little less powerful. Perhaps that was because all the electricity had disappeared from around them but nevertheless it still looked powerful enough for Mr Ill and he put it back in his pocket 
 excitedly  and exited the room with Mr Grall. 

Brill and Themm

Brill ran back into the house just before Themm did. The first thing that their mother noticed about the two of them was that mud covered both of their trousers right from the bottom, all the way to the top. It was almost impossible for her to see that Brill’s trousers were red and that Themm’s trousers were pink and yellow striped. 

  “You’ve been on the old tramline haven’t you?” asked their mother.

  “Well, you see mother, we had to. It was the fastest way back from Thomas’s house,” answered Brill.

  His mother knew that both of them had been at Thomas’s house for the day so she excused them but also told them that they needed to have a bath. Both Brill and Themm had been expecting this because they had both been over the old tramline before. The old tramline was the track where in the olden days they used to pull the trees that they had cut down along back into the town. It was extremely muddy and that explained why their trousers were soaked with mud.

  Brill was older than Themm but Themm was taller. Their parents said that that was because Themm was a girl but neither Brill nor Themm could work out how this would make Brill shorter.

  Brill got into the bath first because they went by the rule ‘oldest first’ and Brill was 12 years old and Themm was only 10. Themm knew that Brill always took ages when he had a bath so she went to go and get a book to read while she was waiting. There were no televisions or computers in Thebanonia because they hadn’t been invented and also if they had then Themm probably wouldn’t be going to use them anyway because she liked to read.

  After Brill had finished his bath, Themm had almost finished the book that she had been reading because Brill had taken so long. She didn’t want to get in because the book that she was reading was quite good. 

  “You can have a bath now,” Brill told Themm but Themm wasn’t listening.

  “You can have a bath now,” repeated Brill this time much louder.

  “What?” asked Themm, startled when she saw him so close when she didn’t know he was there.

  “I said ‘You can have a bath now,’” said Brill sternly and pulled the book away from her so that she would acknowledge what he had said. 

  “Oh yeah, ok. Hang on, I’ll just go and get my things.” Themm wasn’t annoyed about having the book taken away from her because she knew that she could go and get it after she had finished her bath. That had happened before.

  After their bath, it was time for tea. They both had put on nice new clothes and both looked as clean as any one could expect after they had been waist deep in mud only about an hour ago. For tea they had quite a tasty meal with roast chicken with peas, carrots and what was especially tasty for Brill, mashed potatoes. Nobody except their parents liked the leeks so they remained uneaten on two of the four plates that surrounded the table. It wasn’t long before it was time for Brill and Themm to go to bed.

  Brill and Themm both shared a bedroom and they talked to each other for a while about how that day had gone and how much fun they had had at Thomas’s house playing with Thomas’s toy farm set. Themm had finished her book that she had been reading and she eagerly explained this to Brill who was amazed that she could read such a big book in so shorter time. Themm had read bigger books in a shorter amount of time but nevertheless she took the praise and she grinned broadly until their parents came in to tell them to stop talking and to go to sleep. 

  Unlike other siblings, Brill and Themm were quite fond of each other and they had the same friends and played in the same teams when it came to sport. Themm was always listening to people in her class telling of how mean their big brothers were and Brill was always listening to people in his class say how annoying their pesky little sisters were. Both were glad that they got the siblings that they had. 

  When Brill woke up in the morning, it was unusually early. His first thought was to get everything ready for school that day but then he remembered that there was no school that day because it was a public holiday. Then he thought of the fun that he could have in that day to make full use of the holiday. There was no use in wasting time sleeping so he went over to shake Themm awake.

  “What is it?” she asked groggily, as if still half-asleep.

  “Today’s a holiday, remember?” answered Brill. Themm knew what that meant and she sat up as if suddenly wide awake. 

  “What shall we do today?” she asked. She was wide-awake.

  “Why don’t we go back to Thomas’s house? We could go through the town to get there and buy those things that you were wanting. We could go play with Thomas’s farm set again and if we wanted to we could have another adventure along the old tramline!” The last adventure they had had on the old tramline had been rather fun indeed. They had found a rusty piece of old metal and they had pretended that it was the remains of the old jungle warrior’s arrow.

   The old jungle warrior was a legend about someone who had been exiled from the Murlith tribe thousands of years ago in the Stone Age when the two countries had been separated by the two tribes. According to the legends he wasn’t even a human at all, he had fell from the sky as a baby and then was cared for by the Murlith tribe. About a hundred years or so later when he showed no signs of age people in that tribe began to fear that he wasn’t a human and therefore not to be trusted. They had exiled him out of their lands and he went off to live deep in the middle of the large Murlith jungle.

  This legend was particularly told in Stonelaw where Brill and Themm lived because if they climbed the hill behind Stonelaw, the hill on which the old tramline was on, then they could see over the entire city of Stonelaw. If they decided to turn about then they would see a fence running along beneath the hill and they would see the forest darken and spread way in all directions. This was the dark and dangerous Murlith Forest and it was rumoured that it was filled with all sorts of evil creatures that the people of Murlith created. 

  Nobody knew if this was true but it was true that nobody dared to even go near the fence that separated Gwindle from Murlith. Not even the bravest, most well equipped man dared to go into that forest alone.

  Brill and Themm decided that their last adventure about the old jungle warrior had been a good one so they decided upon the plan that they would go Thomas’s house via the town that morning. It wasn’t long before they had got everything ready and they had to wait so they could tell their parents who hadn’t woken up yet, where they had gone. It wasn’t a long wait, however and before they knew it they were walking away from their house and down towards town towards what looked like a very exciting day ahead.

  They heard the voices and the noise of people walking, before they saw them. On the main street of Stonelaw, a huge army of men had gathered, armed with whatever weapon they had been able to take. Some had brought splendid long shiny swords and sturdy shields, others had brought pitchforks and axes. The army of Gwindle had gathered and Brill and Themm were so taken away by the sheer size of the army that any thought of doing some shopping simply went away as if it had never come. 

  Brill and Themm had never thought that there was even that amount of people in Gwindle and they now wanted to know above anything else why the army was here. They crawled through all the feet and eventually they reached the other side of the army where they saw the mayor of the city and some other strange man talking together. They got up close so that they could hear.

  “Well, you can take all the people in this city that are willing to go but only the people that are willing to go general,” said the mayor.

  “But I need about another five thousand men to add to this army,” answered the general.

  “Well you can have that amount if that amount of people are willing to go as I’ve told you a number of times already,” replied the mayor, starting to get a bit angry it sounded. “What do you need all these people for anyway?” he added.

  “I’ve told you this a number of times as well. The boss in Limuanza has told me to raise an army exceeding a hundred thousand in number to take to Murlith and try to regain something stolen by them a few days ago.”

  “What is that?” asked the mayor eagerly.

  “I’m sorry but I can’t tell you. It’s top-secret you see, I’m not allowed to tell anyone,” answered the general.

  “So you’re going to send these people into the heart of Murlith to regain something that they don’t even know about. Is that what you’re saying?” asked the mayor.

  “Well not exactly, we’ll give these people a description of what we are trying to get but we won’t tell them what it is because as I have told you, it is top-secret.” The general was adamant not to tell anyone like the mayor who could go around telling everyone.

 Brill nodded to Themm and when Themm nodded back, they crept away. 

  “What do you reckon this top-secret thing is?” asked Brill.

  “I don’t know but I sure want to find out,” answered Themm.

  “Why don’t we go and get Thomas and get him to come and help us find out what it is? We could be like detectives, finding out from the soldiers what a description of the thing is and then working it out from there!” Brill thought this was a great idea and the enthusiasm showed on his face as he told it to Themm. 

  “That’s a great idea!” Themm thought that it was a good idea as well and so they ran off as fast as they could to go and get Thomas.

In Town 

Thomas was a short boy, shorter than Brill but Brill was an average height so that doesn’t say too much. He was also a bit skinnier than either Brill of Themm and his main ambition in life was to never have to wear glasses. Both Brill and Themm thought that he was a bit strange but he was also good fun to be around and the food at Thomas’s house was extra good so that was a bonus.

  He was still in pyjamas when Brill and Themm arrived at his house but they were more than happy to eat some of their homemade biscuits while they were waiting for him to get changed. When he was ready however, they carried on eating while they explained to him what they had seen and heard.

  “Well, what do you want to do first, play with my farm set or go and investigate what this top secret thing is?” asked Thomas.

  “Investigate!” replied both Brill and Themm in unison.

  “Right, so if we want to investigate then we have to bring the right gear. We need a magnifying glass, hang on I’ve got one here.” He reached down into a drawer and took out one. “Oh, and we’ll need a snack, now what could we bring for that?”

  “These biscuits will do nicely,” answered Brill with a smile and put them into his bag.

  “But those were for…oh never mind. Ok so we’ve got a snack what else do we need?” Thomas seemed a bit disappointed about Brill having the biscuits but the biscuits were far too nice for Brill to care.

  “Nothing I think, unless you want to bring warm clothing, me and Brill both have jackets on so we don’t need to worry,” said Themm.

  “Oh yeah, ok.” Thomas got up and walked over to where his jacket was lying on the bench. He put it on and then he slung his bag over his shoulder.

  “Come on, we haven’t got all day don’t you know? If we want to go then lets go!” announced Thomas and the two siblings followed him out of the door and onto the street outside.

  “Aren’t you going to tell your parents?” asked Themm.

  “My parents are out at the moment. I was actually hoping I could tell them while we were in town but if as you say there is an army in the middle of town then perhaps it’ll be a bit difficult. Hang on and I’ll write them a note so when they come home they can find out where I am,” said Thomas.

  Brill and Themm didn’t have to wait long for Thomas to write a note because Thomas was a quick writer and the note was short. All it said was: ‘Gone to town with B. and T. Thomas.’ His parents knew who B. and T. were, so they were off to go to the town to have an adventure with being detectives for the morning and maybe the afternoon if it was fun. 

  In town, the army was still crowded around the main street, but they seemed to have dispersed a bit. Some of the men in the army had gone to have a look at the shop and it was easier now to get to the other side. It was easy to tell which of the people were army members and which of the people were not. Anyone that was part of the army had at least one weapon slung over his or her shoulder or tied around his or her waist. Thomas, Brill and Themm were looking for a friendly looking soldier to question about the top-secret thing that they were wanting to know about.

  “How about that guy over there?” asked Themm. “He looks friendly enough.” The person that Themm was pointing to was a youngish looking person that looked very excited. He had a sword tied around his waist without a scabbard so they were careful of it as they went to him.

  “Hello, where are you from?” asked Brill sincerely as if he really wanted to know where the person was from instead of just wanting to begin a conversation with him.

  “I’m from Elt,” answered the person gruffly.

  “Is it nice there?” asked Themm wanting to also join into the conversation. The person turned to her. 

  “I dunno, the river’s nice and the mountains on the horizon are nice but the city’s polluted and dirty if you know what I mean. Not anywhere near as clean as this nice little town here,” answered the person.

  “What’s your name? I’m Brill, this is Themm and this is Thomas here,” said Brill pointing to Themm and Thomas in turn.

  “My name’s Phipp,” answered Phipp.

  “So why are you and the rest of this lot here?” asked Thomas.

  “Oh I dunno, they want us to go into Murlith to do something, I forgot what, I dunno even if they told us,” answered Phipp. 

  “Will anyone else know why you’re going there?” asked Brill.

  “I hope so. If they told us that is, there should have been someone in this entire army that was listening at the time,” said Phipp. “Now it’s my turn to ask you kids some questions. Why are you asking me all these questions? It’s almost like you’re trying to be detectives.”

  Brill smiled at this guess at what they were doing and said: “Sorry for taking up all your time, we hope you have a good day and enjoy yourself in the army.” With a turn he led the other two away and when they were out of earshot, they both congratulated him on closing the conversation well. 

  “Well, we made a bad choice first up it seems,” said Brill. Both of his companions agreed.

  “We need to find a nice person that looks as though they have nothing to do,” said Thomas and both Brill and Themm agreed.

  There was one such person that looked kind and they looked as if they had nothing to do. All three friends approached him.

  “Hello, where are you from?” asked Brill with the same opening sentence as he used last time.

  “Hi, I’m from Eerindeer,” answered the person. “I’m with this army, I was right from the start.”

  Thomas nodded at the rest to show that they had picked out a good person.

  “What do you mean ‘right from the start’?” asked Thomas.

  “Oh, I mean that the army started from Eerindeer and went on into Limuanza, and then to Elt and now here. For someone who before now had never left Eerindeer, it was quite a journey, I’ll tell you! Have any of you ever been out of Stonelaw?” 

  Thomas had been to Limuanza but neither Brill nor Themm had gone anywhere.

  “Yes, I’ve been to Limuanza,” said Thomas. “It’s huge.”

  “I know! I mean, Eerindeer’s about twice the size of this town here, and Limuanza is twice the size of Eerindeer! That means that Limuanza is four times as big as Stonelaw!” This person was very enthusiastic about Limuanza so Brill decided not to bring up the subject of Elt or any other city.

  “So do you know why you’re going to Murlith?” he asked.

 “I know why I’m going to Murlith if that is what you mean. I’m going to see the sights. I don’t think they told us why they want us to go there,” this person obviously was just interested in going out to see the big wide world and not looking for anything at all. It seemed as though they hadn’t told them.

  “So you don’t know why they want you to go there? I mean obviously they aren’t just sending you to go sightseeing…” Themm paused to let the person talk.

  “Well yes actually I remember the general person saying that once we were out of Stonelaw he would give us a description of it,” he said.

  “Oh,” said Themm. What the person just said meant that it had been pointless talking to the soldiers because they didn’t know either. The three of them said goodbye to the person that they were talking to and they went over to a seat to discuss what they should do now.

 “I think that trying to be detectives was a bad idea and we should have gone onto the old tramline to play. It would have been much more fun,” said Thomas. Both Brill and Themm agreed with him.

  “Well, seeing as we’re in town at the moment, why don’t we go and buy the stuff I’ve been wanting?” suggested Themm.

  “Ok, seeing as we’ve got nothing else to do,” agreed Brill and so they got up and began to walk down the street.

  The shop that Themm wanted to go to was right down the road so they had a bit of walking to do before they got there. About a hundred metres down the road there was a big line of people that stretched out across the road and then bent so that it ran along the footpath. Brill was the person that guessed that this line of people was people from Stonelaw that wanted to join the army. Brill and Themm were glad that their father wouldn’t want to join because they were afraid that if he did join then they would lose their father. Thomas wasn’t sure if his father would join or not so as they passed through the line they all kept an eye out for Thomas’s father. Thomas’s father wasn’t there but they saw lots of wagons on the road past the line and so they decided to have a look inside them.

  Most of the wagons were empty. Some of them had lots of full sacks in them, but most of the sacks were empty. Themm, who had read about this sort of invasion as they called it, thought that the sacks would contain lots of food and weapons. She also thought that there would be many barrels that were to be taken, filled with water. Brill and Thomas thought that this was highly likely so neither of them disputed her claims.

  Further down the road there was a real estate shop and usually they passed it without noticing it much. This time as they passed it, Themm looked inside for a second, and there inside of it she saw her parents.

  She was astonished because what would her parents be doing in a real estate shop?

  “Hey, Brill why are our parents in there?” she asked pointing at the shop window. Brill took one look at where she was pointing and looked back at Themm. 

  “I don’t know, maybe they want to buy a new house or something,” answered Brill. “Lets listen and find out.”

  “I’ll just go across the road, to have a look in that shop over there,” said Thomas and he left Brill and Themm to do their listening. 

  “I would have no idea what so ever of why they would be wanting to sell the house,” said Themm as the two of them walked into the real estate shop.

  At first they couldn’t find their parents but then Brill spied them walking into a room with a stranger. He beckoned to Themm to follow him and led the way over to the door where they found two seats right by the door where they could sit and listen to everything.

  “Good morning. Now you have come about that house you were asking about in Elt is that right?” asked someone whose voice they couldn’t recognise.

  “Yes, that is right,” answered their father. “We wanted to know if we could buy that house sooner rather than later in the light of this coming war.”

  “Oh I see, and so you are not going away with the army. Alright then I do believe that there is a house that would be perfect for you. You have two children I believe is that correct?” 

  “Yes that is right,” answered one of their parents, neither Brill nor Themm could recognise which.

  “Well this house is perfect for you then. It has four bedrooms, a great view on one side of the house overlooking the city, and on the other side of the house you can see the twin mountains very clearly. Oh, and as well as that there is the forest right by the back yard for the kids to play in and only a few minutes wagon’s drive to the city centre.” (Cars weren’t invented either so they drove wagons which were pulled by horses, or carts that were driven on small motors capable of going at slow speeds)

  “That sounds great!” said their mother.

  “It is great,” assured the real estate agent as they assumed the person was.

  “Well how much is this house going to cost us?” asked their father. He was always asking how much things were going to cost before anyone bought anything.

  “Well it had been on the market for only one thousand Thebs but the current owners have assured us that their minimum is going to be nine hundred which is a very rare bargain.” (Thebs were the currency that was used by everyone in the great continent of Thebanonia)

  Neither Brill nor Themm liked that deal at all not because it wasn’t cheap because it was extremely cheap but because they simply did not want to move from Stonelaw. They were quite happy with where they lived now and they were quite happy with all their friends at the school that they went to, etcetera. They really wanted their parents to decline that deal because they knew that once they said yes then no amount of pleading and bargaining on Brill and Themm’s part would make them change their minds

  “Yes, that sounds very cheap, nine hundred Thebs. What do you think, Pritinny?” said their father. (Their mother’s name was Pritinny)

  “Well it sounds pretty good to me but do you have any pictures of the house and its interior?” she answered. Both Brill and Themm hoped very strongly that they didn’t because there was a high chance that if there weren’t any pictures then their parents wouldn’t buy the house.

  “We do,” with these words, Brill and Themm winced, “and we’ve got them in the room next door. If you’d like to wait for a few seconds, I can go through to get them for you.” 

  Hurriedly, Brill and Themm both leapt over to a table with magazines piled on it and they grabbed a magazine each before jumping back into their chairs. They got back just before the real estate agent opened the door to go and get the pictures so nobody realised that they had been listening at the door.

  Inside they could hear what their parents were saying while they thought that they were alone.

  “This sounds like a good deal,” said their mother.

  “Certainly Elt will be a lot safer than Stonelaw, what with the war coming up and everything, I would have thought that houses in other cities would be much harder to come by.”

  “I expect that no one else here has thought about leaving.”

  Brill and Themm looked at each other. They both knew what their parents were thinking and they both knew now that the only way their parents would say “no” was if the pictures were absolutely horrible. They really did not want to leave Stonelaw.

  The real estate agent walked past them and back into the room where their parents were. This time clutching a bundle of what looked like photos. The door shut behind them and immediately they heard him say: “Here they are.”

  It took some time for their parents to examine them all but the real estate agent gave Brill and Themm a running commentary of what each photo they were examining was and so they heard of what was going on. Finally, they heard their mother speak.

  “This certainly looks like a very lovely house, and if we decide to buy it then it would be a very good bargain. What do you think Rod? I’m thinking we should.” (Rod was their father’s name)

  “Yes, this is ideal for what we wanted. I think that we should buy it,” he answered.

  Brill and Themm looked at each other again, they were both thinking the same thing. Brill beckoned to Themm to follow him and he led her past the table with the magazines on it and they put their magazines away (neither of them had read one word). Then he led her out the door that opened to the street and they both leant against the wall.

  “They are going to leave!” exclaimed Brill. “What will we do? Neither of us want to leave but there are our own parents making arrangements to leave Stonelaw and live in Elt behind our back! Do you want to move to Elt?” he asked.

  “No,” answered Themm almost indignantly, “I want to stay right here in Stonelaw.”

  “Well what’ll we do then?” asked Brill. “It seems like we can either follow our parents to Elt or we can make a point to them somehow.”

  “What do you mean by ‘make a point to them’?” asked Themm.

  “Well, it’s either we go with them or we make them change their minds,” explained Brill.

  “But we’ll never make them change their minds, unless…” Themm had thought of an idea. “If we run away then they might have a think about how we feel about moving, they might change their minds!” 

  “Exactly, but how do we run away?” Brill asked.

  “Well we can’t run because they’ll just catch up with us in the wagon and besides there isn’t anything from here to the next city, well no people anyway so we’ll starve if they don’t catch up with us. Maybe we could take the wagon!” Themm’s face rose with this idea but then it fell again. “Neither of us can drive yet,” she moaned.

  “Well we could go in a wagon,” answered Brill.

  “Which wagon?” asked Themm who believed then that there was no way of running away.

  “One of the ones back there,” answered Brill who pointed back toward the army wagons that they had passed earlier.

  Themm took a while to think about that idea but then she realised that it could be possible if they could find a place to hide. She mentioned that fact to Brill.

  “Well,” said Brill slowly as they began to walk toward the wagons, “we could hide in the empty sacks and pretend to be luggage.” 

  That seemed like a good idea to Themm so the walked beside one of the wagons with empty sacks in it and they watched until they saw that there was no one watching and then they climbed in. There they sat, hiding in their sacks at the back of a wagon for what seemed an age before they started moving to where ever they were to be taken.

The Insects of Murlith

As they began to move, Themm caught sight of Thomas who was walking away from the real estate shop as if he had just emerged from it. She nudged Brill and pointed at him.

  “Should we tell him we’re running away?” she whispered.

  “No, it’s too late and besides it’ll help us. He’ll tell our parents that last he saw us was when we went into the real estate shop because we saw them and they’ll know why we ran away,” Brill answered.

  In reply, Themm merely nodded.

  When they looked out the back of the wagon, they could see another wagon behind them that was being driven by two horses and what looked like a soldier. They kept well hidden because they didn’t want the soldier to see them. Out of a hole in the covering of the wagon, they could see the shops of downtown Stonelaw turn into the peaceful suburbs of Stonelaw. 

  “What’ll happen once we get to the end of the road?” asked Themm. She had explored this entire area with Brill and sometimes Thomas and other friends and she knew that this way went nowhere. 

  “I don’t know. I suppose that there will be three possibilities: we break down the fence dividing Gwindle from Murlith, we go back, or the other possibility is that we turn left and run alongside the fence. What I do know is that we can’t turn right, there is a forest there which no army can get through,” suggested Brill.

  “So you think that we will turn left through farm land?” asked Themm.

  “Possibly. I think that this army wants to get into Murlith and so they are going to need to find a road that goes through the Murlith forest, on the other side of the fence. I suppose that there is one, although no one knows about it nowadays. I’ll bet that they are trying to find it.”

  That sounded like a possible answer to Themm’s first question so they waited for a few minutes until they did come to the end of the road, to the fence and they saw that the wagons did turn left. Looking through the hole they could see that most of the army was walking behind all the wagon’s while some of the army was walking in front of the wagons. Brill and Themm decided that they would rather be in the front if they were soldiers because that way they had already walked a lot further than the people behind. Both Brill and Themm liked to get things over and done with.

  After another half an hours walk, the soldiers at the front turned and opened what seemed to be a gate in the fence. It was in fact the gate that opened onto the road which ran into the forest of Murlith and eventually finished in Akroy. Brill and Themm, who had both been sleeping because there was nothing else to do in the wagon, both woke with a start when the wagons began to turn. They saw through the hole that there were trees on either side of them and they realised that they had turned into the forest of Murlith and that there was now no turning back. 

  They both spent some time examining the trees on both sides of them and the path, which seemed wide but uneven. They also marvelled at the fact that the road was not very overgrown at all even after being continually without use. They didn’t realise that Murlith spies such as Mr Ill and Mr Grall had used the road continually since the last war to gather information on Gwindle. It was this way that they had worked out where the Qualmstone had been. 

  After a while though they both felt very bored and so they decided to go to sleep. It was some time before they woke up again.

  The wagons had already stopped for the night in some sort of clearing when Brill woke up. He took some time to remember where he was but as soon as he remembered the day’s events, he nudged Themm who also woke up. 

  “They seem to have stopped for the night,” Brill said in a one that suggested that he was still sleepy.

  “But the sky is still light. It can’t be even be past five yet!” said Themm, looking up at the stars. 

  “They seem to be having some sort of meal,” suggested Brill, squinting into the distance where there was a fire and a lot of noise. They both realised right after Brill said that that they were extremely hungry and hadn’t eaten anything since those biscuits that they had eaten at Thomas’s house. 

  “Have you still got your bag?” asked Themm. She remembered that Brill had put lots of biscuits into it before they had gone into town.

  Brill didn’t remember, “yes, why?” he said.

  “The biscuits” answered Themm. Brill remembered suddenly, and throwing of the sack that he had around him like a sleeping bag, he turned around to show Themm.

  “Can you take them out?” he asked. Themm reached over, unzipped the bag, and took out the box of biscuits. They both munched on these for a while but were still hungry after eating about a quarter of them, they both realised that were going to have to eat something more substantial. 

  “Where can we get meat and stuff from?” asked Themm.

  “I don’t know, the army probably hunt for their food but we can’t because we don’t have anything to hunt with. Perhaps we could try and steal some food from the soldiers but it’ll be risky and if we’re caught they won’t like it, they get food after all,” she said and Brill nodded. “How are we going to get it though?”

  “I suppose we have to go over there and see how the foods laid out before we make any plans,” suggested Brill. Themm thought that that was the way to go about things and so they crawled towards where everyone was. “They might even think we’re spies or something,” answered Brill.

  “No they won’t, we’re only kids,” said Themm but she did think that they would probably send them back if they caught them so she didn’t want to be caught.

  “I suppose that it’s the only way to 

  It was only about twenty metres to where they were but it took Brill and Themm about ten minutes to get there because they were so paranoid about any noise that they heard. They saw that there was a large table full of food and the soldiers filed past the table to get given food by what looked like a cook. It looked like exactly what they imagined would happen in an army during a meal. It would be impossible to get food from the table, they saw, but the wagon from which they had got the food from was open. It would be easy to get food from there if no one saw them and that would happen only if they were careful.

  They chose their moment well. As soon as the soldier that was nearest to them had turned his head, they both scurried into the wagon. The soldier turned his head back but he didn’t see anything different, if anything it seemed to him that the pile of food had grown. He turned his head away and in that time they both crawled out of the wagon and away, this time laden down with bits of chicken and lots of vegetables and a bottle of water. When the soldier turned his head again, it seemed to him like the food pile had shrunk again, but he didn’t think anything of it because it was growing darker and he supposed that he was mistaken. Brill and Themm succeeded in getting themselves food.

  They spent the rest of the evening crawling back to their wagon, which took longer than it had taken them to go away from it in the first place, and eating the food, they had taken. After they were both full they put the remaining food in Brill’s bag which, consequently, got very heavy. After that they bot got back inside their sacks and having nothing else to do, they both went back to sleep.

  In the morning, when they woke up, the sun had only just risen and the wagons were only just beginning to move. Brill and Themm both helped themselves to some breakfast out of the bag and they lay down pretending to be harmless luggage to the wagon behind again. It was ages before anything exciting happened.

  It was after lunch and the sun had just gone past being directly overhead. Brill and Themm had just woken up from yet another nap and they were beginning to marvel at how easily they went to sleep in a wagon which was endlessly bumping. They didn’t realise that the road had grown steadily worse during the day and that was a sign that they were nearing the centre of the forest.

  Things were going on as usual apart from the fact that the road was worse when all of sudden, both Brill and Themm heard screaming from the front and the wagon stopped abruptly. 

  “What’s going on?” asked Themm but Brill didn’t know. The answer however became obvious when a large number of what looked like huge dragonflies, came flying down the road. Neither Brill nor Themm knew what these insects were but they did see that every now and again, one of them would fly down and attach it to a soldier’s head. When it emerged again, the soldier flopped to the ground as if dead. A large number of solders had grouped beside Brill and Themm’s wagon and they appeared to be holding the dragonflies back with swords and any other weapon that they had brought. None of the insects were getting hurt though and it looked as though the insects would kill off all the Gwindle soldiers before they had even met a Murlith soldier. Themm wondered if there were any soldiers back in Gwindle to defend it once these soldiers were gone. 

  Brill, who had been too busy watching with horror to think of whether Gwindle would be alright, stood up to check how many people had died. It was in that moment that the wagon began to wobble. Immediately, Brill sat down again to try and stabilise the wagon so that it wouldn’t fall over but it was too late. The wagon, with a mighty crash, began to roll off the road and down a steep bank. Brill and Themm were both knocked unconscious as they were thrown out from the falling wagon.

  When Brill woke up the first thing he noticed was Themm lying right beside him, still unconscious. The second thing he noticed was that the wagon that they had been travelling in was in flames, about fifty metres further down the bank. The third thing that he noticed was that there was a giant spider, about ten metres long and five metres high, standing right over top of him.

  With a start he rolled right over onto Themm who woke up, also with a start. Unlike Brill, however, she noticed the spider first thing and let out a loud, short scream. That was what made the spider notice them. It looked down and there it saw the two children, still in their sacks and it said to itself out loud: “Small, but enough. I am oh so hungry, I wonder where the others are.”

  The two children heard this and they both started to get very scared all at once. They had to think of a way to stop the spider from eating them. It was Brill who thought of an idea.

  Keeping calm, he said to the spider: “Don’t spiders like insects better than human’s?”

  “Oh yes, especially large juicy insects. I remember back in the old days there were lots of huge insects and we used to just eat all day. That was in the olden days, now there are no insects left,” the spider answered. “We have to get all the food we can get nowadays.”

  “Do these large insects look like huge dragonflies?” asked Themm, who far from catching onto Brill’s plan, was merely curious.

  “Yes they do, why have you seen some?” answered the spider.

  “Yes we have, do you want us to show you where?” asked Brill, nodding at Themm who had just caught onto his plan.

  “Yes I do. Look, I’ll make you a deal,” suggested the spider. “If you find me some insects for me then I’ll let you go. If not, then I’ll have to eat you instead.”

  Both Brill and Themm were frightened at the thought of them getting eaten up by the spider but they were both confident that the insects were still there.

  “Follow me,” said Brill.

  They led the spider up the bank but they were going very slowly because it was a very steep bank. Finally the spider grew impatient and said: “Look, no spider has ever before consented to let a human on their back but if you don’t find the insects then I’ll eat you and no one will ever know. If you do then you’ll deserve the ride. Get up.”

  Brill and Themm both heaved themselves onto the spider’s back and they found that it was surprisingly comfortable. The spider’s back was warm and there was a soft feel to its back. It also made the going a lot quicker because the spider could climb a lot quicker, being used to that sort of terrain. It wasn’t long before they emerged onto the road with the spider and they saw the commotion. There were still a lot of insects but there were now some that were lying dead with chopped off heads and chopped off wings and so on. 

  The spider let out a yell of delight and began weaving a web across the path above head height to all the humans. It wasn’t long at all before all the insects were lying in the web, caught or lying on the ground dead. All the soldiers cheered and even though they were scared of the spider, most of them went up to the spider and thanked it. The spider replied that the pleasure had been his and it sure did look as though the spider had been having the time of his life.   

  There were about 30 or so soldiers that had died in the attack but there were about a hundred insects that had either been killed or caught. The soldiers took a while burying the dead while Brill and Themm were being closely questioned by the general.

  “How did you get here?” he asked cautiously, as though he was a bit scared of Brill and Themm.

  “We came in the wagon,” answered Brill.

  “Which wagon?” asked the general very quickly.

  “The one that fell down the bank and went on fire,” answered Themm because she didn’t want to stand there and look stupid while the general and Brill carried on their conversation. She wanted to join in. 

  The general pursued the subject of the wagon no more; instead he asked how they had got into the wagon.

  “We went in while it was in town,” answered Brill.

  “Why?” demanded the general.

  “Because we wanted to run away,” answered Brill again.

  “Do you know anything at all about Murlith?” asked the general, presumably to try to find out whether they were spies or not.

  “Well we know that it is meant to be very…” Brill started to say before the general interrupted.

  “That’ll be enough. I know now that you’re not a spy or anything so we have to figure out what to do with you. I can’t send you back to Gwindle because we just can’t waste any of the men. We’ll have to take you along then and you can have another wagon to stay in like you were before. How did you get food though?”

  Brill and Themm looked at each other before answering. 

  “We stole it from on of the wagons,” said Brill honestly and the general smiled. 

  “So that’s what took the food. We thought that it had been the guard because he said that he didn’t notice it but it was you. You must be sneaky, who knows we might find a use for you!” he said and then they spilt up. One went to collect his troops together and give them a speech of victory before they started their journey again. The other two to go and find a good wagon to stay in.

The Soldiers

They carried on for another few hours before they decided to stop for the night. The forest was turning out to be larger than anything Brill or Themm had ever dreamt of it being. They didn’t know if the general had told the soldiers whether they were there or not but they hadn’t had any visits from anyone so they supposed that the general hadn’t.

  That night, before they set out to try to steal some more food, the general arrived at their wagon, clutching a large pile of food. 

  “This should keep you going for a few more days,’ he said and they gratefully accepted it. It meant that they didn’t have to steal.

  They ate all they thought that they should and they tried to cram the rest inside Brill’s bag which now had absolutely no room whatsoever in it for anything.

  Brill and Themm had no need to fear discovery any more and so they sat up, examining the forest closely and discussing whether they were enjoying themselves or not at the moment.

  “I suppose it is a bit boring, but at the same time it’s exciting because we’re in a place where we have never been before and we might not even go back to Gwindle if we’re unlucky,” commented Brill. Brill was actually having the most fun and adventure that he had ever had in his entire life.

  “I intend to go back to Gwindle soon, I mean that is what we wanted to do isn’t it. Stay out here long enough for our parents to regret their decision and then go back so they agree to stay in Stonelaw,” said Themm.

  “So when do you reckon we’ll get out of this forest?” Brill asked, half-hoping to change the subject because he really did not think that it would be possible to get back through this forest by themselves and how else were they to get back to Gwindle?

  “I don’t know, it almost feels as if it goes on forever and has no ends or sides or anything. I suppose that it has to otherwise Stonelaw wouldn’t exist but I wonder, maybe these soldiers and this army don’t know where they are going.”

  Brill, who had had that feeling a lot over the day, nodded.

  “I know how you feel, but we have to go somewhere soon. We’re probably just about to come out of the forest now and we don’t realise it.” He didn’t realise how true that statement was.

  The next day they had gone for a few minutes before for the first time in two days, they saw light through the trees. That meant that finally they were coming to the edge of the forest and they would soon come out onto the little meadow of Murlith, which was shorter than the forest road and would soon take them to Akroy. Neither Brill nor Themm knew if that news was good news or bad news. It meant that they would soon see combat between Murlith and Gwindle soldiers and both would be in greater danger than before. It also meant that they were to come out of the somewhat depressing forest. Brill and Themm both thought at the time that that was a very good thing, but looking back after their adventure was over, they thought that that was when the trouble really started.

  “Hey look! Light!” said Brill as soon as he noticed it.”

  “That’s good, I just can’t wait until we get out of here,” Themm answered.

  Themm spent the rest of the time in the forest, staring at the light and as the patch of light got brighter, her smile got brighter.

  “We might be attacked by Murlith soldiers as soon as we come out of the forest, you know,” said Brill who was trying his hardest to take the smile of Themm’s face as a challenge. Themm didn’t answer and the smile stayed on her face all the way to the edge of the forest.

  The first thing that they heard was a loud yelling and then some shouting and then they heard a metallic sound like the clash of metal on metal. They both realised what the noise was before either of them saw any fighting. The soldiers of Murlith had been waiting in ambush at the edge of the forest as Brill had anticipated and now there was heavy fighting at the front of the line.

  Brill and Themm both stayed hidden in their wagon as they heard the sound of running feet and supposed that the Gwindle soldiers at the back were running up the front to help the soldiers up the front. A large wave of confusion swept over Brill and Themm as they realised what this could mean to them. What should they do? What would happen if the Gwindle army was defeated? Questions they had thought about before but left unanswered came flooding back to them and once more, they felt fear. 

  They had been still in the forest and as they penetrated the last line of trees and came out onto a meadow, sunlight poured into the wagon. Brill and Themm shut their eyes because they had been used to the relative darkness of the forest and they needed time to adjust to the new and extra light.

  Brill looked outside and saw the Gwindle army fighting more men but men all clad in silver. He supposed correctly that they were a portion of the Murlith army and, not daring to speak, he nodded to Themm. Themm knew what he meant so they both sat down beside each other and they waited for something to happen. 

  The wagon, which had stopped as soon as they had come to the meadow, began to move again. Brill took another look outside and he saw that a Murlith soldier was pulling out their wagon from the rest of the wagons. He told this to Themm who if possible, got even more scared.

  “What’ll we do?” she asked to herself. “What’ll we do? If we stay then we’ll get kidnapped and taken deep into Murlith but if we jump then we’ll probably get killed in all of the fighting.”

  Brill thought that he should try and calm Themm down and so he spoke in his most soothing voice he could muster.

  “I think that we should stay on until we get out of the fighting and then jump off and hope that Gwindle win and we can carry on with them. The stealer of the wagon won’t know that we’re here and so it will hopefully be perfectly safe.”

  Themm knew that it was a good plan but she still had the sort of feeling that she always got when she thought that something bad was going to happen. That was why she was still sceptical about the plan but she accepted it as a good plan. She could think of a hundred things that she could say about that plan such as ‘what if Gwindle lose?’ or ‘what if they search the wagon?’ but there was nothing else that they could do so she stayed silent.

  Brill was thinking of stuff very much along the same lines as Themm but he too decided to stay silent so as not to scare Themm. Themm was already scared enough and so was Brill. They were being pulled along by an enemy soldier in enemy territory to unknown place but most probably filled with enemy people. Brill supposed that the driver of their wagon was thinking that the wagon was filled with food, clothing, weapons etc that he could sell it in whatever city he was taking them to. If the driver found out that they were in the wagon instead, then he would hand them to the Murlith authorities. There they would probably get tortured for information about Gwindle and then after they had told all that they knew they would be either killed or sold into slavery. It was not a pleasant thought.

  Their only chance was to not be caught and Brill knew it. That was why he had formed his plan. He didn’t want to be caught by the Murlith soldiers in the fighting and he didn’t was to get caught by the driver so that was why they were going to jump out but away from the fighting.

  “Are we out of the battle yet?” asked Themm.

  “I’ll see,” said Brill and he stood up to go and check. It was right then that the wagon stopped and they both knew that they had left it too late.

  “Quick!” whispered Brill and ran the metre to the end of the wagon beckoning to Themm to follow him. Brill ran into a very large and solid man who was about to check the wagon for valuable stuff. Before Brill knew it, he was being held by a very strong grip and asked what he was doing in there.

  Brill couldn’t think what to say so he just kept silent and he hoped that Themm had the initiative to hide instead of being caught as well. 

  “Is there any more of you in the wagon?” asked the Murlith soldier. Brill shook his head.

  “We’ll have a look shall we?” said the Murlith soldier and dragged Brill back inside the wagon.

  Brill could see immediately that Themm was hiding behind their bag and so could the Murlith soldier. In one swift movement, he jumped over to where the bag was and lifted Themm up with his free hand. Both of them had been caught and they now were left to wonder what was to happen to them now. Brill who only a minute or so before had been thinking that if they were caught then they might be tortured then killed was absolutely terrified. So was Themm but she was more terrified because she didn’t have any idea what would happen to them now.

  “So what shall I do with these two?” said the Murlith soldier who was really talking to himself. “The authorities pay big money for anyone from Gwindle, I’ll hand them in at Akroy.” 

  He was humming gently to himself as he started tying them up so they wouldn’t escape when a thought struck him. 

  “You are Gwindle children aren’t you?” He asked, looking at Brill and Themm suspiciously.

  “No,” both children said in unison, trying to get the soldier to let them go.

  The Murlith soldier relaxed. “Of course you are, not only do you have a Gwindle accent, you were in a Gwindle wagon with the Gwindle army. It’s very obvious that you are both lying when you say ‘no’.”

  Neither Brill nor Themm could think of something to say so they both stayed silent. The Murlith soldier finished tying them up and walked around to the front of the wagon where he could drive it, chuckling. 

  They had been tied up to a pole at the back of the wagon by their arms and their chests so they could move nothing except their heads from side to side, their fingers and their legs. Brill knew that they did not want to be handed into the Murlith authorities so they were going to have to try and free themselves somehow.

  Brill knew that in most books, there would be a friend who comes up to the wagon and frees them but they had no friends in Murlith and so they were going to have to free themselves. There was a knife in Brill’s bag but Brill just couldn’t quite reach his bag from where he was tied up.

  “What are you doing?” asked Themm.

  “I’m trying to reach my bag, there is a knife in it. We might be able to free ourselves with it,” answered Brill.

  Themm reached with her leg and at full stretch, she just managed to hook her foot in the straps of the bag and she dragged the bag towards them. Brill loosened the ropes that were tying him slightly by wriggling his fingers to the point where he could reach the zip of the bag. The next bit took a lot of time and took up lots of patience but eventually he managed to undo the zip by wriggling his fingers at the right time. Themm knew that they must be nearly in Akroy by now so she hurried. It was her fingers that could reach inside the bag for a short distance and she knew that the knife must be at the bottom. Using her foot skilfully, she managed to lift the bag higher so she could reach further into the bag. At last she closed her fingers around what was unmistakably the knifes blade. She managed to pull it out by taking her foot away and letting the bag fall to the ground again. They had the knife!

  It wasn’t long before they had cut all the ropes that were binding them to the pole and they were free. Joyfully, they stood up and jumped out of the back of the wagon, onto the busy streets of Akroy.  

The Religion

They were amazed and frightened at the same time. The sheer size of Akroy astounded them. There were buildings that stretched up into the sky and others that seemed to be made out of solid gold. The city seemed to stretch as far as they could see as well although they were looking at the longest part and if they looked to the left, they would see the lake.  They didn’t look left though; they carried on looking straight ahead at the vastness of the city. They suddenly comprehended, as they had never done before, just how small Stonelaw was in comparison to these cities like Elt, Eerindeer, Limuanza and now Akroy.

  Then the terror of where they were took a hold of them and they both felt as if jumping into the wagon in Stonelaw was the worst thing that they could ever have done. They were now behind enemy lines in a place where people would get paid lots of money if they caught any of the two and handed them over to the authorities. They had no friends in this place and everyone they could see was potentially hostile. It was not a nice thought. 

  “What’ll we do?” asked Themm to Brill as she always did when in that amount of trouble, which was only recently.

  “I don’t know, just try not to get caught by anyone,” answered Brill. As he said this Brill knew of how very hard this was to be. In the comfort of your home, it would be virtually impossible to understand just how much of a dilemma they were in. Everyone could catch them, wherever they went and they were a long long way from help.

  “We shall have to do the best we can, I don’t think that there is any real chance that someone isn’t going to recognise us as children from Gwindle.” The pessimism in Themm’s voice was noticeable.

  “You’re right, we will just have to do the best we can but I do think that we can do it,” said Brill, trying to inject some confidence into Themm.

  “Do what?” asked Themm who knew that Brill didn’t really think they could do whatever ‘it’ was.

  “I don’t know, maybe we have to try and get back to the army, they are our best protection. It’d be impossible to try and walk home from here.” Answered Brill, who was not only trying to get some confidence in Themm, he was trying to get some confidence for himself as well.

  They both felt better and more confident after making a sort of a plan. They turned around and started making for the meadow where they had last seen the Gwindle army. Then all their confidence ebbed away.

  There was a Murlith patrol coming towards them on the road on horses and they knew that if anyone could recognise them for Gwindle children then Murlith soldiers could. They knew that they would have to get away but the problem was how. They obviously couldn’t go the way that they were facing, that would lead them closer to the patrol. They couldn’t run away because that would attract attention and they couldn’t walk away because they would be overtaken and then recognised. Their only chance was to not be seen and so they would have to let the soldiers pass somehow. Brill looked around wildly and saw that there was a road that looked like a driveway coming off the road. He nodded to Themm.

  “We can go up there,” he whispered to her.

  Themm looked at the driveway and then turned to look at the rapidly advancing patrol. “Ok,” she mouthed and moved to where the driveway was. Brill followed her up the driveway and as soon as he was completely off the road then a huge gate closed behind him. 

  Outside of the gate a group of people started to gather around to watch what would happen next. Brill and Themm didn’t know what had made the gate close but they both knew that the fact that the gate was closing was not good. There was no way that they could get out because they were trapped. The gate was the only thing they could climb and they didn’t want to climb the gate because the Murlith patrol was joining the crowd to stare at them. They could hear bits of what the crowd was saying.

  “They don’t look like they come from here,” said one elderly person.

  “Poor things, and they are so young too.”

  “I don’t think that they knew.”

  “They look like they are from Gwindle, look at them, they are darker than us. It’s a pity the Goblish got them before we did.”

  All of this talk was scaring Brill and Themm to death. They had no idea who the Goblish were but they realised that they were probably better off being on the other side of the gate. They both moved towards the gate so as to perhaps climb over it and get captured by the Murlith soldiers rather than find out who the Goblish were, but a strange man materialised out of nowhere, blocking their way. The strange man was wearing robes of dark purple and was going barefoot. Brill supposed that this must be one of the Goblish people and he backed away from the man. So did Themm, but Themm wasn’t actually backing away from the man, she was backing away from the crowd who had grown very silent. Both of them backed into the hands of more strange men who were wearing the same purple robes.

  “They were fooled.” 

  “It didn’t matter anyway, they would have been caught by the Goblish or by us, I bet they don’t like either option.”

  They suddenly broke into chatter again after they had been caught and many of them dispersed. Brill supposed that they had seen all that there was to be seen. He was going to try and give the people who had stayed to carry on watching, something to watch though. He struggled as much as he could but the hand that was holding him was as strong as anything. It looked as though he was going to get caught anyway. He wasn’t going to go with them. He was going to struggle until the end; he wasn’t going to let anyone say that he gave up. Someone hit him over the head and he fell in the Goblish people’s arms, lifeless.

  When he woke up he has lying in a large, soft and expensive looking bed. He pulled the covers off and found the he had been robed in purple robes like the Goblish people had. His head still hurt so he lay it back down on the soft feather cushion and pulled the covers back over him and went back to sleep.

  Themm had also been hit over the head hard enough to send her unconscious. She had woken up a lot earlier than Brill had and she had spent her time examining her room. Her room was the same as Brill’s so that will save me time as I won’t have to describe both of them.

  She too had been given a very comfortable bed with a feather pillow and all the rest that Brill had had but she was more interested in her surroundings. The walls around her room were as solid as anything and Themm supposed that they must have metal underneath the wooden panels. That gave her the idea that she was in prison but then she thought that if she was in prison then she was definitely in a first class one.

  There was a window covered by red striped curtains but there was no light coming from them so Themm supposed either that the window didn’t open outside or that it was dark. She went over to the window and pulled open the curtains to check. She could tell that it must open outside but there was no light coming through the window so all Themm could see was her own reflection. She tried to open the window by pushing it but the window wouldn’t budge so she decided that because they were in Murlith the windows must open on the inside. She pulled at the window and eventually she heard a scraping noise and the window shot open like a cork in a popgun. 

  ‘Great’ she thought as she lunged at the window trying to escape but there were bars there stopping her from doing what she was about to do. She stepped back disappointed and fell back onto the bed. She wondered where the light was coming from because it definitely wasn’t coming from outside. Her eyes went to the ceiling but the ceiling was bare. There was no chance of there being a light on the ceiling like on all the ceilings at her house in Stonelaw. She carried on looking at the ceiling though as if it amazed her and she noticed that it seemed to be glowing. She looked for a bit longer and then she was in no doubt that the ceiling was the source of light that was in her room.

  She had no time to marvel however, the huge metal door in the corner of her room that she had mistaken for part of the wall swung open and a man dressed in purple robes walked in.

  “I see you are up,” he said slowly as if he was talking to someone who didn’t speak much English.

  “That’s good observation!” remarked Themm sarcastically.

  “Come, it is time to start your training.”

  “What training?” Themm asked in surprise. She hoped that it wasn’t anything painful or hard because she was still very tired.

  “You are training to become a Goblish priest,” said the man who was surprised that she didn’t know. “You will learn all the ways to speak with the immortals and you will learn how to devote your life to the immortals to earn an afterlife of paradise.”

  Now she knew who the Goblish were. The Goblish were a group of religious nutters who devoted their lives to the immortals who, in return, supposedly granted these people eternal paradise in the afterlife. She knew that these people were wrong. The immortals rewarded people who made the most out of their lives and helped others make the most out of their lives. She had been taught that people like the Goblish thought that they were doing what the immortals wanted but really they were doing exactly the opposite. They were doing nothing with their lives and they were stopping other people from making the most out of their lives as well. 

  Themm said nothing.

  “Come, you will follow me and you will meet your brother and you will do your training with him.”

  At these words, Themm felt happier that she was going to be with Brill. She had seen the Goblish people hit him and she hoped that he was all right. By the sounds of it, he was and that was a huge relief to Themm. Also she didn’t know if she was going to be able to stand her training whatever it was. With Brill beside her, she knew she could stand almost anything.

  Themm followed the man in the purple robes along a corridor to the end of the corridor where Brill was standing, looking exactly as he always did except perhaps a little more tired than usual. He was wearing the same purple robes as the man that was beside him and the man that she was following. She looked down to have a look at her robes. She hadn’t noticed it before but she was wearing red robes. She supposed that it was because she was a girl.

  “Themm!” called Brill and attempted to go to Themm but the man beside him stopped him.

  “You are doing the training today?” asked the man who was holding onto Brill.

  “I suppose so yes,” answered the man that was right in front of Themm.

  “Watch out for this one,” the man pointed at Brill, “he bites.”

  Themm looked at Brill and she saw that this was true. Brill, she supposed, was trying to get free. She knew that he wouldn’t like being in a place like this.

  “I will,” said the man who was going to train them and he took a hold on Brill and beckoned to Themm to follow. Themm wondered if she should try to run for it but she looked behind and saw that the other Goblish person was there and so she decided to do as the man said.

  As she followed Brill and their trainer, she noticed that the ceilings here as well were lighting the corridor. She wondered if this was true in the entire place. It wasn’t long before they went through a door and shut it and they found themselves in a large room. 

  “Today for your training, you will ask me questions and I will answer as truthfully as I can,” said the Goblish person. “My name is Pitigo and I serve the immortals. I am your trainer and you will do as I say. Take a seat.”

  Both Brill and Themm sat down reluctantly. They didn’t like the idea of this question session going all day but they both had questions.

  “When are we going to be let out?” asked Brill. Themm smiled when he said this. It was the sort of thing that he would ask.

  “You are not going to be let out,” answered Pitigo.

  “Do you have a saw?” asked Themm. Brill looked at her as if asking ‘what for?’ Pitigo only smiled.

  “Yes but there is nowhere in your room where you could use it,” answered Pitigo.

  “Can I have it?” asked Themm.

  “Look, after the question session, I will take you both to the woodwork room and you will both select a piece of wood each. Then you will take a saw and you can make whatever you like. That will be later. Now, you are meant to be asking questions like: ‘why are we here?’ or ‘how can you be so cruel?’ or stuff like that. It is what I am trained for.”

  “Why are we here?” asked Brill immediately.

  “To learn all about how to please the immortals and how to become a Goblish,” answered Pitigo.

  “But we know how to please the immortals. It is by making the most out of our lives, and you are not letting us do that,” remarked Brill in defiance.

  Their interview went on for about an hour longer but after that hour, they had still gone nowhere. It would be dreadfully boring to write down that interview so I will skip to the next bit where they were going to the woodwork room.

  “I think that that bit of training as you call it was a waste of time. All I learnt was how much of a mistake it really was to go up that driveway,” said Brill as they were just entering the woodwork room.

  “Well if you hadn’t been so stubborn in your ideas, your wrong ideas, then we might have gone somewhere,” said Pitigo who seemed to be glad that they had ended the interview. It was obvious that it had been harder and more frustrating than he had originally thought. “Well here we are, just pick a bit of wood, get a saw and go back to your rooms.”

  “Can we both work on the same bit of wood?” asked Themm.

  “I suppose so, that would mean you would have to go back to the same room. Which room will you be going to then?” asked Pitigo.

  “Mine,” answered Themm and Brill smiled at her. He thought that she was making so that they could have a talk and come up with a plan to escape but he didn’t know that she already had a plan.

  They picked their saws and got a piece of wood that was quite small but they didn’t need the piece of wood anyway so it didn’t matter. On the way back to Themm’s room Brill had an idea.

  “Do you know where my bag is?” he asked.

  “Yes, I’ll go and get it for you shall I?” answered Pitigo. Brill nodded his reply and Pitigo left.

  “I have an idea,” said Brill. “I use my knife to cut through something, the wall or the floor or anything and then we can escape.”

  Themm knew that it wasn’t a very good idea but she nodded. She didn’t want to tell Brill her idea because someone might hear them talking and stop them. Pitigo came back; this time clutching Brill’s bag. It was full so they knew that it still had food in it.

  “Here you are,” Pitigo said and handed the bag over to Brill. “We had to confiscate a knife from the bag, but the foods still there if you want a snack while you are working on your wood model what ever it is.” So there went Brill’s plan.

  “What is the time?” asked Themm who had been wanting to ask this ever since Pitigo had opened her door but had never got around to it. 

  Pitigo looked at something he had on his wrist before answering. “Nearly ten o’clock,” he said.

  The thing on his wrist had been a watch but they hadn’t been invented in Gwindle yet and so both Brill and Themm were looking at it strangely when they walked back into Themm’s room.

  “Have a nice time!” said Pitigo who closed the door behind them and locked it.

  They both stared at each other for a moment before saying anything.

  “So, what are we going to do with these saws?” asked Brill. “You obviously had something in mind.” 

  “Look at this,” answered Themm who walked over to the window and pulled the curtain again. This time when she pulled the curtain, sunlight poured through the window and both Brill and Themm were glad to see it. Themm grabbed a hold of the window and for the second time in that morning she pulled at it and the window swung open. 

  “There are bars there stopping us from escaping,” observed Brill.

  “That’s what the saws are for,” answered Themm and Brill was so delighted, he hugged Themm.

  “Great idea!” he commented and pulled out his saw. Themm did the same and soon the both of them were sawing through the bars. 

  After they had finished the sawing, which was about ten minutes later, Brill leant over and had a look down. 

  “It’s too high to jump but if we made a rope out of your sheets and tied it to this,” Brill pointed at what was left of one of the bars, “then we can climb down. The gate is only over there.”

  Themm had a look and saw that the gate was only about twenty metres from the wall that they had to climb down. It was a perfect plan. 

  Soon, they had the rope made out of sheets and they had tied it onto the bar. Brill went first as he was the better of the two at climbing, he could catch Themm if Themm fell. Neither Brill nor Themm fell though and they both made it to the ground. Adrenaline was pumping through Themm’s body as she climbed up the gate and turned around at the top to climb back down. They had escaped from the Goblish people and now they had to find a way to get away from Murlith.  

In Akroy

They had both gone over the gate safely but they were still far from safety. They were still in the same position they had been in when they had escaped from the wagon and that was a very bad position. To make matters worse, they knew that they would be pursued by the Goblish people who wouldn’t be very happy with them if they found them.

  They didn’t know where to go but they knew that they were going to have to make a plan and that it wasn't going to involve getting caught by anyone. They had to get away, no matter what it took and they knew that they were better off being away from cities and towns. They both thought that they could survive being on their own in the middle of nowhere better than being in this city. They were probably right because they hadn’t had much luck. They had been picked up by a person who tied them up and tried to take them to the authorities and they had been kidnapped by some religious nutters who planned to imprison them for the rest of their lives. Who knows what would happen next? 

  “Well I think that we should try and go to the Gwindle army for help like we had planned before,” suggested Themm but Brill was against that idea.

  “I think that they know that we were going to go that way. It is the obvious way that we would go if they wanted to catch us and we know that they intend to catch us. I think that if we go north instead of south then we may throw them off our scent.”

  “Yeah but if we go north instead of south then we have less and less chance of getting home,” reminded Themm.

  “But if we go south then we may have less chance of getting home than if we go north because there will be more chance of getting caught. I think that to go home, we have to try to go the long way home, because that’s the way that is safest. Isn’t there a book about something like that?” Brill brought the subject of books in because he knew that if there was a book that said it then Themm would be persuaded faster than if he tried to persuade her. 

  “Well yes, I have read a book where they decided to go the longer way home rather than the shorter way home because they thought that it would be easier,” said Themm.

  “You see,” said Brill, “even books say the same thing as I am.”

  “Yeah well in this case a lot of things happened to them that wouldn’t have happened if they hadn’t tried to be clever and go the long way.”

  “I bet they didn’t have a group of weird people after them when they made their decision,” said Brill. “I still think it’s the best way.”

  “I’m still sceptical, but I guess that since you’re so adamant to go north, there had better be someone to go with you to make sure that you turn around sometime before you get to Murlith city,” said Themm. 

  Brill was relieved. He had been thinking that Themm might not want to go with him and he knew that since he was the elder of the two, it was his responsibility that Themm got home safely. He would have had to go wherever Themm had wanted to go. 

  They turned up the road to start to go north at the same time as the gates opened and the Goblish people dressed in their purple robes poured out onto the road.

  Brill pulled Themm into an alleyway, not a driveway and they both watched from behind the wall what was going on.

  “It looks like they are having a sort of a meeting,” remarked Themm. Brill agreed with Themm, the Goblish people were talking amongst themselves quite rapidly. They seemed oblivious to the rest of the street who had collected around the Goblish people to find out what had happened.

  “The people will have been told that there were two people who escaped from the compound or whatever it is. All the rest of the city will be looking for us now,” observed Brill.

  “And the thing is, it is going to be quite easy for them as well if we stay like we are now,” remarked Themm. She was looking at the red robes that she was wearing and at the purple robes that Brill was wearing. They had been wearing the robes ever since they had gone to the Goblish place and they knew that they had to get them off or they didn’t have a chance. The trouble was they weren’t wearing anything except their underwear underneath the robes.

  Brill noticed this problem as well and had a look around. The building that they were standing right next to seemed to be some building that had many houses in it. Brill had never seen an apartment building before, which of course was what this building was. There were two facts that made Brill think that people lived in it. Not only were there children hanging out of the windows, talking to each other, huge lines of sting had been strung across the alleyway and they were filled with clothes, normal Murlith clothes.   

  “Hey look!” he said to Themm pointing up at the clothes that were hanging up above him. “If we got those clothes then we would not only be able to take off our robes, we would be able to be disguised as Murlith children as well!” 

  It was a good idea and Themm agreed with it. “But how shall we get them down?” she asked while agreeing.

  Brill thought about this for a while before coming up with an idea. “How about we talk to those children hanging out the windows. That child there could reach the clothes that we want and if he wanted something for it then we could swap our robes. I’ll bet that he would love to have our robes, I know that if I was in his position, I would.”

  “Ok, go ahead and ask the child, we’ll se if he does,” answered Themm who wanted it to work but decided that it wouldn’t. She knew that she wouldn’t want robes that might get her in trouble with the Goblish people.

  The boy was already looking at them so it was no problem getting his attention. It was hard though to make him understand because his accent was so much different from Brill’s. In the end, Brill had to try and speak like a Murlith boy to get the boy to understand.

  “Do you like the robes that we’re wearing?” He asked except making the vowels longer by stretching them. The boy nodded.

  “Would you like to have them?” He asked again in the same stretched way. Again, the boy nodded, this time with more vigour. It seemed like Themm had been wrong in thinking that there was no way that the boy could possibly want anything to do with these robes.

  “I can give them to you if you want, would you like that?” Brill asked speaking slowly. 

  This time instead of nodding the boy answered. “I’d like that a lot,” he answered.

  “Well if you pass the clothes that you are standing next to, then you can have them. Would you like that?” 

  “Ooh, but they are our good clothes! Mother would be angry,” said the boy.

  “But think, you would have the robes. Even if your mother was angry, you would still have the robes and that would be good, wouldn’t it?”

  The boy nodded. “Ok, I’ll pass you the clothes but if you don’t give me the robes then I’ll tell everybody that I see that you stole them and then the whole city would be after you.”

  Brill thought to himself ‘the whole city is already after me,’ but he didn’t say this, what he said was: “I will give the robes to you, you can be sure about that.”

  The boy was satisfied with Brill’s promise so he reached over and unhooked the clothes from the line. As he threw them down he told them he was coming down to collect his robes. He disappeared.

  Brill and Themm quickly changed into the clothes that the boy had given them and waited for the boy to come down. The clothes that they had been given were good clothes, they were strong and they were warm which wasn’t quite so good because it already was warmer in the north than the south. 

  Soon the boy came running into the alleyway and seemed glad that they were there.

  “I thought that you would have left with my clothes and the robes as well,” said the boy.

  “No we’re honest,” said Brill as he handed the robes to the boy.

  “You’re from Gwindle aren’t you?” asked the boy. “You look like it and you talk like you’re from Gwindle.”

  Brill thought about lying at first, then he decided to tell the truth. “Yes we’re both from Gwindle,” he answered.

  “Oh.” The boy paused for a minute and then asked: “why doesn’t she talk?” The boy pointed at Themm and Themm answered almost immediately. 

  “It’s because I can’t be bothered to change my accent so you can understand,” she said.

  The boy turned to Brill. “What did she say?” he asked.

  “She said: ‘It’s because I can’t be bothered to change my accent so you can understand,’” translated Brill.

  “I don’t think that we have an accent, you’re the ones with the really strong accent. That’s why I can’t understand you but you can understand me,” commented the boy. “But anyway, if you are from Gwindle then you’re in a lot of trouble. Did you know that there is a reward for capturing people from Gwindle? 500 Thebs! That’s a lot of money.”

  “Oh, don’t tell anyone where we are, you won’t will you? That would be telling tales and in Gwindle if you do that then it is very bad,” Brill suddenly realised just how dangerous this boy could be.

  “Don’t worry, I don’t tell tales,” Brill sighed in relief. “I know what the Murlith authorities would do to you and mother says that if the war turns in Gwindle’s favour then we might move to Gwindle and they wouldn’t let me if I did that to you.”

  “That’s good. Do you know how we can get out of here, I don’t think being in the city is the best thing for us,” asked Brill after Themm told him to say it.

  “Well you could go south back to the Murlith forest but that would lead you right into a army training camp so I wouldn’t recommend it. Those Goblish were going to block off the western exit to Balrog so you couldn’t escape so I wouldn’t recommend it either. The only other way out of the city is on a boat in the long lake. You could steal anyone of them. How about I come and help you steal it?”

  “That sounds like a good idea! Shall we go now? What way is it to the lake?” Themm said this, trying her best to speak with the boy for the first time.

  “Well you can be bothered after all!” answered the boy. “The lake is due north. What are your names? Mine’s Galip,” Themm wondered when they would exchange names. She was glad it was now and not before because now she knew that the boy really was nice.

  “My name is Themm,” she answered.

  “And my name is Brill,” said Brill.

  “Oh, ok, so shall we go now?” asked Galip who was obviously excited at the idea of stealing a boat. Themm had hoped that he had done it before often but it seemed to her that he had only stolen a boat once or twice in life and those times were with other people more experienced. 

  It didn’t matter though. As long as Galip could steal them a boat, she was happy. “I think that we should go now because there is no point waiting. The longer we wait, the more we give the soldiers chance to block up all the routes home,” Themm said.

  “I agree,” agreed Brill and so Galip walked out from the alleyway and told them that the way was clear. Brill and Themm followed Galip out onto the road, doing their best to keep their faces hidden. There were no Goblish people in sight anymore.

  As they were walking along the road to the lake, which they could see in the distance, Galip jumped as though he was hit by a sudden inspiration. “Why are the Goblish after you?” he asked, “ is it because you stole the robes from them?”

  Brill nodded. “In a way, yes. We went into their driveway in an attempt to hide from Murlith soldiers and we were kidnapped. We managed to escape though and that is probably why they are after us. They want us to become their future priests or something.”

  Galip nodded and then replied. “I thought it might be that as well. You won’t have known not to go up through their gates because you’re from Gwindle. It was good that you escaped although they will have made a reward for your capture as well. Imagine that! You’re worth about 1000 Thebs between you! I could be a rich boy if I wanted to.”

  Neither Brill nor Themm were happy about the idea of there being more money for their capture but they were happy that they had a friend like Galip. They knew that a person like him was hard to find in Murlith and they had been lucky.

  Soon they came to the lakefront and they realised that they were in trouble. There was no end in the boats they could choose to steal but there was no end in the people that could see them steal it as well. 

  It seemed to be that the center of the commercial zone of Akroy was by the lake, where they were standing now. How were they to steal a boat? It seemed impossible from where they were standing but they supposed that Galip had had a plan. He must have known that there was going to be this many people around. 

  Galip, however, wasn’t worried about the amount of people around. He had already chosen the boat that they were going to steal.

Across the lake and over the mountain

This was their plan.

  They were going to go to the boat that Galip had chosen, then they were going to disable the burglar alarm, and then they were going to sail off. There was nothing that could possibly go wrong. Well if you had looked at Galip while he had said this then you would have thought so from the way he had told Brill and Themm and for a moment they thought that it might succeed. That moment was fatal. 

  While they were thinking about the plan, Galip had already walked over to the boat that he had chosen, smiled at all onlookers and asked politely if they liked his boat. By the time they had worked out the fact that there were lots of things that could go wrong, Galip was untying the rope holding the boat to the wharf and beckoning to them to come with him. There was no turning back and they knew it.

  They crossed their fingers and hoped for luck as they jumped after Galip into the boat and Galip moved the sail to catch more wind. So far, everything seemed to be going perfectly much to Brill and Themm’s amazement. 

  “A group of inventors in Akroy are working on making a boat that doesn’t use a sail, but uses a motor like the motor in the carts,” Galip said, trying to make conversation.

  “Really! That would make it a lot easier to sail boats wouldn’t it?” answered Brill. “We’ve been to the seaside plenty of times and we know that it is quite difficult to sail these boats. If they had a motor then it would really make things easier.” 

  Themm knew all about this. About a year ago, they had gone to the seaside on holiday. Themm, who had been trying to show off, had got on the boat and tried to sail it but in the end, all she had managed to do was not move at all. She blushed at the memory of the embarrassment and hoped that Brill would not mention it to Galip. 

  Brill saw her blush and smiled at her. Themm was very relieved that he wasn’t going to tell. She decided to change the conversation anyway.

  “Do you think that they could make the motors go faster? I mean the carts that have the motors in them go just as slowly if not slower than the wagons and I think that if they wanted to they could make a motor go much faster,” She said. 

  Galip agreed. “I have designs in my room of a faster motor and I think that if I made it then I could make a lot of money. Do you think that that would be a good invention?”

  “I think so, but it would be very hard though. You would need to find a way to make the motor go for a long time and then find a way to make it start, stop, and slow down and everything. I read about it in a book.” Answered Themm who was the one who read lots of books.

  “I think I can do it, in fact I am sure that I can do it. Think of that, I would be the first person to invent the motorised vehicle. That would be awesome.” And then after that Galip fell into a daydream which lasted until they got to the other side of the lake which was about a quarter of an hour later. 

  At the other side there was no huge cluster of boats, there was no long labyrinth of wooden platforms to board the boats from, and there were no crowds of people eating popcorn and candyfloss and shouting at the top of their voices. Instead there was one old and rickety looking platform and two solitary old boats tied onto it. 

  “That is where are going to land. Hang on and I’ll see if there is any food in the boat. You can’t go off walking around the place, without supplies,” said Galip when he awoke from his long daydream and went off to look for food.

  Brill and Themm both looked at each other and they both knew what the other was thinking. They were both thinking that Galip had been the best person that they had met on the journey that were having and they were both glad that they had met him. Firstly he had given them clothes so that they didn’t have to go around in the distinctive robes that the Gobblish had given them. And then he had found them a good boat to get across the lake in, thereby thwarting the Murlith and the Gobblish’s plans to capture them. Now he was making an effort to make sure that their trip away from Akroy would go well, that’s why they were eternally grateful. 

  There was no time to talk to each other about this though because Galip came back quickly with a large pile of food which he busied himself putting into Brill’s highly useful bag which was now full to overflowing with food. Water would be easily accessible in the mountains so Galip officially announced them ready to take a trip into the mountains. 

  “We can’t thank you enough for your kindness…” began Brill but Galip interrupted him.

  “Don’t worry about that. Just worry about getting home safely so that when we move to Gwindle after the war, you’re there to be friends with.”

  And then that was that. The two siblings jumped out onto the platform and waved good bye to their new found friend, and then left him as he sailed back towards the city on the other side of the lake. They knew that he planned to get off it, run back home, and then act as if nothing had happened but they couldn’t help but feel slightly nervous for him as they watched him sail back over the lake. There was a good chance that he would be caught and recognised as the person who had helped them and they didn’t like Galip to get into trouble on their account. As it turned out, Galip was caught and he did get into a lot of trouble but that is another story so we won’t go into that.

It was time to forget Galip and start trying to think about getting home, to Gwindle, where it was safe. There was a large mountain right in front of them and there was a path, rather like the old tramline although there wasn’t bits of rail rusting to the side, leading up to the top of the mountain. That was the only path that there was, so Brill and Themm decided that they should use it. They could have walked beside the lake for a bit but then they would have hit high terrain anyway and there wouldn’t be the benefit of a path to follow. They supposed that this path must lead somewhere and they couldn’t think of anything else to do.

  After about an hour of constantly walking straight up the side of a very steep mountain, they began to regret their decision. They had to go on now of course but they now began to wish that they had gone beside the lake. The climb had sapped a lot of energy from them and as they looked out over the lake they saw what seemed like a whole navy was now sailing towards them. The very mountain side was going to be swarming with soldiers come nightfall and they were walking with the knowledge that they were not going to get much sleep that night.

  The navy was coming because Galip had told the Murlith authorities where they were; but only after an hour of painful interrogation otherwise known as torture, so Galip wasn’t really to blame at all. It might please you to hear that in another hour’s time, Galip was going to find a way to escape from his cell and he too would begin a journey to escape to Gwindle. He would be himself, but he wasn’t going to be going the long way around.

  “It’s beginning to get dark,” commented Themm who was examining her surroundings. This wasn’t true though, it had begun to get dark ages ago and now the dark was beginning to turn into pitch black. 

  They now couldn’t see the lake because part of the mountain was obscuring it from view. Themm supposed that when they got higher still they would be able to see it again, if it was light. The terrain that they were walking on had now got very rough indeed and in the darkness they were beginning to find it hard to find a footing and they were beginning to stumble over bumps in the ground. If they were to fall then they would fall most of the way back down the mountain and into the waiting hands of the Murlith soldiers. This was their worst danger.

  Eventually they saw how much of a danger it really was and they stopped and considered their options.

  “I think that we should try and find somewhere to hide until it is light,” said Brill. This was really their only chance and so that was why they went along with that plan. There was no shortage of large enough holes for them to hide in and they hoped that they would be able to stay hidden for the entire night. Themm suggested they might want to have sentries to warn the other person if anyone was coming but they decided against it. If someone saw them then they were caught and it was as simple as that. There was no need to waste a lot of sleep to do something that was pointless. So they settled down in their little hole and fell asleep.

  While they were asleep, many lights flashed into holes around them and over the mountainside but not once did a light go close enough to cause any concern over them being found. It was a remarkable escape considering the thoroughness of the search carried out by the Murlith soldiers and the Gobblish for there were Gobblish people there, searching for them too. 

  It was law in Murlith that if anyone went onto Gobblish land then they were legally the Gobblish’s to do what they wish with. Brill and Themm had been lucky in that they wanted to bring them up to be high-ranking monks. Other people, who had unluckily strayed onto the grounds of a Gobblish building, had not been so lucky. Some were killed, others were tortured but most of them became slaves. Only about two in every hundred were chosen to become high-ranking monks and they were the most important people. It was no wonder that the Gobblish were searching frantically for them.  

  When it was light, the two siblings found it hard to wake up. They were both stiff as anything from the climb they had endured the day before and they were both suffering from lack of sleep. The searchers had moved on and they were now far in front of Brill and Themm. That meant that there were lots of people in front of them but not many behind them. The two considered as they were eating their breakfast, whether they should turn back, but they decided against it on the grounds that when they got back down the mountain side, there would be nothing for them to do. They were sure that there would still be searchers down by the lake to catch them.

  This time when they were walking up the mountainside, they went a lot slower because they were sure that if they weren’t careful, then they would run right into their pursuers and that would be bad. They could saw that the snow line was very close now and they could feel the cold. It wasn’t snowing however and that was good. The mountain that they were on was notorious for its freak snowfalls in the middle of summer so they proceeded on with care. When they reached the snowline, they stopped and discussed their options again.

  “The path turns around a few metres up and goes around the peak,” said Brill who had knowledge of that path. Then it leads down the other side of the mountain into forest. Inside the forest, our only chance to stay alive will be to follow the path through to Murlith City.”

  “Do we have to go into the city?” asked Themm. “It would be safer away from civilisation wouldn’t it?”

  “That’s what I was asking. Do we carry on up the path into the snow where everyone can see our footprints? Or do we wander off the path which would make it less likely for anyone to find us, but more likely for us to get lost?” Brill himself though that they should wander off the track and find their own way home but he was waiting to hear what Themm thought. 

  “I think that we should go to Murlith city and once again stock up with food and then find a way home that is around the other side of Thebanonia. We could go to Balrog and get yet more supplies from there and then from Balrog we could go home. Stonelaw is a lot closer to Balrog than it is from Murlith city and somehow I don’t think that the Murlith soldier people and Gobblish things won’t think that we would be able to find our own way there. If they don’t find us then they will think that we decided to wander off the track and got lost which would be to our benefit.” Themm paused and then carried on, “what do you think we should do?”

  Brill did some quick thinking and then came up with a solution. “I like that idea, we should carry on with the path and if our footprints show up then so be it. I suppose that if decided to turn around from here and go straight home then our food wouldn’t last.” Themm nodded and then they both carried on walking.

  After a few more metres, they came across a signpost, which told them that the path was to the left. Under the sign was the trickle of water, which was to become the great Murlith River, which ran down the mountain and past Murlith City into the northern seas. They stopped for a while by the stream and they both had a drink. The water was icy cold and surprisingly fresh and tasty. They supposed that the water from the mountain would be a lot purer than other water. As they were getting up to leave, Themm was hit by a very good idea. 

  “What would happen if we turned the signpost so that it was pointing right? We would make anyone who was following us go the wrong way, that’s what would happen and that can’t be bad.” 

  Brill nodded in agreement that it was a good idea and Themm turned the post. Then they went, along what was possibly the most flat part of the mountain. Looking up, Themm was glad that the path had flattened off and had not carried up the mountain.  There had to be another kilometre of steep climbing to get to the top, at least.

  After a few hundred metres of walking along the flat part of the mountain, the path began to drop for the first time since they had started their climb. Looking down they could both see the paths zigzag down the mountainside into a forest at the base of the mountain. Looking farther still, they could make out the river, which flowed out of the forest with the path that was on at its side. And right on the horizon there was a cloud and under it, small squares which were undoubtedly buildings. Either side of the city all they could see was sand, which were the two deserts of Murlith. The city was their destination and they both wanted to get there before it was dark.

  It surprised them that they could see no signs of any searchers in front of them. They supposed that the searchers must have gone off the track to search for them somewhere else. It didn’t seem right though and so they walked for the next hour in silence, on their guard for anybody else. After the hour, the tension diminished and they began to chatter quite comfortably again without looking everywhere and hushing their voices. 

  On one of these occasions Themm turned to Brill and asked him whether he thought that they were going to make it home. He answered that he thought that they would. Neither of them was paying much attention to the path or to keeping their voices down. They should have.

  Out from the side of the path leapt a Murlith soldier and out from the other side of the path leapt another Murlith soldier. Within minutes, neither of the children had any struggle left in them. They had slackened their vigilance and in doing so, they had been caught. They were now at the mercy of Murlith.  

In Murlith City

Once they had been caught, their captors began arguing over what was to be done.

  “Shall we take them all the back to Akroy by ourselves and leave all these other people here? It would serve them right for the way they treated us and we would get all the glory instead of them stealing it. We might also get the reward money!” said one of the soldiers.

  “There’s no chance of that, and if we took the captives back to Akroy then it might be the wrong thing to do. The authorities might want them in Murlith City, then if we took them to Akroy we would look stupid,” answered the other.

  “You already look stupid, but I guess what you’re saying is understandable. If we lost them on the way to Akroy, then we would probably be hanged and we don’t want that. I guess the safest thing to do is to tell everyone that we caught them and then we would get a pat on the back and that would be that.”

  “You know what? For once, you are right. There is more likelihood of us getting in trouble than us getting rewarded if we take them and go, we’ll tell everyone that we have got them.”

  While the two captors were jumping up and down and screaming out to the entire mountainside that they had caught the two Gwindle children, Themm was thinking about how they had even more of an outrageous accent than Galip. Brill on the other hand was thinking how they were to get free. Although he didn’t know it, if they did get free of the two vice-like grips that they were being held in, they would get caught by any number of Murlith soldiers who were hiding in the terrain around them. Soon even Brill gave up the thought of escape for they were surrounded by at least 50 Murlith soldiers and 10 Gobblish people who looked freezing in just their robes.

  The two original captors were correct in the thinking that they would get a pat on the back and then forgotten. That was exactly what they had got and now they had mingled in with the crowd and looked no different from any of the other soldiers that were surrounding Brill and Themm.

  “What shall we do with them now?” one of the Murlith soldiers in command asked one of the Gobblish that was standing beside him.

  “I think that we should carry on and take them to Murlith City and then put them on trial,” answered the Gobblish person.

  “That’s a good idea, they did break the law and then after they are found guilty then we can interrogate them. They are undoubtedly Gwindle children.”

  “My only concern is whether we should be taking them back to our monastery in Akroy. That is where they escaped from, and they were meant to become high-ranking monks. It was a huge loss to our particular monastery to lose them,” said the Gobblish person.

  “Well after they have had all the necessary information extracted from them, I’m sure that you will be able to have them.”

  The Gobblish person seemed happy about this idea. That was what scared Brill and Themm. If the Gobblish person was happy with that then it might be bad for them. Brill and Themm knew that the Gobblish people would be very angry with them and they hoped that this wasn’t going to be their punishment. Somehow, they got the idea that it was going to be, and that was what made them scared.

  “It might take another two days to get to Murlith,” said the Murlith soldier that was in command to another soldier that was standing next to him. “We will need to slow down. Tell all the troops that we will lessen our pace. We can’t afford to risk slipping, after all on this treacherous path with one slip and the prisoner may escape.”

  “Ok, general,” answered the other soldier. “I’ll tell all the troops what you just said. I agree that we need to be careful. If these two children have valuable information then all of us may be facing promotion.”

  Both of them smiled at each other and then walked off in opposite directions, presumably to talk to other people. The two soldiers that were holding Brill and Themm beckoned another soldier to come over and talk to them. When he came over, they began to chat. At first neither Brill nor Themm felt like listening but then after a while they began to realise that they were going to be tortured continuously by the Murlith officials in Murlith city until they talked. When the extra soldier left, Brill and Themm were tied up to a cart and then the other soldiers left. That allowed Brill and Themm to talk to each other.  
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