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Team	  6	  
Book	  Title	   The	  Colony	  (2-‐way	  book	  with	  The	  

Mission)	  
Fiction/Nonfiction	   Fiction	  
Genre	   Science	  Fiction	  	  
Level	   Z	  G6	  
Page	  Count/Word	  Count	   16/1805	  
Big	  Idea	   When	  people	  (or	  living	  beings)	  have	  

diverging	  interests	  and	  cannot	  
communicate	  to	  resolve	  them,	  they	  
sometimes	  resort	  to	  aggression.	  

Problem	  (fiction)	   A	  colony	  on	  a	  distant	  planet	  is	  in	  danger.	  
Basic	  systems,	  such	  as	  water,	  food	  
supply,	  and	  electricity	  are	  breaking	  
down.	  The	  colony’s	  leader	  learns	  that	  a	  
seemingly	  feral,	  unintelligent	  animal	  
species	  is	  causing	  the	  havoc.	  

Hot	  Spot	   After	  one	  of	  the	  animals	  is	  captured,	  the	  
colony	  leader	  observes	  it	  and	  realizes	  
that	  it	  is	  not	  “feral”	  after	  all.	  It	  is	  using	  a	  
set	  of	  movements	  and	  gestures	  that	  
appear	  to	  amount	  to	  a	  language.	  	  

Resolution	   The	  colony	  leader	  makes	  a	  terrible	  
realization.	  She	  has	  just	  set	  out	  an	  armed	  
force	  to	  eradicate	  the	  creatures.	  But	  her	  
decision	  was	  made	  on	  a	  dangerous	  and,	  
we	  now	  see,	  tragically	  wrong	  
assumption.	  

Main	  Character	   Captain	  Heather	  Lopez	  (Hispanic	  
female)	  

Setting	   Proxima	  Prime—a	  human	  colony	  on	  a	  
habitable	  alien	  world	  

Discussion	  Questions	   Who	  is	  main	  character	  in	  this	  story,	  and	  
what	  is	  this	  character’s	  relationship	  to	  
the	  setting?	  
What	  problem	  does	  the	  character	  try	  to	  
solve?	  
Will	  the	  attempted	  solution	  work?	  Why	  
or	  why	  not?	  
	  

LEVELED	  AFTER	  2PP,	  PRIOR	  TO	  2PP2	  
Note to Teacher's Guide writer: In order to be gender-neutral, it is a science-
fiction convention to call a female commanding officer or military leader, "Sir." 
Thus, we call Captain Lopez "Sir" throughout this story. Other examples include 
Captain Janeway in "Star Trek:Voyager" and the female captain in "Battlestar 
Galactica."	  



	  
Tier 2	   Tier 3	   Other Characteristics	   Text Features	  
colony	  
colonists	  
civilian	  
indigenous	  
microbe	  
sabotage	  
generators	  
stagnant	  
	  

containment field	  
pumping station	  
sewage tanks	  
air filtration	  
	  
(proper noun:)	  
Proxima Prime	  
	  

TEXT STRUCTURE	  
Main text structure: 
chronological 
sequence 
Underlying structural 
pattern: description	  
CONTENT	  
-Content interesting 
to and relevant to the 
reader (a fictional 
outpost in an alien 
world; a tense, hi-
stakes conflict 
between two 
populations)	  
-Little picture support	  
THEMES AND 
IDEAS	  
-Themes and ideas 
that require a 
perspective not 
familiar to the reader 
(perspective of an 
imaginary group that 
is under siege)	  
-Texts with deeper 
meanings applicable 
to important human 
problems and social 
issues (conflicts 
between groups; 
effects of 
colonization upon 
people)	  
LANGUAGE AND 
LITERARY 
FEATURES	  
-Language and 
events that create a 
strong feeling 
(imminent and 
mounting danger)	  
-Setting distant in 
time or geography	  
-“Round” characters 
that have a complex 
range of good and 

ILLUSTRATIONS	  
-Illustrations of 
selected content 
and ideas in the text	  
-Only a few 
illustrations	  
BOOK AND PRINT 
FEATURES	  
Length (16 pages)	  
Less than 2,000 
words	  
PRINT AND 
LAYOUT	  
-Sentences 
beginning where 
previous sentence 
ends	  
-Print and 
illustrations 
integrated	  
PUNCTUATION	  
(period, comma, 
question mark, 
exclamation point, 
dash)	  
	  



bad attributes and 
that change during 
the course of the 
plot, and “flat” 
characters that do 
not change but may 
play an important 
role in the plot	  
-Elements of 
traditional literature 
and modern fantasy: 
colonizing other 
worlds; alien 
lifeforms)	  
 	  
SENTENCE 
COMPLEXITY	  
-Some longer 
sentences with more 
than twenty words 	  
-Variation in 
sentence length and 
structure	  
-Sentences with a 
wide variety of parts 
of speech, including 
multiple adjectives, 
adverbs, and 
prepositional phrases	  
-Many complex 
sentences with 
variety in order of 
clauses	  
-Some non-
sentences for literary 
effect (“They’re trying 
to kill us. All of 
us.”;”A cry. A howl. A 
roar. Anything.”	  
VOCABULARY	  
-Almost all words in 
common oral 
vocabulary (Tier 1)	  
-Words that appear 
in the vocabulary of 
mature language 
users (Tier 2)	  
-Words particular to 
a discipline (Tier 3)	  



WORDS	  
-Many multisyllable 
words	  
-Wide range of 
contractions and 
possessives	  

LEVELED AFTER 2PP, BEFORE 2PP2	   	  



	  
	  

	  

	  
Team	  6	  
Book	  Title	   The	  Mission	  (2-‐way	  book	  with	  The	  

Colony)	  
Fiction/Nonfiction	   Fiction	  
Genre	   Science	  Fiction	  	  
Level	   	  
Page	  Count/Word	  Count	   16/1822	  
Big	  Idea	   When	  people	  (or	  living	  beings)	  have	  

diverging	  interests	  and	  cannot	  
communicate	  to	  resolve	  them,	  they	  
sometimes	  resort	  to	  aggression.	  

Problem	  (fiction)	   Visitors	  from	  the	  stars	  beyond	  have	  
arrived	  on	  the	  planet	  inhabited	  by	  the	  
Thullicks	  and	  are	  taking	  all	  their	  life-‐
sustaining	  water.	  So	  a	  young	  hero	  
named	  Gryk	  decides	  he	  must	  take	  
matters	  into	  his	  own	  hands.	  	  

Hot	  Spot	   After	  Gryk	  is	  captured	  by	  the	  Star	  
People,	  he	  watches	  as	  a	  large	  group	  of	  
them,	  armed	  with	  deadly	  weapons,	  enter	  
his	  forest.	  	  

Resolution	   Gryk	  makes	  a	  terrible	  realization.	  The	  
actions	  he	  has	  taken	  to	  try	  to	  save	  his	  
own	  people	  may	  have	  tragic	  results.	  

Main	  Character	   Gryk,	  a	  young	  Thullick	  (the	  Thullicks	  are	  
a	  highly	  intelligent	  primate-‐like	  species,	  
indigenous	  to	  a	  world	  far	  from	  Earth).	  

Setting	   An	  indigenous	  village	  on	  a	  world	  far	  
from	  Earth.	  It	  is	  beside	  a	  river	  and	  
within	  a	  lush	  forest	  dominated	  by	  tall,	  
red-‐leafed	  borra	  trees.	  	  

Discussion	  Questions	   Who	  is	  main	  character	  in	  this	  story,	  and	  
what	  is	  this	  character’s	  relationship	  to	  
the	  setting?	  
What	  problem	  does	  the	  character	  try	  to	  
solve?	  
Will	  the	  attempted	  solution	  work?	  Why	  
or	  why	  not?	  
	  

	  
	  
LEVELED AFTER 2PP, BEFORE 2PP2	  
	   	  



	  
	  

Tier 2	   Tier 3	   Other Characteristics	   Text Features	  
boundary	  
parched	  
lunar	  
fungus	  
shriveled	  
atmosphere	  
cower	  
lunge	  
reeling	  
	  
	  

pod	  
canopy	  
	  
(proper names)	  
the Thullicks	  
Gryk	  
Gijala	  
Myrtygg	  
the Star People	  
	  

TEXT STRUCTURE	  
Main text structure: 
chronological 
sequence 
Underlying structural 
pattern: description	  
CONTENT	  
-Content interesting to 
and relevant to the 
reader (a fictional 
world; a tense, hi-
stakes conflict 
between two 
populations)	  
-Little picture support	  
THEMES AND 
IDEAS	  
-Themes and ideas 
that require a 
perspective not 
familiar to the reader 
(perspective of an 
imaginary group that 
is under siege)	  
-Texts with deeper 
meanings applicable 
to important human 
problems and social 
issues (conflicts 
between groups; 
effects of colonization 
upon people)	  
LANGUAGE AND 
LITERARY 
FEATURES	  
-Descriptive and 
figurative language 
that is important to 
understanding the 
characters, plot, and 
setting; imagery: “the 
day the star fell”; “the 
emptiness above”; 
‘”metallic forest” ‘“the 
rhythmic beat of 
mourning”; “the river-

ILLUSTRATIONS	  
-Illustrations of 
selected content 
and ideas in the 
text	  
-Only a few 
illustrations	  
BOOK AND PRINT 
FEATURES	  
Length (16 pages)	  
Less than 2,000 
words	  
PRINT AND 
LAYOUT	  
-Sentences 
beginning where 
previous sentence 
ends	  
-Print and 
illustrations 
integrated	  
PUNCTUATION	  
(period, comma, 
question mark, 
exclamation point, 
dash)	  
	  



killer”; “miniature 
suns”	  
-Setting distant in time 
or geography	  
-“Round” characters 
that have a complex 
range of good and 
bad attributes and 
that change during 
the course of the plot, 
and “flat” characters 
that do not change 
but may play an 
important role in the 
plot	  
-Elements of 
traditional literature 
and modern fantasy: 
heroic character; 
interplanetary travel; 
alien people/society	  
SENTENCE 
COMPLEXITY	  
-Some longer 
sentences with more 
than twenty words 	  
-Variation in sentence 
length and structure	  
-Sentences with a 
wide variety of parts 
of speech, including 
multiple adjectives, 
adverbs, and 
prepositional phrases	  
-Some non-sentences 
for literary effect 
(“Aarns! Here! Now! It 
made no sense!)	  
VOCABULARY	  
-Almost all words in 
common oral 
vocabulary (Tier 1)	  
-Words that appear in 
the vocabulary of 
mature language 
users (Tier 2)	  
-Words particular to a 
discipline (Tier 3)	  
-New vocabulary 



requiring strategic 
action to understand 
(aarns, pods)	  
WORDS	  
-Many multisyllable 
words	  
-Base words with 
affixes	  
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Editorial:
Should comma be added after “breathtaking” 
(para 2, line 1)? Please advise.
Thanks, DD Production

Captain Heather Lopez looked out the window at the 
vibrant red leaves of the trees as the sun rose 
over Proxima Prime. She heard the hiss of the 
door opening and knew that Andrew, her assistant, 
undoubtedly had yet another boring status report 
to give, but she chose to pause a moment more 
before turning around.

“It’s really quite breathtaking isn’t it, Andrew?” 
she asked.

“It reminds me of the forests of home, Sir,” he 
replied. “Except, of course, on Earth the leaves are 
green.”

“Well, here they’re red. But they’re still leaves. 
It’s just one more thing to get used to on our new 
home.” She turned her chair around with a sigh. 
“Was there something you needed?”

“We received a report from Lt. Cross in 
Greenhouse Three, Sir. There’s an issue.”

Captain Lopez sat straighter in her chair. The 
four greenhouse structures were the backbone of 
the colony. The indigenous plants of Proxima Prime 
contained a number of chemicals poisonous to 
humans, so the colonists had to grow all their 
own food from seeds and soil brought from Earth. 
They’d only been on the planet a few weeks, and 
a problem with one of their only sources of food 
could be disastrous.
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“An issue?” she asked.
Andrew nodded, looking grim. “The entire crop 

has spoiled.”
Captain Lopez raced to Greenhouse Three, a 

pit growing in her stomach. Normally, she would 
have walked over calmly, so that none of the 
civilian colonists would see her running and become 
concerned. But if they really had lost everything in 
Greenhouse Three, there was reason for concern.

“Cross! Report!” she ordered the instant she 
shoved her way into the building.

Lt. Cross hurried to his commander’s side, 
panic on his face. “There’s a tear in the dome!” 
he said. “We were able to set up a containment 

field but the plants were exposed to the atmosphere 
and . . . well . . . see for yourself!”

He gestured behind him to rows of sickly 
produce, overgrown with moss and rot.

Lopez frowned. “How did this happen?”
Cross shook his head. “Not sure, Sir. I’ve got 

a team looking into it. The other Greenhouses are 
all fine, so food will be tight. But we can manage 
until we have this one back online. Two days, 
tops.”

Two days, thought Captain Lopez. Fine. We can 

tighten our belts and get through this.

“Keep me informed,” she ordered before 
marching back out into the corridor and heading to 
her office.

54
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She hadn’t gone ten meters, however, before 
Andrew came running around the corner at 
breakneck speed.

“Captain Lopez!” shouted Andrew, skidding to a 
halt before he ran into her. “We’ve got a problem!”

Her eyes widened. “Not another Greenhouse?” 
she asked.

“No, Sir. It’s the water,” he answered. “We’re 
out.”

Lopez stepped back and blinked, as if physically 
struck.

“What do you mean ‘out of water’?” She 
asked the lieutenant. “How is that possible?” Then 
she turned and gestured toward the back of the 
greenhouse. “There’s a river running right outside 
our door!”

The main reason humans had been able to 
colonize Proxima Prime was the planet’s abundance 
of fresh water. The Colony sat next to a medium-
sized river, which ran into the red-leafed forest. The 
colonists had set up a simple pump mechanism to 
divert the water to the colony for use.

“No idea, Sir. Do you want to send a squad to 
inspect the pump site?”

“Never mind,” answered Lopez. “I’ll inspect it 
myself.”

Captain Lopez and two engineers suited up for 
the short trip. Proxima Prime’s atmosphere wasn’t 
harmful to humans as far as they knew, but it was 
Colony policy to suit up before exposing oneself to 
any risk. The settlers had only been on the planet 
a few weeks, and some as-yet-undiscovered virus or 
pollen or insect could show up any day and change 
everything. They needed to be prepared.

It didn’t take long to learn why the Colony’s 
water had run out.

“It’s completely destroyed, Sir,” confirmed one of 
the engineers.

Pieces of the pump lay scattered along the 
riverside like a shattered toy.

“Maybe one of those lemur things . . .” began 
Andrew after seeing the damage. He was referring 
to one of the only indigenous land animals they’d 
seen thus far, a lemur-like creature that lived in the 
forest.

“No,” said Captain Lopez. “This wasn’t random 
or accidental. This was sabotage.”

The sun was setting, beginning Proxima Prime’s 
14-hour night, when Captain Lopez returned to the 
Colony. She walked wearily into her office only to 
have her assistant thrust more reports of damaged 
systems in her face.

76

FPL_1016_F_ColonyMissA_T6_FPP.indd   6-7 8/9/18   1:04 PM



“The sewage tanks for Habitat Two have 
cracked,” he reported. “The unbearable smell is 
forcing most to evacuate. Also, Sergeant Jenkins 
reports Greenhouse One is experiencing some 
temperature issues, but she has it under control. 
Maintenance crews have been called out to 
Laboratory Delta to—”

“Why is this happening, Andrew?” interrupted 
Captain Lopez.

“Sir?”
“The Greenhouses. The pump. They’re trying to 

kill us. All of us.”
“It makes no sense, Captain. Whoever it is, 

they’re killing themselves, too.”

The Captain’s door burst open, and three 
security guards charged in, frantic. “Colonists in 
Habitat Five are rioting! They say the air is stagnant 
and the electricity is out,” claimed the guard in 
front. “We’ve sealed the module, but—”

“You sealed them in?” Lopez was aghast. “Caged 
them in like animals?”

“We can’t risk panic spreading throughout the 
Colony!” he said defensively.

Captain Lopez’s angry response was cut short 
when the lights in her office flickered once, twice, 
then went out altogether, casting an ominous 
darkness over the room. At the same time, the hum 
of the air filtration system that ran continuously in 
the background suddenly stopped.

98
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Editorial:
Shoiuld “paper mâché”  be changed to “papier-mâché”? 
Please advise.
Thanks, DD Production

A terrifying silence descended upon the Colony.
It was quickly followed by something far worse—

screams.
“The generators!” cried Lopez, panic rising in her 

throat.
As the security officers ran off to attempt to 

restore order, alarms sounded and flashing red lights 
blared out their warning. The Colony was in serious 
danger. Without power, they were defenseless against 
the unknown whims of an alien world.

“Andrew! Call Main Engineering! Find out 
what’s—”

“Main Engineering on the line, Captain!”
Lopez grabbed the phone out of Andrew’s 

hands. “Chief! How in the world—?”
“We got him, Sir! Caught him in the act!”
Lopez’s eyes widened. “Who? Who did this?”
“One of those lemur things! He was yanking out 

the cables like they were paper mâché!”
Lopez’s jaw dropped. She looked at Andrew, 

who shook his head, bewildered.
“One of the animals from the forest?” she 

asked.
“Aye!” said the Chief. “Little thing, but stronger 

than an ox! It took four tranquilizer darts to put 
him down! We hauled him into the brig.”

“The brig?”
“Where else are we going to hold him? We’re 

not a zoo!”
“I’m on my way.” Lopez terminated the 

conversation and tossed the phone back to her 
assistant. “Come with me, Andrew,” she ordered.

“Did you know those animals were so strong?” 
asked Andrew, hurrying to keep up with Lopez as 
she stomped her way to the brig.

“Of course not!” she snapped. “All they do is 
prance around the edge of the forest and wave 
their arms in the air. How were we to know they 
were dangerous?”

“Is it awake?” Lopez asked upon entering  
the brig.

The security officer on duty shrugged, but 
Doctor Simmons, the Colony’s chief medical officer, 
looked up from the monitors. “It is, Captain,” she 
said. “And I don’t think it’s happy.”

She moved aside so Lopez could see. In the 
monitor, she got her first close-up look at one of 
these creatures. It was small, about half the size 
of a human, and covered in dull greenish fur. As 
she watched, it bounced around the cell, pounding 
its fists against the floor and throwing itself angrily 
against the walls. A pile of crushed metal lay in 
one corner.

1110
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“What is that?” asked Lopez, pointing.
“What’s left of the cell’s metal cot,” answered 

Doctor Simmons. “They’re bolted to the floor, you 
know.” Lopez raised her eyebrows and Simmons 
nodded. “Didn’t even slow him down.”

Lopez dropped herself into a chair and cradled 
her head in her hands. Andrew cleared his throat. 
“Sir?”

“How many of those things are in the forest, 
Andrew?”

“We . . . have no idea, Sir. We’ve never gone in 
there.”

“A dozen? Hundreds? Thousands? Each one 
stronger than ten men?”

“If I may, Captain,” said Simmons, interrupting 
Lopez’s thoughts. “We know nothing about these 
creatures. What if they migrate? What if they 
stampede?”

“Stampede?” Andrew’s voice caught in his throat.
“They could overrun this Colony in minutes, 

and there wouldn’t be a man, woman, or child left 
standing.”

In the end, it was an easy decision to make.
A full security squad, armed to the teeth, set 

out an hour later. Their mission: to find where 
these creatures lived and eradicate them. Clear the 
forest. Protect the Colony.

Sitting once more in her office and staring out 
the window, Captain Lopez felt a momentary pang 
of regret. For all she knew, these things lived only 
here. She could be wiping out a rare species. But 
then she recalled the mangled condition of the 
cell’s cot, remembered just how dangerous their new 
neighbors had turned out to be.

“It’s them or us,” she murmured. “And it’s not 
like we can pack up and go home. We’ve invested 
too much in this place.”

1312
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Andrew poked his head in. “Commander Bragg 
reports the squad is entering the forest,” he said. 
“Do you want to see the live feed?”

Did she want to watch? Did she want to 
see trained soldiers hunt down and slaughter an 
entire alien species on her orders? No. No, she 
did not.

“I’ll be in the brig,” she announced, brushing 
past a slightly bewildered Andrew.

When she arrived, the creature was pounding 
on the floor and throwing itself against the walls.

“Has it been doing that the entire time?” 
asked Lopez.

“Pretty much,” said the security officer. 
Lopez sat down and studied the animal. “Has 

it made any noise?” she asked.
“What do you call that?” he responded.
“I mean vocally,” she explained. “A cry. A 

howl. A roar. Anything.”
The guard shrugged, and Lopez went back to 

watching the creature. Pound, pound. Throw itself 
against the wall. Pound the floor again. Wave the 
arms in the air. Pound, pound. She leaned in to 
the monitor, a terrible idea forming.

“It’s a pattern,” she whispered in awe.

1514
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Her stomach dropped. None of them had 
been paying attention, but now it was obvious. 
The creature’s movements were a pattern. It 
hadn’t made any sound because the species didn’t 
communicate verbally. This was their language. It 
was trying to talk to them. 

These things weren’t mindless animals. They 
were an alien people.

And she’d just sent a squad into the forest to 
wipe them out.

SHe’d juSt Started a war.
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Gjjala heard it, of  course—every Thullick 
in the forest heard it. She was so unnerved 
by the unexpected sound that she poked her 
head through the canopy to ask Gryk what 
had happened, her arms waving around so fast 
it was difficult for Gryk to see what she was 
saying. “A star has fallen,” he signalled in return.

Her eyes widened in disbelief. “Stars do not 
fall,” she answered rapidly, pounding on the 
branch to indicate her irritation at his words.

“This one has,” signalled Gryk. He pointed 
toward a large cloud of  dust rising from the 
ground in the distance. Gjjala gave a startled 
sniff  and dropped back down into the forest.

Gryk was harvesting in the canopy the day 
the star fell.

He and his sister Gjjala had been tasked 
with collecting the juice that flowed from the 
tops of  the red-leafed borra trees on the roof  
of  the forest. Gjjala had complained, for like 
many Thullicks, she was frightened of  the open 
sky. Gryk, however, did not mind the emptiness 
up above, and so had been happy to collect 
his sister’s share along with his own while she 
waited a few branches down, safe beneath the 
cover of  the trees.

So Gryk alone witnessed the bright star 
fall to the ground beyond the boundary of  the 
forest.
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Gryk remained fascinated by the fallen 
star. It made him uneasy. He felt it signalled 
a beginning, but did not know if  it was the 
beginning of  something good or something bad.

Two moons later, the Star People arrived.
They created their own, oddly-shaped forest 

near the river. It was unlike any forest Gryk 
had ever seen—it had no trees. Instead, all sorts 
of  large, shiny things rose up from the ground. 
Over the next few moons, the Star People’s 
forest grew. Many Thullicks worried the Star 
People would invade, but The Elders remained 
calm.

“The Star People have their own forest,” they 
pounded out on the large stump that was used 
to convey important information to all. “They 
are not our enemy.”

For a time, it seemed The Elders were right. 
The Star People kept to themselves, seemingly 
harmless.

But then they stole the river.
It happened very suddenly. One moment the 

river ran strong through the forest—feeding the 
pools, watering the crops. Then it was just a 
trickle. The pools were emptied in moments, 
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nervously, then nodded to the others. Acting as 
one, the five left the safety of  the trees and 
braved the unknown.

They at once began pounding on the land 
and weaving their hands and fingers through the 
air in greeting. They continued the attempt to 
communicate until mid-day, to no avail. Though 
they were certain the Star People saw their 
message, no reply was ever seen.

With heavy hearts, Gryk and the others 
returned, defeated. Gryk could read the worry 
on the faces of  The Elders as they received 
the team’s report. Thullicks had survived much 
through the generations, but the Star People 
were a danger beyond their understanding.

Unless the river could be restored, the 
homeland would die.

Walking home along the parched riverbed, 
Gryk was so lost in his thoughts he did not 
notice the cloud of  tiny, white, buzzing insects 
until he had almost stumbled into them. Luckily, 
instinct brought his head up just in time and he 
jumped back, his eyes wide with fear.

Aarns!

crops were robbed of  water, and the summer 
fungus was uncovered and exposed to the air.

It was a disaster unlike anything Gryk had 
seen in his life.

“You said they were not our enemy!” 
signalled Myrtygg, one of  the largest and 
strongest warriors in the homeland. “Yet 
they attack the river!” Others mimicked his 
movements with great force, revealing their 
rising panic.

The Elders raised their arms to calm the 
fearful crowd. “It is a misunderstanding,” they 
signalled. “We have not made ourselves known 
to the Star People. We must leave the forest 
and communicate with them.” They called for 
volunteers. 

Gryk could hardly contain his excitement. 
Communicate with the Star People? He 
volunteered at once—his well-known love of  
the emptiness that stretched out above the 
trees made him an easy selection. Soon, a 
small cluster of  five Thullicks set out for the 
boundaries of  their world.

Upon reaching the edge of  the forest, they 
stopped, momentarily timid. Gryk swallowed 
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But he knew why. The river was dry. The 
scent of  the uncovered fungus had drawn the 
aarns out of  hibernation. 

“No one has raised the alarm!” his neighbor 
signalled wildly.

At once, Gryk rushed out of  the pod and 
raced for the signal stump. But he saw to his 
horror that he was too late. The forest rang 
with the screams of  those stung by the swarm. 
Forget about warning everyone, the only thing 
to do now was get inside until the danger 
passed. He dropped down and crawled toward  
a pod a few feet away, keeping himself  as low 
as possible.

Sensing prey, the swarm attacked. Gryk  
dove off  the path and ran straight to a 
neighbor’s pod, swinging the net over the 
entrance behind him.

“What is wrong, Gryk?” his neighbor 
drummed on his back. Gryk was saved the need 
to answer when the swarm threw itself  at the 
net, trying to get in. After a moment’s struggle, 
the insects gave up and set off  searching for 
easier prey. Gryk sank to his knees, his mind 
racing. Aarns! Here! Now! It made no sense. 
They were not due for three more lunar cycles. 
Why were they. . . .

98
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machine. The river-killer. Upstream of  it, the 
river flowed strong and pure, while downstream, 
the river was shriveled and dry.

With great care, Gryk dropped down from 
branch to branch until he landed on a stump at 
the edge of  the forest. A number of  Star People 
were near the river-killer. He needed to draw 
them away.

He was almost inside when he heard the 
worst sound of  all—the screams of  his sister.

Gjjala had been stung.
Over twenty Thullicks were stung and lay 

dying before the aarns left. The rhythmic beat 
of  mourning filled the homeland. Even The 
Elders were at a loss. How could such a tragedy 
have occurred? Worse still, without the river, the 
fungus remained uncovered. The aarns would 
return.

Some blamed The Elders for not raising the 
alarm in time. Gryk, however, blamed the Star 
People. They had killed the river, bringing this 
horror upon the Thullicks.

They had to leave.
With a last kiss to Gjjala’s sweating forehead, 

Gryk made his decision. He’d convince the Star 
People to go back where they came from. To 
leave the river alone.

He quickly climbed high into the branches 
until he poked through the canopy and then 
ran along the roof  to the edge of  the forest. 
Beyond lay the Star People’s forest, sparkling and 
glittering unlike any forest Gryk had ever seen. 
And close by, in the river itself, sat their terrible 
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Another glance at their odd, metallic forest 
and Gryk began to form a plan.

The Star People’s forest included four large, 
silver domes. He approached one and with ease 
tore a hole into its base. Within, he saw strange 
crops that at once began to turn sickly colors, 
unused to the world’s atmosphere.

An alarm was raised within the dome and 
Gryk quickly scurried back to the edge of  his 
forest. His ruse worked. Everyone rushed away 
from the river-killer. Now was his chance.

He flung himself  into the dry riverbed and 
ran up its course until he reached the machine. 
The river-killer. It was only now, up close, that 
he saw the true evil of  the Star People—the 
water was being pulled from the river and sent 
to the new forest. They were not killing the 
river, they were stealing it! Gryk flew into a 
rage. He tore the river-killer apart, scattering its 
pieces everywhere, blind with anger. When he 
finally calmed down, the river-killer was utterly 
destroyed and the river ran pure and strong.

Filled with triumph, Gryk paddled back 
through the water to the edge of  the forest. He 
had done it! He had saved his people!
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Under cover of  darkness, Gryk again 
approached the silver forest, climbing over and 
around the silver, alien trees with ease. Every 
now and again he stopped to smash his foot 
against one or another in an attempt to make 
things as uncomfortable for the Star People as 
possible. Soon enough, he reached the deep 
place where the roots were fed. They twisted 
around each other like vines, and they ended 
at a buzzing machine. That must be how the 
suns received their power. He took hold of  large 
groups of  them and ripped them out.

Success! The miniature suns went out. The 
darkness was complete.

Gryk hid on the edge of  the forest and 
watched the Star People run to the remains 
of  their river-killer. He had done his job well. 
There was no bringing that monster back to 
life. The Star People would have to leave. It was 
only a matter of  time. He climbed up into the 
branches and settled in to wait.

He was still waiting long after the moon had 
risen into a dark sky. Why had they not left? He 
grew concerned. What if  the Star People chose 
to stay? What if  they rebuilt the river-killer?

Increasing his concern was the frightening 
discovery that the Star People had miniature 
suns inside their forest! It was bright as day 
within the domes, a fact he simply could not 
fathom. How was this possible?  
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The Star People reacted instantly. Rather than 
cower in fear, they seemed enraged! Gryk ran 
back toward his forest, but was cut off  by a 
large group of  Star People running toward him. 
He panicked, turned left instead of  right, and 
found himself  cornered.

The Star People approached, pointing large 
sticks at him. He tried to lunge away, but a 
crack sounded from one of  the sticks and he 
fell to his knees as something sharp jabbed 
him in the side. A second crack sounded, then 
a third and a fourth, each bringing a stabbing 
pain. Then came the blackness. And sleep.

Gryk awoke to find himself  inside the silver 
forest. He pounded on the walls, but could 
find no escape. His mind was reeling. Those 
sticks! Such pain! The Star People were far more 
dangerous than he’d ever imagined. And now 
they knew the Thullicks could bring harm to 
them! That his people were a threat! He was 
such a fool! He begged forgiveness for disturbing 
them, repeating his cry over and over on the 
floor and walls.

He’d only wanted them to go away! 
But instead he’d done something far worse.

He’d just started a war.
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