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Parla, the dusty orange moon, was hanging low
in the afternoon sky. He and his mate Jopla, the pale silver
satellite, were the revered gods of this world. They were the
movers of the sea, the bringers of the tide, the parents of all
people.

Tiro, boatmaster to the pirates of Tasso,
looked up. Lord Parla would sink early today, never even showing
his full splendor in the dark sky. The night was to be ruled by
Lady Jopla alone, bathing the world in her silvery light.

A motion caught Tiro’s eye. A motion where
there was supposed to be none. Something or someone was moving
among the boats. Tiro’s hand tightened on the grip of his sword as
he moved to investigate. As soundlessly as possible he followed the
shadow that was moving around between the between the boats and
confronted the intruder. Tiro drew his sword. “Who there?” he
bellowed.

The shadow turned around and stepped into the
light. Now Tiro saw that it was no intruder at all, but Philon,
seventeen years, hotheaded and the son of the leader of the pirates
of Tasso.

“Tiro, man, you startled me,” Philon
complained.

“That is my duty,” Tiro said gravely, “What are
you doing here, Philon?”

“I need a boat. Tonight.”

“What for?”

Philon smiled. “That’s private,” he said.

“I cannot let you have a boat, unless you tell
me where you want to sail,” Tiro insisted, “Your father’s
orders.”

Philon sighed. “Sarava.”

“And what would you want in Sarava? They are
our enemies.”

“I have not forgotten.”

“Then what do you want there? Steal their
treasures?”

“Just one treasure. The most precious one they
have.”

“And what treasure would that be?” Tiro wanted
to know. From the way the boy behaved, he suspected that there was
something else behind this than just a simple raid, even if it was
a raid on Sarava, whose people, pirates as well, were the sworn
enemies of Tasso.

“That’s none of your business,” Philon
snapped.

So Tiro had been right. “Nevertheless, you will
have to tell me, if you want a boat.” Tiro was acting above his
station and he knew it. It was not [...]


cover.jpeg





pegasus_logo_klein.png
bpdt

Peg sus

Pulp





vignette.png
) e
,1 #¥ i





