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Train up a child 
in the way that he should go,

 and when he is o ld 
he shall not depart from it.

—Proverbs 22:6
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The door was sealed, but  Sabre knew the secret code to open it.
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S a br e  d e  Pl e i a d e s  raced through the golden city 

and into the forest of light and energy. When he 

stopped and look ed around, he sa w that he was alone . 

The entire city was under a protective dome.  Sabre used 

a shortcut outside of the dome and remained undetected. 

Students and instructors who gathered outside the Co-

bari lab were unaware of the boy’s intended destination.

The land bey ond the dome was dark , barren, and 

rocky. With very little air, the boy’s heart pounded as he 

ran, causing pain in his chest. His short legs leaped high, 

climbing two and three large rocks at once. He climbed 

The Secret Plan
A Promise Made Is a Promise Kept
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past the f irst rocky ledge door, then the se cond, third, 

and fourth doors. The journey was steep and dangerous, 

and it took longer than planned.

 Sabre finally reached the s ummit. The last r emain-

ing door st ood before him, just a le ap from the e dge. 

This door was ten feet tall, seven feet wide, and two feet 

thick. It had been designed to keep something inside. 

 Sabre never bothered to ask w hat that something was. 

He was panting hard as he looked over the edge at the 

forest below. 

Dark Eyes, an alien being, watched his every move. 

The door was sealed, but  Sabre knew the secret code 

to open it. It’s simple, he thought. If I could leap up an-

other five feet and touch the left upper panel the door would 

open.

He took a deep breath, bent hi s knees, and w ith all 

of his young strength, jumped high and touched the up-

per left panel of the door. One panel glowed green as he 

again crouched down to leap and touch the other panel, 

which was three feet further away.  Sabre knew this was 

the only access into the external entryway, but he lacked 

the strength and fell in a heap beside the door, pressing 

his knees tightly to his chest. With each breath he took, 
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the pain became more intense. He’d made a promise to 

Panache and he would allow nothing to stand in his way 

of fulfilling that promise.

 Sabre recalled his mother’s words: “Child, never 

make a promise to someone that you cannot keep!”  Sabre 

struggled to regain his strength, got to his feet, and gazed 

at his last obstacle. There were two visible green points 

on the door, but he just couldn’t jump high enough to 

reach the thir d point. H e fell to the gr ound, narrowly 

missing the edge. All the while, Dark Eyes stared at the 

boy.

“Your Highness, the boy h as reached the door. He 

appears to be struggling. Shall I assist him?” whispered 

Dark Eyes with grave concern. 

“No, let Fate take care of him,” responded a strange 

mysterious voice. 

 Sabre’s breathing slowed, though his heart pounded 

rapidly. I know the access code, he thought t o himself. If 

only I could reach the top, I could help Panache. He closed 

his eyes, gasping for air.

It was J une 13, the ninet y- first day in the y ear 20509. 

Many visitors had come to the Pleiades from neighbor-
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ing planets to celebrate the one- hundredth anniversary 

of the marriage of King Vandro and Queen Shalowae. 

Sounds of laughter and music came f rom the great star 

hall. Everyone was celebrating except two unfamiliar 

beings from the Salzmantic Star System.

“I- I- I understand the- the- the King and Que en have 

three- three- three offspring,” Chopta stammered, thick 

yellow liquid oozing from the corners of his troll- shaped 

mouth.

Much shorter than his companion, Acten smiled at 

everyone and drank nothing. His eyeballs rolled up and 

out of their sockets to look at Chopta.

“My friend, perhaps you should not have any more 

of this yellow drink, otherwise our mi ssion will be 

doomed,” he said.

“I- I- I hear tell that one- one- one of them is a- a- a 

mist  . . . a- a- a real one!”

Acten casually glanced at his friend. “He’s the king’s 

first son. He is like the mist of all the waters of the uni-

verse, a vast ex pansive mist that uses c olors to express 

emotions, so I he ar. He’s not f lesh. I don’t know of any 

word from your civilization to justify a description.”

“And . . . and then- then there’s another boy child. I- I 

hear that  . . . that he’s a- a- a attached to his mother—a 
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human! Al- al- always hugging and stay- staying close t o 

his mother.”

Panache floated above Chopta and Act en, listening 

to every word.

Chopta continued to stammer. “I- I- I know- know if I 

were the f irstborn, I would get rid of the boy chi ld and 

wait for the k ing to officially declare me r uler of the  

universe.” Acten and Chopta looked around one last time 

and walked out of the door.

Meanwhile,  Sabre continued to gasp for air , and w ith 

little life remaining, he murmured softly, “Panache!”

Panache hovered above  Sabre while the boy str ug-

gled with each breath he t ook. Chopta’s words, get rid 

of the boy, seemed unfamiliar, and very haunting to him. 

Panache loved  Sabre. There was an unbr eakable bond 

between the t wo. Only D ark Eyes witnessed Panache 

using his blue light and energy- infused mist to cover the 

boy, who was ne ar death. Within a mi llisecond,  Sabre 

was revived and transported to the Cobari lab, never to 

remember his failed attempt to access the external door 

entryway from beyond the dome.

• • •
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 Sa br e  s a t  i n  f r o n t  of C obari, looking around to 

make certain he was alone.

“What human from Earth would be suitable to hold 

a spirit?” he asked. 

Cobari responded, “Earth was destroyed in 2112 AD. 

No human remains.”

Again, Panache hovered above his brother. The words 

of the strangers stayed with him. He made his presence 

known to his brother with the barest of whispers. “ Sabre, 

try the latter part of the twentieth century. Earth had 

some pretty interesting humans then.” 

“Cobari said there were very evil humans during that 

period,” remarked  Sabre, without losing his concentra-

tion. He continued to read the information the computer 

provided. “There was social unrest, civil wars, religious 

and political oppression in al l the countries, moral de-

cay, and a lot of de adly social diseases. Just what kind 

of body are you looking for?” 

Panache’s blue mi st was li ke fresh morning dew. 

“Those are some big words coming from such a young 

boy. What did y ou mean, ‘what kind of body ’? It’s not 

just a body—this man must have a good heart. He should 

be like us—one of a kind.”
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 Sabre asked a second question. “What human existed 

in the late twentieth century who was one of a kind, pure 

in thought, word, and deed?”

Cobari researched its hi storical database and found 

the world’s most talent ed man. Cobari cited a p assage 

from Earth: “Loved children, he cried wit hin because not 

enough was done to save the children of the world from the 

evil ones.”

“ Sabre, ask Cobari what historical impact would there 

be if we brought this man to the P leiades? What must 

we to do to accomplish this?” Panache asked eagerly.

 Sabre asked, “Would the history of Earth be altered 

if this man was brought to the P leiades? How could 

this be a ccomplished?” There was a p ause and C obari 

responded.

“Hundreds of chi ldren’s lives would be ne gatively 

impacted. Some children would grow up and be come 

thieves and v iolent murderers preying on both y oung 

children and old pe ople. This man led a se cluded life 

in the e arly twenty- first century and was ne ver heard 

from again. Man could be transported through time via 

blue mist.”

Panache glowed red with excitement. “ Sabre, who 
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is this man and where is he? How soon could we bring 

him here to Moreipa?”

The hour had grown late.  Sabre saved the data with-

out reading any additional information. He closed the 

history site, stood up, and stretched. 

“Panache,” he sighe d, “why do y ou think thi s man 

would want t o leave Earth? If he was the w orld’s most 

talented man, then he was probably also very wealthy and 

could do anything that he wished. There’s another small 

problem—he no longer exists, so that means a reversal 

of time travel via transportation with the blue mist and 

I don’t know how to do th at! I’m not e ven signed up 

for the classes . I’m just a t welve- year- old kid! I’m very 

sorry I can’t help you. But I wonder what Cobari meant 

by man would not accomplish his goals?”

Kenturah Red- Feather stood in the door way, watch-

ing and listening.

“Don’t worry about a thing  Sabre, I can do th at,” he 

said. “We just learned how in class.”

Startled by his friend’s presence,  Sabre was annoyed. 

“Kenturah Red- Feather, how long have you been stand-

ing there?”

“Long enough.”

Kenturah Red- Feather walked toward  Sabre and 
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whispered, “Long enough to know you and Panache are 

planning to do something exciting. Imagine bringing an 

Earth man from the past so Panache can be human!”

 Sabre looked worried. “How did y ou know about 

my plan?”

“ Sabre, my mind t old me y ou want t o go to Earth. 

Now I h ave a question for y ou—do we have a for eign 

exchange program I don’t know about?” Kenturah could 

barely contain his excitement. “I’m sorry . . . Miss Doth-

nay sent me in here to see if you were through. You were 

the only student left in Space History.” 

“Listen Kenturah- Red Feather, swear to me on your 

mother’s soul th at you will never reveal our se cret to 

anyone.”

Kenturah stomped his foot in pr otest. “My loyalty 

has never been questioned before.”

“Panache,” Kenturah Red- Feather knelt do wn and 

looked around, unable to see him. “As my future king 

and spiritual leader, I w ould give up m y life before I 

would ever betray your trust.”

A small yellow gaseous sphere moved closer t o the 

kneeling boy. “Kenturah Red- Feather, please give me a 

moment and then I will communicate with you in secret.” 

Panache then turned his attention to  Sabre. “Listen, 
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little brother, there is more to learn about the Universe 

than Earth. Study everything Miss Doth nay wants to 

teach you because one day your life could depend on 

what you learn.”

Panache vanished when he heard the sounds of stu-

dents returning. Miss Doth nay walked in behind ten chil-

dren who were beginning their basic PRATT Sessions. 

 Sabre and Kenturah Red- Feather remained standing.

“ Sabre, were you researching a question that had you 

in a daydream?” she asked. 

“Miss Doth nay,”  Sabre replied, all the while looking 

at Kenturah- Red Feather. “I gathered data as part of my 

research and w ith additional time on C obari, I ex pect 

to reach a conclusion very soon. Thank you.”

As  Sabre walked toward the door , Miss Doth nay 

called to him. “ Sabre, this class will be over shortly. You 

may return when the session ends.”

“No thank you, Miss Doth nay, I’ve spent ample time 

on an interesting, antiquated subject in the Lecture Hall,” 

 Sabre replied with a smile.

“ ‘Antiquated’—such a big word for a young boy,” she 

said, looking quizzically at  Sabre. “What exactly does 

‘antiquated’ mean to you,  Sabre?”

“Miss Doth nay, it was a term used on Earth that 
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meant ‘obsolete’ or ‘no longer in use,’ ”  Sabre responded 

with a smile.

“Well, if you have any more questions or ne ed help, 

let me know.”

Miss Doth nay returned her attention to the remain-

ing students.

As Kenturah Red- Feather watched  Sabre walk away, 

he vowed to assist him in tr ansporting the hum an to 

Moreipa. 

 Sabre wasn’t sure if he would be able to help Panache 

realize his dream of becoming a human being. This was 

the first request his brother had ever made. He loved 

Panache very much. He couldn’t let him down. 

“Are you going to help me become human?” Panache 

spoke without revealing his exact location.

 Sabre shook his head. “Listen Panache, I think 

you should reconsider using an Ea rth man. Let’s try a 

Venution or a M artian. Plutonian guys are okay too.” 

 Sabre’s voice sounded bitter. “Cobari is never wrong, 

Panache!”  Sabre hoped that Cobari would not loca te 

this human.

Panache again showed himself as yellow mist. “What’s 

wrong, little brother?”
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 Sabre walked into the mist. “I just don’t think it’s fair 

for you to bring someone from Earth, especially during 

that period of time, that’s all. I don’t think you’re going 

to be able to handle being an Earth man. Look, Panache, 

according to our historical data, that is when their legal 

system, financial system, and he alth system began to 

break down.”

Though he was tr ying his best,  Sabre knew th at he 

hadn’t convinced Panache to abandon his quest, but he 

continued just the same . “Children were being killed 

even before they had a chance to be born. Women stuffed 

newborn babies in plastic b ags and thr ew them in the  

trash! Children, Panache . . . helpless little children were 

killed. Evil ones pretended to be very nice, asking chil-

dren to help them f ind a lost puppy or k itten. Men and 

women would offer children free ice cream, or a chance 

to become famous if the children would allow the strang-

ers to take their picture. The strangers would even ask 

for the chi ldren’s addresses. They tricked the chi ldren 

with lies and then the e vil ones gr abbed the chi ldren 

and killed them. All throughout man’s history there have 

been dark times and great human suffering.

“This was the way of life for many, many humans. 

Some humans even worshipped a Demon. Some humans 
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had numbers burned onto their skin. No one could buy 

food or clothing or obtain housin g without these num-

bers. I thought this was the reason Earth was destroyed, 

but that was only the be ginning of hor rible things to 

come—that’s when the division took place!”  Sabre felt 

a foreign emotion well up inside of him.

“How do you think Shalowae got here? Why is it 

so important we go back in time t o Earth? This was 

the beginning of their end. ”  Sabre remembered most 

of Earth’s history based upon the st ored information 

from Cobari.

“ Sabre, everything you’ve said is correct. Father once 

told me long ago that in order to understand the nature 

of the human and his relationship to this vast universe, 

I have to experience sadness, joy, love, anger, and death. 

Only then can I be a spir itual leader. I have no compre-

hension of these hum an characteristics. Even though I  

was born from Shalowae, there was no b onding. From 

what I have been told, I could possibly use a live human 

being and borrow the use of his body.”

 Sabre remained in the y ellow mist of Panache and 

tried desperately to see the bigger picture that Panache 

had just p ainted. Panache gently embraced the boy  

with his mist.  “ Sabre, you were born human because of 
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Shalowae and I was born spirit because of Vandro. Father 

said I could never use your body, because . . . well, actu-

ally he gave no explanation. Cobari said I could not exist 

in you because we are equals of a di fferent plane. You 

are flesh and blood in the pur est sense and I am spir it 

in the purest sense. Only our sister, Cassel, has an equal 

blending of our two worlds. During the third stage of my 

formal training, Cobari determined that I w ould leave 

Moreipa and jour ney far t o the c enter of the univ erse. 

There I will remain for all time.”

“Panache, what do y ou mean about Shalowae and 

bonding?”  Sabre asked.

“When I was born, I was flesh and blood, but within 

seconds, I was tr ansformed first into a blue mi st that 

clung to Vandro. Shalowae never had a chance to hold 

me or nurse me w ith her br east. I h ave read that all 

human mothers need that time to bond with their chil-

dren, to make them feel loved and very secure. It’s that 

very same blue mi st that will retrieve the Ear th man 

from the past.”

“Panache, what happened after you clung to father?”

“The mist disappeared and only fa ther saw me and 

cared for me. Mother . . . well, she just cried. It was very 

hard for her t o understand w hat was happening to me. 
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When I was able to communicate with her, I saw inside 

her mind how she longed to hold me. I saw the question 

she had always wanted to ask: ‘Will I ever be able to hold 

my son . . . my Panache?’ ” Panache felt the emotions of  

love through his little human brother.  Sabre’s head hung 

low with the sorrow that he felt.

“ Sabre, I witnessed Mother give birth to Cassel. The 

bond that Mother had with Cassel was one of caring and 

loving, very protective. At first it was difficult for me to 

watch the two humans together.” Panache glowed red.

“Panache, what was difficult for you? I don’t under-

stand your use of th e term, because ‘difficult’ means 

‘hard to do’ or ‘ hard to understand.’ How is this related 

to you, Cassel, and Mother?”

“ Sabre, even though M other spent time a ttending 

to Cassel, she ne ver forgot me. Watching Mother with 

Cassel and seeing for myself how tender the love is that 

humans have for all of their chi ldren was especially dif-

ficult. Observing Mother teaching Cassel how to walk, 

how to talk, how girls behave differently from boys  . . . 

I wanted to be p art of th at learning process that you 

humans must endure.”

“So if Mother never forgot about you, what’s the 

problem, Panache?”  Sabre was puzzled.
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“Then you came into being,  Sabre. Mother birthed 

you and that process of bonding was repeated. Why did 

I have to be born like I was?” Panache was morose about 

his fate.

 Sabre never knew how Panache felt about himself. 

“Panache, you are the pur est of li fe’s essence. Mother 

sacrificed her firstborn son. You are the firstborn son of 

King Vandro and Queen Shalowae and your destiny is 

to become a great spiritual leader. That is a great honor, 

Panache. It is your destiny!”

“I don’t want to be a s pirit! I w ant to be human, just 

like you, Cassel, and Mother! That’s why it’s important 

that we do this now!  Sabre, who was the human Cobari 

described?”

 Sabre looked at Panache. “I don’t know. I didn’t read 

all of the data. I don’t know!” Panache glowed orange, a 

color unfamiliar to  Sabre.

The brothers returned to the lecture hall and waited 

for Miss Doth nay and her students t o leave. Panache 

whispered, “Little brother, I wish to hold Mother in my 

arms and feel the love she has always had for me.”

“I understand, Panache. I have always loved you no 

matter what you were.”

“You have studied Earth and for th at very reason 
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I knew y ou would find me the best hum an,” Panache 

whispered. He vanished, leaving  Sabre alone with his 

thoughts. Why must I visit Earth? The reasons grew very 

strong within  Sabre and lur ed him far ther and far ther 

from Moreipa.

“Panache,”  Sabre called out, and then listened, but 

there was no r esponse. “Panache,” he cal led again and 

waited, but sti ll no r esponse.  Sabre grew more solemn 

than ever. He hoped Kenturah Red- Feather would be 

able to use Cobari to help his brother, but Panache was 

nowhere to be found.

Kenturah Red- Feather listened intently to Miss 

 Doth nay for t wo elypsis and le arned how to use th e 

transporter. Shortly afterwards, the students t ook a 

break. 

“I practiced a bit dur ing the break time, Miss Doth-

nay!” Kenturah Red- Feather was a very good student.

“Kenturah Red- Feather, I thought w e agreed you 

should break with the other students and then w hen 

the session was over you would have additional time 

with Cobari.”

Kenturah Red- Feather made no excuse. He looked 

at his notes and paid particular attention to the instruc-

tions regarding transport with the blue mist. His notes 
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were precise. The students w ere allowed to practice 

transporting specific items that were placed throughout 

their galaxy to Moreipa and then b ack to their or igin 

worlds.

He tested his notes with a simple Venution vase that 

was roughly two light years away. The vase arrived within 

a few moments after the initial transport request was 

made. When it materialized, it was broken in pieces. He 

tried again and again; each time it arrived broken.

I can’t transport a h uman if I c an’t even tr ansport a 

stupid vase! he thought. I can’t do a nything right. I will  

fail this mission.

Doth nay watched as Kenturah Red- Feather’s frustra-

tion level continued to rise. She knew he needed to solve 

the problem himself, but she decided to help.

“Kenturah Red- Feather,” Doth nay began.

“Yes, Miss Doth nay?”

“Did you transport broken vases?”

“Yes, Miss Doth nay.”

“Did you check your trilateral square? Was it cubed 

or doubled?”

He looked at his notes. “It was doubled!”

“What was the most important concept to remember 
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about the di stance of the obje ct being transported in 

direct relation to the trilateral square?”

Kenturah Red- Feather thought for a moment. “Ohhh 

yes, if the object being transported was beyond one light 

year, cube the tr ilateral square; otherwise the m ass of 

the object would become displaced. That was w hy the 

vases were broken. How could I h ave missed that in 

my notes?”

He sighed with relief and then decided to ask a cr u-

cial question.

“Miss Doth nay . . . hypothetically . . . could you trans-

port a live creature from the past, even if that planet no 

longer existed?”

“Sure. What was the transport theory? If the distance 

of the obje ct being transported is more than one light  

year away, cube the tr ilateral square. If you have trans-

ported from a dead planet, calculate the number of years 

the creature existed before the planet died and add that 

to the cube d trilateral square.” Miss Doth nay smiled. 

“That’s a good test question.”

The rest of the class glared at Kenturah Red- Feather, 

but that didn’t bother him in the le ast. He was on a  

mission for hi s friends, the k ing’s sons. Kenturah Red- 
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Feather hoped that  Sabre would invite him to come along 

to Earth as a proper show of gratitude.

• • •

Earth, year 1988.

Mo r t o n  Ja c o bs ’ g l o ba l  concert tour had been the 

most successful musical event in the history of entertain-

ment. People all over the w orld loved this handsome, 

willowy, and very talented man.

A white stretch limousine drove away from the L os 

Angeles International Airport with Morton inside. He 

arrived home a da y sooner th an expected. Even under 

the watchful eye of his loyal fans, they never suspected 

he would arrive one day early.

Some hours later, the limo pulled into his secluded es-

tate north of Los Angeles. It was dark when the grounds-

keeper opened the gates. Everyone was exhausted.

He slowly undressed and put on hi s pajamas. The 

moon was high over the southwestern sky. Its light shone 

through the p anes of the F rench doors ne ar his bed. 

Morton walked over to the doors and look ed at the 

moonlit sky. He was delighted to be home again with his 
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family. He wanted to play with his children, to share his 

life with them, to be creative, and to explore the universe 

in his dreams. But it wasn’t enough for Morton to be the 

best. He wanted to have a positive effect on people and 

hopefully make a difference in millions of lives.

Morton understood his life had meaning and pur -

pose. He wanted to be more like Jesus—wise, forgiving, 

and conciliatory toward strangers. He knew that the rest 

of his life was alr eady planned, but sometimes he felt  

weary, so t onight he w ould rest. He climbed into bed, 

finally alone, with nothing but millions of twinkling stars 

to keep watch over him.

The butler quietly opene d the door t o Morton’s 

room. Seeing him sound asle ep, he quietly close d it 

again. Morton remained motionless e xcept for the r ise 

and fall of his chest. For a brief moment, the moon’s light 

illuminated a blue mist that passed through the glass of 

the French doors. The mist thickened as it set tled near 

the floor and swirled across the room to the bed. Within 

seconds, the bed and Morton were fully covered by the 

mist. A minute later, Morton, the bed, and the blue mist 

disappeared into the night.
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