Henry glanced at the sheets.  He recognized them at once.  His uncle loved those numbers and talked about them all the time.

"Those are Fibonacci numbers.  0, 1, 1, 2, 3, 5, 8, and so on," Henry explained, "You add the numbers to the one before it to get the next one in the series.  See, you start with 0 and 1, add 1 to 0 and get 1.  Then you add 1 and 1 to get 2, then you add 2 and 1 to get 3, then you add 3 to 2 to get 5.  It goes on and on."  

"But why is it on a map of this farm?" Howard asked, "Look at all those numbers.  Each plot represents a spiral."
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"I don't know why Fibonacci numbers are so important to him," answered Henry, "But they are.  Some uncles like golf.  Mine likes Fibonacci.  He talks all the time about how you find those numbers all through nature.  

As Spectrum left them, however, a floating table appeared. Six messengers of the Star Contingent emerged from the strand and ran their fingertips along the table. At their touch, platters of food filled the table from corner to corner.  Perfectly ripe grapes, enormous berries of every kind, oranges and fresh peaches piled up in high mounds on gleaming dishes. Loaves of fresh golden bread of every size and shape piled up at the other end.  Steaming bowls of delicious-looking dishes or all sorts appeared.

The messengers from Henry’s strand joined hands around the table, and when the circle was complete, they transformed into a ring of silver light.  Music pulsated in the air.  They expressed gratitude for their existence, and then began to feast.

These beings loved to eat, but had a very unusual way of doing so. They did not chew, instead they assimilated it in a way that would seem very odd to someone who had never seen anything like it before.  When they saw something they would like to eat, they held it close to their foreheads, and after a moment it vanished, giving the messenger enormous pleasure. The silver and gold messengers refilled the plates with different foods often and each time Henry’s messengers ate,   politely remarking how each new dish was more delicious than the one before. Everything was perfectly prepared and good.  There was no waste; all was eaten and relished. 

“Peace and fairness go hand in hand, and sadly, the Earth is not always a fair place; there are far too many creatures there for it ever to be.”  

 “The ones that feel it, but perhaps someone tries to teach them that they don’t.  Or something happens to them that is so unfair, they lose faith.  Sometimes that happens to someone who finds Earth not fair.”


But Earth is not a very fair place,” sighed Yellow, “There are so many opportunities to s

are the ones who feel that something on the earth isn’t fair.    Somehow, they sense the Star’s Fair Chance.”
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“Why do you dislike Oliver so much?” asked Yellow, “He has many good qualities.”

You will see,” said Indigo.

 “Yes.  But he is  Being smart and well-intentioned isn’t enough.  Those kinds of humans are very dangerous when they get the meaning of everything mixed up.” 

“But the star believes in us.  All of us,“ Spectrum said, looking around, “And Henry, too.”

