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From the Captain’s Chair
Hail Far Horizoneers!
So many wonderful stories to go in this fan-tabulous issue of FAR HORIZONs. To kick off the New
Year we have a new feature… It’s so Cliché, it’s true! We have some new Authors joining us and some
fantastic artists as well as a new publishing Staff member Ana Marija Meshkova.
Lookout for our upcoming ZOMBIE ANTHOLOGY, with stories from our Zombie issue plus MORE…
NEW… ZOMBIES! Our Serials continue to delight you with their fabulous tales.
Our fabulous artists have been hard at work bringing light to their new creations, they are fantastic,
beautiful, mesmerising and all those good descriptive words!
We also set up a trading post at our local RedBubble.com where you can get some sweet FAR HORIZONS merchandise including Tees, mugs, phone cases, and all that good stuff!
You may have noticed that our Website is a few months out of date… We have our techno-monkeys
working on updating our very outdated website, stand by for more info on this as it comes to hand!.
You can FOLLOW us on Twitter: https://twitter.com/FarHorizonseMag
Give us a “Like” on FACEBOOK: https://www.facebook.com/farhorizonsemag
Or send us an email to let us know what you think of our zine. We LOVE FEEDBACK!
If you would like to contribute to FAR HORIZONS please feel free to do so at:
info.far.horizons@gmail.com.

SUBMISSION GUIDELINES:
**Submission Guidelines**
We accept
*Fast Fiction (500-1200 words)
*Short Stories (!200-2500 MAX)
*Poems
*Artwork
Submissions should follow basic formatting:
Times New Roman 12 point font
Indent of 1.25
Standard paragraphing (New paragraphs for dialogue)
UK English spelling is preferred
** PUBLISHING DEADLINES **
Each edition of the periodical will come out on the
14th of each month. Writing submissions should be
submitted on or by the 1st of the month. Artwork
submissions by the 7th.
Stories for consideration for the mag in by 1st of the
month, all edits in by 10th of the month, layout &
proof by 12th & final copy & publishing day 14th of
the month
Submissions (artwork & articles/fiction pieces) for
the periodical should ideally be submitted at least
TWO WEEKS PRIOR to the intended publication
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date for written articles, and for artworks ONE WEEK
PRIOR to the intended publication date, to the head
editor.

“Stream of Life” by Valery Riddle

Grin and Bear It

By Rick Rossing

“We need to stop, Jake. Now. Before we go too far.”
Jake sat back. “What’s wrong, babe? I thought you were
okay with this.”
Chloe shrugged. “I thought so, too. I love you, Jake.
And God knows I want you as bad as you want me. But
I’m scared.”
“What of?”

PAGE 05

“Going too far. Doing something I’ll regret later.”
Jake sighed and reached for
his shirt. “I thought you were
sure. I wouldn’t have started anything otherwise. You
know that.”
“I know, Jake. I’m sorry. I’m
just scared.”
“I’d never hurt you.”
Chloe gave him a half-smile.
“Hurt me. Right.” She kissed
him tenderly. “I’m not the
one I’m afraid for, love.”
“What do you mean?”
“I—I’m not sure I can explain
it.”
“You don’t have to. I’ll wait ‘til
you’re ready.” Jake watched
her button up her blouse.
“You’re beautiful, you know.”
“You say that now, but you
should see me at my worst.”
“You should look in a mirror, babe. Your hair’s messed
up, and your makeup’s all
smeared. I still think you’re
beautiful.” Jake sat back on
the sofa. “I’ve even seen you
mad as a hornet. You’re beautiful, then, too. How much
worse could you possibly
get?”
“You’d be surprised. You’re
not mad?”
Jake kissed her. “Of course not. A bit uncomfortable
below the belt, though, if you know what I mean.”
Chloe felt something primal stirring within her. “Believe me, I know what you mean. You can use my
shower, if you’d like.”
Jake looked at her with a raised eyebrow. “That

wouldn’t creep you out?”
Chloe winked at him. “As long as it’s me you’re thinking about.”
“You’d better believe it, babe.”
Chloe closed her eyes and desperately reined in her
desire for the man in her shower. “Down girl.”
When Jake returned, he looked more relaxed, and
no longer smelled of desire. “That was a little weird,
knowing you knew what I was doing in
there. Uh, are you alright, babe?”
Chloe panted and nodded. “I’m
alright, now. I had to wrestle with
a beast of my own. You’ve no
idea how badly I wanted to—
how much I wanted you.”
Jake smiled and kissed her.
“I love you, Chloe. Maybe
next time, we can shower together.”
“Goodnight, Jake. I
love you, too.”
She held back her
desire until Jake’s
car pulled out of the
drive.
***
The next day, Chloe
sought out Jake at the
student union. “Can we
talk?”
Jake nodded. “Sure. You’re not
breaking up with me, are you?”
“Not on your life! I just thought we
should talk about last night.”
“Yeah, I’m sorry if I came on too
strong.”
“I’m sorry I shut you down. I didn’t really want to stop.
You’ve no idea how close I came to losing control over
myself.”
Jake smiled. “There’s always next time.”
“I don’t think you understand.”
“I’m trying to, love. I just need more information.”
Chloe sighed. “I know you are. That’s why I love you.
Are you doing anything this weekend? I camp out
every month, when the moon is full.”
“Oh? Is it some kind of a pagan spiritualist thing?”
The corners of her mouth curled slightly upward. “It’s

a little hard for me to talk about, especially here. I need
to show you something. If you still want me after that,
I’ll never say no to you again.”
Jake kissed her. “You’ve got yourself a deal. Don’t worry, babe, I’ll always be there for you. I promise.”
***
Jake sat up in his sleeping bag, eyes wide. “What the
hell was that?”
Chloe rubbed her eyes. “Sounded like a
coyote. Haven’t you ever camped before?”
“Sure, all the time. At a campground. In one of those log
cabins with AC and cable
TV. And a bathroom.
With hot water.”
“You call that camping? That’s like
staying in a motel
with trees.”
“Sorry, babe,
I guess maybe
we should have
defined our terms
before coming
out here.”
“You’re not
having second
thoughts, are
you?”
Jake shrugged.
“No, I still would have
come. I just might have
prepared a bit differently. You know,
solar charger for my phone, at least.”
Chloe yawned. “That wouldn’t make much of a difference anyway. I’d be surprised if there was a signal out
here.”
“No?” he pulled out his phone. “Damn, you’re right.
What if we need to call an ambulance or something?”
“Don’t worry, I do this all the time. Every month for
the last three years or so, actually. You’re the first person I’ve ever brought with me.”
“You camp out every month? By yourself? Aren’t you
afraid of getting hurt out in the middle of nowhere?”
“There’s nothing out here that can hurt me anymore.
But it does get lonely out here.”
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“Then why do it at all?”
Chloe sighed. “It’s just something I have to do.”
“Every month?”
“Mm-hm.”
“Even in winter?”
“Actually, the need isn’t as bad in the winter. I think it
hibernates.”
“What hibernates?”
Chloe hesitated. “I’m afraid to tell you.”
“Chloe, whatever it is, I can handle it. I love you.”
After a long pause, Chloe sighed. “I hope you’re right. I
don’t want to lose you.”
“Babe, what’s wrong? You’re shaking like one of those
paint mixing machines at the hardware store.”
“I have to go out. Stay here. Please don’t follow me!”
“You might need my help.”
“Stay here!”
Jake put up his hands. “Okay, babe, okay. Call if you
need me.”
Chloe scrambled out of the tent and ran into the
woods.
***
Jake waited.
Five minutes.
Ten minutes.
Finally, after almost an hour, he stuck his head out of
the tent. “Chloe? You alright, babe?”
There was no answer.
“You didn’t run away, did you?”
Nothing answered him but the breeze rustling through
the trees.
Jake grumbled and slipped his boots on. “You should
have let me come with you. I thought we were in this
together.”
The moon cast eerie shadows all around. Jake shivered and turned on his light. “Which way did you go,
Chloe? How am I supposed to find you?”
He tossed a couple of logs onto the fire, then headed
into the woods. Keeping the fire visible, he circled the
campsite, looking for some sign of Chloe.
At length, Jake found her blouse, shredded, on the
ground. “Jesus! Chloe You alright!! If there’s someone
else out here, you better not have touched my girl, or I
swear I’ll kill you!”
There was no reply.
Jake kept going in the same direction, picking up more
tattered bits of clothing. Cursing, he was almost run-
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ning now.
A whimper caught his attention. “Chloe?” He shined
his light at the source of the sound and gasped.
A large brown bear lay on the ground, panting, exhausted. Its hind leg was caught in a vicious-looking
jaw trap. Blood trickled down where the teeth of the
trap dug into the bear’s flesh.
“Oh, shit. Freaking poachers.”
The bear looked up at him with doleful eyes and
whimpered.
Jake knelt down, out of the bear’s reach, he hoped. “I
wish I could help you, big fellah. That’s gotta hurt. But I
need to find my girl first.”
The bear groaned.
“Oh, hell! I can’t leave an animal trapped like this. I’d
put you out of your misery if I had a hunting rifle. I
don’t suppose you’re smart enough to know I’m trying
to help.” Jake looked at the trap. “I’ve seen how these
things work. I push down on the springs on either side,
and the trap opens.”
The bear nodded.
Jake started. Nodded? How could this creature understand? Maybe he just thought the bear nodded. “Okay,
if I try to get you out of here, you won’t kill me, will
you?”
The bear moved its head sideways. Was that a no?
Jake sighed. “I’m about to do the stupidest thing I’ve
ever done.”
The bear nodded again.
“You’re no help.” Jake stepped down on the levers and
held his breath.
The bear howled in pain as the jaws of the trap loosened. Jake continued to stand on the springs and
pushed the jaws apart, cutting his hands on the sharp
teeth. Jake ignored the pain and held the jaws apart until the bear pulled free and ran off.
“Thanks for not mauling me,” said Jake. He released
the trap and looked at his bloody hands. He wasn’t sure
how much of the blood was the bear’s, and how much
was his. “Chloe! If you can hear me, I’ve got to go back
and patch myself up, then I’ll come find you. I promise!”
He stood, and began to feel dizzy. “Oh, shit. The trap
must have been drugged. No wonder the bear didn’t...”
Jake never finished his sentence. He collapsed in a heap
on the ground.
***

Jake awoke face to face with the bear. “Came back, did
you?”
The bear nudged him and licked his face.
“I don’t suppose you can help me find my girlfriend,
can you?” Jake sat up carefully, his head pounding.
“Damn, that drug packed a punch.”
The bear nodded again.
“I wish you’d stop doing that. I’m going to start thinking you’re as smart as a human.” He pulled out his
phone. Still no signal, but he could read the time. “It’ll
be dawn soon. Dammit, Chloe, where the hell are
you?” He stood, staggering a bit. “I should head back
to camp, patch up my hands, and try and figure out
what I’m going to tell the cops if I can’t find her. I hope
the poachers didn’t get her.”
The bear followed him, dragging its mangled hind leg
behind.
The fire had burned down to glowing embers. Jake
tossed a couple of logs on and blew until they caught
fire, then went into the tent and dug out his first aid
kit. “I should have carried this with me.” He poured
peroxide on his hands and wrapped his palms in gauze
bandages while the bear licked its own wounds.
Jake watched the bear. Apart from its injured leg, it was
a beautiful creature. He knew he ought to be wary of it,
but he was glad of its company, especially with Chloe
missing.
For its part, the bear seemed content to stay nearby.
Was it—keeping watch? It almost seemed to be.
Jake wondered if maybe it wasn’t wild at all, but some
trained bear escaped from the circus. Stranger things
had happened. He unwrapped some beef jerky, tossed
a piece to the bear, and tore off a bit for himself.
The stars began to disappear as the sky lightened. Soon
Jake could start looking for Chloe. He prayed to every
deity he could name—which he realized was a rather
short list—that she was alive. And if she was not, Jake
prayed just as fervently that whoever had hurt her
would suffer tremendously before they died.
Jake watched the bear, wondering when, or if, it was
going to leave. He blinked. “You seemed a lot bigger
half an hour ago.”
The bear looked at him and nodded. Jake was sure it
was a nod, this time, for it was indeed waning before
his eyes.
Jake watched the bear, his mouth agape. For the first
time, he realized that the bear was female. It had nip-

ples—no, those weren’t a bear’s nipples, but a woman’s
breasts. “What the hell?”
The she-bear looked at him and—smiled. Her face—
her entire body—reshaped itself until Jake found himself staring at the naked form of a woman.
The woman he loved.
“Chloe?”
***
Back inside their tent, Chloe sipped a cup of coffee, a
blanket around her shoulders, as Jake examined her
wounded leg. “I guess I was wrong about nothing
being able to hurt me out here, huh? I’m glad you came
looking for me, Jake.”
Jake cleansed the wounds “That trap sure did a number
on you, babe. Your fibula’s broken for sure, because I
can see it. We need to get you to a hospital. I’m surprised you haven’t gone into shock.”
Chloe shook her head. “I’m even more surprised that
you haven’t, Jake. I don’t need a doctor. I should be fine
by tomorrow, or the day after that at the latest.”
Jake gasped. “Seriously?”
Chloe nodded. “I heal fast, and I’m immune to infections. Well, all but the one that made me—like this.”
“A werebear?”
“I prefer the term Ursanthrope, if you please.”
“Sorry, babe.” Jake smiled. “Is this what you wanted me
to see, or was there something else?”
Chloe laughed. “No, this was it. I’m sorry I ran. I
panicked. I was afraid you’d bolt, and my bear would
attack you.” She pointed to his hands. “You cut yourself
freeing me.”
Jake shrugged. “It’s nothing. Doesn’t even hurt anymore.”
“No?” Chloe frowned. “Jake, take off the bandages.”
“What? Why?”
“Just do it, please.”
Jake unbound his hands. The cuts had completely
healed. “Huh. What do you know about that?”
Chloe began to cry. “Oh Jake, I’m so sorry.”
Jake held her hand. “What do you mean?”
She sniffled. “I wasn’t always like this. I was attacked almost three years ago. My leg’s just a scratch compared
to what that bear did to me. It practically ripped my
arm off, and punctured a lung.” She flexed her left arm.
“My recovery was ‘a miracle,’ the doctors said. They
had never seen anyone heal so completely. I didn’t even
scar.”
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“Like my hands.”
“Uh-huh. The next full moon, I transformed. And
every moon since. Well, except during the winter
months. Like I said, I think she hibernates.” Chloe
sighed. “I didn’t mean to turn you, too, Jake. Really, I
didn’t. Please, don’t hate me.”
“Chloe, you didn’t do anything. I cut myself on the
trap.”
“Which was covered in blood. My blood—well, my
bear’s blood. That’s how the infection transmits.”
Jake sat back and laughed. “No wonder you put the
brakes on the other night. Talk about your STDs!”
“This isn’t funny, Jake! You’re going to change now, too,
and it’s all my fault! If I hadn’t run away—”
“It’s okay, babe, I get it. You were trying to protect me.”
“I should have trusted you. You didn’t even know the
trapped bear was me, and you risked your life to free
it.” She slapped his head. “That was stupid, by the way.
I don’t have control over the bear when the moon is
full. It could have attacked you.”
“I couldn’t let it suffer.”
“But you’ll change! You’ll always be different, just like
me. Afraid to commit, afraid you’ll end up hurting the
ones you love. It’s lonely!”
Jake held her hand. “It doesn’t have to be that way,
Chloe. We have each other.”
“You don’t hate me?”
“I might get angry later when this all sinks in. Right
now, I’m not that sure I’m not still tripping on bear
tranquilizer. But I love you, Chloe—bear and all. That’s
not going to change.”
Chloe leaned into Jake. “Aw, Jake. That’s the sweetest
thing anyone’s ever said to me. I love you, too.”
Jake finished splinting Chloe’s leg. “You sure you don’t
need a doctor?”
“I’ve got you, Jake. That’s all I need.” She smiled.
“What’s that look?”
“It’s probably safe to say that I’ve seen you at your
worst,” said Jake. “You’re dirty, sweaty, bloody, and
you’ve got a busted leg. And I’ve seen your bear. You’re
beautiful.”
Chloe sat up, letting the blanket slide off of her. “So are
you. Remember what I said before we came out here?”
“Something about never saying no again?”
Chloe nodded. “Let me help you with your belt buckle.”
***
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An anonymous tip to the state Wildlife Commission
prompted an investigation that led to several arrests.
The poachers were fined and imprisoned for illegal
trapping. Their traps were recovered, confiscated, and
destroyed.
On the eve of the next full moon, Jake and Chloe went
camping together. As the sun sank low in the west,
Chloe put her arms around Jake. “Are you ready?”
He shrugged. “I’m not sure. What do I do?”
Chloe smiled. “You don’t do anything. It’ll just happen.”
“Then why ask if I’m ready?”
“The first time you change, it hurts. Bad. I guess it
hurts every time, but you get used to it. Just try to
remember you’re not alone. I’ll be with you the whole
time.”
Jake nodded. “I’m not afraid. Do you think our bears
will enjoy each other as much as our human selves
do?”
“I sure hope so. I think they will. They’re us, too, after
all.” Chloe removed the diamond from her finger and
put it in the ring box. “Definitely don’t want to lose
that. We should take our clothes off, too. They don’t
survive the transformation, you know.”
Jake smiled. “As if I mind being naked with you.”
They left their clothes behind and walked hand-inhand into the woods.

A Short History of Portals
Throughout Fiction & Media
By Valery Riddle & Brendan Smith
They may be called gates, openings, doorways or entrances. Regardless
of how the author or reader chooses to define these points of action, they
serve as a means to either build its foundation or simply move a story
along it’s projected path toward conclusion. They are representations of
both ingress or egress when both the protagonist and antagonist require
such movements between locations, worlds and
realities. Mythology and fiction speaks of gateways
to something beyond our world and known existance;
Irkalla, Niflheim, Hades, Elysium, Xibalba, or Hubur.
Science fiction calls then wormholes or Einstein-Rosen
bridges... Most people call them Portals.
Italy è Hell, Purgatory, and Heaven: Dante
Alighieri describes his journey to the realms of the
dead, guided first by a Roman poet Virgil and later
by Dante’s love Beatrice. Dante and Virgil enter
through the gates of Hell that have an inscription
“All hope abandon ye who enter here”
-The Divine Comedy by Dante Alighieri, 1321
England è Wonderland : Alice, bored with sitting
around doing nothing, notices a talking rabbit with a
pocket watch and follows it down the rabbit hole. A
long fall takes her to a new and strange world.
- Alice in Wonderland by Lewis Carroll, 1865
England è Wonderland : A secret world behind
the mirror Alice is playing with her cats in the living
room and thinking what the world is like behind the
lookingglass. She decides to check her ideas by
climbing the mantel and suddenly finds out that she
can do through to another world
- Through the Looking-Glass by Lewis Carroll, 1871

Connecticut è 5th century
England: A blow to the head
sends a Connecticut engineer,
and jack-of-all trades, back in
time to the court of King Arthur.
While there he fools the local
population into thinking he is a
magician. Soon, his plans go
awry
- A Connecticut Yankee
in King Authors Court
by Mark Twain, 1889

Kansas è Oz: One day, Dorothy and her dog
Toto are caught in a tornado that takes the small
farmhouse where she lives with her Aunt and Uncle to the Land of Oz. Dorothy has to find the Wizard of Oz in the Emerald City in order to get home,
and help her new friends on the way there
-The Wonderful Wizard of Oz
by Frank L Baum, 1900
North East America è Beyond, The Dream
World and the Outer Space: Normal space and
time & an alternative Earth; The Great Old Ones
once ruled the Earth but now they are scattered
all over the universe and exist in deep slumber.
However some unlucky adventurer may accidently come across a portal that can wake the
powerful deities and let them come back to Earth
- Dagon
- The Call of Cthulhu
- Beyond the Walls of Sleep
- The Doom That Came to Sarnath
- The Dreams in the Witch-House
by H.P. Lovecraft, 1905-1937
Reality è Hell, Heaven, Time
and Terror: Comic book tales
which sent many of their characters
to different realities and dimensions,
which include space, the afterlife
and alternate worlds
-EC Comics , 1944

Earth è Uriel, Camazotz :
Meg Murry, Charles Wallace
Murry, and Calvin O’Keefe
are transported to different
worlds. With help from 3 mysterious supernatural figures
and by means of the Tesaract,
a device that her father had
been working on, They save
her father from the evil that is
only known as “IT”.
-A Wrinkle in Time
by Madeleine L’Engle, 1962

The Future è The Jurassic Era: A
man travels back in time to hunt
dinosaurs with unforseen temporal
consquences
- A Sound of Thunder by
Ray Bradybury, 1956

Earth è Other Planets: To avoid over population, humanity
uses the ‘Ramsbotham Jump’ to send excess the population to
colonize other worlds
- Tunnel in the Sky
by Robert Heinlien, 1955
England è Narnia: Four children, evacuated to
the countryside from the horrors of war, explore
the house they now live in. One of them finds a
wardrobe, that turns out to be a portal to a forest
in a mystical faraway land.
The Lion, the Witch and the Wardrobe
- C.S. Lewis, 1950

London è Time and Space: The Doctor
is the 900+ year Time Lord who uses his
TARDIS (Time And Relative Dimentions In
Space) to travel to all places in time and
space, saving people and worlds in the
process.
-Doctor Who
by BBC, 1963

Caladan è Arrakis: 21,000 years in the future, the Great Houses
of the Landsraad are controlled by the Emperor of the known universe. All of these houses use the Spacing Guild, and their navigators, to fold space in order to travel the great distances between
worlds. This collaborative mechanism maintains commerce and
trade. But there is one single commodity which makes this happen...
Spice! “The Spice must flow”
-Dune, Frank Herbert, 1965
Time Vortex Planet è Earth: When the crew of the
Enterprise explore an unknown planet, they must use
a sentient gateway through time and space, called the
“Guardian of Forever”, to fix damages in Earth’s timeline
created by temperarily insane Dr. McCoy.
-Star Trek, “City on the Edge of Forever”
CBS, television show by Gene Roddenberry
teleplay by Harlan Ellison, 1967

Ingary, Howl’s Moving Castle è Market Chipping, Port-haven, the Royal
Capital of Kingsbury, Howl’s boyhood
home in Wales: A young woman named
Sophie Hatter is turned into an old woman
by a witch. With her new appearance, she
takes a job as a cleaning lady for the notorious wizard Howl. While under his employ,
she strikes a deal with the resident fire-demon named Calcifer, for the return to her
former state. Sophie soon discovers that
Howl is not the person his reputation leads
her to believe. She discovers that the door
to his house also leads to other places and
greater adventures.
-Howl’s Moving Castle
Diana Wynne Jones, 1990

Earth è Homeworld of the Tallman: A dark secret at a local
funeral home is discovered. Upon further investigation, Jody,
Reggie and Mike find the tuning fork network which allows
passage, revealeding an invasion from another world. The
Tallman, a inter dimensional being of great power, is enslaving
the local population and using mysterious metallic spheres to
assist him in his terrible cause.
-Phantasm, 1979
Cuesta Verde Sudivision California (the Freeling
Home) è The World of the Dead: Static on the TVscreen and the violent earthquake come a day before a
supernatural being starts haunting the house. The little
girl who witnessed both occurrences is sucked through
a portal in her closet to the other side. The house is
situated on a ancient Native American burial site, and
the ghost is so angry with that the house ends up being
imploded through the portal into another dimension.
-Poltergeist, MGM Studios, Story by
Steven Spielberg, Directed by Tobe Hooper, 1982

Abeir-Toril è Other
Planes :The cosmology
of Forgotten Realms is
complicated. The model is called ‘the Great
Wheel’ and it shows how
all planes are interconnected. From the Prime
Material Plane different
sorts of portals can be
opened by certain magic
to travel to other planes.
Creatures from other
planes can also be
summoned using high
level spells
-The Forgotten Realms
Dungeons & Dragons
Ed Greenwood, 1987

Giza, Egypt è Other World: A family visits Egypt during a
father’s business trip. While visiting the great pyramids, celestial events take place and transport them to another world. On
this Other World, they discover that humanity and the cultures
of this new planet have been intertwined since the the days of
the Pharoahs.
-OtherWorld, CBS
television show by Roderick Taylor, 1985

the Hegemony of Man è Every Place in the Known Universe: the Hegemony of
Man is made up of 200+ worlds. It spans a vast distance across the Milky Way Galaxy. Many of these worlds are called “labyrinthine” planets, as they were left by an
ancient civilization which build massive subterranian labyrinths beneath the ground.
This ancient race also left Time Tombs on their worlds, planet Hyperion being the
setting for this book. These tombs can travel backward and forward in time, as they
are surrounded by a “anti-entropic “ field, meaning that they fall outside of normal
universal physics and the fundemental forces. Humanity has managed to create
faster then light travel and instantanious travel in the forms of the Hawking Drive,
The Gideon Drive and the Farcaster network. But, there are other older forces at
play.
-Hyperion Cantos, by Dan Simmons, 1990
Muggle London è The Wizarding World: The universe of
Harry Potter books is filled with portals and traveling through
space; from portkeys to Floo network, from apparition to Vanishing Cabinets. The first time the young wizard experiences the
feeling, though, is at the King’s Cross station, as he tries to find
the 9 ¾ platform, the entrance to which is in the brick wall barrier
between platforms 9 and 10.
-Harry Potter and the Philosopher’s Stone
by J. K. Rowling, 1997
Earth è Abydos: In 1928, a French lead
archaeological dig at the Giza Plateau discovers a mysterious metal ring under a cover stone... 66 years later, Dr. Daniel Jackson
is employed to work on a secret government
project which allows this Star Gate to become
active and our protagonists to travel half way
across the known universe.
-Star Gate, MGM Studios,
by Roland Emmerich, Dean Devlin, 1994

Mid-World è Earth: On the beach of the Western Sea
three freestanding doorways are situated. They lead not
just to another place, but also teleport Roland Deschain
out of his own body into the minds of certain other people
to draw them to his world.
-the Dark Tower: The Drawing of the Three
by Steven King, 1987

Jovian Space è The Monolith: In Arthur
C. Clarke’s final book of this series, we
discover the fate of Frank Poole and where
Dave Bowman really went at the end of
the first book. While most people concluded that he was taken to another place in
space and time, presumably to the home
of those who built the monoliths, the reader discovers otherwise. At the end of 2010:
Odyssey Two, we see Jupiter collapse on
itself and become a second star dubbed
“Lucifer”. What is revealed in this final book
of Clarke’s opus is that Bowman and HAL
have actually travelled into the very heart
of the monolith to merge as one being,
Halman. With judgement and death
looming over the human race, Halman
insures the human race is provided a new
beginning.
-3001: The Final Odyssey
by Arthur C. Clarke, 1997

Sunnydale, California è The Hell Dimension: The
small town of Sunnydale is situated on the Hellmouth,
which is a place of increased supernatural energy. The
barriers between dimensions are weak here, so the
gateway to Hell can be opened. The place is normally
ripe with supernatural activity.
-Buffy the Vampire Slayer, Joss Whedon, 1997
Lifestream è Gaia: Lifestream is the essence of
planet Gaia. It is crystallized into spherical Materia that
is used to create spells and summon creatures (through
portals), shaped from the Lifestream itself.
-Final Fantasy VII, Squaresoft/Sony, 1997

Soul Society and Las Noches è Real
World: Ichigo Kurosaki has a power to
see people’s souls and one day he notices
creatures coming to steal those. He takes it
upon himself to battle the creatures, called
the Hollows that come from the Las Noches
dimension. This way, he meets Shinigami,
the gods of death, from the Soul Society and
temporarily takes the responsibilities of one
upon himself to defend humans from the
Hollow.
-Bleach, 2001

Japan è The World of the Dead: The spirit of a
young girl, who was thrown into a well, returns to haunt
the living. She puts herself into a videotape and anyone
who views it, dies within seven days. The tape serves as
the projector of her spirit, that uses the TV screen and
the phone to manifest.
-Ringu, 1998
Silent Hill, Maine è Silent Hill of the Other World:
Those who travel at night can get easily lost in the fog
and find themselves in a deserted town full of monsters
that seem to have come from the worst nightmares.
When looking for answers, unexpected questions arise.
Old places still hold secrets. Old gods still hold power,
and a young girl may hold the fate of any stray visitor. Not
everybody can easily get out of that eerie place however,
as if this dark place has intentionally trapped them.
-Silent Hill, Konami,1998
New Mexico, ITC Headquarters è 14th Century France: If you could alter history for a financial gain, would you? The international company
ITC sends 3 grad students to the past to find their
professor and mentor. They get caught in a power
struggle between the Normans and Saxons.
Eventually, the owner of ITC learns the
consequences of his actions.
-Timeline, Michael Crichton, 1999

The World of Shinigami è
Real World: Shinigami, the
gods of death, watch humans
through the portal between
the two worlds and write the
names of all those who are
about to die into their Death
Notes. Shinigami can easily
enter the human world but
they have no corporeal body
in it and humans can only
see Shinigami if they touch a
Death Note.
-Death Note, 2003
2004 è The Past:
4 engineers, who
work for a major corporation, start a part
time business from
their garage, only to
discover time travel
in the process. As
these events unfold,
they discover that this
incredible machine
causes more trouble
then it is worth.
-Primer, 2004

The Real World è Gloom: Among ordinary humans there are the Others who have
the ability to enter the Gloom and gain superpowers. The Gloom consists of seven layers
and drains the energy in geometrical progression from those who enter it and penetrate
deeper. In the Gloom the real world slows
down and starting from the second layer all
humans buildings and structures disappear.
Only the most powerful of the Others can
cross the border between the sixth and the
seventh layer.
-Night Watch, 2006
Russia è Echo: Sir Max starts
seeing a stranger in his dreams who
tells him about another world that from
the character’s point of view sounds
much more attractive than the one he
lives in. After some time he appears in
the said world but his memories about
his way there are fuzzy. In reality he
takes a tram N432 on the Green Street
at home - the street where there is
no tramway, and Sir Max really has
created the thing himself. It is from
this point that his riveting adventure in
Echo begins.
-Max Frei, Labyrinths of Echo, 2009

Bright Falls, Washington State è
Literary Bright Falls: Alan Wake
is a best selling crime fiction author
who has been suffering from writers
block over the last 2 years. His wife
decides to take him on a vacation in
hopes this will help him. Eventually,
evil forces conspire to steal him from
a waking world and remove his wife
in the process. He must find pages
of a unwritten novel and battle dark
foes to regain control of the true
world from the Dark Presence, a
entity using his artistic talents to gain
a foothold into this reality.
-Remedy Entertainment
Alan Wake, 2010

Echo è Any Other Dimension:
Sometimes any door opened in the dark can
become a Door between the Worlds. Through
this door the traveler comes to the Crossroad
between the Worlds. Any door opened from
that Crossroad can lead to any world the
traveler wishes it.
-Max Frei, Labyrinths of Echo, 2009

The Real World è Sburb: Upon
installing a beta version of an upcoming computer game Sburb, the
main character gets transported into
the game world while the real world
is destroyed in a meteor attack,
caused by the game. The character
starts exploring the in-game universe which in itself contains lots of
portals that can function simply as
lifts or, for instance, as a defense
mechanism that protects the ingame universe by relocating the
meteors to the Earth.
-Andrew Hussie, Homestuck, 2014
Portals are choices made manifest as
physical constructs. They can affect the genre,
the character(s), or the entire plot. How the
author chooses to use them can alter what occurs
in the overall narrative and what underlying themes
may exist. They can also serve as a reflection of
modern society, or simply what lies in the intent
of the author’s heart. Choose the correct portal!
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1. How long have
you been writing?
Sort of a trick question for me.
I started as a teen, working on
fan fiction for a while. I stopped
until about 5 years ago, when I
took on NaNoWriMo for the first
time. For 3 years, I wrote only for
school or NaNo. The end of 2013
was hard for me and I had to give
up writing for several months.
When I came back to it in August,
it all became real and I’ve spent
more time writing than I have in
the past.
2. What was your first
story?
‘Another Take’ is a fan fiction
that I started as a teenager. It was
a mega story mixing 4 animes,
along with my own characters.
The total was over 70. I had floor
plans, character bios and more.
At one point, I lost the story in all
the details.
3. Which authors/writers
are your inspiration?
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David Eddings is the greatest inspiration in my writing.
I adore his books. The characters are engaging and the
dialogue feels real. I first read
them when I was 14, and continue to reread them every few
years.
Marjorie Weinman Sharmat
the author of Nate the Great, a
children’s series, also inspired
me a great deal. She introduced the idea of a hardboiled
detective through the young
boy solving mysteries in his
neighbourhood, along with his
dog Sludge.
Jim Butcher helped to cement me in the genre that captures my heart above all others.
4. What is your favourite genre to write in and
why?
Urban Fantasy. :D I’m also
a jewellery designer, specializ-

ing in Steampunk style. One of
my best friends said that I like ‘to
mix together elements that don’t
belong, and make them seem
natural.’ Those two genres give
me a chance to do just that.
5. What are you
currently working on?
Like most authors, I’m working on several things at once. I
have a mystery called The Fairy
Tale Murders, a superhero piece
called ‘Always Known’ and a trilogy of Magic Girl pieces. I’m also
editing my second NaNo story,
The Charming Line, to put out as
a serial by June I hope.
6. How many stories or
books have you
published?
One short story that I’ve managed to get out into the world,
The Wandering Wizard. I’ve also
had shorts in this magazine and
in an anthology, Winter Wishes.
7. Do you have a website/
Facebook authors page,
and what is it?
https://www.facebook.com/
KristyCareyAuthor
8. What made you
choose to write?
To keep sane? My heads filled
with millions of stories and
ideas, writing and jewellery design give me a chance to release
everything into the world and
freedom.

good at this thing. Keep working that grindstone
Hare, and I’ll catch up with you some other time.”
The others in the office had a love/hate relationship with him. A high standard of work forced
them to stretch well beyond their normal skills.
However, he was also always ready to help as
needed. If he was honest, it was just because he
enjoyed their work that much and loved to see
the variety of worlds they could create.

The world before him was new, young, and
without blemish. A world of his own. Smiling, he
pulled away for a moment and took a breath. It
hadn’t been easy to build a place this complete,
but it had been worth every minute surrounded by
the idiots in the office to get it done.
“Still got that nose pressed to the grindstone,
Harry?” A voice behind him asked, “Or just
against the asses upstairs?”
“Work’s important,” he replied, ignoring the insult.
Most of the others spent their time playing around
and taking advantage of the ‘hourly pay’ that they
received. Not him. It was better to get it finished,
so it was cohesive. “How’s your world coming
along?”
“Eh, it’s about halfway through. Having some
problems with indigenous plants. My claimants
are messed up and nothing wants to grow.”
Spinning in his chair, Harry looked up at his ‘coworker.’ “Use that to your advantage. Not every
planet has to be inhabited by anything.”
“Of course!” he said, “That’s what makes you so

“Listen up, everyone,” a voice called out from the
balcony to the upper management. “Harry, Robin
G., Reed, Alexandra, and Chris. You five will be
working on a joint project. This comes from the
top, so it comes before everything else. J is looking for a place to call his own, and you are the
best we have.”
Murmurs could be heard around the room. J was
the top of the top, and hadn’t asked for a world of
his own for longer than anyone here could remember.
Almost anyone. Harry was the only staff member
from before the staff change two thousand years
ago.
Gathering his notepad and making sure his most
recent world was sent out for creation, he joined
the others in the meeting room.
“I want light,” a voice said over the speaker
phone. “Expansive between the water of the sky
and the water that covers the earth. This is to be
followed by land the springs up out of the water.
I want vast heights and depths of the land. Some
that can’t be explored by the beings.”
Each of them took notes, chatting at the options
before them to get a general design worked out
to type into the computer for him.
“Good. Next up, lots of vegetation: plants that can
reseed, and trees that bear fruit, which can all
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produce more seeds. Put stars in the expanse up
top now. These are the things that keep track of
the seasons, so make them understandable and
working in a solid system.”
Once again, they worked to put what he wanted
into this new world. There were standard constellations they could set up, along with more than a
few plants of all kinds. Hours passed as the five
built, using the generalizations given to them.
“I like it! Good work. What we need now are
animals in the waters and birds in the air. Lots of
them. More than you could imagine there being in
one world. And I’m not talking about just dozens
of one kind, I want dozens of dozens of kinds.”
Not quick work, the team dug deep into the files
of animals to fill the planet with every kind they
could find. Here, Harry’s seniority helped in
choosing strange and unique creatures.
“Good, good!” J called through the phone, once
the updates had been implemented.
A simulation of the planet came into view on a
screen at the end of the room. It was green and
blue, vibrant and stunning. Even Harry found it
unique and found himself wanting to retire to this
place.
“I’m sending over some files. Upload them into
Earth, which is its name by the way. No tweaking
them before. I’ve already made sure they were
exactly what I wanted.”
This wasn’t unusual, as their customers often had
ideas in mind for their worlds already. Checking
the screen as it was updated, none of them were
prepared for the being that showed up. Most
planets were filled with a variety of races, often
pulled from a mixture of those that existed.
But the race J had given them was different than
any of the others, while looking…
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“Yes, they have been designed in our image and
after our likeness. Man will have this planet to
themselves, to rule over. He has already been
coded with what is needed to be fruitful and multiply, filling the earth with their kind.”
Silence filled the room, as the designers looked
at the new world they had created. All that was
needed, was to set it up.
“Good… It’s good. Harry, upload the Milky Way
around it. Third spot in the central solar system,
I think. Call it Revelation. Set it up locked away
from all other civilizations. I want to see Earth
develop from the start.”
“Yes sir,” he said, typing away on the computer.
Three thousand years ago, Harry and a team
of others had put together a galaxy for J. It had
been filed away and left untouched. “Did you
want to change the last planet’s size? I know we
debated its status as a planet or just a moon.”
“No Harry, leave it alone. I prefer the question of
what it is. Let the people of Earth decide.”
Smiling, he searched the star maps for a place to
rest the Milky Way. “Sir, there’s a spot just outside the Andromeda Galaxy. Outer reaches of the
universe. We’ve been saving these for exclusive
galaxies.”
“That’ll be perfect. And, thank you for your hard
work. You each deserve a day of rest, and that’s
an order. Six days of work deserves that, at the
very least,” J said, before the line went dead.
Looking at each other, the five workers stood to
leave the office and think about the planet they
had helped to create.
—— To Be Continued ——

Good Boy

			by Ruth
			
EJ Booth

I’d wanted a dog ever since I was little. So when I finally moved out, I was bound to end up with my own.
This scratty wee scrag of soot. I say he’s mine, I think
we sort of found each other. Well, they say the dog
picks the owner. I say he found me when nobody else
wanted me.
He doesn’t do tricks or owt. He’s more a companion,
really. Likes being talked to, taken for walks, that sort
of thing. He prefers the quiet parts of town – the old
industrial estate, or that scrap of trees down by the
railway tracks – though he’s well-behaved in crowds, a
stilling presence in all that madness.
I take him out more these days. He’s putting on weight,
y’see. Funny, I used to be able to fit him in my hand,
now it’s hard to heft his paws off of us. I’m not sure
about him being at work so much – my boss doesn’t
like him, for starters – but it’s nice, knowing he’s there,

just over my shoulder. My constant shadow. Frankly,
it’s become difficult to get through the day without
him.
So he deserves a treat. I’ve meant to take him up to the
bridge for a while, but it’s been a question of timing.
Even then, I almost baulk it and climb back over the
guard rail. That drop makes me fair dizzy – but, bless
‘im, suddenly he’s there, and the sickness just vanishes.
God knows how he fits on the ledge.
He sits right up close to me, this big wet fuzzy thing.
I bury my face in his damp black coat, until I’m not
scared anymore. Just sort of warm, and numb. I lift my
head, and all I can see is that same furred darkness. I
pull myself up, stand on the edge and give his head one
last scratch.
Good boy, I say. Good boy.
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A Gnomes Tale
By Jim King

Davric of clan Black Tor was a metal shaper.
That rare but highly respected type of Dwarf that could
take metal and shape it, not with a forge and tools like
any normal Dwarf, but with a power that had been his
since he turned fifty. His mind could make metal do
things that only the finest of crafts-dwarves could rival.
He could make metal come alive.
It wasn’t spells. Elves and Fairies did spells. No Dwarf
did “spells.” Any that were found to be trying were
given a good kicking by dwarves wearing mining boots
and then thrown out of the clan.
No, not spells. Earth magic, stone magic, metal magic.
Not spells.
Today he stood in his workshop surrounded by the
wonders of his art.
He leaned over the heavy, wooden table in front of
him, something in oak that had once held the maga-
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Or How A Mighty Gnome
Hero Gained His Name: Part 2
zines and coffees of a big one house but just the right
size for him.
The table was covered with metal in every shape and
size, the most precious of building materials made
by the big one Master Smith and Engineer. Gnomes
and Dwarves searched out the work of this big one
for it was greatly prized by the clans and by the metal
shapers.
To return home bearing the metals, or better yet a box
marked with the Great Engineer’s name, was to be held
in high regard that year.
Yes, the work of the big one smith named “Mechano”
was much prized amongst the clans.
Davric had worked through the night and the following day, watched by a score of Gnomes who stood
or sat out of the way on the lowest of the shelves that
filled every wall.
Now he was ready.
He reached out and carefully picked up a pair of cables,
big one made and not suited for the hands of a Dwarf.
They were connected to a huge black box sitting on the
floor beside the table, a box of electricity, almost new,
that had been found by salvagers only days ago specifically for this.
Davric slowly and carefully reached out, one cable held
in each hand, each as far apart from the other as he
could reach.
Painstaking slowly, he bought each close to the metal
plates that he had shaped for just this purpose.
Every Gnome in the room drew a deep breath, and
Davric glared at them as the rush of wind rustled his
beard.
Every Gnome held that breath, waiting, waiting.

The contacts touched the metal plates.
There was a crackle, a sharp smell. Lightning shot between the two plates, through the mound of metal and
stone.
Then the lightning was gone, and the crackle was gone.
Only the strong, sharp smell remained, filling the
room.
A score of Gnomes held their breaths, waiting.
Beneath the pile of metal something moved, the
slightest of movements. Then another movement, and
suddenly the pile rose and fell apart.
Sitting up from within the metal Tavis the Gnome
swept the room with his gaze, the harsh glow of electricity fading from his eyes. His bare chest and shoulders now covered with a frame of the precious Mechano; the steady click of tiny cogs within his chest barely
audible in the silence of the room.
The Gnome, now half machine, looked at the Dwarf
standing above him and in a voice slightly more mechanical than his normal tone asked:
“What’s for tea?”
The room filled with cheers, a score of Gnomes all
shouting and laughing and from the corridor outside
the sound of another score of Gnomes plus the rustle
of satisfaction from a handful of Dwarfs who would
never laugh or cheer in public.
Tavis Cogheart the Gnome was back.
It had been several weeks since the pixie snatch squad
had been killed and there had not been a single report
of the remaining pixies.
Then a sparrow arrived at the Gnome hall and chirped
franticly until a nearby Gnome opened one of the
doors and let it fly in.
The sparrow was so excited it took three tries before
the Gnomes understood what it was trying to say. The
little bird had seen an elf and six pixies; they had been
hiding in the bushes at the bottom of a big one house.
It took a while to find out where this had been; birds
are not good with details like house numbers, and
they had a view of things that was from the top down
whereas Gnomes tended to see the world from the
bottom up.
But eventually, they had it worked out.
The elf was at number 24 where the newborn big one
was.
There were two Gnomes in that garden now and an-

other on either side, though the Gnome in 22 was having trouble with the dog in that garden. Brutus was a
curious and playful young dog and kept trying to work
out where the new garden gnome had come from.
Still, four Gnomes against an elf and however many
pixies were left would lead to four dead Gnomes so every squirrel in range was sent out. Every single Gnome
was to muster and slip into the garden of number 24.
The Eastbury Heights Gnomes were going to war.
It took the whole day for the Gnomes to move into the
gardens. Without the cover of darkness the Gnomes
moved as slowly as possible, apart from the dash across
the black ground. Even the bravest gnome would not
linger on that foul surface.
But by midnight they had assembled and filled the
edges of the garden. No less than four were now fishing
in the tiny goldfish pond much to the amusement of
the two goldfish that lived there.
An even dozen stood or sat along the edge of the footpath.
Tavis had been sent to hide deep within the overgrown
flower box where his metal shoulders would not give
the game away.
For a day and a night the Gnomes waited. Bothered
only by the big one children who came out that morning to discover that the garden was full of Gnomes.
Their parents were busy with the baby, and so wild
stories from the children about an army of Gnomes
who moved themselves around at night were met with
smiles and the sort of tolerance for make-believe that
only parents of youngsters can manage.
Then the fog came in again, so thick a Gnome could
barely see a few Gnome-lengths away.
There were six pixies left to serve the elf: five were with
the elf lurking in the tangle at the very bottom of the
garden; one had been sent to sneak around the side of
the house and check for Gnomes. The elf was not worried by a few Gnomes but it was running out of pixies,
and unless it successfully stole the big one newborn
and replaced it with the changeling, he would not be
able to buy any more pixies, which would leave him
getting those looks from the other elves.
Oh dear, only six pixies, how sad.
So it was now or never. The glamour on the changeling
was fading. It had to be done tonight, and the fog was
perfect.
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One pixie was picked at random and sent up the garden towards the house. The other pixies laughed as the
victim set out to spring any Gnome ambush and at the
fact that they were not being sent.
The pixie ran from bush to bush, hiding while he
searched the garden and then ran to the next bit of
cover. Several times he stopped close enough to touch
a Gnome, but they stayed still.
One pixie was not enough to move for, not yet.
The pixie reached the house and breathed out in relief
then called out to tell the elf it was clear.
While waiting for the others to arrive, the pixie scout
climbed up onto one of the stones surrounding the little fish pond to see if he could reach the fish. To a pixie,
a goldfish is a decent meal.
The elf with its remaining four pixies began to walk up
the garden towards the house, the elf holding tight to
the bundle of rags that held the changeling.
They had reached the end of the grass and the edge of
the patio when a splash came from ahead of them.
Pausing to try and work out what the sound meant, the
elf called out to the pixie that should be there.
That particular pixie didn’t hear the call and could not
have answered if it wanted to since a pair of Gnomes
were busy holding its head underwater in the pond.
The goldfish had vanished under the one lily leaf that
gave them shade in the summer.
The elf stepped forward onto the patio beside the flower box which took him close enough to see one of his
pixies head first in the fish pond, and suddenly it knew
there were Gnomes about.
As it drew a breath to alert the pixies, a Gnomish voice
shouted, “Get ‘em lads,” and the garden was suddenly
full of moving Gnomes.
The elf saw one larger Gnome charging at it, swinging
a fishing rod overhead. Kicking out, the elf stubbed its
toe but sent the Gnome flying. Elby was a veteran and
had fought an elf before, so as he saw the kick coming,
he froze, and the elf kicked stone.
Of course the trick was to be moving before you
landed as a stone Gnome will shatter if it hits a hard
surface.
Elby was moving when he hit, and though he had
the wind knocked out of him as he slammed into the
locked gate that led to next door, he was otherwise
unharmed.
Brutus had been dozing on the porch, dreaming doggy
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dreams, his legs twitching as he chased something in
his sleep.
Then someone knocked on the side gate, and he woke
up with a bark.
From the ground where he was laying, Elby heard the
dog, looked up and saw the sliding latch that was locking the gate, and a most cunning plan came to mind.
The other Gnomes came out of the fog like a tiny wave
of bright red and green hats. The four pixies found
themselves surrounded, and two were so close to the
Gnomes that they died without ever seeing anything.
The other two tried to run for it. Two pixies would
happily fight two or three Gnomes, but since there
were at least twenty Gnomes, the pixies fled like the
cowards and bullies they were.
With the garden so full of Gnomes, one of them actually got five steps before it died; the other one was on
its third step.
The Gnomes facing the elf were much more careful; those in front of the elf stayed still, those behind
moved in with clubs or fishing rods at the ready.
Sensing the mass of moving Gnomes behind it, the elf
spun around to face down the garden.
The pixie that had been sent to sneak round the side of
the house had climbed up the vines that covered that
side and had then walked round to the window using
the vines as a path. In the thick fog he could not see
the garden, and more importantly for him, anyone in
the garden could not see him.
He reached the edge of the window and looked in.
There, a shape, a Gnome.
The pixie dropped from the vines and swung into the
room, landing on the window-sill where he plunged
his sharp pixie dagger into the Gnome’s back.
The baddy was defenceless, the way was clear for the
elf, and this pixie was going to be rewarded for his
work this night.
Then with a sudden shock of fear, the pixie noticed
that his victim had not fallen over. It was still standing
there as if a pixie dagger in the back was nothing to be
worried about.
Almost frantic with worry, the pixie pulled his dagger
free and then suddenly coughed at the cloud of dust.
Once he had finished coughing on the dust, the pixie
took a closer look, and with relief he realised that he
had stabbed a really old teddy bear.
Then the Teddy Bear turned its head and looked

straight at the pixie, and suddenly the fear was back.
Teddy Bears have been guarding children for a thousand years or more, but they are mystic guardians; they
are soft and cuddly; they have no claws, and few of
them have actual swords.
A Teddy Bear will protect you from the monster under
the bed or the monster in the cupboard or even those
evil clown toys that some parents buy for children in
the mistaken belief that clowns are harmless.
But against a physical threat,
a Teddy Bear has no weapons.
Of course, they can still
push a shocked pixie out
of the window if they
have to.
Tavis burst out from the
plants in the flowerbed and
ran as fast as he could, his head
lowered and his shoulders
hunched.
He hit the elf just
behind the knee, the
Mechano plates on
his shoulder slashed
through the spider-silk
elf trousers and
stabbed into the soft flesh.
The elf screamed as only a small girl or an elf that had
just been stabbed with big one metal can scream and
jumped sideways trying to keep his balance and clutch
at his suddenly agonising knee.
The elf could not concentrate and thought only to flee
from the pain of the tiny metal Gnome, but it was too
late.
Elby had climbed high enough to reach the bar that
locked the gate, and he had slid the lock open.
Out came charging Brutus the dog.
Dogs have been part of big one families for as long as
there have been dogs. They have fought off elves, pixies, fairies and every sort of Fae or darkness creature
since the beginning of time.
A dog that has never met a pixie will still kill it on
sight.
A dog that has never been tormented by a fairy will
still know in some mysterious way that fairies are a

source of pain. Any dog that seems to be barking at
nothing has probably noticed a Fae creature lurking
around somewhere.
But dogs and elves, that is different. To a dog, an elf is
a wonderful thing; it is a wooden stick that runs away,
a self-propelled fetch toy, and for some reason all dogs
love the taste of elf. They are the world’s best chew toys.
On seeing or smelling an elf, even the smallest dogs are
driven into a frenzy of play with the toy.
Elves are very fragile though and seldom survive the encounter, which is
why the elf stopped clutching his knee
and looked franticly round at the loud
joyous woof of a dog that had seen the
ultimate in toys.
The elf was tall with the long legs of its
breed, and it had a head start, but it was
limping badly from the wound in its knee.
Brutus the Welsh terrier caught him before
he was halfway down the back lawn and had
the Elf ’s wounded leg in a death grip before
the elf hit the ground.
What followed was a lot of chewing,
which the dog, at least, enjoyed.
All of the Gnomes came together to find
that aside from a few cuts and scratches
all were fine.
They counted pixie dead and found they
were one short.
Then they heard a shriek, and all turned towards the
house to see the last and final pixie hit the patio, head
first.
Having asked the squirrels to keep an eye on things, all
of the Gnomes limped their way back to the Gnome
hall where the handful of Gnome wives had bandages
ready and tables groaning under the weight of a feast.
More than a few Gnomes sported bandages, and the
rest of the night and the following day were spent repeating the stories, and every little detail was told again
and again.
Tavis Cogheart was offered a new name, but he said
no. He was Tavis with the heart of cogs, and that was
enough for him, besides who wanted to be called Tavis
Elfknecapperdurringthebattleofnumber24.
The End, for now.
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EAT CROW

By Jim King

The sun had set and across the
estate twilight was giving way to
darkness.
Streetlights were coming on and
the last of the big one’s land dragons were making their way home,
huge glowing eyes shining brightly
against the coming night.
Safely hidden beneath some flowerbeds and the bushes that separate
the children’s playground from
the rest of the little park that is
the middle of the estate, there is a
Gnome hall. It has many doors and
many tunnels that lead to it, each
carefully hidden from the eyes of
the big ones. There are doors for
the Gnomes, there are doors for the
squirrels and there are even little
windows hidden by the bushes that
allow birds to fly in and out.
The Gnome hall is old and comfortable, many generations of
Gnomes have lived here and called
it home. The great meeting and
feasting hall, the kitchens, the
storerooms deep within the cool
dark earth, the mushroom farms
and the dormitories where those
gnomes who are in the hall can
sleep safe from the weather or passing big one grass eaters.
One dormitory in particular was
noisy tonight, the local Gnomes
had visitors and they had bought
the families. All of the young
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Gnomes had been put into a single
room to play and laugh together
while the grownups got down to the
serious business of talking and eating
and maybe drinking the odd half
eggshell of mushroom beer.
Lizy Whitehair was a Gnome elder
and a great-great-grandmother. She
loved children, Gnome children or
baby squirrels or even little birds in
the nests above the Gnome hall. So
she had volunteered to look after the
room full of young ones. Besides, she
didn’t much like mushroom beer—it
gave her an upset tummy.
So she was now trying to control a
room full of over-excited children.
For the visitors, this was the first
time they had ever been away from
their hall, and for the locals, this was
the first time they had met children
from another hall.
Lizy sighed. This was like trying to
herd cats, or so she had been told
because cats are evil and Gnomes
generally don’t like to be around cats
never mind trying to herd them.
“Come along children. It’s time for
bed. Noogy please stop pulling her
hair. Swish stop running around like
that it’s not polite Gnomish behaviour. Oh you three, there is plenty
of bedding stop trying to steal each
other’s pillows.”
Finally she had each young Gnome
tucked up in bed, and she was ready

to leave when a quiet voice spoke
from the far end of the room.
“Can we have a story?”
Other voices joined in until all the
young Gnomes were chanting.
“Story, story, story.”
“Oh very well, but just one story.
Then it’s time to sleep.”
“Yaaaaaay!”
Lizy Whitehair paused, deep in
thought. She often told stories for
the local children so she couldn’t
tell one of those just for the visitors.
But what other stories where there.
Ah yes, of course. One of the old
ones.
She walked to the middle of the
room and sat on the end of one of
the little Gnome beds. Every eye in
the room was on her, every child
silent, waiting.
She began her tale.
Many, many years ago, back when
the big ones’ were giants and still
had magic in their blood, back
when the mountains were younger
and the very oldest trees of today
had not yet been born, back when
Gnomes were earth spirits sleeping in the rocks and there were no
housing estates. A long time ago.
There was a place, a wonderful
place. To the north there were hills
and then the snow topped mountains. To the south were rivers and

then great lakes. To the east were
the wood and beyond them the
mighty forests of ancient time. To
the west were the rolling grasslands
and then more hills and then to
ocean.
Spirits were everywhere, and they
followed the balance of nature.
The closest Dwarf clan was far to
the north, deep within the mountain and busy with their own
works.
There were no cats, the closest land
ruled by cats was many days travel
away and so the creatures here had
never lived under the cruel rule of
a cat.
So this was a wonderful place,
animals lived happily, birds lived
happily, fish lived happily. Everyone
was happy.

Until. . . .
One morning the birds flying far
overhead saw movement, coming
out the forest and heading toward
the little woods that dotted the land.
Nothing odd there, there were animals and movement everywhere.
But this was different, this movement was strange. The figures looked
unusual; it was almost as if they were
walking on two legs.
Some of the birds flew down for a
closer look, and then they saw.
Oh dear.
It was elves!
A small group of elves, no more than
twenty.
Now I know what you think little
ones, twenty elves, a terrible thing.
But this was long ago, and elves were
not well known as they are today. So

some of the birds flew closer and
chirped a greeting, and the elves
stopped and looked up and spoke.
“Hello, little flying creatures. What
is this place?”
Birds are not good at things like
names. They are much more ‘follow the river and left at the big,
sticky-uppy rock thing.’
“Home. Open place, nesting place,
gleaming place with good fat insects. Home.”
The elves looked around, trees and
woods, open grasslands, birds,
there were even a few deer in the
distance, looking curiously toward
the newcomers.
The leader of the elves turned to
the others. “This will do. We will
claim this place and live here for a
while.”
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The other elves cheered and the
whole group walked toward the
closest group of trees. It was summer, the trees were covered in
leaves, and they were tasty. The
elves ate the lowest leaves then
climbed and jumped higher to
reach other leaves. When they
had finished with their feast they
laughed and sang elven songs, and
a few saw that the deer had come
closer.
A few of the swift elves ran to the
deer and jumped on their backs.
The startled deer tried to buck or
run, but the elves had magic and
soothed the deer and made them
into beasts of burden.
So the elves would ride the deer
and hold deer races, and the deer
feasted on all of the half eaten
leaves that the elves dropped to the
ground. This was a land of plenty
and the elves were soon joined by
many others of their kind.
The elves were terrible beings, cruel
and heartless. They climbed the
trees and tore off the leaves, nibbled at the tastiest bits and dropped
the rest to the ground. They pulled
every leaf from the trees and left
them bare and suffering, for a tree
needs its leaves in summer to drink
the bright sunlight, and a tree with
no leaves in the summer could die
when winter came.
But the elves didn’t care, they were
elves and everything else was a
lesser creature. Oddly, elves had
the same attitude as cats, but didn’t
have the same magical powers as
the ancient cats, which is why people feared and worshipped the cats
and really just hated the elves.
The elves moved from tree to tree,
and when every tree in the wood
had been eaten, they moved to the
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next wood, uncaring of the harm
they did. It was just this sort of behaviour that got them thrown out of
the great forest in the first place.
So the elves ate well and were happy;
the deer ate well and were happy.
Till the first chill wind of the year
blew across the land, and the deer
grew nervous. Winter was coming,
and with it the wolves would come.
The elves asked why the deer were
afraid of a little wind, and so the deer
told of the great wolf packs that came
before the snows and hunted the
deer to fill wolf bellies.
“No,” said the elves, “you are ours
now. You carry us and run our races
for us and our goods sit on your
backs. We will not let you be killed
by hungry animals.”
So the elves made a plan, they called
down the birds and used magic to
command them and set them to keep
watch from on high. So if the wolves
came, the birds would give warning,
and the elves would hide the deer.
With the autumn, the wolves came
seeking to fill their bellies before the
snows of winter. But something was
wrong. Packs of wolves crisscrossed
the grasslands, then they went north
to the hills. They went down to the
rivers and across those to the lakes.
There were no deer. Everywhere they
looked there was nothing to eat, just
the birds flying overhead and chirping loudly to each other.
Finally several of the wolf packs
came together and looked to the
strongest among them for leadership.
They had looked to the west and to
the north and to the south. Only
toward the forest in the east had they
not searched, so it was in this direction that the wolves now ran.
As they went east, the wolves were
followed by great flocks of birds.

Every type of bird flew above them
and before them, though wolves
did not know that these birds carried word of packs to the elves.
The wolves ran across the grasslands and came to a woodland but
every tree was stripped bare, naked
brown branches swaying in the
breeze. Beyond was another wood
and every tree was the same.
The wolves spoke to each other.
Was this some illness in the trees,
had the deer fled some strange
disease of the plants?
Then after passing many such trees
the wolves saw ahead of them a
wood and half of these trees still
had leaves. There was movement
beneath these trees, many figures.
Strange figures that stood on two
legs and were the bright colours of
summer flowers.
The two legged figures saw the
wolves and came together as a
group, at least fifty elves and standing before them a single figure,
even more brightly dressed than
the others. This one strode forth in
his spider silk clothes and looked
down his long elven nose at the
wolves as they came closer.
“These are our lands wolf, go away.”
The great grey wolf walked closer
to the elf and growled at the two
leg, the speech of two legs was
difficult for wolves to speak but he
replied to the elf ’s words.
“We do not claim this land. We
are seeking food for the winter.
We come only to hunt deer to feed
ourselves, then we will leave.”
The elves looked at each other then
looked to their leader. The animal
could speak, how amusing.
“We own this land, we own the
birds of this land, and we own the
deer. They are ours, and we do not

want them being hunted or killed
by animals. We have hidden our
deer so you will never find them.”
A second wolf came from the pack
and walked forward to stand beside
the alpha, she brushed his shoulder
with her head then spoke, her voice
nervous, almost afraid. The pack
had found no food anywhere; all
were hungry. If they
found no deer, they
would die.
“Husband, what do
we do?”
The great alpha wolf
looked at his wife,
then looked at his
growing sons and
daughters, then he
looked at the rest of
his pack and at the
other packs who had
come to him seeking
his leadership. Everyone looked to him.
He was leader; he was
Alpha. It was his duty
to protect them and
see that they found
food.
The great grey wolf
turned to the elves
and spoke to the leader of the elves.
“What is your name
elf?”
The elf sucked in his
stomach and puffed
out his chest, an act
that did nothing at
all.
“I am Silver-tongue
Speaking Words of Wisdom Like
the Crow.”
The great wolf tried to repeat that
but had trouble over so many
words.

“Your name is too long. I will call
you crow.”
The elf sneered at the wolf. Here was
a fur covered animal that couldn’t
even manage to speak his name.
“Very well animal. Since you cannot manage my proper name, you
may call me Crow.” The other elves
laughed at this; their leader putting

the animal in its place.
The great wolf looked at the elves,
plump and well fed, their leader the
plumpest of all.
“You have eaten well.”

The elves all laughed again. The elf
now called Crow spoke. “Of course
we are well fed, the land is full of
leaves for us to eat.”
The great wolf looked at the trees
nearby, every leaf eaten, each tree
crying in wordless pain as they
slowly suffered.
“The trees are dying Crow. Did you
eat all the leaves to get
so fat?”
The elves laughed again.
“Of course we did, there
are trees everywhere for
us to eat. These may die;
there are always more.
They are only trees after
all.”
The alpha wolf looked
once more at the plump
and well-fed elves and at
the dying trees.
“You kill the trees to
feed yourselves but will
not let us kill the deer to
feed our young. What
should I feed my children?”
The elves laughed loudly, some barely able to
stand. Oh how funny it
was, the mighty wolves,
nothing more than stupid animals.
“Eat grass, eat the
bushes, eat the trees, eat
whatever you can find
wolf.”
The great grey wolf
looked at the elves,
some now fallen to the
grass in laughter. Elves.
Well-fed elves. Plump elves.
He turned his mighty head to his
wife. “You asked what do we
do now, wife?” She nodded.
“Now,” he said. “We eat Crow!”
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Knee High to a
Grasshopper

by K. M. Herkes

From the records of the Future Magicians Technical Institute: testimony of Petria Cooper, regarding the
events of Flowers 17, Year 3219 of
the New Calendar. Recorded during
a formal expulsion hearing.
I didn’t start the fire. I’d like to make
that clear right now. It was my fault,
yes, but the bugs started the fire. I’m
the just the one who enchanted the
bugs. My mistake.
If you have to blame someone,
blame Master Grandin. What kind
of teacher attacks one of his own
apprentices? A bad one, that’s what
kind. Also, I was in fear for my life,
or I never would’ve attempted the
spell that enchanted the bugs. It was
self-defence. Sort of.
Let me go back to the beginning.
This morning was bright, remember, and warm, the first fine day in
forever. Of course I was staring out
the open window of the Spell Tower.
How could anyone concentrate with
all the birds chirping louder than
anything? The cool breeze carried in
the scent of flowers too, and the way
the wind and the sunlight conspired
to make Tony’s red hair sparkle was
most distracting of all.
No, I wasn’t paying attention when
Master Grandin asked me to recite the components required for
a proper transmogrification. I was
making Tony’s hair move in the
sunlight so I could see the back of
his freckled neck. Rope-dance is
an easy spell. I could draw it on my
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desk and mouth the words without
making noise.
Master Grandin is the one who put
my seat behind Tony. He should’ve
known better. Tony’s hair looked like
flames, and it danced beautifully.
That’s why I was distracted and said
the first thing that came to mind
when Master Grandin called on me.
I didn’t mean to make anyone laugh,
truly I didn’t. Yes, I always keep a few
joke spells cued up and ready to go,
but who doesn’t? I didn’t mean to
trigger it. I especially didn’t mean to
add the finger-roll that multiplied the
spell a hundredfold.
It’s almost identical to the gestures
for Rope-Dance. I never knew that. I
do now. That’s a silver lining isn’t it? I
perfected a new technique.
Anyway, it’s Master Grandin’s own
fault that he ended up with egg all
over his face. And his robes. And his
desk, and the wall. I was only trying
to be a good student. Apprentices are
supposed to practice spells and keep
others set in memory, right? The mess
wasn’t even that bad.
I don’t know exactly what happened
next. Master Grandin called me an
annoying little pest, and then he said
a lot of words fast and loud. Then he
spat. That was disgusting. Who knew
you could use bodily fluids as a physical component instead of gestures?
When do we learn that? Third year?
Fourth? Anyway, the next instant, I
was standing on a huge flat square of
wood, staring at a huge slab of stone
overhead.

It was only the underside of my
desk, but I didn’t know that. I
thought the world was about to fall
on my head. Panic was a natural
reaction. I used another stored spell.
And I learned another unexpected
lesson: feather-float works really,
really well on small objects. I only
meant to use it to boost a jump to
one side. Instead it sent me flying.
Zoom, out over the floor I went, up,
up and away.
Huge, blurry shapes whirled all
around me, and air currents threw
me from side to side. Now, I know
those were the hands of people
trying to catch me. At the time, they
were another frightening mystery,
and they were worse than no help
at all. My stomach bounced all over
the room along with the rest of me.
Total chaos.
Did I mention that the window was
open? Yeah.
I went flying right out of the classroom into the school courtyard.
Hilarious, right? Well, here’s another funny thing I learned in Spelling
Class. Some spells stick to their
target. Other spells require constant
maintenance and concentration.
Guess which type feather-float
is? It’s super-hard to concentrate
while you’re heaving your guts up. I
dropped like a rock from two stories
up.
Lucky it didn’t kill me. My parents
would sue, you know. I know why
I didn’t die. I get great grades in
Physics. Forces work differently on

objects as small as I was. Gravity
is the same, but air resistance and
other factors come into play. So I
didn’t die. The landing did knock
me out cold.
The headache woke me up. The
whole world looks alien from half
an inch off the ground. The grass
was a forest of huge, green, swaying
stalks. Every pebble was a boulder.
The air was warm and eerily still,
even though I could hear wind
blowing through the grass. All
sounds felt amplified. The ground
vibrated. Light came at me from
crazy new angles. Oh, and everything stinks. I could actually smell
dead plants and spit and mouse
poops rotting in the heat.
Picture waking up in a cornfield
thirty feet high, during a windstorm
so deafening that the noise feels like
silence. It was a little like that, only
scarier and weirder.
I might’ve screamed a little. I’m sure
no one heard me.
A troop of ants came marching by.
They were just little ones, the kind
that show up to picnics, but their
pincers were as big as my hands,
and those eyes of theirs—well. They
were as beautiful as gemstones, but
let me tell you, they sent shivers of
fear through me. I will never forget
the sounds they made. Their chitin
squeaked, their mouthparts clicked,
and their quivering antennae made
singing noises.
I sat there, mesmerized, until one
of them snatched at me with those
pincers and claws. Then I ran away
screaming. I ran the wrong way, as
it turns out. If I’d run past the ants,
I would’ve hit the gravelled path in
a few minutes and been visible to
all the masters and apprentices who
were pouring out of the building to
search for me.
That small stretch of lawn was effectively a mile wide, in my condition,
and I couldn’t see the path. I did the
logical thing and ran away from the

ants, further into the yard, right into
the flowerbeds. It was for the best,
honestly. With my luck, one of the
searchers would’ve squashed me flat
before seeing me.
All afternoon, people ran back and
forth on the lawn, darkening the sky
and making the earth tremble. The
heavens trembled with the roar of
their voices. I spent most of the day
scared out of my wits, if that isn’t
clear yet. I was working on survival
instinct. That’s why I did everything I
did.
Where was I? Ants. Searchers. Not
getting stepped on. Right. Most of the
time I spent wandering the garden is a
blur, but it wasn’t all terror. There was
beauty in that world of tiny things.
Specks of sand were a rainbow dazzle
of sharp-edged gems. Flowers petals
bobbed overhead like giant umbrellas made of bright velvet and lace. I
recall stealing cracker flakes from a
mouse’s bed of dried leaves when I got
hungry, and sipping sweet dewdrops
from cool hollows at the base of grass
stalks.
Around nightfall, the searchers
stopped, and depression set in. Clearly Master Grandin had targeted me
with that shrinking spell. I couldn’t

count on it wearing off. Worse,
unless he could see me, he couldn’t
cast a counter-spell. I might be
stuck at the size of a thumbnail for a
year and a day unless I made myself
findable.
That’s when I got the big idea of
designing my own counter-spell.
What did I have to lose? Everyone is
always telling me I’m too smart for
my own good. If Master Grandin
could make me small, surely I could
figure out how to reverse it.
The moon rose and turned everything silver and shadows while I
sketched out ideas and pondered
outcomes. Crickets and frogs started chirping all around me, which
wasn’t nearly as soothing and peaceful as it might seem.
Crickets bury themselves in the dirt
during the day. Did you know that?
I didn’t. They came up like zombies
from fresh-turned graves at sundown. Immensely creepy. They ignored me, which was a relief, since
I barely came up to their leg joints,
but every time they dragged one
wing across the other, the scraping
noise was loud enough to make my
teeth hurt.
Yeah, yeah, I should’ve thought
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through the possible side effects
more carefully. I should’ve drawn
a protective circle and done a lot
more preparation to contain stray
energy. Shoulda, coulda, woulda.
Maybe if my brain had been bigger
than an eyelash, I would’ve thought
of those things. Maybe not. I can be
a little impatient and goal-oriented.
Also, the noise was maddening.
I almost had it perfectly framed in
my mind when something popped
up from beneath a leaf and zapped
a cricket right next to me. Looking
back now, I suppose the thing was a
toad, not a frog, but seriously, who
cares? It was huge, it had glistening
eyes the size of me, and it was fast.
Zip-slurp. Gone. Then it looked at
me.
Excuse me if I panicked all over
again.
I recited all the words as fast as I
could and made all the proper gestures while dodging between plants
and leaping over boulders. Think
about that. I cast a complicated
master-level spell while running for
my life. Tell me that isn’t impressive!
The spell was something special,
really. Most apprentices never
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would’ve pulled it off.
I did.
Between two steps I grew back to
my proper size, and I’m sorry if my
screams woke everyone in the dorms,
but at least they were awake when the
fire started, right? I stopped yelling
as soon as I realized I was back to
normal. All the rest of the screaming,
that came from people who looked
out into the moonlit yard and saw all
the giant crickets flailing around in a
panic, scraping out their alarm songs
and casting sparks off their giant
wings.
Me, I never saw them. I didn’t stop
running until I was safe inside a dorm
with the thick oaken door shut tight
behind me and ran right up to my
room.
By the time I looked out my own window over the shoulders of my roommates, the whole yard was in flames.
Masters had already disposed of my
poor overgrown garden companions,
and they cast some amazing fountain
flows before they got the fire under
control.
I am sorry about that fire. I keep
thinking about all the poor little mice
and insects caught up in the destruc-

tion, and I feel guilty. In the end,
though, it’s not like I caused any
permanent damage to the school. If
the gardener wants help restoring
the beds, I’ll be happy to volunteer.
I don’t want to leave school. I like
learning magic. But really, it was
Master Grandin’s fault. He started it.
Based on this and the testimony
of other witnesses, the case review
board makes the following
recommendations:
(1) Award Master Grandin Landry
two week’s paid compassionate
leave.
(2) Move Petria Cooper into the
journeyman’s fast-track program,
effective immediately, and append
the following notations to
Journeyman Cooper’s file:
Provide student with daily challenges to prevent boredom
Enroll student in Master-level Ethics of Magic courses
Under no circumstances allow student to work unsupervised.
* * * The End * * *
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For as long as anyone could remember the clan had
given every child on the verge of adulthood a purpose and a place in society. It was the Shaman’s job
to decipher the flames and ash, to see what role was
required of each person.
Chen had watched others take their turns. The pretty
girl he’d seen earlier with her long dark hair, she
had become a hunter. Another had been a messenger, one a storyteller, one a carer for the young and
a boy his own age, a carer for the old. Age was not
important. The elders and your parents agreed on
your readiness and the timing of the responsibility
you were about to be given. Some were ready; some
needed the push to become ready. Chen did not
know what he’d been classified as but he knew he was
ready, knew he had a destiny.
Hund, Chen’s brother, stood beside him. Chen noticed how his brother kept rubbing his palms on his
thighs. Chen shook his head and turned his back on
him. The Shaman called Chen forward. He puffed
out his chest and strode across the clearing. It was
late evening now, and the flames from the fire cast
shadows across the rocks that surrounded them.
Using her ceremonial staff the Shaman prodded the
embers and stared into the flames. There was a long
pause. It was unusual. The Shaman normally announced the roles immediately. Chen sensed this was
a good sign. Murmurs rippled through the watching
group. The Shaman raised her hand to hush them.
She spoke slowly and deliberately. “Chen, I am
seeing something new here. You are destined to do
something no one in our clan has ever done before.”
Chen stood a little straighter and grinned out at the
gasping audience.
The Shaman cut his moment short. “That part
remains unclear to me. I shall need to meditate on
this.”
Chen started to walk away from the fire but was halted by the Shaman’s voice. “However, I see eating and
food preparation. You, Chen, are a cook.”
Chen turned to the Shaman. The light of the fire
danced upon his face. The Shaman appeared momentarily shaken as she looked at him. She reached
forward and then appeared to think better of it.
Her voice had a kindness to it, as she said, “Chen,
this is an important role. You are what you eat.” She
smiled.

Chen snorted and walked to the edge of the clearing,
stopping just beyond the fires glow and letting the
darkness engulf him.
He looked on as his brother’s name was called. Again
the Shaman poked the fire. Embers swirled high into
the air and seemed to dance for an age before her. A
grin passed the Shaman’s lips. She turned to Hund
and bowed low. “A leader,” she cried. “You shall be
the new leader of the council.”
Hund was stood with his mouth hanging open.
Within the dark, muscles taut, Chen stared at his
brother. He turned his back on the gathering and
sought solitude in the void of the night.
Later when the group had dispersed, the Shaman,
still troubled by her visions, sat to meditate. She
flinched as a hand gripped her shoulder. Turning,
she saw Chen. His knuckles were bleeding.
“Oh Chen, you must not despair so.”
Chen replied through gritted teeth, “I should be
leader. You got Hund and I mixed up. You made a
mistake.”
“Chen,” she said softly, “I don’t decide these things. I
just tell you all what I see. At one time I was in your
place. That’s when I was told I was going to be the
Shaman. There are no bad roles. They’re all important.”
Chen visibly shook. “Not as important as leader.”
“Well we all need to eat, even leaders. Remember I
saw that you would do something that no one had
done before within our clan. Maybe you’ll do something amazing with our food. The fire shows what is
within us, what’s inside. Your brother, he is a leader; you—within you is a cook. We are not a ‘dog eat
dog’ society anymore; we left that behind after the
collapse. You don’t need to strive to be better than
another, just the best that you can be. Focus on you
and how you can make a success of what you’ve been
given.”
Chen opened his mouth to speak but stopped. The
Shaman’s words had hit a chord with him. He nodded and walked away. The Shaman had already
resumed her meditation.
The next morning the clan were woken by screams.
Chen and Hund were missing, and blood stained
their nests. A tracker was summoned. The tracker

PAGE 34

divined that one of them had been attacked and
dragged out of camp.
Another scream rang out in the morning air. Emerging from her hut, the Shaman screamed and shook.
Her face was etched with horror.
The tracker was told to go with two guards and
search for the brothers. Men and women from the
council helped the Shaman to calm and bid her tell
them what she had seen.
Her voice trembled, “Forgive me. I, I did not see last
night. Not clearly. Only now have I seen what has
happened.”
She sipped on water and composed herself. “He has
heard my words but he did not listen. He has characteristics we have not seen in an age: greed, jealousy
and a driving ambition.”
“Who? What?” asked one of the councillors.
“Chen. He wanted to be a leader. I told him we were
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not ‘dog eat dog’ anymore. I told him it was what was
inside that made us who we are.”
“And?” another pressed.
“It is too horrific!” wailed the Shaman.
The tracker raced into the circle of people. “Forgive
me, but I have grave news.”
He was told to speak. “I have found the brothers. The
cook Chen and the leader Hund.”
The Shaman looked at him, tears flowing down her
cheeks. “He did it, didn’t he?”
The tracker nervously nodded, “Yes. Chen is alive.
He tells me that he knows now that he is both cook
and leader, as that is what is within him.”
One of the elders interrupted, “That make no sense.
We are all just one thing, one role within the clan.”
The tracker looked to his feet, “He tells me, it is dog
eat dog... and he just ate the top dog.”
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Piece

of Cake

By Ahmari Das
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Caketanna was petrified, hands chained above
her head, feet chained to the ground. All the while
the smell of sulfur was infiltrating her nose. The
ground around her was blackened and charred.
A deep rumble could be heard coming from the
cave to the left of her, and the ground started to
shake. Smoke started to curl out of the caves
opening, soon a massive green head appeared.
“Who dares to disturb my slumber!” rumbled the
dragon.

“NO! Caketanna is my name, and if you release
me I can tell the elders what it is you want, and
they will stop destroying the land. Then we’d all
be happy,” said Caketanna.
The dragon thought it over, for he didn’t want to
eat the human. They tasted horrid, and if the villagers took care of the land he could live peacefully with them. So he agreed, gently broke the
puny chains holding Caketanna and ordered her
to return with village elders.

“I have no desire to disturb you, my village elders “If you don’t return, I will destroy your entire vilchained me here in hopes to appease you so
lage!” promised the dragon.
you stop raiding our village,” Caketanna said in a
Caketanna returned to her village as quickly as
shaky voice.
she could but it was nightfall by the time she tra“Appease me? With a girl?! They are polluting
versed the distance. Upon seeing her the villagers were outraged until Caketanna explained her
the waters, cutting down the forest, tearing up
the land in search of metals and gems, and they mission. The villagers then set out to gather the
elders.
think to appease me with a sacrifice of a young
woman! How barbaric,” roared the dragon, causWhen everyone was gathered in the village
ing loose stones to tumble down the side of the
square Caketanna explain that the dragon was
mountain.
not evil, but that it was trying to drive them away
“You’re angry about how the villagers treat the
over the way they treated the land.
land?” Caketanna asked in wonderment. She
never imagined a dragon being an environmen- “We are poisoning the water and killing the fish
talist.
with our washing and sewage, killing the habitat
for the animals with our chopping of trees, and
“Of course, what would I sustain myself with if the ruining the ground with our mining. If we don’t
land all around me was ruined?” asked the drag- leave or stop, he will destroy the entire village,”
on in a huff.
Caketanna pleaded with her people.
“Are you not going to eat me then?” she asked
hopefully.
“What is your name tiny one?” the dragon asked
as he lumbered closer.
His drawing near made Caketanna quake with
fear. “C-C-Cake-”

“But how are we to survive without wood to burn.
Disease will spread if we don’t get rid of our
waste, and we need metal and gems for tools
and trade.” one elder argued.
“I don’t know the answers, but I do know we must
meet with the dragon tomorrow, or we will all parish and quickly,” Caketanna stated firmly.

“Cake? Well that sounds delicious!” Laughed the So on the morrow Caketanna and the elders set
dragon. “Should I have a piece?”
out for the dragon’s lair. It wasn’t an easy trip for
the elders, but what choice did they have. About
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half way, they came to a large clearing and spotted the dragon flying in for a landing.
“Cake! You kept your word. Excellent! I thought I’d meet you halfway and make your travels easier,” explained the dragon.
“That was kind of you as some of us are not as young as we used to be,” the head elder stated
with relief. For a moment, he thought they were all going to be roasted.
The elders sat on a huge log that used to be the giant oak that formed the clearing and stated
their concerns to the dragon. In turn, the dragon offered his services. He could burn the waste if it
was put into ditches by the town away from the water; he could heat rocks to warm their homes in
the winter, and he had tons of scales that he had shed over the years for trade as they were more
valuable than gems for their heat resistance, beauty, and rarity.
The elders were skeptical. ”Why would you do this for us?”
“I’d rather live in peace with you, than to have to keep destroying village after village. This is a rich
and fertile valley. Men always come to settle here,” explained the dragon.
So peace was happily reached, all because of a girl named Cake.
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It Never Rains,
It Pours

By Stacey Welsh

Harry the Weather Warlock sat in the top of his dilapidated old tower, peering deeply into his weather-scrying crystal. Small drops of rain fell from the
overly soaked thatch work roof to drip unnoticed
onto his spell book, the ink blurring and marring
several important incantations.
The King had already asked him on several occasions to work the weather in his favour and now
the natural order of the weather in the land had
come undone, and Nature was fighting back.
The King had sent word that if Harry did not get
the storm under control, he would find himself
in the stocks, not a pleasant choice for a man of
Harry’s deportment, for although he was an adept
weather mage, Harry feared water. The other warlocks and mages had laughed heartily at him, and
he had been the butt of many japes involving precariously placed buckets of water atop a slightly ajar
door for him to push open, the bucket to succumb
to the nature of gravity, and the water to splash and
soak him to the skin, often ruining many of his
carefully scrawled notes that he carried around.
It was a wonder the poor warlock even managed
to graduate from an acolyte to an adept with the
amount of problems that he had with messing up
incantations and spell preparations gone awry
because of a bit of ink had changed one articulation
to another.
Through the clearing glass of the crystal, Harry saw
the few options left to him, he had to placate the
goddess of Nature somehow, and he didn’t want to
get wet doing it. Yet there were no options available
to him that included avoiding, at the very least, a
dampening of his robes.
Harry sighed and set up a circle of blue wax candles. Within the circle he drew several chalk marks
and then fetched a bucket of water; this was the
most important element. He knelt down within

the circle, in front of
the bucket with the open
spell book in hand and
began to incant a summoning.
His words flew around the
room, and the water within
the bucket began to swirl
around in a virulent vortex
that arose from the bucket. The vortex formed a
shapely female figure. Her body was clear as the
water, but her long flowing hair was blue like deep
ice. The Water Sprit glared at him as if he had
called her away from something very important.
Harry gulped, his Adams apple bobbing up and
down as he swallowed a suddenly dry mouth.
“Why have you summonsed me, warlock?” the
summoned Water Sprite asked him gravely, her
voice haughty and indignant as she tossed her hair
over her shoulder, flicking droplets of water everywhere and extinguishing one of the candles behind
her with a hiss and slight wisp of steam.
“I… I… I have to ask the goddess of Nature to forgive me for working the weather too much!” Harry
stammered in shock. He never thought that a water
sprite would be so rude!
“Well, then, how do you think you are going to
appease her? Certainly not with a botched incantation and summoning of a Water Sprite?” the sprite
said snappishly, as she crossed her arms.
“I was trying to call a weather sprite, not a water
sprite! I have enough bloody water already!” the
Warlock grumbled.
“Oh, really?” the sprite smiled with an air of mischief. “I think you can never have too much water!”
The sprite stepped out of the bucket and then went
to the window. She looked out to the clouds and
began to weave a spell. Harry could feel the air
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dampen
even
more as
the rain
began to fall
harder, and a
storm began to
brew.
“Ahh, much better!”
she said as the thatch
roofing began to drip in
more places.
“Please! What are you
doing?!” Harry said as
he desperately tried to
start a counter spell.
“I’m bringing the gift of water
to everyone! That is what a water sprite does!” the
sprite said cheerily as she leaned against the stonework of the warlock’s room, a damp patch forming
where her watery body touched the stones.
“I don’t want more water! I want less!” Harry said,
desperately working his magic but to no avail.
“Oh so now you insult my gift?” the Water Sprite
said with more than a hint of anger.
Harry stopped short, knowing his mistake at insulting a water sprite would be costly. ‘Could this
get any worse?’ he thought to himself
“Well, then… I just don’t know what to do!” the
water sprite said as she began to walk around, her
eyes going over everything in the room. She took a
look at his carefully written notes, trailing her watery fingers across them and ruining the paper and
smearing the ink. Harry groaned, weeks of weather
watching and planning the weather for the King’s
upcoming birthday party had just been ruined, the
sprite hadn’t finished, as she walked through his
wardrobe, the wood warped and water began to
flow out the bottom of the wardrobe’s doors. Harry
ran over to it and threw open the doors, hoping to
save his costly silk robes that he had saved for three
years to have imported from a foreign land, only to
be greeted with a wall of water.
He was washed to the door of his room landing
hard against the wood, coughing and spluttering as
the sprite rode the wall down with a squeal of joy.

PAGE 41

“Oh, that was fun! Let’s do that again!” she giggled
as she turned back to the wardrobe.
“No! Stop this at once!” Harry said, getting angry
with the sprite’s mischief and chaotic games.
The sprite put her hands on her hips and pouted.
“Kill-joy!” she said accusingly as she put her hands
on her hips and stuck her tongue out at him. “You
know what I do to people who ruin my fun?” she
said with a wicked grin.
Harry looked up at her, his carefully combed hair
hung in damp ropes around his head and his perfectly trimmed and manicured moustache had now
looked like a lightning spell had gone awry in his
facial hair.
“I give them a cloud to find the silver lining in!” she
said with a flourish of her hands.
She burst out laughing before she disappeared,
her voice floating on the damp air. “Remember, it
doesn’t rain… it pours!” her voice floated away as
the roof over his head began to leak with a determination to keep him damp.
Harry got up off the sopping floor and ran to the
door of his tower. Throwing the old wood open,
he almost slipped down the stairs, a constant drip
seeming to follow him. The guards at the bottom
of his tower gave him the strangest look, but he
continued to run on to the King’s throne room to
report his arcane visitor.
The constant dripping began to increase to a slight
shower up as he got closer to the throne room. By
the time he had arrived and opened the doors, he
had received several more stares and the roof leaks
seemed to be a shower upon his head now.
“Your Majesty!” the warlock said as he squelched
his way in sodden leather boots and soaked robes.
“I fear that there may be a problem with the weather spell you asked me to perform!” Harry said as he
bowed to the king, the roof leak now seemed to be
a constant heavy downpour.
“Yes, Master Warlock. You appear to have a very
dark storm cloud above your head,” the King said
from his throne.
Harry looked up just as a small familiar face
giggled down at him and a tiny bolt of lightning
zapped him on the nose.

Old
Habits
Die Hard
By Ana Marija
Meshkova

Candlelight illuminated the
inside of the church, giving it a
holy, albeit slightly ominous, atmosphere, enhanced by the lightning outside. The heavy oak door

creaked open, the rain soaking the
dark floor. A small, red shoe, worn
by a little old lady entered the empty
church. She shook her pink umbrella
vigorously and left it leaning against
the wall. Slowly, she made her way
next to the front most pew and sat
down, breathing softly. The candlelight was the only thing moving for
the next ten minutes.
“Stormy night, isn’t it?” a disembodied voice emanated from behind her.
It was quiet and flat.
The old lady opened her eyes “Luckily, I found a port.”
“Just a port?” The voice was closer.
“Well, not really.” She turned around
and smiled at the priest behind her.
He was a stocky, old man. His hair
was almost gone, and his face was
riddled with wrinkles, but his brown
eyes were still energetic.
“Of course.”
“So, shall we begin?”
“You see, I have been given a duty
to make sure nothing happens to
this place. So I would normally
request we leave the premises. But
seeing as we have been prevented
from that,” he paused for a flash of
lightning, “we are at a standstill.”
“Don’t worry.” Something
gleamed in her hand. The
priest nonchalantly moved
out of the way of the knife. It
stopped mid-air and fell on the
ground.
“I like this building.” She
jumped up, thrusting a knife at
the priest, who blocked it with
one of his own. They moved
through the pews, each blocking
the other’s blows with unrelenting
precision.
The priest finally managed to knock
the dagger out of her hand. She
hit him square in the stomach and

dived to the left, reaching the other
dagger before he could. He evaded
it until he managed to grab her by
the back of the neck, slamming
her head first into the floor. She hit
him in the shins to break free. Her
grey hair had escaped the neat bun
it was in, and her expression was
vicious. Blood was dripping from
her nose. The priest lunged at her,
but she hit him in the Adam’s apple.
He doubled over, but grabbed her
wrist while falling down. She felt it
crush under his weight.
The priest got up, holding her dagger. He threw it to the other side of
the room. “You have no weapon.”
He started triumphantly at her,
trying to get up from the floor.
Then he doubled over from pain.
As he reached for its source he felt
a shape that confused him. He slid
down on the floor.
The old lady stood up, hobbled to
him, and removed her red shoe
from his stomach. She stood there,
watching him die with a smirk on
her face.
She put on her shoe, took her umbrella, and left.
All was silent in the church. There
was no lightning, no rain. The only
things moving were the candle
flames, their shadows dancing on
the walls.
A loud coughing sound sliced the
silence like a knife. The priest took
deep breaths as the wound on his
chest was slowly closing without a
trace.
‘Well, it might hurt, but it’s better than the alternative. Glad she
didn’t think to cut my head off.’ He
chuckled and proceeded towards
the back, lighting a candle on the
way.
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bag. It was nice to have
something this simple to do,
repeating until it was
normal. Once it became
second nature, start the next
one.
Twist
Kick
Bend
Elbow
Jab
Thrust
Squat
Kick
Repeat
It was almost like a dance
between myself and the
imaginary foe the bag
represented. There was no
actual face to put on the
enemy, but the world being
as it was, I felt that one may
appear at a any
moment.
Back, spin, kick, punch ...
One fluid move.
Back, spin, kick, punch ...
Flow into it once again.
Back, spin, kick, punch ...

Repeat
Jab
Duck
Twist
Move
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Kick
Spin
Repeat
The words moved through my
head as I faced the punching

Twist
Jab
Bend
Kick
Kick
Elbow
Even pretending, I could

almost feel the hits against
me, the attacks from an
unseen force that
moved to deflect and avoid.
Punch
Jab
Kick
Twist
Kick
Bend
Elbow
Twist
Keep moving, never let
them land a hit. Protect, so if
they do it’s not too much for
you. Need to do more, to
remember what else I can
do. I need to...
Run
Punch
Roll
Bounce
Kick
Run
The ground feels solid
beneath me, almost like
another force to use as an
opponent and see what it
does against me. More than
the bag, it fought back in
ways I didn’t understand.
Uneven, twisting at all
angles, with trees and other
plants pushing up to face me.
Run
Kick
Twist
Kick
Punch

Jab
Run
Space falls away behind me
as I move, a never ending
world to combat and survival
. And yet, it feels no longer
works against me, as I find
ways to make it work with me
in the fight.
Jump
Swing
Flip
Crouch
Roll
Spin
Kick
Run
That still unseen force fights
back, bruises on my body not
from where I land but from
where I’m hit. I need to...
Leap
Roll
Run
Turn
Run
Spin
Kick
Run
Jump
A new world stands before me
again, pavement, buildings
and cars to rally against and
face. It’s empty of life, but my
world has always stood bare.
Climb
Jump
Climb
Spin

Jump
Run
Listen
Something breathes, I feel it
close
by. I listen to see if I can find
its source, learn of what else
this world has to offer.
Climb
Climb
Climb
Run
Crouch
Listen
Silently, I see all I have
fought before me. The
enemies I now use to my
advantage. And again, it is
not enough. What more do I
need?
Punch
Kick
Spin
Jab
Twist
Kick
Spin
Punch
No longer alone, he meets
every action perfectly, using
my allies against me in this
new fight. Together we
battle, never gaining an
upper hand against the
other. I look into his eyes,
and I see and understand
what it is I have been training
for all along.
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Kick
Twist
Dodge
Kick
Punch
Dodge
Jab
Howl

movements have become as
natural as breathing. I see a
room littered with bodies, a
place I no longer remember
and yet I know to be true, to be
reality. Panting, I turn to look
up and see him watching from
above.

The sound leaves my lips as
I no longer want to simply
‘fight’, but to win. He is no
common enemy, he is
everything I stand against,
everything I need to
defeat. I, who have nothing
must protect this wasteland
from him.

I see his lips move, but the
voice doesn’t reach my ears,
as he turns and walks away.

Jab
Twist
Jab
Punch
Dodge
Grin
He is not as trained as I
am. He slows and weakens
while I seem to grow in
power. With a final swift
punch, he falls at my feet. I
am once again alone in this
wasteland of punching bags,
earth and city. I am alone,
but I am victorious.
Jab
Duck
Twist
Move
Kick
Spin
Repeat
My eyes open as the
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“He’s not ready. Start the simulation again.”
————
Jab
Duck
Twist
Move
Kick
Spin
Repeat
The words moved through my
head as I faced the punching
bag before me.

The Shadow
of Justice

by Micheal Nero

Colony 024
Reduk, Shamek
23:40hrs
Two men crept along the sixtth floor hallway
of the Hotel Besdique like ghouls, their
progress lit only by intermittent lightning
from the tropical storm outside. There was
a sudden flash of light followed by
a thunderous crack as the epicentre of the
tempest settled in above. The incessant rain
lashing the building had penetrated its
ramshackle façade, pooling on the mouldy
ceiling before cascading down the faded
green wallpaper that lined the corridor. The
putrid stench of human waste hung in the
thick air trapped within the narrow passage.
Yet even in all its grotesquery, the hotel’s
appearance still belied the horror that lay
within its walls. Although its rooms were
rented out by the hour, evil lived there.
The building itself stood on the outskirts of
a city named Reduk, capital of the second
world country Shamek, located in the
northern hemisphere of Colony 024,
otherwise known as Planet Huloas to its
human inhabitants. The sprawling
metropolis teemed with scum and villainy;
the morally bankrupt drawn from all over
the planet to exercise their vile urges and
prey upon the weak. On this night however, a very different kind of predator lurked
in the
shadows: an Angel of Justice. A Throne by
the name of Abdiel waited patiently for his
prey to spring his trap.
Another crack of thunder shook the hotel at its very foundations as the two men
arrived at their final destination - the last
room at end of the sixth floor corridor. The
first of the two men fiddled with the lock on
the door. His name was Marqus Qatar. Middle aged and overweight, the hulk of a man
was out of breath from lumbering up the
six flights of stairs moments earlier. Mar-
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qus stood over six feet tall and was almost
as wide. His greasy black hair was combed
over his scalp in a vain attempt to hide his
balding head. He turned slightly and shot a
smile at the short man accompanying him,
his tiny yellow teeth appeared like pieces of
corn on a
desiccated cob. Still panting from his recent
exertion, his breath reeked of nicotine and
acetone.
Marqus turned back to face the door, the
lactic acid build up in his muscles made it
hard for him to keep a steady hand as he
manipulated the lock. Finally there was a
loud click as the catch disengaged. Turning
again, Marqus flashed another smile at his
eager customer, Piero Quiz. In his midtwenties, Piero stood no more than five feet,
seven inches tall, with dark features and
short black hair. An unassuming man with
an athletic build, Piero was much younger
than Marqus’s regular clientele.
“You are going to love this,” Marqus croaked,
his mouth now frothing with excitement.
Piero gazed up at Marqus, rubbing his hands
together, his eyes wide with fear and
excitement. The door creaked open and
Marqus sidled inside, his wide girth made
it necessary for him to angle sideways
through the entrance.
There he paused, just inside the doorway,
making certain everything was still in place.
Once satisfied, Marqus shuffled aside
leaving just enough room for Piero to
squeeze into the room after him. As Piero
timidly pressed passed the door frame he
immediately
noticed his new toy.
“What do you think? Sweet, isn’t he?”
Marqus asked eagerly, hoping that Piero
would approve of his choice.
There, at the far end of the sparsely furnished room, just past an assortment of
pots and bowls overflowing with rainwater,
a small boy sat on a soiled and mouldy
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mattress. Though the room was hot and
stifling, the seven-year-old child trembled
uncontrollably. Adorned in a crisp white
night-shirt, the child stood in stark contrast
to his gloomy surroundings, a ploy to accentuate his purity and innocence. Marqus
closed the door behind them.
There was another flash of blinding light
from the storm outside, followed a few
moments later by a thunderous crack which
made Piero wince. Piero seemed nervous,
his eyes darting back and forth between the
child and Marqus like a rodent venturing out
for his meal.
“Ah, yes,” Piero finally replied, his voice
trembling slightly. “Yes he is.”
“Don’t be nervous, my friend. It’s OK. Come
in,” Marqus said, sidling over to the bed.
“Let me introduce you two.”
Making sure to avoid the water filled vessels
strewn randomly across the floor, Piero
followed closely behind Marqus like a timid
puppy following its master.
The child’s big brown eyes were wide open,
fixed on the wall in front of him, his
breathing frantic, as if he had just run a race.
It reminded Marqus of a small animal frozen
in the headlights of an oncoming vehicle.
Smiling to himself, Marqus relished in
moments like this, the anticipation, the
power; he wanted to savour every second.
“This is Din’can,” Marqus said, gesturing
towards the boy. “But once he’s yours, you
can name him whatever you like.”
The mattress sank beneath Marqus as he
sat down on the bed beside the boy, which
made the child teeter towards him.
Frantically righting himself the child
clinched his eyes shut as tears ran down his
face like a stream. Running off his tiny chin
they fell on to his pure white shirt and left a
blossoming dark spot on his chest.
“Din’can, this is Piero,” Marqus snarled at
the child in Redukian, the boy’s native
dialect. “You will do whatever he wants. You
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belong to him now. Do you understand?”
Din’can began to whimper loudly, his eyes
still shut.
“Isn’t he everything I described?” Marqus
continued, ignoring the child’s reaction
and swapping back to Ukrambi, the only
language Piero could speak. Marqus could
speak at least six different languages and
fifteen dialects, a useful tool when bartering
for the best price in slums like Reduk.
“He looks so sweet,” Piero remarked,
gazing down at the child with awe. “So
pure.”
Marqus wiped the sweat from his brow. “Oh,
yes,” he huffed. “Only the best for you, my
friend.”
The child began to whimper louder still,
almost as if he understood the content of
conversation taking place, despite the fact
they were speaking in Ukrambi.
Marqus leaned towards Din’can.
“Hush, it’s OK,” he whispered into the
child’s ear. The child’s body shuddered
violently in response. Suddenly, Din’can
tried to pull away, prompting Marqus to seize
his arm. Din’can squealed like a pig, his high
pitched shrill made Marqus grimace.
“Hush, everything is going to be alright,”
Marqus repeated, and tightened his grip on
the struggling child’s arm while looking up
at Piero. The expression in Piero’s eyes had
shifted from trepidation to pure focus.
“Hush and I will let you go, OK?” Marqus
commanded, becoming embarrassed by the
child’s outburst. Then, as if accepting his
fate, the child’s body finally relaxed. Marqus
eased his grip ever so slightly before letting
go altogether.
“That’s what you get with fresh meat,”
Marqus chuckled uncomfortably. “It’s a
bit tough … till you tenderise it. Um, so, if
you’re happy then I’ll take my payment and
leave you two alone so you can get more
acquainted,” he prompted.
“Oh, yes,” Piero replied, taking out a large
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wad of cash from his pocket and handing it
to Marqus. “Of course.”
Marqus immediately began thumbing
through the notes. As he counted his
payment he could see Piero in his periphery
reaching down towards the boy’s face.
Placing his fingers beneath Din‘can’s chin,
Piero lifted it up so they would face one
another.
“Look at me,” Piero said calmly. “Open your
eyes. I promise I won’t hurt you, child.”
Marqus took a moment out from his tally to
look up at Piero. “Another satisfied customer,” he chuckled with a grin.
“Open your eyes, it will be OK,” Piero
repeated
Despite the language barrier, Din’can
opened his eyes and gazed up at his new
master.
“There is nothing to fear, soon you will be
free,” Piero said in a calm, low voice.
“Free?” Marqus huffed. “I like that, I’ll have
to remember that one for next time.”
Focusing back on the money, Marqus leafed
through the final notes to complete his tally
before standing up from the bed and wiping
the perspiration from his upper lip. “Well,
it’s all here,” he sniffed. “Remember, if you
take any photos or video, I’ll pay you top
dollar. You’ll make money back on your little
investment in no time.”
Piero shifted his gaze from the child up to
Marqus; a wide smile on his face and a
sparkle in his eye.
“Welcome to the family, Piero,” Marqus said,
extending his hand.
Piero took Marqus’ hand, and placed his
other hand on Marqus’ elbow.
“Thank you, Marqus,” Piero replied. “But
you shouldn’t rush off. We are just about to
get started.”
Marqus was surprised at Piero’s invitation,
the novice was moving a lot faster than he
would have guessed. Ordinarily, Marqus
would have been excited by the proposition
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to stay, however there was something in
Piero’s tone that stirred a primal alarm inside of him, sending a chill up his spine.
“Um … it’s OK. I think it’s best that—”
Marqus tried to pull his hand away from Piero’s grip, but he couldn’t. It was like Piero
was made of stone, his hold unyielding, his
body immovable, fused to the ground
before him.
Piero cocked his head to one side. “I must
insist,” he growled ominously.
Then, in a flash of pain and motion, Marqus
inexplicably found himself being catapulted
across the room. His unexpected flight was
equally brief as it was violent. Smashing
face first into the nearby wall, he remained
upright for a brief moment before crashing
back to the floor in a heap. Before he knew
it, everything had faded to black.
Finally the man calling himself Piero Quiz
felt the pressure which had been building
up in his chest for the last half hour begin
to subside.
No longer did he have to play the part of
a filthy paedophile. Now that Marqus had
sprung his trap, his crime undeniable, the
Angel of Justice could finally reveal himself
for who he truly was: Abdiel.
At last! Abdiel thought to himself, taking in
a deep breath.
Despite the countless times Abdiel had
played this part, it was always difficult to
refrain from compromising his cover early,
but he had to be sure of his prey’s guilt
before he acted. Now he had all the proof he
needed; Abdiel could get down to business.
First things first, Abdiel thought to himself.
The child Marqus had just sold to Abdiel
sat in silence, staring up at him with utter
confusion in his eyes. With Marqus sure to
regain consciousness at any moment, there
was no time to waste reassuring the boy.
Reaching down to the floor, Abdiel scooped
up the cash Marqus had dropped before his
flight across the room.
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“Go now, never speak of what happened
here tonight,” Abdiel said in the boy’s native
tongue, pushing the money into his palm.
Holding the money tightly to his chest,
Din’can’s tiny hands were hardly big enough
to wrap around the spooling wad.
“Get away from this place and don’t look
back. Don’t go back to your parents, catch
a bus to Sihglar, and most importantly don’t
tell anyone you have all this money. Do you
understand?”
As if in a trance, the child nodded, stood up
and shuffled toward the doorway. Without
uttering a single word, he opened the door
and was just about to step into the hallway
when he paused. It was as if he suddenly realised the safest place in the entire universe
was right there in that room with his
saviour. But the child was not Abdiel’s
mission; his safety not his concern.
“Go now!” Abdiel growled.
Despite having saved the boy, Abdiel wasn’t
there to protect him. He was there for one
reason and one reason only; to deliver the
Lord’s justice to Marqus Qatar. Yes, the
child was walking back into a world filled
with evil, his own parents having sold him
to Marqus for a pittance, but that was not
Abdiel’s problem.
“Scram!” he barked.
And with that, Din‘can left the room, and
closed the door behind him.
Now free to turn his attention back to his
quarry, Abdiel approached Marqus to find
he was still very much unconscious.
Abdiel scowled down at his prey with
disgust. For over half a century now he had
been hunting scum like this across most of
the remaining planets inhabited by humankind. Abdiel had known no rest, fighting a
battle against a seemingly endless tide of
violence and depravity. He had come to hate
all humans despite once being one himself.
Depraved creatures like Marqus made his
skin crawl. From the moment he met the
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man, he had wanted to tear him apart, yet
there were rules to follow, a code he had to
abide.
Before a sinner could be punished, there
could be no doubt of their crime, Abdiel
thought to himself.
This was a Throne’s cardinal rule. That is
why Angels of Justice like Abdiel were
expert infiltrators. They would go
undercover, pretending to be the vile
creatures they hunted. Understanding the
nature of their prey, they would seek them
out and befriend them. Earning their trust
they would unravel their darkest secrets
and then, only when their guilt was
irrefutable, would they act.
Abdiel had been tracking this particular
predator for two months now, having
uncovered his paedophile tourism network
while interrogating one of his former
cohorts. Like most of these monsters, the
local justice system had done nothing to
stop him. Despite countless charges and
trials, Marqus had never even seen the
inside of a prison cell, free to reoffend time
and again. Marqus Qatar had even found a
way to profit from his depravity, buying
children from their impoverished parents
with promises of a better life, only to sell
them on as sex slaves to the highest bidder.
The worst part in all of this was that such
malevolence was not just confined to
planet Huloas; this type of wickedness was
mirrored throughout the Colonies of man.
Although the seed of humanity had been
sown across 700 planets at roughly the
same time, each planet had evolved at
different rates. Some planets now
possessed advanced industry and
technology where others continued to toil in
the dark ages. However, on all but a rare few
worlds humankind had resoundingly fallen
from grace.
It was clear to Abdiel that he was fighting a
losing battle. For every murderer,
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paedophile, rapist or warlord he removed
another two sprung up in their place. Such
was the nature of humanity, and trying to
abate man’s decline into oblivion was like
standing against a vast ocean crashing
upon a rocky shore. Still none of that
mattered. Abdiel would never stop. Moving
from one world to the next, he operated in
backwaters like Reduk where he could
remain undetected, unrelenting in his duty
to the Lord.
Suddenly, Marqus began to stir, and Abdiel’s
focus returned to the task at hand. Taking
a few paces back, the lumbering man rose
to his feet. Marqus shook his head, clearly
dazed and confused.
“What happened?” Marqus asked, his
vision still blurry.
“I am Abdiel, Throne of God, the time of your
judgment is nigh, Marqus Qatar,”
Abdiel said in a calm, low voice.
“What?” Marqus asked still shaking his
head. “What did you say?”
As Marqus’ vision cleared he noticed Din’can
was no longer in the room.
Focusing back on Abdiel, he noticed he the
man seemed different somehow, more
imposing, even menacing despite his small
stature.
“You have committed crimes against our
Lord, I am here to deliver your punishment,”
Abdiel continued.
Marqus didn’t understand what was
happening, and his thoughts quickly turned
to his worst nightmare.
“What the fuck are you talking about, who
are you? Are you a cop?” Marqus asked,
backing away from Abdiel.
Marqus couldn’t go to jail. In jail men like
him were raped, tortured and beaten to
death by the other inmates.
“No Marqus, I am an Angel named Abdiel,
sent by my Father to bring justice to evil doers like you, these are your final moments
on this planet,” Abdiel said menacingly.
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Then it finally clicked. Marqus couldn’t
believe his luck, it seemed to him that
Abdiel was one of those religious fanatics
he had heard about; the kind that ran around
kidnapping children under the illusion they
were doing God’s work. Whatever his name
was, Piero or Abdiel, it didn’t matter, Marqus
wanted out of there and this Abdiel wasn’t
going to stand in his way. Marqus
swiftly pulled out the straight razor he kept
in his back trouser pocket and flicked out
the blade.
“You’re fucking nuts,” Marqus bellowed.
“Get the fuck away from me before I cut you
in half!”
To be continued...
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Tenderness

Roads

You hold a soul
He is your captive
What dances
Whirl in the shadows
What games
Have you planned
You are easy and bright
He is alone
You are kind and gentle
He suffers greatly
He can’t leave alone
The prize you gave him
You wouldn’t let him
Back into fire
You call execution
With a gentle smile
He wouldn’t return
To evil chambers
You are kind and bright
He is thirsty
You’ll toss him feathers
But how can he catch them
He wants back into fire
You call execution
With a kind hand
He is struck down
You are inapproachable
And in your impartiality
You are still gentle
He pants
But he wouldn’t return
To his chambers
You are kind during execution
And he obeys
Your orders
He needs a trifle
He just needs fire
And you are gentle
You are just teasing
You are the God
He is the Devil

You won’t come; there is no hope;
There is no need in planning ahead.
Only fools are afraid of you They don’t know what awaits them.
That Angel is crying over you;
He can’t fall asleep in the clouds;
He will be ordered to execute you;
His dream will fall apart.
But you are not bothered by your fate
That was given to you up there.
You think of your life as freedom,
And you drink this freedom down.
And if you knew the Angel was ill,
Would you forget the idle dreaming?
Would you forget the horror of hell tunnels
Where you keep the souls of the world?
You desire those who are innocent;
You love them for their acceptance.
Your plans become flimsy now;
You want to live, not burn fire.
You and I won’t take the same road.
I myself am ready to search
now For them, who zealously
believe in God,
And for the Angel, whose
execution is about to happen.

Humankind
A vicious circle.
I draw a cross in the circle And fall asleep.
It’s a riddle of life and death A tiny bit
Of a thin blue ribbon
That hides the smile of the beloved,
That rare and unnoticeable movement of her
lips upwards. High up there it must
be calm and dump
from the tears spilt by the Angel.
Down here the Devil is sighing wearily about his friend,
As it was, as it is, as it always will be.
The circle isn’t broken, and hardly anybody can
Without hurting their fingers or spilling their
blood Tear down this sharp wire
Of circumstances and purposes.
So that people never disappear again in the granite of oblivion.
The oval isn’t broken;
And where is the Savior, that, it seems, should
Instantly appear, as has been foretold.
But the Angel is still crying without tears; it means
Nobody will come to the oval.
The cylinder is growing - people aren’t hoping
anymore
To climb, to crawl out, just to survive.
They can, and they know they can That’s why there will be no Savior for them.
Someday this vicious circle will become a
building
Full of life, humans, and decay
As well, a little, more than a little, too much.
It’s easier for the Angel; he will suffocate here; this will be
his end.
He will draw a cross in this building
And fall silent.
Don’t wake him - he is asleep.

Fakir
You'll slide like a warm rope around the neck of an innocent victim;
You will make conversation, humming quietly like a cat.
And you will create a threat just as gently as a letter in a word People are scared of you now, and the gods remember you.
Outdoors the snowstorms are still grieving just as quietly.
You take out a flute from the abyss of your sleeves.
Your victim is streaming like a snake; it adores you right now.
You are a mysteriously powerful master of fates and moments.

Son
The silence of dreams brings such truth;
Wind is spending a night in the shade of trees.
Your breath warms the gentle lilies,
And their buds that haven't yet blossomed.
You left the shackles of your home early;
You were turned out of it when you rebelled against your sheath A dagger that was forged under the sacred mystery of home
And sharpened to be put into holy hands.
The smith that weaved the vine pattern on your handle
Surely knew the sharpness of your hot forging.
He regulated precisely in strangers' embraces
The measure of meanness he filled you up with in sand.
Now hurry to pierce the desired target,
The bud of its soul that has eternal beauty; it believes
That its petals have grown so pretty for the light
When your blade grants it a different fate.

‘The Skyline.’ A club atop the tallest tower in Chicago. It’s nothing more than expensive drinks, bad
electronic music, and pretentious assholes who wish
to blow their father’s money, but each night there is
some kind of surprise that sets the club ablaze; the
appearance of a local celebrity, a new addition to the
dancing holographs, or a special guest DJ. Tonight
was one of those nights. Tonight The Skyline was to
make history. Tonight The Skyline would be changed
forever.
The woman’s name was Keira, if I remember correctly.
As soon as she entered the club, I could tell she was
different. Her body was slender but fit. Her hair was
short and spiked on one side, yet flat on the other.
Her outfit was typical; red leather jacket with cut
off sleeves and an old band shirt underneath, black
leggings with black boots, and two belts around her
waist, neither of which serving any purpose other
than to be ‘fashionable’, along with a long glove that
stretched up her arm to her bicep. Her eyes were
... different. They were grey, or maybe a light blue,
but they just seemed inhuman. I didn’t give much
thought to the woman until our eyes met from across
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the bar. That very moment, I felt a split second of
pain as something entered my mind, tearing away at
it with apparently little effort. I fell off of my barstool
as I held my pained head, wondering what was going
on. I was panicked, terrified, confused.
“You okay, bud?” one of the tenants of the club asked
as they were walking past.
“Yeah, yeah I’m fine.” I replied as I pulled myself back
up to my feet. I stared across the bar to see the woman taking a sip of some neon green drink, her gaze
seemingly drifting off into space.
What the fuck just happened ... I thought. Part of me
felt attracted to this strange woman. Not a physical
attraction, but a mental one. Like our minds were
linked in some way.
What is going on ...
Suddenly, my Enhanced Retinal Display popped up
before my vision, a message being broadcast from an
unknown source. The icon for the communications
was of the same woman I had just been staring at. I
looked back up to see she was gone, and reluctantly
accepted the call.
“Alright, I need you to listen and listen good, Jev. The

police are on their way up to The Skyline. They are
currently on Floor 147 and will enter any minute.
Our pickup will be here momentarily, but I just need
you to stay calm and stay away from the windows.
Got it?”
“Who is this? Who are you?”
“I’m known in the city as ‘Keira’. I run an underground- ah, whatever, I’ll tell you later.”
“No! Tell me now. Who are you and what do you
want with me?”
“You’ll see soon enough, Jev. Just avoid the police. If
they catch you with the information I’ve transmitted,
you’re a dead man.”
“Where are you anyways? You were just across-”
“Check behind you.”
I quickly turned to see the same woman directly behind me, staring directly into my eyes with a grin. As
she grabbed me by the arm, I felt a cold, almost stinging touch while she led me away from the bar and to
the dance floor of the club where hundreds gathered
to grind their bodies against one another. She didn’t
lead me down there to dance, she led me down there
for cover.
What happened next was nothing short of a complete
disaster. As this woman attempted to make us blend
in with the crowd, I suddenly noticed lasers scanning
about the dance floor, and not lasers from the show.
She swiftly dodged in and out of cover to avoid the
detection, dragging me along with her as we both
kept away from the police scanners. Over time, more
and more officers entered the building quietly in an
attempt to not disturb the club’s rhythm and cause
a panic. I knew they were here for her, but I didn’t
know why.
“What are we doing!?” I asked quietly as we continued moving through the dance floor.
“Waiting ...”
“I see her over here!” one of the officers shouted out
from the far side of the club as he leveled an assault
rifle in our direction. The other officers immediately
checked in and all looked in our direction, drawing
their weaponry.
“Shit!” the woman shouted as she shoved me down
and the bullets began to fly. I looked up to see her
pull up a pistol in one hand, and conjure some type
of energy field in the other that surrounded her
body. I had never seen anything like it. Bullets simply

bounced off or exploded into shrapnel upon impact
as she charged forward, using some kind of enhanced
agility to dodge and take down the officers one by
one. The crowd went berserk as they sprinted in all
directions, attempting to find the nearest exit. I was
one of them, caught in the mass hysteria that overwhelmed The Skyline. Each time I looked back to the
fight, I saw more and more innocents diced up by the
machine gun fire. All this time I was running, but I
had no idea where to until I reached the end of the
room; the massive glass wall which showcases the
entire city of Chicago before you, hence the name of
the club.
It was at that very moment I remembered what the
woman had said to me earlier as a pair of blinking red
lights on the window caught my attention.
Stay away from the windows.
I tried to run back, but it was too late. The massive
explosion knocked me off my feet and tossed my
body at least thirty feet back out onto the neon-lit
dance floor. When I landed, I could feel nearly every
bone in my body crack and break from the impact as
I stared up at the ceiling of the club, being blinded by
the strobes, lasers, and neon. As my vision began to
get hazy from blood loss, I had noticed something;
the shooting had stopped. The only thing I could feel
other than the pulse of the current song was the footsteps slowly approaching me from behind. I looked
up, and there she was, cloaked in the blood of the
men who wished to apprehend her.
“Shit ...” she said quietly as she looked over my beaten
and bloodied body.
I couldn’t reply. All that escaped my mouth were
gasps of breath as I just barely attempted to cling onto
life. She quickly reached down and wrapped my arm
over her shoulders and hoisted me up with incredible
strength, dragging me over to the window. I could
hear more police rush into the club behind us as they
lined up and prepared to fire.
“Keira, we’ll give you one last chance to surrender!”
one of the officers shouted as we stepped to the edge
of the shattered window, staring down at the city
two-hundred stories beneath us. A couple hundred
yards away, I noticed an Icarus Series Cloud Car approaching us quickly.
“You never gave me one to begin with ...” she replied
as she leaped out the window.
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Part Six:
Revelations
“That’s not possible.” Margo’s head started to spin. She
had walked up in front of the altar next to Malik. Jake
had stepped back to bandage himself, but was still in
hearing range. Not that it mattered. She stood frozen,
staring at Malik as he talked:
“Your father was a proud man, he wanted someone
strong and loyal to follow him. And what is more
important, he listened. He knew the hidden potential
in a bond with a witch. So he tricked your mother
into marrying him. He counted on keeping her alive
just long enough for you to get born. But your mother
had a special gift, handed to her by an old business
partner.” Malik smirked, pointing a long nailed finger
at himself. “She entered his mind when he was asleep,
hoping to do nothing more than snoop, and found out
the truth. Nothing says ‘rude awakening’ more than
a dagger in your chest. He ran, only to die soon after.
”Malik took a deep breath. This speech required a great
deal of effort from him. But he had to make sure she
knew everything.
“The coven, they wanted to kill you at first. For them,
the fact you were half witch didn’t matter. Your mother
cheered them on, before she was killed by your father’s
clan. They considered your demonic blood a curse
even more strongly after that. But alas, no matter how
hard they tried, they couldn’t find a way to kill you, so
they brought you to me, with the daggers. They have
tried to take them from you, but the blood bond was
strong.” He took a deep breath again, his voice was
becoming shaky. “They thought that the daggers had
turned evil, tainted by you. They wanted me to bind
your powers, send you away and destroy them. But I
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recognised your potential. There was a time when this
stigma didn’t exist, when the most powerful rulers
were of mixed descent. I knew you could be grand,
so I kept you, trained you. Honing your abilities had
become my mission. I pushed you to your limits, and
beyond that. But eventually you had become so much
more than a mission.” Malik looked at the amulet with
a smile that lit a fire in his eyes. “I knew that no matter
how hard they tried, it would find you. It didn’t matter
how much they moved it from guardian to guardian,
from coven to coven, how many spells they tried. It
kept its power hidden from them, and the longer they
wore it, the shorter their lives became, just like handling the daggers make their skin burn. They thought
it was because of the blood bond. Imbeciles.”
“It’s not?” Margo asked, still dazed.
“The Nexus is neutral. It signifies balance. They were
spitting in the face of that when they ostracised it from
its rightful owner. The coven pushed it into one of
the extremes. It doesn’t like that.” Malik was suddenly
overwhelmed by a coughing fit. His entire body was
shaking.
“What is going on with you?” Margo asked him, helping him up. She caught herself feeling. All those years
spent under his hand, she never felt any inkling of anything toward him. But now, seeing him weak like this,
it switched something in her. She felt sorry for him.
“They didn’t like it when they found out I hid you. Just
as well.”
“Your body is falling apart.” She whispered. Sudden
dull pain she hadn’t realised coursed through her.

“Yes, but that doesn’t matter now. I have kept this
from you long enough. I knew that they would find
out sooner or later. That the demons would use you
as a pawn to get the amulet and learn its secrets, or
the witches would devise a plan to kill you. I knew
you wouldn’t let them. They underestimated you, they
think you are defective. Shows what they know. Both
sides have turned from powerful forces, form noble
races that shaped dimensions, to a bunch of cheap
tricksters fighting over small patches of power. But
that doesn’t mean they won’t keep trying. To win this
round, you need to reach the Nexus. And I will tell you
where it is and how to reach it. But you will have to do
one thing in return.”
This was the first time that Malik had talked to Margo
this way. But what could he possibly want from her?
There surely was a catch somewhere. But she appeared
to have no choice. “What do I have to do?”
“Nothing much. Just kill me and absorb my essence.”
Malik didn’t need powers to know her reaction. All
those years of lies and tricks, making her live in constant distrust so that she would survive without him
had a price.
“Just that huh?”Margo raised her eyebrows. Her instincts started working overtime.

essence. I would keep on living in this decaying corpse,
growing weaker day after day, my powers taxing my
body more and more. What a life would that be? If I
have to die, I would much rather be by your hand, not
someone that gets lucky a thousand years in the future.
I fully know what you are capable of. You are one of the
old ones, Margo, you are a prodigy. The one I taught.”
He sounded proud. “There is no one I would much
rather bring my undoing.” Malik pointed at her belt
where her two daggers always stood. “Those will kill
me. Those can kill anything.”
Margo took a moment to absorb all of this. He was
telling the truth, there was no question. She wanted
nothing more than to freak out. She had every right to,
she just found out everything she thought about herself
was a lie. But if these people had the power to do this
to Malik, they definitely had the power to kill her. She
didn’t have time to freak out. Not now. So she did what
she always did, put it to the side for later. But there was
one question that popped out at her, when she saw Jake
snooping across the shelves.
“What will happen to this place?”
“It will be yours.” Malik looked at her closely, a sly
smile floating at the edge of his lips. “Why do you
ask?”

“You won’t make it on your own. You are not strong
enough to face what is in front of you. But if you
absorb my essence, your demonic side would finally
be strong enough to show itself. You would have full
control of it, be stronger, faster, more aware, and with
practice, you would master my powers. You would be
unstoppable. You know my capabilities.”

“I need something you probably have.” Margo looked
at him knowingly. “The room of desire doesn’t work
well when you don’t possess the item itself.”

“Why would you want to die? You are an Immortal.
Your gut instinct is to survive no matter what. This
curse, or whatever it is, can’t possibly be strong enough
to kill you right away.”

“Ah. Well, you boy, are to be trusted. Yes, the Hand of
Resurrection is here. It’s one of those items that prove
how powerful witches and demons can be when they
work together.” Malik laughed, as much as his state
would allow, at Jake’s confused look. He loved when
that happened. “I can see a lot of things you can’t. It’ll
be here when you come back. You will be of help to
her.”

“I have been on this planet for a whole eternity, Margo.” Malik softened his expression. “I have seen everything you can imagine. You are right, part of me
can surpass this curse. Part of me wants to. But my
immortality lies in my demonic spirit, not my body or

Jake jumped, and turned around, knocking a bowl
over. He didn’t think Margo was the type to think of
other’s needs when she was in danger of dying.

He turned to face Margo. “So, have you decided yet?”
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“Yes.” Margo pulled out one of her daggers. This was
the last chance she had to say this. She didn’t want to
regret not saying goodbye. “I hope you know I appreciate everything you have done for me. You were my
mentor. Even though we had our differences, I know I
wouldn’t have been standing here now if it wasn’t for
you.” Her grip on the dagger faltered for the first time
in her life.
Malik smiled warmly at her, grabbing the hand Margo
held the dagger with. “Do you know what I see?” he
looked up at the ceiling. His eyes
were glassy, and an expression
of admiration shined on his face
“I see you standing triumphant.
I see you reaching the Nexus
and becoming a legend that will
surpass their wildest nightmares.
I see this, and I couldn’t be prouder.” He looked at her, brushing
his other hand against her cheek.
“You are more than my finest
work Margo. Far more.” Margo’s
eyes were intently focused. “You
... are the only prodigy I have
ever had.” Feeling she was hesitating, he plunged the dagger in
his heart, with a sharp move that
must have taken all of the strength
he had left. Margo felt the rush of
blood against her skin. His body
quickly turned limp, his hand sliding off her cheek and into his lap.
She managed to grab him around
his waist and gently lower him
down. Malik’s eyes were growing
dimmer and dimmer, turning into
a deep black. Margo leaned over
to him. He wasn’t her parent. To
say that would be a lie, and she
didn’t want to lie to him now. Not
when he had been honest with her
for the first time. In the end, she
spoke the only thing she could. “I
will make you proud.”
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A faint smile appeared on Malik’s face as he surrendered to death. Red smoke from his wound coiled
around the knife and was absorbed by her.
Margo started gasping for air. She felt like she was
drowning in raw power. As if a dam had bust open.
Her eyes turned completely black, obstructing her
sight. She dropped Malik to the floor. Her body was
not in her control anymore, she started convulsing.
The blackness started flowing out from her eyes across
her face into thorn like lines. They converged at the
back of her head and streaked across every inch of her,

branching out in all directions. The pain she felt was
nothing. The rush was what kept her glued to the floor,
gasping. Her insides were pulsing, her blood started
flowing faster. Her eyes, now back to their normal
grey, were letting her see everything more vividly,
colours that were invisible to her before now appeared
before her. Sounds that were usually nonexistent were
now filling her head. She could even hear Jake’s heartbeat. Suddenly, it all disappeared and she was seeing

the location of the Nexus in her mind’s eye. A basement, in a familiar house. An address.
When the vision stopped, she finally had the strength
to get up. She looked at her hands in amazement.
Apart from the lines, nothing else had changed. At
least on the outside. For the first time, Margo felt completely herself.

PAGE 62

Simon Redhead and his new friend Jhamed are attending the Council of the Wise in the Great Hall at Melasurej. We have heard from the elves and the dwarves.
The story continues…
Chapter IV
The next speaker was a large man. Large was a kind
description, Simon thought. He was tall and fat. He
wore extravagant clothes in bright colours and was
adorned with jewellery. Every podgy finger displayed
a huge ring. Around his neck hung a large gold medallion. From his ears dangled exquisite diamonds. His
greasy grey hair was partly hidden under a black cap
with gold and silver inlay. When he smiled, his teeth
were all flashy gold. Simon estimated his age at fifty to
fifty-five. Three beautiful young girls, no more than
teenagers, dressed in plain grey clothes fawned around
him. His voice was pompous and booming.
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“I am Lord Velacourt. I represent the combined might
of the three great City States of Makkah, Kartage, and
Al Damman. My caravan, with forty armed men, travelled the Great South Road and we saw little to concern us on our way to Ur and then to Elannort. I am
here on the orders of my Masters but I must tell you
that we care nothing for the affairs of dwarves or elves,
and little for those who choose to live in ice and snow
when spring is a little late. Our City States are rich and
strong. We fear no one.”
He was in the process of manoeuvring his large bulk
back into his seat when the heavy oak doors to the
chamber swung open. A man rushed in, dressed
in military style purple garb. He was tall and slim.
Clean-shaven, his light brown hair was clipped short.
He was, thought Simon, perhaps twenty-five and very
handsome. Velacourt sprang back to his feet with a
loud grunt. “How dare you enter the meeting? Speak
not one word or I shall have you flogged and dragged
back to Kartage in chains behind my caravan!” Beads
of sweat were forming on Velacourt’s face, which had
flushed bright red.
The soldier blanched but otherwise disregarded the
threat. “Forgive me, Great Sage, I cannot stand idle
while the Lord Velacourt ignores the reality of the
situation. I beg leave of the meeting to speak of what
I know.” He bowed low to Manfred and waited for a
response.
Velacourt was now close to apoplexy. “You will rue the
day you crossed me, Aglaral. Your life is forfeit. Your
family will be stripped of everything it owns and they
will wish they had joined you in the afterlife. Be gone
from my sight. You are an abomination to the army
you swore to serve.”
Manfred rose and was again clothed in blue fury. “Sit
down, Velacourt! Captain Aglaral you shall have the
protection of the Wise and leave to tell us what you
know. Fear not the threats of Lord Velacourt, for he
and I shall have words ere this day is done.”
Velacourt sat down, but his mouth was foaming and
his piggy eyes blazed with hatred and fury. Wow, this is
better than a soap opera. His handmaidens fussed over
him, but he brushed them angrily away. He probably
wants to storm out, but needs to hear what Aglaral has
to say.
Captain Aglaral gave a nervous cough and began to

speak. His voice was quiet at first, but became louder
as his confidence grew. He spoke in a clear, well-educated tone. It seemed that he had rehearsed what he
wanted to say. “Lord Velacourt would have you believe
that all is well in the City States and that we have the
strength to meet any threats. It is not so. There is much
public unrest in all three cities. While the rich merchants and noblemen get richer, the poor are starving.
The unrest is becoming physical. More and more, the
army is being forced to take up arms against its own
citizens. If nothing is done, there will be civil war and
chaos. But that is not the greatest of our worries. We
are protected from the south by the Great Southern
Desert. It would be a strong army indeed that could
cross that vast expanse and still be in a fit state to fight.
To the north, with all due respect, there is nothing for
us to fear. Although the news from Tamarlan is concerning. To the east lies the Sea of Destiny. Our navy is
strong and we have no reason to fear an attack by sea.
We have a strong, friendly relationship with the city of
Ur and most of our trade is undertaken by camel caravan along the Spice Road to Hamadan and beyond.”
Simon glanced at Jhamed’s map to try to understand
the geography. There was something about Aglaral that

immediately struck him. He’s a man of honour and
integrity. I like him. I hope I can get to know him.
Aglaral was gaining confidence even though Lord Velacourt seemed to be shooting daggers from the piggy
eyes set in his still flushed face. The fat man fidgeted
with indecision, torn between watching Aglaral and
looking at Manfred, who he clearly feared. “It is to the
west that we must look with fear. Few have taken the
Great West Road from Kartage or the southern track
from Makkah. Fewer still have passed beyond the
Crossroads of Hell. To the south of that crossroads lies
interminable heat and sand for as far as any have ever
travelled. To the west are the Unknown Lands. It is
said that only the Wise know what lies there. We have
a small garrison posted at the Crossroads of Hell. It is
our least favoured posting, but at any rate, we are not
putting down riots there. We are forbidden to travel
any further west. For as long as any can remember no
one has ever entered our lands from the west. Recently,
people have begun to arrive. At first, it was a trickle,
but lately it has become a flood. Most of them are halfdead. Some have horses or camels, a few have wagons,
but most travel on blistered feet carrying all of their
meagre possessions on their backs. They all tell the
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same story. They are refugees. They are fleeing hell on
earth. They are seeking help and a new secure life. We
should be able to help them and accommodate them in
our cities. But they have darker skins than we do. And
they believe in a different god. Many of us feel threatened by them. So we have built a camp on the shores
of the Sea of Blood. They are held there like prisoners.
Many have died, through despair. I can no longer keep
silent about the shame I feel for the way we are
treating them.” He paused for a moment. Simon saw the tears in his eyes. Velacourt was
now sitting with his head bowed.
“I have been posted to the Crossroads
of Hell,” the officer went on. “I have
spoken with many of the refugees.
I’m ashamed to say that I have interrogated them. Their story is clear
and corroborated. The Dark God is
risen again. He commands an army
of men and things, which as I have
heard described, I can only name as
being fell creatures out of a child’s
nightmare. They conquer all before
them and move relentlessly eastwards. They will be at our borders
in a matter of weeks or months. We
will not be able to resist them for long,
though we all die trying.”
Aglaral paused again and looked
around the room. All eyes except Velacourt’s were fixed on him. “There is
one more thing. Many of the refugees
have reported things they have heard
about the enemy. They all agree. The
Dark God has but one objective. He
seeks to take Elannort and destroy the
Wizards’ Keep.”
A sombre mood again filled the room.
Velacourt remained with eyes downcast.
Manfred gestured to Aglaral and he took a seat not
far from Simon and Jhamed. He’s a brave man. I wish
I had his bravery. This great adventure may not be so
much fun after all. I’m scared. Simon shivered and
goose bumps again welled up along both his arms and
legs.
There remained just two men still to speak. The first
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to rise was a short man, just over five feet tall. He was
dressed in simple white clothes – the closest description that came to Simon’s mind was shorts and tee
shirt. Looks like he’s ready for a day at the beach. He
was bald. More than that, Simon realised, he seemed
to have no body hair whatsoever – no eyebrows,
no beard, and no hair on his arms or legs. I wonder
whether... Stop it! He was the whitest person Simon
had ever seen. He makes me look positively
tanned.
“My name is Kris,” the man introduced himself.
“I am a bard from Karo. I travel with trading expeditions or on other journeys to
provide entertainment. I have sailed
westward on the Sea of Blood
and have seen the strange lands
where the dark-skinned ones
come from. I have learned some
of their stories. I can play many
musical instruments. I know
many songs. I come from a long
line of bards. My ancestors have
told stories for generations. I hold
in my head the great stories that
have been passed down through the
ages. I am here because I heard from
my patron that this meeting was taking
place. He intimated that it did not concern Karo, but I felt otherwise. I offer
my stories in the hope that I might help
your cause. I seek little in return, food
and a bed and perhaps the odd pitcher
of ale to keep the vocal chords lubricated. With your leave, my Sage, I shall
demonstrate my craft.” Manfred gestured
that he should continue. Simon shuffled in
his seat. He was starting to get uncomfortable,
but he wanted to hear more.
“When the Great Evil was unleashed, it fled into
the Northland, uncertain of its purpose and without form. There it cowered for millennia, cursing its
creator, for it knew only misery, hate, and sorrow. One
day it came across a caravan of humans, who were also
lost and wandering without purpose. The Evil recognised their pain and sought to help them, either for
its own ends or because it had suffered so much pain

itself. It took a form similar to the largest and strongest
of the men and made itself known to the group. It used
its power to feed them well from their meagre rations.
It found water in the desert and turned it into wine. It
healed their sick. In return, the humans began to worship it as a god. The Great Evil, now in human form,
began to enjoy its power. It craved human attention
and worship. It led the small, lost group back to the
cities. They began to spread His message. His followers grew quickly in number and He rewarded them
with wealth and power. They gave Him a name and
the name was Gadiel, meaning God is my wealth. As
His followers grew wealthier, they began to crave more
and greater power and wealth. They set themselves to
conquer and rule others. In order to do so, they needed
great power in battle. They fought in the name of Gadiel. They beseeched their god to use His great powers
to smite down their enemies. Every time they invested
their beliefs in Him, He grew more powerful.” Simon
was entranced by the strange, pale, hairless man. His
story captured Simon’s imagination. He’s not a bad
story teller. I want to hear more.
“As one of the three races, humans have great powers
but they are often unaware of them. They have the
power to create gods. In Gadiel, they created the Dark
God. Gadiel’s followers used great cruelty and terror to
subdue their enemies. With each conquest, their methods became darker and sicker. Young boys were castrated. Young women were raped and used as sex toys.
Older women were forced to work as slaves. Men were
ruthlessly killed in ever more barbaric ways. Torture
was commonplace. They sought to maximise a person’s
pain and drag out a death for as long as possible. They
lost all sense of mercy or justice. With each death in
His name, the Dark God’s power increased. And the
Wise failed to act.” Simon shuddered again. I must be
careful what I wish for.
“The Seven Great Sages sat on their hands and watched
and waited. It is said that Adapa, the First Sage, believed that Gadiel was sent by the Creators for some
high purpose. As its conquests grew, humankind
turned its focus to the other two races, the Firstborn
elves and the Secondborn dwarves. Humans were
jealous of their siblings and that jealousy was nurtured
into hatred. Gadiel had by now determined His purpose. He was to enslave the world. Every sentient being

was either to worship Him or to be destroyed. Gadiel
had no knowledge of the Balance. He was not driven
by the ideals of either Law or Chaos. It is because of
this, perhaps, that Adapa did not see Him as a threat.
It is said that Adapa met with Gadiel and the two of
them debated the reason for existence. Gadiel realised
that the Wise might still pose a threat to Him, for He
still had much power to gain. So He assured Adapa of
His good intentions and convinced him that there was
no need to call a Council of the Wise. Adapa was taken
in by His cunning lies and the Wise stood by while
FirstWorld was taken over by the Dark God and His
followers.” Simon wondered how Manfred was taking
this slur on the Wise and glanced at the old wizard. His
face seemed expressionless and he betrayed no emotion. Were they really so wise after all?
“The threat to the elves and the dwarves grew more
pressing. A large army crossed the Ford of Ukhaimir
and threatened to march on Elvenhome. Fang and
Tamarlan had fallen and the plan was to starve the
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dwarves out of Devil’s Mouth. There were a few of the
Wise who saw through Gadiel’s deception. The greatest
of them was the Great Sage Bedwyr, who was the first
of the Seven to pass to stone. He fell in the defence
of Elvenhome and it is said that it took all of Gadiel’s
power to break his staff. The successful defence gave
the three races a breathing space. Bedwyr’s student was
the Wizard Manfred.”
Kris paused in his story to bow low to the Chairman.
Simon noticed that Manfred’s eyes were glazed over, as
he no doubt relived the events of so long ago. “Forgive
me, master, if my story has changed in the many tellings, for I only have the words that were passed to me,
while you were there.” Manfred opened his eyes and
gestured for Kris to continue.
“Manfred seized the opportunity to urge the three
races to act together. He knew that since the Dark
God was essentially a human creation, it would take a
human to defeat Him. But it would need a special hero
with supernatural powers garnered from the other
races. Manfred had long understood the concept of the
Everlasting Hero and his sword. There is a land far to
the west of here that is called by some Britain, by others Albion. I have travelled there in search of stories,
though often in mortal peril. It is a wild place now, but
it is said that once it was at peace. In those days, it was
ruled by Arthur Pendragon, who carried the sword
Excalibur. Arthur was aided by an old wizard, named
Merlin. That is a story for another day, but the similarity of wizard, hero and sword is fascinating, is it not?”
Simon thought he saw Manfred smile, just for an instant. Can it be true? Manfred was Merlin? Kris smiled
too and then continued. “Manfred sought the help of
the elves to locate Excalibur. From the dwarves, he
obtained the Blood Ruby. The story of his journey to
Devil’s Mouth, evading Gadiel’s army, and convincing
the dwarves to give up their most precious possession is an epic worthy of an entire evening around
the campfire. Suffice it to say, after many adventures,
he brought the jewel to Elvenhome, where the two
greatest elven smiths fashioned it into the hilt of the
Sword. No sooner had they finished than one of them
picked up the Sword and slew the other. As soon as
the Sword tasted his blood, the ruby took on an eerie,
pulsing glow. The Sword consumed his soul. When he
saw what he had done, the second smith threw himself
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onto the Sword, taking his own life. The ruby in the hilt
grew brighter. Too late, the elves realised that they had
created a monster. They named the Sword Fleischaker,
meaning Butcher of Souls.” The bard now had the audience eating out of his hands. Simon was spellbound yet
at the back of his mind he heard faint whispers. I am
Fleischaker. I am yours. Come and claim me.
“Then out of Erech came the hero Gilgamesh and he
took up the Sword as his own and he was invincible. It
is said that he carved his way single-handed through
the armies of Gadiel. As he killed, he sang in a strange
tongue while the Sword shrieked and glowed with
fire as it consumed souls. At the end, with his armies
scattered, Gadiel and Gilgamesh faced each other on
Battle Plain. It is said that they battled for forty days
and forty nights. Gilgamesh was fortified only by the
Sword, which had consumed so many souls that it had
enormous energy. Gadiel was weakened by the loss of
his armies, but more so by the loss of belief in him by
those who survived. They were evenly matched. Neither one could land a fatal blow on the other.” Simon
was hanging on every word. You are Gilgamesh reborn.
Together we shall feast.
Despite the audience reaction, Kris still appeared
nervous. His eyes darted here and there and he didn’t
seem to know what to do with his hands. He shuffled
backwards and forwards, seemingly unable to stand
still. “After forty days and forty nights, they called a
truce. Gadiel had devised Gilgamesh’s weakness, for
he desired immortality above all things. Gadiel offered Gilgamesh immortality if Gilgamesh ceased his
attack upon him. They would go forth from the field
of battle as equals. Gilgamesh succumbed to his desire
and agreed. He laid down the Sword. Gadiel seized
his chance and tore out Gilgamesh’s heart. Gilgamesh
spoke his last words, even as he saw his own heart
beating in the Dark God’s hands. ‘On Elannort and
by Fleischaker, I curse you. You will never rule while
Elannort stands. Fleischaker will ever be your bane.’
Gilgamesh died. Gadiel attempted to pick up the
Sword. The Sword was angry that it had been denied
its kill and was hungry for souls. It screamed and sunk
itself deep into Gadiel, sucking the Dark God’s energy
into itself. But the Sword was denied again, for Gadiel
had no soul it could steal. So Gadiel survived, but was
so weakened he again fled into the Northland to slowly

recover his strength and plot the downfall of Elannort
and the Sword.” The tension in the room seemed to
ease with a great release of breath. But the bard wasn’t
quite finished.
“It seems he has regathered his strength and comes
now to attack Elannort and claim his vengeance. It’s ironic, is it not, that the Balance
will swing ultimately to Chaos, not by
the hands of the servants of Chaos but
by a God created by humankind?” Kris
bowed again to Manfred and sat down.
The storyteller’s spell was broken
and the room was suddenly filled
with chatter. Simon was still taking it all in. The implications were
enormous. Surely, they can’t think
that I’m Gilgamesh reborn? That
sword is evil. How can I be expected to touch it, let alone use it?
Slowly and carefully the final man
stood. He was very old. His back
was bent and hunched and the little
hair that remained was pure white.
In his hands, he held a package,
wrapped in white cloth. It was long
and thin. When he spoke, his voice
was quiet and calm. There was a
sense of peace in his pale blue eyes.
“I am from Erech. My name is of no
concern, for I have no status there or
anywhere. It has saddened me that our
city should not send a representative
to this meeting. Neither has Sumar or
Karo, I see. Ever we dwell in dreams of
complacency while our world crumbles
around us. My Lady Rheanna, it does my
old bones good to see you again. I would
bow low to you if my old back were still
flexible. Well I remember visiting the Great
Library, thirty years ago, for my research.
My Sage, I have devoted my life to the study of Gilgamesh. I have run a small museum in Erech for many
years. It has had little patronage and I have struggled
to survive. However, I have always known that my life
had a greater purpose. Today, I fulfil that purpose and
hope for a sweet eternity to follow.”

He swallowed deeply and seemed to struggle for the
breath to continue. “It is well known that the Battle
Plain was over the Ford of Uruk, in the triangle of land
between the two south roads. Indeed, the site of the
final battle remains barren today. No plant will grow
there and no animal will venture close. It is a cursed
place. I have spent much time there, studying,
searching, excavating, and collecting.
It bent my back, but never broke it.
During my excavations, I unearthed
many artefacts. Only one of them is
of real importance. It is the culmination of my life’s work that I bring
it here today, for I know it has great
importance in what must follow.”
Slowly, painstakingly, he began to
unwrap the white cloth. Every eye in
the room was upon him. Does he have
Fleischaker? Does he have my sword?
Finally, the object was revealed. There
were a few gasps of surprise. It was a
scabbard. The leather looked old and
weather-beaten. It was inlaid with
many jewels and there were faint
representations of many strange
symbols that Simon took to be
runes. The scabbard was fused to a
leather belt. The belt had no buckle or
other visible means of being secured.
It must be damaged.
“This is the scabbard made by the elves
after they had created Fleischaker. It is
protected by the most powerful runes
and spells that could be generated.
Only when sheathed in this scabbard
could Fleischaker safely be controlled.
It was lost when Gilgamesh fell. I know
not where Fleischaker went, though
I think it unlikely that the Dark God
took it. That is for others to determine.
My feeling is that this scabbard will be essential if you
are to recover Fleischaker and use it. I offer it now,
with goodwill, to the Everlasting Hero.” He looked
straight at Simon and their eyes met. He means me. He
wants to give me the scabbard.
Jhamed prodded Simon in the ribs. “Go to him. Ac-
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cept the scabbard. By the Balance, I never thought this
would happen today. Go on. What are you waiting
for?” Simon looked across to Manfred for a sign and
the wizard smiled and nodded his head. Simon stood
and made his way to the old man. He stood in front of
him, not knowing what to do.
The old man spokAe again. “My life’s work. May it
be enough to help? May it earn my eternal rest?” He
looked deep into Simon’s eyes as if reading his soul. “I
both envy you and pity you, Hero. The ownership of
this scabbard has corrupted and dominated my entire
life. Even now, at the culmination of my existence, I
can hardly bear to give it up. How must it be to hold
Fleischaker, to wield It in battle, to feel the power as It
eats the souls of your enemies? How I envy you that
feeling. How I fear for your soul once you have experienced it.” He stepped forward and placed the scabbard
at Simon’s right side, placed for his left hand. He took
the broken belt and wrapped it around Simon’s waist.
“If you be a true manifestation of the Everlasting Hero,
take now the scabbard, named Vasek by the elves,
for it can only be worn by the rightful wielder of the
Great Sword Fleischaker.” Simon felt a great elation as
the scabbard was placed against his body and then a
strange tingling and tightening as the belt fixed itself
firmly around his waist. Some strange conjuring trick
worked its magic, for the belt now had a golden buckle
fixed perfectly for Simon’s slim waist.
Everyone in the room, with the exception of Lord Velacourt, was on their feet. There was a babble of chatter.
One voice dominated the noise. “Hail the Everlasting
Hero. Hail Gilgamesh reborn. Hail the rebirth of hope
that Tamarlan may yet survive.” Gamying spoke for
them all.
Simon heard little of the excited chatter. He was still
digesting the words the old man had spoken. He was
looking into the old man’s eyes. He read many emotions there in rapid succession – fear, jealousy, love,
and finally peace. The old man’s eyes closed and Simon caught his falling body and laid him gently on
the floor. His medical training kicked in. He felt for a
pulse, but there was none.
Simon was about to begin CPR when Manfred spoke.
“Leave him, Simon. His time has come. He fulfilled his
destiny today and he deserves his rest. His has been
a great burden and he carried it well. All of this time,
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under the noses of the Wise. I can barely believe it. The
greatest talisman of the ages hidden in a boring museum in plain sight. There is a new statue in the Avenue
of Heroes tonight. One that I never predicted. This
bodes well for us. I believe there is still a chance. Let
us hope that finding the Sword proves to be as easy.”
Against the odds, Manfred laughed.
The next few minutes were a blur to Simon. People
were shaking his hand, wishing him their best, and
begging his help to support their causes. Servants
busied themselves. The body of the old man was
removed with great ceremony. A meal was served and
consumed. The room was abuzz with conversation.
Jhamed was at his side, guiding his actions, helping
him come to terms with his newfound status. Am I
dreaming? Is this for real? Who the hell am I?
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The mist dried in the air while the
concrete and pavement in the city
below stayed damp and cool as the
sound of horns honked angrily at
cars and pedestrians and the metro
rail clanked and rapped with the
heavy wheels of the evening trains.
The sun was down but the streets
and sidewalks were well lit as evening life began, couples and groups
of friends wandered the concrete
maze in search of entertainment. In
a little corner bar, only big enough
to sit five grown men, a bartender
watched the TV as his only patron
sat and nursed a mug of beer The
man drinking the beer wore an old
looking coat made from leather in
which the colour had faded and
cracked, it had a slight hump in the
back, his hair was short and light
in colour, he was pale but looked
fit and healthy. The TV news was

about conflict on the other side of
the world, where thousands had died
and little to no aid and care had been
given, following this was depressing
news about economy and failing
business.
The bartender had his arms
crossed and shook his head muttering about the sick way people treated each other and wished for more
Angels and less Devils in the world.
The man sitting at the bar paused in
mid sip and slammed down his mug
of beer with a heavy clank listening
as the bartender continued his rant.
Most people would smile and nod
but the bar’s single customer listened
to every word and tilted his head
to the side a little as he took it in.
After the bartender’s rant ended the
lonesome guest wished the bartender
a good evening, paid for his drink
and left the establishment. Shortly

after the man in the jacket left, the
bartender suddenly noted that he
did not remember the guy coming
into the bar in the first place.
This guest to this city was
not mortal; he was what some
would refer to as an angel. On this
rare occasion he had the ability to
come to Earth, walk among humans and observe, his curse being
that he could only return at night,
something he learned to enjoy, he
could blend in easier. The Angel
walked down the sidewalk ignoring
partially inebriated college students
and casual evening diners still
dressed for the office, all looking
for a quick bite to eat before rushing off home or to a bar. Some
people bumped the Angel as they
either rushed by or staggered into
him. Soon the smell of something
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delicious attracted him to a food
vendor. The Angel picked out a
treat and enjoyed it next to the garbage can, where he threw away the
snack wrapping. Walking away the
Angel could not help but notice a
homeless man on the other side of
the street before he came past the
Angel and looked in the garbage
can. The Angel continued his trek
past a church, looking up at the
cross he bowed his head carrying
on past the holy ground.
The Angel had not gone far when
he was startled by the sudden short
cry of a siren and multiple flashing lights from police cars and an
ambulance at the front of a bar. A
young man was bleeding from his
head and another, shirtless, man
was taken away in handcuffs; no
doubt this altercation was fuelled by alcohol and the presence
of scantily clad young women.
These two men felt they had to
resort to their primal Neanderthal
behaviours to impress a potential companion for the evening.
shaking his head slowly the Angel
continued around the corner where
a streetlight was out, looking up
he reached over to touch the lamp
post and restored light to the lamp.
Pleased with his work, the Angel
crossed the street, as he approached
the other side, he was met with images of war and famine from a TV
store display showing the news.
In one part of this city there was
a shooting, in another a robbery
where a clerk was beaten. In one
country a terrorist blew up a bus
whilst another country was suffering financial collapse. All the
photographs and moving images
were too much to take so the Angel
turned and marched away from the
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lights and commotion of the lively
city night life soon finding himself
next to some run down apartments
where there was a playground that,
just like the bar the Angel was at earlier, was tired, shabby, cold and forgotten. In the lost playground sat a
boy on a swing with a blood-soaked
dishtowel over his mouth. The Angel
sat on the swing next to the child and
noticed the lack of tears, this was not
the first time the child had an injury
such as this.
The Angel looked to the apartment
buildings and back to the boy, “Your
Father?” he asked.
The boy shook his head and lowered
the towel, “Mom’s boyfriend.”
The Angel nodded and with his feet
in the gravel he gently pushed himself back and forth, the chain squeaking and echoing in the rust covered
playground, more a cemetery of
happier memories than a birthplace
of new ones, “So no Father?”
“He left when I was little, it’s just me
and Mom, but now she has a boyfriend.” The boy explained.
“He does that often?” the Angel
pointed to the boy’s lip.
“Not really.” The boy shrugged, “Other times when he’s mad he uses his
belt on me, or puts his cigarette out
on the bottom of my foot.” The boy
held up his bare foot that showed the
scars from past punishments.
The Angel lowered his head, “I’m
sorry for your hardship.”
“Mister?” the boy started, with curiosity and a little anger in his voice,
“why do bad things happen to good
people?”
The Angel looked to the orange of
the streetlight illuminating the low
clouds and thought about it for a second before looking back at the boy,
“Bad things happen to good people
because it’s a reminder to other good

people that they should help each
other and pity those who suffer so.
The more people ignore others, the
more bad things happen till finally
a good person has enough of seeing
bad things happening that they do
something about it.”
“And prevent them?” the boy asked.
“And to prevent them.” The Angel
nodded as he smiled, “What’s your
name child?”
“Michael sir.” The boy smiled behind the washcloth.
“I knew a Michael once,” the Angel
nodded.
“Was he good?” the boy asked.
“Depends on who you ask but in
this case to you, yes he’s good.” The
Angel smiled again as he stood up
from the swing and started to walk
away.
“Wait!” the boy called, “What’s
your name?”
The Angel stopped and turned.
He was known by many names
spoken in many languages and
religions the world over, he thought
of the names and picked the one he
thought the child would know, “Lucifer,” he said still smiling and with
a wave he left.
The hour was drawing near and
he would have to go back and wait
years to return to another Earth in
another time to see the innocents
and wicked the world has to offer.
The sun was about to break the
horizon and, as he was no longer
visible to anyone in the Earthly
plane, let his leathery wings out
from his coat before descending to
his realm and vanishing for another set of years; leaving the city to
awaken never knowing the Devil
had walked there.

was definitely enough of a package to make any shifter
stop and stare.

Sasha sat at the vanity brushing her long black hair,
excitement and dread warring in her stomach. Looking
in the mirror for a last minute check, she assessed the
makeup accentuating her pale skin, big green eyes, and
insanely long lashes.
“Hmm, not bad.” She told her reflection. “It’ll have to
do.” She couldn’t procrastinate any longer.
Her parents were waiting downstairs. Dad was Alpha
of the eastern territories and not a patient man. Mom,
on the other hand, had endless patience, grace and
kindness.
“Too bad I take after Dad.” she thought with a twitch to
her lips. She liked who she was.
She was a tiny, but confident, twenty six year old Alpha
female in the making. Standing at 5’4” and curvy, society would say too curvy, not that she cared one whit
what society said. “Good thing I’m a shifter, dieting is
so not me,” she mused as she hurried downstairs. Sasha

“Finally.” growled Garyn Wolfe, Sasha’s father spotting
her coming into the kitchen. “I was about to go drag
you down here. You know I can’t be late.” It wouldn’t
be good for the hosting Alpha to be late for the intercontinental conference of the wolf clan. All eight
alphas of the US and Canadian packs would be there as
well as many of their packs. Thoughts of all the single
wolves gave Sasha mixed feelings. She might meet her
mate
Wolf Shifters mate for life, and their inner wolves pick
who they want. Not that Sasha didn’t trust her inner
wolf, she just didn’t like the lack of control she would
have in picking her lifetime mate. Even if her wolf
liked his wolf, his human half could be a jerk. She did
not want to be stuck with some arrogant male who
controlled her every move. She’d seen too many wolves
who were arrogant, overbearing, controlling nightmares. Since her inner wolf hadn’t picked anyone from
her own pack that meant her potential mate was a total
unknown. Ugh, she hated not being in control of this.
Since female wolves are usually attracted to more dominate males, she was considerably worried.
Her dad slid his SUV into a parking space between two
similar vehicles at the Park. No need to wonder why
most of the parking lot was filled with gas guzzlers.
Shifter men were all about power and dominance.
Sasha mentally shook herself and wiped her sweaty
hands on her jeans.
“I’m not some teenager at my first dance! My mate
may not even be here, and if he is … I can handle it.”
She sighed, “I hope.”
“Did you say something Sweetheart,” her mom asked,
stepping out of Garyn’s SUV. Tall, blonde and willowy,
graceful as a swan, Suelyn was everything Sasha was
not. The only thing they had in common was their
complexion and their smile, both having a cute little
gap in their front teeth.
“Nope, just thinking out loud.”
Her dad came around the front of his beast of a vehicle. Gartner was the opposite of his mate. He was of
average height with dark hair and green eyes framed
with those same insanely long eyelashes. You could see
immediately where Sasha got her looks, right down to
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the gold flecks around the irises. He was deeply tanned
from working long hours outdoors and all that hard
work meant that he was built like a truck. He’d run you
over, too, if you got in his way. He was a tough but fair
alpha, with a huge soft spot: Sasha.
Her younger, unmated brothers, Arik and Bryan were
already there, eager to meet the single females. Much
more eager than Sasha. Of course, if they found their
mate, they wouldn’t have to leave the pack to be with
them. That would be the female’s fate.
Jonas Thomas Lupo, JT for short, the son of the Northwestern territories alpha Lendon Ellis Lupo, walked
into the clearing where the wolves were gathering.
The sun warmed the long blonde ponytail that flowed
halfway down his back. He was oblivious to the looks
from the females, unaware that their fingers itched to
set his neatly tied hair free. He was equally unaware
that he was definitely the best looking wolf present.
Women flirted with him often, but he didn’t pay much
attention. Average shifters were not a clumsy race, yet
he knew he had a natural grace that was beyond the
norm. When combined with his alpha training, that
grace and confidence made other wolves notice. JT’s
thoughts on the other hand, would make most people
politely excuse themselves and leave the room. It’s not
that his thoughts were boring exactly, they were just
serious. His mind was concerned with things he saw
as important, since he would be taking over as alpha
soon, his dad stepping down by next year. Which is
why JT was at the conference representing his pack,
instead of his dad, in the first place. For all the past
conferences, JT had stayed behind and looked after the
pack. As the Alpha in training, it gave him valuable
experience he’ll need all too soon. It was one reason he
was still unmated, losing the opportunity to meet other
shifter women, as his mate wasn’t to be found among
his pack.
“Figures you would be picky.” He thought to his wolf,
feeling it’s amusement in return. He knew he should
have made it to a conference long before now, but
responsibilities always took priority over his personal
needs. He was here now, though, but would his mate
be here as well? With all the responsibility about to
descend on his head, he wasn’t sure he was ready to
find her.
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Sasha walked across the clearing in the middle of
the park, taking in the myriad of colors and smells
attracting her attention. She loved the Adirondacks,
always filled with beauty and splendor, no matter the
season. This was her home. Sasha just couldn’t picture
herself living in a place without these mountains as
her ever present backdrop, these woods as her wolf ’s
playground, or without Lake Champlain’s view to bring
her tranquility. The clearing was crowded with wolves,
no tranquility here today. The main meeting wasn’t
for another hour or so, but most wolves were already
here, using this time for socializing, greeting people
they knew, meeting people they didn’t, and, for some,
looking for their mate.
Sasha was still thinking about whether she wanted to
meet her mate or not. In fact, she was so engrossed in
her thoughts she wasn’t looking where she was going.
Well, at least she wasn’t looking when she hit a wall.
“Umf!” The air left Sasha in a huff. She realized she was
staring at a teal colored T-shirt, stretched over a very
hard, and very sculpted chest. Hands came up almost
immediately to steady her. She could feel the heat of
his hands on her bare arms. Just as Sasha felt the air return to her lungs, she looked up ... and lost her breath
all over again.
Sasha was staring at the most incredible blue-green
eyes she had ever seen. As she desperately tried to
draw a breath, her wolf feeling like she was clawing to
get out and howling, “MINE!”
She had never felt like she was going to shift uncontrollably before “Calm, breathe,” Sasha thought to herself
and her wolf. “Please.” She begged. The heat from the
male’s hands on her arms felt like it was burning, yet
she couldn’t move, couldn’t look away, and still couldn’t
breathe.
“Are you okay?” JT grabbed the person he nearly ran
over. “I’m very sorry. I should have been paying better
attention to where I was walking. A friend had waved
at me and as I turned to wave back, I crashed right into
you. Again I apologize.” Just as he finished talking, the
girl in his arms looked up. As her big beautiful green
eyes looked at him, it felt like someone punched him in
the gut. He couldn’t breathe. His wolf woke and felt like
he was going to burst out of him, uncontrolled, and

howled in his mind, “MINE!”
JT wasn’t one to panic, as he tried to calm his wolf, he
thought to it, “what’s wrong?” “OUR MATE!” His wolf
was projecting into his thoughts. “Claim her” JT could
feel his fangs lengthen.
Both JT and Sasha began to shift.
All of the wolves in the vicinity stopped and stared in
awe, as more made their way over to see such a rare occurrence. Very rarely do their people shift to wolf form
to mate. This only happens when there is resistance to
being mated, either to the person picked by their wolf
or to being mated in general. Since the wolves are not
willing to risk losing their mates they ... takeover. Just
until the binding is done, then the wolves are linked,
mind, body and soul.
After the binding, the mated pair understands each
other completely and there isn’t any room left for second thoughts.
The two wolves standing in the middle of a growing
crowed didn’t notice the other shifters. They were too
engrossed in their own feelings of intense joy and happiness for having found their other half. In moments
their souls would be complete.
Garyn stepped up to the two wolves, a giant smile
on his face. He was good friends with JT’s father and
although he had only met JT on the occasions the conference was in JT’s territory, he knew his reputation.
The younger wolf was known for being patient, responsible, strong, and intelligent. He was a good leader
and earned people’s loyalty easily, for there was something about him that inspired trust, a quiet dignity, a
knowledge that you get when you look into his eyes
that you matter, that you matter not just to him but to
the world. JT’s determined but positive attitude made
people feel that he will do his absolute best to make
that world a better place. Garyn was smiling because
he knew JT would be a perfect match for his strong
willed, independent daughter. Here was the one wolf in
all the packs that wouldn’t butt heads with Sasha, who
would let Sasha keep her independence, who could
make Sasha happy.
Garyn was prepared for a binding ceremony, as there
probably be a few today. It was a simple ceremony, only
needing an Alpha, a witness, a length of twine or leath-

er to bind the participants hands with and eight words.
As Garyn stood before them, each wolf bit their own
paw, drawing blood and held their paws to the Alpha.
He brought their paws together mingling their blood
and tying a leather thong around their joined paws.
“One heart, one mind, one soul.” Garyn pronounced
over the bound paws, with his head bowed, “for eternity.”
As soon as the Alpha finished, heat rushed through
the two wolves starting at their joined paws and ending in their tails. Awareness followed the heat, feelings
not their own, memories shared. It was as if they had
become one, one being, no barriers, no questions, just
understanding. They nodded as one to the Alpha, and
he unbound their paws. The wolves released their hold
on their form and they shifted back to human.
Sasha and JT still held each other’s eyes as they regained control of their bodies. Their minds forever
linked, as were their hearts and souls.
Hi. JT’s thought filled Sasha’s head.
Hi. Sasha thought back as tears of joy started to fill her
eyes. They both reached at the same time and found
each other’s hand.
One heart, one mind, one soul. they both thought as
smiles started filling their faces. For eternity.
Yes, for eternity.
http://ahmaridas.blogspot.com/
http://facebook/authorahmaridas
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“The Skin Eater”
By Mike C Bene
(Author’s Note: Hey fans of Far Horizons, this month
will be an in-between adventure for Eagleton involving
a New Year’s Monster Hunt as I am still writing my
comic book adaption of both of my stories. I hope you
all enjoy this look into the history of Eagleton. This
story will involve a section of Eagleton known as Old
Town. Oh and if y’all are wondering I am still calling
Camille “Fire-Bird” in this.)
The moonlit sky of the town of Eagleton was especially intense over Old Town. It was the beginning of the
New Year, and while some partied ,others kept vigil
over their homes. For these nights in Eagleton, every
ten years, The Skin Eater came to town. It was said
that a monster like this could only be summoned by
Fae. Ten years had passed and the Skin Eater had been
awakened. It had started with the neighbourhood dogs
but that night would be its first human kill.

ground about the Skin Eater being a Powered who was
supposedly killed but came back every ten years to kill.
Fire-Bird quietly examined the body, “whatever did
this skinned him in less than two minutes,” she whispered.. Some cops had stopped by and looked at the
two suspiciously. One of the cops came over to them
looking as though he was ready to arrest them for being in proximity. “You two better fucking leave now…
freaks!”, they didn’t bother arguing and left quickly.
When they got to the home, the others were already
talking about the murder. Smog wanted them to investigate on their own, Flora was sceptical. “How sure
are you that a Powered was the one to do it Smog?”
Flora asked.. Fire-Bird explained what she saw when
they were out shopping. However Brick would be the
ultimate decision maker. “Look, I think we should
investigate this shit on our own. These fucking cops are
already looking at Powered citizens, and we gotta clear
our names. So let’s fucking go and stop them from just
arresting another Powered and blaming us.” the team
got ready to head out.
*7:00 P.M., Old Town, December 31st*

Richard woke, hanging upside down, in an old warehouse. “What the hell?” he tried to see in the darkened
room but about the only thing he could make out was
a shadowed form in a chair. “I KNOW WHO THE
FUCK YOU ARE SKIN EATER!” He yelled in panic as
Fire-Bird had been spending Christmas in Old Town
he tried to escape from his bondage. The form silently
with Flora, Brick-House, Carmelita, and Smog. She
stood and walked forward. “When I came to this plane,
hadn’t understood the Christmas tradition on her
I found beauty in its chaos … my own world was so
arrival on Earth, but was learning about the holiday
uniform … so together. Yet yours is not uniform. I
from her new friends. They were secretly snuggled
wished to understand this, so I began to strip your
up in Flora and Carmelita’s parents vacation house.
bodies of skin. However unlike my world … your skin
Flora had been able to put aside her feelings over their
isn’t your brain … so I opened up your skulls. Your
relationship and accepted it in her own way. Brick was
brains are so tiny and yet so large.” Its words conveyed
helping out Fire-Bird with shopping..
strange beauty and cold appreciation towards human
anatomy. “However Richard … your mind isn’t unique
Brick and Fire-Bird walked out of the store they had
compared to the others. I have watched you for weeks
been in, looking for clothes, to be confronted by a mass
… blindly accepting your life. You complain, whine,
of people. The crowd was standing around a hanging
cry, and bitch about your situation. You go out and
body that had been skinned. The older residents of the
have affairs while your wife swallows your gardener’s
town were freaking out over the return of The New
private parts. I will be changing that now.” The Skin
Year’s Stalker. Brick explained to Fire-Bird the backEater shoved a spike into Richard’s head and slowly
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tore his brain out.
*8:00 P.M., Old Town East, December 31st*
The five were scoping East Side, an industrial area in
Old Town, Fire-Bird was using the murders of the
previous ten year cycles to get a location. “I think it’s in
one of these warehouses,” she said. She was sitting on
the shoulders of Brick who was sprinting to keep up
with Smog and the Fae sisters who flew overhead.
The warehouse was rather unremarkable, but the generator on the side of it still provided power to the blazing lights while the other buildings were dark. “That
should be the one,” Brick said. Smog fell out of the air,
to be caught by the Fae sisters, his powers had been
acting a little oddly since the last day of school before
break, either flaring up uncontrollably or manifesting
in strange ways. “I’m sorry guys,” he said getting up,
clutching his heart. “I don’t know what’s going on with
my powers, but I’ll get a hold of my grandpa when
this is all over.” Fire-Bird and Brick circled around the
building whilst the others walked straight up to the
front door. Smog’s fire burst it open and they ran in to
confront the entity.
In the centre of the room sat the Skin Eater surrounded by corpses. It rose from the ground and turned
around with a smile on its fanged face. It was a black
shadow, its body dripping black tar, its claws drenched
with blood . “As soon as I claim my last body … I am
free.” It roared before throwing black tar at the group
knocking them unconscious. Fire-Bird and Brick,
broke through the back door seconds later only to
be met by the same fate. Smog stood and pulled the
tar from his body as the entity looked at him angrily.
“What are you boy?” it asked as Smog glared at him,
black flames emitting from his hands. “Ah … one of
your kind, I thought I had killed all of you.”
The Entity threw a spear of black tar at Smog whose
whip-like flames demolished it. “What am I?” he yelled
as he checked to see if his friends were ok.
“You, boy, are now an endangered species.” The
Skin-Eater said as it leapt at him, but Smog used the
whips again to sling it back to the ground. The boy
raised his hands as his eyes turned as black as the mind

of Charles Manson. “SHEZ’CHU TAHKOR!” Smog
yelled in a dark voice as The Skin-Eater lit ablaze. It
pointed at him for a split second before turning to
smouldering stone. Smog then freed his friends from
the tar before coming to his senses. “What the hell
happened?” Carmelita asked as Smog scratched his
head. “I threw fire at it, and it turned to stone. I guess it
didn’t do well with fire.” Fire-Bird went and called the
police from the outside payphone before the team left.
*12:00 A.M., January 1st, The Fae Vacation Home*
The Team happily watched the ball drop in Times
Square, they were victorious, but Smog was worried
about his powers, and what had happened to the entity
known as the Skin Eater. However, his worries were
temporarily erased when Carmelita gave him a New
Year’s kiss. The Team would deal with the rest of the
year’s problems when they got back.
*3:00 A.M., January 1st, Eagleton Academy*
Freddy was running in the main school building with
the remaining Goths hot on his heels. He had been
fleeing them all night. They wanted to question him
about the attack from “The Raven.”
As he turned the corner he was grabbed by the Prep
leader, and the Goth leader. “We got ya now you panty
waist sissy bitch” the Prep leader taunted as ‘Rin’
started questioning him. “How is he attacking us from
beyond the grave huh? Did you do some ritual to bring
his ass back?” she asked the confused Freddy, who got
their meaning as he felt a jolt in his body kick them
both across the room. He noticed his hand was vibrating at high speed. Oh no , not now, he thought as a
black blur sped by and the Prep leader suddenly found
he could see behind him in a whole new manner with
his head twisted 180 degrees. Rin screamed and ran as
a letter, written in blood, was painted across the lockers. “I’LL SEE YOU SOON LIL BRO. MARCUS“ Freddy saw the other Goths turning tail, their leader wiped
off blood, the fear in his eyes glowing like a candle.
((Second Half of Season 1 for both Star Seers and Eagleton Starts February.))
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We both descended
the stairs to the main
deck. Sergeant Peck
walked down onto
the pier and spoke to
the three constables
waiting there. All
three unwrapped the
blankets and coats to
reveal shotguns and
oak handles or a pry
bar.
The three officers
took post by the gap
in the wall of crates
that led to the alley.
From there they
could see anyone
attempting to leave
the ship and would
also see anyone who
tried to enter the
cabin behind us.
He then returned to
my side, and we both
looked into the cabin
corridor.
We stepped inside.
There was no light in
the corridor apart
from that which
came from the open
door. As we entered,
we blocked that light
and were walking
into deep shadow
and darkness.
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I found myself blind
within no more than
a few feet and
stopped. From
behind me I heard

the sound of a match striking, and suddenly a flickering
flame sprang up in the sergeant’s hand, a small candle he
had pulled from one pocket or another.
“Good thinking, sergeant. Let me have that, and I’ll go
first.”
He handed me the candle, and I walked a few steps to the
first cabin on my left. This door was unlocked and more
like a normal door.
It opened to a simple push, and the light from the candles
revealed a strangely shaped room. The curve of the wall
and roof, which I had seen from the deck, left much of the
room low and claustrophobic. The floor was covered in a
great pile of rags and scraps of canvas, piled higher around
the edges and lower at the centre of the room. It looked
for all the world like a giant nest of some sort, but this
could not be where the crew slept. What sort of men
would huddle together on the floor in a nest of rags?
There seemed to be no furniture in the room, save for a
few hooks on the walls for hanging clothes or coats. No
chairs, no beds, no bunks.
I had no desire to search under the rags, and as we sought
something the size of a bear, it was clearly not hiding here.
Then with a start, a thought came to me: Did bears live
like this? Could this be the monsters lair? No, my rational
mind replied. The outer door had been locked, and the
door to this room had been closed. Did this monster
politely open and close doors?
Having reassured myself, I then noticed that my right
hand was in the pocket of my coat, my police revolver
held in a death grip. I forced my hand to relax and slid it
out of the pocket.
I returned to the corridor, perhaps a little faster than was
warranted, perhaps not.
As I passed, I tapped the wall on the right. It was solid and
without any sign of a hidden door. It seemed that the
stairway down to the hold took all of the space that would
have been a cabin.

A few steps further on, we came to the pair of doors, one
left and one right. I chose the door on the right to open
first. The door had opened no more than a crack when the
stench hit me. I pressed my right sleeve against my nose to
try to block the foulness that drove me back a step.
Like the docks on a hot summer day when the entire cities
sewage had been dumped there to mingle with the
discarded fish from the days catch, the stench was beyond
belief and beyond endurance.
I step back again then turned and walked quickly to the
welcoming light of day and the fresh air of the deck.
Sergeant Peck was right in front of me; as soon as I had
turned to flee, he had done likewise.
We both reached the deck and drew deep breaths of the
fresh, clean air.
“Cough. Might want to let that one air for a bit, inspector.
Something died in there, and that’s the honest truth.”
I whole heartedly agreed with him on this one, but before
I could reply, I noticed movement on the docks. All three
constables had seen us rush from the cabin choking and
gasping; they had taken steps towards us as if to offer help.
I waved them back. “The air in the cabin is truly foul; we
will let it clear for a minute. Nothing to worry about.”
They did not look reassured by my words, and it was at
that point that my mind began to speculate as to what the
smell was. Had we found the rotting corpse of another
victim?
After a few minutes I tried to enter the cabin again and
found the smell little diminished so I returned to the
cargo hatch and spent some time trying to see if there was
anything stored below that was not hidden by canvas.
“It’s a bit better now, sir.” Sergeant Peck’s call broke my
train of thought, and I realised I had been day-dreaming.
Clearly, this time in hospital was having a greater effect on
me than I had thought possible. Day-dreaming of all
things.
The stench was much diminished now, but still foul
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enough to be most unpleasant. I stepped back into the
corridor and walked to the opposing doors. I pulled the
door to the right closed. That one could be left for a while.
Instead, I opened the door to the left and found another
room much like the first, another nest of rags and cloth.
What manner of ship was this? Did the crew truly sleep in
these rooms? If not the crew then who, or what, slept
here?
Again I had no desire to turn aside the rags and search
more deeply, so I stepped out of the room and closed the
door.
One door remained, at the far end of the corridor. We
took the few steps required to reach this last door and I
tried the handle. It was locked.
The captain’s key did not fit this lock; it was small, and
more like a household lock than the heavy and secure
locks that had sealed the main doors into the cabin.
“We may need to search these rooms a little more carefully, sergeant.” The thought was unpleasant, but we needed
to search this room.
Sergeant Peck stepped past me and in a single movement
kicked the door; the thin wood shattered; the lock
smashed and fell to the planks of the deck.
“Door’s open, sir.”
I limped to the open door, the lock torn out of the cheap
wooden panels.
The room was shadows and darkness, the shapes of
furniture and nameless lumps on the floor.
Suddenly my mind spun, my thoughts twisted. I knew
this, I had done this. Where was Garrety?
As quickly as it had come, the confusion vanished, and I
was myself again. Sergeant Peck was peering into the dark
room; this was not a dream. I stepped to the doorway and
lifted the candle to cast light into the room.
Beside me, Sergeant Peck drew a deep breath then exhaled
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it. “Bugger me. Er, sorry sir.”
In front of us was a narrow stair which ran to the left and
down. The entire aft of the cabin was an open space and
set several feet lower that the deck on which we stood. It
was filled with machinery and the strong smell of smoke
and steam and coal dust.
I stepped into the room and down the stair to the floor.
This room extended forward, under the cabins above, the
space no more than a few feet high and filled with coal.
More coal was piled in bins along both walls to a good five
feet in height. Bronze tanks, water most likely, stood
behind the mass of machinery and along the stern.
Sergeant Peck had walked straight up to the machine and
was now rubbing his hands on the wheels and sides of the
great device, muttering as he did so.
“Triple expansion, forced draught. Secondary expansion
chamber, high pressure bleed. A beauty, what a beauty.
Drop fed coal loading. Twenty-two knots easy.”
I coughed. “Sergeant, I had no idea you were so knowledgeable about steam ships.”
He managed to look embarrassed without his expression
changing. “Sort of a hobby, sir. You won’t be mentioning
this to anyone, will you sir? Don’t want people getting the
wrong idea.”
Now he definitely looked embarrassed. “Of course not,
sergeant. A gentleman does not go gossiping.”
He looked relieved and was about to turn back to the
steam engine.
“Still, your knowledge is most useful. You seem to have a
good grasp on what this is.”
“Yes sir. This is a wonder. French-forced draught intake on
a triple-expansion drive. Even the navy hasn’t started
using these yet. Long, thin hull, this beauty diving her.
Twenty-three knots, maybe more.”
He paused as my puzzled look registered.

“She is fast sir, very fast. Outrun most ships, a few sailing
ships can catch her if they have the wind, but she will
outrun most anything else. Nothing the excise lads have
will even get close, and I reckon she can outrun the navy
as well. Real beauty.”

“Sergeant, I heard something in the cargo hold. I’m going
to have a look.”

I glanced at the coal and water tanks. “Fast yes, but what
sort of range?”

I went up the stair and along the corridor to the ship’s
deck, turning to the open double doors and onto the
staircase down to the hold.

He looked at the coal bins and then stepped round the
steam engine to gauge the size of the water tanks.
“Well, at full speed she will be thirsty and hungry. Spain
for sure, Italy maybe. If she runs slower and burns less
coal, America maybe, South Africa, maybe the Arab
nations. Of course she can always refuel on the way.”
I considered that carefully, that sort of range and speed
suggested that this ship had cost someone a great deal of
money. What sort of cargo where they carrying to pay for
all of this?
Click.
This was something the excise men should be appraised
off, perhaps even the navy.
What had attracted the monster to this ship? The young
man in the tavern had said the monster was taking their
bith shugg something. Perhaps that was the value that
made this ship worthwhile.
Click.
What was that?
“Did you hear something, Sergeant?”
He was clearly focused on the boiler and gearing of the
steam engine and had heard nothing.
Click.
It seemed to becoming from forward, but at this level.
Behind the coal bins. Was there anything under the other
cabins? Of course, the cargo hold.

He grunted to say he had heard me though he did not
speak.

Click.
There it was again, closer now, clearly coming from the
hold.
I walked down the stairs to the shadow-filled hold. I was
alone. The sergeant was still in the engine room, but
somehow that was not important.
In front of me was a clear area, a walkway between the
cargo, that led from here along the centre of the hold to
the bow. Directly in front of me were crates piled one
upon the other. Canvas sheets covered the top, but I could
see the lower crates and some markings on them. I
recognised the letters but not the language.
I stepped toward the centre of the hold and the cleared
walkway. As I did so, the glint of dull metal caught my eye.
One of the strange barrels of aluminium was on its side in
the clear area, the top smashed in and the contents gone,
just as I had seen in the sewer where I fought the rats.
Beyond it were torn canvas and several more of the small
barrels scattered on the path next to a stack of many more
to the side. There were dozens stacked four or five high,
perhaps scores. The ropes and canvas that secured them
were ripped apart on the side, and there were several gaps
showing where barrels had been taken from the pile.
Click.
This time it was close, very close. Just beyond the pile of
metal barrels. Where the shadows became deepest. Where
there was movement within the shadows, a dark form,
massive, shoulders far wider than mine. Strange shadows
and shapes. Almost like horns and scales.
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