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Cover art by Angela Gonyea-Sheffer. Angela Gonyea was born in 
upstate eastern New York, she took fine Art at State University of 
New York at Plattsburgh. After years of hard work, she has become 
a Adirondack Artist with many landscapes of the local lakes, ponds, 
rivers and mountains. She also does charcoal portraits,  ballerinas 
and fantasy art. She is the owner of Angela Gonyea’s Fine Art and 
Jewelry, as well as Princessfrogi Arts and Publishing Services. Ange-
la loves to teach art, and Is also writer, a registered nurse, a Buddhist 
lay Lama. Angela also sings and plays the bass is her band Samsara, 
with her husband Andy Sheffer, and sons, Adam and Drew. Um...No 
she hasn’t any free time!





 From the Captain’s Chair: 
Greetings Far Horizoneers! Hope you’ve all been 
taking your anti-gravity pills today?
I know I have, and I’m on cloud 42 (Hitchhikers 
AWAY!)… We have reached across the galactic 
plains of nothingness and been inspired to bring you 
yet another fantastic issue! 
We visited PAX Aus in late October, and November 
brought out the deranged author in most of our little 
group; you’ll see the fantastic results in our NaNo
WriMo special. The fantastic first chapters of our 
contributing authors have been graciously provided.
We end the year with greetings and wish-
es of wellness to all. Watch out for the dragons while they decorate trees, Zom-
bies hanging their rotting entrails with care, and aliens as they descend 
upon us with probes of anal nature… not a gift that I personally would like! 

If you would like to contribute to Far Horizons, we would love to hear from you!
You can like our Facebook page: https://www.facebook.com/farhorizonsemag and send 
us a message
or email us at info.far.horizons@gmail.com 
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Part I

Tavis Slackhat was a Garden Gnome. That’s Gnome 
to you lot. Not a nome, not a nom, but a proper Ga-
nome.
His beard was long and white. His jacket was bright 
red with a bit of fading and some wear on the left 
sleeve where that big one grass-eater had hit him. His 
trousers were the dark green of spring leaves. His boots 
were black, but not as shiny as they had been.

His hat was red, bright red, really bright red. But sadly, 
not a normal Gnome hat.
No, Tavis had once had a fine Gnome hat, tall and 
straight. But he had been young. He had seen that big 
old ginger tom, and instead of doing what all Gnomes 
do and stand still, he had run for it.
The cat had given chase because, well, it was a cat, and 
cats chase things.
Then there was the pond and the fish and slippery 
stones.
It had taken him a week to get out, and by then his 
wonderful tall Gnome hat was sort of floppy and bent 
over and hung down his back.
So Slackhat it was. Not the most proud of Gnomish 
names, but at least he wasn’t that poor sod Periwinkle 
Barearse.

There was a council of war going on. Gnomes from all 
over had been summoned to the council.
No less than three commanders and even some of the 
elders were here.
Everyone sat or stood or fished and talked slowly so no 
one could see them move.
Gnomes do a lot of that, Gnomes running around is 
very frowned upon. Young gnomes play a bit, but are 
quickly encouraged to stop such un-Gnomish be-
haviour.
Doing nothing is the Gnomish way, which is why 
fishing is the only real Gnomish hobby. Nothing like 
fishing for doing something while doing nothing.
Anyway, there was a problem. 
Pixies!
Thieves and backstabbers, the favourite nasty boys 
of the elves. No elf would stoop to getting his dainty 

A Gnomes TAle
By Jim King or How A mighty Gnome 

Hero Gained His name
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hands dirty; they sent the pixies to do all the nasty 
jobs.
Yes, there were pixies on the housing estate. Several 
birds had already been killed, their little broken bodies 
left to mark the edges of the pixie territory. A squir-
rel had been attacked and now had a nasty cut on her 
nose.
Pixies meant trouble and so the council had been 
called.

Mrs. Perkins was a big one. Humans they called them-
selves, but no one else called them that, because every-
one thought of themselves as being human, not just the 
ruddy great lumbering big ones.
She had just come home, shopping bags full of the 
week’s food and a powerful need for a cup of tea with 
just a drop of whiskey.
As she was trying to get her door key out without put-
ting down her bags, she glanced to the left and noticed 
that her neighbours next door had filled their garden 
with gnomes. It was odd; she didn’t notice all those 
gnomes when she went out this morning.
Then she got the key out, and thoughts of a nice cuppa 
chased any thoughts of gnomes from her mind.

The council had been talking for several hours now. A 
few had suggested that they go looking for the Pixies 
but they were shushed. Going out looking for trouble 
was very un-Gnomish. Some had suggested asking for 
help. Black Tor was close by, and the Dwarves would 
not take well to having thieving Pixies nearby but that 
would be as good as saying the Gnomes couldn’t look 
after their own estate.
Eventually they reached agreement. They would do 
nothing in the Gnomish way.
They would spread out and keep watch, a Gnome in 
every garden, and wait for the pixies to come out of 
hiding.
A good Gnomish plan that, wait and see.

Tavis Slackhat had been sitting in the garden on guard 
since the winter. The rains of January and early Febru-
ary had left him soaked all the time, but the fine sun-
shine of March had dried him out and left him feeling 
happy.

Tonight though, the heavy fog had rolled in, and he 

could barely see the garden fence thirty Gnome lengths 
away. He was especially alert this evening. This fog was 
perfect cover for the Fae to come sneaking past, and 
a squirrel messenger had brought him word just last 
week that there was a big person newborn three houses 
down.
The fog muffled sound as well as sight, and so he saw 
the pixie at the same time that he heard it and by then 
it was almost close enough to touch. Staying perfect-
ly still to keep hidden behind the natural magic that 
made all Gnomes look like stone statues if they didn’t 
move, he tensed himself and waited.
The pixie came closer and started to pass the Gnome. 
To the pixie or indeed to any fairy or elf, a stationary 
gnome was nothing more than a stone, and so the pixie 
was caught completely by surprise when Tavis smashed 
in the back of its head, killing it instantly.
As the body fell and vanished into sparkles when it 
returned to the Fae realm, Tavis heard the rustle of silk 
and barely turned in time to block the blow of a pixie 
blade that was slashing towards his throat.
There were more of the thieves. Of course, one pixie 
could not carry a big person baby; there were proba-
bly at least three if this was a snatch squad. The pixies 
would carry off the human baby, and there would be 
an elf around somewhere with the changeling. Even 
the touch of a big folk was dangerous to an elf which is 
why they sent the pixies to do the dirty work.
Tavis whistled as loudly as he could, both to alert the 
other nearby Gnomes and to summon a messenger 
squirrel, and then he had to concentrate on fighting. 
The pixie was fast and agile. Even with just a pixie 
dagger against the longer gnomish club, the pixie had 
the advantage.
Slash and block, swing and dodge. The battle could 
only go one way, and all too soon the pixie blade struck 
home in Gnomish flesh. Tavis was mortally wound-
ed, but the pixie thought the battle was done and had 
dropped its guard.
The gnome’s club hit with all the strength the dying 
gnome had left and he hit the pixie across the knees.
Tavis’s last sight before life left him and his body began 
to sink back into the earth was the pixie writhing on 
the ground with shattered knee caps.
The messenger squirrel had been dozing several gar-
dens away when she heard the call and had bounded 
over as quickly as she could, but she was too late. She 
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saw the last flash of red as the body of Tavis the gnome 
turned to stone forever.
Pausing only to bite the head off the screaming pixie, 
she fled back to the trees to report this to the closest 
Gnome commander, the one fishing by the pond at 
number 31.
The baby girl slept on, not knowing or caring how 
close she had come to being snatched by pixies and 
replaced by an elf changeling.

The messenger squirrel ran along the branches of the 
tree then dropped down to run along the garden fence. 
She was forced to drop into several gardens and run 
across them on the ground, but it was dark. She was in 
a hurry, and the only thing that saw her was the sleepy 
old hound in number 35.
She reached 31 and ran the length of the fence to reach 
the front garden where she found Ebly Bighook in his 
favourite position, sitting on a mushroom with a fish-
ing rod in his hands.
She dropped down to the grass and ran across to him 

and quickly explained what she had seen.
“Bugger it,” came the reply, spoken with un-Gnome 
like haste. “Tavis was a good Gnome.” Then a thought 
came to him: the local Dwarf clan owed him a big fa-
vour. Maybe they could do something about Tavis.
 Ebly stood up, picking up his sitting mushroom and 
fishing rod as he did so.
“They will be after the newborn in 24. Best we be there 
first then.” 
He set out across the garden with what was, for a 
Gnome, a fast pace, and as he did so he gave the squir-
rel some rapid instructions.
The squirrel ran off as Elby scrambled up the hedge 
that separated the garden from the stone path and 
then the black ground where the big ones land dragons 
slept.
No Gnome likes to go anywhere near the black ground. 
It’s a nasty unnatural stuff. Not earth or stone or wood. 
It got hot enough to boil a Gnome’s feet in summer, 
and it was always covered in land dragon dribble.
Plus, it was where the land dragons lived and slept, and 
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no Gnome interested in a long life went anywhere near 
them.
Huge great things, roaring and bellowing, their breath 
made you choke, and they would crush you flat as soon 
as look at you. They were too fast to run away from, 
and standing still just got you killed when they ran 
over the top of you.
Oh, and they had huge glowing eyes.
Only the big ones were stupid enough to go anywhere 
near the land dragons.
But Elby needed to be on the other side of the black 
ground. Moving as carefully as possible he slid between 
two of the sleeping dragons. The stench nearly made 
him sick, but he was a gnome commander, and he had 
fought an elf so a sleeping dragon didn’t scare him.
Much!
He made it to the open area, and holding tight to his 
hat, his fishing rod, and his sitting mushroom, he ran 
across the vast empty area of black ground. He was 
panting by the time he reached the other side. He was 
out of shape that was all. It was nothing to do with the 
black ground or being in the open or the dragons. No, 
he was just out of shape.

The pixies slid through the fog, over fences and under 
fences, until they reached the garden of the big ones 
house where the smell of milk and sick was strongest. 
The newborn was here.
They had lost two on the way over, some gnome in a 
floppy hat had leapt out and ambushed them, but they 
got him in return, and now the remaining four had 
arrived.
This should be easy; the big one house didn’t even have 
a dog.
The biggest pixie waved the others towards the house, 
and then it was a quick climb up the brick work to an 
open window where the newborn was lying unguard-
ed.
The last thing the pixie saw was a big stone fishing rod 
coming towards his face and a voice shouting “Get em 
Lads.”
With surprise, the five Gnomes and one squirrel made 
short work of the pixies, all but the smallest one who 
had been bringing up the rear. That one turned and 
fled as soon as the Gnomes attacked.
Unfortunately for him, he ran straight into next door’s 
cat which had been stalking across the grass planning 

on fresh squirrel for dinner.
By the time the cat has finished trying to work out why 
the funny little two-legged thing that it had just clawed 
turned into a cloud of sparkles, the squirrel was gone 
and the garden was empty of anything apart from a few 
Gnomes.
Cats being cats, the fact that one Gnome was fishing in 
the middle of the lawn wasn’t important, and the cat 
turned away and went down the garden following the 
smell of frightened squirrel.
Elby waited till the cat had gone and called the other 
Gnomes together. It was time to go back to their gar-
dens. Job well done.
Just before he left the garden to go to collect Tavis and 
take him back to the Gnome hall, Elby glanced up 
towards the open window on the big ones house.
There was a flicker of movement, more imagined than 
seen, but for just a second it looked for all the world as 
if a teddy bear standing on the window sill had saluted 
him.
Elby left the garden, and high above him in the baby’s 
bedroom, an ancient, tattered teddy bear returned to 
his job.

To be continued



This email arrived last week and I don’t make it a habit to answer such mails in a public forum. I am 
making an exception this time and have decided that it would be best to share this with everyone out 
there. I’m posting this behind the publisher’s back since the editors of Far Horizons would frown upon 
panic mongering and probably wouldn’t approve of my doing this. It might just cost me my future with 
the magazine, but I’ve come to the conclusion though that the needs of the many outweigh the needs of 
the few.

Dear Horror Story Man at Far Horizons Magazine,
My name is Virginia Weese, and I’m in the 4th grade at Johnny Clem Elementary School in Newark, 
Ohio, and I have a question that my Mommy and Daddy won’t answer. At the beginning of December, 
our teacher Mrs. Huddy was telling us about Christmas in other countries. She told us about the bad 
Krampus man who takes away naughty children and eats them. This scared us all a lot, but since we 
aren’t babies anymore none of us really believed her. It was just a cool story. 
Anyways, my friend Billy Pierce said that he had heard from the 6th graders that it was a true, cross 
my heart hope to die story! And so Billy says to me that he’s awful scared that he will get taken away 
by the Krampus man. Billy said that his mommy and daddy were always after him to be gooder and 
not so bad. And that he heard his mommy and daddy talking one night when they thought that he was 
asleep that they wanted to send him to the Campus. He thought that the Campus was what the growed-
ups called the reformatory up in Mansfield where the bad children go. He says that now he’s all scared, 
because he thinks that maybe they really said Krampus and not campus. I saw him later on and that he 
said that the Wikipedia told him that the Krampus man comes on December 5th. I told him not to be 
a baby and believe stupid stories. My daddy says the Wikipedia is bullshit. I’m sorry for the bad word, 
but that is what my daddy says a lot. Anyways, Billy never came to school on the day after the Krampus 
is supposed to take the bad kids.  I aksed Billy’s parents where was, and they looked at me funny and 
said that he had gone to live with his grandma down in Carolina. I know that this is a fib. Billy told me 
his gramma is in Pataskala in an old folks’ home. I went home and told my mommy and daddy, and 
they told me not to believe stupid stories and that if Billy’s parents said that he was at his gram’s, then 
that’s where he is. Daddy said that if I keep pestering Billy’s family, I’ll get a spanking. I looked on the 
internet and saw that your magazine had told about the Krampus man. So now I’m writing to you as 
my last resort. Can you help me??? Is there a Krampus???

Your friend,
Virginia

By Doug Draa



Dear Virginia,
I am deeply moved and honoured that you got in touch with me. I hope that I can be of some assistance and that 
I might be able to clear up a few things. You seem like a bright kid so I won’t talk down to you and sugar coat the 
situation. I have some good news, and I have some bad news.

The good news:
Yes Virginia, there is a Krampus.

The bad news:
It’s so much worse than your ten-year-old mind could ever have imagined!

It’s like this honey, big people lie. They lie to children all the time. Sometimes they lie to protect you or to keep 
you in line, and sometimes they lie to keep you vulnerable. Michael Jackson and the Octo-Mom are good exam-
ples of lies used to keep you in line, and the Krampus is the other kind of lie. 
For you see dear, the Krampus is as old as the world is and just as real. When people talk about the Krampus, 
they are actually talking about a European bogeyman from some mountains that they call the Alps. (I hope 
that you are taking notes so that you can Google all of this later.) This bogeyman helps Santa Claus into scaring 
children into behaving. They tell them that if they are bad the Krampus will get them on the night before Saint 
Nicholas day and take them to hell and eat them or drown them on the spot. This is a very old story from a 
people called the Norse. You can think of them as the Vikings. They believed that the Krampus was the son of the 
lady who ran their Hell. Her name was Hel. Anyways, when the Christians came and got rid of the old religions, 
they added some of the old religions’ beliefs into Christian traditions to make the people happier about being 
Christians. So the Krampus, being active during the winter, ended up with a Christmas connection that went on 
for hundreds of years. 
We now have to move up into the 1920s. A group of explorers and archaeologists were way out in the Gobi Des-
ert looking for old cities from a long time ago. Oh, this is in China. And they actually did find one city that had 
been buried in the sand for many thousands of years. Nobody knows who these people were or even if they were 
people. One of the things that they found while digging up the old city was an old book written on some kind of 
funny metal that had never rusted. They call this book the “Ghooric Manuscript”. After many years of hard work, 
some very smart people were able to translate it.
It tells the story of how the world was before people came into it. And the book says that a long long time ago the 
world was full of monsters who were the bosses. Finally these monsters were chased away by some even stron-
ger monsters. Some of these monsters got killed; some got locked up at the bottom of the sea or sent into other 
dimensions (These are kind of like worlds between the worlds.); some went into hiding. The book goes on to 
tell that one of the monsters who went into hiding was the Krampus. Except that Krampus is not its real name. 
People in old times gave it a new name because they believed that if you say its real name out loud, you will get 
its attention and it might come after you. And believe me honey, that’s the last thing that you want. 
The Krampus’ real name is “Shub-Niggurath.” They also called it the “Goat of a Thousand Young.” A recent 
translation of the book shows that the earlier scientists made a mistake. The correct translation is the “Goat with 
Thousands of Young.” This is a reference to the countless children who have been taken away over thousands of 
years. Even the cavemen had Krampus trouble. This is also why they like to portray the Krampus as a great big, 
hairy, devilish goat man. The truth is, though, that the Krumpus is so horrible that they were too scared to make 
any pictures that showed how truly awful the Krampus actually is. We only have one picture of the Krampus that 
shows how truly horrible a monster it is. A little boy named Matt Fox survived a Krampus attack and drew a 
picture of it for a magazine once he grew up and became an artist. I don’t want to scare you, but here is how the 
Krampus truly looks like.

I hope that this isn’t scaring you too much, because it’s only going to get worse. So fasten your seat belt, it’s going 
to be a bumpy ride from now on.



In olden times, the people thought that the Krampus/Shub-Niggurath was a kind of god. Not GOD, but a god of 
sorts. And back then people used to give presents to the gods. And traditionally, these presents had to be things 
that held great value for the people that they didn’t want to part with. These were things like food that they didn’t 
have enough of, gold that they didn’t have much of, or children that they had plenty of. You call these kinds of 
gifts “sacrifices.” So sadly, a lot of times the people would “sacrifice” their children to the Krampus. Historical 
records show that the Krampus was most active during the days which had the longest nights. They called this 
the Yuletide. This is also Christmas time. That is why the old church decided to pair up the Krampus with Santa 
Claus. They also knew that for some reason, maybe magical, the Krampus could only roam around the moun-
tains we call the Alps and only for a few nights in December when the nights are longest. 
Now they think that World War I had something to do with it, but afterwards, the power confining the Krampus 
to the Alps had either been weakened or destroyed. They assume this because directly after WWI, the reports of 
Krampus attacks began to be experienced farther and farther away from the Alps. It was in the early 1920s in the 
States when little boy named Matt Fox survived and reported the Krampus attack he experienced.

Now I have to tell you the worst part dear Virginia, so please be brave. It’s been suspected for a long time now 
that many of these Krampus attacks are neither coincidences nor punishments dealt out to naughty children, but 
actually sacrifices arranged by mommies and daddies who want to get rid of their children. That’s correct honey; 
some mommies and daddies are setting up their own children to be taken by the Krampus!

It seems that the mommies and daddies who want to get rid of their own children use chalk to scrawl a special 
symbol above their front door on Krampus night to let the Krampus know that there’s a sacrifice waiting inside, 
and that it is welcome to come in and receive it. For you see, the Krampus can not enter a house that is protect-
ed by a special symbol called the “Elder sign” nor can it enter a domicile where it has not been invited to enter. 
Investigations have shown that the symbol used most often by rotten parents looks like this.

 But please do not despair Virginia for all is not lost! Even a small one like you can protect yourself and your 
friends. Uncle Doug is going to tell you what to do!

First, you‘ll have to spend the next eleven months practicing sneaking downstairs at night after your parents 
go to bed. You’ll need this skill during the days that fall before and after the fifth of December. These are the 
days when the Krampus is underway, collecting sacrifices. If you see that your parents have actually been mean 
enough to leave the symbol above the door, then wash it away immediately. This isn’t a guarantee that the Kram-
pus will pass your house by. It will reduce the chances though. For you see, just placing the sign above your front 
door will have already drawn the Krampus’ attention. It’s not a guarantee, but at least it will be a start.
Now all’s fair in love and war, or as my grandpa used to say “payback is a bitch.” So if you want to get even with 
your mommy and daddy, all you have to do is to redraw the symbol upside down and backwards. This will turn 
the Krampus against those who originally drew the sign. Of course it would be smart to hide in the attic for the 
rest of the night, just to be on the safe side.

Now so far I’ve shown you the easiest way to “hopefully” survive the night. I have to be honest though, it seems 
that the Krampus also takes un-offered sacrifices when the mood strikes it. So here are a few tips to increase the 
odds of you making it through the night in one piece.

1: The Krampus is big and squishy. It also has a lot of legs and tentacles (which have sucking mouths on their 
tips) and has a hard time squeezing into tight spaces. Think of it as a big transdimensional Octo-Goat. So find a 
closet or crawl space to hide in.

2: Being squishy, the Krampus isn’t very strong. So barricade your bedroom door and keep an axe by your side 
at all times. Or, if you can find one, a shoulder-fired RPG or acetylene torch is even better. You can’t kill it, but at 



least you will go down fighting like the brave 
little trooper that I know you are.

3: STAY AWAKE! So hoard up on a 
few cases of Red Bull or keep a Mr. 
Coffee machine hidden under your 
bed. A second of napping could result 
an eternity of indescribable suffering 
and agony!

4:  The Krampus has a sort of dog 
who accompanies it at times. This 
dog’s name is “Tindalos,” and Tin-
dalos can do a very special trick. 
Tindalos can come through angles 
and bring the Krampus with him. 
Now an angle is where two straight lines 
come together. So mix yourself up a big batch 
of plaster and fill in all of the corners in you room 
where the walls come together with each other and 
where they meet the floor or ceiling. This will at least 
force the Krampus, if it even comes, to use the front door. You 
don’t want to be surprised from above, behind, below, or between. Believe it or not, Tindalos can attack from 
in-between

5:  Have an escape route. If all else fails,, you should have a rope ladder ready or a big aluminium one leaning 
up against the house directly under your bedroom window. There is no shame in running away. So forget any 
crap about cowards dying thousands of deaths. You only die once, and it’s usually the heroes who fall first!

6: Have surrogate sacrifices ready. If you haven’t already turned the tables on your parents for selling you out, 
then make sure that other victims are close at hand. Once you’ve fled via step five, you should run like hell to a 
neighbouring house and break in as quickly as you can. Start screaming bloody murder once you have gained 
entry. You want to wake up the people in the house. The screaming will not only accomplish this, but should 
also place them in a confused and frightened state of mind. Now, head out the backdoor as quickly as possible 
and run as fast and as far as your chubby little legs will carry you once you are sure that they are awake and 
coming down to investigate the ruckus.

That pretty much covers it. I hope that I have been of some assistance, and that I have given you the means to 
survive the holiday season next year.
 
So yes Virginia, as sure as there is a Santa Claus and Cthulhu, there is a Krampus.

Good Luck,

Douglas Draa
Hack Horror Writer
Far Horizons Magazine.
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by K.M. Herkes
PreViouslY:

Part 1. When Master Merchant 
Linnea grew tired of trail dust and 
travel, she retired from the trade 
routes to the backwater town of 
Haresford. She loves selling her 
small treasures to the townsfolk 
and the travellers on the edge of the 
desert, where she can still watch the 
desert caravans pass each season. 
Many of the customers for her trin-
kets and treasures are students at 
the nearby mage’s schola, sent there 
to learn mastery of the essence that 
powers spells used in all walks of 
commerce, art and science. 
Her favourite young customers 
learn her secret—that Linea, too 
had once studied magic and even 
taught the discipline. She tutors 
them, at the low, low price of their 
silence, until the past that drove her 
from the halls of magic’s most pres-
tigious school to the caravan trails 
catches up to her. 

Part 2. Even as Linnea makes 
preparations to abandon Haresford 
to protect her secrets, students and 
masters at the schola begin to dis-
appear as well. Convinced to attend 
one last party on the grounds of the 
school, Linnea finds herself caught 
up in the mystery. She and all her 
young charges are threatened by the 
return of a deadly legend from the 
schola’s past. Their efforts to drive 
the creature back into the shadows 
fail, and then their attempt to flee 

goes horribly, horribly wrong. 

Part 3. The attack was too unexpect-
ed, too overwhelming to resist—and 
it was over too quickly to scream. 
One instant, oblivion was sucking at 
Linnea, draining the life from her, 
and the next a chill pool of magelight 
surrounded her where she crouched, 
shuddering, on a flagstone floor.
A hand brushed her shoulder, and 
Master Maclin’s voice filled her ears. 
The mage’s fingers clutched at the air, 
and his chant took on an imperious 
note. An odorous cloud appeared 
before them and split with a wet, rip-
ping sound. Shandra staggered from 
it into clear air. Oily black vapours 
spilled from her robes and soaked 
into the stones at her feet, staining 
them dark. Maclin sank to his knees 
with a muttered curse. Shandra, 
white-faced, abruptly sat down beside 
him and whimpered. 
Maclin was wearing only a nightshirt, 
and his bony feet stuck out beneath 
the hem. He pointed at Shandra. 
“You! You don’t deserve that robe, you 
hooligan. First you wake me by rudely 
bursting past my personal wards, and 
then you require rescuing from your 
own fumbled spell? What is wrong 
with you?”
Shandra blinked and shook her head. 
Maclin’s expression lightened. “You 
have to expect a backlash headache, 
with technique like that. Why were 
you fighting me when I pulled you 
in? I nearly lost you to limbo.”
“I wasn’t—” Shandra’s voice failed her.
She seemed not just weak, but 
drained of vitality, her expression a 

caricature of apathy. A shudder ran 
through Linnea as she realized how 
closely death had missed them both. 
Magical transport had been no safer 
than mundane means after all.
 Maclin took a closer look at Shan-
dra, then pulled the covers from 
his bed and wrapped her in them, 
fussing over her like a nanny. While 
Linnea explained their precipitous 
entrance, the supposed disappear-
ances and her theories about their 
cause, the old mage dug his robe 
out of a packed traveling bag and 
dressed himself.
At the end, Maclin shook his head. 
“If I had not seen that thing Shan-
dra almost dragged in here, I would 
think this a story devised to ease 
my humiliation. You’re certain of 
all this? I was not losing the essence 
of my spells? Something truly was 
feeding on it? That’s why it felt dif-
ferent in your shop?”
“Yes, I think so. When you came 
off the schola grounds to me, it 
took longer to find you. I’m sorry I 
couldn’t sense it. It must be affect-
ing everyone, but you were the only 
one perceptive enough to notice the 
interference.”
The old mage snorted. “Don’t flatter 
me. I admit that it’s a relief to learn 
that my talents were not turning 
fickle after all.” 
 “It’s monstrous, whatever it is,” 
Shandra asked. “I’ve been sucked 
dry. I couldn’t cast a candle flame 
right now. How could a monster like 
that be here without anyone know-
ing?”
Linnea said, “Everyone always tells 
me that Haresford schola is old. 
How old, exactly? Do either of you 
know?”
“Far older than the town,” Maclin 
said with a shrug. “As are most 
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scholas this close to the desert. It’s 
been settled and abandoned tens 
of times over the last millennium. 
When the sands come, the land dies 
and the people leave. Stone endures. 
When the desert retreats, settlers 
return.”
Haresford town was over a century 
old now:  a prosperous, bustling, 
trade nexus. “And how long have 
these tales about your ‘Well-Thing’ 
been around?”
“Forever,” said Shandra. “There are 
old records that the children use for 
copy practice which mention –oh! 
That’s it, isn’t it? Some earlier quo-
rum bound an essence-eater inside 
the schola wards, and we lost the 
warnings. It could only squeeze out 
a little at a time, but it kept wearing 
down its wards until now it’s broken 
free?”
“Do you have a better hypoth-
esis?” he replied. “The schola is 
overcrowded now, and there have 
been so many moon passes this 
season—if anything was bound or 
warded here so long ago that the 
protections were cracking already, 
then all the activity could have inad-
vertently broken through old, failing 
bindings.”
“This is irrelevant,” Maclin said. 
“The question is: how can it be 
stopped?”
“Do the stories hold any clue?” Lin-
nea asked.
“None that I’ve heard,” Shandra 
said. “They all revolve around its 
incompetent or lazy victims.”
Maclin said, “Most purely mag-
ical creatures can’t be destroyed. 
They can only be trapped or—” He 
stiffened, then rose to his feet and 
approached his door as if hypno-
tized. The little colour remaining 
in Shandra’s face drained away. Her 

lips shaped a prayer or a curse. Linnea 
wondered what her blindness was 
hiding from her.
Maclin clutched the door handle with 
a shudder, then pulled it wide open. 
The portal was filled from floor to 
ceiling with a knotty, whirling dark-
ness. It was too solid to be shadow 
and moved too intentionally to be 
smoke. A veil of blue and silver shim-
mered in front of it; the room’s wards 
were becoming visible as their power 
drained away.
The frail membrane bulged inward, 
then flattened again. Maclin stepped 
back without taking his eyes from the 
creature his magic was holding at bay. 
“Well,” he said with false cheer, “at 
least we know it isn’t terrorizing the 
children right now.”
Tendrils tapped and swirled, testing at 
the wards. The motion was mesmer-
izing. Maclin gestured, and the silver 
brightened a little. “I can’t hold it long 
alone,” he said. “Linnea, cast a second 
warding. Quickly, please.”
Linnea’s heart jumped in her chest. 
Cold sweat trickled down her spine. 

“I can’t,” she admitted in an ago-
nized whisper. “I’m sorry. I can’t.”
“Linny, you have to try,” Shandra 
huddled in her blanket, as if to 
make herself a smaller target. “I 
don’t care if you hate magic. I’ve 
nothing left to pour into a spell. 
There’s no one else. You have to do 
something.”
A single hysterical laugh escaped 
Linnea’s control. “What do you want 
me to do?” she asked. “Dance? Tell 
it with jokes?  Don’t you under-
stand, Shandra? I couldn’t light 
a candle on my best day. I never 
could.”
 Maclin glanced at her. “What? But 
you’re a master.”
“Mastery is awarded for knowl-
edge,” Linnea said bitterly. “I know 
magic inside out, well enough to 
impress even the hidebound quo-
rum in Geferell. I’m adept in every 
aspect of the art except one. I can no 
more channel essence than a rock 
or a twig can. No, a rock has me 
at a disadvantage. A rock could be 
enchanted. Any spell cast directly at 
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me rebounds on the caster, some-
times violently. The results for me 
are equally disagreeable.”
“But if—” Maclin hurriedly moved 
back again as the wards began to 
sizzle and spark harder. The bubble 
of light retreated with him, drawing 
inward from walls and ceiling. In 
the centre of the smaller glowing 
bubble, surrounded now by living 
darkness, Maclin turned on Linnea. 
“How can you be essence-resistant 
with that magnificent aura? “
Shandra sat up straighter, and Lin-
nea saw understanding light up her 
eyes. “Natural resistance combined 
with that strong an aura,” she said 
in a strange voice, “would cause a 
phenomenal level of physical inter-
ference.”
“Unprecedented,” Linnea agreed. 
“Everyone told me so, from the 
moment I passed Geferell’s gates on 
testing day, to the day I left with my 
master’s cloak in my backpack.” 
The fragile wards overhead buckled 
and quivered under the pressure of 
the shapeless monster outside, and 
they all looked up. Silence fell.  Lin-
nea could not take her eyes off the 
thing. It was beautiful, in its way, 
and watching was easier than mov-
ing. Intellectually, she knew apathy 
was one of the creature’s weapons. 
It was a subtle one, to slip past the 
physical resistance that was turning 
her bones to ice, but she no longer 
cared enough to panic. 
Maclin sank to the floor beside 
Shandra. He did not bother to dis-
pel the wards, but without his active 
attention, they inexorably shrank, 
their energy being absorbed by the 
shadows. Static crackled as the crea-
ture breached the weakest points. 
Shandra watched its progress with 
feverish interest. Maclin asked, “For 

faith’s sake, why study magery if you 
can’t practice?”
“Patterns,” Linnea said. “Pattern and 
precision and beauty.”
Shadow dripped down from the 
wards, poised over Maclin’s head like 
a hood of midnight cloud. It was not 
beautiful at all.  Shandra grabbed his 
arm and dragged him out of the path 
of destruction. Blackness splashed to 
the floor beside Linnea. It rose into a 
wobbling, quivering mass, its motions 
excruciatingly slow, its growth still 
constrained by the slowly eroding 
wards.
 “Get up,” Shandra told Linnea. “If 
I can concentrate, you can. You taught 
me how. Fight. You can stop this 
thing, you fool.”
“What would you have me do?” Lin-
nea asked. “Teach it manners? Hit it 
on the nose with a stick?” She swat-
ted idly at the swelling mass. “Bad 
monster. Bad. Go home to your well 
and stay where you belong, warded 
beneath flowing water.”
Her arm sank into the shadow and 
went dead to the shoulder. That shock 
finally penetrated the mental numb-
ness that had been smothering her 
fear. She leaped away, staggering into 
Shandra and Maclin. To her surprise, 
the shadow mirrored his retreat, 
shrinking into itself and withdraw-
ing beyond the shredded remains of 
Maclin’s wards.
The respite was a short one. The 
blackness crept forward again, 
squeezing slowly but surely through 
the wards again. Linnea examined her 
hand, which was stark white and chill 
to the touch.
Shandra said, “Oh, well. I’d hoped you 
might repel it, but I guess you only 
taste bad.”
Linnea clenched her numb fingers 
into a weak fist. The thing had not 

been able to absorb her. Her arm 
was useless with cold, the inevita-
ble aftermath of a close brush with 
magic, but it had not been eaten 
away. What would happen if she 
gave the monster a larger bite?
She could hope that it would be 
enough of a shock to drive it farther 
back. With a lot of luck, it might 
be so repulsed that it would leave a 
gap to the door, so that Shandra or 
Maclin could get to the laboratories 
and warn the rest of the master’s 
quorum. Maybe, if enough mages 
provided opposition, the creature 
could be bound again or destroyed.
It was a slim hope, at best.  If she 
was wrong, if her hope was a vain 
one, then she would never know. 
She would be dead before she knew 
it. 
Shandra and Maclin crowded 
against her sides as the monster 
encroached on their last refuge. 
Its lower edge bubbled, oozing its 
emanations of apathy again. Linnea 
found time to marvel at how diffi-
cult the decision was, even when 
she had so little choice.  With a 
prayer to gods she knew seldom lis-
tened, she stepped into the groping 
shadows. 
Paralyzing cold sank through skin 
and muscle as soon as the creature 
touched her. Essence froze her lungs 
solid and turned her bones rock-
hard. She barely had time to regret 
her actions before her thoughts 
ceased to move.

She woke in a warm bed, with a 
warm feather pillow cushioning her 
head. Sunlight caressed her face, 
and the scents of dust and flowers 
tickled her nose. Her bones still felt 
as if they were made of ice: brittle, 
fragile, and cold. Magic, muted but 
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strong, surrounded her.
 She sat up, slowly. Her bed was in 
a room that appeared to double as 
a storage closet. Shelves lined all 
the walls, even above the single 
small window. Maclin was sitting 
on the window sill, chatting with a 
sparrow. When Linnea moved, the 
old mage sent the bird away and 
grinned at her.
“None the worse for your adventure, 
I see,” he said. “And what an adven-
ture it was.”
Linnea could think of nothing polite 
to say. A peek under her blankets 
confirmed that she was whole, and 
dressed in a light robe. Everything 
that should move did, although her 
muscles all complained of stiffness 
in a chorus of aches. 
Maclin continued talking at her, 
unperturbed by the lack of re-
ply. “That creature — whatever it 
was — shrank down around you 
like a shroud and proceeded to go 
through the most amazing contor-
tions you could imagine. It couldn’t 
absorb you, but it also apparently 
couldn’t stop trying. Quite an im-
passe.”
“Quite.”
The old mage shot her a piercing 
look. “You couldn’t have known that 
would happen, of course.”
The rest of Linnea’s clothes were 
draped over a nearby chair. She 
used dressing as an excuse to ignore 
the comment.
Maclin cleared his throat. “Shandra 
ran as soon as the door was clear, 
and she brought the whole quorum. 
The sight of you was quite sufficient 
to move them to action. We did 
bind the thing below running water, 
if you’re interested. This time the 
wardings are carved into the walls, 
so that no one will forget to renew 

them when they weaken with time.” 
He paused. “Your actions probably 
saved the whole schola last night.” 
That remark relieved Linnea’s biggest 
worry that she had lost days or weeks 
to unconsciousness. The caravan had 
not yet left. She still had time to catch 
it. “I did what I could,” she said as 
she pulled on her boots. “It was little 
enough.”
“It was enough,” the old mage replied. 
“Imagine how you’d feel now if you’d 
hung back in fear and let it eat Shan-
dra and me first.” 
Linnea imagined it. She swallowed a 
lump of painful emotions. Maclin left 
his window perch to sit on the bed. 
Linnea braced herself for the question 
she knew was coming.
It came. 
“Linnea, why did you keep your 
nature a secret? Shandra told me how 
upset you were, when she took your 
name as her mastermark. Is that why 
you’re pulling up stakes and moving 
on?  Were you afraid of exposure?”
It would have been too much to ex-
pect that detail to be forgotten in the 
excitement. “Yes,” she said, pointedly 
ignoring the first question. Maclin 
was too wise not to know the answer 
to it already. No one reached master 
rank without understanding the pow-
er of pride. “And now, with thanks for 
the night’s lodging, I’ll be on my way. 
I have an expedition to manage.”
The old mage spread his hands wide. 
“Why not stay? There’s no secret to 
protect now. You’ve no reason to be 
ashamed. No one would think your 
resistance a handicap. Not after last 
night. Take a posting here, Linnea.” 
“Did Shandra put you up to this?”
“No. The quorum had time to discuss 
it, while they—we—worked out the 
binding spells. It was a unanimous 
vote. We could use a master with your 

kind of skill and discipline, and 
courage.”
Linnea saw gratitude in the old 
mage’s eyes, and she saw respect 
as well. That was something she 
had never truly expected to receive 
from another mage, and the gift 
warmed her. She said, “And besides, 
I wouldn’t need much lab space.”
Maclin laughed. “You’ll stay, then?”
“No,” Linnea said. “I’m grateful for 
the offer, but no.”
The old mage’s smile disappeared. 
“If you’re afraid the children would 
lose respect once they knew —”
“No,” she interrupted. “I’m not 
afraid.” 
“No?” Maclin’s voice betrayed his 
confusion.
 “I never liked structured classes. I 
learned to love being a merchant. 
I’m not running away this time. I’m 
choosing what I want. I want to ride 
the trade routes again.” She waited 
until a full measure of disappoint-
ment settled over Maclin’s face 
before she added, “At least once 
more. My money’s already invest-
ed, Maclin. You can’t expect me to 
throw it all away.”
The old mage’s smile returned with 
a sly edge. “But if you chose to settle 
in a backwater town on the edge of 
the desert, and if you happened to 
open a shop with evening hours …”
“… then I might not object to a stu-
dent or two coming my way,” Linnea 
finished cheerfully. ”If they needed 
a little help.”
They sealed the deal with a hand-
shake, and Linnea left for the 
caravan grounds, glancing over 
her shoulder at her future every so 
often, and smiling the whole way. 

The End 
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He stared at the small container, which seemed to 
shimmer as it caught the light. From the moment 
he’d opened his eyes, it had been all he could see, 
almost as if the bottle was calling to him.

“It’s yours.” The sound echoed through the small 
room, causing the man’s face to scrunch up and 
breaking of perfect silence.

“What is it?”

The outline of a figure moved in the otherwise dark 
room. “Bottled memories. A chance to never look 
back at the man you once were. You came to us, 
seeking a new life. We removed all that had once 
been you and placed it in that bottle.”

She finally stepped into the light, looking at him. 
“It’s one of the services we provide to those who 
have lived a life they no longer wish to have. Along 
with your memories, we changed your look. Helps 
keep the past from returning.”

“Why did I want it all changed?”

“It’s not our job to know why, only to change what 
you request us to change. Some are unhappy, 
others have done evil… A few are just bored.” 
Holding out her hands, the woman gestured to the 
walls and then at the bottle. “You will always have 
this room to return to and decide if you wish to 
make it yours or not. It’s included in your payment. 
But once you take it back, you’ll never be able to 
remove it again. The process is only doable once.”

Looking at the bottle again, he wondered what had 
brought about the change in him. “What if I 
\wanted this life removed? The one I’m about to go 
live now?”

She raised an eyebrow at the man, a smile twitch-
ing at the corner of her lips. “That, we could do. But 
you’ll only ever be able to drink one past.”

“I think…” He turned, heading out the doors and 
away from his past.

Watching him walk away, the woman knew he 
would be back.
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Hi there! I’m Daniel S. Liuzzi, a poet and aspiring writer 
from Gasport, New York, who is a lover of sushi (anything 
Japanese really), video games, and a good movie. Unfor-
tunately, that’s all I can say about myself when it comes to 
introductions at the moment, but I’m hoping that that will 
change someday.
How long have I been writing? Well… I want to say most of 
my life, but that was just kids’ stuff you know? Just writing 
random things down that make sense only to you or writing 
assignments for school that sort of thing, but when I decided 
to take it seriously and peruse it was back in late 2010 early 
2011. Originally, writing was not as I saw it in my future be-
cause at the time I was in school to work with animals, but in 
the summer of 2006 I had to take a writing class in college. 

My professor, who has a Doctorate in Literature, taught at Universities in Germany, Eastern Europe, and here in 
the states before teaching at my alma mater and two popular universities where she taught Russian Literature, 
which from my understanding was her specialty.
I remembered her because we had this interview at the end of the semester after our finals, a one on one meeting 
discussing the final paper and our overall grade. I got a good grade, I want to say it was a C+ or a B, but she ex-
pressed how she was disappointed with me and said to me with her broken English that with some work I could 
become a writer. At the time, like a College-aged jerk, I just blew it off and was happy I passed, but after I fin-
ished College I realized that she was one of the only teachers I had who expressed that she believed in some form 
of ability that I possessed. I forgot her name, but I remember that conversation.
As far back as I can remember, my first story I wrote was about me finding a treasure map and finding a chest of 
gold hidden behind Niagara Falls, sounds childish right? Well it was, I was ten when I wrote that. My first pub-
lication of anything I wrote was actually two poems called “A Cool Starry Night in May” and “Starry Night in 
November.” Both poems were published in the June 2011 issue of the Taj Mahal Review by Cyberwit.net. My first 
story that was published is PROJECT OXIDE for Far Horizons e-magazine. I originally was going to submit it 
to Weird Tales Magazine, but their website at the time (and I think it still is) was down. I saw that FH was under 
their “Liked” pages so I checked them out and here I am!
Since I’m a late bloomer when it comes to reading, I can think of two authors who really inspired my writings at 
the moment. My style I like to think was inspired by Vince Flynn, who’s famous for his Mitch Rapp spy novels, 
the fast paced action from beginning to end style, but was descriptive enough that it did not take too much away 
from the story. The second is H.P. Lovecraft. His creativity was ahead of his time kind of like Kafka. It’s hard to 
explain my interest of Lovecraft’s works, just like how it’s hard to explain the creatures that came from them! 
When it comes to writers I really enjoy reading from, it is hands down Gosho Aoyama and his manga Detective 
Conan or Case Closed as it’s also known as. LOVE that manga!
My favorite genre to write in would be non-fiction/fantasy and horror mainly because ANYTHING can happen! 
I like to use personal interests to be part of the stories because if it’s something I like then I would have no prob-
lem writing about it for long periods of time and not get bored with it. I like horror because let’s face it, we all 
like to have the chance to scare people for fun…and not get in trouble for it.
At the moment I’m working on multiple stories and poems, but I put a lot of my other smaller works on hold 
to work on my first novel called Hunter and Yōkai. I don’t want to go too much into detail except that I’ve been 
working on this story for a year and four months now (it’s almost done by the way!) and as soon as I complete it 
and do some cleaning up on it, my plan is to then find an agent to look at the story.
To sum up everything that I’ve had published, it would be four poems and one short story that was split up into 
two parts, but I’ve been bitten by the publishing bug so I have no plans on slowing down at the moment, and I 
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hope this energy I have to eventually lead me into the right direction.
Why yes I do have a Facebook page! I usually post little random things on there as well as updates about stories 
or other works and progression I make on them. I also have a twitter but I’m not really on that a whole lot. 

My Facebook page URL is https://www.facebook.com/pages/Daniel-S-Liuzzi/244889948862844 
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By Kristy Carey
There is one surefire way for me to tell how much 
I enjoyed a book. Something beyond the inability 
to put it down, or a desire to spend my day lost in a 
world of someone’s making.

Wishing I could join the cast and become part of 
the story.

I’ve never been one to see myself as the characters, 
but rather to imagine joining them on their next 
adventure and being a member of such a wonderful 
group of people.

Controlled Descent was one of those books. I’d 
barely finished it before my mind was wandering 
into other future storylines, wondering what they 
do next and wanting to join them. Fewer stories do 
that to me over the last few years, but I find it’s the 
indie ones that have more of a chance.

Justin Wyatt is a maddening inventor of things most 
people only dream of. Like a Leonardo, he is some-
times constrained only by the technology available 
to him.  That however, never stops him from Mac-
Gyver-ing together some pretty kick-ass toys.

Alison Gregorio has the pleasure of being the 
woman we all wish we could be. Smart, sassy, bold, 
and sexy. It’s her ability to assess and understand 
situations, people, and the world at large that takes 
her from ‘along for the ride’ to ‘important asset’ in 
no time at all.

The surprising cast of characters that join into a life 
or death adventure make for a complete family of 
misfits.

Once or twice characters, figured out some import-
ant tidbit of information, and I felt a bit like Watson 
to Sherlock, struggling to catch up. But even those 
moments of ‘wait, what did I miss?’ didn’t pull me 

out of this fascinating world.

I wish the back of the book could have had short 
dossiers of the five primary characters, along with 
a picture, so I could remember who was who. At 
times, the personalities of a few blended with such 
strong similarities, that rereading was needed to 
understand who had said and done what.

More than once, I burst out laughing and was able 
to message the author to let her know that some 
scene or another had me rolling, and how much I 
enjoyed this piece.

It receives 4 1/2 stars from me, for pulling me into 
a world filled with excitement and intrigue. Unlike 
a movie that starts and ends in a matter of days, 
months pass and you feel the tension of wanting to 
solve the problem as much as the characters.

Kristy C

BOOK REVIEWS



9 november 1989, East Berlin.

“and there you have it, a historical day for 
germany and for Europe as the Berlin Wall 
has been opened.”

 helmut muted the triumphant voice 
of the television.  he turned to his guest 
with a somewhat quizzical expression and 
a simple question.

“What now?”

 The man that helmut knew only as 
Dimitri was all smiles. “This is a great 
moment, comrade. I never thought I’d live 
to see the day that the West would 
surrender.”

 helmut understood Dimitri’s feelings. 
The divide between East and West had 
seemed permanent. helmut wondered 
which events future historians would deem 
responsible for the fall of the capitalists. 
Would it be america’s defeats in Vietnam, 
Central america, and Mexico? The failure 
of the West to recover from the economic 
collapse in the wake of Israel nuking Syria 
and Egypt? President Mondale’s decision 
to unilaterally disarm? The Soviet victory 
in afghanistan and the subsequent 
liberation of the Persian gulf states? The 

collapse of naTo following the green 
Revolution in West germany? 

 helmut caught himself and smiled. 
now just germany, he thought.

 for now, it really didn’t matter. 
Europe had come to its senses and joined 
their socialist comrades. america would 
have to follow suit or disintegrate. helmut 
had read reports of socialist movements 
that were preparing for secession in new 
York, California, and Michigan. The course 
charted by Marx, Lenin, Stalin, 
Beria, and andropov had led to the dawn of 
a socialist future, he thought. Still, there 
was one nagging, more personal concern.

“Well, what about us?”

 although it seemed unlikely, Dimitri’s 
smile actually widened. “There’ll always 
be work for men like us. as long as there 
are enemies of the People, the state will 
need the KgB,” he clapped his hand on 
helmut’s shoulder, “and the Stasi. now, 
let’s get that bottle of Stolichnaya I know 
you have in the freezer and go celebrate. It 
looks like one hell of a party out there.”

 helmut grinned. It sure does, he 
thought.



PAGE 23

I am Cody Lee Powell, and I live in Dallas, Texas 
in the United States. I am thirty years old, and 
generally spend my time playing video games, 
watching movies, playing around on the inter-
net, and reading books. 
 
1. How long have you been writing for?
While I had to write several times for school, I 
began writing for personal entertainment about 
thirteen years ago. I started out writing a sto-
ry for friends, and then moved online where I 
would write small bits for friends, and then onto 
an internet message roleplaying board for Star 
Wars, which is still going to this day. I spent sev-
eral years writing there, at The Gungan Council, 
and then began attempt to publish my work, 
where I transitioned to Far Horizons. 
 
2. What was your first story? 

My first story was when I was in the second grade. I wrote a story about a place called “Acodyia,” which was 
named for when my teacher called on me and would go “Uh…Cody…uh…” It was about people living on the 
clouds, and each cloud “nation” was named after a family member. My brother’s country was the white clouds, 
and I had the black clouds, and they would war. Apparently, much of the fighting mirrored the state of the Cold 
War as it wound down, according to my parents. 
 
3. Which authors/writers are your inspiration? 
Many authors influenced me, from Steven King, Dean Koontz, Louis L’Amour, Mark Twain, Bram Stoker, Edgar 
Allen Poe, and many others. However the writer that influenced me the most recently and drew me to writing 
short stories is H.P. Lovecraft, and now influences the majority of my work.
 
4. What is your favourite genre to write in and why?
Horror and Fantasy are my two favorite genres. These, to me, provide the most enjoyment and flexibility to write 
in. 
Horror stories have always, to me, held the most natural human reactions from the world around them. Not to 
say that humanity responds only out of fear, but that we all have fear at some point in our lives. We all respond to 
the unknown with at least a small amount of terror, and it’s terror that helps us know we are truly alive. Horror 
stories are often the ones that stick with us, and I love the feeling of thinking of the story long after it has been 
completely read. Horror often takes place in the most natural and realistic worlds as well, allowing for the fear to 
be something so unnatural that the characters cannot often comprehend what is truly happening, and that is part 
of what makes horror fascinating. 
Fantasy is great because it removes the boundaries of what you’re writing about. So long as your internal logic 
is sound, you can have monsters in New York fighting Chihuahua’s with super powers and tanks. Fantasy allows 
us to explore other worlds and scenarios, to see what life would be like. It allows us to escape the mundane and 
enter the amazing. We can leave the boring normality of our lives and escape somewhere else, where anything 
can happen. Fantasy holds a similarity to horror, but allows for the exploration and enjoyment of whatever event 
is taking place. Fear allows for great stories, but moving past it and exploring the wonder that you have found is 
also important. Fantasy allows you to be scared, but move forward anyway, and often receive a reward that fear 
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would have deprived you of. 
 
5. What are you currently working on? 
Currently I have several short stories in the works. I am writing a story now that might not be a short story, de-
pending, involving a geological dig that does not proceed as expected. I have plans for a story about a ghost ship, 
and a few others. 
 
6. How many stories/books have you published? 
Counting the pieces present in Far Horizons I have four stories currently published. “The Face in the Flames” 
and “Revenant” are posted here in Far Horizons. I also have “The Azure Lights” in a Halloween compilation 
story by Bob Franks, available for free on Smashwords, and I have a story published in Authors Against Bullying 
by Bree Vanderland. 
 
7. Do you have a website/Facebook author’s page, and what is it?
Yes, you may find me at: https://www.facebook.com/CodyLeePowellauthor
8. What made you choose to write?
Originally, I begin to write a story for my friends that involved all of them as characters. As time went on, many 
people expressed enjoyment of the story, and asked for more. As time went on, I began to enjoy writing and 
wrote for fun. My main problem, however, was that I tended to go on and on when writing, and most of my 
work was never finished. Eventually, I began to read the works of H.P. Lovecraft, and saw how he wrote his short 
stories, and it was something that I both enjoyed and felt inspired by. I wrote a small story and shared it with my 
family. At the urging of my father, who really enjoyed the story, I began to submit to Clarkseworld Magazine. De-
spite being turned down several times, I still enjoyed writing, and continue to hope to bring stories to the world 
that can be enjoyed. 
9. What situations in your life lead you toward this field and how does the creative process effect you in your 
daily life?
Writing was something I did for personal entertainment until my father encouraged me to attempt to become 
published. He enjoyed my stories and for a time they were written by him, but even after his passing I continued 
to enjoy it. Mostly, it affects me in that I often times find myself thinking about what events could transition into 
a good story from my daily life. I sometimes will find myself watching a movie, or reading a book, and think-
ing “that would be great if they had fleshed this idea out more,” and sometimes I form stories around that in my 
head.
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“It’s like they think they’re the paragons of inno-
cence or something,” she said, twirling her blonde 
hair and looking blankly at the girl next to her, who 
nodded as if it was the gospel truth.

Profiling might be wrong, but damned if it wasn’t 
accurate sometimes. These girls were a perfect 
example of ‘blonde bimbos.’ Resigning myself to 
listening to their chatter for the rest of the bus ride, 
I plotted how I’d kill my brother for breaking my 
headphones the night before. I swear, the only time 
I even use them is for the bus rides to and from 
school.

“I mean, who the hell cares if you’re a virgin or not? 
S’not like my blowing Coach Carter makes me any 
less pure then they are. I’ve never had sex.”

“What about that time with Billy Janson?”

“He didn’t put it in, just rubbed it against me and 
came on my boobs.”

OH MY GOD!!! Were they honestly talking 
about… Wait, Billy Janson? That was the creepy 
janitor at the mall. Who the hell would want him 
to…why was I caring? Slumping further down 
in my, annoyingly, assigned seat, the plots for my 
brother’s death became more elaborate and painful. 
He wouldn’t be getting off easy for this. Oh no, it 
would take days, weeks maybe.

“I wish I was still a virgin,” the second one said. 
“Can’t believe that guy tricked me into having sex.”

“Oh yeah, I remember seeing that. You were so 
wasted. I wanted to stop you, but Kyle was eating 
me out, and it felt way too good to stop.”

Would the torture never stop? What on god’s 
purple earth had possessed them to talk about 
their sexual misadventures on the only day I didn’t 
have headphones to tune them out? What had 
they mentioned at the start of it all? The only thing 
that had sounded intelligent. Oh yeah, ‘Paragons 
of Innocence.’ Must have been talking about those 
weird kids that pushed for nothing with the word 
‘sex’Min it to be done before marriage.

“Hey, if you sink any lower, you’ll be under the bus,” 
a voice behind me said. Looking up, I saw Cory, our 
school’s resident ‘Goth.’

“I’ll take that over listening to the Barbie twins talk 
about how much sex they have or ‘haven’t’ had.”

He chuckled, “Yeah, the Purity Club caught up with 
them the other night and laid it on pretty thick 
about staying pure and not doing anything sexual. 
Riled up the blondes around school.”

“Who the hell cares if someone does or doesn’t?”

“Well, obviously the pact—ah—Pacters and the 
blondes.”

Shifting so I was turned to look at him, I smiled. 
Cory was one of the nicest guys in our school, once 
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you got past the black lipstick and nail polish. “I 
think the Pacters, nice word by the way, need to get 
laid. I hear it’s relaxing.”

“Oh, an unacknowledged Pacter?”

“Hardly. In case you hadn’t noticed, most guys don’t 
pay attention to me, I’m the ‘creepy girl who proba-
bly smokes out back,’ despite having never done so.”

Cory shrugged, “Most high-schoolers can’t be 
bothered to look past the surface of who we are. I 
supposedly cut myself, but that’s never happened.”

“You’re the ‘Goth’guy, so you’re supposed to be all 
into death and sorrow and crap like that. Never 
mind that I remember when you were Cory Tory, 
the kid who used to rhyme everything,” I said.

“Oh fuck, I can’t believe you remember that. It 
actually took me two weeks to stop doing that, once 
I realized I was a dork.”

Laughing, I ended up wincing as one of the bimbos 
screeched a moment before the bus smashed into 
something fairly solid.  Turning around, I blinked 
at what that ‘solid’ thing was.

“Crap,” I mumbled, blindly digging into my bag. I 
did not need this right now. Risking a glance be-
hind me, I noticed Cory had vanished. Half-stand-
ing, I looked around the bus for him. Most of the 
students were crowding their way off, so I figured 
he had done the same thing. “Finally!” I cried, pull-
ing out the smartphone I kept hidden away.

Taking another look around, I sat back down and 
managed to mostly hide myself as I dialed a num-
ber and pressed send.

Can I just say that changing into a ‘magical’ girl 
while you’re lying on the seat of a bus is not some-
thing I wanted to repeat any time soon. Bad enough 
I had to carry on this stupid family thing, but if 
anyone figured out it was me, I was screwed.

Yay for having a magical smartphone that could 
teleport me out of the bus and behind the monster.

“Hey, bug brain. Looking for a real fight?”

Who said that? I was supposed to be the snarky 
one, giving quirky quips to the big and evil things 
that seemed to wander around our city like it was 
free pass day from the looney farm.

Ah, there was a guy standing on top of the bus. 
Guessing that’s who stole my thunder. Ok, let’s see 
if I can remember the phrase my mom told me had 
to be said for the baddies to know why they should 
fear me. Something about ‘paragon of truth of 
something.’ Oh yeah.

“Yo, ugly. Stand down, or prepare to fight the pure 
truth that only love’s mighty strength can grant. ”he 
turned to look at me, frowning.

I kid you not, he frowned at me. Jerk.

“What?” I yelled at him.

“You thaid it wrong.” He got out. Don’t think words 
are what that mouth was meant for.

“I what?”

“You thaid it wrong. Ith ‘The paragon of truth will 
thow me the thrength only love can grant.’”

I glared at him, this really sucked. I hated my fami-
ly. Stupid magical people with their stupid magical 
phones and annoyingly pink outfits.

“EEKKK! Look at him. He’s so sexy!” one of the 
bimbos screamed, as the magical guy jumped off 
the top of the bus, landing next to me.

“I don’t mean to interrupt this reunion, but think 
we could do away with this dark creature?” he 
asked me, sounding annoyingly right, and kinda 
like someone I knew.

“Fine, whatever.” Looking him over, I didn’t bother 
with a few of my ‘attacks’ knowing they’d just annoy 
him and cause lots of damage. I swear, magical peo-
ple did more property damage than the monsters.
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Taking my little tiara off, I screamed out the ‘spell’ 
to release it. Someday, I was gonna learn if I had 
to say it all, what with the spinning around and all 
that, or if I could just throw the damned thing.

“By the light of the sun, by the grace of the moon, I 
send thee back to the hell from which you came!”

“What about more banter?!!” he cried, just before 
my tiara struck home, and he splintered into a mil-
lion little pieces.

“New to this?” the guy asked, smirking down at me.

“Yeah, look, I’ve gotta go. But please, don’t steal 
the spotlight again. Town’s only big enough for one 
magical dweeb and I’m it. Got it?”

“Sorry, I’m here to stay.” He said, before swirling 
his cape (Really, a cape?) and vanishing in a puff of 
smoke.

“Well crap,” I said, pushing a few buttons on my 
phone and letting it transport me away, while trans-
forming me back to me.

The only good thing about that whole thing was 
that the bus ride home wasn’t filled with more 
annoying chatter about sex. Nope, instead it was all 
about how hot the guy was and how inept I was.

Isn’t easy to find out that just because you turned 
sixteen, you were stuck being a magical girl for 
the next few years. I was mostly able to tune them 
out as we finished the drive to school. Never had I 
been so happy to finally arrive. Not even Cory had 
been able to get me out of my funk, even if he didn’t 
seem to know why.

“YOU LOOKED SO CUTE!!!” my mother yelled, 
yes yelled, the moment I walked in the house. “I 
saw pictures on the web. Oh it’s so nice to see you 
out there doing something productive.”

“It’s on the web? Shit, this sucks.”

“Who was the guy?” This came from Jayden, my 
brother, who I think was thrilled to not have to take 
up the mantle of ‘magical hero.’

“No clue, but he said he was here to stay.” I 
shrugged and flopped on the couch, “How long do I 
have to do this?”

“A few years. College will have to be local. I wasn’t 
sure if the powers would take, since it can skip gen-
erations. You’ll get the hang of it later on,” she said, 
flouncing out to the kitchen.

I think the only saving grace was that despite her 
weirdness, she wasn’t one of those ‘homebody’ 
moms. And I really did love her.

Looking at my brother, my twin actually, I made 
a face. “Was there a video of me screwing up the 
opening line?”

“Ha, I knew you’d flub that. No, no video. But I’m 
sure one will surface at another fight.”

My brother was a genius, so he’d already graduated 
from school, and I envied him. I’d skipped a grade, 
but he’d skipped three.

“You owe me headphones, jerk. I had to listen to 
the Barbie twins prattle and it sucked. Never again, 
so you better get them for me soon.”

“Anything good happen to you today?” he asked, al-
ways trying to find something to be positive about.

“Cory talked with me. Been a few years since we’ve 
actually done that. Forgot how nice he was.”

“See, that’s why you shouldn’t wear headphones. 
Talk with him tomorrow. If it sucks, I’ll buy you a 
pair of noise-canceling headphones. The good ones 
too, nothing cheap for my twin, the magical savior 
of our derpy town.”

“Ugh, don’t remind me.” Shifting, I pulled out a 
notebook. “I need your help with some math. I 
kinda got distracted during class and missed some 
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stupid step that seems to have been vital.”

Not only was the next day enjoyable, the next week 
was one of the best I’ve ever had.  Between chats 
with Cory and my brother’s research into my pow-
ers, Saturday became one hell of a great day.

“Ok, you can change your look. They say all you 
have to do if find your own inner strength, and the 
costume will slowly match that. So, what do you 
love and want to protect? What drives you?” he 
asked, looking up at me from his laptop. We were in 
the old treehouse out back, hidden away from our 
parents.

Phone in hand, I thought it over. “Ah… I’m pas-
sionate about not being a magical girl. I’m driven to 
get whatever this is, done with.”

“Come on Brynn, you can do better than that. Mom 
explained why she took up the mantle of it.”

“But, I don’t want to take up the mantle,” I said, 
groaning. “I just wanna live out my normal high 
school years and get out of town.”

“Then, you’re gonna be stuck looking like that for 
the rest of your life.”

He stood and shrugged as he shut down the laptop.

“Fine!” I hated when he was right. Wasn’t fair, ‘cause 
that was most of the time. “I’m passionate about 
writing. Always have been. And sketching, and… I 
want to go to art school someday.”

“Dial up the number,” he said, sitting back down 
and looking away. There was the whole ‘kinda na-
ked’ thing about the transformation.

Eyes closed, I let my passions flow as I dialed up my 
‘transformation’ number. Was much easier to do 
standing up, had to remember that for next time.

“Holy crap.”

“Bad?” I asked, peeking through one eyelid at the 

mirror we’d dragged up there.  “Oh. Crap.”

Gone was the too short skirt and little dress look in 
pinks and other annoying colors. Instead, I stood in 
some sort of loose pant with a false skirt front and 
back. The top a pretty simple turtleneck, cropped a 
bit to show my stomach, but it was light years ahead 
of the other look. Best part was the color: a dark 
purple with hints of copper and teal.

Turning some, my eyes widened. I was wrong about 
the best part. “I’ve got a fucking sword!”

“Ok, this is pretty badass.” He said, grinning at me 
as I turned and moved. “You still have a tiara, but 
the stones amber colored now. Kinda like your 
eyes.”

Stepping up to the mirror, I couldn’t believe the 
transformation was sill me.  “I’m dreaming. No way. 
This is the same powers mom had.”

“Have you ever seen what grandma looked like? 
Or Cousin Susan? Each one was a little different. 
‘Course, this is very different, but that could be be-
cause you’re not like them. Would make sense. Hell, 
it even changed your hairstyle.”

With his mentioning it, I bothered taking a look 
and was astonished by the image looking back.  
“It’s... What happened?”

“It’s longer, and has a funky cut. Can I be honest 
Brynn? You don’t look like you. But, it’s in a good 
way. Before, it was obvious that you didn’t want to 
be this person. Not sure how mom’ll react, but I 
think she’ll be happy you’ve found your own vibe 
for this.”

He kissed my cheek and gathered up his laptop. “I’ll 
do some more research to figure out if the powers 
changed much or not. I’d suggest being careful if 
something attacks, since there’s no way of knowing, 
and I don’t want you getting hurt.”

Nodding as he left me alone, I realized that for the 
first time in a long while, I actually liked how I 
looked. Biting my lip, I wondered what the chances 
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were of me changing up my own look.

As if on cue, my phone started to ring out, alerting 
me to something attacking. Jumping down from the 
treehouse, I called to Jayden that something was up.

“Dude, timing is crap, but I’ve gotta go take care of 
this. Got my Bluetooth on. Research fast!” I yelled, 

running through the house, much to my parents’ 
surprise. Dialing the phone again, I let it teleport 
me to the monsters last known location.

I really hoped the guy was there, ‘cause everything 
about this change told me I wasn’t ready for a real 
fight.
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Previously in Part 1 
ofPROJECT OXIDE:

a new pathogen called White 
Fever swept through most 
of the world and killed many 
infected. Those who died 
became reanimated and at-
tacked the living. A joint gov-
ernment research group on 
board a modified aircraft car-
rier called the Oxide are con-
ducting tests on Reanimated 
test subjects. After weeks of 
testing, a cruise liner bound 
for the Americas was sunk by 
the naval fleet escorting the 
Oxide to prevent any possible 
spread of the virus.

And in those days shall men 

seek death, and shall not find 
it; and shall desire to die, and 
death shall flee from them. – 
Revelations 9:6

TRANSCRIPT OF CAPTAIN’S 
ANNOUNCEMENT AFTER CRUISE 

LINER INCIDENT

This is the captain to all com-
pany on board the Oxide. As 
you are well aware, we encoun-
tered a cruise ship that left 
the mainland where the White 
Fever outbreak is occurring. 
Their destination was for North 
or South America, a choice 
they made without consult-
ing and governing bodies in 
those continents. Contact 
with the liner’s captain broke 

down, and they were going 
to proceed even though they 
were not allowed to leave 
their home port. What we are 
facing during this time is a 
threat more real than you can 
ever imagine. A threat that 
can’t be seen until it’s already 
inside you, and you can 
spread it to others easily by 
a handshake or bumping into 
a stranger on the sidewalk. 
After you get it, you die, and 
you come back and kill oth-
ers. This is what will happen 
back home if we do not act 
like how we have this morn-
ing. There would be no home 
to go back to if we don’t do it 
again. Right now your fami-
lies, friends, and comrades 
back home are relying on us 
to keep the threat over there! 
People who survived the hell 
that’s plaguing over there 
need us to make sure there is 
sanctuary for them to flee to 
when they are cleared to go! 
A joint operation is underway 
to help ease the burden of the 
infection so many can escape 
and so nothing like what hap-
pened this morning will hap-
pen again. We will succeed, 
and I have all my confidence 
in our researching team to 
help give us answers.”

RESEARCH NOTES 
(CONTINUED)

 
The team of researchers have 
made a difficult choice and 
decided for the following part 
of the research, all the rest 
of the non-infected subjects 
will be exposed to the virus 
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for the sole purpose of killing 
them and offering data to the 
military.
 The process was la-
boring, but all remaining 
subjects were infected and 
placed into separate holding 
cells till their time came. All 
the research personal want-
ed to see how the infected 
act as a group, and with a 
request to the Captain, a 
section of the lower decks 
was reserved for mobility 
tests. The mobility test had to 
be held off till a new subject 
was brought in to run what 
the team nicknamed “the 
maze.” This is subject 33. All 
infected subjects were placed 
in the decks being used as 
the maze and monitored by 
CCTV. It was observed that 
the infected subjects wan-
dered around for a bit before 
they stopped and just stood 
in place. Some were in small 
groups while some were on 
their own. Subject 33 studied 
a map of the deck he was 
to pass through and told 
that they are to proceed to 
the ladder at the other end. 
Subject 33 was told about 
the other subjects. (The total 
number of how many infect-
ed was withheld from 33.) 
They seemed reluctant but 
agreed to proceed with the 
test. Subject 33 was allowed 
to enter the deck where they 
were locked in and started to 
move.
 Almost as soon as 
subject 33 entered the deck, 
some of the infected sub-
jects seemed to have no-

ticed. Not long into the deck, 
33 encountered a group of 
the infected and were able to 
run through them remarkably 
without getting attacked. As 
33 ran through the corridors, 
the groups of infected tried 
to move at a faster pace but 
seemed uncoordinated. Dr. 
(name withheld) theorized that 
abnormal firings of the neu-
rons in the brain could make it 
harder for the brain to commu-
nicate to the rest of the body. 
One of the subjects, Subject 05 
moved faster than some of the 
others, and 05’s legs are gone! 
Thirty-three was almost over-
powered by one of the infect-
ed but was able to push them 
hard against a wall, knocking 
them down. Dr. (redacted) be-
lieves the subject was number 
01 or 04, but either way they 
were observed having trouble 
getting back up. Thirty-three 
knocked over some obstacles 
that were set up which made 
passing somewhat difficult for 
the infected subjects to pur-
sue 33. At the end, 33 made it 
to the ladder and climbed to 
safety and made it to isolation. 
The infected subjects tracked 
33’s scent up the ladder but 
couldn’t use it! This could 
make escape possible for any-
one in the infected areas.
 Though 33 survived 
their part in the experiment, 
the forces in charge had Sub-
ject 33 euthanized for reasons 
of international security, and 
since Subject 33 was a death 
row inmate, not many of the 
researches felt any loss. Thir-
ty-three’s corpse was not 

incinerated, but instead had 
parts harvested for some 
more testing that requires 
measuring the bite force of 
the infected. Since the in-
fected ignore the flesh of any 
other animal but are drawn 
to consume that of human 
as mentioned earlier in the 
findings. Slabs of 33’s flesh 
will be wrapped around a 
pressure plate that measures 
the weight of bites. These 
plates have been used before 
to measure the bite force of 
sharks and dogs. The pro-
cess will be gruesome, but 
the data collected would be 
worth the ‘lost lunches’ Dr. 
(Name withheld) said was 
sure will happen. Dr. (Name 
withheld) hopes to be able to 
withstand the testing. 
 One of the infected 
subjects was corralled into a 
chamber and was restrained 
with the use of pole snares 
handled by SEALS members 
of team (number redacted). 
The Navy has asked that the 
SEALS be involved in the 
upcoming tests. Dr. (redact-
ed) and fellow researchers 
actually enjoy the company 
of this elite fighting force who 
will no doubt be involved 
in the evacuation process 
along with their counterparts 
from around what’s left of 
the world. The subject being 
used in this test was 08, and 
we could tell by the broken 
arm that seems to not bother 
them. A pressure plate was 
placed in between a couple 
slabs of subject 33’s flesh, 
which was sewn together to 
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help hold the plate in place. 
The plate was then attached 
to a pole held by a SEAL 
who when instructed, put the 
flesh/plate end in 08’s face 
and allow it to bite it. With a 
gruesome hiss and snarl 08 
lunged at the pole and bit 
down onto the plate infused 
meat! Most of 08’s teeth 
shattered in the process be-
fore biting again at the plate. 
Zero-eight’s bite pressure 
was almost doubled that of 
a normal human. Even with 
broken teeth, Subject 08 was 
still able to deliver a crushing 
bite! After the test the results 
were passed on, turns out the 
request for bite force testing 
was to see if new bite resis-
tant fabric could be produced 
for soldiers in the field as 
well as body armor modifi-
cations. Dr. (name withheld) 
believed it’s better to avoid 
direct confrontation with the 
infected which the next major 
tests involving weaponry will 
help solve the issue. 

WEAPONS TESTING

 As requested, testing 
was done on the use of a 
variety of weaponry against 
the 29 infected subjects. Dr. 
(Name withheld) asked to 
take 10 of the subjects (20-
29) for testing involving a 
weapon that they thought of; 
their findings they assured 
us would be shared in short 
time. The 19 remaining sub-
jects will be used in weapons 
testing. Subjects 1-10 will be 
sent for testing with firearms 

while 11-19 will be used in test-
ing of other potentially lethal 
methods.
FIREARMS TESTING
All subjects are restrained with 
the use of chains connecting 
them to the wall in order not to 
put the SEAL participating in 
the tests in danger. To ensure 
that there would be no risk of 
infection, the SEAL is wearing 
a biohazard suit and will be 
holding a riot shield to protect 
them from any blood spray. 
The SEAL will be using a stan-
dard 9mm Pistol for the tests. 
Subject 01: Shot to Leg and 
Arm
The first shot was fired into 
the arm of 01. Zero-one did not 
react to the shot and seems 
to not feel pain. The arm is 
obviously broken, and the 
wound bled profusely due to 
the raised blood pressure in 
the infected. The next shot into 
the leg of 01 brought it down; 
the shot was placed in the shin 
area. Just like the arm, Subject 
01 acts like there is no pain. 
The shin is broken and bleed-
ing. Subject 01 is still able to 
walk but with great difficulty. 
Within 2 minutes and 12 sec-
onds minutes, Subject 01 died 
from exsanguination.  
Subject 02: (DECEASED)
Subject 02 was killed in a 
previous test; remains inciner-
ated.
Subject 03: Shot to Abdomen
The shot into the abdomen had 
no effect on 03’s stance. The 
wound is bleeding. Around fif-
teen to twenty minutes later, 03 
died from exsanguination. 
Subject 04: Shot to Chest

Subject 04 was shot directly 
in the chest and staggered 
around for a minute before 
collapsing to the ground and 
died. The shot hit 04 in the 
heart, popping it like an ‘over-
filled balloon.’ 
Subject 05: Shot to Shoulder
The shot to the shoulder 
broke most of the connecting 
bones and sent blood spray-
ing around the room. Within 
a minute, 05 slumped against 
the wall dead. Please be ad-
vised to avoid using this part 
of the body as a target, es-
pecially if you’re not wearing 
protective clothing.
Subject 06: Shot to Back 
(Spine)
The shot was well placed, 
and 06 seemed to have be-
come completely paralyzed. 
Subject 06 was shot again to 
ensure death.
Subject 07: Shot to Neck
Subject 07 was shot in the 
throat area. Like the shoul-
der test, massive blood loss 
occurred followed by death 
later. Again, this is a target 
area to avoid.
Subject 08: Shot to Head
Zero-eight was shot just in 
the inner corner of its right 
eye. The resulting shot sent 
skull and brain matter in mul-
tiple directions. Death was 
instantaneous, and blood 
loss was great.
Subject 09: Shot to Lower 
Back
The result of the shot was the 
same as Subject 06 except 
instead of complete paralysis 
of the entire body, 09 only 
lost the use from the waist 
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down. Subject 09 was shot 
again to ensure death. 
Subject 10: Multiple shots
An entire 19-round clip was 
shot at Subject 10’s torso. 
The shots hit in a variety of 
visceral locations resulting 
in bleeding from all wounds. 
Upon the SEAL’s input and 
review of test footage, it was 
agreed that Subject 10 died 
from massive blood loss 
internally.

OTHER METHODS TEST

In this series of tests, sub-
jects 11 and 14–17 were 
chained against a wall like 
the firearm subjects and Sub-
ject 12, 13, 18 and 19 were 
placed in specially made 
devises.

Subject 11: Blunt Force
Subject 11 was struck in 
the head repeatedly with 
a wooden sledgehammer 
handle (hammer removed). 
The subject was knocked off 
balanced before the repeated 
blows caused massive inter-
nal brain hemorrhaging re-
sulting in Subject 11’s death. 
Subject 12: Drowning
Subject 12 for this test was 
restrained to a board that 
was tilted into a tub of water. 
After a few minutes Subject 
12 drowned (the virus causes 
the infected to breath faster 
than normal) from almost vol-
untarily inhaling water. 
Subject 13: Severing Spinal 
Cord 
Subject 13 was placed face 
down onto an operating ta-

ble and restrained. Dr. (name 
withheld) used a scalpel and 
carefully dissected the back of 
Subject 13’s neck and located 
the spinal cord in the neck and 
cut it. Shortly, if not immedi-
ately after the cord in the neck 
was being severed, Subject 13 
died. 
 Subject 14: Electrocution
A metal pole that was connect-
ed by wires to a generator was 
placed against Subject 14’s 
head before electricity was in-
troduced. As a result the sub-
ject died, but it took it a while, 
and the manner in which they 
died would not be advisable 
since after Subject 14’s eyes 
exploded, blood shot out in a 
fountain like manner.
Subject 15: Stabbing
Subject 15 was stabbed repeat-
edly in the abdomen and chest. 
After about fifteen minutes, 
15 died from massive internal 
bleeding. 
Subject 16: Fire
The SEAL used a flamethrow-
er on Subject 16. The result 
showed that the flames did not 
seem to cause pain for 16, but 
after a couple minutes, Sub-
ject 16 dropped down. Further 
examination showed that the 
heat from the flames burned 
out 16’s lungs, resulting in 
death. 
Subject 17: Chemical Agents
A canister of (chemical agent 
name withheld) was placed in 
the room with Subject 17. The 
same chemical agent was used 
before on Subject 31 (the pyg-
my goat). The result was nearly 
the same except that Subject 
17 violently vomited bile and 

blood before succumbing to 
the gas.
Subject 18: Suffocation
Subject was restrained in a 
chair as the SEAL put a heavy 
plastic bag over its head and 
tying the bottom of the bag 
shut. After a few minutes the 
Subject died. Note that the 
subject did not react to not 
being able to breath and did 
not seem to struggle.  
Subject 19: Severing Limb
Subject 19 was restrained to 
an operating table before the 
experiment begun. Dr (name 
withheld) performed the task 
of amputating Subject 19’s 
arm below the elbow. As a 
result the blood loss was 
massive and death occurred 
in minutes.

RESULTS OF 
WEAPONS TESTS

 All methods tested 
have proved that the infect-
ed can be neutralized by 
any means given if you are 
a soldier with firearms or a 
civilian who made a weapon 
out of anything. What aides 
in the death of the infected is 
the fact that their circulatory 
system works abnormally 
quicker than when they were 
not infected. Because of the 
raised blood pressure and 
fast heartbeats, blood loss 
was fast and to put it bluntly, 
extreme. With that fact, it is 
advised that if there is going 
to be an engagement with 
the infected, given what was 
witnessed during the test-
ing, that any and all contact 
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with the infected be done at a 
reasonable distance in or-
der to avoid contact with the 
large amounts of blood that 
the infected loses. Chemical 
agents can be used but giv-
en the unknown number of 
survivors within the infected 
zones, they would have no 
chance of surviving a chem-
ical attack. Dr. (name with-
held) will report their findings 
to the rest of the research 
team shortly. As of the re-
mains of Subjects 01-19, they 
have been incinerated. Any 
and all blood that was lost by 
the subjects has been collect-
ed in the specialized drain-
age compartments and will 
be mixed with an acid based 
solution before being mixed 
with absorbing compounds 
that will in turn be incinerated 
at well.

DR. (name withheld)’S 
PERSONAL LOG ON UVW 
(ULTRAVIOLET WEAPON)

REASEARCH

  Weeks before the de-
cision was made to perform 
weapons testing on the in-
fected subjects I discovered 
something by accident. One 
night I went to observe how 
the infected moved in com-
plete darkness, in order for 
me to see them in the dark 
I had to wear night vision 
equipment. After turning on 
the infrared (IR) light, the 
subjects I was observing 
reared back from the invis-
ible light, practically falling 
over in order to escape the 

light! Upon further tries it was 
concluded that for some rea-
son, the infected cannot stand 
infrared or ultraviolet lights. I 
remember back when I was at 
University I helped a classmate 
on a project for Ultraviolet 
Germicidal Irradiation (UVGI), 
a process in which ultraviolet 
light is used in short wave-
lengths to kill microorganisms 
in water, food, air and surfac-
es. I have taken samples of the 
virus to test out and see how 
a large number of the viruses 
would react if exposed to UV 
light.
 As I hoped, it was a 
success! I took a culture dish 
loaded with virus cells and ex-
posed it for a couple seconds 
to an intensified wavelength of 
ultraviolet light and looked at 
the viral cells under an elec-
tron microscope. As expected 
the mutated ‘repairing cell’ 
that acts like Protein 53 (or 
P53) was so severely damaged 
that it could not send repair-
ing cells to rebuild it, thus the 
virus was forced to shut down 
or apoptosis (programmed 
cell death)! The viruses in the 
culture were all affected by the 
light and died off within min-
utes. In preparation if this was 
a success, I had a finger of one 
of the subjects that was part 
of a group of other infected 
subjects I borrowed from the 
main group (Subjects 20-29 
were used in these tests) to be 
put under the UV light beam I 
made. The result showed that 
the virus cells in the finger 
were destroyed by the light 
that passed through the finger 

entirely. The only issue with 
the test was that the finger 
gave the look that it was sun 
burned, a test with a larger 
light with the same power 
should be performed on an 
actual subject.
 With further aide we 
were able to make a larger 
source for the UV light, an 
old spotlight, the kind the 
Navy uses to signal ships. 
Modifications were made by 
building a external battery 
that connects to the light 
that both powers the UV bulb 
inside as well as automat-
ed lenses (like the kind you 
see in video cameras) that 
will help make the invisible 
beam be shot from a greater 
distance. (Unlike the normal 
EUV lamps that need to be up 
close, this beam can send the 
light out farther.) The subject 
to be tested on is the same 
one that we got the finger 
from, Subject 22. 22 was 
restrained against a wall with 
chains and the spotlight was 
set up about 35 feet away, for 
this test we modified a re-
mote system that will turn on 
the spotlight while all that’s 
involved will be in the obser-
vation room in case of any 
malfunctions. The beam was 
activated for a seven-second 
burst. I will admit the test 
looked relatively boring, but 
soon one of my colleagues 
noticed that the paint on the 
wall behind 22 was cracking! 
Thankfully the timer shut off 
the spotlight before anymore 
damage was done to the 
wall. Subject 22, on the other 
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hand, looked normal except 
for having some sunburn.
 Not long after the test 
ended, Subject 22 died! A 
sample of 22’s blood was 
taken for analysis and the 
results showed that the vi-
rus was no longer present 
in blood! Upon further 
analysis many toxins 
were present in the 
blood, byproducts of 
the virus’s death flood-
ed 22’s body with poi-
son. The results excited 
those who wished to 
weaponize this discov-
ery for possibly attach-
ing a beam like this to 
UAVs (Unmanned Aerial 
Vehicle) and fly over 
infected areas shedding 
the UV beam down onto 
the hoards of infected. 
The idea sounds like a 
good course of action. This 
would prevent any ground 
forces to come into contact 
with the infected, but at the 
same time this beam could 
potentially cause radiation 
poisoning on a larger scale. 
Not only is radiation poison-
ing a possibility but the dam-
age from the beam would not 
only affect the infected indi-
viduals as well.
 The beam will also kill 
plant life on a large scale, 
fields of crops and forests 
would become wastelands 
and lush fields of grass 
would become dirt. Insects 
and wildlife would be affected 
as well and die off in mass 
numbers. The massive die-
off would spread disease 

that would cause massive 
outbreaks of illnesses among 
survivors and that leads me to 
that. The survivors, if any in 
the areas that these beams of 
light (that has the capability to 
pass through brick and cement 
we just found out) can in fact 

cause a massive die off of sur-
vivors. The loss of life would 
be beyond that of the infection 
caused by White Fever, people 
who are waiting inside a build-
ing for help to arrive would be 
dead long before anyone finds 
them. I know if further research 
is conducted on the possibili-
ty of weaponized UV light, we 
could beat back the infected, 
but unfortunately, we do not 
have the time. If time can be 
given, we may have a chance 
of developing a better weapon 
system using this method.
 If we cannot use the 
light as a weapon, I know 
we can use it as a deterrent 
against the infected. The infra-
red light causes pain in the in-
fected while before the infect-

ed showed no sign of feeling 
pain! I am currently devel-
oping a system that can use 
IR lights against the infected 
while at the same time is safe 
for human survivors. The 
method is to set up smaller 
IR lamps onto a frame, for 

example scaffolding 
or cement barriers, the 
beam of light having 
the capability to go well 
over 200 feet so the 
infected can be held 
at bay and allow non 
infected survivors to 
approach evacuation 
checkpoints safely. I do 
believe that if someone 
who has contracted 
the White Fever would 
have the same reac-
tion to the IR light as 
the infected does. If 
anything, this method 

works to use IR light as an in-
visible wall against the infect-
ed, and we may have a great-
er chance of saving lives.

PERSONAL ENTRIES

 Dr. (name withheld)’s 
research involving the use 
of UV and IR lighting sounds 
promising. It’s just disheart-
ening that the use of UV 
lights to kill the virus on a 
larger scale is unlikely. At 
least we know that we can 
purify drinking water if there 
is a risk of the contagion. 
It’s been about three weeks 
since the last of the infected 
subjects were disposed of; 
now there are no more Re-
animates on the Oxide. We 
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have got word that Dr. (name 
withheld)’s IR light barrier 
was put into production and 
is already being used in (city 
name withheld) with positive 
results. Sadly, there was a 
development involving the 
SEAL team that was on the 
ship with us during some of 
the tests. The team went on a 
mission to evacuate an em-
bassy in (country name with-
held), about sixteen SEALS 
went in and only four came 
back alive. The mission over-
all was a failure with only the 
SEALS leaving the embassy. 
The methods in fighting the 
infected worked fine but as 
one of the seals said, “There 
are many of them and only so 
much ammo.”
  Turns out with a small 
number of infected, about 
20 at most, would be suit-
able for a couple SEALs, 
but when you are up against 
100+ hungry infected people, 
you can only do so much. 
With the information gath-
ered by the research team 
and the firsthand accounts 
from many surviving military 
forces in the infected zones, 
the Pentagon says it found 
something that may be sim-
ple yet effective. Rumors are 
amongst some of the higher 
ranking officials that some-
thing called the “Redoubt” 
project was developed after 
the terrorist attack at the 1972 
Munich Olympics. I remember 
back when I worked at the 
Pentagon in (year withheld). 
It was a combined military 
project that was developed 

by Germany, Japan, the United 
States, and Great Britain. The 
idea was eventually terminat-
ed because many thought it to 
be an excessive show of force 
during a peaceful event. I don’t 
know much of the specifics of 
the project, but I heard it was 
radical at the time. I think rad-
ical methods are in need right 
now.

PERSONAL ENTRIES OF 
COLONEL (name withheld)

 The results of Project 
Oxide were a necessary evil 
to battle a greater one. The 
scientists will be debriefed 
and be sent back to (Location 
withheld) till security checks 
have been made of all person-
al writings to ensure nothing 
prematurely slips out to the 
media. As of right now, Project 
Oxide is over and the Redoubt 
Project will commence. The 
Redoubt project is building a 
redoubt-like structure in the 
middle of a city at a moment’s 
notice that houses at least a 
dozen soldiers and enough 
equipment and supplies that 
would last for months. A suc-
cessful construction of one of 
these Redoubts was done back 
in (date withheld) and com-
pleted in less than three days. 
The method sounds complex, 
which back then was, but with 
the advances we have now, 
it’s more possible. And with 
what I saw in the newly drawn 
up plans for one of these re-
doubts, I think we may have a 
fighting chance.
 The first step is to pick 

where the base of the cylin-
drical building will go. Once 
the area is marked off and 
clear, the walls will be set 
down by use of helicopters. 
The walls will act as protec-
tion for the engineers who 
will be placed inside the walls 
of the structure and dig into 
a water supply (in this case 
the city’s water supply) to 
provide drinking water and 
use of toilet facilities to make 
life inside the redoubt pleas-
ant. A subterranean tunnel 
system where generators, air 
filters, and water purification 
systems will be set up, most 
of the work in this section 
will be electrical. After the 
lower half of the redoubt is 
finished, the other layers 
will be placed onto the base 
and be locked together with 
a decouple type system that 
you see on the old NASA 
rockets. Once they are at-
tached the internal wiring and 
construction will begin. After 
the internal construction is 
complete and the top is put 
on (a helipad and radio tower) 
and with time to spare more 
necessities would be built 
(garage, working area, small 
gym etc.).
 Once the redoubt is 
built, it will be ready for sol-
diers to live inside. There will 
be a living quarters where the 
soldiers will have bunks and 
storage for personal items. 
Leading to the garage will be 
a small armory. The larger 
armory is one level above 
them. There is a kitchen area 
with showers and toilets next 
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to it. Outside, there are areas 
where the soldiers can fight 
from up on the redoubt with-
out ever having to leave the 
tower, ideal for this situation. 
The purpose that the soldiers 
inside these towers serve is 
to bait the Reanimates away 
from evacuation sites that 
will be using IR lights which 
were found to be a great 
deterrent against the Reani-
mates. Once the Reanimates 
are dealt with and if the area 
is clear, the men inside can 
dispose of the bodies. A new 
team of researchers is devel-
oping a method at this mo-
ment.
 Almost four weeks 
passed since my last entry. 
One redoubt has been built 
successfully and Reanimates 
are attracted to them! A few 
more are being built, and a 
selection process is under-
way as many volunteers from 
surviving nations are biting 
at the chance to be a crew in 
one of these tower fortress-
es. I almost forgot, with the 
success and with approval 
by the United Nations this is 
now an official military op-
eration, Operation Outpost. 
The redoubts will now be 
called ‘Outposts’ since they 
are being built far away from 
the evacuation sites to en-
sure that the Reanimates will 
travel far away and hopefully 
sniff out the towers. A re-
quest was made by the crew 
in the one outpost to give 
their tower a name, figure 
why the hell not. They call 
their outpost Fort Gold Ham-

mer. One of the men who’s a 
New Zealander on the crew 
got promoted and will be sent 
to command an outpost of 
his own, and again I forgot to 
mention that the crews of the 
outposts are multinational.

END OF ENTRIES

 A month after the 
Colonel’s last entry an 
incident occurred at Fort Gold 
Hammer where all but one of 
the soldiers stationed in the 
outpost died. According to the 
surviving soldier, one soldier 
left the outpost and wandered 
off into the night and was most 
likely killed by Reanimates. 
The others started to become 
paranoid that one among them 
was infected, while a couple 
of the others stopped talking 
in general. The malice reached 
a breaking point when all the 
men engaged in a massive fire 
fight within the outpost itself. 
A distressed call was made 
and a rescue crew arrived and 
found the survivor hiding in 
the underground tunnel emaci-
ated while his comrade’s bod-
ies were left in the upper level. 
In the radio room a soldier was 
found with the radio but further 
investigation showed that he 
was dead for three weeks and 
has not moved from the spot 
he died.
 While being questioned 
the soldier insists he was not 
the one who made the call. He 
said he hid in the tunnels after 
killing one of the other soldiers 
with a pipe wrench and did not 
move till he was found. Upon 

further questioning, the sur-
viving soldier said that they 
were not alone inside the out-
post, and that some of them 
changed after a while, and 
he began to hear voices of 
people he did not know talk 
to him. These claims were 
chalked up to the thoughts 
of someone who was suf-
fering from an aggressive 
case of massive shellshock 
or massive posttraumatic 
stress from the killings of 
Reanimates which may have 
played a role in why all the 
soldiers inside Gold Hammer 
turned on one another.
 A massive cleanup operation 
was done by a cleanup team 
who fixed all damages to the 
interior and remodeled the 
inside to make the outpost 
more soldier friendly. The 
crew later reported that they 
refused to sleep inside the 
outpost but set up a camp on 
the helipad outside because 
they started to feel that they 
were being watched while 
they were inside, limiting the 
amount of time inside the 
outpost to work only. When 
the work crew left by helicop-
ter, a couple men saw some-
one standing in front of a 
window on the tower looking 
out as they left. At this time 
Fort Gold Hammer is sitting 
abandoned, in time a new 
crew will be assigned to man 
the outpost and see if the 
rumor of the haunted outpost 
is just a rumor, or horrifically 
true.

The End
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Deep into the Southern Lands 
they had come, slaying, en-
slaving and burning whoever 
and whatever they had come 
across. There was no warn-
ing, and no fathomable reason 
for Beru, the Dark King of the 
Centaurs, to suddenly feel the 
desire for dealing death and 
destruction on the peoples of 
the Southern Lands.
Together with his Orcish al-
lies, he had forced his way 

through the borders with Belline, 
Erellond, Vallonde, and the Iron 
Kingdom, homelands of Man, 
Elf, and Dwarf. Now after a year 
of bloody war and at the great 
cost of soldiers, civilians, and 
lands, the allied armies of the 
South had pushed back the Cen-
taur war host to a valley where 
they were barely managing to 
hold their enemy.
Every day, ground was lost and 
regained, but their stalemate 

could not hold out forever. The 
loss of soldiers on both sides 
was constant, but with less 
chance of replenishment for 
the Southern allies, their hopes 
were slowly fading.
The allied kings of the South 
gathered together their great-
est wizards and master magi-
cians and fashioned a spell, 
for if they could not defeat 
their enemy, they would have 
no choice but to surrender. 
The spell was cast at great 
cost to the lives of the master 
magicians and wizards, and 
very soon much of the magic 
of the world had been deplet-
ed. Thousands of wizards and 
mages had died to stop the 
Darkland forces, a sacrifice 
that they hoped would not be in 
vain.
Beru stood watching as the 
Southern armies gathered in 
their war camps across the 
battlefield, watching and wait-
ing. His own great armies were 
ready for their final onslaught, 
and this time they would break 
through, cutting down the pa-
thetic fools that stood against 
him, and their deaths would be 
more the sweeter for him, and 
the enslavement of the peo-
ples of the South would swiftly 
follow. 
His lip curled in a sneer as he 
looked over the Southerners’ 
ragged forward lines as they 
formed up, the nervous energy 
as the younger soldiers faced 
death was rife in the air.
“Prepare the charge,” he said 
to his Orcish general.
“At once, my Lord,” the heavily 
armed orc nodded. He turned 
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and began roaring orders as 
he strode away to his men. 
Each Orc and Centaur under 
the command of the gener-
al snapped to attention and 
moved quickly in formation to 
their places, readying them-
selves for the bloody charge.
Beru heard the clinking of 
weapons and armour as his 
own men prepared them-
selves, the clattering of hoof 
on stone was muffled by the 
mass of warm bodies and the 
quiet muttering of troops as 
they prayed to the war gods 
for glory in bloody battle. Beru 
turned to look and saw his men 
were ready to attack. He turned 
again and scanned the enemy 
lines; they were still getting into 
position.
He drew his sword from its 
scabbard and roared, pointing 
the sharp end of the blade at 
the enemy lines. His powerful 
equine body surged forward as 
his army moved as one behind 
him.

Across the battlefield, the allied 
armies of the South saw the 
oncoming enemy. A scout ran 
towards the kings’ pavilion.
“My Lords!” he said, gasping 
for breath. “The enemy has 
charged!”
King Aderon of Erellond looked 
up from the map table, the 
slight arch to his eyebrows the 
only indication of his shock and 
surprise that they were ready 
this quickly.
“We have no more time. Sum-
mon the wizards; hold them off 
for as long as we can; it ends 
here and now, one way or the 

other.” He turned to the other 
kings. “May we see this day 
through, my Brother-Kings,” he 
said and bowed his head sol-
emnly
 “Let what follows be our finest 
hour,” King Helven of the Iron 
Kingdom said. He downed the 
last mug of chilled ale on the 
table before nodding and held 
his hand out to each of the other 
kings to shake his small, but 
strong, dwarven hand.
“We all know what must be 
done. Let us not falter from our 
paths. Let us brave this day like 
we have each day before.” King 
Var of Vallonde nodded as he 
strapped his helm to his head, 
his squire buckling it tight and 
handing him his sword.
“My Lords, let this be a day of 
glory for all,” King Keron said 
as he nodded to the others. He 
turned and strode out of the 
pavilion, his own squire following 
him with an armful of weapons 
and armour.
King Aderon turned to the door 
of the pavilion as the last few 
surviving master magicians and 
wizards arrived.
“My fellows, this is the time and 
now is the hour. I hope that your 
spell is prepared.”
“Yes, my King,” one of the elven 
wizards said. “We need but one 
final thing from each of you, a 
drop of royal blood,” the master 
magician said softly, bowing. He 
held out a crystal and a dagger. 
King Aderon took the dagger and 
pierced his finger, a tiny drop 
of crimson blood flowed to the 
end of his finger where he had 
pricked it. Then he pressed his 
finger onto the crystal, turning it 

slightly pink, one of the master 
magicians fell to the earth, his 
life forces chained to the Crys-
tal. Aderon looked shocked, but 
the master wizard nodded for 
him to continue. 
The Elven king handed the 
dagger to the next king. Helven 
followed Aderon’s example, as 
did Var. The crystal was now 
a bright red in the hands of 
the master magician who now 
stood with the one remaining 
wizard, the other two wizards 
having fallen with the blood 
sacrifice to the crystal.
“My Lord, we still need the last 
king’s blood, else the crystal 
will fail, and the spell will be 
miscast which would be a great 
disaster for us,” the master 
magician said as the sounds 
of battle grew to a roar outside 
the pavilion. 
“He is engaged in battle al-
ready! We must get to him.” 
Aderon said as he turned to 
his Brother-Kings. He gathered 
his weapons and strode out to 
join the battle, the other kings, 
the master magician, and the 
wizards following.
“Should he fall and we fail, all 
will be lost,” the master ma-
gician said as they ran to the 
battle.

The smell of blood, dust, and 
fear flowed through Beru’s 
nose as he raised his sword 
and struck hard into the shoul-
der of a human soldier. The 
metal of his sword parted the 
weak leather of the man’s 
armour, and a spurt of blood 
fountained from a severed 
artery as the man screamed 
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and fell, clutching a gauntleted 
hand at his neck. Beru tram-
pled over him, his soft, warm 
body crushed under the Cen-
taur king’s sharp hooves. 
“Beru! Come meet your fate at 
the end of my blade!” a voice 
made bold by rage and adren-
alin carried to his ears. Beru 
looked to his left and saw one 
of the kings of Men standing 
there, in armour splattered in 
purple orc-blood.
“Ah… Keron the Great, I meet 
you on the battlefield, finally. 
Did you know, your son Be-
deon begged for my mercy 
when I met him a few months 
ago? I wonder if he learned his 
begging skills from you…” The 
Centaur king drew his blood-
ied blade across his tongue to 
clean it, preparing the steel to 
taste the blood of a royal. “Let 
us see, shall we?” he said as 
he surged forward, bringing his 
body to a charge.
Keron prepared himself as best 
one could against a charging 
Centaur. He dodged the blade, 
barely, a slight nick to his skin 
causing a pearl drop of blood 
to appear on his cheek where 
the bar of his helm left him 
unprotected.
“Come then you Centaur filth, 
you think you can defeat me? 
You are not even half a man, 
more beast than man!” Keron 
shouted, flecks of spittle flying 
form his mouth as he watched 
Beru turn and prepare to 
charge him.
“Better a beast than the father 
of a weakling!” Beru said, smil-
ing as he moved slower this 
time towards Keron, his eyes 

locked onto that of the human 
king’s, enrapturing him with their 
beauty, spellbinding him with the 
magic of the fey that Centaurs 
possessed.
“Your time has come, Keron,” he 
said as he raised his sword and 
slammed it down on the head of 
the King of Belline. Keron’s neck 
snapped, and he crumpled to the 
ground as Beru reared up on his 
hind legs and brought his fore-
legs crashing down on the body 
of Keron, his hooves clanging 
against the armour as it dented 
again and again as Beru struck 
the broken body of King Keron. 
His skin and hide sweating and 
bloodied, he spat on the body in 
a final insult and turned to find 
another allied enemy to defeat.
Aderon and the others searched 
the bustling and bloodied bat-
tlefield striking against imps 
and orcs, felling them with their 
desperate blows in the search 
for Keron. The sharp eyes of the 
dwarven king saw the battered 
crest of the King’s breastplate.
“There!” he said and surged 
forward, striking a Centaur’s 
hind legs from beneath it as it 
reared to strike at another hu-
man soldier. The Centaur fell to 
the ground and was promptly set 
upon by any nearby soldier that 
was free. The enemy soldiers 
retreated to their lines while the 
battered allied southern army 
regrouped.
“He has passed,” the Dwar-
ven king said as he drew his 
dagger. There was no blood or 
broken skin on the dead king 
as his crumpled body lay in 
the churned earth of the battle-
field. Halven pierced the hand 

of Keron and pressed a drop 
of blood from his cooling fin-
gers. The master magician 
took the crystal to the drop of 
blood, and it changed colour 
to a deep crimson and began 
to warm in his hands as his 
companion wizard fell to the 
ground, the life energies going 
to the crystal to activate the 
spell. All that was left now was 
to cast it.
“It is ready,” the master magi-
cian said as he turned to the 
Kings.
“Then it is time,” Aderon said.
“And not a moment too soon,” 
Var said as he looked to the 
regrouping enemy. 
Beru looked to the Kings and 
master magician.
“Pray to whatever gods will 
listen, Kings of the South, for 
your bodies will join those 
whom I have myself trampled 
beneath my hooves, and your 
broken bodies will feed the 
maggots and carrion eaters 
of this world while your souls 
will find their eternal torment 
at the hands of the denizens 
of the underworld!” he shout-
ed across the battlefield, his 
bloodied sword raised high.
“Master magician, when he 
charges, cast the spell,” Adeon 
said softly, a hand placed upon 
the shoulder of his master ma-
gician.
“Yes, my king,” the master 
magician said nodding, as he 
held the crystal in both hands, 
shaking with the excitement 
and fear that ran their course 
through his body.
Beru shouted a war cry and 
broke into a charge. His men 
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and their allies surged for-
ward after him in a mass of 
bloodthirsty bodies, bent on 
slaughter and victory. Bloodied 
mud flew up under hooves and 
heavily booted feet as they 
came in for what would be the 
final breaking charge.
“Cast it, cast it now!” Aderon 
shouted at the master magi-
cian, as he pulled his sword 
from its scabbard, ready to 
defend himself should their 
spell fail. He felt the surge of 
magic run through his veins as 
the master magician cast one 
of the most powerful spells that 
had ever been created. Each 
king felt the building power of 
the crystal. Aderon watched 
as Beru bore down on him, 
the Centaur skidded to a stop 
before him, the earth ramming 
over his blood stained hooves. 
He reared up over Aderon, his 
sword drawn back and his face 
a mask of deadly glee as he 
prepared to strike. 
With a speed that belied his 
age, the old master magician 
stepped quickly in front of Beru 
and thrust the hot red crystal 
into the equine chest of the 
Centaur, a blank, leather bound 
book in his hands as he began 
to incant the final casting of the 
powerful spell.
“I cast you and your fey army 
and peoples out of this Realm, 
Beru of the Centaurs! Be gone 
from this place!” The master 
magician then began to chant 
in an arcane language, fum-
bling one or two words as his 
voice shook and his concen-
tration faltered slightly with the 
fear that pulsed through his 

heart.
Beru’s face was frozen on place, 
and the gemstone changed 
colour from deep red to purple, 
then to blue, and then to black. 
The Centaur’s whole body froze 
in place, even the wisps of his 
hair and tail stuck in a pose, 
along with the front line of his 
army. All were frozen in place in 
various poses of attack. 
Beru’s body hardened and inch 
by inch turned to a dark grey 
stone. This effect was soon 
followed on by his front line 
soldiers; each beast had turned 
into a stone statue beside their 
Centaur king. As the crystal in 
his chest changed colour, it also 
began to hum loudly, and wisps 
of purple, blue, and red lights 
began to entwine themselves 
around Beru’s body, forming a 
funnel of rotating lights, not un-
like that of a tornado.
“Back my Lords, lest we get 
caught in the banishing spell!” 
the master magician warned, 
taking a very brief pause from 
his arcane chanting to step back 
quickly. King Var turned to his 
men and shouted the retreat. In 
a flurry of armour and sheathed 
weapons, the armies of the 
South retreated while the noise 
of the crystal grew ever louder 
and the lights ever brighter.
“We should be safe here my 
lords!” the master magician 
shouted over the noise of the 
crystal’s hum. They stopped and 
turned to watch as a huge vortex 
began to form above the Dark-
lands. One by one, each enemy 
soldier who still lived or hadn’t 
been turned to stone was tak-
en up in a flash of light into the 

vortex. Soon the flashes joined 
together to form one huge 
beam of light, which grew so 
bright that it pained those who 
looked directly at it.
As the master magician fin-
ished his arcane chanting, a 
thunderclap erupted across 
the skies, its rumble echoing 
across the lands. When those 
who had cowered from the 
thunderous peal looked to the 
skies, they saw the vortex had 
vanished, replaced by an auro-
ra of reds, purples, and blues 
across a black sky.
“My Lords,” the master ma-
gician said softly, his voice 
filled with the utter and com-
plete exhaustion that showed 
in his face. “They have been 
banished to another realm. All 
the Centaurs and their allies. 
Every last one. The spell that 
was cast is in this book, as is 
the breaking spell.” He took a 
breath and steadied himself as 
he held the book out to Aderon. 
“But there is a problem, I had 
a vision as I cast the spell.” He 
looked worried as the King of 
the Elves took the spell book 
from his shaking hands.
“What is it wise one?” Aderon 
asked with reverence for the 
master magician’s sacrifice.
“They will return, in two thou-
sand years. The Centaurs and 
their allies will be brought back 
to this world… by an idiot, and 
there will be bloody war.”

“The Darkland Wars: Centaurs 
Return” will be published in mid 
to late 2015! 
Look out for it on Amazon.com
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Simon Redhead and his new friend, Jhamed, are 
attending the Council of the Wise in the Great Hall at 
Melasurej. Ceridwen, Queen of the Elves, is speaking. 
The story continues…

“My name, in the common tongue, is Ceridwen. My 
elven name translates to Evening Star of the Sylvan 
Peoples, for we have long known that our time is 
ending. I am the last queen of my people, and when 
I was young, I feasted in Tamarlan with the kings 
and visited Rhakotis before the Great Lighthouse was 
built. Yet, I am still young in the manner of my peo-
ple, for elves have long life spans, so long that men of-
ten think of us as immortal. Not as long as wizards, I 
would guess. I remember, as a child, playing on Man-
fred’s knee, and he was an old man then.” She looked 
at Manfred and smiled at the memory. Her smile was 
like sunrise on a frosty winter’s morning. The earlier 
feeling of despair was washed away. I have never seen 
anyone so beautiful. I would die if it meant she could 

live. Do I mean that? She has bewitched me.
Ceridwen focussed again and her expression turned 
serious. “We have lived in the Gardens of Eden, called 
by men the Forbidden Forest, since the Beginning. 
After the Sundering, we were spread all over the 
multiverse. In some places, we prospered, but in most, 
we were treated with suspicion or hunted down and 
killed. As the Firstborn, many of us had the power to 
cross the dimensions, so we travelled far and wide, 
encouraging all elves to return home to FirstWorld. 
We offered a haven of peace and tranquillity. For 
millennia, elves have returned to FirstWorld through 
the dimensions on great sailing ships, landing at 
Haven on the Great Inland Sea and passing along the 
Elven Road to Eden. There has not been a ship now 
for many long years.” Ceridwen sighed, and Simon 
thought he could see a tear run down her pale cheek. 
“Though we live long lives, we are blessed with few 
children. In recent times, children have become fewer 
and fewer. The sound of children’s laughter has not 
been heard in the Ancient Wood now for over five 
thousand years. The trees have forgotten them. We 
haven’t. Every year, when the ice melts in the moun-
tains, and the two great rivers flood the gardens and 
woods and renew their vitality, we remember the 
children and their songs. It is already late spring in 
the gardens. For the first time ever, there has been no 
flood this year. Now I understand. Winter still holds 
fast in the mountains. It is a bad sign. I fear for the 
dwarves.”
She paused for a moment, and it seemed to Simon 
that a pained expression crossed her face. “Even I am 
not old enough to remember the Sword, whose name 
I will not speak. I have heard the tales, indeed they 
are still told on long winter evenings, though there 
are no children to frighten these days. The tale still 
frightens me, however, and it would be a last resort 
that It should ever be found and used again. Once it 
was a great sword, the greatest sword ever, fashioned 
by elven smiths from meteorite iron. It was unbreak-
able. It was blessed by the Elven Lords and protected 
by great runes. It was said that he who wielded the 
sword would never receive a fatal wound while it was 
in his hand. In those days, it had a good name. Elves 
called it Evil Slayer, in the common tongue, though 
others called it Excalibur. It was created for a man to 
wield, a left-handed man. It was to be the sword for 
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the Everlasting Hero. Of its tainting, I will let others 
with more knowledge tell. But I caution you again, he 
who seeks to wield the Sword risks more than his life; 
he risks his mortal soul.”
Simon shuddered, though part of him was intrigued 
by the story. He wanted to hear more. His left hand 
tingled again. His whole arm ached in anticipation. 
What happened to my sword? Simon no longer no-
ticed the possessive pronoun that had crept into his 
thoughts.
Ceridwen continued, “We are a peaceful people, not 
taken to fighting except as a last resort. My two com-
panions are the best archers and sword wielders in the 
Royal Guard. Together, we crossed the Ford of Hope 
and travelled the Elven Road, before turning north 
to Elannort. The Elven Road is little travelled these 
days and is in a terrible state of disrepair. We saw few 
people on the road to Elannort and those we saw kept 
their distance. It is many a long year since elves have 
left Eden. It is sad indeed that our very appearance 
generates fear in humankind. I fear it is a sign of the 
times in which we live. I must return to Eden after 
our summit, but one of my companions will stay to 
help if you decide it necessary, Manfred. May I pres-

ent the two greatest warriors in Elfdom, the brothers 
Taran and Adjatay.”
The elf queen’s two companions rose and bowed to 
the meeting. They were identical twins. They were 
probably tall for elves, but Simon estimated they 
would only stand with the tops of their heads at his 
shoulders. They had the same distinctive facial fea-
tures as Ceridwen, but their hair was long and blond, 
tied in ponytails. They wore tight, green bodysuits of 
the same glimmering material that left nothing to the 
imagination. At their sides, they carried highly deco-
rated scabbards. On their backs, they carried quivers, 
packed with arrows for the long bows slung across 
their shoulders. The three elves sat down.
Immediately a very short, stocky figure jumped up. 
He was shorter than Jhamed and even fatter. His hair 
was long and matted, his beard longer, and he was 
dressed all in black, except for iron chain mail that 
covered his body. Fierce blue eyes stared out of his 
hairy face, and a pug-like nose wrinkled in disgust. 
When he opened his mouth, his teeth looked like 
a ninepin alley after the ball had been bowled. He 
carried a huge shield on his left arm, and in his right 
hand he brandished an axe that seemed to be taller 



PAGE 43

than he was. He slammed the haft of his axe on the 
floor, causing a boom to reverberate through the 
building. He looked in the direction of the elves and 
spat on the floor. Faster than Simon could follow, 
Taran and Adjatay were on their feet, shielding their 
Queen. They had arrows fitted to their 
bows and were pointing them at the 
dwarf, who now had his shield raised 
in anticipation. “By the blood of my 
forefathers, my axe will cleave the skulls 
of a couple of Pagh today! It is dwarfish 
axes, not elven bows, that you need in 
the time of peril.”

“Cease and desist!” A powerful voice 
brought them all to attention. Man-
fred stood before them. His anger 
was evident by the blue flame that 
seemed to burn around his body. He 
stood tall, much taller than Simon 
had ever seen him and he looked less 
old – Simon couldn’t say young, but 
no longer a doddery old man. Man-
fred’s eyes burned with green fire, and 
his staff glowed orange red. “We are 
here to try to save FirstWorld from 
a horrendous fate. We are not here 
to squabble about old grievances 
that should have long been forgotten. 
Dawit, put down your weapons. Taran 
and Adjatay unhook your arrows and 
sit down!” Suitably chastened, the three 
complied. “Now Dawit, let’s start again.” 
Manfred slowly sat down, and to Simon he 
again appeared to become a frail old man.
“My apologies, Great Sage. The old blood 
still runs strong in the veins of Dawit, son 
of Dia, son of Din. I am come down from 
First Delve at Devil’s Mouth to represent the voice of 
the Dwarf people. Would that I had joined Master 
Gamying and taken the risk of the ice road. Rather, 
I battled the snows and came through the Gap of 
Despair. The fell creatures abound in the mountains 
these days, and it took all of my cunning to avoid 
them. I fear that my axe would have done little against 
them. My father Dia, son of Din, son of Dane is King 
Beneath the Mountains. Like the Pagh, our numbers 

have dwindled.” Simon thought he was going to spit 
again when he used the Dwarfish word for elves, 
which judging by the response was obviously deroga-
tory.

“Unlike them, we do not hide away from men. 
If we could not trade with Tamarlan and 

Fang, we would starve. The winter has been 
too long and very hard, harder than any-

one remembers. Our stores are running 
very low. We have eaten no fresh vege-
tables or meat for nearly six months.” 
The dwarf sighed and then continued. 
“The road through the Impenetra-
ble Forest is grown over. There is no 
passage along the Idigna, neither for 
a dwarf nor a mountain goat, I would 
wager. My axe was soon blunted and I 
had a peculiar feeling that I was being 
watched by many pairs of eyes. Out of 

pragmatism, I followed the edge of 
the forest north eastwards, shelter-
ing at night as best I could. After 
three days, I came at last upon the 
River Hope, flowing with its icy 

chill out of the Mountains of Death. 
I built a fire on its banks. The Dark 

Woods across the river filled me with 
foreboding. The Impenetrable Forest at 

my back seemed to express loathing for all 
of my kind. I said a prayer to Satania for 
my lost kindred somewhere up in those 
terrible mountains.”

Dawit seemed to shiver at the memory and 
a chill flowed down Simon’s spine and set 

goose bumps on his arms as if in empathy with 
the speaker.

“A group of five hundred of our finest young 
dwarves left First Delve four hundred years ago. They 
wanted to challenge some of the old ways, to set up a 
new delve where they could live with greater freedom. 
King Dane, son of Dwahir, son of Davit allowed them 
to leave, believing it would provide our shrinking 
population with a new chance, and for his own per-
sonal reasons which I won’t bore you with now. They 
obtained horses, wagons and stores in Tamarlan and 
headed west into the Frozen Wastes. They followed 
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the foothills of the Mountains of Death for many days 
before finding a pass into the mountains, which they 
called New Hope Pass. They climbed high into the 
mountains where they found an entrance into a cave 
system that seemed a perfect place to establish New 
Delve. They were full of excitement and hope. Their 
leader, David, son of Dwahir, son of Davit, wrote a 
long parchment setting out their hopes and plans. 
They drew straws, and one of their number was sent 
to take the message back to Devil’s 
Mouth. He was never seen or 
heard of again. By some 
fate, the parchment was 
found and finally came to 
First Delve some two hun-
dred years ago. A search 
party was immediately 
dispatched to find out if they 
had survived and prospered. It 
disappeared without trace. Two 
other expeditions were mounted 
in the years that followed. No 
sign of them has ever been seen 
again. Today, our numbers are 
too few to risk a further expedi-
tion. So we continue to agonise 
over the fate of our brethren. We 
fear that in their delving they un-
earthed some great evil, as is ever the 
way in the Mountains of Death.” Dawit 
paused and looked directly at Simon. 
He couldn’t read the dwarf but his 
goose bumps were reinforced, and he 
shivered with something that 
resembled fear as Dawit’s dark, 
unblinking eyes burned into his.
“In the stories of my people, passed 
down through the generations, it is said 
that when the Gods formed the world and created 
us all, they put some Good and Evil into each of us. 
When they had finished their creations, they had a 
pile of Evil left over. So, they buried it deep, deep in 
the mountains where they figured it would remain 
sealed and hidden for all time. But it is a dwarf ’s role 
to dig and seek ever-greater treasures from the earth. 
It was inevitable that we would eventually dig so 
deep that we would find the Evil. It is said that when 

the Evil was released, it had no form. It fled into the 
Northland where it sought form and a reason for its 
existence. It is said that humankind gave it both. So 
was the Dark God created, for our misery.” Mythol-
ogy, a creation myth. But why does it make me feel 
afraid? Simon cast a quick glance at Jhamed. His new 
friend seemed transfixed on the proceedings, gently 
nodding in agreement.
“In those days, long ago, there were many dwarves 
delving in the mountains. The greatest treasure ever 
unearthed was the Blood Ruby. It was found shortly 

before the Evil was unearthed. It was thought to 
have great power. When the Dark God’s forces 

began to attack the three races, we knew that we 
had to put old enmities aside and work togeth-

er. Each race provided a part of the solution. 
Humankind provided the Hero. 

The Pa- the elves provided a 
great sword. We provided 
the Blood Ruby.” Dawit 
paused to draw breath 
and collect his thoughts. 
Simon thought he saw 
tears in the dwarf ’s eyes, 
and when he looked at 
Jhamed, there were tears 
streaming down his 
friend’s face too. May-
be it’s not a myth. Are 
they talking about my 
sword? And my ruby 
too?

“I’m sorry that I was 
distracted from telling 

you about my journey,” 
Dawit continued. “I followed 

the River Hope for three days, un-
til footsore and weary, I came at last 

to the end of the Fools’ Road. It is said that only fools 
travel this road, for it ends on the banks of the im-
passable Hope River. Even if one could cross the river, 
there is only the Forest of Doom on the other side. To 
my knowledge, no living being has entered that Dark 
Wood and come out alive. It is strange to me that so 
many roads out of Elannort lead to nowhere. But who 
am I to counsel the Wise? The road is in surprisingly 
good condition for one that goes nowhere. There were 
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few travellers on the road to ease the lonely journey, 
but I came at last unscathed to Elannort and offer my 
services, Manfred, Great Sage, as you would see fit 
to use me.” Dawit bowed to Manfred and finally sat 
down. I wonder if all dwarves talk so much. Jhamed 
talks a lot and is rather short and fat. I wonder if he’s 
related.   
The gathering seemed in a sombre mood after Daw-
it’s speech. Manfred clapped his hands, and a group 
of servants entered, scurrying here and there, and 
brought refreshment to the guests. They were served 
green tea and oatcakes with honey. Despite the short 
time since breakfast, Simon and Jhamed tucked in 
with gusto. Everyone in the room seemed to be eating 
except for Manfred and the elves. Manfred seemed 
lost in thought. The elves sat silently watching. Simon 
was thinking about asking Jhamed about his parent-
age, but thought better of it. “All of these history and 
geography lessons are getting a bit confusing,” he said 

instead.
Jhamed fished into his jacket pocket and drew out a 
crumpled parchment. “Here’s a map of Central First-
World. I’m sorry, I should have thought about giving 
it to you earlier. Look, here’s Tamarlan where Gamy-
ing comes from, and Devil’s Mouth. Dawit’s journey 
took him along this route.” He used his finger to trace 
the route through the Gap of Despair, along the edge 
of the Impenetrable Forest and down the River Hope 
to the Fools’ Road and on to Elannort. “Rhakotis is 
away in the southwest. Eden, where the elves live, is 
the area between the two great rivers. The three races 
don’t mix very much. Elves and dwarves hate each 
other, except in my case, and humankind hates any-
thing that is different.” Simon was about to ask anoth-
er question when Manfred clapped again, their cups 
and plates were swiftly removed, and the next person 
rose to speak. What did he mean, in my case?
Next time – A surprise gift for Simon.
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The fact that she didn’t have 
another choice made this harder. 
Malik was someone she swore 
she would never ask anything 
from. And yet, here she was as 
he told her five years ago when 
he gave her the key to entering 
his lair. Margo walked up to the 
barrier, morphing herself out of 
her disguise, a childish looking 
girl in pigtails, who could pass 
as Jake’s little sister. To anyone 
else the barrier looked like a 
normal, albeit dry, tree in the 
middle of a crowded park. She 
placed the blood-red calling 
stone in front of it. The stone 
started to glow. The light formed 
one sharp vertical line that cut 
the tree in half, revealing a large 
tunnel filled with the same red 
light from the crack.

“We’re going to have to run,” she 
said to Jake.

“I thought this made the guards 
stand down as well as unlock the 
doors?”

“It’s not the guards I’m worried 
about, his traps are on a timer 
linked to the force field. Just 
walk where I walk and hurry. It’s 
going to start soon.” Margo took 
a small step forward to stand in 
front of the doorway. The light 
gave the cavern a dangerous ap-
pearance, and its sharp shadows 
hid the traps well.

“Wow, this guy really got into 
the whole ‘we are from hell so 
we must use red’ shtick—whoa!” 
Jake ducked just in time. He had 
missed a step and accidentally ac-
tivated the outside trap. The metal 
arrow got stuck in the tree behind 
him. “It, it pierced my shield.” 
Jake knew that his shield wasn’t 
impervious, but there were very 
little things that could go through. 
A metal arrow wasn’t one of them, 
which meant there was spell or a 
potion at work.

“Told you we needed to be care-
ful.”

“I thought you just didn’t want to 
see him. I didn’t think we could 
actually die.” Jake had a habit of 
shocking Margo with his knowl-
edge of her.

“We won’t, not if you keep up 
with me. Should be an easy task 
for you.” Margo knew why the 
stone didn’t stop the traps. Malik 
watched her walk through this 
course every day as a part of her 
training. He knew that she alone 
would be able to survive. Not that 
this meant it would be easy. Mar-
go hoped she hadn’t lost her edge.
Margo took a deep breath, wait-
ing for the lights on the ceiling 
to flash. The force field flickered 
out and she broke into a zigzag 
run. Arrows were whizzing past 
her, digging into the last place her 

head was. Jake was easily keep-
ing up with her, after all he was 
faster. But he had to stop when 
they were out of floor. He was 
just about to ask Margo what to 
do when he saw her jump from 
the edge. She closed her eyes 
to stop herself from reacting 
on instinct. She slammed feet 
first into something in mid air. 
Jake watched her, shocked as 
she ran over an invisible bridge, 
but when he saw that a gate was 
slamming right on top of him he 
followed suit.

“Masked floor! Never would 
have guessed!” He caught up 
and started to follow her up the 
rope in the middle of the circu-
lar room. The fire that came out 
of the two tunnels in front of 
him almost singed his feet.
 
Margo climbed out of the hole 
and ran towards the middle 
tunnel of the three offered. The 
walls started closing in. She sped 
up, almost running sideways at 
this point. Jake tried to follow 
her, but the ceiling in the cir-
cular room was moving much 
faster than the walls. Margo 
reached a dead end. Without 
even flinching, she pushed the 
brick in the middle of the wall. 
It slid back like a huge button. 
The walls started to return to 
their rightful place. She ran back 
and took a sharp left, yelling for 
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Jake. He had only enough time 
to breathe a sigh of relief before 
he had to run again.

The room they were in now had 
a large pool taking up most of 
the floor. Instead of diving in, 
Margo ran up to the side wall. 
When Jake came closer he no-
ticed the wall had small grooves 
carved in it. She started climb-
ing. When she reached the top 
she flipped a switch and a bridge 
was formed.

“Hurry!” they started running. 
Jake realised why she didn’t 
simply swim over, the water was 
scalding hot. And its level was 
steadily rising. It must have been 
triggered when the crystal was 
used.

They reached the widest tunnel 
yet. Guards, two meter tall dark 
demons, were standing every 
few steps on both sides, all of 
them holding daggers made of 
black obsidian. Jake realised why 
Margo risked capture to get to 
the apartment. This hall would 
be the death of both of them. 
They ran through. The guards 
didn’t move, standing like stone 
statues. Jake realised how. The 
red stripes on their necks meant 
they were nothing more than 
controlled corpses. ‘Corpses 
can’t sell you out. This guy is 
good.’

The tunnel widened drastically 
at the end, turning into a big 
rectangular room. There were 
glass cases everywhere, filled 
with different artefacts. It was 
strange one would have displays 
here. Anyone that wanted to see 
them would probably be dead 

by now. Jake stopped in front of 
a case with a mummified hand 
with large claws. He couldn’t 
believe what he was seeing. The 
Hand of Resurrection was here. 
He reached towards it. He could 
vaguely hear Margo calling him. 
The glass was gone. He only need-
ed to reach over...

A sharp blow to the head made 
him stumble. He saw Margo. She 
must have wanted the hand for 
herself. He was not going to let 
that happen.

Jake lunged at her. Margo didn’t 
think this room would be a prob-
lem. She didn’t think Jake would 
be tempted. But here he was, his 
eyes completely glazed over, try-
ing to kill her.  For his own good 
she had to cause him pain. A low 
voltage energy ball to his stomach 
stunned him long enough for her 
to hit him hard in the neck. Jake 
landed on the floor. She took out 
her dagger and stabbed him in the 
shoulder.

Jake screamed. The sudden pain 
threw him back to reality. It took 
him some time to register what 
was going on. Margo pulled the 
knife out of his shoulder and 
helped him up. “Keep your eyes 
closed.” He listened and she took 
him out of the room, finally leav-
ing him to rest in the hall.

“Wha... Why did you stab me?”

“It’s a desire spell. You see the 
thing you want most, and when 
you touch it, you die. I tried to 
stop you and, as it always hap-
pens, you tried to kill me.” She 
pointed at his shoulder. “You’ll 
live. I made sure I didn’t stab any-

thing important. Pain wakes you 
out of it.”

Jake took a deep breath. “That’s 
a powerful spell. I didn’t know 
someone could replicate the 
Hand that well.”

“The Hand?” Margo asked. She 
only knew of one hand that was 
so obscure a guy like Jake would 
think Malik didn’t know of. 
“Why would the Hand of Res-
urrection be the thing you want 
most?”

Jake stared at her in surprise. 
She smiled, “I was raised by the 
guy, you pick some things up.”

“Let’s just say I also have a debt I 
want to pay.” Jake got up. “Come 
on, let’s visit this mentor of 
yours.”

“You do know the Hand only 
works on humans, right?” Mar-
go hurried after him.

“Yup, that is why I need it.”

Margo connected two and two 
together. “The guy that gave you 
his power?”

“He wouldn’t have been dead 
now if he hadn’t met me.”

Margo didn’t say another word. 
They walked in silence for a few 
minutes when they ran into a 
door. Margo opened it. They 
were in a large cavern riddled 
with shelves. Items were scat-
tered around, and books were 
stacked in the most inaccessi-
ble ways. A large red orb was 
casting light all over the room. 
It was floating over a sizable 
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altar. An old man was standing 
in front of it. He was wearing all 
black under his red cloak. Jake 
mouthed a silent ‘wow’ when 
the old man turned around, 
revealing that his iris was red. It 
was the first time Jake had seen 
an Immortal.

“I knew you would come sooner 
or later.” Malik smiled vaguely. 
He was happy to see her. “I hope 
you are not too late though.” He 
didn’t look well at all.

“I need to know where I came 
from. And I need the truth this 
time.” Margo walked up to him, 
skipping the introductions. 
Running through that obstacle 
course made her even less happy 
to be here. But when she no-

ticed his diminished prowess, she 
stopped dead in her tracks.
“I see it found you at last.” Malik 
pointed a finger at the amulet now 
residing on Margo’s neck, then 
went over to a shelf. He was using 
a cane and moving very slowly. He 
picked up a goblet and drank the 
contents. His hands were shaking 
badly. Margo was watching him 
with confusion in her eyes, getting 
more and more worried by the 
minute. How was he sick? What 
was going on?

“It derives from the Order of 
the Nexus, the order your witch 
mother governed before her 
demise. It’s bound to all of her 
prodigy by blood.” 

“How did she get here then? That 

Order still exists. And they take 
care of their own.” Jake inter-
vened.

“They gave you to me. Prejudice 
goes both ways.” Malik turned 
to face Margo. “Haven’t you 
wondered why your body is 
stronger than that of a regular 
human, or why you seem to 
have a faster metabolism? Why 
possessing demonic powers 
doesn’t have any side effects to 
your psyche? Why the ones with 
tremendous amount of power 
are so scared of you that they 
hunt you, wanting to prevent 
you finding out the truth about 
your lineage? I thought you 
would have suspected of it by 
now. Your father was a demon.” 
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born as nobody important, I live here on the land, 
as most people do, except there is an elite caste that 
exists up there in the sky. They are trained to fly 
as they are trained to serve our lord and master. I 
vaguely know that he is a winged serpent, so people 
on the land aren’t supposed to see him, as he never 
graces us with his presence. 

to crawl for him would be a disgrace as for us; to fly 
would be an offence of his might. He lives high in 
the sky on a flying island, concealed by the clouds. 
We have legends about him down on the land, but 
not one of those truly reveals if he is good or evil, a 
tyrant or a benefactor.

Can’t people dream of what they are told they can’t 
reach? Can’t they make impossible things simply 
improbable by beating the odds? I can’t accept that 
the elite class is any different from us, as I used to 
watch them descend and return back to the island, 
running errands, delivering orders, and announcing 
the ruler’s decisions. Their wings are all finely made 
and majestic looking, but artificial none the less. 
They have the same features as us; there is nothing 
different about them. 

fly or crawl, you are still the same human being. I 
see no justification of preferring one person over the 
other. I seek an answer to this. I am making wings 
for myself that will take me up there to see the is-

land with my own eyes.

they say life is unjust and those born on the land 
are nothing but dirt, and I intend to prove them 
wrong. I intend to open my newly made wings, 
however shabby they might look, go onto the high-
est hill and fly up into the sky.

fall down I will or rise high - it is yet to be known. 
I open my wings wide and take a step off the cliff. I 
shall show them all just how wrong they all are. And 
I shall prove it to myself, too, just because...

be damned my life. I have a father, who keeps con-
stant watch over me. He never lets me go outside 
after dark, or meet new people he doesn’t approve 
of, and really just writes my schedule.

Careful, I tell myself, you don’t want to aggravate 
him;, he is the father. I seem to be the only one com-
promising, though. It makes me suspicious at times. 
Is this really how the relationship should work? At 
other times, I wonder why I react so calmly.

What annoys me the most is my engagement. Fa-
ther has found some sleazy guy whom he wants me 
to marry. I don’t know what to think of him, really. 
I don’t even know much about him. He just follows 
me around, watching my steps and actions. I feel 
like I’m being spied on. I am still remaining calm. 

In my dreams the fIrst words always form the last sentence



PAGE 52

At some point they insist that I even said yes to him, 
but I don’t remember doing it. Maybe they twisted 
my words.

‘You have agreed to it already, don’t you remember?’ 
they both tell me. I stay silent because I don’t. I stay 
silent and keep looking out of the window. There is 
a good view out, and I can clearly see a skyscraper 
being built in the city center. It’s the first of its kind 
and I’m not even sure they call it that, but I have the 
word stuck in my head. For me it’s a skyscraper.

Wish I could climb it and see far-far away, I think 
while father lectures me. Wouldn’t it be awesome to 
climb that high? I wouldn’t even have to climb, they 
are said to have very fast lifts there. My mom would 
love it there too, I’m sure.

for several weeks now, ever since I made a mistake 
of sharing this thought with father, we have been at 
each other’s throats. He always notices me looking 
out of the window and starts shouting he would 
never let us go there. Time and time again, I feel as 
if the argument is pointless, a ghost of all the argu-
ments, as if I am reliving it over and over.

You would think my mom would be supportive 
of either one of us, but she stays silent most of the 
time, as if lost. She is skeptical when we are alone 
and I mention any of the quarrels I had with father. 
She often says how she doubts ‘any of this is for real.’ 
Like she doesn’t remember me saying ‘yes’ to the 
engagement, either. I feel like I should take her for 
crazy, but after a moment, I realize I feel every bit 
the same.

Might it be a psychosis of some kind that I have 
inherited from her or we got from some accident we 
both don’t remember. Everyone else doesn’t seem to 
notice it and we are able to function properly except 
that deep inside, everything feels wrong.

‘Get to bed every evening and get up every morn-
ing’, I repeat to myself like a mantra. A dream 
haunts me at night. It was vague at first but it keeps 
getting more and more detailed. My mom and me 
stand together on top of the skyscraper along with 
many others. The view is magnificent, but a mo-

ment later I feel like the ground is shifting under 
our feet. The skyscraper is crumbling down like a 
child’s block house. Everyone is shouting at the top 
of their lungs but there is no help to come. I grab 
at my mom and pray silently: ‘If only we were back 
home. I wish we were back home. Just home is all 
I’m asking for’. 

it keeps getting more and more real every time but I 
always wake up before we touch ground. And when 
I hear father’s voice yelling behind the wall, I finally 
know...

i am looking at two silhouettes on the bed, one 
sitting and one lying curled in a ball. I can feel their 
pain radiating over the distance, both mental and 
physical. They are suffering, but they are there for 
each other.

May it be that they will tell each other the secret 
they have been hiding for so long, because on the 
verge of disaster, their love is the only thing that can 
help them both through it? They might not be able 
to confess the next day.

have they ever been closer than now, I wonder? 
They have always been together but never like this. 
Does it take death to bring love forth?

Accidently, they have recently been poisoned. The 
poison is slow but it affects both of them terribly. 
Pain and weakness, the feeling of being torn apart 
has settled in them. It doesn’t affect them similarly, 
though. One of them is strong enough to call for the 
other, but the other one is strong enough to come 
closer. When they are close, they feel less pain.

broken worlds and broken hopes. It is so easy to live 
and hide important secrets when you think there 
is a lot of time ahead, it is so easy to confess every-
thing when you think you both have very little time 
to live.

the fourth kiss they share, I watch with warm feel-
ing rising in my chest. I know about them more that 
they know about themselves. I know that tomorrow 
the antidote will be found, and they will live. They 
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will live together, with their secret shared. And they 
will finally be happy.

Wall-s hide them now from everyone else’s eyes but 
not from mine. I watch them being desperate now, 
and I am happy for them beforehand. I know their 
future. I come up to them and kiss their foreheads. 
They are unaware of my touch but, then again, they 
are unaware of many things. They are my children, 
and that is the reason why...

19.11

since I was a child, I kept seeing black powder. It 
soared in the air and slowly settled on the ground, 
on people’s heads, on all surfaces. I couldn’t touch 
it. I would stare at it and try to catch it in my palms, 
but it would always slip through my fingers. I grew 
up, staring at black powder.

All the others can’t see what I see. I realise it as I 
grow older. There’s also more powder around as 
years pass by. Wherever I go, I find piles of it in odd 
places. I keep trying to get handfuls of it, but my 
fingers pass through it, clean. I like to watch the 
powder in winter, during snowfalls. It mesmerises 
me to see snowflakes mixed with black particles as 
they cover the ground.

People pass through it, oblivious to its presence. 
There must be a reason why I’m the one who sees 
it. This powder must be there for a cause. It has to 
mean something. It has to have a definite function. 

Are there things that have no purpose? This isn’t 
what we believe in, is it? People even try to find a 
meaning to their own lives. So I am trying to find 
the meaning to mine. To my powder. To my power. 
To all the piles I find - even the places where I find 
them must be a pattern.

black powder isn’t the only thing that I find now. 
There are pages. They are scattered, as if somebody 
has torn a book apart. I can pick the pages up, 
but the paper is see-through, I would say made of 
smoke. But I can store it in a folder while I try to 
figure out what I am looking for. Maybe the whole 
book will tell me the answer to why. Sometimes I’m 
afraid there is no meaning to this. Purposelessness 

has become my biggest fear.

Powder covers all the surfaces I pass now. The more 
I see it, the more I’m afraid there is nothing to it. 
There are no clues. It’s just a carpet under my feet. 
It’s just a veil over people’s faces. It’s just a curtain to 
cut me off. I feel terrible when I’m surrounded by it. 
As if someone has died. And I am always surround-
ed by it.

in the darkness of the black powder I feel like I’m 
chased. Somebody is out for me. It gives me hope. 
If somebody is hunting me, I must be on the right 
track. I have recently realised there is more powder 
where there are more people. The particles cling to 
them, it looks messy and dirty, powder soars over 
their forms, forming shapes. It is a perfect hiding 
place. People always have something they don’t want 
to be seen.

the end comes as I find the rest of the book pages 
at once. I was afraid I wouldn’t come across some of 
them - but I am standing now, holding an envelope 
in my hands, and all the missing pages are in it. This 
is the moment of truth. I will open the book and 
finally know what I am. Why I see the black powder 
when nobody else can. My hands shake as I lift the 
whole book and open the cover. My eyes find the 
first line. There must be an answer to my existence...

to many people, life is all about its meaning. The 
meaning of mine has always been planting flowers.

A person has to do something in their life that they 
truly enjoy doing. I have a patch in my backyard 
where I place all the flowers that I order from all 
over the world. I plant them according to their 
colour. I intend to make a rainbow on that patch. 
Although the process is slow - it will bear a result.

Who is to say I’m not crazy to have such a hobby? 
Please, I waste all the money I have to get a sapling 
of the next flower I need and fertilizers to keep them 
all growing. I know everything about each of those 
flowers, what conditions they need to grow, what 
flowers they can’t exist next to. I have to plan that 
too, isolate them. I do my work meticulously, mak-
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ing sure each of the flowers can survive there.

Can’t I do something more realistic than that, you 
could ask. Indeed, I could have just printed out all 
the pictures and be happy. But would it make sense 
then? What is life, if you can accomplish it in several 
minutes and then live through the rest of it as if 
through an afterthought? To drink a fine beverage 
once and just save the taste somewhere in the brain 
to remember it whenever you want to.

tell me, what do you think life is all about? I can 
do it for you. Papaver californicum is placed on 
my patch right after Hemerocallis fulva. I have 
gathered roughly half of the flowers that I plan on 
having there. I get up every morning to check on 
my garden. And when I look at the empty holes in 
the ground that are still waiting to be filled, I see my 
rainbow.

Any person is entitled to have his own rainbow. If it 
makes you remember every day with gratification, 

then do it. Even if your rainbow isn’t visible to any-
body else. Even if it is. Even if it is pointless in the 
long run. Even if it isn’t. Even if you spend all your 
time with it. Even if you don’t. Even if you return 
home to it. Even if you leave home for it.

Colours may be a strange choice to sort flowers in, 
but not to me. Alphabetical order is too dull, placing 
them in groups by the place of their origin is a very 
popular idea as well. The rainbow isn’t ready yet 
but i can picture what it is going to look like when I 
finish it. I close my eyes and believe in it so strongly 
it makes me live another day.

Apart from taking care of my flowers, I don’t do 
much. I read books on gardening and make sure I 
eat properly. I don’t have any friends, nor do I have 
many visitors. I spend evenings recalling the order 
my flowers should be placed in, and make sure all 
the labels with their names are intact on the patch. 
And who is to say this isn’t what a meaning of life 
should be…
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Chapter 8

Back at the police wagon, Sergeant Peck had given the 
driver directions to the alley that gave access to the 
ship we sought. But before I climbed into the back of 
the wagon I stepped up beside the driver’s bench. 
 
 “Driver, do you know Dunbeck and Carter?” 
 
“The place what does all the guns, yes sir, I does.” 
 
“Good, take us there first, I have some shopping to 
do.” 
 
Sergeant Peck looked slightly puzzled at this.  
 
I spoke quietly so that the driver and constables in the 
back could not hear. 
 

“As big as a bear, claws that can cut through brick. I 
feel the need for something a little larger than my 
police revolver for this hunt.” 
 
The Sergeant nodded at that. No doubt thinking 
about the last time we had fought a monster together. 
 
 
Dunbeck and Carter was a strange little shop. The 
front windows were covered with old grey lace cur-
tains so nothing could be seen of the shop as you 
walked passed on the street. The sigh overhead was 
faded with age and contained only the name and 
street number. No mention was made of the nature of 
the shop. It looked no more than a small, harmless 
shop in a row of small, harmless shops. 
 
Inside however it was very different. The door from 
the street led into a small hall and a second door, this 
of iron like the vault of a bank. Beyond this door was 
the shop proper, and though it was narrow, it ran the 
full depth of the building to a staircase at the back. 
 
Each wall was lined with rifles and shotguns along 
with some displays of pistols around the black oak 
counter. 
 
Mr. Carter had run the place for as long as I had 
known of it. Few had ever met Dunbeck; he was the 
craftsman who made many of the weapons that 
graced the walls but was an intensely private man. 
Still, many as far away as London or the Midlands 
were proud to own the fine weapons either made or 
customised here. 
 
“Inspector Thorn, sir, a pleasure to see you again. Nice 
to see you up and about. Your injuries not troubling 
you I hope.” 
 
“Mr. Carter. Thank you for asking. I am in good 
health.” 
 
He was polite enough to not notice that I was limping 
a little as I walked across to the counter. 
 
“How can I be of service today Inspector? A new 
shotgun perhaps? The papers made much of your 
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battle with those rats.” 
 
“Perhaps not Mr. Carter. Though, I would value your 
advice with regard to a new weapon.” 
 
I considered carefully for a few seconds, how it would 
be best to put this. 
 
“I am engaged on a hunt, a creature, most dangerous. 
Large and at loose in the city. The size and strength of 
a bear. In fact, I will say it is a bear, a most fearsome 
member of the species.” 
 
Carter looked thoughtful. “A bear you say, large and 
aggressive. Would that be the monster on the docks, 
sir? Perhaps escaped from the same ship as those 
giant rats? You may trust our discretion here, Inspec-
tor.” 
 
He turned and gestured to a rack of rifles on the 
opposite wall. 
 
“We have a fine selection of hunting rifles. Single 
chamber, lever action. Single or double barrel. Bel-
gian, German, American, and of course, British 
made.” 
 
He pointed at several rifles in turn. 
 
“Lion or tiger at 120 yards. Perhaps this one; I have 
received reports of such a rifle being used to drop a 
full-grown Canadian bear at fifty yards. Or for the 
largest prey, we stock several elephant rifles in single 
or double barrel.” 
 
He turned back to face me. “Do you have an idea as to 
the range you will be shooting at?” 
 
“It is on board a ship so perhaps ten or twenty feet.” 
 
Carter stopped at that. “On board a ship, tricky. Long 
arms would be difficult to use, something smaller. Ah, 
I may have the perfect thing for you, Inspector. 
Something that was ordered but never purchased. You 
will be needing several shots at that range, just to be 
certain you bag your game of course.” 
 

He gestured me to sit on one of the upholstered chairs 
that dotted the room to allow gentlemen to sit while 
viewing a potential choice, and he walked the length 
of the room to the back where there were shelves 
rather than racks. 
 
He rummaged around, picking up and moving sever-
al boxes of paper-wrapped parcels before finding a 
plain wooden box and a pair of card boxes. 
 
He returned to the counter and placed all three in 
front of me. 
 
I turned the wooden box around so the hinges were 
away from me and lifted the lid. Inside it was padded 
with blue cloth around the shape of a blue steel 
revolver. But one of considerable size. I reached into 
the box and lifted out the revolver. The weight alone 
told me this was a substantial weapon. Easily three 
times the heft of my police issue revolver. 
 
Carter opened one of the card boxes and slid out a 
wooded tray that held twelve bullets, each the size of 
the top of my thumb. I checked the action; the cylin-
der spun smoothly; the trigger action was clean and 
crisp. 
 
This was a monster of a revolver. It seemed an appro-
priate weapon to use when hunting a monster. 
 
A smile came to my lips, and Mr. Carter’s face bright-
ened. He clearly saw a sale confirmed. 
 
“Would you like me to send the invoice to your house 
Inspector?” 
 
I nodded, still distracted by the weight of steel in my 
hands. 
 
Now how to carry it? The only pocket I had that 
would even vaguely fit such a pistol was inside my 
jacket on the left, where I carried my notebooks and 
such.  
 
I tried to fit the heavy and sizable weapon into the 
pocket. It did not fit and would fall out. I twisted and 
pushed, and suddenly the lining of the pocket ripped. 
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The barrel slid down between the inner and outer 
layers of the jacket, and the revolver sat nicely within 
the pocket. 
 
I slid it back out to ensure I could draw it cleanly then 
loaded all five chambers with the hefty rounds. The 
remaining seven from that box went into a pocket on 
the right of my jacket, and the other box of rounds 
went into my overcoat. 
 
With the revolver back inside the jacket it pulled 
down the left side but not such that it would be any 
great inconvenience. 
 
I looked up to see the smiling face of Mr. Carter. 
“Perfect, sir. That should stop your bear, and no one 
can see you are armed.” 
 
“Ah, Mr. Carter about the, shall we say, bear.” 
 
“You may rely on our discretion, sir. Good luck on 
your,” he paused for second, “bear hunt.” 
 
 
Following directions from the Sergeant who sat on 
the driver’s bench beside the driver, we again made 
good time to the docks and the warehouses that filled 
the streets and lanes immediately behind the docks. 
 
The driver entered the alley then stopped suddenly 
with a curse. 
 
The alley was clearly a dead end, blocked by a great 
pile of old and weathered crates and barrels. 
 
The wagon could go no further and neither could we. 
 
“Perhaps they lied to get rid of us Sergeant. Foolish 
though, as we can easily return to find them again.” 
 
“Maybe not sir, maybe not.” Sergeant Peck had dis-
mounted and walked closer to the blockage. 
 
“You might want to see this, Inspector.” 
 
I walked along the alley to join him, and as I did, 
something became apparent. From the street or even 

just inside the alley it was clearly a dead end, blocked 
by a wall of crates. 
 
But close up, it was two walls of crates, the first cover-
ing two thirds of the alley but leaving a gap some 
three feet wide. The second was set close behind on 
the opposite side. From a distance it looked like a 
solid wall. Up close, there was a clear dogleg that 
allowed passage. 
 
“Sneaky bastards. Never knew this was here.” The 
sergeant turned from commenting on the passage and 
called back to the constables and the wagon driver. 
 
“Keep the wagon here. You three gather up the, erm, 
items and follow the Inspector.” 
 
“Items, Sergeant?” I said as all three of the constables 
reached into the wagon and emerged with long items 
wrapped in blankets or coats. 
 
“Just in case sir. Never be too careful. Not after last 
time.” 
 
I couldn’t argue with that and turned to walk between 
the walls of crates. 
 
On the other side I found myself in the sunlight and 
standing at the edge of the river beside a wooden pier. 
Oddly, the water here seemed deep, rather than the 
mud at the river’s edge. I looked down into water deep 
enough for the ship that floated here. 
 
The wooden pier was old and well worn; the planks 
creaked beneath the steps of the five of us. The main 
docks ended some eighty feet upriver, and the com-
monly used wooden pier extended downstream from 
there along the deeper water channel. The ships and 
hoardings along that pier formed a barrier that 
concealed this old pier and the ship docked here from 
the sight of traffic on the river. 
 
In fact, as I looked along the mud back toward the 
stone dock I could see the opening where we had 
found the giant rats. 
 
The ship was an old one, a single main mast amid-
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ships, a cargo hatch forward, and extensive single 
deck cabins to the rear. She looked odd somehow. I 
was no sailor, but something was out of place. She 
looked old and worn, but as I stepped on the gang 
plank, I could see the hull planks, though covered in 
faded paint and dried salt spray, seemed to be well 
maintained and smooth. 
 
Her name was barely visible on the bow, the paint 
faded with age and the constant impact of salt water. I 
peered a little closer, trying to read it. Certainly not 
French or Latin, not German. Perhaps one of the Far 
Eastern languages. 
 
I wrote the name in my notebook. I could find out 
what language the name  ‘Thri Gof ’nn’ was later. 
 
The deck was no more than four feet above the water 
line. There was a small half deck at the bow that was 
not more than seven feet above the water, and the 
wheel, which was mounted on a deck above the 
cabins, was no more than ten feet above water. 
 
Not a good ship to take out in a storm unless you 
could breath underwater. 
 
The mast was not that tall and did not look as if it 
could carry much in the way of sail, which was odd. 
The ship looked low and fast, but with such a short 
mast and limited sail, it could be nothing but slow. 
 
By this point, I had taken three steps up the gang 
plank and reached the deck just in front of the mast. 
Looking toward the bow, I could clearly see the 
forward cargo hold hatch, it was like a portcullis, a 
grid of heavy beams. Judging by the thickness of the 
beams, it must weigh a ton or more. The crew must 
winch the thing up and down. 
 
Looking toward the stern, there was a single steep 
stair on either side leading up to the wheel deck and 
three very solid looking doors leading into the cabin, 
one in the middle and the other pair set together and 
to the right. 
 
No windows anywhere that I could see. Perhaps that 
was what felt so odd about the ship. 

 
I walked towards the bow for a closer look at the 
hatch. 
 
It was constructed of well weathered timber beams 
some four inches square, the gap between the beams 
was about the same size. Looking down through the 
hatch the cargo hold was mostly shadows and shapes 
covered with canvas. A narrow walkway left clear 
directly under me to allow the crew to walk the length 
of the hold. 
 
Oddly, I could see no sign of a winch to life the thing. 
It could not be lifted by a handful of men. Aha, the 
mast was just aft of the hatch and had a winch to lift 
the beam; they must use that. 
 
I walked around the hatch and found that it was 
hinged on the starboard side, huge cylinder hinges, 
well greased against the weather but still rusted from 
age and spray. Continuing round, I reached the port 
side and found a simple bar bolt to hold it in place. 
 
The bolt was fixed to the hatch and was a good foot 
long and twice the thickness of my thumb. Simply 
moving it would take a strong man. It must lock to a 
ring on the deck, but there was no ring. The deck was 
splintered and torn, the wood new and raw. I could 
see into the darkness of the cargo hold through the 
ragged hole marked by the drilled remains of bolt 
holes. 
 
What on earth could have torn the bolt ring com-
pletely off the deck and ripped a hole through the 
deck planks? Perhaps one of the dockside stream 
cranes had caught it. I could think of nothing else that 
could do such a thing. 
 
Looking back along the length of the ship, I noticed 
yet another odd thing about this strange ship. 
 
The guard rails along both sides curved inward to 
match the shape of the hull; the deck also curved 
slightly to match the hull. Something was wrong 
though, the curves, the bend of the hull, the shape. 
Flowing together, becoming a single shape that 
twisted and spun. 
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I shook my head to clear the strange buzzing that had 
suddenly come upon me and walked back along the 
length of the ship toward the doors into the cabin. 
 
“Sergeant have a look up there would you. I’m going 
to check the cabins.” 
 
Peck looked at me. “You want us to separate, sir?” 
 
“No, just check the top deck and come back. I will go 
no farther than the doorway.” 
 
“Right you are, sir.” Peck sounded dubious as if the 
Sergeant either thought I would rush into the depths 
of the ship or one of us would be killed because we 
were out of sight of each other. 
 
It was broad daylight, not the stygian depths of a 
moonless night deep inside a crumbling old ware-
house. Nothing would happen out here in the light of 
day. 
 
I tried the middle door first; it was locked and just as 
solid and heavy as it looked. The captain’s key worked, 
and the door swung open, daylight streamed in to 
reveal a corridor leading aft. Two doors set equally 
along the left, one at the far end which looked to be 
halfway to the stern and one on the right opposite the 
furthest door on the left. 
 
I checked, and there was no door on the right to 
match the closer door on the left. 
 
I stepped sideways to the double doors, again the 
captain’s key opened one and both pushed inward. If 
anything, these were even heavier than the main door. 
 
They led directly onto a broad staircase that led down 
then turned sharply and went down again. This must 
be how they got to the forward cargo hold, but why 
waste so much space hiding the stair behind so strong 
a door? 
 
“Inspector. Up here sir.” 
 
I stretched up, barely able to see over the level of the 

wheel deck to where the Sergeant stood. 
 
“Something you should see sir,” he was pointing 
toward the very rear of the deck. 
 
I climbed up the steep stair and reached the wheel 
deck. The deck was some fifteen feet wide and at least 
thirty feet long. The walls of the cabin followed the 
curve of the hull round and inward at the top so the 
deck was noticeably narrower than the main deck.  
 
Again this seemed odd, a waste of space. Something 
about the way the hull curved, trapping my gaze. I 
blinked and shook my head again. 
 
The Sergeant was at the rear, and I walked to join him 
beside something that was sitting on the deck well 
behind the wheel. It had been painted black and 
recently by the look of it. A cylinder of metal sheet 
about a foot across and some eight feet in length. It 
was tied to rings set in the deck. 
 
The rear railing and last ten feet of railing either side 
were hung with old canvas sheeting so the cylinder 
would be hidden from casual view lying on the deck 
as it was. 
 
Just in front of the cylinder I could see there was 
some sort of frame around a circular hole in the deck. 
As I reached it and took a careful look it seemed to 
me that one end of the cylinder would fit into the 
frame and be exactly over the hole. The smell of soot 
confirmed my suspicion as I bent for a closer look. 
 
“She’s steam powered, Inspector. Real sneaky. Proba-
bly a smuggler.” 
 
“Yes, they must put up the funnel when they are out 
of sight. Something for the excise lads to be taking a 
good look at I think,” 
 
“You reckon she will be here by the time they get the 
word sir? That captain fella must have known we 
would find this.”  
 
“Not our job, Sergeant, leave that. Let’s check the 
cabin.”
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The dense foliage blocked the 
sky from view. The darkness 
thrived between the trees. One 
could not see what was in front 
of them. A very 
unfortunate place for a small 
child to get lost.

Darkness can feel like an entity 
when it’s impenetrable. And 
yet, you know it’s not. But if 
it can hide things behind its 
thick veil, why not hide its true 
nature as well? Fearing things 
we don’t understand—that is 
natural. That fear can numb 
you. It can cast you in chains 
that are as heavy as the Earth. 
It can act as a toxin that slowly 
shuts your body down, and yet 
doesn’t bring death. In times 
like these, you don’t scream. 
You have no voice. You curl up 
in your coat, finding comfort 
in curling your limbs around 
your torso. You close your eyes. 
You wait. Because soon, your 
family will find you. They have 

to, right? You have seen your 
parents do incredible things. 
Surely they will come looking 
when they see you have lost your 
way. 

Eventually sleep consumes you. 
It’s a heavy sleep. The one that 
happens when your body has 
gone beyond its limits, when you 
feel as if someone has strapped 
rocks to it. Like you are sinking 
in the ground like it’s liquid. You 
know it’s not safe, but you can’t 
care. You don’t even remember 
falling asleep. Your whole body 
is senseless. All you can feel is 
light flickering in front of your 
eyelids. A candle? You realise 
your eyes are closed when you 
open them again.

As your sight adjusts, you realise 
the light is not a candle. It looks 
like a very big firefly. The green 
light coming off it is just strong 
enough to pierce the darkness 
around. It tempts you to get 

up by dancing around you in 
circles. You want to touch it, 
and it seems to stop and wait 
for you whenever you are too 
slow. But when you get close 
enough to touch it, it moves 
away. You take a step forward, 
not realising the light is lur-
ing you. It makes you walk 
through the darkness without 
fear. The light pierces the thick 
veil long enough for you to 
pass through. It frightens the 
dangers away. It keeps you safe. 
And before you know it, the 
light that has enchanted you, 
also has brought you home. 
You are standing in the field in 
front of your house. And you 
finally find comfort when you 
run into your mother’s arms. 
When you excitedly turn to 
show them what helped you, 
you realise the firefly is gone. 
You wave at the forest anyway, 
and then nod fervently at the 
offer of cookies.

The firefly dances between the 
trees. It expands its shape until 
a thin female figure is walking 
in its place. There are flowers 
in her green hair that match 
her vivid eyes. It’s a nymph, 
and she is smiling at the trees, 
bringing life to everything 
around her with every step of 
her floaty dance. The darkness 
cannot hide anything from her. 
It doesn’t scare her. After all, 
she is a part of what the dark-
ness hides at night. It is what 
keeps her safe.
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book one: An old soldier’s Memories
i

It had been twelve years since the war was declared over. 
Twelve years of rebuilding, of trying to move on from 
the death and the destruction.  The big cities had been 
hit the hardest, suffered the most destruction. They were 
still digging the remains of yet another unknown victim 
out of some pile of rubble that they hadn’t gotten to since 
the war.
Bristol and Birmingham had suffered the most. Both had 
been what the science types called emergence zones and 
so had the most fighting. But no city was spared, and 
during the last year or so when the governments were 
finally winning, the remaining supers turned to 
destruction and terrorism.
But in a way the destruction had been a good thing. Not 
at the time of course. But now with so much to rebuild, 
they were rebuilding everything. Unless it was a historic 
building, it was knocked down. The new cities were open 
and green, building up not out with trees and grass 
everywhere.

All that Victorian infrastructure was gone, being re-
placed with twenty-first century technology and efficien-
cy. The old was being bulldozed and built over, and the 
old ways were all but gone as well. The new cities were 
bright happy places, everything anyone could want and 
there it was, just a short trip away on public transport. At 
least that’s what everyone claimed.
It cost. Oh, how it cost. But there was no choice; the 
damage was just too extensive to leave. But it was a fun-
ny thing; taxes had gone up but not as much as everyone 
feared. But the old ways had gone along with most of the 
fraud and inefficiency and waste. Even now you could 
still see the adverts, the ‘All in It Together’ jingle, and the 
anti-waste campaigns that came round every year.
So things were looking better. The war had been like a 
storm. It had blown away the debris of history, created 
a fresh clean slate, a new start. The air was clean. You 
could even see it in the faces of people in the streets. So 
many had faced death, lost loved ones. It had been us 
against them, and that spirit of unity still existed. People 
cared about each other, like in the really old days.
Everywhere you looked it was mostly the same, a new 
world. Except out here that is. Here and a few other 
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places like it. Hidden away in the countryside. Old 
villages half-filled with people who for whatever reason 
didn’t want to change or couldn’t be part of the 
wonderful new world. Little pieces of the old world, left 
behind and forgotten.

This village was tiny, sixty-two houses and a pub. 
Nineteen of the houses were empty, and the pub only 
stayed in business because of a government subsidy. The 
closest shop was in town, a half-hour trip along forgot-
ten back roads. Some of the locals did a big weekly shop 
for those who couldn’t make the trip. The supermarkets 
wouldn’t deliver out here, too far or they couldn’t find 
the place. So it was left to old Tom and his van or the 
Macey sisters with their hatchback or the once a month 
trip in the old minibus owned by the hippy couple by 
the river.
Old Tom and his lad Tony had just come back from this 
week’s trip. Their big, old white transit was parked in 
the pub car park, and a steady stream of people were 
arriving to collect their shopping. Tom was sitting on 
a stool chatting with his neighbours, a tablet in hand 
taking orders for next week and checking payments had 
come through before people took their goods. Tony was 
in the back of the van, sorting bags and loading people’s 
baskets or wheeled trolleys. 
Several people even had the little robotic follow-me 
trolleys which were fairly common in the cities, but 
most tut-tutted and stayed with their old pull alongs. 
Tom finished talking to Miz Harkins, that’s Miz, none 
of that Miss or Mrs., just Miz thank you very much, and 
she was turning away to walk her basket home 
when he noticed a figure in a faded old 
army jacket come round the tall hedge and 
enter the car park.
“Mike, how’s life treating you?”
The man in the jacket looked up from staring at 
the worn and cracked tarmac. “Afternoon, 
Tom. About usual, I guess.”
Tom tapped his tablet. “I was a bit sur-
prised to see an order from you today. Not 
often you need a shopping run. 
Problems?”
“Yea, ruddy landy is pissing oil all over the place. I 
bought the replacement parts. Ready to fix it myself, but 
they say it’ll take a week to get it out to me. Some crap 
about outside their delivery zone of some such.”

Tom nodded. Everyone knew the big city companies 
gave the villages a shit deal. No real reason, just because 
they were city folk and you weren’t.
“No problem mate, your money’s good. If you need a 
run next week just send me an order. How are you fixed 
for transport?”
Michael Edward Cullen laughed. “I’m back to being a 
biker. I pulled my old 600 out of the garage and took 
it apart. It was in pretty decent shape, and I had some 
jacked-up shocks on it anyway so it’s good enough for 
the roads round here. I’m mobile. Me, back on a bike, 
wind in my hair and flies in my teeth.”
Tom laughed at that and pointedly glanced at the 
slightly younger man’s head. “What hair?” Then he 
started laughing again, and Mike joined in. By the time 
Tony poked his head around the van door to see what 
was going on, both men were laughing so hard they were 
having trouble trying not to fall over.
Seeing Sergeant Mike standing there, Tony ducked back 
into the van to collect Mike’s shopping, muttering 
something about crazy old men loudly enough that both 
older men could hear. That just started them laughing 
even more.
Eventually they stopped laughing and talking. Mike 
picked up the two baskets that were now full of his 
shopping and nodded to Tony before saying his 
goodbyes to Tom. 
Mike walked 
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across the pub car park and round the few cars parked 
there. A couple of families with 
relatives in the village had come round for lunch and 
a pint. The grownups were sitting at the outside tables, 
the kids running around playing on the grass. Shouting, 
laughing, and screaming. Kids screaming.
Children screaming. A burning bus, the front half 
crushed flat. A handful of children crouched by the 
emergency exit at the back with a teacher, screaming in 
fear as the brawler class super that had just smashed the 
bus turned towards them and lifted his clenched fists.
Mike blinked away the memory and carried on walking, 
his eyes fixed on the ground in front of him.
The village didn’t have many houses or people but it was 
spread out. It was a several minute walk back to Mike’s 
home. But the sun was shining, the air was fresh and 
filled with the scent of summer flowers, and the walk 
was over before he realised it. His mood of a few min-
utes ago was gone along with the memory, and he was 
surprised to find he was enjoying the sunshine.
Mike Cullen lived in one of the old cottages that made 
up maybe half the houses in the village. The original 
stone walls were a few hundred years old but still solid 
for all that. The roof was newer, completely replaced ten 
years ago when the builders did the extension out back 
and upgraded everything.
The front windows were small, triple glazed in brown 
plastic frames to match the look of the place. Between 
the road and the cottage was a small slightly scruffy 

garden, a few gnomes standing around a small pond, 
and some flower beds and bushes. The cottage roof 
gleamed in the midday sun, last generation solar tiles, 
plastic but they almost looked like slate. The door, actual 
wood with a little bell and a half moon window of 
coloured glass.
Nothing to stand out, just a humble little cottage in a 
backwater village. Till you had a look inside or round the 
back, but only a few friends ever got there, or the 
builders from back when the work was done.
The extension had more than doubled the size of the 
house. The old kitchen and dining room had become 
just the kitchen. A new dining room and down the steps 
the lounge formed the left half of the extension, 
stretching out into the back garden with triple glaze auto 
tint glass walls and a big French window. The new 
master bedroom with luxury on suite filled most of the 
right side of the extension. The back one of the pair of 
original bedrooms had been lengthened into the 
extension and had become a spare bedroom. The front 
bedroom had been turned into an office of sorts, though 
it was seldom used for anything other than memories.
The back garden sloped down from the old house so the 
extension was lower than the old house, down four steps 
in fact. The roof of the extension was the same height 
as the old house which left an entire upstairs loft room 
available. Mostly, it was full of boxes and unused 
furniture covered in dust sheets.
The garden had fruit trees, bushes, and long beds of 
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flowers wrapped around a lawn big enough for a fair 
game of football. Down at the bottom, far from the 
house, was a shed, big for a garden shed but nicely 
settled and worn into the surroundings. Every tool you 
needed for the garden, but Mike hadn’t been in there in 
years. Mo did the garden and ruled the shed.
Mohammed, the neighbour to the left, was a gardener. 
He hated to see a garden unloved or uncared for, and 
he spent his time tending many of the gardens and the 
commons in the village. In fact, most of the empty 
houses looked lived in because he made sure the 
gardens were all neat and tidy. The villagers chuckled 
and laughed and bought him gardening tools and loved 
him for his fussy care.
All in all life, wasn’t bad. Between Mike’s old army 
pension, plus his police pension and all the bonus 
money he picked up in the war, he didn’t want for 
anything. Not that he spent much these days. The cottage 
had been a given to him when he was retired. His own 
house hadn’t survived the fighting, and he had spent the 
war years living in army bases or hotels.
So the cottage was welcomed, and the unspoken 
message—that they didn’t want him living in the new 
city with the new people and the new society—well that 
was unspoken and so ignored. To be honest this was 
better, too many memories in the cities as they were and 
no memories of what they were becoming. So the village 
had become his home, and the other outcasts living here 
had become his neighbours.
Sometimes Mike wondered what they had done to be 
sent here. On a long winter night his thoughts wandered, 
and the few things he had overheard combined with his 
imagination. It was one way to spend a quiet evening, 
speculating on what deeds your neighbours had done to 
get them exiled from society. Better than the repeats on 
the box anyway.
Mike kicked his door open; it was never locked. The 
house security system recognised him and didn’t do
 anything hostile and the door was only wood so why 
lock so flimsy a barrier. Something else from the war, 
home security had taken on a whole new attitude, and 
while it was slowly fading away again, out here in the 
sticks just about everyone used active security and never 
bothered with locks.
He walked into the kitchen and put both baskets on 
the central island. He would have preferred a table so 
he could move it around, but at the time the builder 

had talked him into the island with its cupboards and 
gadgets. Still he could live with it and the built in coffee 
machine was just what he needed to get his mornings 
going these days.
He shrugged his way out of his jacket and threw it over 
the back of the closest dinning chair, he would hang it 
on its hook just inside the front door later, probably.
The food into the cupboards, the tins on the shelves, the 
chilled into the built-in fridge, and the frozen into the 
chest freezer that was hiding under the kitchen 
counter. Once that was all done, he was left with a few 
items, bathroom stuff that he left in a bag and office 
stuff. He would do the bathroom later. The office stuff he 
would do now and get it out of the way.
What had been the old main bedroom was now his 
office. It didn’t seem that big to be honest, a long desk 
under the window and the back wall filled with shelves 
and book cases. He sorted the items he had brought in 
then reached down to open the door to the server stack 
beside the desk. New ink cartridges were loaded into the 
laser printer; the new paper slid into the draw under the 
printer until it was needed.
The other items were left on the desk. Some pens and 
pencils were replacements he didn’t need yet. The 
cleaning oils and cloths, he wouldn’t need those for a 
week or so but he left them on the desk as well. Not 
something he wanted to put away just now. Later on, 
when he was in the right mood. Not now.
Back in the kitchen, he opened the fridge again and 
pulled out a bottle of cold beer. Then, he walked across 
into the dining room down the four steps into the 
lounge. The sliding French windows were wide open 
already, and he wandered out into the garden to his 
favourite thinking spot. A low and comfortable garden 
chair, deep cushions and its own powered self-setting 
umbrella to shade it from the overhead sun. He settled 
down and popped the cap off the beer bottle that was 
quickly becoming covered with drops of condensation as 
the sun hit the cold glass.
Someone was burning something, far enough away that 
he couldn’t see any smoke, but he could smell it. Burning 
wood and other stuff.
He took a deep drink and put the bottle down on the 
small table kept beside the chair for just that purpose. He 
settled back in the chair; the day was warm and still. He 
was comfortable, and his thoughts began to drift as the 
smell of the smoke bought old memories to mind. 
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Chapter 1

“Another whiskey, Rex.”
“You alright, Lenny? You’ve had 
four already. That’s a lot, even for 
you.”
“What would you do if a stranger 
asked you to help her with a dragon 
problem?”
I refilled Lenny’s glass and shook 
my head. “I’d probably cut her off, 
or start watering down her drinks.”

“No, I’m serious, man. This really 
nice-looking babe came up to me out 
of the blue and asked if I would help 
her with a dragon problem. I figured 
she was one of them Con geeks. She 
was dressed like one.”
“The Con was two months ago. 
Maybe I should start watering down 
your drinks. You sure you didn’t 
dream the whole thing? What was 
her name?”
“She wouldn’t tell me. Got upset that 

I asked. I guess she was just look-
ing for a one-night thing.” Lenny 
downed his drink and tossed a 
hundred on the counter. “I should 
have taken her up on her offer. 
Probably won’t get a next time.”
“Not every question is a prop-
osition, Lenny,” I said. “I’m not 
supposed to break large bills. You 
know that.”
“It’s the smallest bill I’ve got, Rex.”
I sighed and put it under the till. 
“You owe me.”
“You keep the change, then.”
“No kidding? I guess I owe you, 
then.”
“Call me a cab, and we’ll call it 
even. I’ll come get my Jag tomor-
row after I sober up.”
I nodded and picked up the house 
phone. “See you, Lenny. Thanks.”
***
Hartford was a dead town after 
dark. The city’s leaders tried des-
perately to attract entertainment 
venues a number of times, but 
the sad fact was that no one who 
worked in the city lived here, and 
no one who lived in the city could 
afford to buy tickets to concerts or 
hockey games. The NHL team had 
packed up and moved to Carolina, 
where they finally won a Stanley 
Cup, the bastards.
The Lady was one of the few places 
that got a lot of business, because 
it was across the street from the 
Civic Center. Even so, it emptied 
out within two hours after what-
ever show or game was going on. I 
counted up the till and figured my 
tips for the night. Not bad, for a 
non-event night.
“I’m going home, Gino. Cash’s in 
the safe. Lenny Greene’s keys are 
under the counter, when he comes 
looking for them in the morning.”
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Gino laughed. “Again? The man 
should just hire a limo. Lord knows 
he can afford it, and it’d save him 
time. Night, Rex.”
I slipped my share of the tips into 
my pocket and headed out the 
door, locking it on my way out. 
Gino was probably spending the 
night in his office again.
There was a trumpet player play-
ing a jazz tune outside the Lady. I 
dropped a twenty in his case and 
crossed the street.
A woman paced the sidewalk in 
front of my apartment building, 
muttering something under her 
breath. Her red hair was tightly 
coifed, and she wore a brown rid-
ing cloak. She might have looked 
right at home at a renaissance faire 
or the Con, but here on a street 
corner in Hartford, she looked lost, 
and more than a little distressed.
“Are you alright, Miss?”
I must have startled her, because 
she jumped, spun, and drew a 
sword from beneath her cloak. The 
blade stopped about an inch short 
of my jugular.
“Jeez, lady, I didn’t mean to scare 
you! I was just walking home.” I 
held up my hands. “See? No weap-
ons. I’m not a mugger. You should 
put that away before a cop sees it.”
“No, I am not alright. I need help, 
but no one in this gods-forsaken 
place will listen to me. Will you 
listen to me?”
“If you’ll put the sword away, sure.”
She looked at me suspiciously, then 
sheathed the sword. “Do not think 
I’m defenseless without it.” She 
looked around. “It’s not safe here. Is 
there a place we may speak private-
ly?”
Against my better judgment, I 
nodded. “I’m between roommates 

right now, if you’d care to follow me 
up to my apartment. Uh, you’re not 
planning to rob me, are you? Because 
I’m not defenseless, either.”
She looked me up and down. “I think 
you’re bluffing, but I swear I’ll not 
rob you. I’m not that desperate. At 
least, not yet.”
“Right. Uh, it’s this way.”
***
“This is a very tiny room. Where do 
you sleep?”
“Uh, you’ve never heard of an eleva-
tor?”
She grabbed on to me. “The floor is 
moving!”
“Yeah, it does that. I live on the eigh-
teenth floor. My name’s Rex, by the 
way.”
“You are a king?”
“Uh, no. That’s just my name. Rex 
William Ross. I was named after my 
father, but he refused to let folks call 
me Junior. What’s your name?”
She began to fuss nervously. “I-I can’t 
tell you.”
“You forgot your own name? You 
really do need help.”
“I didn’t forget it! It was taken from 
me! I was sentenced to wander the 
mist, and never be known by anyone. 
I have no name anymore.”
“Why? What did you do?”
“I failed.”
The elevator doors opened, and I led 
her down the hall to my apartment. 
“This is where I live. I have to warn 
you, it’s a mess. I wasn’t expecting 
company. It’s not that special when 
it’s clean, either.”
She entered the apartment and 
gasped. “You live here alone? It’s 
large enough to sleep at least twelve.”
“That would get a little cramped. I 
only have one bed, and it only has 
room for two.” I felt my face get hot. 
“I don’t mean us. I had a girlfriend, 

once.”
“What happened?”
“I failed too, I guess. I came home 
one night and all her stuff was 
gone. She left a note saying it was 
time she got a real life. I tried to 
call her for a couple weeks, but it 
always went to voice mail.”
“Voice mail?”
“Where are you from, anyway? 
You’ve never heard of elevators or 
voice mail? Sounds like your name 
wasn’t the only thing taken from 
you.”
“It was not. I lost everything I had 
ever cared about.”
I frowned. “I’m sorry. I didn’t mean 
to make light of it. Why don’t you 
sit down and tell me what no one 
will listen to you about? Where are 
you from?”
She tried to speak, but no words 
came out. She shook her head sad-
ly. “I am not even able to tell you 
that. The spell is too powerful.”
Kira. Her name is Kira.
I blinked and looked around. 
“What?”
“The spell is too powerful. I am 
prevented from telling you any-
thing about myself.”
Speak her name!
“Kira?”
“Yes! Kira is my name.” Her eyes 
widened. “I can speak it now! How 
did you know it?”
“I didn’t. It just came to me.”
Kira knelt on the floor in front of 
me. “You have restored my name to 
me, Rex William Ross, not Junior. I 
am forever in your debt.”
“You don’t have to bow down, Kira. 
You don’t owe me anything.”
“You are kind, for a wizard.”
I laughed. “I’m no wizard, I’m just a 
bartender. I mix drinks.”
“You are an alchemist? You may be 
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just what I need, then. Perhaps I 
can undo my failure, after all. Will 
you help me?”
“I’ll try. What do you need?”
Kira stood and paced the floor a 
few times before she sat back down 
beside me on the sofa. “I need help 
with a dragon problem.”
I coughed. “Dragons? You’re Len-
ny’s mystery woman, aren’t you?”
Kira tilted her head. “You named 
me. If I belong to anyone, it’s you. I 
don’t know a Lenny.”
“No, that’s not what I meant. How 
many people have you asked?”
“There have been twelve others. 
Most of them laughed at me. None 
have listened. I have been in this 
place for seventeen days.”
“Where are you staying?”
“There is a bridge made of metal 
and stone over the river, where 
many of the huge metal beasts 
roll overhead. I camp out near the 
base.”
“You’re lucky the cops haven’t 
found you. They usually arrest 
vagrants.”
“I am skilled in hiding my camp-
site. Most of the ones that do roam 
there are drunk, or insane. If the 
guards do patrol, they find the 
drunkards first. They never see me.”
“Well, it’s still not safe out there. 
You’re obviously well equipped to 
defend yourself, but a sword is no 
match for a bullet.”
“Will you help me, then?”
“I’ll listen to the rest of your story, 
but it’s late, and I’m tired. You can 
sleep here, if you’d like. I promise I 
won’t touch you. You can have my 
bed. I’ll sleep out here on the sofa.”
“Why? You have already said your 
bed was big enough for two. Why 
should we not share the sleeping 
quarters? You have given me back 

my name. I am bound to you.”
“You really are from somewhere else, 
aren’t you? I’d never take advantage 
of a desperate, pretty woman, espe-
cially if she’s armed with a sword. 
You get the bed, I get the couch.”
“Thank you, Rex William Ross, not 
Junior.”
“You can just call me Rex. The bath-
room is behind that door there. You 
can use the shower first. I’ll get the 
bed made up for you.”
***
I should have expected that she 
wouldn’t know how to use the show-
er. “Where is your bucket?”
“My bucket?”
“Yes, to fill the washtub.”
“Uh, you don’t need a bucket. Just 
turn on the faucet.”
“How?”
“Seriously? I’ll show you. Are you 
decent?”
There was a pause. “Yes.”
I entered the bathroom to find Kira 
standing completely naked in front 
of the tub. I tried not to stare at her 
many scars, tried not to think how 
beautiful she was, even in spite of 
them. “Uh, I thought you said you 
were decent.”
“I try to be a good person. I do not 
steal unless it is necessary to survive.”
“Uh-huh. What I meant was, were 
you wearing any clothing? It’s con-
sidered impolite to gawk at a naked 
woman you hardly know.”
“You know me. You gave me back my 
name.”
“Uh-huh. Um, these knobs here 
turn on the water. The left one is for 
hot, and the right is for cold. This 
one makes the water come out of 
the showerhead instead of the lower 
faucet. Slide the door closed to keep 
the water from making the floor 
slippery.”

She turned on the water and 
squealed. “What wonderful magic!”
“It’s not magic. It’s ... Never mind. 
I’ll explain later.” I got her a towel 
and a bathrobe. “You can put this 
on after you’ve dried yourself. It’s 
the only thing Jenny left behind.”
As Kira happily washed herself, I 
got a spare sheet and blanket and 
made up the sofa. After seeing the 
girl naked, I didn’t trust myself 
sharing the bed with her.
***
The following morning, I rose early 
and made eggs and toast for the 
both of us. Kira emerged from the 
bedroom wearing nothing but Jen-
ny’s robe. Her fiery red hair frizzed 
out in all directions, covering her 
shoulders.
“I should be serving you, milord, 
not the other way ‘round.”
“I am not your lord, Kira. Besides, I 
like to cook.”
“It smells wonderful.” She looked 
at the pan and the stove beneath. 
“How do you make heat without 
fire?”
“The same way the lights work. 
Electric current runs through the 
coil and it gets hot. Very hot, so I 
wouldn’t touch it if I were you.”
“You make all the wonders I’ve 
seen here sound mundane and 
commonplace.”
I shrugged. “They are common-
place. There are a few poor places 
on Earth where they don’t have 
electricity or running water, but 
pretty much all of America is 
wired.”
“I wish I could stay here,” said Kira. 
“This world is amazing.”
“I suppose. It doesn’t feel like it, 
sometimes. Since Jenny’s been 
gone, I pretty much get up, go 
to work, and come home. Noth-



PAGE 68

ing else really interests me. But 
now, here you are, waving swords 
around and talking about dragons, 
not to mention walking around my 
apartment mostly naked. You’ve 
never seen running water or an 
electric stove. Who are you?”
“You know my name. I am Kira.”
“Do you have a last name?”
“No, only Kira. Family names are 
for people with families. I was 
raised by the monks of St. Athana-
sius. I was trained in the sword to 
defend the monastery from Mala-
thian barbarians. They often come 
from the north in winter to pillage. 
It’s always been a lawless nation.”
“That’s how you got your scars, 
then?”
“Yes.” She removed the robe and 
began showing me. “The ones 
on my belly were from training 
wounds. I would have been disem-
boweled if my instructor had really 
wanted to kill me. I learned well to 
protect my most vulnerable parts. 
This one on my shoulder was from 
battle with a barbarian. I let him 
cut me so he would think he had 
beaten me, then I ran him through 
when he attempted to rape me.”
“You’ve been raped?”
She shook her head. “Several 
barbarians have tried. None have 
survived the attempt. I let them 
think they’ve won, then kill them 
when they try to claim their prize. 
No man may enter me without my 
consent.”
I was suddenly thankful that I’d 
spent the night on the sofa.
Kira must have read my reaction, 
for she began to laugh. “I would 
not kill you, milord ... I mean Rex. 
I am bound to you. My consent is 
implied.”
“You are not bound to me. Nor 

would I even attempt to, um, enter 
you unless you and I both wanted it.”
Kira tilted her head inquisitively. “Do 
you not want it? You seem upright at 
the moment.”
I felt my face turn hot and crossed 
my legs. “Can we change the subject, 
please? Tell me about your dragon 

problem.”
“It’s not my problem. It’s every-
one’s problem. Barbarians, we can 
handle. We fight them off and drive 
them out whenever they invade. 
But the last time they invaded, 
a dragon accompanied them. It 
destroyed the wall and allowed the 
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barbarians in. The commander or-
dered us to fight the dragon, but it 
was no use. We fought as valiantly 
as we could, but the dragon over-
powered us. All were slaughtered 
but me.” She turned to show me 
her bare back, which bore only one 
wound: three parallel slash marks 
down her right shoulder. “I ran 
from the battle. For my cowardice, 
I was shunned by the monks and 
cursed by the town wizard. That 
was the last time I ever heard my 

name spoken, until last night. You 
spoke my name and broke the anath-
ema.”
“I don’t think I could blame you for 
running from a dragon. I probably 
would, too.”
Kira shook her head. “No one 
else ran. My comrades stood their 
ground and fought to the last man.”
“It’s better to live to fight another 
day. I’m sorry they cursed you. I’ll 
bet none of them faced the dragon, 
either.”

“No. No, they didn’t.”
“Then they had no right to curse 
you for being unable to do what 
they couldn’t do, either.”
“So, you’ll help me?”
“I don’t know if I can. I don’t know 
the first thing about slaying drag-
ons.”
Kira shook her head and smiled. 
“I’m not looking for help slaying a 
dragon, Rex. I’m looking for help 
recruiting one.” 
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father douglas eugene o’neill 
had just left his parish for the night 
and was heading home when he 
heard something on the road ahead 
of him. he prided himself on his 
lack of fear, but this sound made 
him uneasy. he wasn’t an easy man 
to spook or rile, which made him 
perfect to talk to. he was tall, lean 
and favored healthy foods over the 
greasy meat and addictive ale of the 
local taverns. his parish was poor 
in money but rich in spirit and 
support. one summer the belfry 
had been struck by lightning, and 
the bells destroyed. The townsfolk 
had rebuilt the belfry and the local 
mason had re-forged the bells at no 
charge. such was his gentle na-
ture that people were comfortable 
taking no money in trade for their 

assistance. This uneasy feeling at a 
sound ahead of him was foreign to 
him so he called out.

“Who’s there?”

The only response was a scuffling 
sound made only by leather soles on 
a gravel road; namely, when someone 
was trying to keep their balance. he 
hurried forward to help, wishing he’d 
taken the torch from the sconce on 
the side of the parish before depart-
ing, and light came into play from a 
source unseen in the form of a ball 
of fire. The ball of flame above him 
showed four men beating another 
with their fists and short lengths of 
metal.

“here now, stop that!”

two took off at the sound of his 
voice but the other two remained. 
The good father carried a short 
length of wood on his person and 
curled his hand around it as he ap-
proached. “begone now and let that 
poor fellow be!”

They ignored him so he rapped one 
of them soundly on the back of the 
skull with that length of wood. The 
other raised his hand to strike and 
ran instead. The one he’d clonked 
swore and kicked the man on the 
ground before taking off after his 
co-conspirators. father o’neill 
shouted after them, “God take ye 
down for attacking a helpless man, 
ye bleedin’ sods!” then knelt by the 
man they’d attacked.

“by the heavens themselves!”

The victim was a boy no more 
than fifteen years old with sandy 
blond hair. he was thin but had 
managed to land a few blows as 
evidenced by the split skin and 
bruises on his knuckles. his lower 
lip was puffed and split from being 
mashed against his teeth and one 
eye was swollen shut. There were 
numerous bruises on his arms and 
father o’neill suspected there were 
similar marks under this poor lad’s 
clothing. They weren’t far from his 
parish, but father o’neill knew he 
didn’t have the resources to help 
him.

“What am i to do? i haven’t any 
means of getting him to town.”

fortunately for him, this was a 
well-traveled road though it was 
made of gravel and tiny bits of 
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shale. he heard the clip-clop of 
hoofbeats and whispered a fervent 
“Praise the lord” before standing 
to catch the traveler’s attention. 
“Please, i need assistance!” The 
hoof beats slowed down, and a sin-
gle-pony trap came to a stop beside 
him. it was driven by a well-dressed 
man with close-cropped grey hair. 
“Please good sir, there’s a wounded 
youth here. Might i trouble you to 
take us to town?”

The driver hopped off the trap 
and saw the boy sprawled on the 
ground. his hand flew up to grasp 
the crucifix around his throat. “by 
the grace of the angels, what hap-
pened to him!?”

father o’neill crouched beside 
the boy and gently moved his head 
to clear his airway. “i came upon 
him being beset by four scoundrels 
armed with lengths of metal and 
was able to chase them off without 
being harmed myself, praise God.”

 “You are a credit to your hassock, 
father. i will help you tend this 
poor boy.” And the trap owner 
pulled a length of canvas from the 
back so they could get their pas-
senger into the trap. “did you see 
where any of them hit him, fa-
ther?”

“i only saw a few of the strikes 
thanks to the faerie fire. none of 
them hit his head or neck i’m hap-
py to say.” They got the boy into the 
trap, and father o’neill sat in the 
back beside him. “God’s blessing 
upon your kindness, good sir. i am 
father o’neill.”

The Good samaritan bowed 

slightly. “Good father, i am lucius 
swanson. i run the meat shop in the 
village.”

“bless you, Goodman swanson. bless 
you.”

lucius got up on the driving board 
of the trap and carefully turned it 
around, the pony gentle and obedi-
ent. father o’neill held the canvas 
with one hand and the side of the 
trap with the other as lucius set the 
pony into a slow trot. “A carrot for 
you if you reach the hospice with-
out delay, my darling daisy!” daisy 
whickered softly at the sound of her 
master’s voice and made excellent 
time. The trap rattled to a stop out-
side the hospice, and lucius sprang 
off to go inside and get help. father 
o’neill waited anxiously for them to 
come out.

“God in heaven. My boy, i will find 
those who beset you and set them be-
fore our lord himself for judgment.” 
And he smoothed the boy’s hair off 
his forehead.

The medics came out with a canvas 
stretcher and father o’neill helped 
lucius carefully maneuver the poor 
boy onto it. “What kind of world is 
it when a boy is beaten for sport?” 
he had no answer for the medic’s 
question. lucius helped him out 
of the trap, and they went in to 
make sure he was comfortable and 
properly cared for. one of the boy’s 
pockets had a scrap of vellum that 
bore a strange seal set in wax. father 
o’neill recognized it at once.

“oh lord help us. This is the Vis-
count’s seal!”

The Viscount was Viscount 
driscoll, a powerful man with no 
concern for anyone save his family. 
Viscount driscoll’s only son was 
on the cot in the hospice. lucius 
crossed himself. “heaven have 
mercy for the men who attacked 
him, father, for the Viscount surely 
won’t.”

“no, he won’t. i’d best set off to tell 
him what’s transpired; the soon-
er he knows the better.” father 
o’neill was worn, tired and finding 
his lord’s son being attacked had 
dampened his spirits considerably. 
lucius put a gentle hand on his 
arm.

“i’ll drive you in the trap, father. 
And perhaps i can deflect his anger 
onto me instead of him taking it 
out on you.”

father o’neill knew lucius was 
right, so he didn’t argue. The hos-
pice workers gave both men water 
and soft bread before they set out. 
“bless you for your kindness. May 
God shine his love upon all who 
reside here.”

lucius gave daisy the carrot he’d 
promised her, and the men enjoyed 
their bread while she ate. lucius’s 
assistant at the shop saw them and 
waved. They waved in return, and 
father o’neill saw their answer. 
“Goodman swanson, that man 
there. is he not in the Viscount’s 
livery?”

The man in question wore a mus-
tard yellow tunic with a grey 
knight’s helm on each sleeve. “in-
deed he is, father.” lucius was not 
a stupid man by any means and he 
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caught on quickly. “i pray the good 
Viscount doesn’t simply drub him 
to death for the news we give.”

“surely the Viscount would be 
more inclined to listen to one of his 
men than a simple friar and a shop 
owner.” father o’neill caught the 
man’s attention and he came over. 
he was short with black hair that 
had silver liberally woven into it 
by age. his nose was bulbous from 
multiple breaks in his youth, and 
he was overweight with muscle.

“What would ye of me, good fa-
ther? ‘tis a cold night, and i would 
be back at my lord’s castle.”

“Your pardon, good sir, but this 
concerns your lord’s progeny.”

The man bristled in immediate 
concern. “is his young lordship 
well?”

father o’neill placed a calming 
hand on the footman’s arm. “i’m 
afraid his lordship’s son has been 
assaulted. he lies within the hos-
pice, identified by the lord’s seal in 
his pocket. four men with lengths 
of metal took to him, and it was 
through the grace of God that i was 
able to chase them off. Goodman 
swanson here stopped to help me 
bring him to town for help.”

The footman bowed deeply. “i 
thank you both for your kind-
ness, good sirs. i will tell my lord 
straight away. i am ferguson, good 
sirs. feel free to call on me when i 
am needed.”

father o’neill made the sign of 
the cross over ferguson’s head and 

the nobleman’s loyal servant set off 
for the castle at once. he and lucius 
made small talk while they waited.

ferguson reined in his horse at the 
gate to the Viscount’s castle, and one 
of the stable lads held the reins for 
him so he could dismount. his terse, 
“Water him but leave him saddled,” 
floated over his shoulder as he made 
his way to the Viscount’s chamber.

Viscount driscoll was in a discus-
sion with another noble. “i assure 
you lord fairmont, there will be no 
interference from me or my soldiers. 
surely it would be fitting to allow us 
the same courtesy we’ve allowed you 
all these years.”

lord fairmont was portly and drip-

ping in jewels. his blue silk doublet 
was impeccably clean as were the 
matching pants. he wore a thick 
lace collar around his neck like the 
high nobles he’d seen in one of the 
capitals, and his hat was bouffant 
with a gaudy bird’s feather reaching 
high above the crest of the hat. “i 
understand your concern Viscount 
driscoll, but i see no need to bur-
den our relations with such a minor 
inconvenience... let me assure you, 
good sir, that any men you send 
through my lands will be given all 
due courtesy and tended to as is 
proper.”

The Viscount sipped his brandy 
and considered. lord fairmont was 
indeed a fair man, and contrary 
to his foppish appearance, he had 
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all the knowledge and wisdom of a 
seasoned military veteran. he was 
used to making minor concessions 
to maintain good standing with his 
neighbors, and Viscount driscoll 
was a major feather in his cap, so to 
speak. “so noted, lord fairmont, 
but allow me a question, if i may.”

“of course, good sir. You may ask 
whatever you wish, and i shall 
answer.”

The Viscount took another sip 
of his drink and considered the 
wording very carefully. This issue 
was a delicate one to be sure, and he 
didn’t want to cause the lord any 
offense. “lord fairmont, forgive 
my candor, but are you aware of an 
issue that arose between some of 
my men and your border guard a 
fortnight ago?”

lord fairmont set his glass down 
with a bang. he knew of it all right. 
“i am indeed, my good Viscount, 
and i have already dealt with it. My 
border guard were at fault, and i of-
fer to make reparations to your sol-
diers and their families.” fairmont’s 
border guard had accosted a squad 
of driscoll’s men at the northern 
border between driscoll’s lands and 
fairmont’s. four of driscoll’s men 
survived and managed to send the 
remnants of the border guard back 
onto fairmont lands.

Viscount driscoll was pleased and 
impressed. fairmont had acted 
exactly as he’d promised he would. 
“Your offer of reparations is accept-
ed, my lord, and i thank you for 
your kindness toward their kin.”

lord fairmont smiled and sipped 

at his own drink when the guard out-
side opened the door and stood just 
inside. “i believe there is a concern 
you need to address, Viscount.”

driscoll turned and waved the guard 
in. “What is it that you need to come 
to me during business?”

The guard stood firm. “My lord, 
Mister ferguson waits without. he 
apologizes for his intrusion but he 
says it is a matter of utmost impor-
tance.”

fairmont kept quiet. he knew how 
much driscoll relied on ferguson to 
keep things going smoothly in the 
nearby town. “Admit him, then, and 
thank him for his apology.”

The guard bowed and went to admit 
ferguson. The Viscount’s most trust-
ed footman had hastily washed his 
hands and face and brushed the dust 
off his boots. he bowed deeply once 
he was inside. “My lord fairmont, i 
am pleased to see you doing well.”

fairmont knew ferguson could be 
trusted. in fact, he liked the taciturn 
older man. “Your continued health is 
indeed a blessing, Mister ferguson.”

That was a high compliment indeed, 
and ferguson knew it. “Thank you, 
my lord.”

driscoll merely smiled. “What news 
have you brought me then?”

ferguson sobered, and his face had 
no emotion in it whatsoever. “My 
lord, it is with humble regret that i 
inform you your son has been way-
laid.” driscoll’s face paled, and fair-
mont’s hand tightened on the arm of 

his chair. “father o’neill chased 
the brigands away with the grace of 
God, and he got assistance from the 
meat-cutter to bring him here to 
hospice.”

for all his weight, fairmont could 
move with the grace and agility of 
any knight. And he did so now. “i 
would come with you, Viscount 
driscoll.”

driscoll gathered his wits about 
him and gave an abrupt nod. fair-
mont knew he was worried about 
his only son. “ferguson, ready the 
horses. You ride with us.”

“At once, my lord.” ferguson 
bowed and left the room to do just 
that. once he was in the hallway, 
he fired off orders like a general in 
a warzone. “find the stablehands 
and prepare horses for the Viscount 
and lord fairmont. Make sure my 
horse is still saddled; i ride with 
them.”

his orders were obeyed like he 
were the Viscount instead. When 
driscoll and fairmont came out-
side, their horses were ready. fer-
guson stood beside lord fairmont’s 
and offered the portly noble a hand 
up into the saddle. fairmont took 
the offer and mounted smooth-
ly. Another stablehand offered 
his hands for Viscount driscoll 
and gave his lord a boost into the 
saddle. ferguson didn’t need such 
a courtesy, he mounted on his own. 
Courtesy had him wait until the 
lords were mounted before doing 
so himself. driscoll spoke with a 
clip in his voice that ferguson and 
fairmont knew very well indeed. 
“lead on, ferguson.”
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“Yes, my lord.” ferguson clicked 
his horse into a trot and the nobles 
were easily able to keep up. The 
roads cleared when they saw who 
was approaching. none dared get 
in the Viscount’s way, especially 
not when he was in the company of 
lord fairmont! ferguson led them 
straight to the hospice where father 
o’neill and lucius were waiting. 
Men came out to hold the horses 
and aid the nobles in dismounting. 
ferguson dismounted on his own 
but remained outside while the Vis-
count and lord fairmont went in.

“i would see my son. i was told he 
was here.” A hospice worker led the 
nobles to the cot the Viscount’s son 
was on. At the sight of him with 
so many bumps and bruises, the 
Viscount knelt and took his son’s 
hand in both of his. “My son, my 
son... i will find who did this to 
you, and i will put them before God 
for judgment.” A light movement 
got his attention and he held very 
still. it came again, and he suddenly 
knew what it was. “God’s breath! 
i’m here, ethan!”

ethan’s one good eye fluttered 
open, and the first thing he saw was 
his father’s face. “father...” it came 
out a cracked whisper.

“Yes ethan. i’m here.” ethan’s eye 
fixed on his father’s face, and he 
saw all the love he’d never been 
shown but had been told of shining 
in the tears pooling in his eyes. “do 
you know who did this to you, my 
son?”

ethan ran his tongue over his lips 
and winced at the taste of blood. “i 

feel as though i should father. Alas, 
i cannot identify them at the mo-
ment.”

“When you’ve recovered, perhaps 
you’ll remember.” The Viscount 
betrayed himself with a trembling 
voice. but nobody said a word. 
lord fairmont stood quietly by and 
watched. ethan saw him, and one 
corner of his mouth rose.

“My lord fairmont, i would bow, 
but i’m not able to stand.”

fairmont lifted a beefy hand and 
flapped it. “Concern yourself not 
with that my boy. Concern yourself 
with getting better.”

ethan exhaled slowly and nodded 
slightly. Viscount driscoll stayed 
there kneeling at his son’s bedside 
holding his hand. fairmont inclined 
his head and stepped outside. father 
o’neill looked up and bowed deeply. 
“My lord fairmont.”

fairmont gave a slight bow himself. 
“it is a rare thing to meet a man of 
the cloth chasing away brigands to 
rescue the son of his lord, but i am 
all the better for it. God bless your 
bravery, father.”

“And God bless you for your courte-
sy, my lord.”

lucius bowed deeply as well. “My 
lord fairmont, it is an honor to meet 
you. i am lucius swanson.”

“Ah yes, the Good samaritan who 
aided the good father. God will sure-
ly reward your kindness, good sir.”

“if it is his will, my lord.”

fairmont conceded the point with 
a tilt of his head and a slight nod. 
“father, i would ask what you saw 
when you became aware of what 
was going on. The Viscount is tend-
ing to his son and is indisposed at 
the moment.”

father o’neill was very glad to be 
in the company of such compas-
sionate nobles. “My lord fairmont, 
i will tell you all i know.”

someone nearby took out a quill 
and inkpot before unrolling a 
scroll of vellum to write. fairmont 
nodded, and father o’neill started 
talking. his voice wavered when 
he described his reaction at seeing 
ethan’s face, and the scribe noted 
it in the record. Viscount driscoll 
came out after the scribe had sand-
ed the ink on the scroll but before 
it was rolled up. it was wordlessly 
offered to the Viscount for his 
reading pleasure. he scanned the 
document then read it thoroughly. 
father o’neill had disclosed every-
thing, including the faerie fire that 
had enabled him to see after asking 
who was there. “father, you have 
my thanks and gratitude for assist-
ing my son tonight. if you require 
anything, i will see to it that it is 
provided immediately.”

“Your generosity is most welcomed, 
my lord; there are families with 
no clothing and very little by way 
of food or shelter.” he’d seen it 
with his own eyes and had done all 
he could with the meager stipend 
he received from the Church. The 
Viscount knew of the good father’s 
generosity at his own expense and 
nodded.
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“so long as i am Viscount of these 
lands, none shall go hungry or lack 
for clothing or shelter. You have my 
word, father.”

father o’neill bowed deeply. “i 
thank you, my lord Viscount.”

fairmont took possession of the 
scroll with father o’neill’s account 
and handed it to the Viscount when 
they were back at the Viscount’s 
castle. “This troubles me, Viscount. 
Why would they go to such lengths 
to attack your son? And how was 
the good friar able to chase them 
off with a simple length of wood?”

The Viscount sat back and put his 
feet up on a nearby ottoman. “The 
good father has absolute faith in 
God, my good fairmont. he be-
lieved he was doing the lord’s work 
when he defended my son.”

fairmont reached up and removed 
his hat then the frilly collar. “Aye, i 
saw the light of devotion in his eyes 
while i was obtaining his account 
of what transpired. he is a boon to 
you and to this village.”

Then he stretched out his legs and 
rubbed his hands on his stomach. 
“Would that the men of the Church 
in my lands were so pious and un-
assuming.”

driscoll was on alert right away. 
This was the first he’d heard of fair-
mont having issues with his holy 
men. “speak plainly, fairmont. 
This deserves no less than that.”

fairmont put it in terms even a 
dullard could comprehend. “i fear 

my land is falling out of God’s grace, 
earl, and is spiraling toward eternal 
damnation. The priests turn a blind 
eye to the poor; they hoard food 
meant for the hungry; they enable 
abuse of women by ignoring their 
complaints... Why i’ve even seen one 
of them receive favors from one of 
the women on the streets!”

earl driscoll was aghast. “My God, 
edgar, have you written the Archdi-
ocese?”

“My scrolls return unopened with 
a notation that his holy eminence 
is unable to address my concerns.” 
edgar fairmont scowled. “i greatly 
dislike this, earl. he’s read my scrolls 
before with no issue.”

“We’ll have to do something about 
this. even if it means going to the 
holy City itself and speaking with 
the Archdiocese directly!”

edgar lifted one hand. “Calm your-
self, my friend. Mayhap young ethan 
can be of assistance with my prob-
lem, even as father o’neill is helping 
with yours.”

earl put his fingers on his lips as he 
thought. edgar had seen him do that 
before and waited patiently. his hand 
stole down to the crucifix at his waist, 
held there with his rosaries. he had 
no room around his neck so he wore 
them like the monks in the moun-
tains.

“You may be right edgar, yet i hes-
itate to make such assumptive pre-
ponderances without my son’s input.”

“i do understand your plight earl, 
for i have been there before. My el-

dest fell from a horse into a shallow 
ravine not three weeks past and 
was laid up til the day before my 
departure.” edgar’s eldest was a girl 
about ethan’s age and all the fair-
mont children were encouraged to 
ride and partake in activities with 
their peers. edgar felt it would 
benefit them when they came of age 
to rule so they would never forget 
those who helped them get to that 
point in their lives. it also encour-
aged humility to see things from 
both sides of the fence, so to speak.

“is she well? i do hope she wasn’t 
beset by fever.”

“she has her mother’s robust con-
stitution, praise the lord, and my 
keen wits.” edgar’s wife was a noble 
by birth but she had the strength of 
health one would normally find in 
a peasant or dockhand.

earl chuckled softly, as was edgar’s 
intent. “Praise the lord indeed. 
elise nearly gave herself the fits 
when Michaela became ill, the poor 
thing.” Michaela had come down 
with a rampant fever that had near-
ly taken that sweet charming girl 
away from them.

“i remember that; her recovery was 
a gift from God.”

“indeed it was, my friend. indeed 
it was.”

They spoke ‘til dawn, then edgar 
went to his chambers to rest. earl 
personally escorted him there to 
ensure his safety then went to his 
own chambers for some sleep. his 
wife elise was already asleep, and 
he took care not to disturb her. he 
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settled into bed, and her arm came 
to rest across his waist. he smiled, 
covered up, and was asleep in mo-
ments.

ethan was eager to get out of the 
hospice and go home. he didn’t 
like being there; the smells made 
him nauseous. father o’neill came 
to check on him every day, and he 
took comfort from the friar’s pres-
ence. The nurses were treated with 
dignity and respect, but ethan also 
treated them as friends. he never 
had a cross word for them nor did 
he treat them rudely or unfairly. 
he truly was his father’s son in that 
regard; earl had drilled it into his 
head that people were to be respect-
ed unless they gave him reason 
to believe otherwise. The time in 
hospice had allowed him to gain 
some much-needed weight. People 
had always said he was too thin and 
needed to eat more. it wasn’t for 
lack of trying on his part, the good 
lord knew that. he just wasn’t able 
to gain weight and actually keep it 
on.

“Come then young sir, it’s meal 
time. i do hope you’re able to gain 
some weight from it.”

ethan only smiled. The nurse was 
only doing her job; it wasn’t up to 
him to judge her for her concern. 
“That is my hope as well; i fear my 
father the Viscount will resort to 
drastic measures if i’m not able 
to keep on at least a stone.” he 
was only kidding, and she seemed 
to know it. her smile made him 
smile, and she uncovered the tray 
of food. roasted boar, sliced thinly 
with small potatoes and fresh-cut 

vegetables. “oh this does look good; 
please convey my thanks to the chef.”

“i will indeed, and we thank you for 
your kindness.”

ethan looked up then smiled. it lit up 
his face and made him look like a boy 
of ten instead of a youth of fifteen. 
“My father taught me that all peo-
ple are the same, regardless of their 
station in life; that if you respect 
them you’ll treat them as your equal 
instead of your inferior.” he truly 
believed that. he’d also been the 
beneficiary of the village’s kindness 
on more than one occasion and had 
meant it when he thanked them for 
it.

“That’s a valuable lesson indeed, 
young sir. do enjoy your meal; i’ll 
be back to check on you when i 
can.” The nurse was an enchantingly 
lovely example of youth and wisdom 
combined. she kept her short red 
hair back off her face with a simple 
barrette, and any hair that strayed 
was kept back by her nurse’s cap. in 
another year ethan would tower over 
her but at the moment they were the 
same height, approximately five foot 
seven. she was tall for a woman, but 
not unattractively so, and her green 
eyes danced with merriment even 
as she went about her rounds in the 
various areas of the hospice. ethan 
waited for her to go before he started 
eating; it seemed rude to do other-
wise. he heard footsteps but was too 
busy enjoying his meal to pay any 
attention. his visitor waited until 
he’d set the empty plate aside before 
saying anything.

“The Viscount would know how you 
fare today, young noble.” The speaker 

was one of ferguson’s more trust-
worthy underlings, a scrawny lad 
by the name of Virgil. like most 
peasants, he only went by his first 
name.

“i do well indeed and hope to be 
out within the next few days.” he 
felt stronger than he had in a long 
time; he even looked healthier. 
And he’d never been a sickly lad. 
“The wonderful food here’s actually 
given me hope that i may become 
a stronger person yet when i reach 
my maturity.”

Virgil knew ethan had trouble me-
tabolizing his food slowly enough 
to actually have it do some good. 
“it is his hope as well, young sir. is 
there any other message you’d like 
me to impart to him?”

ethan had been giving this some 
very serious thought. And he 
reached under his bedroll to pro-
duce a scroll bound tightly with a 
strip of cloth from his own tunic. 
it was a sign that only his father 
was to read the scroll. “Please make 
sure he gets this, Virgil, it’s quite 
important.”

Virgil bowed and took the scroll. 
“it shall be delivered to him within 
the hour. i pray you have a good 
rest.”

“Thank you Virgil, i surely will 
with such kindly people watching 
over me here.” ethan lay back and 
Virgil flagged the nearest hospice 
worker before he left to return to 
the castle.

Viscount driscoll nodded grave-
ly at ethan’s comment about his 
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weight; he knew his son was as 
concerned about it as him. “Your 
son bade me deliver this to you 
immediately, my lord Viscount.” 
Virgil handed him the scroll and 
earl made the connection when he 
saw what it was tied with.

“Thank you Virgil, you’ve earned a 
flagon of mead in the kitchen.”

“Many thanks my lord.” Virgil 
bowed and let himself out to warm 
his insides with the mead from the 
kitchen.

earl untied the scrap of tunic 
and unrolled the heavy yellow 
parchment from the hospice. he 
was always impressed by his son’s 
excellent scribing skills; today was 
no different. ‘My lord father, i hope 
this finds you well and in good spir-
its. i have indeed remembered who 
assaulted me; the information is on 
the final page of parchment. but 
there is a matter of importance i 
must disclose to you and hopefully 
lessen the burden on my soul.’ earl 
frowned at that; ethan had never 
hinted at such a thing before. but 
he kept reading. ‘My honored fa-
ther, it is my belief that my inability 
to keep weight on is a punishment 
by the lord God Almighty. he 
alone knows what i am about to tell 
you and if he chooses to punish me 
further, then so be it.’ The ink was a 
little smudged here; earl suspected 
it was because ethan’s entire body 
was shaking while he wrote. ‘father, 
i must confess to you that i am not 
a good son. i do not covet the sweet 
kisses of a maiden fair, nor do i 
wish to lay with one. to my shame 
i have discovered that i seek the 
attention of other young men. it is 

they who populate my dreams, and 
they who fuel my impure thoughts 
and desires. i pray that you are able 
to still treat me as your son in spite 
of this blasphemy that i have shared 
with you, but if you cannot, then i 
will understand. i do not know why 
i was given this curse, i only know 
that i will never be rid of it. i will be 
damned until the day i die. i only 
hope i am able to avoid shaming 
your great name with my imperfec-
tion. You will always be my father. 
ethan.’

earl set the parchment aside and let 
what ethan had just confessed to him 
play over and over again in his mind. 
ethan was a good soul and devoted 
to his faith. if he felt what he’d just 
written was a sin, then earl hated 
to think what ethan thought was an 
atrocity. Yes, what ethan had written 
was not looked kindly upon by oth-
ers. And yes, the Church punished 
those who confessed to such a thing. 
but earl had never truly obeyed the 
will of society. he was unconvention-
al; some called him a maverick. but 
his methods were highly effective and 
those he ruled respected him more 
than they feared him. he steepled 
his hands in front of his face and let 
his mind wander as his eyes sought 
refuge in the flames of the fireplace. 
The candle beside him had burned 
down a full band before he came to a 
decision.

“That he feared my wrath when i 
read this.” he sighed and sat back. 
he had an obligation to the Church 
to uphold its sacred doctrines, but he 
was no priest. he had an obligation 
to defend his land against invaders, 
but he was no knight who was bound 
to his lord. he had an obligation to 

raise his children with diligence, 
discipline, and love. When he 
thought of ethan and what his only 
son had written, he only felt one 
thing. And it was that one thing 
that got him up out of his chair and 
heading down the hall toward the 
stables.

“bring my gelding around for me; i 
go to visit my son.”

“Yes, my lord!” The stablehand 
bowed and went to fetch the Vis-
count’s prized golden-yellow 
gelding. The beast was twenty-one 
hands in height, with hooves the 
color of brightly polished platinum 
and eyes the color of freshly roasted 
chestnuts. his muscles rippled in 
the torchlight as the stable hand 
brought him around, and he kept 
his head high. earl laughed softly 
and held out his hand. The gelding 
immediately rested his nose in the 
cup of his master’s hand and was 
given a loving scratch under the 
straps of the bridle.

“Come then, my valiant steed, we 
go to see my son in the village.” 
The horse held perfectly still so 
earl could get into the saddle and 
whickered softly when he felt the 
weight settle properly. A light touch 
of booted heels set him into mo-
tion, and he trotted gallantly down 
the path and up to the doors of the 
hospice. father o’neill had just 
come from a visit with ethan, and 
he caught the horse’s bridle with 
one hand. The horse knew father 
o’neill to be true so he allowed it. 
earl swung out of the saddle and 
smiled when he saw who was there. 
“Ah, God bless you, father. What 
brings you here on such a night?”
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“i came to see how your son was 
doing, my lord Viscount. he seems 
in very good spirits today and the 
staff have become quite fond of 
him.”

earl smiled softly. “That son of 
mine... he always was a charmer. 
easy to like too.” father o’neill 
nodded in agreement, and the Vis-
count went inside. ethan’s face was 
a portrait of surprise when he saw 
his father come in. earl went right 
to ethan’s bedside and sat on the 
stool father o’neill had recently 
vacated.

“i thought you would stay at the 
castle til the morrow.”

earl put his hand on ethan’s shoul-
der and smiled. “When my son 
writes and bids me to forgive him 
for an imagined sin, i have to deal 
with it right away.”

imagined sin? ethan’s confusion 
showed on his face. earl leaned in 
so only ethan could hear what he 
had to say. “The only opinion of 
you that matters is yours. You are 
my son, and you will always be my 
son. i bear you no ill will for having 
the courage to tell me what was in 
your soul.”

ethan searched his father’s face for 
any sign of deceit or disgust and 
saw only love and acceptance. he 
made sure only his father could 
hear him. “i dared not mention it 
to any but you father, i feared the 
repercussions.” What he’d told his 
father in that letter was the reason 
those men had attacked him. earl 
had read the entire document and 

knew everything.

“it is your choice who you tell my 
son, but choose wisely. not all are as 
accepting and forgiving as i am.”

“i know, father. i will tell no one 
even if it means my death. some 
things are best kept from the light of 
day.”

earl marveled at ethan’s great wis-
dom regarding this matter. “but my 
son, if i may, i have a question re-
garding the document you sent me.”

“Ask and i shall do my best to an-
swer.”

“i know you will.” he paused a mo-
ment before asking his question. “if 
you spoke nary a word to any but me 
how did they know?”

ethan looked sheepish. “i ran out of 
parchment before i could go into de-
tail.” They’d seen him kissing another 
boy and had chased the other boy off. 
“Why they chose to pursue me, i do 
not know. i only know i owe the good 
father my life.”

“Perhaps they thought you had 
bedeviled the other boy.” Which earl 
knew was impossible. ethan would 
never admit to having any kind of 
magic, let alone use it for such a self-
ish purpose as that.

“one of them did say they wouldn’t 
allow me to taint the village youth. 
Perhaps there is some merit to your 
hypothesis father.”

“Virgil mentioned the food here giv-
ing you more energy and strength?” 
earl had a hunch but he wanted to 

know what ethan thought before he 
did anything.

“oh yes father, the food here is 
quite appetizing and very comfort-
ing to me.” ethan caught the specu-
lative gleam in his father’s eye and 
he suddenly knew what was on the 
Viscount’s mind. “The food back 
at the castle always has the same 
flavor to it no matter what it is.”
 
“What taste is that, my son?”

“every meal makes me think i am 
in fact ingesting shredded liquefied 
parchment paper instead of real 
food. only the beverages have any 
taste to them, but i can’t survive on 
ale and mead alone.”

earl knew what was going on but 
wanted one more bit of informa-
tion first. “i know you’ve prepared 
your own meals at times, what do 
they taste like then?”

ethan knew it too and his eyes 
danced with merriment and devil-
try. “They taste like a meal should.” 
That was to say, he knew he was 
eating food because that was what 
it tasted like. “When the head cook 
was out sick, i could taste my food.”

earl rested his hand on ethan’s 
shoulder again and ethan put a 
hand over it. “rest now, my son. 
When you return to the castle, 
things won’t be as bleak as you 
think.” he leaned in to kiss ethan’s 
forehead and saw a triangle-shaped 
scar on his scalp. The hair growing 
around that scar was paler than the 
rest of it. it would come in white or 
grey compared to the usual blonde. 
ethan smiled faintly, and earl left 
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his leather cape to keep his son 
warm. he had another in the geld-
ing’s saddlebags and put it on when 
he got outside. father o’neill had 
a light hand on the bridle, and the 
gelding nuzzled the gentle priest af-
ter the Viscount was in the saddle.

“have a safe return home, my lord, 
and may the lord shower you with 
his love.”

“May your worshipers be true to 
themselves and to you, good father, 
and let God bless you as he sees 
fit.”

father o’neill bowed, and earl 
turned the gelding toward home. 
he spoke calmly to the horse as he 
rode. “You like him don’t you?” The 
horse snorted and bobbed his head 
to say yes. “Well then, if anything 
happens to me you can live with 
him.” he felt the horse’s tail whisk 
across his back, and he laughed. 
They both knew nothing would 
happen to earl before the horse 
died of old age. upon arrival at the 
castle, earl returned to where he’d 
left ethan’s letter.

elise looked up from the fire when 
he came in and smiled. “how fares 
our son, my husband?”

“he’s eager to come home.” And he 
swept her into his arms for a kiss. 
“did you see his letter?”

“i did, but i didn’t read it. i know 
to ask if it’s safe first.” she did. 
some of the documents earl got 
had sensitive contents, and he had 
to be careful who saw them.

“This one is safe for you to read. 

Though i do ask that you not hold 
anything while you read it.” And he 
quietly handed her the letter. she 
read each page several times over 
then thoughtfully set them aside 
afterward. he watched her carefully 
to witness her response to ethan’s 
confession. she didn’t say anything 
for a long time and turned to him 
when she did.

“What was your response to it?”

“i cannot disavow my own flesh and 
blood for something beyond his con-
trol. to do so would be a greater dis-
honor than i could bear.” his voice 
softened, and he knew she heard 
the emotions in it. “i was taught to 
always love and respect someone, re-
gardless of their circumstances, that 
to shun them for something they had 
no say in makes me less of a man. i 
love him, elise. i can’t turn my back 
on him because he was born with an 
affectation toward his own gender.”

elise smiled up at him. “such a 
statement proves your worth as a 
man and as a father. he is our son. i 
will love him for who he is, no matter 
who that may be.”

“Ah, it does my heart good to hear 
you say that, my love. With parents 
such as us, ethan will not want for 
love and acceptance.”

“Yet it is true that there are those 
who would do him great harm for 
this circumstance. What if the men 
who set upon him before try again, 
and there’s no one around to stop 
them?”

earl knew elise was right. it was too 
great a concern to be ignored. but 

he did have an answer. “We shall 
ask our darling son ethan what he 
would prefer.” Would it be a body-
guard or would the son of a noble 
learn the peasant’s art of self-de-
fense with his hands?

“You know as well as i that ethan 
is a gentle loving soul who would 
no more harm another than he 
would himself. Yet he is old enough 
to have some form of input into 
his own well-being... i fear for him 
regardless.”

she loved ethan. she loved all 
her children equally, but the girls 
seemed to know there was some-
thing not quite ordinary about 
their older brother. They loved 
him dearly as well and did what 
little they could to help him. but 
it wasn’t easy because they were 
younger than him. They were the 
children of aristocracy, and they 
were girls. but that hadn’t stopped 
the oldest daughter Michaela from 
flattening a rude boy’s nose with 
her fist after he kicked ethan and 
sent him to hospice with broken 
ribs from that one kick!

earl suddenly chuckled. “My love, 
do you remember the day ethan 
wound up with broken ribs?” 

elise puzzled for a moment then 
laughed softly. “if Michaela is any 
indication of personality, then 
i do believe it is fair to say that 
if pushed enough ethan will do 
the same.” but still she worried. 
nobody knew how ethan would 
handle his anger because as far as 
anyone knew, he never got mad. he 
did. he just chose not to show it. 
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The suits and skirts of ‘normal’ people running around 
Southbank in Melbourne’s CBD, opposite Crown Casi-
no could be forgiven for thinking that Halloween had 
come to town.  For from October 31st to November 
2nd 2014, the mass invasion of gamers hailing from 
both traditional tabletop, handheld, console, and the 
PC Master Race had begun!
The Second PAX Aus event had returned to sunny 
(sometimes) Melbourne.
This was my first ever PAX (OR any) gaming conven-
tion. I had heard of the first one AFTER the event, and 
was not wanting to miss this one! I bought my broth-
er-in-law, who is a keener gamer than I am, three day 
passes for us, (an early birthday and Christmas present 
for him). We waited in the line for about two hours 
until the doors officially opened at 10am. In the mean-

time, the enforcers kept everyone entertained… those 
who didn’t engage in a rousing round of Cards Against 
Humanity, Dungeons and Dragons, or other non-elec-
tronic gaming pursuits to chase boredom away.

PAX AU 2014
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There were also a few fun activities, including trivia 
and games set up by the enforcers as they went along 
the lines, as well as several balls being tossed around 
like it was a rock concert! Targets were set up above 
peoples’ heads, and great cheers went up when a ball 
went through the target. Of course, there were ‘oooh’s’ 
of sympathy when one missed! I was lucky to get one 
into the nearest target to me… and only by the skin of 
the teeth as well!
From the outset, it was amazing! The fans were out in 
force and in cosplay awesomeness! I met some fantas-
tic and brave cosplayers. My favourites, of course, were 
the Vault Dwellers, the Brotherhood of Steel Knights, 
and paladins… Fallout fan right here! I myself was a) 
too poor, b) didn’t have enough time to get it togeth-
er and c) too chicken shit to wear a cosplay costume. 

Though I would love to think that maybe next year I 
might… just might… try to make up a Draugr cos-
tume from Skyrim. Those things look awesome! I did 
run around in a selection of Fallout Shirts including a 
Vault Boy shirt, a Brotherhood of Steel Shirt, and my 
new fave, a Pip-Boy status shirt with legs and arms 
crippled!
Highlights of the three-day epic convention included a 
talk by Bethesda Softworks own Pete Hines, who spoke 
about marketing. The main theatre was packed with 
his fans. A LARP display, which was pretty damned 
awesome, almost made me feel… medieval.
I enjoyed a few round of console gaming in the free-
play areas, not much of a fan of ‘multiplayer’ gaming. 
I’m in my element when I’m on my own… lone wolf 
that I am!
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There were some fantastic independent gaming. 
As my young brother-in-law battled his way through 
several tournaments, I found myself wandering, and 
handing out flyers for our beloved Far Horizons. Then 
I settled my butt down on a nice big bean bag in the 
hand-held gaming lounge, where I rested my weary 
feet and pulled out my trusty laptop and began to 
write my epic NaNoWriMo story. I managed 10,000 
words in the first two days of NaNoWriMo, inspired 
by the fantastic and colourful costumes that abounded 
around me!
Hopefully, Far Horizons might even have a little booth 
at PAX Aus 2015!

Hope to see you there!
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The world spun below him, 
blue-green and stark-white 
against the black. Klomp saw 
no stars. The blaze from the 
sun that lay behind the planet 
had obliterated them. Nothing 
could be seen on the planet’s 
duo-chrome surface that even 
remotely looked like land, just 
blue-green and white in every 
featureless direction. From orbit 
the two colours looked level 
with each other but the white 
splotches were clouds at some 
distance from the surface. That 
was what the computer read-
ings said, but who could tell if 
that was correct, computers did 
go out of sync. They had done 
since the old days. He decided 
he’d check that when he got 

around to it.
 They had cloud-like 
shapes, changed size and form, 
gathered, blew apart and moved 
with the winds that blew off and 
on around the planet but well, 
there was something that wasn’t 
right. Klomp scanned the surface 
once more in hope rather than 
expectation; the results were the 
same, no sentience anywhere. 
That was no real surprise, there 
was no land surface for life to be 
on and the sea which covered 
the surface in all its sumptuous 
vastness had no life bigger than a 
bacterium. So the sensors said.
 He checked with the 
computer if there had been any 
unusual activity while he’d slept. 
None. Klomp didn’t expect any; 

the computer was programmed 
to alert him if there had been 
anything he needed to know 
about. The video showed noth-
ing, the sea was formless, 
the clouds moved and shifted 
and merged and dissipated as 
they had done for eons. Klomp 
stretched his arms over his 
head. Didn’t anything change 
here? I’ll die of boredom before 
relief gets here. And then what 
do I tell them? Hope you’ve got 
a good book?
 Klomp was used to 
circling planets before others 
made planetfall, observing and 
recording while staying out of 
range avoiding possible de-
tection as per protocols and 
reporting back to operations. He 
was one of the best, not many 
could handle the job of sitting 
and watching while nothing 
happened. He had all the right 
stuff for the job, he had passed 
all the psych tests and proved 
himself reliable, solid, and for 
the most part totally lacking in 
enough imagination to get bored 
easily. 
 The orders to come to 
this world had arrived in the 
usual way by high speed data 
transfer sent several years 
before, no-one had managed 
to get faster-than-light trans-
mission despite all the hope 
they would. It was always ten 
or fifteen years in the future. 
Two hundred years of that had 
finally squelched that hope. No 
FTL travel either, or warp drive, 
no space-time tunnels or worm-
holes either, the energy needed 
to make them happen was just 
too much 
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 Travel to other planets 
was long, tedious and not for 
the faint-hearted never mind the 
faint-minded. The time needed 
was so long it deterred most 
from contemplating the trip. 
Klomp punched up the comput-
er and went through the library 
catalogue for books that would 
be drip fed into his brain during 
stasis. He chose Ulysses then 
The Stand and Moby Dick. Then 
he selected a random choice of 
any book over five hundred pag-
es and it came up with Crime 
and Punishment. He thought 
they’d be as good a way to pass 
the time, books everyone must 
read but few have. After that he 
entered the stasis room pushed 
the button and woke up when it 
was time to enter orbit with the 
feeling that a white whale was 
close by.
 Now at a height of just 
over a thousand miles Klomp 
looked out on a uniform world 
and wondered what the hell 
he was doing it for. He used to 
think he was one of the lucky 
ones but time and too many 
balls of mud and rock had 
pushed that thought out of his 
mind long ago. He closed his 
eyes and remembered the first 
briefing.
 They were all wide-eyed 
cadets new to the Academy and 
enthralled at the speeches and 
regalia. They would be the next 
heroes, taking the world into a 
new age of exploration and ad-
venture. The speeches glossed 
over the rampant pollution, ris-
ing sea levels and endemic pov-
erty that plagued the world and 
Klomp knew that nothing was 

going to stop that now. The only 
choice for humanity was out there 
among the stars, new worlds 
beckoned but now he opened his 
eyes on one of those new worlds. 
The others hadn’t been much 
different to this. Something was 
wrong with all of them. Too much 
of this and too little of that and no-
one ever bothered to mention the 
one big downside of settling on a 
new world.
 People couldn’t live on 
them. Any of them. And no-one 
realized it until it was too late. 
That’s what got to Klomp more 
than anything. On all the planets 
was dirt and the settlers planted 
and grew and the minerals and 
chemicals in the dirt ended up in 
the plants and the people ate the 
plants and they died. It was death 
by slow poison and it was the 
same everywhere.
 Every planet had some-
thing people just couldn’t tolerate. 
Klomp spat on the floor at the 
writers who’d led everyone astray 
and the scientists that went along 
for the ride and got big wads of 
cash for saying how good it would 
all be. Terraforming huh? Fuck 
that for a sick joke. The upshot of 
all that was the Academy send-
ing people into the black with 
no hope of ever finding a place 
people could settle on but keep-
ing the dream alive for the hud-
dled teeming masses on Earth 
that had nowhere to go. That was 
what had sold him and his par-
ents back then. His parents had 
been adamant. “You should go 
son, you might be the one to find 
the right place for all of us,” his 
father had told him, eyes bright 
and face beaming.

 “Yes son,” his mother 
said through glittering eyes. 
She wanted to cry but his father 
wouldn’t have liked that. Crying 
was weak.
 Klomp had looked at the 
sky outside the viewport. It was 
dark and the time said it was 
mid-afternoon. It was always 
like that. Dark no matter what 
the time was. Even the Kek 
scope on Hawaii was shrouded 
in the dark these days. It was 
enough to convince his parents 
he should go and he had to 
agree, anything would be better 
than this. Finding another planet 
for people to settle on, yeah he 
could live with that idea.
 Except the reality had 
proved to be different. It was a 
lie, fed to people who needed it 
even if they didn’t know it. May-
be those that did went along 
with it because what would be 
the point otherwise? It wasn’t 
like anything would change. The 
world sucked and so did this 
mission. Lost cause was what 
Klomp and the other pilots said 
it was. Now here he was stuck 
in orbit around a planet that 
offered nothing but a view. Real 
estate ads still cried location, 
location, location and he had 
the best of those when it came 
to looking but as for doing there 
was precious little of that.
 There had been some 
chance of landing on some of 
the planets he’d been to even if 
it was suited up to prevent him 
getting contaminated and dy-
ing a horrible death but on this 
world, what was the name of 
it? Klomp had forgotten but that 
was no biggie. If it had poles he 
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could call it Icepole but it didn’t 
have poles. It had wind though 
and sometimes it just blew and 
blew since there was nothing 
to stop it. Fartworld, yeah he 
decided to call it Fartworld. It 
would do well enough for him 
and it just might catch on.
 Klomp looked out the 
viewports again, he didn’t like 
the view screens they were too 
small. He preferred the big pic-
ture. He saw one thing different, 
several things, one following the 
other. Dark lines were crossing 
the globe. He checked on the 
computer, they were waves, 
about a hundred feet high, 
running north and south, nine-
ty degrees to the equator. And 
they were moving pretty quick, 
over five hundred miles an hour 
according to the sensors. There 
were four of them. And as far as 
he could tell they were the same 
size, length, and followed each 

other like they were lines on a 
screen.
 He checked the sensors. 
They were eighty miles apart 
along their whole length and they 
didn’t deviate. Klomp made sure 
the computers were tracking them 
properly, they were, and that they 
were recording them, they were. 
Klomp pulled a chair up to the 
window, ordered a beer from the 
computer and sat down to watch 
the show. Hey at least it was 
something other than Joyce and 
Dostoevsky. He watched them for 
an hour and then even that bored 
him. That was the big difference 
between this planet and all the 
others he had visited. Boredom. 
On the other worlds you could 
at least see something, the des-
erts, forests, coastal plains, and 
deltas all told some story and he 
could observe and report back as 
he saw fit. You could even see a 
tornado or a thunderstorm wreak 

destruction when you looked 
through the scanners at high 
resolutions. On some of them 
there was even life higher than 
a single-cell level. That was a 
real bonus, multi-cellular life 
forms eating and avoiding being 
eaten. Klomp had even sent 
down robot scanners to take 
images and readings. He even 
made a documentary about one 
planet. Not a very professional 
one but doing the editing and 
voice-over work had amused 
him. 
 Klomp groaned. “Two 
more months of this shit, two 
months.”
 No answer. Unlike ev-
ery bad science fiction story 
ever written, computers hadn’t 
been given voices. Some had 
tried but the inherent prob-
lem of ever-evolving language 
stopped that pretty quickly. 
Nobody could be bothered with 
the constant updating needed 
to keep up with English, never 
mind any other language you 
came across to translate it into. 
And there hadn’t been any of 
those that anyone had found 
so far apart from the odd grunt 
and chirp. Klomp yawned. He’d 
been doing this job for five 
years, two more until he landed 
a job planet-side. Two months of 
that to be spent circling a planet 
where nothing would happen. 
Ever. Not a cheery prospect 
at all, Klomp thought. Still, the 
pay is good. Klomp opened the 
drawer, pulled out what was 
inside and put it to his temple. 
The planet beneath kept on 
turning. 
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((Author’s Note: I know I do these Author’s notes a lot, 
but it has been a hard month as of late. I enjoy doing 
these stories immensely and will keep doing them as 
much as I can. However, I apologize to my readers if 
these stories are ever late for an issue. With that being 
said, this is the finale to the crossover event between 
my two stories. Star Seers will be on a one-month 
hiatus. If you like to by the way see the original ideas I 
had for Eagleton, I am writing a comic book adaption 
of the stories as you read this. Welcome to the finale of 
the crossover.))

It had been a little more than an hour since the two 
teams had departed, and Freddy sat down in his room. 
He was told by Agnes to remain back with a small con-
tingent of Powered and Nerds. He hated this assign-
ment but it was ok as the Powered known as Fire-Bird 
stayed back with the contingent. He had been eying 
her for some time, but didn’t know how to approach 
her. Fire-Bird had given everyone guard postings and 
duties while the main force went out to fight. She had 
also been feeling a little anger over her own assignment 
by the Cyber-Surfer. It was strange to them that they 
of all people were told to hang back. Their leaders had 
said they needed the two of them to ‘man the fort,’ but 
Agnes seemed a little different when talking to Fred-
dy....almost like she was nervous. “So...Freddy right? 
Why you thinking they left us back here?” Fire-Bird 
asked Freddy while he felt his heart leap slightly. “Oh 
umm....I think it’s lame. We should be fighting out 
there.” He seemed nervous as he spoke to her which 
made her smile a bit. “You know I’m an alien right? I 
ain’t human like you at all?” Her questions had hung in 
the air for a split second before Freddy answered that 
he didn’t care. “I think you’re a good guy Freddy, but I 
don’t think you could actually like me.” Freddy looked 
slightly upset, but quickly understood as he looked at 
her up and down. “Alright we gotta get to our posi-
tions. I’ll radio in too the others, and check in on their 
fronts.” He walked off before flashing a smile which 

made Fire-Bird giggle a little.

Fire-Bird walked down a hallway of the old dorm 
before seeing a door she hadn’t seen before. The room 
had one of those cheesy ‘KEEP OUT’ signs on it. She 
felt like she had seen the door before, but didn’t notice 
it till now. Odd ass thing to have in here, she thought 
as she opened the door. The room was barely lit, but 
Fire-Bird used a flashlight she kept with her to see into 
the room. The young alien girl walked into the room to 
see odd books written in strange writings. This looks 
like Fae....I wonder if Florisina or Carmelita know 
anything about the writing, she thought before hear-
ing a moan. It was a Fae woman in her rags who was 
chained up to the center of the only bed in the room. 
“Ma’am...are you ok?” she asked as the woman looked 
up. “Get me out of here before he comes back.” She 
was half-crazed before she reached out and whispered 
something into Fire-Bird’s ear. “He will kill me.”

Eric and Camille set out alongside Mary and the small 
team of students they were given to help them in the 
Shop compound. Camille had her scanner out and got 
to see by scale how much energy was being used. “The 
crystal is doing something odd to this android. It must 
be drawing in power from different sources to improve 
it further.” Eric listened as he looked around the shop 
for the alien tech-enhanced android. The team didn’t 
have to look for long as they found the android with 
its chest open. The Crystal was inside of it and already 
in the enhancing process. Around the corner were two 
members of the Shop Kids standing guard with nail 
guns. Eric quickly used magic to knock them uncon-
scious, while Camille began work to disable to crystal. 
“This thing is hard-wired into the core systems. I got 
no way to remove it,” she said as she began to look 
through to see if she was wrong. Carmelita sat next to 
Camille who oddly smiled at seeing her sitting next 
to her, and Carmelita spotted the problem. “What if 
it turns to be removed?” Car said to Camille as she 
began to, in a rather annoyed light, remove the crystal 
slowly. “I don’t wanna disturb this thing and cause it to 
rupture, or we’d be dealing with a whole new scale of 
problems.” Camille slowly withdrew the crystal from 
its setting. “It’s good to see you Carmelita,” she said as 
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Carmelita looked at her and understood. “You! How 
is it that you! I swear I just saw you!” she said as the 
android woke up. Camille stepped back and aimed a 
pulse pistol at it before it put its hands up in front of 
its face to plead surrender. “I’m begging you to not kill 
me,” the android said to the shocked crew as it weakly 
stood up. “The Black Cloak took me from the muse-
um. He took me and put that crystal in me. I couldn’t 
stop the upgrades...I know of its secrets.” Most of what 
the android said hadn’t made sense until he men-
tioned the Black Cloak. “You mean the Passenger?” 
Brick-House asked as he looked at the still weakened 
android. The android nodded before seemingly pow-
ering down.  Camille sat down in a chair across from 
the android as Carmelita began to question her about 
the future. Brick and Eric looked at the unconscious 
guards and noticed an odd disk on their necks. “Ca-
mille, I need you here!” Eric said as Camille quickly 
ran over to see the two boys. “They look like con-
trol disks from the old labs. It should be removable,” 
Camille said as she urgently removed the disks from 
their necks. The two kids wearily looked up at the 
team. “Thanks ma’am,” one of them looked up and said 
as he was helped into a chair by Brick-House. “You’re 
lucky those things can drain adrenaline from people,” 
Camille told the kid before seeing his other pass on. 
“That dick got Lenny,” the kid said as he looked at the 
crew and sat back. “That Passenger dick contacted us a 
month ago, and that’s all I know,” he said before reveal-
ing his name was Jerry. 

  Carmelita held out her hand and used magic to begin 
a healing rite on him. “You’ll be fine mister. Ya just 
gotta be calm.” When his healing finished Jerry stood 
up and looked around. “Listen, I don’t know what the 
fuck the guy is, but all I remember was he showed us 
video of one of the Prep leaders wrapped up in barbed-
wire like a spider victim. He gave us this shitty android 
and a shitty old crystal.” Camille explained the crystal 
as she put it away in a small lockbox. “Ok, well I think 
we’re done here with this crystal shit. We gotta get back 
to our base,” Brick said as Jerry took off his jacket. “I’ll 
get with y’all I can’t stay with these fucks,” Jerry said 
as he opened up a secret crawlspace and withdrew a 
9mm handgun. “Ok, I’m ready,” Jerry said as Carmel-
ita finished healing him up. However, Carmelita got a 
call from Fire-Bird. “Carmel get you and your group 

back to the dorm....we got a problem.” The team began 
running with Jerry shutting down the traps as they got 
through the hard-wired base.

  *The War*

Inside the school building, the Cyber-Surfer had his 
forces with Agnes attacking the Jocks and Preps from 
above while the rest of the Shop Kids began advancing 
to the upper levels. They had been barely holding the 
second floor from the rest of them as the Goths were 
attacked and killed by the Shop Kids in a guerrilla am-
bush. Their leader was dragged into another hall as a 
loud bang ended her screams. Another loud bang went 
off on the top floor as a crude flashbang went off near 
the Powered/Nerd alliance, and Haverty was dragged 
off. “We gotta go after her!” Demonito yelled as Cy-
ber-Surfer ignored him. “Keep fighting Demonito! We 
gotta kill them! She’ll be remembered like Smog!” he 
said as Demonito got nearly overwhelmed by Shop 
Kids.

In the hallway they had gagged Haverty and were 
holding her down. “Man I’ve been wanting to fuck 
this kitty for three months now!” Raul, the leader of 
the Shop Kids said as Haverty tried to fight them off 
of her. However, she was saved by someone she didn’t 
expect as thick black smoke covered the area, and she 
felt suddenly like there was no one around. Raul stood 
silently with blood dripping from his arms. His eyes 
were bleeding as he began to choke up smoke, and 
lit up in a blaze. It was Smog, standing in his place as 
the charred remains fell to the side. Smog knelt down 
quickly and untied her but didn’t remove her gag. “Ok 
listen, and listen good. I wasn’t here, ok? I wasn’t any-
where. The Cyber-Surfer is a liar. He tried having me 
killed,” he said as Haverty’s eyes narrowed in outrage. 
“You’ve been my friend for a long time Jessica....I need 
your help.” Smog whispered a small secret too her. It 
made her scared, and Jess looked at him. “The proof is 
in his little room.” Smog disappeared through the air 
vents to find Carmelita as Haverty snuck off to go find 
the evidence.

*Secrets Revealed*
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As the Harbinger crew and the infiltration team got 
back, Carmelita and Flora both ran urgently towards 
the woman. “Auntie Adoragal!” they said, hugging 
their aunt. They sat her down and began to work heal-
ing rites on her before seeing it would be too late to 
save her. Fire-Bird saw Camille and stared at her awk-
wardly before recognizing her and remaining silent. 
The two Fae sat with their dying Aunt who looked at 
the two. “I’m so proud of you two for being good, un-
like me. Y’all have been fighting for good,” she said as 
she imparted her magic to them. “You two...will need 
this for what is to come. My husband is hurting people 
again. You both need to stop him, and his new suit.” 
The elder Fae passed on and turned into sprites be-
fore vanishing back to the Fae Realm. “Why would we 
worry about the Cyber-King? He died during the final 
battle of the old war,” Flora said as Haverty jumped out 
the window of the dorm, holding a black and crimson 
coloured suit. “That fucker is imitating his grandfa-
ther’s work,” the Jaguaress said as she angrily saw the 
returning members of their forces. The Cyber-Surfer 
saw his work on the ground, and it leapt to him and 
covered him, revealing him to be ‘The Passenger.’ “You 
should’ve all been killed for my plans, you whimper-
ing freaks!” he yelled as the anti-gravity boots on his 
armour started up. His manic laughter allowed him 
to reveal himself. “I have been able to live on since 
the Battle of Eagleton in new flesh! I built my suit and 
made my dream of finding my proper army.” It wasn’t 
the Cyber-Surfer; it was the Cyber-King. It was always 
him from the beginning.

He stood above them laughing as they amassed against 
him. It would be futile as his armour would mostly 
repel their attacks. “I will have my army! The world 
will be mine!!” His laughter was interrupted by a burst 
of flame. Smog had returned wearing a new version 
of his grandfather’s outfit from the ‘40s. “You SONO-
FABITCH!” he yelled as they ascended higher into 
the air. He was pissed, and his fire grew in power as 
he attacked the Cyber-King. “You tried to kill me over 
a feud with my grandfather! You took me away from 
Carmelita!” Smog practically turned into a fireball and 
slammed into the Cyber-King, knocking him out of 
the air and sending him rocketing to the Earth. Smog 
got on top of him and ripped off his face mask to 

reveal the degradation on his face. Smog put his hand 
on the Cyber-King’s face and was joined by both his 
father and grandfather. The three generations of flame 
burned through the face of the Cyber-King, killing him 
at last.

  *Aftermath*

The morning after, Smog stood as the new leader of 
the Powered with the rest of the crew watching the 
Harbinger crew get onto their transport sigil. Camille, 
however, remained back with Fire-Bird for a moment 
to talk to her. “I expect that this may be kinda weird 
for you, isn’t it?” she asked as she sat next to Fire-Bird. 
The young alien looked back at her with a small smile. 
“Oh, it isn’t. I think we both know why though,” she 
said with a smile as she looked at the woman. Camille 
patted her shoulder and leaned over to her. “Now listen 
to me...Brick and you are kinda gonna be rocky. It’s ok 
though because you—and well I—will eventually meet 
someone. You gotta stop being pissy towards Brick 
though. He’s got a good heart, even if he gets a little 
idiotic and pig-headed.” Camille smiled at Fire-Bird as 
she then looked around and smiled. “Now listen up, 
and listen good. I left you a small pendant from home 
in your desk drawer. It is an Alcathlike Stone that will 
increase your psychic capabilities a bit. You gotta use 
it at the important moments, and not at every second. 
I know you’ll want to, but it’s like Star Berries, use it 
in moderation.” Camille hugged Fire-Bird once before 
giving her a small kiss on the forehead. “It’s gonna be 
ok. Oh and don’t try to revive him.” Fire-Bird looked 
at her confused before Camille rose from her seat and 
rejoined her crew. They beamed up soon afterwards 
and vanished from space to return to the future. Car-
melita held onto Smog as the Powered waved goodbye 
to them.

  *The Harbinger*

Eric and Camille sat in their bedroom with Camille 
holding a dusty old yearbook. She smiled as she flipped 
through the pages with Eric while he read the names. 
“So you went there?” he asked her as they leaned in for 
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a kiss. “You saw my younger self a few times. Oh god, I 
hated the name I chose back then.” She giggled before 
Eric kissed her lips and went to bed. Camille slowly 
closed the book and put it away. Her eyes wandered 
to her old baggy pants and black shirt with a Phoenix 
imprinted on it. She placed the book into the clothes 
and smiled at her old memories. Fire-Bird....what a 
ridiculous name, were her only thoughts as she closed 
the closet door and went to bed with Eric.

 *The Academy*

The younger Camille put on her new pendant and 
watched as her eyes glowed slightly before the light 
faded back to normal. Outside Agnes and Smog were 
co-coordinating an attack on the Prep’s base. Flora and 
Brick-House were put in charge of a few scout teams. 
Flora had been given Freddy on hers, while Brick and 
Fire-Bird were put on another. Freddy, however, left 
the room for a moment for a bathroom trip while the 
rest of the teams were decided. Their new attack would 
be guerrilla, like the Shop Kids’ tactics. The Goths 
however were still shown to be alive with their alliance 
to the Preps having saved them, and their leader. “The 
Goths leader known as ‘Rin’ uses sex to her advantage 
when bargaining, so we know who to strike. Her small 
followers are fanatically devoted to her, and if we find 
descent in their ranks, we can disrupt their alliance,” 
Agnes said before revealing a few of the Nerds be-
trayed them to the Goths last year in exchange for her 
‘Oral Negotiations.’  

  *The Preps* 

‘Rin’ stood nude in front of the Preps’ leader Marcus, 
who was smiling. “I’m glad your tiny group decided to 
join with our banner. Now get over here you slut and 
give me my coffee.” Rin obeyed him, and the Preps and 
Goths sat in the open T.V. room. However, the lights 
began to flicker, and a cloud of lightning swooped into 
the room and quickly sped out. When the two leaders 
came down from their little escapade, they saw their 
joint faction cut in numbers severely. The note on the 
wall dictated how Rin would pay for her ways. The let-
ter was signed ‘Your Raven,’ which Rin quaked in fear 
of what it could mean.






