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Chapter One - Changes 

Blue, white.  Intense light shining into her eyes. Darkness 

Blue, white.  Bright.  So very bright.  And noise, so loud.  Deafening.  Darkness   

Was she upside down?  Why was she upside down?  Darkness. 

Voices appeared next to her, she couldn’t see who, her vision was blurred and tainted red.  

Darkness. 

White light, stinging her eyes forcing her to squint against the brightness.  She was lying 

down, something was being placed over her face, she struggled to stop it but couldn’t.  

Darkness. 

Her arms won’t move.  A sudden white hot pain in her chest causing her to rise up, as though 

something heavy was being placed on her, crushing her.  She could hear screaming and a fraction 

of a second later realised it was her. 

Darkness 

Lights moving above her, bright then fading, a repeating pattern like someone swinging a 

torch.  She could hear people talking next to her but couldn’t quite hear what they were saying.  

She was lying down but moving, how was that possible?  And she’d heard that regular squeaking 

noise somewhere before, but where?   

Darkness. 

* 

Sam tried to open her eyes but her face contorted in pain as she did causing her to close them 

quickly.  She braced herself and forced them open, creasing her forehead as though this would 



 
 

make the pain less.  

Her vision swam mistily in front of her and she shut her eyes against the brightness of the 

room, opening them more slowly this time, allowing them time to acclimatise.  Where was she?  

The last thing she remembered was leaving the house with her family and climbing into the car.  

She tried desperately to recall what happened next, but it was all a blank after they’d got in, as 

though everything after that point had been erased from her mind.   

She tried to move her head to the left and a sharp stabbing pain stopped her after a few 

centimetres, her arms appeared too heavy to move.  She had so many questions, starting with 

where the hell she was, why couldn’t she move and why it hurt every time she did? 

The throbbing in her temple had subsided slightly and her eyes were slowly becoming 

accustomed to the light, the fogginess clearing away from her vision.  There was still an aching 

around her eyes which stubbornly refused to go and she tried to raise her arms to rub them but 

couldn’t lift them more than a few centimetres.  Was she restrained? 

Despite the sharp pain every time she moved her head she tried to get a better view of the 

room, unfortunately it didn’t reveal any clues as to where she might be, the walls were painted 

white and the ceiling seemed to be polystyrene tiles interspersed with strip lights. 

The sudden thought that she might have been captured and was being held prisoner terrified 

her; that would explain her inability to move her arms, but if that was the case they surely 

wouldn’t keep her in a room as well lit as this.  That would just border on stupid and if there was 

one thing Emissaries weren’t it was stupid, they had after all managed to conceal their identity 

from her before with almost fatal consequences.   

A gentle humming and beeping was coming from her right and she tried unsuccessfully to 



 
 

identify the cause of the sound.  She was positive she’d heard a similar combination of noises 

before, but where? 

She opened her mouth to speak, to try and call someone, but her throat felt incredibly sore and 

dry and nothing but a low rasp emerged.  Her lips felt chapped when she ran her tongue over 

them.   

From the corner of the room a gentle hissing attracted her attention, it sounded like something 

brushing on the floor and she started to imagine all sorts of things.  Was it a door?  Had someone 

come into the room?   The question was answered within a few seconds when a chubby looking 

face appeared in her view but that was all she could see.  The woman shone a torch in her eyes 

causing her to blink wildly and after a few moments said to her ‘Glad you could join us again.  

We were starting to get a little worried’ 

Sam tried to reply, but again only a wispy rasp emerged from her. 

‘Don’t try and talk’ the woman said to her ‘at least not until you’ve had some water.  Hang on 

I’ll prop you up’ 

 She walked out of Sam’s view and she felt herself being raised up, finally giving her a clearer 

view of the room.  She was in a hospital by the looks of it, unlike the one that Laura had been in 

this room was completely private with no facilities for other patients.  A single door that the 

nurse had come through in the bottom left corner of the room.  Sam suddenly felt the pressure 

released from her arms as the nurse moved around both sides of the bed and unfastened the 

restraints holding them to the bed.  Why had they restrained her?   

More to the point what the hell had happened to her? 

The nurse poured a glass of water from the pitcher and handed it to Sam who took it 



 
 

gratefully and started to take large mouthfuls, but the nurse held her arm back.  ‘You need to take 

it steady, small sips okay, otherwise you’ll make yourself sick.’ 

Sam started to sip at the water while the nurse stood at the end of her bed writing something 

on the chart ‘I’ll be back in a moment, need to tell the doctor you’re awake’ she said suddenly 

and disappeared out of the room.   

A feeling of total isolation hit her and she started to panic.  Where were her parents?   Perhaps 

something had happened to them as well.     

There was probably a rational explanation, perhaps they’d nipped out for coffee.  But she 

found it difficult to believe that both of them would just leave her here alone - they weren’t like 

that.  Unless James was also injured and they were with him, that was a possibility of course. 

Anxiety started to get the better of her and she took a deep breath, rationally exploring the 

alternatives.  It wasn’t long before she ran out of plausible options and started to worry again.  

They’d be here soon she reasoned, as soon as they knew she was awake. 

At the far end of the room near the door, stood a small table which had quite a few cards and 

vases of flowers on it.  She reckoned there were probably ten or so cards, some large, some 

small, some clearly handmade.  It didn’t bode well if she’d been here long enough for people to 

make cards for her!  There wasn’t any indication of the day anywhere in the room or for that 

matter date so she could only guess as to how long she’d been in hospital.  A week maybe, 

perhaps a little less she decided. 

The door opened again and a middle aged man with greying hair and thick black glasses came 

into the room and Sam surmised from the white coat and stethoscope that he was her doctor. 

‘Glad to see you awake Sam’ he said breezily ‘I’m Doctor Sampson and I’ve been looking 



 
 

after you.  Now how are you feeling?’ 

Sam managed to speak despite the soreness she still felt in her throat but her voice didn’t 

sound like it usually did, it was rasping and deep. 

 ‘Like I’ve been hit by a train.   Have I been hit by a train?’ 

‘No, nothing so dramatic’ he replied without looking up from her chart ‘RTA’ 

‘RTA?  Where are my parents?’ 

‘Road Traffic Accident.  There are people waiting outside for you’ 

People?  Why hadn’t he just said ‘they’re waiting outside’ or ‘they’ll be here soon’? 

‘Now’ he continued, ‘I just need to do some checks and then you can have visitors’ 

He moved over to her left side, putting the stethoscope in his ears as he walked.  He didn’t say 

much while examining her, preferring to make interesting sounds like ‘uh huh’ and ‘hmmm’.  As 

he pressed on her chest she felt some discomfort and he picked this up immediately from the 

expression on her face. 

‘Broken ribs’ he said cheerfully, ‘should be on the mend now though, but they’ll be a bit sore 

for a while, it’ll pass.’ 

He placed his hand behind her back, moving her forward slightly before separating the gown 

and placing the stethoscope in various places on her back.  Once he’d finished he took his torch 

out and examined her eyes again. 

‘So, any pain anywhere, aside from the ribs?’ 

Sam waved her arm over her stomach ‘this is sore’ she croaked at him 

‘To be expected, you have stitches there.  Internal bleeding, we had to operate.  Sorry, should 

heal relatively quickly though’ 



 
 

Well, that’s ok then she thought to herself.  It was sounding more like she’d been hit by a train 

as the minutes went by. 

‘Anyway, you seem fine so I’ll let your visitors in.  If you feel any discomfort or you’re 

worried about anything press the buzzer here and the nurse will pop in’ he said pointing to the 

device near her left hand.  She hadn’t noticed it before, but she had been lying down most of the 

time.   He suddenly turned back to her and said ‘and no more sneakily blowing out the light 

fittings ok, we had to restrain you’ and with that he left the room. 

The first thought that came to her was ‘you should see what I can do in my sleep’ as she 

remembered blowing up the TV when her gift first emerged a year ago.  The second thought 

came hot on its heels and was ‘He knows’.   

Had someone told him or had he witnessed it for himself?  Had he been in the room when this 

had happened?  She had no recollection of doing it, but then she didn’t have any recollection of 

much that had happened. 

As she lay on the bed pondering further the door opened again.  Pete and Laura walked in, a 

look of concern on their faces and she watched as they stood one each side of the bed.  ‘Where 

am I?’ she asked 

‘Safe’ replied Pete.  ‘You’re in a hospital in London, one of the best which also happens to 

employ several of our kind.  This ward was set up after the incident with Laura so that we could 

provide better care when anything happened.  It doubles as a standard private wing so it’s not 

obvious that some of the patients are different and that also provides the funding.  Your doctor is 

a guide so he’s well aware of your gift so don’t worry’ 

‘Where are my parents?’ 



 
 

And in that instant she knew.  Just by the look Laura and Pete exchanged, the expression that 

came across both their faces.  It was that simple.  Whether they hadn’t anticipated the question 

being asked so soon, or they were just unable to hide it she didn’t know, and if she were honest 

didn’t really care.  Tears started to cascade down her face. 

‘They’re dead aren’t they?’ she asked.   

Laura sat on the bed and placed her hand on Sam’s shoulder. 

‘They tried to save them Sam, they really did.  They did everything they could, but in the end 

it just wasn’t possible.  They’re gone, I’m so sorry’ Pete said  

‘James?’ 

‘He was thrown from the car when it rolled over in the accident.  He was the lucky one, just 

cuts and bruises and a mild concussion although that’s all cleared up now’ 

To Sam it seemed he thought this good news would make up for the rest of it. 

‘Is he here?’ she asked 

‘No, he’s staying with your aunt.  For now anyway.’ 

‘How long have I been here?’ 

‘You’ve been in a chemically induced coma for a few weeks now.  They’ve been bringing 

you out slowly for the past couple of days.  Unfortunately the injuries were quite severe and you 

didn’t seem to be recovering on your own.’ 

‘Guess we have something else in common, the coma girls!’ Laura said to her 

Sam smiled weakly at her before the smile faded from her face and her expression hardened. 

‘Were they murdered?’ she asked.  She could already feel the anger welling up inside her.  

Deep down she already knew the answer, she knew that they had been, that they’d died because 



 
 

of her and what she was.  Because of her gift.  

She needed to know for definite though. 

Pete and Laura looked at each other; neither of them appeared sure what to say 

‘Were they murdered?’ Sam repeated more insistent this time 

‘It looks that way’ Pete finally replied 

‘So it’s my fault then.  It’s my fault my parents are dead?’ 

‘No Sam, it isn’t.  You didn’t kill them’ 

‘I may as well have.  If I wasn’t like this, if I wasn’t a freak they’d still be alive’ 

The use of the word freak stung both Laura and Pete causing them to look away, both 

reflecting on what she’d said.  Sam turned her head away from them, feeling the tears flowing 

freely and said ‘I’m tired, I need to rest’   

‘Okay’ said Pete ‘We’ll be outside if you want anything’ and they both got up and started to 

walk from the room, Laura rubbing Sam’s shoulder as she went.  Sam shrugged Laura off 

without looking at her and waited until they closed the door behind them before turning over. 

She stared hard at the ceiling.  She hadn’t expected this.  Even after everything that had 

happened last year, from the discovery she was a light caster with the ability to manipulate light, 

her abduction at the hands of a trusted teacher who turned out to be an Emissary and the eventual 

confrontation with Nessa.  She’d assumed, foolishly perhaps, that they’d just go to ground, that if 

there was any chance of them coming after her it would be just that, her.  Why would they kill 

her parents?  They didn’t have any powers, they were just innocent bystanders in all of this, and 

worse they weren’t even aware of what she was anyway.   

It was possible of course that she was the target and if anyone else was injured or killed in the 



 
 

process then so be it.  They wouldn’t be bothered, they never were, it would just be collateral 

damage and an Emissary wouldn’t give two hoots if innocent people were destroyed as long as 

they achieved their goal.  To lose both parents in one fell swoop though was beyond belief.  And 

why hadn’t they made sure she was dead?  If she was the target wouldn’t they have made sure 

they’d finished the job?  It just didn’t make sense.  

Perhaps they believed they could get to her through her family, but how wrong they were – 

this wouldn’t make her weaker, it would make her stronger. 

She turned sideways in the bed and buried her face in the pillow, muffling the sobs that were 

now uncontrollable, she could feel the anger rising, the pain and grief overwhelming.  She 

screamed into her pillow and punched the bed repeatedly, driven on by the pain that was starting 

to make its presence known in her chest and abdomen. 

They’d pay for this she thought, she’d hunt them down like the vermin they were and she’d 

destroy them.  And it wouldn’t be quick, oh no, she’d make them suffer just like they were 

making her suffer.  By the time she chose to finish them off they’d wish they’d never been born.  

As her mind started to invent new and creative ways for her to punish the perpetrators of the 

crime her tears subsided and she felt….. different?  Powerful?  Like an avenging angel in fact. 

She’d never really noticed a dark side to her personality; it’d certainly never come to the fore 

like this, although she didn’t think she’d ever felt pain like this in her entire life.  The physical 

pain of her injuries paled into insignificance in contrast to the emotional pain.  The pain in her 

heart that she believed at this moment would never end.  Was she starting to embrace a darker 

side that she hadn’t known she possessed?   

She briefly considered the warnings given to her by both Pete and Laura about embracing 



 
 

negative emotions, how they were the catalyst that allowed the darkness to enter.  In the end she 

decided she just didn’t care anymore.  After all, the prospect of helping the world, creating a 

better place, would have been beneficial to her parents as well, but since they were gone it made 

no difference.  The world could go and stuff itself for all she cared.  Her fists tightened so hard 

she couldn’t feel the nails digging into her palm causing small traces of blood. 

* 

Laura turned to Pete in the waiting area ‘She took that quite well considering’ 

‘It’s a front Laura; don’t be too optimistic that she’s handling it. She’s just been told she’s lost 

her parents, not just that but in all likelihood they were murdered.  While I’d never say anything 

like it to Sam she’s right, they were targeted specifically because of who she is, what she is.  The 

bigger question is whether her parents were the target or just innocent victims.  I’m not so sure 

that it wasn’t her family that were the target though.’ 

‘Are you sure they weren’t just trying to kill her?  It wouldn’t be the first time’ 

‘I know, and that was my first thought.  But I just have an uneasy feeling, something isn’t 

right, something just doesn’t add up.’ 

‘You think they’re trying to turn her?’ 

‘Hate is a very powerful emotion, you know that Laura.’ 

‘Surely she’ll just go after those responsible?  Seek vengeance?’ 

‘Yes, and that’s the problem - doing what in the process?  How she handles the situation is 

going to be key.  If she succumbs to hate, to revenge, maybe even torture she’ll be lost.  And at 

the moment I think she’d like nothing more than to be in a room with the Emissaries responsible 

- I just dread to think what she’d do, whether she’d even know when to stop.  Whether she’d do 



 
 

the same…..’ 

Laura knew he was talking about Nessa, his wife.  After a tragic accident involving their son 

she’d become so engulfed with hate and rage she’d been an easy target for the darkness and had 

given herself completely to it.  The memory was obviously still painful even a year after Sam 

had been forced to kill her. 

Laura muttered ‘Nessa Mk 2’ 

‘Indeed’ 

‘I don’t think Sam would go down that route Pete.  She might be young but she’s also pretty 

sensible’ 

‘Anger and the desire for revenge can twist you up inside to the point you don’t know what 

you’re doing.  It’s easy to be so overcome with emotion that being turned is easy.’ 

‘You may be right, but this isn’t the time to have that conversation with her, you know that 

right?’ 

‘Yes, we’ll need to keep a close eye on her though.  For a while at least.  We need to finalise 

the living arrangements first.’ 

‘Living arrangements?  I don’t understand?’ said Laura looking at him with a confused 

expression on her face 

‘I’ve been friends with Sam’s parents since she was born, I’m the closest they have - had - to 

a best friend and as such I agreed to act as guardian for the children in the event that anything 

happened to them.  The house is in trust until they’re old enough, but at a minimum Sam has to 

be twenty one.  As part of that trust they have the right to live in the house and as their guardian I 

have to live there with them.’ 



 
 

‘Isn’t that going to be difficult for you?’ 

‘No.  I don’t get attached to property or possessions.  To be honest I don’t care where I live so 

it’s easy for me to just move my clothes in’ 

‘What will you do with your house?’ 

‘I’ve been thinking about that.  You’re the closest I have to a friend.  Since your flat is…. 

shall we say bijou, not to mention rented, I wondered if you might like to live there.  Peppercorn 

rent, it’ll give you an opportunity to plough more money into the business if you wish, or save 

for a deposit on your own place’ 

‘It’s a kind offer’ Laura replied ‘won’t you need it back though?’ 

‘Not until the children are old enough to fend for themselves, and that’s at least four years 

away in Sam’s case. It would theoretically be possible for Sam to take over the care of James at 

that point if she so chooses, but it’s unlikely.  They could of course reject their parents’ wishes 

and choose to go into care, but that’s a worst case scenario’ 

‘I can’t imagine they’d do that though.  Would they?’ 

‘I’d like to think not.  Sam especially as we have a closer relationship.  James may be a bit 

more difficult though, realistically it’ll take time.  My main concern is whether Sam will want a 

constant reminder of her powers around.’ 

‘Well, she’ll have that regardless of where she is.  Anyway what do you know about kids?  

You’ve never had any’ said Laura before realising her error ‘sorry’ she added ‘that was tactless’ 

‘No, point taken, I know it’s going to be difficult.  But I promised their parents.  I’m under no 

illusion that it will be challenging’ 

‘I take it you plan on telling her about Alex at some point before she’s released?’ 



 
 

‘Yes, but not now.  She has enough to grieve about without adding something else.  Let her 

get over one shock before the next one hits her.   We run the risk of overloading her to the point 

that she just goes into meltdown if we aren’t careful’ 

‘I think she’s tougher than you give her credit for.  It’s a case of all together or one at a time, 

either way the end result could be the same’ 

‘Well, I’d prefer not to risk it if that’s ok with you Laura’ the words were spoken as if ending 

the conversation; he clearly didn’t want to discuss it any further.   Laura briefly looked at him 

and sat back in her chair. 

A loud crashing echoed down the corridor and both Pete and Laura shot up from their chairs 

and looked around.  The noise repeated itself and from the direction it was clear the source was 

Sam’s room, they both ran down the corridor and Pete opened the door, slowly at first before 

throwing it wider and moving inside.  They realised what was happening and quickly closed the 

door, locking it to prevent anyone else coming into the room. 

Sam was standing in the middle, eyes ablaze with fiery white light.  The tears that were 

creating rivers of water down her face appeared to glow with the same white light as if contact 

with her eyes had inflected them with her power.  She was creating orbs from every available 

light source in the room and casting them around randomly, not seeming to have noticed they’d 

entered her room.  She was speaking, but nothing that either Pete or Laura could make out, her 

rage and emotion clearly causing her to lose full control of her speech, either that or she’d 

managed to learn a second language, but it wasn’t one they recognised. 

As she started to run out of light sources she turned and looked at them.  As they watched, 

unsure how to proceed, the intensity in her eyes seemed to increase as though she were about to 



 
 

attack them.  Frozen to the spot they watched, unable to look directly at her due to the intensity 

of the light shining from her, almost obscuring her face.   

It was like looking at the sun Laura thought before a bright flash lit the room and both she and 

Pete dropped to the floor.  She looked up at Sam who now appeared to be shimmering, her head 

tilted to one side looking almost quizzically at Laura.  Sam took a step forward and seemed to 

just disappear.  A fraction of a second later Laura’s head hit the floor and she was unconscious. 



 
 

 

Chapter Two - Lights 

She was stood in front of their graves looking down.  She didn’t need to read the inscription; 

she knew instinctively it was her parent’s grave, but how she’d got there was a mystery.  She was 

still dressed in the hospital gown, a slight chill down her back where it gaped open. 

The last thing she remembered was being in the hospital room, a vague feeling that someone 

else was in the room with her.  She knew that Laura and Uncle Pete were there, but that wasn’t 

it, there was someone or something else there as well.  She’d felt different, her mind seemed to 

have too many voices in it and she’d only felt like that once before, during the confrontation with 

Nessa.  And she’d felt powerful, oh so powerful.   

She felt like there was nothing she couldn’t do.  Nothing she couldn’t destroy.  

She looked down at the grave, they were buried together - they’d have wanted that she 

thought.  She read the dates and the message below ‘Loving Parents, Kind Friends’.  Was that it?  

Forty odd years summed up in those words.  Was that all they would be remembered as?   

She bent down and looked at the assortment of flowers around the base of the grave, mostly 

dead now.  They’d been buried a couple of weeks ago judging by the growth of grass over the 

graves and the state of the flowers.   

Sam turned to look at the surrounding area - the village church standing tall, a dark cloud 

casting shadows onto the spire.  She wasn’t far from her home, and since she was half naked that 

should probably be her first stop, at the very least to put some clothes on.  She stepped forward 



 
 

to start the walk home. 

Her feet were suddenly cold and the soft grass had changed to stone. Looking down the first 

thought that entered her head was ‘Where the hell am I now?’  

‘Safe’ came the reply in her head.   

Great, now she was having a conversation with herself!  This was different though, it was like 

hearing someone talk to her, just not through her ears. 

  She took a deep breath and tried to rationalise what was happening.  She was in the hospital 

room and then at her parents grave and now here.  Wherever ‘here’ was.  Had she imagined the 

grave?  Was she imagining this?   

‘No’ the voice said ‘you are not imagining it’ 

Nope, I’ve cracked up she thought to herself.  Or I’m dreaming.  That makes more sense; I’m 

having one of those weird dreams.  Or I’m back in the coma and my minds making up things to 

keep it active. 

‘You aren’t dreaming.  You aren’t in a coma.  You are here.  Welcome Sam’ the voice in her 

head said 

‘Who are you?’ she asked out loud 

‘We are legion’ the voice said 

‘Who are you?’ she asked again 

Again in her head ‘We do not have a name.  We are legion.  We are the source’ 

‘Where are you?’ she said 

‘You do not need to talk Sam.  You only need to think.  We are everywhere, we are legion’ 

So you keep saying she thought to herself and then realised whatever it was knew what she 



 
 

was thinking.  This in her mind was the final, conclusive proof that she was cracking up 

‘You are not mad Sam.’ 

She decided to argue that point.  She was definitely gaga.  She was probably lounging around 

in a padded cell dribbling and reading books that had wipe clean pages and words no more than 

three letters long.  She would almost have bet money on it. 

Sam looked round the room, although room was an understatement.  It almost looked like a 

shrine.  A comforting white light seemed to fill the room and allowed her to see, although there 

was no obvious place the light was originating.  In some ways the room resembled a Greek 

monument, based on the pictures she’d seen of them.  Tall pillars supported the rock ceiling, the 

floor though made of the same rock had clearly been flattened down until it was perfectly smooth 

and then polished.  It reminded her slightly of the hospital floor.   

The centre of the room contained a large circular construction with slabs of stone forming the 

outer edge.  These stones stood around four feet high preventing her from seeing in from where 

she was standing, although in fairness she wasn’t sure she wanted to know what was in there 

anyway. 

This is definitely a dream she thought to herself. 

‘And were you sleeping when you travelled here Sam?’ the voice in her head asked 

Ah, but that’s irrelevant she thought 

‘Nothing is irrelevant Sam.  Everything has meaning’ 

This was starting to irritate her how.  What was the point of being able to think privately if 

anything you thought could be picked up by…. well, whatever it was in her head.  Although 

she’d convinced herself it was a dream, she comforted herself that her mind knew what she was 



 
 

thinking.  She creased her forehead as she tried to wrap her head around what she’d just thought. 

‘You are being manipulated Sam’ the voice said 

‘Am I?’ she thought 

‘Yes’ 

‘By who?’ 

‘The darkness.  They are trying to change the path you were born to tread’ 

‘How?’ 

‘By making sure you are overwhelmed by hate and anger.  They intend to turn you to their 

cause’ 

‘They won’t succeed’ 

‘Are you sure?  Your feelings say otherwise’ 

‘Stop it!  Stop, now.  They killed my parents, they need to pay’ 

‘And at that point you will be lost.  You are more important than you know Sam’ 

‘No I’m not.  I’m just Sam’ 

‘You are the end’ 

‘So what are you then?’ 

‘The beginning’ 

Sam started to walk over to the circle of stones while she was thinking.  The nearer she got 

the more she was overcome with a sense of well-being and happiness.  She hadn’t felt this happy 

for a long time, certainly not since she’d discovered her gift and especially not over the past few 

hours.  As she reached the edge, about to peer over she had a sudden feeling she wasn’t alone 

and turned to look behind her.   



 
 

‘Nessa!’ called Sam, a panicked and startled expression on her face.  She tried to create an orb 

using the light in the room but nothing happened. 

‘Hello Sam.  Don’t fear me; I’m not the Nessa you knew.’ She said aloud 

Sam looked over at her.  It was clear she was a projection of some kind, her body seeming 

slightly opaque and her entire figure shimmering white. 

‘How can I believe that?  Your kind killed my parents’ 

‘My kind?  No. It’s true that part of me was responsible, but not the part you see in front of 

you.  What you see is the part of me that was comprised completely of light, the part of me that 

Pete knew before I was overcome.  The darkness left my body when you destroyed me.  So did 

the light, which came here.  Thank you for releasing me, for freeing me from myself’ 

‘Why you?  Why are you standing in front of me?’ 

‘We thought it was easier for you to speak to someone you recognise’ 

‘Someone I hated?’ 

‘That may be the case, but even so, a figure you recognise, a physical form that you can 

identify with’ 

‘How do I know you’re telling me the truth?  How do I know this isn’t part of the plan?’ 

‘Does it look like you’re surrounded by darkness Sam?  Do you think it could survive here?  

Do I look like the Nessa you knew?’ 

Sam looked around the room and back to Nessa’s image.  Weighing up everything she 

decided to go with the flow, but remained cautious.  

‘Are you god?’ she asked 

If the figure found this either ironic or funny it didn’t react.   



 
 

‘No’ Nessa replied ‘Although we are as old as the world itself.  We are the beginning and we 

are legion’ 

‘You keep saying that, but what does it mean?’ 

‘We’re everyone who has come before.  We’re the past and the present’ 

‘But not the future?’ 

‘No’ 

‘Okay, so why am I here?’ 

‘You brought yourself here.  We didn’t bring you here.’ 

‘I don’t understand’ 

She was met with silence.  Apparently either Nessa didn’t understand or was unwilling to give 

any more information.  Sam waited a few more seconds before adding ‘And how do I get back?’ 

‘That is in your power Sam’  

‘Do you have a name?  Not Nessa, the whole, the legion thing’ 

‘We have no name.  We know your name not because Nessa knows you but because you are 

part of us’ 

‘Sorry?  I’m completely lost now’ 

‘Look into the circle Sam’ 

She turned back to the stone circle, walking slowly until she was at the edge and peered over.  

It was like looking at liquid gold with bright white spots swirling within.  Still none the wiser she 

turned back  

‘I’m sorry, still no clue’ 

‘Your existence is one of light.  When your physical body dies your essence will return here 



 
 

in the same way the light part of Nessa did.’ 

‘Like a soul?’ 

‘If you wish to call it that’ 

‘So it is a soul?’ 

‘No’ 

‘Oh.  Very cryptic aren’t you?  You and Uncle Pete must have had some wild conversations’ 

‘Probably’ 

‘It’s like having a conversation with a riddle book.  I assume then that you’re the opposite of 

the darkness?’ 

‘Yes’ 

‘So how come you don’t show yourself in the same way?  How come you’re down here while 

Casters are dying?  How come Emissaries can communicate with each other but we can’t?’ 

‘We choose not to.  Except….’ 

‘Except?’ 

‘In extreme circumstances, when we are called forward.  When you fought Nessa you were 

connected to, and used the power of several other Casters.  Including your friend Laura, the 

power was yours Sam, you channelled it.  Your powers and theirs united to form one.’ 

 ‘So why not do that all the time?  Why only then?’ 

‘You do not understand.  Our time grows short, you should return.  For now’ 

‘No, I still have questions.  I need answers’ 

‘And you will find them Sam, but for now you must be cautious.  They will use whatever 

means they have at their disposal. Listen and remember.’ 



 
 

Another voice spoke in her head and she smiled, listening intently.  She started to say 

something and stepped forward but as the footfall was complete she found herself back in the 

hospital room just as Laura’s head was hitting the floor.  She must have spent a good ten minutes 

in the temple or whatever it was, but in this room less than a second had passed.  How was that 

possible? 

She moved forward and shook Laura but she appeared to be out cold.  Had she killed her?  

No, her chest was rising and falling, she was still breathing.  What exactly had she done to them 

though?  She had the vaguest recollection of half destroying the room, of flying into a rage but it 

was as though she hadn’t been in total control of herself - as though something else was in her 

head driving her on.  And the question still remained as to how exactly she’d managed to get 

from the hospital in London to her village and then to…. well, wherever that was. 

A slight groan escaped Laura and her eyes flickered open.  She appeared unsure and her eyes 

darted around as Sam leant down, offering her a hand, helping her to sit up.  Laura seemed 

confused and looked at Sam, a quizzical expression on her face before asking what had 

happened. 

‘I don’t know’ Sam replied 

‘You must know.  You were here, you were trashing the room and then suddenly you were 

gone in a bright flash of light.  And now you’re back.  How long have I been out?’ 

‘A few seconds at the most’ 

‘How long were you gone?  Where did you go?’ 

‘Well, that’s a long story.  I was gone for probably ten minutes, but was back here before your 

head hit the floor’ 



 
 

‘Is that why I have a headache?’ Laura said and touched the side of her head ‘Seriously 

though Sam, where did you go.  You just vanished before my eyes’ 

Pete made a low moaning sound and sat up suddenly, grasping at his head.  He looked from 

Laura to Sam and then back to Laura ‘What happened?’ he asked  

‘We’re just discussing that.  She disappeared, I’m trying to find out where’ Laura replied 

‘What do you mean ‘disappeared’?’ 

‘As in vanished, disappeared, gone, vazoomed, puff, magic smoke.  Comprende?’ 

‘I get the idea.  People don’t just disappear and then re-appear Laura’ 

‘Well, you probably need to tell Sam that.  She doesn’t seem to know’ 

They both looked at Sam expectantly, clearly believing she had the answer to all of the 

questions.  For her part Sam was as confused as the rest of them. 

‘I kind of went…. travelling’ Sam said to them eventually 

‘Travelling?  To where Sam?’ Pete asked 

‘Kind of to the village.  Mum and dad’s grave to be exact’ a shadow of something passed over 

her face briefly before she continued ‘and then I went to this strange place with a pool of light 

that said it was the source and went on about being legion.  And Nessa was there, but it wasn’t 

Nessa’ 

‘I’m not sure you’re making sense.  Are you trying to tell us you travelled to the village and 

then…. where did you say, ‘the source’?  What source?  Source of what?’ said Pete 

‘Yes’ 

‘Yes what?  Which question was ‘Yes’ the answer to?’ 

‘All of them, none of them.  I don’t know!’ 



 
 

‘Okay’ said Laura ‘I think we all need to calm down.  Pete, you and I need to stop being on 

the floor as well’ 

Sam walked over to the bed and put her head in her hands, Pete and Laura pulled up chairs 

and arranged them so they could talk face to face. 

‘Right’ said Laura ‘let’s start at the beginning.  We heard you wrecking the room and came in, 

you were casting light everywhere and making a bit of a mess’ Laura glanced around ‘Okay, a 

lot of a mess.  The last thing I remember was seeing a bright light come from you and you 

disappeared just before I passed out.  What do you remember Sam?’ 

‘I was getting more and more angry thinking about what you’d said and something just kind 

of snapped.  I don’t really remember trashing the room.’ she looked around at the mess ‘I do 

remember seeing you fall as though you’d passed out and when I took a step forward to help you 

I was standing in the graveyard.  I spent a little while there and decided to walk back to the 

house, but as soon as I took a step forward I was in this temple.’ 

‘And what happened in this ‘temple’’ Pete said 

‘I heard voices in my head - I know how that sounds but bear with me - and every time I 

thought something the voice would answer.  It was like having a conversation in my head but 

someone else was actually in my head.  After a while an image of Nessa appeared, but it wasn’t 

her - well, not the one I met anyway.’ 

Pete stared at her and she couldn’t quite work out the expression on his face.  She was 

surprised when he didn’t ask any questions about Nessa but said ‘where exactly were you?’ 

‘I don’t know.  It was a temple of some description, it was all lit, but not from any light 

source, it looked sealed, there didn’t seem to be any way in or out - no doors.  It looked like it’d 



 
 

literally been created out of a cave or something, but there were pillars and the floor was smooth.  

In the middle was a big circular thing and when I looked in there was like a golden liquid in it 

with lots of white things floating about.  Nessa said they were like the souls of Casters and that 

she was there - well the part of her that was good.  The bad bit had gone back to the darkness.’ 

‘Souls?’ Laura asked 

‘Well, they said not, essence I think they said.  It kind of implied that the bits that make a 

Caster special go back there when they die and are kind of reborn’ 

‘Seriously?’ 

‘Do I look like I could make this up?’ 

‘Sorry, I wasn’t accusing you of anything, it just seems a bit…. well, weird.  There’s never 

been any confirmation of something that was the light equivalent of the darkness’ Laura said 

‘Well, that’s not strictly true, there are legends…..’ added Pete 

‘So like I said, there’s never been any confirmation’ said Laura without looking at him 

‘Anyway’ continued Sam ‘they said they were the past and the present and that the darkness 

was trying to turn me; that they were using me to get what they want’ 

‘That makes sense’ said Pete ‘we had our suspicions that might be the case.  What else did it 

say?’ 

‘Not a lot really.  It said ‘we are legion’ a lot.   Do you want to know about Nessa Uncle 

Pete?’ 

‘Not really.  I might go and get some tea’ and he left the room.  Sam thought he was perhaps a 

little upset although his face hadn’t given anything away. 

Laura waited until he’d left the room and said ‘I do.  I want to know’ 



 
 

‘She just looked, well aside from the glowing white semi see-through thing, quite normal.  

When she first appeared I tried to cast an orb but couldn’t.  I don’t know why, it’s not like there 

wasn’t light in there.  She seemed nice though, she explained to me about what she was and her 

essence and stuff.  It was weird talking to her.  She kind of thanked me for freeing her.’ 

‘Did they say how you’d managed it?  How you got there?’ 

‘Not really, well not specifically.  They just said the power was mine as though I’d understand 

what they were talking about.  It was as if they thought I could just step from one place to 

another whenever I wanted, which clearly I can’t otherwise I’d have done it before now.’ 

‘Perhaps it was something to do with your anger?’ 

‘But that doesn’t make sense, surely that should reduce my powers, not increase them’ 

‘True, I hadn’t thought of that’ 

‘Unless it was something to do with seeing you and Uncle Pete lying there, remorse or 

something, I don’t know.  I need to find out though.  I wonder if I could take someone else with 

me?’ 

‘I don’t think you’ll have a lot of volunteers.  Did everything with you travel okay?  Actually, 

scrap that otherwise you’d be naked.  Perhaps if we work out how you do it we could try a test, 

send you through with a puppy or something?’ 

‘A puppy?  What if it gets squished on the way through?  I don’t want to walk around wearing 

bits of puppy.  Or what if it merges with me and I end up with a puppy tail?  Or Labrador ears?’ 

‘Well’ said Laura after a little consideration ‘You’d probably look cute as a Sambrador.  Plus, 

it’ll make food shopping easier.  Winalot and chips every day’.   

As the words had left her mouth Laura regretted it, she saw the spark in Sam’s face, the 



 
 

obvious memory of her parents.  Even something as small and mundane as shopping was likely 

to trigger memories of them. 

Pete walked back in with his tea ‘Do you have any idea where you were?  Which country 

even?’ 

‘No, nothing at all I’m afraid.  They didn’t have any signs up either’ 

‘Very inconsiderate.  You were clearly underground, perhaps we could approximate the 

location by using the type of rock.  What did it look like?’ 

‘Rock’ 

‘Specifically?’ 

‘Specifically, Rock’ 

‘Okay, well, I’m not sure that’s going to get us very far.  I’ll have a look back through the old 

books, I’m sure there’s mention of it in some of the old texts.  I’ll speak to the council and see if 

there are any other clues’ 

Sam looked confused ‘The council?’ 

‘Yes, you won’t be aware, but after the ‘issue’ with Nessa a council was formed to collate 

information and generally makes decisions on what areas we should concentrate on.  Prior to that 

it’s just been a loose alliance in each country passing on information.  There used to be a council 

around fifty years ago but no-one could agree and it was disbanded.  We’ve reformed it’ 

‘We?  Are you on it?’ 

‘Yes’ 

‘How many others?’ 

‘One from each major continent plus others.  In total there are twelve people’ 



 
 

‘Do you make the tea?’ she asked 

‘No. But I do take the tea bags’ he said to her smiling 

Laura looked over at Sam who was yawning ‘You look tired.  If we wait outside will you be 

ok?  You should try and get some sleep’ 

‘You’re probably right, I do feel quite tired’ 

‘Promise not to destroy anything else or go travelling again?’ 

‘I’ll try.  Since I don’t know how I did it last time that might be difficult.  I’ve no intention of 

going walkies though’ 

‘See, you’re in puppy mode already!’ Laura laughed 

‘You’re not funny’ Sam said, yawning as she climbed under the sheets.  She was asleep 

before they’d left the room. 



 
 

 

Chapter Three - Arrivals 

Over the course of Sam’s stay Laura and Pete had been using the private rooms at the hospital 

reserved for visitors and been taking it in turns to travel back to Yorkshire to sort out domestic 

arrangements, pick up clothes and attend to any other business.  A temporary member of staff 

had been hired by Laura to look after the shop in her absence which left her free to stay in 

London without needing to worry about closing the store.  Given Sam’s recovery was 

progressing rapidly they’d decided to play it by ear for a couple of days and cancel Pete’s 

scheduled journey back up north. 

Laura gently tapped on Pete’s door and she heard the familiar ‘Enter’ as though he were the 

master of a great estate, it always made Laura chuckle.  She opened the door and went in, sitting 

in one of the chairs in the room.   

‘Have you heard any more about Alex?’ she asked 

‘No, I’ve spoken to his mum this morning, but he’s still missing.  That’s four day’s now.  No 

sign, no note, nothing.  It’s like he’s just fallen off the planet.  His mum’s sick with worry.’ 

‘I’ll bet.  Do you think….’ 

She didn’t need to finish, it was a recurring theme and they always came back to it.  Given 

everything else that had happened they believed it highly likely he’d been taken.  And that was 

the best scenario. 

‘There’s still no lead, the police don’t know anything.  They’ve posted pictures up on the 



 
 

Internet and the local area as far as Cinchester and Ledsall, but nothing so far.’ 

‘So when do we tell Sam?’ 

‘Now that’s a question I’ve been considering.  She seems to be handling things remarkably 

well, too well in my opinion.  I thought about what you said before, and you’re probably right’ 

Laura looked at him; he didn’t admit she was right that often.  She really must have been she 

thought to herself. 

‘Perhaps we should give it another day or so.  Her doctor seems to think she’ll be able to 

leave in a couple of days.  I don’t think we should wait until we get back to the village though, 

that would just be too difficult.  Knowing Sam she’ll just go blundering up to his door and I 

don’t want her to find out that way.  Have you checked on her?’ 

‘Sleeping like a baby.  She’ll probably be out for at least another hour judging by the snoring.  

Want to grab something to eat?’ 

‘That sounds like a good idea.  Although it seems almost impossible to get a decent cup of tea 

here’ 

Laura shook her head and walked out of the room followed by Pete. 

* 

Sam opened her eyes and yawned before looking over at the clock.  8:58. Had she really been 

asleep for over twelve hours?  Obviously, unless someone had come in and messed with her 

clock, but even though she’d slept for that long she still felt tired and drained.  She briefly 

contemplated going back to sleep but decided against it. 

A noise in the corner of the room attracted her attention and she moved her head sideways, 

perhaps Uncle Pete or Laura had come into the room while she was asleep?  No, there wasn’t 



 
 

anyone there that she could see and she turned her head back and closed her eyes.  Perhaps it was 

someone in the adjoining room?  There was a door between the two rooms, but as far as she 

knew it was locked.  The noise came again, a kind of shuffling sound as though someone was 

moving around in there.  It wasn’t unreasonable that another patient had been admitted though, it 

was a hospital after all and she doubted that they’d reserved the whole floor for her, gift or not.   

As she looked over at the door she saw the handle move and became more concerned, 

swinging her legs out of bed and staring at the connecting door.   Slowly moving towards it, 

hoping to hear what was happening on the other side she reasoned that an orderly could have 

moved a new patient in and had tried the door to make sure it was locked? 

The hand on her shoulder caused her to spin round, arm outstretched looking for the nearest 

light source, but as she turned her eyes looked straight into Alex’s.  He ducked away thinking 

she was going to cast an orb at him and stood up when he saw she didn’t have anything. 

‘Hiya’ he said 

‘You idiot!  Remember the last time you did that?  Don’t you learn?’  

‘Guess not’ 

‘What are you doing here?  Did your mum bring you down?’ 

‘Not exactly.  She wouldn’t let me come.  I’ve kind of, well, er….’ 

‘Spit it out dipweed’ 

‘I kind of just came to see you.  I’ve been travelling down’ 

‘How?’ 

‘Ways’ 

‘Ways like what?’ 



 
 

‘Just ways.  You don’t need the details’ 

Laura suddenly walked into the room and stared at them 

‘Alex!  What the hell?’ 

‘Hi Laura’ 

‘Where the bloody hell have you been?’   

Sam didn’t think she’d ever heard Laura swear and the look on her face was enough to wither 

even the strongest person.  Quite why Laura was so mad she didn’t know. 

‘I came to see Sam’ Alex said 

‘Everyone’s been looking for you, you’ve got half the Yorkshire police out searching and 

your mum is going mental’ 

For the first time Sam thought Laura sounded like a real grown up.  It was quite disturbing. 

‘What do you mean?’ Sam asked 

‘No-one knew where Alex was’ Laura replied ‘We thought the worse’ 

‘And you didn’t tell me?’ 

‘Well, there kind of wasn’t a good time and you’d had so much else to deal with it just 

seemed…. unfair’ Laura said looking away 

‘Alex’ Sam said sternly, ‘You need to tell your mum where you are’ 

‘She’ll go ape though’ he said 

‘Well, you’re going to have to do it at some point Alex; you might as well get it over and 

done with’ 

Alex looked from Laura to Sam trying to find someone who disagreed with what she’d said 

but when no-one did he shrugged his shoulders and asked Laura if he could borrow her phone.  



 
 

Laura fished in her jeans and pulled it out handing it over to Alex, still maintaining the stern 

expression on her face.   

The handle on the connecting door moved again and they all turned and looked at the now 

open doorway.  The light in the connecting room was off and they had to wait a few seconds 

before they could see who was in the room, as he stepped forward they all looked at each other.  

The tall unshaven man was about thirty years old, his hair and beard matted with dirt.  This in 

itself would have been unremarkable; but he was completely naked and painted purple from head 

to toe.  They all stared at him and he grinned back at them holding his hand out. 

It was difficult to make out what he was holding, it looked like a purple potato and they all 

looked from his grinning face to his hand and back again, trying to comprehend what it was they 

were looking at.  Sam wondered if she’d been admitted to the psychiatric unit, that was 

obviously the only reasonable explanation.  The man suddenly spoke to them and they looked at 

him, it was almost like he was in a trance and his eyes seemed blank. 

‘The purple potato wants me to kill you’ he said matter of factly 

‘Excuse me?’ said Laura 

The man held the purple potato further towards them, clearly expecting them to be in awe.  

Now that he was closer they could see it was indeed a potato that had been painted purple, no 

doubt using the same paint that he’d used to cover himself. 

‘It talks to me’ 

‘Does it?’ said Alex surprised 

‘Yes.  It said it can make me happy.  I want to be happy.  It can make me happy, it said so. I 

just have to kill you first’ the man said 



 
 

‘All of us?’ Alex asked moving slightly behind Laura but the man didn’t answer 

‘When did you meet the potato?  Was it at home?’ Laura asked 

‘No, I don’t think I have a home.  I think I used to, but I was sleeping in the park.  A strange 

man woke me up and said he wanted me to meet someone.  His eyes were black.  He had a cat 

with him, it was black as well.  It was a very nice cat.  Very big, it wouldn’t be able to sit on your 

lap.  And he brought me the purple potato.  The purple potato said I needed to come here and kill 

you’ 

‘Which one of us do you want to kill?’ asked Sam 

‘I don’t know.  Do you know who I need to kill to make the purple potato happy?’ he asked 

‘No, but I have a friend as well’ said Sam ‘Would you like to see it?  It’s called the white 

marble’ 

‘Will it play with the purple potato?  Will it make it happy?’ 

‘Probably.  Let’s see shall we’ 

Sam reached out and cast a perfect shining orb in her hand.  She held it up to the man’s face 

‘Can you see the light?’ she asked him 

‘Yes’ he said ‘it’s very pretty.  The purple potato doesn’t like it though.  It wants you to put it 

away.’ 

‘Well, it hasn’t really introduced itself yet’ Sam said to him ‘perhaps they just need to get to 

know each other.  Why don’t you get to know it first and then we can all play together’ 

‘It’s so pretty’ the man said cocking his head 

‘I know.  Look at it; see how it makes you feel happier?  Do you feel happier?’ 

‘Yes’ he replied, his arm had started to move down and the potato fell from his hand and 



 
 

rolled across the floor coming to rest at Alex’s feet.  He looked down at it then back up, 

constantly moving his attention from Sam to Laura to potato man and the purple potato on the 

floor.  Alex thought this was all positively potty, but from the relaxed expression on Laura’s face 

she clearly didn’t think there was anything to worry about. 

‘Are you happier now?’ Sam asked the potato man 

‘Yes.   I want to take the marble home with me.  Can I?’ 

‘Maybe.  Look at it a while longer and think of all the nice things it’s showing you’ 

The man seemed to be mesmerised by the orb and kept moving his head in each direction as 

though studying it from different angles.  After a couple of minutes his head snapped up and he 

looked at Sam 

‘Who are you?’ he asked 

‘I’m Sam, who are you?’ 

‘Eric’ he replied ‘where am I?’ 

‘Hospital’ 

‘Have I had an accident?  Why am I naked?  Why am I purple?’ 

‘No, you haven’t had an accident.  I think you’ve had a bad dream.  Do you remember any of 

it?’ Sam asked 

‘No.  I remember going to sleep in the park and then nothing until just now.  Am I going 

mad?’ 

‘No, I think perhaps you were, but you’re better now.  Shall we get you some help?  And 

some clothes?’ 

‘I think I’d like that’ he said 



 
 

‘Okay, well you wait in the room next door and we can sort something out for you.  Will you 

be alright?’ 

‘I think so’ he said and turned round, walking through the door to the connecting room.  He 

paused in the doorway staring back, a look of confusion on his face before pulling the door 

closed 

‘What’ said Alex ‘the hell was that?’ 

‘Induced madness’ replied Laura ‘he’s been exposed to darkness and it’s sent him mad.  It’s 

interesting that there was someone with it though, probably an Emissary’ 

Pete walked in and stared at them before realising Alex was there  

‘Where the hell have you been?  Have you rung your mother?’ Pete demanded 

‘I was about to ring her’ Alex said ‘then we kind of got distracted’ 

‘By?  I can’t believe you’ve been so selfish young man’ 

Alex was sheepish and looked at the floor. 

‘So what was more important than letting your worried mother know where you are?’ 

‘You wouldn’t believe me if I told you’ Laura said 

‘Try me’ 

Alex moved to the back of the room and called his mum while Laura and Sam filled Pete in 

on what had happened with the potato man.  He variously looked surprised, concerned and 

distressed before leaving to find one of the nursing staff to look after the man.  Laura had poked 

her head in the adjoining door to make sure he hadn’t disappeared.  He’d found a gown to wear 

which everyone seemed pleased about.  Aside from that he just looked confused. 

Pete walked back in and Alex was still in the corner, clearly having a hard time with his mum.  



 
 

He was thankful when he managed to pass the phone on to Pete to arrange his return and  after a 

couple of minutes Pete hung up, returned the phone to Laura and gave Alex a withering look. 

‘That was very irresponsible’ he said 

‘I know.  I just needed to see her.’ Alex looked over at Sam ‘Sorry’ he said 

‘Don’t apologise to me, I’m not your mum, but if you think that orb you took was painful I 

dread to think how your ass is gonna feel when you get home.  It’s gonna be grounded for like a 

gazillion years’ 

‘Yeah, I know’ he said looking down at the floor ‘anyway, anyone want to tell me what that 

was all about?’ 

‘Haven’t we done this?’ asked Laura 

‘Yeah, well, I think it’s worth doing twice.  Just to make sure I’m absolutely clear that there 

was a bloke in here who was clearly barking mad talking to a purple potato.  I mean whose mind 

works like that?’ 

‘You’d be surprised at how the human mind works, how suggestive it can be’ Pete replied 

‘You were steaming though Sam’ said Alex looking at her with admiration ‘you didn’t even 

break stride.  Laura, weren’t you worried?’ 

‘Not really’ Laura replied ‘that was like a walk in the park for Sam’ 

‘Well I wouldn’t go that far’ replied Sam  

‘Anyway’ Pete interrupted ‘we have more pressing concerns.  The fact that they’ve tried to 

get to you is a sign that we should probably move on.  We need to go back home as quickly as 

possible.  I’ve spoken to the doctor and while they’re not happy for you to go, as long as we 

monitor you and keep in close contact they’ve agreed that it’s probably the best course of action.  



 
 

I’d suggest we pack your stuff up and head home before we get any other surprises’ 

‘There’s something not right here’ Sam said ‘why send a mad man after me?’ 

‘You’re assuming they were after you Sam’ Laura replied and everyone looked round at her 

‘Meaning?’ asked Sam 

‘We think they’re trying to alienate you from everything you care about, wouldn’t it make 

sense to also take out me or Pete or even Alex.  It could be that someone knew Alex was going to 

be here, don’t you think it’s a bit of a co-incidence that he arrived at the same time as the potato 

king?’ 

‘I didn’t lead them here!’ Alex exclaimed 

‘I’m not suggesting you did, but since you probably didn’t travel down by public transport 

there’s a possibility that you’ve been tailed - for all you know you might have been travelling 

with Emissaries all the way’ Laura said 

‘No.  I’d know’ he retorted 

‘How?  How would you know Alex?  Mr Albert anyone?’ Laura said fixing her eyes on him 

The silence spoke volumes and Alex was left to reflect on the possibility that he’d led them 

straight to her door.  Perhaps that was their intention, perhaps they’d been watching him from the 

moment he’d left and started hitch-hiking.  Perhaps they’d setup each and every lift, making sure 

they knew exactly where Sam was.   He looked round sheepishly. 

‘It’s done now anyway’ said Pete ‘we need to get back to Godwalton as soon as possible.  I’ll 

bring the car round, Sam how long do you need?’ 

‘I don’t know, I don’t know what I have here’ Sam replied 

‘Not a lot’ said Laura ‘ten minutes Pete?’ 



 
 

‘That’s fine.  See you out front’ he replied and left the room 

‘Laura, if they’ve gone to the effort of tracking me here won’t they just go to the village 

anyway?’ 

‘Probably, but they aren’t willing to have a confrontation with you yet.  Not directly anyway.  

And with Pete and me looking after you it’s unlikely they’ll try.  I suspect they banked on 

catching one of us alone.  That’s the problem when you employ mad men, you can’t trust them to 

do a simple thing right.’ 

Sam opened the locker by the side of the bed; there was a change of clothes in it which had 

been brought over by Laura several weeks before.  She picked them up and placed them on the 

bed.   

‘Alex’ she said 

‘Yeah?’ 

‘Kind of need you to leave’ 

‘Why?’ he asked and then realising what he’d said started to back away towards the door, 

apologising,  Sam smiled at him as he left. 

‘Do you want me to leave?’ Laura asked 

‘No, you can stay if you want’ Sam replied 

Laura sat in the chair and looked away as Sam got dressed.  ‘He’s smitten with you, you know 

that don’t you?’ Laura said to her 

‘Alex?  No way.  We’re just friends’ 

‘Yeah, well something tells me that’s not his choice’ 

‘No, it’s a mutual thing.  He’s never shown any interest, really’ 



 
 

‘Well, his eyes say otherwise.  He looks at you with such pride and affection’ 

‘That’s not the same thing as romance though’ 

‘In my book honey, when a guy looks at you like that it’s because they’re holding a candle.  

And his candle is one of those whoppers you get in church’ 

‘Laura, stop it!’ 

‘Stop what, being honest?’ 

Sam was fully dressed and walked in front of Laura.  ‘Anyway, there’s always too much crap 

going on’ 

‘So, time to be honest with me now, how are you feeling?  You’ve had a lot to deal with over 

the past couple of days’ 

‘I’m ok I think.  I don’t know, it’s weird.  When I was at the temple I just saw everything so 

clearly, it was like I just knew it was ok.  I knew that everything that’s gone on was happening 

for a reason.’ 

Laura looked at her, something didn’t add up here.  She’d just lost her parents and she was 

acting like it was some sort of cosmic plan. ‘What aren’t you telling me Sam?’ she asked 

‘What do you mean?’ 

‘You know very well what I mean, what happened at the temple thing?’ 

‘I’ve told you’ 

‘No, you’ve told us most of it.  What’s the rest of the story?’ 

‘I spoke to my parents’ 

‘Come again?’ Laura asked looking slightly puzzled 

‘I spoke to my parents.  Well, they spoke to me actually’ 



 
 

‘What did they say?’ 

‘That it was okay, that they understood.  That I have a destiny and that they’re at peace and 

not to be afraid or to mourn them.  Remember them yes, but don’t mourn them.  They said I 

needed to become strong to face up to the battle that was coming and to stay true to myself.’ 

‘And they said all this to you?  In your mind?’ 

‘Yes.  I could almost picture them.  It was the most peaceful moment I’ve ever known.  I felt 

them in my mind Laura, felt them with me.  They said I’d never be alone.’ 

‘And you’re sure it was them?’ 

‘Unmistakeable.  They knew everything as though when they died they finally understood’ 

‘Well, I don’t know what to say’ 

‘You don’t need to say anything.  Anyway, are we going?’ 

‘Yep, let’s rock’ 

They left the room, collecting Alex on the way, and headed down to the car park.  Laura 

carried Sam’s bag to the rear of the car while Sam and Alex climbed in the back.  Pete opened 

the boot for her and Laura placed the bag in the boot before quietly saying ‘We may have a 

problem’ 

He looked at her and she peered round the boot to make sure they weren’t being overheard.  

Sam and Alex were laughing in the back of the car 

‘You know you thought she was being manipulated?’ 

‘Yes, and I believe that more than ever now’ he replied 

‘Well, from the conversation I’ve just had with Sam I’m not sure which side is manipulating 

her, but it could be both’ 



 
 

‘What the devil are you talking about Laura?’ 

‘When she was at the temple she heard her parents in her mind’ 

‘Well, that’s bizarre, but it did say it was the essence of previous casters and those to come’ 

‘Yeah, well that’s the problem isn’t it - her parents weren’t casters.  So…….’ 

‘You think they planted that in her mind?’ 

‘It’s not an unreasonable assumption.  It would seem that the light and the darkness are 

battling for control of her’ 

‘Well, we need to make sure she makes the right decision then’ 

‘It could be she’s the pawn in their game and she’s the only loser’ 

Pete shut the boot and walked round to the front of the car.  Laura did likewise and they both 

climbed into the car. Pete turned to look at Sam and Alex who were in the back talking about 

something.  As he looked at Sam he wondered whether they were all being manipulated and 

whether any good could come of it. 


