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Terminology

Aengel - Half human, half Daeva being.
Allure - The physical energy that
surrounds a Spirit. 
 Arcadia - The Spirit
World.
Arcadia Court House –
Located in the Temple of Humanity with in Silver
City. Where human affairs are attended – Newborn Human/Guardian
Assignment, The Shadowless Registry, The Department of Aging,
Guardianship Licensing and Evaluation, Humanity
Hall.
Arcadian Regions
– Land of the Shadowless,
Maze of Mirrors, Lavender Valley, Paradise Mountain, Silver
City.
Aura -
an invisible breath, emanation, or radiation of light energy that
surrounds a Spirit. 
Blaze
– A sword like flame which originates from the
light emanating from a scepter made of star
dust. 
Charm – Magic.
Daeva
-   An evil, supernatural being;
a demon; false spirit, a Spirit to be rejected. a fallen
Spirit.
Dream Traveler -
A person who can travel to the past or future
through dream. 
Elders
- Guardians who have existed for many
centuries.
Gift - A Spirit's calling or purpose (Guide, Seeker, Watcher,
Planner).
Gifting Ceremony
– A ceremony where Guardian's Gifts are
identified.
Gnomes - Earth Spirits.  Charmed troll like men that live
beneath the ground.  Create earthquakes, tremors, fault
lines.
 Guardian Spirit
- A spirit appointed to a human by the Oracle of
Guardianship as a spiritual mentor and liaison to the Great Spirit;
a Spirit possessing a Gift.
Induction
-   The way a Guardian teaches
humans important information.
 Land of
the Shadowless – The northern region of
Arcadia where the Shadowless reside.
Lavender Valley – The western region
of Arcadia where the Guardians reside.
Mask - A blackness or darkness that
surrounds an Aengel or a Daeva. 
Maze of Mirrors – Located at the heart
of Arcadia. The structure which houses the
Light.
Omniscient - A person who is all knowing.
Oracle - A command or revelation from
the Great Spirit; a Spirit possessing Gifts and
Charms.

Paradise Mountain – The eastern region of
Arcadia where the Oracles reside (including
Hala).
Salamanders -
Fire Spirits. Charmed serpent like
women.   Create fire and
explosions. 
Shadows
– The remains of a human body whose soul has
passed on to the Spirit World.
Shells – The remains of a human body
whose soul has been devoured by an Aengel or
Daeva.
Silver City Research and
Technology – A research center with in the
Temple of Humanity/Silver city where various forms of technology
and scientific research take place.
Silver City – Metropolitan Arcadia
located in the southern region of Arcadia; the business loop -
coffee houses, restaurants, bookstores, shopping malls, Arcadian
Cellular, Arcadian Satellite, etc...
Silver City University – A school
house with in the Temple of Humanity/Silver City where Guardians
receive their training for Guardianship.
Spirit -  Godlike; on the side of
good.
 Spiriter - A person who can see auras and masks and feel
allures.
Sylphs - Wind Spirits.  Charmed fairy like people with butterfly
wings.  Create tornadoes and
hurricanes. 
The Arcadian Orbit
– A railway system located with in the
Heavens. The railway system shuttles Spirits to and from Arcadia
and the Earth.
The Arcadian Orbit
Terminal – Located in the west end of
Silver City, Arcadia. Where the trains of the Arcadian Orbit
deposit the traveling Spirits.
 The
Coliseum – Located with in the Temple of
Humanity/Silver City. Where various Athletic events and
competitions take place.
 The Gallery
– An Art Complex with in the Temple of
Humanity/Silver City. Spirits can participate in dance, theater
arts, music, and visual art classes of varying types, perform
and/or come to see performances here.
The Great Spirit (Hala) – The Creator;
a child in physical form as old as the universe. 

The Guardians of Souls - a
militia of Spirit protectors for human souls.

The Heavens – A portal
between the Earth and Arcadia. Guardians and Oracles must fly from
the Earth to the Heavens.
 The
Light - The power of Arcadia.  A
beautiful, grand, white flame that blazes in the heart of
Arcadia. 
The
Shadowless - a ghost or apparition, the
second life of a human soul; a human soul who has evacuated its
shadow (human body). The Shadowless are protected by the Light and
may not be destroyed by anyone or anything including Daevas and
Aengels. Special power/ability - They may be seen by humans since
they were once human themselves. They play the role of Intelligence
(spies) in the Guardians of Souls. They are also sent to warn
humans who are being manipulated by the
Daeva's/Aengels.
The Wishing Well
- A waterfall/pond in the Temple of
Humanity. Spirits meet here to pray for the souls of
humanity.
Temple of Humanity –
The Arcadian Government Complex located on the
east end of Silver City – Arcadia Court House, Silver City
University, The Wishing Well, Silver City Research and Technology,
The Gallery, The Coliseum.
 Trans –
Portal – (Transportation Portal) A portal
which uses the Light to transport Spirits from one location in
Arcadia to another. There is a portal located in each region. It
looks like a telephone booth where the telephone is with out a
receiver. The Spirit inserts the appropriate currency, punches in
the desired location's number and the Trans – Portal sends them
there with in seconds.
 Trans – Sport
Board – (Transportation Sport Board) A
glass like slab powered by the Light. A hovering skate board. No
cars/trucks/vehicles of any kind exist in Arcadia. Trans Sport
Boards are the Spirits means of transportation with in a given
region, especially Silver City.
Undines - Water Spirits.  Charmed
people made of water.  Create whirlpools,
typhoons.
Vanquishing Portal –
A portal designed to destroy Daevas and Aengels.
It works by locking on to the masks and allures of Daevas and
Aengels, sucking them into a portal and transporting them
underground where they will be suffocated and killed by the mother
Earth.
Vanishing Ring –
A ring infused with the Light. This ring has the
ability to cause the person wearing it to become
invisible.
Wandering
- The process Guardians and Oracles use to enter
humans dreams and influence them. 


Alone

 


From childhood’s hour I have not been

As others were—I have not seen

As others saw—I could not bring

My passions from a common spring—

From the same source I have not taken

My sorrow—I could not awaken

My heart to joy at the same tone—

And all I
lov’d—I lov’d
alone—

Then—in my childhood—in the dawn

Of a most stormy life—was drawn

From ev’ry depth of good and ill

The mystery which binds me still—

From the torrent, or the fountain—

From the red cliff of the mountain—

From the sun that ’round me roll’d

In its autumn tint of gold—

From the lightning in the sky

As it pass’d me flying by—

From the thunder, and the storm—

And the cloud that took the form

(When the rest of Heaven was blue)

Of a demon in my view—

 


~ Edgar Allan Poe

 



Chapter One

Hala

Year: 2015

Place: Arcadia

 


The Oracle of Humanity

 


“All labor that uplifts humanity has dignity
and importance and should be undertaken with painstaking
excellence.”

 


~ Martin Luther King, Jr.

 


“Hello, my dear children. Please gather
around and find a resting spot on this splendor of crisp and
colorful fallen leaves. My name is Hala and I am the Great Spirit.
Today is All Hallows Eve and I have called you here on this
beautiful and festive Arcadian day to tell you a story. The story
I’m about to tell is not a reflection of this lovely autumn day, it
is a warning. It is a warning about the tragedy that can consume us
if we fail to remember and honor the dead.”

I paused in my speech to gaze upon the young
faces that stared wide eyed and guarded in reaction to my serious
words. The new class of Guardian Spirits has just completed their
training. Before the weeks end they will be assigned their human
charges. I feel that it is imperative that they learn the sad and
tragic story of Arcadia’s former Oracle of Humanity before they
begin their quest of inductions and wanderings into the minds of
human newborns.

As we stood safely in the shade of the
woodlands that scattered themselves through out Paradise Mountain,
home to the Oracles of Arcadia, I realized how safe and sheltered
the lives of our young Guardian Spirits typically are.

“Look around you my children. Gaze upon the
easy beauty and peacefulness of your home, Lavender Valley. Take in
the serenity and safety of the Land of the Shadowless. Follow the
bustling yet impervious streets of our shining Silver City.
Finally, behold the magic of the Light as it emanates from the Maze
of Mirrors to reach every nook and cranny of our divine realm,
Arcadia, the Spirit World. Your human charges do not live in such
safety. They are born into a world that threatens the wholeness of
their souls. It will be your job to guide, watch, seek and plan the
path they travel today so that they may safely reach the Land of
the Shadowless in their next life.”

The young Guardian’s eyes scanned over the
vast and awesome landscape that is their home with love and
respect. I allowed them a moment of silence for self reflection and
thoughtful thinking. When their inquisitive eyes returned to me
with anticipation I knelt before them into a blanket of October
leaves and began the story of Shayan.


Chapter Two

Hala

Year: 2015

Place: Arcadia

 


Resentment

 


“I tried to manipulate and control people,
and I harbored resentment. I wanted to be forgiven, but I wouldn't
forgive others.”

 


~ Lauryn Hill

 


“Several hundred years ago there lived an
Oracle by the name of Shayan. He was the Oracle of Humanity and it
was his job to watch over and protect human kind from their inner
darkness. Because humans possess their own will they may sometimes
make poor choices in life. They become obsessed with power, greed,
money, lust and any number of other mortal temptations. These
excessive indulgences threaten the purity of their souls causing
them to abuse, steal, cheat, deceive and even kill their mortal
brethren. Time and temptation repeated takes its toll on these
troubled souls and eventually they become lost all together. It was
Shayan’s job as the Oracle of Humanity to intervene and prevent
this from happening.”

“Lord Hala, did Shayan try to protect them?”
asked Tracy, a young Guardian Seeker.

“No, I’m afraid not my child. Instead,
Shayan became tempted himself. You see, Shayan became very jealous
of mankind’s free will. I can still remember the day he came to see
me with great clarity.”

 


“Lord Hala, may I have a moment of your
time? I have something very important I wish to discuss with you.”
Shayan said respectfully.

“Of course, Shayan. What can I do for you?”
I had wondered.

“I’m afraid that I am not happy, my Lord. It
is frustrating to watch human kind stumble over what would appear
to be such an easy path to follow day in and day out.” he
began.

“I’m afraid I don’t understand Shayan.
Perhaps you could be a bit more specific.” I encouraged.

“They have everything, don’t you see? They
can do anything, be anything… and they waste this gift.” Shayan
pleaded with me now. His eyes begged me for understanding.

“This is why you must show them a better
way, an easier path.” I started.

“They won’t listen. I have tried time and
time again. They simply do not care. How can this be?” His former
frustration was morphing to anger.

“Shayan, you must be patient and persistent.
You can not give up. You must continue to try.” I persisted.

Shayan’s head hung heavy and his eyes
shifted away from my gaze. “I do not think that I can do this
Hala.” He barely whispered.

“You can and you must.” I said firmly. “It
is your commandment as the Oracle of Humanity.”

Shayan fell silent for a moment. He was
contemplating his next words. I was flabbergasted when he finally
delivered them.

“Then I no longer wish to be the Oracle of
Humanity… I wish to be human.” Shayan looked me in the eye.

I did not understand his logic. “What good
can this achieve? Humans can not influence one another the way
Oracles or even Guardian Spirits are capable.” I explained.

“No humans can influence one another better
than Oracles and Guardian Spirits are capable. I have witnessed it,
Hala. They can’t see spirits. Therefore, they do not see or hear me
on any level.” Shayan ranted in resentment. “I wish to become one
of them. I wish to possess the free will they take for granted. I
want to be human and partake in the gift they care nothing
about.”

“Shayan!” I yelled. “I will not listen to
another second of this blasphemy. You are the Oracle of Humanity, a
noble commandment. You will submit to your duties and help the
mortal world find their path in life and you will find personal
solace in doing so.” I demanded.

Shayan bowed his head in shame. “I am sorry,
my Lord. I have grown weak. I will go to the Wishing Well and pray
for the souls of human kind. I will repent my temporary lack of
duty toward them in the Maze of Mirrors. I will gaze into the power
of the Light in hope that it may heal and strengthen my weary
soul.”

 


“That’s awful, but he said he was sorry. Did
the Light cleanse his soul, Lord Hala?” little Tracy beckoned
again.

“It did for a time, my dear.” I attempted to
sooth her.

I remember watching Shayan in the weeks
passing our conversation. To give him his credit’s due, he had
tried very hard to make amends for his weakness.


Chapter Three

Shayan

Year: 1620

Place: Arcadia

 


Abandonment

 


“Religion is a matter of the heart. No
physical inconvenience can warrant abandonment of one's own
religion.”

 


~ Mohandas Gandhi

 


“What is the matter, dear?” Anastazja
attempted to comfort me.

I looked deep into the crystal blue eyes of
my soul mate and felt a twinge of sadness in the recognition that
she could not understand my sorrow.

“I do not feel whole, Ana. I feel as if I am
missing something very important. It is a very unsettling feeling,
love.” I tried to make her understand.

“What could be missing? You are an Oracle,
Shayan. What could give one any greater sense of purpose or
wholeness? I can think of nothing, my sweet.” She smiled tenderly
at me.

No, Ana would never understand. I felt a
part of my soul shattering in the bitter realization of this
truth.

“Whut is it dat ye feel is missin’?” my
friend Andre persisted.

“I feel… insignificant. I can’t explain it
right.” I breathed in frustration.

“What is it that you believe can make you
feel significant?” encouraged Gaea.

Maybe Gaea could understand. She is a
Guardian Spirit whereas Ana and Andre are both Oracles just like
me. Gaea wanders into the mind of her human charge every day.
Surely, if anyone can understand my frustration, she can.

“Does he listen to you, Gaea?” I pleaded
with her. Gaea searched my face for clarification. My words
confused her. “Your human charge, what is his name?”

“John Carver.”

“Does this, John Carver respond to you,
Gaea? Does he follow the path you guide him toward?” I
wondered.

“It isn’t exactly like that, Shayan. You
know humans have a will of their own. John is free to choose his
own path. I can only hope that my wanderings and inductions serve
as a positive influence.” Gaea confirmed my suspicions.

“So, he doesn’t listen to you either.” I
said with disgust.

Gaea sighed. “John makes his fair share of
mistakes, like anybody, but overall he is a good man.” Gaea
vowed.

“…but how can you say that he is good if he
does not obey you?” I said with chagrin.

How can this John Carver be anything but
awful if he does not heed the influence of his spiritual
mentor?

“Obey? Is that what you think John is meant
to do, obey me?” Gaea laughed. “I am not his master, Shayan. My
purpose is to demonstrate to John that he has choices to make in
his life. At the very least, by showing him the path of the Light,
I can feel some sense of peace from knowing I have attempted to
serve my purpose in his life.”

“So, that’s all we are, just whisperers of
wisdom whose superior insight may be cast aside with out as much as
a second thought? What’s the point?” I ranted.

Gaea’s passive words angered me. I could see
that my sharp retort hurt her feelings but I was not about to make
apologies for voicing my own.

“Shayan! Listen to yourself! This is
madness!” Ana scolded me.

I could not take the look of disapproval on
her beautiful face or the disappointment and betrayal in her icy
blue eyes. I made one last plea to my friends.

“What should I do? I have heeded Hala’s
words only to be continually ignored and disregarded by the humans.
I have truly attempted to honor him, Arcadia and my human charges
but I am entirely helpless to help anyone and effectively carry out
my commandment as the Oracle of Humanity if no one will listen to
me.” I cried.

I had been reduced to tears but I felt no
sympathy from my companions of spirit. I only felt their intense
disapproval and shame in my opinion.

“I do not understand you anymore, Shayan. I
can not condone your selfish words and controlling ways. You must
amend your darkened soul or I can not be a part of your life
anymore.” Ana warned.

Her shoulders tightened. Tears bled from her
sparkling blue eyes and streaked her porcelain face. My words
crushed her every bit as much as hers shattered me.

“If that is the way you feel, then go!” I
yelled.

“Shayan…” Gaea made one last attempt to
reach out to me.

“Furget it, Gaea. He’ll not hear us.” Andre
whispered in Gaea’s ear.

His eyes were both saddened and disgusted as
they pierced through me.

“Just go! I don’t need any of you!” I
growled.

I watched the three spirits turn and walk
away from me. I never felt more rejected and abandoned in my entire
existence. The pain seared a wound in my soul that will never
heal.


Chapter Four

Shayan

Time: 1620

Place: Plymouth

 


Wampanoag

 


“In this world a man must either be an anvil
or a hammer.”

 


~ Henry W. Longfellow

 


Upon considering Gaea’s words about her
human charge, John Carver, I decided to see for myself if this man
was as good as his Guardian Spirit believed him to be. It would
certainly appear as though the good people of the new Plymouth
Colony were in agreement with Gaea. They chose him to be the mayor
of their humble home. The question is, did they choose John because
he is a good man or because of his standing in society? After all,
it was John who chartered their vessel, The Mayflower, and bore the
financial expenses. This fact alone could explain their choice in
selecting John as mayor. John may have even used his financial
status as a means to be chosen. What if he bribed them?

In addition to being wealthy he is well
educated and believed to be the most affluent member of the group.
One may conclude that the members of the colony would invest a lot
of confidence in his judgment but do they respect him I wonder. It
has also become apparent to me that his human peers regard him as
being open and fair. They do not see him as being as overbearing as
some of the more vocal members of the group. Again, does this fact
convey respect for John, or does it imply the opposite? Perhaps the
people of Plymouth prefer a leader who is easily manipulated.

Currently John is attempting to bring peace
to his colony. He has been speaking to the Massasoit, or chief, of
the Wampanoag.

“Welcome Englishmen.” Samoset spoke with his
strong tribal accent.

Samoset is a native interpreter for the
Massosoit. The Englishmen appeared to be surprised at the native’s
ability to speak their language.

“You can speak English. I am impressed. How
have come to learn our language?” John wondered.

“Fishermen come through… teach words.”
Samoset nodded. “…and Squanto.”

“You can speak our language as well?” John
now faced the Indian named Squanto.

“Yes, I traveled the seas with your
merchants to England. I learned in your home land.” Squanto
explained.

“Squanto has been a tremendous help to the
colonists, John.” smiled a Plymouth man named Miles.

The amicable conversation continued this
way. John was trying to make peace with the Indians. I felt he was
being naive. What if the natives turned on the colonists and their
families? It is John’s responsibility to protect his colony. He
isn’t making good choices so how can he be a good man? John’s
ignorance is a threat to the people who have entrusted him with the
safety of their lives and future. He is carelessly befriending a
group of people he knows nothing about. He should be calling the
shots and making the rules. Certainly, he should not harm the
Indians or deny them their fair share of the bounty this fine land
offers but why should he allow them to be in charge? They will not
look out for the welfare of his people. He should stake his claim
on this territory so he may fairly serve as mayor to everyone,
keeping both his colony and the natives safe.

John’s intentions may not be bad, but the
end result will not be good. If only I could interact with the
humans in a more tangible way. If only I could be one of them. I
could make John see the error of his ways. I could keep the people
of Plymouth safe. There must be a way!


Chapter Five

Shayan

Time: 1620

Place: Arcadia

 


Alone

 


“Virtue is not left to stand alone. He who
practices it will have neighbors.”

 


~ Confucius

 


“…but my Lord, why do you refuse me when you
know that I have done everything within my power to attempt to
reach the mortals? Can’t you see that all is lost where they are
concerned? Someone must intervene. I am willing to do that. I will
sacrifice my immortality to become human so that I may stand the
smallest chance of reaching and protecting human kind.” I
pleaded.

Why was he being so stubborn? I explained
everything I had observed in the mortal John Carver’s life. I
showed him how very reckless the mortal’s choices could be. Didn’t
Hala care for the safety of the colony?

“I don’t believe you are truly concerned for
the safety of the colony, Shayan.” Hala admitted. “I’m not sure
what is happening to you, but you leave me no choice but to attempt
to save you from yourself. You will never return to Earth, Shayan.
Until further notice you are relieved of your commandment as the
Oracle of Humanity.” Hala spoke firmly as he raised his hands and
severed the strands of the Light from my soul that once commanded
me to my Arcadian honor.

I was crushed. How could he do this to me?
He was punishing me for carrying out my duty.

“No! You can’t do this to me. How can you
doubt my concern for the humans? It has been my sworn duty and
singular purpose in this life to watch over them and I have done so
with out hesitation for ages.” I reminded him.

“I am sorry, Shayan. I believe that you
think you know what is best for human kind but somewhere along the
way your perceptions have been warped. You are confused, my son.
You must undo these disconcerting thoughts. You must free yourself
of these troubling contradictions to what you are and what your
purpose is in this world. Until then I must remove you from your
post and keep you out of harms way.” Hala persisted.

“Harms way? What do you mean? What will
become of me now? What am I to do?” I demanded.

“I will not allow harm to come to any human
as a result of your confused state. I shall council you myself,
Shayan. I will help you to see the error of your ways. I will guide
you back to the path of the Light.” Hala promised.

He looked at me with pity and grave concern.
He felt I was a danger to mortals. How could he possibly imagine me
involved in such a blasphemous scheme? I felt my frustration morph
to shock… to anger …to betrayal …to rage.

“I will not be a party to this choice you
make Hala. You may demote and humiliate me but I will not bow down
and grovel when I have done nothing wrong. Is this what you
perceive as the path to the Light, reducing a man to shame if and
when he does not see eye to eye with you?” I spat at my
creator.

“That is enough, Shayan.” Hala raised his
voice. “I will not tolerate any defection from you.” He was looking
at me sternly, the same way a scorned father would glare at a
misbehaved child. “You will do what is asked of you or you will
suffer the consequences. Once you have received council and you are
thinking clearly about your path in this life your commandment will
be reinstated… but not before then.”

“…and what if I refuse your council?” I
challenged.

“Don’t force my hand, Shayan.” Hala
warned.

I will not be bullied by this so - called
Great Spirit. “I will never receive your council!” I swore.

“…then you are banished from Arcadia and
this life forever!” Hala seethed.

I had never seen him this angry in all of my
years of existence. Surely, he did not mean the callous words he
uttered.

“…you can’t, you wouldn’t!” I said in
astonishment.

“I can and I will.” he promised.

“I don’t believe you.” I called his
bluff.

“Andre!” Hala bellowed. Andre, the Oracle of
War, my companion of spirit, stormed into the room. “You must
remove Shayan from Arcadia at once! He is lost. He has turned his
back on the path of the Light. He is forever banished from the
Spirit World.” Hala decreed.

Andre grabbed me by my shoulders and
wrenched me from the room. I couldn’t believe what was happening to
me. First with Hala and now Andre, I was being judged unfairly.
Andre only needed to hear Hala’s conviction of me to submit to my
persecution. He never even questioned my innocence.

“How can you betray me so easily, Andre? I
thought you were my friend.” I confronted him.

“I cain’t see nothin’ in darkness, ol’
spirit, and ye’ll find nothin’ but loneliness on yer shadowy
journey.” Andre said coldly.

“This is my home just as much as it yours.”
I pleaded with the satyr who was resigned to casting me aside like
a piece of used up trash, no longer useful.

“Arcadia is home tuh de Light and de spirits
dat follow it.” Andre argued.

Well, I tried to make him see reason but he
refused. He gave me no choice but to raise my hands against him. I
drew back my fist and launched it into his face.

“Aye, ye traitorous fiend!” Andre shouted in
surprised anger and pain.

He tackled me to the ground. I was no match
for the Oracle of War. He strong handed me and led me away from
Arcadia to the outskirts of the Heavens. “Ye are not welcome tuh
return tuh dis world ne’er!” he commanded. “If ye try, it’ll be yer
death.” he promised.

With out another word or regret he turned
his back on me and flew back into the safety of my banished home. I
was on my own, alone.


Chapter Six

Shayan

Time: 1620

Place: Earth

 


Masked

 


”And out of darkness came the hands that
reach thro' nature, molding men.”

 


~ Alfred Lord Tennyson

 


I had never felt more betrayed and deserted
in my life. I felt myself being consumed with a rage that was as
much endangering as it was empowering. Part of my soul was fearful
of being isolated and ostracized while another layer of my spirit
was exulting in a new found freedom. I was alone and shunned but I
was now free to make my own choices. I would answer to no one from
here on out.

I raced like a silver bullet out of its
barrel intent on my target. I would show Hala and everyone else who
was willing to betray me that they had made a grave mistake. Hala
believed me to be a threat to human kind. Perhaps I should prove
him right! It was not my intent to harm anyone. My intentions had
been honorable. Well, no more good deeds for mankind. If Hala will
not make my soul human then I will have to take a human soul and
make it mine.

I felt the energy of the mortal before I saw
her. She was alone and distraught, just like me. Alone, we were
both weak but together we could be strong. United, we would never
stand alone again. I stood face to face with the human woman. She
was entirely unaware of my presence. Her aura glowed sadly in pale
hues of blue and green. It was as if her soul was calling to me.
She wanted to be free just as much as I did. Now we would both be
free.

Like a magnet I anchored my soul to hers and
drew her life spirit within me. She screamed in horror as her
pitiful existence flashed in her memory and drained from her
physical form. I could see it. As our souls merged I could see and
feel every connection between us. I saw the painful memory of a man
with a bloody bullet in his chest, a small frame of a modest home
burnt to the ground, the smile of a child, blurring trees as I
sailed passed them on the bare back of horse. Her memories filled
me as mine filled her. I grew stronger and more content as she grew
weaker and more fearful. Oddly, I found her fear alluring. It made
me feel more powerful. It reminded me of how I used to cower in
Hala’s presence. Now this woman cowered to me and I found that I
enjoyed this sense of domination.

I dropped the female mortal’s lifeless body
to the ground as an electrifying pain shuttered through me. My once
warm blooded body now felt of ice. The bright glowing aura
surrounding my frame dimmed and became tinged in blackness. Last,
my expansive and beautiful wings of white and gold that had
faithfully transported me from Arcadia to Earth time and time again
froze, blackened and crumbled into dust.

“Hey, you there, what have you done to her?”
a mortal man screamed at me as he ran toward the empty shell of the
woman I’d just killed.

Holy hell, he can see me. Well, as
impressive as this new revelation is I’m afraid I can not allow
this man to survive knowing that I’ve just devoured the soul of
this insignificant wench.

“Allow me to show you, sir.” I offered to
the mortal man as he knelt sobbing over the corpse at my feet.

Then I devoured his soul.


Chapter Seven

Shayan

Time: 1621

Place: Plymouth

 


Deranged

 


“Deep into that darkness peering, long I
stood there, wondering, fearing, doubting, dreaming dreams no
mortal ever dared to dream before.”

 


~ Edgar Allan Poe

 


I felt invincible in my new and improved
form. In a matter of moments my body had increased in strength and
speed. I had felt a subtle difference after consuming the woman’s
soul but I had really noticed the change after devouring the mortal
man’s essence. I now understood that with each soul I acquired I
would grow stronger and more powerful, having inherited the
strength and energy of the human I had slain. Surely, now I was
superior to Hala. I could and would do my bidding as I saw fit.

I decided to transplant myself among John
Carver’s colony. For the time being I’ve introduced myself as
Sampson Goodman. Unfortunately, I have since learned that it is not
any easier to change John’s mind in person, even in my new awesome
form. John continues to befriend the natives. The Indian, Squanto
only reinforces his efforts among the Wampanoags. I’m going to have
to take matters into my own hands.

“John, surely you can see the negative
effect the harsh winter has taken on the colony. The natives are
using resources that could be used to protect the people of
Plymouth.” I argued.

Consistently, John defended the natives
demonstrating how their assistance has kept many of the colony
members alive despite the harsh winter.

“The Wampanoags have taught us how to adjust
to our new climate and surroundings. I fear with out their help we
would all be dead.” John had said.

John’s disobedience angered me. I began to
resent him and the colony for their loyalty to the Wampanoags. The
tribe’s spiritual energy is much stronger than that of the
colonists. I stand no chance of controlling the Indians with out
the help of John and his leadership. I’m left with no choice but to
show John what will become of his people if he does not heed my
warning.

 


I awoke to shrill screams of anguish and
mortification this morning. In the deep of the coldest of our
winter nights I consumed the souls of three men, Robert Carter,
William Mullins and William White; one woman, Mary Norris Allerton
and one child, eight year old Ellen More. The mortals were already
weak with sickness and fragility. I merely hurried along the
inevitable for the overall benefit of the remainder of the colony.
Because of this already acknowledged reality among the colonists it
was not difficult for them to assume their loved ones deaths were
directly related to the lasting effects of the cold winter. Still,
John remained stubborn. He continued to cooperate with the
Wamponoags and their translator, Squanto but all was not lost. I
had begun to spread reason amongst some of the other members of the
group. One man in particular, William Bradford was changing his
mind rather quickly.

As spring arrived and our numbers stabilized
the colony began to grow and thrive again. With this new found
knowledge I appealed to my new and trusted ally, William Bradford.
I suggested that we should reconsider our standing with the
Wampanoags.

“We should increase our demands on the
tribe.” I said to William. “We shall convince the Indians to adopt
the English language, follow the court jurisdictions of Plymouth
and renounce their native religious beliefs for Christianity.” I
encouraged.

John still remained obstinate in his
decision but he had fallen ill within the last months. His passing,
which I secretly orchestrated myself, did not surprise anyone and
William swiftly took over his role as mayor of Plymouth. Squanto,
who was becoming suspect among his own tribe for his personal
dealings with the Englishmen, also was perceived to have died a
sudden and mysterious death.

It was the colonists desire to improve the
Wampanoags mind and spirit. It was my desire to harm their native
culture and strong spirituality. I wish to weaken the spirit of
their souls so I may one day control them too.


Chapter Eight

Shayan

Time: 1623

Place: Plymouth

 


Shyam

 


“The precision of naming takes away from the
uniqueness of seeing.”

 


~Pierre Bonnard

 


I sat impatiently waiting in the shade of a
large oak tree. I had sent word to my love, Anastajza, the Oracle
of Death, through Salomon, the Elder Guardian Spirit of Peace.
Salomon was not pleased to have to pass my message on to Ana but I
had pestered him enough to convince him to go through with it.
Elder Salomon takes the form of wind, making it impossible for him
to escape me and my incessant nagging. Finally, he agreed to summon
her and even more remarkably she agreed to meet me here today.

“OK, so I’m here. What do you want from me
Shayan?” she asked begrudgingly when she stepped into the shade
offered under the grand oak.

I tightened my lips to prevent myself from
snapping at her disrespectful tone. It had been three years since I
last saw my beautiful Ana. I did not invite her here today to fight
with her. I wanted to make amends and share with her my dreams and
desires of a life with her.

“I still love you, Ana… very much.” I began.
She remained quiet. “I know it has been a long time but I have
remained true to you. I still want to be with you. I know I am not
permitted in Arcadia but there is nothing to stop you and I from
loving each other here on Earth, my new home.” I finally explained
the intentions of my invitation.

For a moment Ana looked at me with the same
crystal blue eyes that once loved me, only now I recognized a new
longing within them. “Why should I trust you? How can I know that
your heart isn’t filled with darkness?” she begged of me.

She missed me too. I realized now that it
had not been easy for her to let me go. I shouldn’t punish her for
being weaker than me. Just because I was brave enough to stand up
to that tyrant, Hala didn’t mean she was. Well, I would protect her
now… if she still wants me. I moved toward her slowly so as not to
startle or threaten her. She’s anxious enough as it is.

“Why don’t I start by telling you a little
bit about what has happened to me since I, uhm, left Arcadia?” I
suggested. She nodded for me to continue. “Alright, I came to
Plymouth three years ago in an attempt to mentor John Carver,
Gaea’s mortal charge.”

“John Carver is dead. Gaea has transformed
into her Elder form.” she noted.

“Yes, I know, his death was unfortunate. A
little over a year and three quarters ago he fell ill and passed.”
I said solemnly. I had tried my best with John. “In fact, a great
portion of the colony had fallen victim to the harsh winter of
1621. None the less, we have carried on in spite of the adversities
we have faced. Today our little colony is flourishing.” I said
proudly.

Ana was suddenly startled by my expression.
Her eyes narrowed and she blew up at me.

“You are proud of this, Shayan? What have
you done that is honorable toward these people? The Englishmen
arrived in Plymouth with a head count of nearly one – hundred and
thirty people. Today, three short years later, your so – called
thriving colony’s population dwindles at less than fifty - three
persons. Who have you been protecting, Shayan? You’ve lost more
than a third of your people to starvation, Scurvy and poor shelter
from the elements. What’s worse, you’ve exploited the natives and
forced them to adopt a lifestyle that is entirely foreign to their
own… and why, because you deemed this best for them? You’re a
hypocrite, Shayan! You have dealt these Wampanoags the same hand of
cards you accuse Hala of tendering to you.” Ana accused me.

I could feel myself coming undone so I took
a deep breath before I responded to her accusation.

“I’ve done the best I can. The ending result
could have been much worse. John wouldn’t see reason and the people
of the colony revered his every word. I had to take some drastic
measures but the colony is stable now.” I reassured her. “…and I’ve
been more than fair to the natives. They’re still here aren’t they?
They have food and shelter and everything they need to survive.
Unlike some leaders, whose name I will not mention, I did not
banish the Indians from their home.” I defended myself.

“Stable? Fair? Are you serious, Shayan?” Ana
laughed with out humor. “Do you honestly believe the lies that are
spewing from your own lips?” she insulted me.

“It’s not so bad, Ana. Listen to me. I don’t
want to fight with you. I love you, I miss you and I want you. We
could get married and settle here in Plymouth. We could be human,
together…” I changed the subject.

“Human? What are you talking about Shayan?
Hala has refused to make you human, you know that.” she
insisted.

“I don’t need him to change me. I’ve already
done it myself, or close enough.” I admitted. Ana’s eyes studied me
warily. This was the part of the conversation I dreaded broaching
with her but I had to be honest. I did not want there to be any
secrets between us. “I’m not crazy, Ana. I’ve changed… for the
better. I’m not mortal but I appear mortal enough to them.”

“What? They can see you? How, what have you
done, Shayan?” she demanded.

So, I told her what I had done to the sad
woman I found suffering alone. I explained the transformation my
body endured in becoming a Daeva and the benefits that followed.
She was in shock but I didn’t stop talking. I finally invited her
to join me, to become a Daeva just like me… and instantly regretted
it.

“You are a murderer, Shayan! Your heart is
as black and cold as the void within it. I want no part of you or
your darkness. You are never to speak to me again.” she warned
before she flew off into the cloud scattered blue sky toward the
Heavens.

 


Anastazja had abandoned and rejected me for
the last time. I gave up on her and Arcadia for good. I began my
new life as a Daeva, disguising myself as a mortal. I changed my
name to Shyam, tacking on the surname, Donovan in an added effort
to blend into the human world. I no longer wished to be addressed
by the name chosen for me by Hala, the Great Spirit.

“Never again shall I embrace the name or
life intended for me by my enemies. Answering to that name only
serves as a consistent and painful reminder of the disappointment
and betrayal I was unfairly dealt. Shayan, the Oracle of Humanity,
is forever dead.”

I finally succumbed to my new destiny as a
spirit of darkness.


Chapter Nine

Shyam Donovan

Time: 1923

Place: Munich

 


Beer Hall Putsch

 


“Humanitarianism is the expression of
stupidity and cowardice.”

 


~ Adolph Hitler

 


“Generals think war should be waged like the
tourneys of the Middles Ages. I have no use for knights; I need
revolutionaries.” I growled at Adolph Hitler, leader of the
National Socialist German Workers Party. “The Chancellor’s decision
to end the general strike in the Ruhr and pay reparations to France
has created the political instability we need to move forward with
our plan. The cowards of the triumvirate, Kahr, Lossow and Seisser,
will be our window of opportunity.”

“What do you suggest we do, my lord?” Hitler
uttered nervously.

“We will capture the triumvirate on
Totengedenktag (the German Memorial Day). Kahr, Lossow and Seisser
will be on a stand taking the salute from the troops during the
parade. We’ll arrive early and shut off the street by setting up
machine guns. Then we’ll force the triumvirate to join the
revolution.” I explained.

Hitler was considering my words.

“I will meet with the others and set things
in motion.” he finally replied.

His face was scarlet red and beads of sweat
formed on his forehead and trickled down his temples.

 


On the day of the parade we arrived in
Munich to find the streets well protected by the police. We needed
to devise another plan, and quickly. Initially, we decided to march
into Munich and seize its strategic points on the anniversary of
the armistice but we decided to scrap that idea after learning of
Kahr’s meeting at the Buergerbraukeller (a beer hall). The entire
triumvirate would be there and we could force them at gun
point.

“How can you be sure they will bend to our
will?” Hitler worried.

“It is as simple as appealing to basic
senses, my friend. Those who want to live, let them fight, and
those who do not want to fight in this world of eternal struggle do
not deserve to live.”

 


I stood outside of the Buergerbraukeller
with Hitler. The hall was filling up quickly with thousands of
people gathering for the evening to drink beer and engage in
political or social debates. Soon this rally would be corralled and
reassigned.

“Are your cohorts set in place, Adolph?” I
had to ask.

Hitler saw Germany’s central government as
betrayers. After the aftermath of World War I, Hitler, then an Army
corporal, was ordered to infiltrate the German Workers Party. He
quickly rose to its top post in the midst of the political chaos.
His current political standing gained him access to about fifteen
thousand brawlers, mostly ex – soldiers.

“The Sturmabteilung (SA – paramilitary
organization of the German Nazi Party) and my associates are all in
place. We’ve got the hall surrounded, complete with a machine gun
aimed at the auditorium doors.” Hitler nodded.

“It’s eight – thirty, surely the
triumvirates guests are all present and accounted for. Let’s go!” I
shouted.

Myself, Hitler, his twenty associates and
some six – hundred Sturmabteiling men rushed the building. We
laboriously waded through the mob of stunned people. The crowd
panicked when Adolph fired a single gun shot into the ceiling and
jumped on a chair commanding everyone’s attention.

“The national revolution has broken out! The
hall is filled with six – hundred men. Nobody is allowed to leave.”
Hitler announced threateningly. “The Bavarian government and the
government at Berlin are deposed. A new government will be formed
at once. The barracks of the Reichswehr and those of the police are
occupied. Both have rallied to the swastika.” he lied.

Hitler, accompanied by Hess, Lenk and Graf,
forced the triumvirate into a side room and demanded they support
his putsch or suffer death. Meanwhile, some of Hitler’s associates
were attempting to maintain calm in the main hall. Others made
phone calls to additional supporters and issued orders to seize key
buildings through out the city. Irritated with the lack of
cooperation from the triumvirate, Hitler returned to the main hall
to redirect the people being held captive. His words were simple
but I enhanced each one of them using all of the compulsion I could
muster as he quietly spoke.

“Outside are Kahr, Lossow and Seisser. They
are struggling hard to reach a decision. May I say to them that you
will stand behind them?” Adolph mused and the audience roared in
approval. My compulsion had worked. “You can see that what
motivates us is neither self-conceit or self-interest, but only a
burning desire to join the battle in this grave eleventh hour for
our German Fatherland ... One last thing I can tell you. Either the
German revolution begins tonight and the morrow will find us in
Germany a true nationalist government, or it will find us dead by
dawn!” he finished with zest.

Upon hearing the reaction of the crowd and
additional coercion from Ludendorff, whose personal prestige was
being utilized to give the Nazis credibility, the triumvirate
reluctantly caved in. Hitler announced the concession of the
triumvirate to the crowd in the auditorium and the group of people
was permitted to leave the beer hall. The rest of the evening was
marked by chaos. People were confused about where their loyalties
should lie. They began taking sides. As a result the first
casualties of the putsch occurred in the wee hours of the morning
at three AM.

 


“What time is it?” I asked of Hitler.

“Eight, maybe nine o’clock. Still fairly
early… I’ve ordered the seizure of the Munich city council as
hostages.” he added.

He looked tired and forlorn.

“… then why so glum?” I challenged.

“The putsh is going nowhere. I am at a loss
of what to do next.” he begrudgingly admitted.

At that moment Ludendorff burst into the
room. “We will march!” he shouted.

 


Ludendoroff and Hitler’s forces together
totaled approximately two – thousand men. On the spur of the moment
Ludendorff led them to the Bavarian Defense Ministry with out a
plan. They were met with resistance in front of the Feldherrenhalle
resulting in the deaths of four state police officers and sixteen
Nazis. Hitler was injured and attempted to escape but was captured
shortly thereafter.

Kahr and Lossow were not as easily compelled
as Hitler. Both triumvirates were convinced to repudiate the
putsch.

“They are cowards, conforming to whatever
power dangles a sword over there head. We shall see how well they
are forgiven for their weakness. They will forever be labeled as
Judases and traitors. This is only the beginning.” I promised
myself.

 



Chapter Ten

Shyam Donovan

Time: 1963

Place: Los Angeles, California

 


The Assassination Conspiracy

 


“I am as innocent regarding any conspiracy
as any of you gentlemen in this room.”

 


~Jack Ruby

 


As I gazed around the familiar hall housing
the gun show I was greeted with a familiar smiling face. I’d met
the gentleman several years ago and on many occasions. This is not
an unusual or chance meeting in my line of work. These days I pass
my time and earn my fortune by selling fire arms. The face of
relaxed recognition approaching me now is a regular customer.

“Hello Sirhan. How has life been treating
you?” I inquired politely.

“Not too bad… and yourself?” he returned
easily.

Over the years I’ve had the opportunity to
gain the trust and respect of this man just as I have the three
other human men I’ve recently rallied to my cause. Today’s goal
will be to compel Sirhan into my ranks too.

What is this cause I refer to, you may
wonder? Perhaps I should begin with the secondary priority in the
matter. The priority that is necessary to support my primary cause.
The secondary priority is necessary only to insure my innocence
along the journey. This has been my motivation for pursuing and
acquiring assistance from Sirhan and the three other humans. These
men lack credibility. They are introverts, loners and a few are
just plain crazy. I intend to compel them into doing my bidding and
watch them suffer the consequences. Afterward I’ll walk away with
out an ounce of suspicion to deface my exemplar reputation.

So, how will I get these men to help, you
now puzzle? It’s simple, hatred. Whether their hatred manifests
itself in the form of revenge, prejudice or insanity I have no
concern because it is this hatred that binds them to my task. I’ve
lured them in by forming an assassination conspiracy. Everyone
needs someone to blame for their problems, right? Of course they
do. So, my little assassination conspiracy will target the culprits
to these supposed betrayers, the most powerfully influential
American political and spiritual leaders of the day and time; John
F. Kennedy, Robert F. Kennedy and Martin Luther King, Jr.

Now, what is my primary cause? Power, of
course… It is my sole objective to weaken and cripple the order and
spirit of the American people. I will wreak havoc on The United
States of America so that I may one day take my rightful place as
the President of this awesome country. Securing the political spot
as leader of one of the world’s largest and most powerful nations
will be the beginning of my quest toward world domination.

“So Sirhan, my dear friend, have you made a
decision regarding the opportunity I extended toward you on our
last rendezvous?” I prodded.

Hopefully my compulsion is taking effect.
Sirhan looked at me sternly for just one moment before tossing his
head back in laughter. He was teasing me.

“Of course I have Shyam. I wouldn’t pass up
this chance up for anything.” he grinned. “What’s next?”

Sirhan’s eyes sparkled with intensity and
excitement. I had him for sure.

 


Two weeks later in Manhattan I found myself
sitting with the four gentlemen. We gathered around the dining room
table of my suite at the Waldorf Astoria Hotel. It was time to make
plans.

“Thank you for coming Sirhan, James, Lee and
David. I’m delighted to know that I am not alone on my mission for
justice in this newly misguided world.”

“Amen to that.” echoed David.

This man is about as dense as they come but
his heart is one hundred percent committed.

“Here is what I propose we do. It seems
obvious to me that the major threats at hand politically are
President Kennedy and that brother of his, Robert. I want to
silence this black preacher man too but these fools continue to
support his cause.” I began.

“So, we knock off John Kennedy, Robert
Kennedy and Martin Luther King, Jr?” Lee inquired. “Fine with me,
but I get to put a bullet in the President as payback for what he
did to Castro.”

“Speaking of bullets… tell us about this
magic bullet of yours again Shyam.” James smiled.

This was another strategy I used to lure the
men into my plans. It is true that I have created a magic bullet of
sorts but I don’t dare share all of the details involved in
developing it. What makes this bullet magic is my DNA. I’ve
injected each bullet with enough DNA to dissolve the fired shell
and destroy the surrounding flesh of the newly made wound. This
effect will make it impossible for the authorities and medics to
trace any bullets to their source.

“My magic bullet, as you like to call it,
has been designed using a special chemical bond which I can not
identify. Sorry, copyright laws and all of that… Anyway, the bullet
I’ve designed is entirely untraceable. No medical or fire arms
expert will be able to identify the gun used to fire the fatal
bullet. In fact, they will not be able to retrieve the bullet
itself because it disintegrates upon impacting human flesh.”

Four male faces stared back at me with awed
expression.

“Hey, what about that actress Marilyn
Monroe… she’s always hanging around with the President. I think
she’s more than she claims to be, you know, a lot more than just a
pretty face on the side?” David regained composure.

He was getting caught up in the excitement.
I had heard others speculate that this Monroe character was much
more than the President’s whore but never gave it much credence.
Still, I should keep David happy. Doing so will only further my
cause.

“As you wish David… I always say, it’s
better to be safe than sorry.” I nodded and the four men
robotically copied my action.

 


The day has finally arrived, November 22,
1963. Today President Kennedy will breathe his last breath. The
five of us were huddled in a circle on top of the Texas Schoolbook
Depository. The president would pass this location in his route in
some parade or event scheduled for the day. It was the perfect
opportunity for his death.

“Are you ready Lee? I promised you the
President. Will you be able to pull the trigger when the
opportunity to execute him presents itself?” I asked.

“Absolutely, I’ve been looking forward to
this with great anticipation.” Lee nodded.

He had a smirk on his face that lacked
humor. He was entirely relaxed and focused on his task. David,
James and Sirhan looked nervous. Sirhan even had a slight green
tint to his complexion. Still, the men were here fulfilling the
details of their assignment.

We decided to separate to take different
firing angles in the event that Lee missed the target. Lee took aim
in a room at the top of the Texas Schoolbook Depository while the
rest of us scattered ourselves along the Grassy Knoll. I intended
to flee the scene just as soon as I was assured of the President’s
death. As President Kennedy’s uncovered limousine turned onto Elm
Street and passed the Texas Schoolbook Depository shots were
immediately fired. I distinctly heard three shots. Two came from
Lee’s location but the third was fired from the Grassy Knoll. Lee
had missed his target leaving someone else the task of firing the
fatal shot. As the President lay despondent and grotesquely wounded
in the back seat of the limo James, David, Sirhan and I took the
chaotically, distracting moment as an opportunity to escape.

Later that evening news reports confirmed
the death of President John F. Kennedy. James, David, Sirhan and I
returned to Manhattan to distance ourselves from Lee. He had been
arrested by an officer J. D. Tippit only forty minutes after the
shooting. We watched nervously from the comfort of my suite at the
Waldorf Astoria. As suspected the nation was in hysteria. I
relished in the fact that with this one death I had already managed
to weaken the political foundation of this powerful nation and
secure an emotionally fragile state among its people. We continued
to watch the story unfold on the television screen.

“Only two days after the assassination of
President John F. Kennedy his alleged murderer, Lee Harvey Oswald
has been killed by night club owner Jack Ruby.” we heard the news
anchor report.

The authorities were transferring Lee from
police headquarters to the county jail when Mr. Ruby shot and
killed him.

I could sense that James, David and Sirhan
were rattled by this news. I was not about to share my relief with
them. The way I see it, I now have one less mouth to silence when
this is all over.

“It’s a shame about what happened to Lee but
he did get to avenge Castro as he wished. Even though I do not feel
vulnerable to any suspicion at this time I feel we should take
precaution and keep our distance for awhile. I will contact you
when I feel it is safe to move forward with the plan again.” I said
firmly.

My colleagues agreed and we returned to our
everyday lives as if nothing had transpired.

 


Several years have passed. One month ago the
assassination conspiracy reunited to continue with my mission. The
motel room in Memphis was small and dingy but today the room next
door housed the next target on my list, Martin Luther King, Jr. It
was James who made the fatal shot in Dallas over four years ago and
so it is him that I rely on today to do the same service to the
preacher man. I listened carefully as I heard the neighboring hotel
room door open. I could hear the preacher speaking in hushed tones
as he exited his room. Within seconds I heard the popping blasts of
shots fired. David and Sirhan darted toward the window to catch a
glimpse of what was happening but I restrained them. It was crucial
that we remain undetected. As the chaos commenced I led the two men
to the back of the hotel room. There was a window located in the
bathroom that led out to a small platform. I instructed them to
follow me as I exited the window onto the platform, jumped from it
onto a nearby dumpster and finally found the ground. They followed
and we ran.

 


It was an oddly enjoyable and familiar
feeling listening to the news regarding the shooting of Martin
Luther King, Jr. I’d been following the media’s accounts of James’s
whereabouts since the killing on April 4, 1968. He had escaped in
Memphis and gone on the run. Four days after the killing he crossed
the Canadian border and fled to London using a fake passport.

“Now what?” Sirhan wondered.

“Now, while James has the authorities
busied, we plan our next assassination, Robert F. Kennedy.” I said
calmly. Sirhan and David eyed one another hesitantly. “Is there
something the matter gentlemen?” I challenged.

“No!” Sirhan began defensively. “Well, it’s
just that Lee was arrested and killed and now James is on the run.
I’m just not sure…” he trailed off.

His voice was filled with uncertainty. I
could tell his words had rattled David too. I can not afford to
lose Sirhan and David’s support right now. Not when I’m so close to
my completing my goal.

“You’re not sure about what?” I snapped at
Sirhan.

When all else fails intimidation works
divinely. Sirhan was literally quivering in fear.

“N..n.n..nothing Shyam... It was nothing,
nothing at all.” he easily bent to my will.

“Good. Go home now. I will contact both of
you when the time is right to move.” I instructed.

They obeyed.

 


The authorities remain hot on James’s trail.
In the mean time I took it upon myself to keep tabs on Robert
Kennedy. I soon learned that Mr. Kennedy would be in Los Angeles
during the California primary election for the Democratic
nomination in June.

“Sirhan, I need you to pick up David and me
from LAX in the morning. I’ll fill you in on the details when we
arrive. Be there with a car by ten AM.” I commanded into the
telephone before replacing the receiver. I didn’t bother to wait
for his response.

 


“So what’s going on Shyam?” Sirhan breathed
with anxiety as we pulled out of the airport into LA’s traffic.
“What is so urgent?”

“Robert Kennedy is in your neck of the woods
Sirhan.” I smiled.

He shrugged indifferently. “Oh yeah, it’s
June fourth. The California primary is tonight. So, you want to try
to take him down in front of thousands of people?” he asked
incredulously.

“Not quite. I was thinking about after the
primary when he returns to his headquarters at The Ambassador
Hotel.” I clarified. Sirhan only nodded. He was nervous and I could
see his fear gaining a power beyond my control. He may lose his
nerve and decide not to pull the trigger. “Relax Sirhan, everything
will be fine. They still haven’t caught James.” I encouraged.

My suspicion was that James would be caught
very soon but Sirhan and David aren’t aware of this fact. I had to
use James’s current freedom as leverage tonight. My words seemed to
work a little. Sirhan’s shoulders relaxed slightly and his
breathing became more even.

“OK, so what do you want me to do?” he
asked.

What an idiot!

“I want you to shoot him.” I explained as if
I were speaking to a small child.

 


Robert Kennedy won the Democratic vote for
the California primary election. This doubled my motivation to kill
him. He could become as politically powerful as his late brother
John. Currently we were in Sirhan’s car on our way to The
Ambassador Hotel. Sirhan claimed that he could and would still live
up to his part of the plan but I decided not to trust his
commitment to the mission. I quickly devised a back up plan when we
reached the hotel. People were scattered everywhere in the
building. They were ecstatic over Robert Kennedy’s victory. The
hotel was swarming with security and so I decided I would use these
men to my advantage. As one of the hotel security guards rounded
the corner I grabbed him with my inhuman strength and speed and
whisked him into a linen closet. I knocked him out and traded out
our clothing. I was now a part of the hotel security detail.

Shortly after midnight Robert Kennedy made
his way to the kitchen of the hotel. Sirhan, David and I recognized
our opportunity and seized it. I watched as Sirhan approached
Robert in the kitchen. He stopped short of the man when he was a
good six feet away. He lost his nerve. There was no way he would
attempt to shoot Mr. Kennedy in this crowded space from that far of
a distance. As this fact registered I made my way toward Robert. I
stood directly behind him, close enough to touch him, to press the
trigger of my gun into his back and then I fired it. Panic erupts
in the kitchen and Robert Kennedy’s security personnel find a
shocked Sirhan standing several feet away from the collapsed
politician holding a hand gun. They seize him. I slip out of the
chaos and return to the linen closet holding the unconscious hotel
security guard. I replace our clothing before finding David. We
walk four blocks from the hotel and hail a taxi to freedom.

 


David had been pacing nervously on the
balcony of my suite at The Waldorf Astoria for over twenty
minutes.

“Spit it out David.” I finally encouraged. I
couldn’t take it anymore. “What’s on your mind?”

David responded with out hesitation. This
surprised me a little. “I want out of the assassination conspiracy
Shyam. I know I was the one who suggested that we off the Monroe
chick but my hearts not in it anymore. I’m done with this.” he
finally admitted.

Wow, he really is desperate. I shrugged as
if I didn’t mind. I didn’t really. I’d already gotten what I wanted
and was planning to kill him anyway, not that he was precisely
aware of this fact. “Fine, you’re a free man.” I smiled. “…and just
to show you there are no hard feelings why don’t we celebrate with
this fabulous bottle of Champaign.” I suggested.

David immediately relaxed and approached the
sofa as he returned from the balcony. He smiled at me with relief
and gratitude as he fell onto the lush cushions. I turned on the
news as a distraction. As David’s eyes glued themselves to the TV I
began to fill two glasses with golden bubbly liquid. Ever so
quickly I slipped cyanide into his drink. He never saw or suspected
anything. The effects of the drug took effect almost immediately
and I ignored his momentary strangled gasps and groans as my gaze
was caught up in the latest news on the television. As David lay
slumped in death next to me a picture of James flashed across the
screen.

“At 11 o’clock in the morning on Saturday,
June 8th 1968, James Earl Ray was apprehended by an immigration
officer at Heathrow Airport.” the news anchor bellowed.

“Oops, sorry James… It really is a shame
that the one person you so desperately trusted through all of this
tipped off your whereabouts to the authorities. Never trust a
criminal James, even when you are one.”


Chapter Eleven

Shyam Donovan

Time: 1963

Place: Manhattan, New York

 


Infection

 


“The health of the mind is
not less uncertain than that of the body, and when passions seem
furthest removed we are no less in danger of infection than of
falling ill when we are well.”

 


~Francois de la
Rochefoucauld

 


I paced back and forth restlessly in my New
York City suite. The comforts of the lavish accommodations were
beyond adequate but this obvious fact supplied me with no
satisfaction. I gazed upon the priceless sculptures and paintings
I’d collected over the many years of my existence and attempted to
relax to the classical sounds of Debussy on my new phonograph
record player. I’d hoped that its soothing effects might offer me
some sense of content. No such luck. The relentless and all
consuming tension continued to ooze straight through to my very
core.

“This is madness.” I muttered to no one but
myself.

I was lonely. I needed a confident. No, more
than a confident, I yearned for an equal, but no such person
existed in the human world. Humans are so entirely ordinary.
They’re weak, fragile and mostly dim witted. I have yet to meet one
that can hold my attention for more than five minutes. So, what am
I left with? My companions have abandoned me in this wretched world
and I am now all alone.

I’ve attempted to procreate with human women
and learned that my many efforts have been entirely fruitless.
Something in my DNA does not bind correctly and conception is never
realized. Our biological make up is just too different. If only
there was a way to find a common thread.

“Hmmm, I wonder…” A light bulb flickered in
my noggin and I grabbed my coat and keys and sprinted to the New
York City Public Library. “A virus… I can’t conceive a child with a
human woman in the biblical sense but maybe I can give her… a
virus. Maybe I’ve been looking at this from the wrong
perspective.”

 


I grabbed an encyclopedia off of the shelf
and immediately began flipping through the pages.

“Ah, here we go. Infectious diseases.”

Definition of
INFECTIOUS DISEASE noun

:
a disease caused by the entrance into the body of
organisms (as bacteria, protozoans, fungi, or viruses) which grow
and multiply there—see contagious disease, communicable
disease

 


“Now we’re getting somewhere.” I smiled and
began whistling a happy tune as I fingered the pages back to the C
section. “Yes, yes, here it is.”

Definition of
CONTAGIOUS DISEASE noun

:
an infectious disease communicable by contact
with one who has it, with a bodily discharge of such a patient, or
with an object touched by such a patient or by bodily
discharges—compare communicable
disease

 


“No, no this won’t due. I’ve had unlimited
amounts of contact with humans and simple interactions or even
intimacy has had no effect. It’s more complex than this.”

Definition of
COMMUNICABLE DISEASE noun

:
an infectious disease transmissible (as from
person to person) by direct contact with an affected individual or
the individual's discharges or by indirect means (as by a
vector)—compare contagious disease

 


“As by a vector...” I contemplated as my
pinky finger guided me toward the back of the book.

Definition of
VECTOR noun

1

:
a quantity that has magnitude and direction and
that is usually represented by part of a straight line with the
given direction and with a length representing the
magnitude

 


2

:
an organism (as an insect) that transmits a
pathogen from one organism or source to another <fleas are vectors
of plague>—compare
carrier

 


3

:
an agent (as a plasmid or virus) that contains or
carries modified genetic material (as recombinant DNA) and can be
used to introduce exogenous genes into the genome of an
organism

 


“An organism or an agent… Well, if it was
simply a matter of a mosquito biting me and transferring my blood
onto the next guy there would be Daevas milling around all over the
world by now. That obviously hasn’t happened… but mosquitoes are
very small. What if my blood was infused with the human’s blood in
larger quantity? What then? I believe I am in need of a few medical
supplies.” I smiled to myself with the first hint of satisfaction
I’d felt in a long while.

 


My suspicions proved to be
true. After several rounds of trial and
error I finally succeeded in infecting a human with out killing
her. As usual, the human woman immediately became violently ill
after I injected a vial of my DNA into her bloodstream. This time
however, instead of dying shortly after the painful injection, she
slowly regained her composure and strength and stabilized. I was
fascinated to say the least. As I continued to observe the virus’s
progress over time I stumbled across an unexpected discovery. The
subject seems to be morphing into something hideous yet
significantly more powerful than a human and the female now craves
my same maddening desire to consume human souls as a means of
nourishment.

“How are you feeling today, Clara?” I
probed.

“I feel much better today, but I’m still a
little weak.” she admitted.

I nodded my recognition as I made note of
her progress. I’ve been keeping careful documentation of my
experiment and now know the exact proportion of DNA necessary to
make the conversion. A single percentage point too high is fatal
and a single percentage point too low has no affect at all.

 


I was so excited about my success with my
first subject that I began experimenting further. After I captured
and infected more humans using my new calculated dosage of DNA I
was quickly dismayed when some of my new subjects expired. Why had
some lived while others died? I was missing something very
important.

“I just can’t seem to figure it out, Clara.
I’ve been over my calculations a dozen times and my math adds up so
why did the others die?” I wondered aloud.

“Perhaps it has nothing to do with the
calculation and more to do with the physical or emotional state of
the human. Perhaps those that died were sickly or physically
weaker. Maybe their emotional state played a role. Were those that
passed more fearful than the others?”

“No, they were just more resistant than the
others.” I realized. “… but you may have a point. Please interview
the new subjects about their state of mind prior to the infection.
Find out if they were scared or if they objected to the
experiment.” I instructed.

 


The results to my interview proved to be
quite enlightening. Not only were the subjects less fearful, in
every case the subject admitted to wanting the injection. They
wanted to be immortally powerful. With this new piece of
information it didn’t take me long to realize what was missing in
the equation in my failed attempts. Those who died never wanted the
change. They thought I was a monster and wanted nothing to do with
my way of life. They died in protest. Well, good riddance!

Acknowledging this realization I decided to
move forward in my experiment. I would allow my progeny to feed on
the souls of humans and observe the outcome. I quickly learned that
with each soul they consumed they become closer to what I am.

“I could create an army of Daevas to join my
ranks. This is remarkable!” I delighted in this new revelation.

 


Five years later…

 


My experiment has come full circle. Not only
have I discovered how to infect humans with my DNA I have most
recently discovered that the infection’s cycle will eventually
reach a phase of completion. This completed cycle’s product is a
being that is one – hundred percent biologically identical to me.
What I mean to say is that the infected subject will morph into a
Daeva after several years of repeated consumption of human
souls.

“Congratulations, my pets! You are a
success! My experiment has come full circle with Clara’s final
conversion into a Daeva.” I smiled at my progeny one last smile
before I truly finalized my project. I was met with smiles and
Clara was showered with hugs and peppered with kisses of
admiration. “Unfortunately, all good things must come to an end.” I
said gravely. The faces surrounding me sobered in confusion. “You
see, I only wanted to see if I could convert humans into Daevas.
Now that I know it is possible I no longer need your assistance.
I’m afraid you are nothing but a burden to me now. It really is
quite a pity, especially since Clara has evolved into such
loveliness.” I spared one last glance at the dark haired beauty
with icy blue eyes. “Unfortunately, my dear, you remind me too much
of the one and only woman I have ever truly loved… and lost.”
Before they could give my last words much thought I swiftly
obliterated them and consumed the thousands of souls they had all
devoured under my guidance. I grew decades stronger in minutes.


Chapter Twelve

Shyam Donovan

Time: 1987

Place: Manhattan, New York


Avna

 


“Good nature will always
supply the absence of beauty; but beauty cannot supply the absence
of good nature.”



~Joseph Addison

I stood on the balcony of my suite at the
Waldolf Astoria and gazed out into the twinkling midnight sky. This
is the time of day I truly cherish the most. I enjoy reminiscing
into the past and reflecting on how much my life has changed for
the better. For so many years I felt abandoned and unloved. Even
the satisfaction of the wealth and power I’ve achieved could not
compete with the overwhelming feelings of loneliness… until the day
I met my mate, Avna.

She was born in Pittsburg in the early nineteen - sixties. Her
mother died when she was only four years old. Her father was a
drunk and completely negligent father. Avna had to raise herself
for his lack of interest. Still, she may have managed to survive
had she not hit puberty and blossomed quite so well. By the time
she was twelve she was already well endowed with enormous breasts
and a shapely figure. Her father, who never acknowledged her,
finally noticed her in a very wrong way. It was bad enough that he
repeatedly raped her himself, soon after he realized his daughter’s
voluptuous body could be a meal ticket. He pimped’ her out to every
low life who extended an open wallet. She ran away when she was
sixteen after she slit her father’s throat and left him for dead.
She settled in New York City where she took to prostitution to
support herself.

At any rate, her career as a prostitute didn’t last long. One
particularly cool evening in December of 1985, about one year after
she arrived in New York, she met a very handsome and wealthy man,
none other than yours truly. She was barely seventeen, tall and
lean with fiery – red hair and playful, plotting eyes. A feeling
came over me that I had not felt in a very long time, not since
Anastazja. Yes, for the first time in a long while I found I was
capable of feeling something for a woman that was more than lust or
spite.

“What is a beauty like your self doing in this… uhm, business?” I
had asked hesitantly.

Initially she flushed with embarrassment at my question but quickly
righted herself. I was not judging her and when she looked more
deeply into my eyes she must have gained some sense of this fact.
She did not see disgust, only curiosity.

“Trying to survive…” she answered honestly.

“Hmmm…” I considered what she had said for a long moment. “What if
someone offered you a more suitable… or uhm, fitting line of work
to ensure your survival? Would you be interested?” I had asked very
carefully.

“Hell yes!” Avna replied quickly.

I had to smile at her enthusiasm.

“Very well, do you trust me?” I probed further.

“…as much as I trust anyone.” she shrugged.

Once again I found myself laughing at her candor. It felt good to
laugh again so I gestured toward my sleek, black Mercedes Limousine
parked along the side walk. My chauffeur opened the door to the
vehicle as I raised an eyebrow at Avna.

“Shall we?” I dared.

That was the night I met Avna and my life
had changed forever. She had saved me. So, I offered her a new
life, an eternal life filled with eternal beauty, money, power and
prestige. I admitted to her that there would be some challenges
along the way, but suspected she had been through worse. She agreed
to the change after carefully considering everything she had gone
through in her human life. She decided she couldn’t sink much
further down into life’s cesspool.

True to my word, the first few years of the transition were
difficult for her. Being an Aengel had been no picnic. Avna was
hideously ugly and, inconveniently, she found her self falling in
love with me during this less than appealing phase. I can still
recall the night she admitted her feelings for me. I tried to be as
honest and gentle as possible.

“Yes Avna, I am aware of your feelings.” I had smiled at her. “I am
quite fond of you as well, but surely you can not expect me to hold
any kind of physical desire for you in your present form.” I added
apologetically. “Be patient, the human women I… uhm, amuse myself
with now are merely pre – dining entertainment.” I had chuckled in
an attempt at diffusing the awkwardness of the situation. I could
see in her eyes that my words hurt her instead, so I took her hands
into my own and spoke very solemnly, “I swear to you, Avna, once
you have completed the transition I can assure you I will have no
trouble summoning those types of feelings for you. As you were
extraordinarily beautiful in your human form, I have no doubt that
you will be outlandishly beautiful as a Daeva. When that day
arrives you will have my undying loyalty and devotion. Never again
will I amuse myself with another woman. My heart will be yours and
yours alone.” I had vowed… and I meant every word.

That was two years ago.
Avna voraciously consumed souls, completed the transition and
became a Daeva in between the short time span. Just I imagined she
would, Avna has blossomed into a beauty that no other woman could
ever dare to compete with. Her loveliness is overwhelming, a
perfect match for her intelligence and bravery. I haven’t so much
as looked at another woman to this day. Even when I’ve compelled
them into bidding my will I have remained faithful.

Avna and I make a good team but our lives are very busy. It’s hard
work to blend into the human world and maintain the type of
lifestyle we appreciate without raising alarms to the humans. I’ve
done this for far longer than Avna. I’ve manipulated, compelled and
consumed thousands of souls over several millennia. I am more
powerful than any Daeva could dream to be because I am the first
Daeva to ever exist.

Now, I just want to enjoy the life I’ve worked so hard to build.
This is how Avna and I came up with the idea to create two more
Daevas. They would not be our children, they would be workers. They
would carry out the tasks set forth by me, allowing our needs to be
maintained discretely while Avna and I enjoy a retirement from the
monotony.
 Since I’ve succeeded in
earning Avna’s love and loyalty we have set out to take over the
human and Spirit World. Rest assured, our quest to conquer human
kind will begin with a bang!


Chapter Thirteen

Shyam Donovan

Time: 2001

Place: Manhattan, New York

 


Nine Eleven

 


“Today, we gather to
be reassured that God hears the lamenting and bitter weeping of
Mother America because so many of her children are no more. Let us
now seek that assurance in prayer for the healing of our grief
stricken hearts, for the souls and sacred memory of those who have
been lost. Let us also pray for divine wisdom as our leaders
consider the necessary actions for national security, wisdom of the
grace of God that as we act, we not become the evil we
deplore.”



~Rev. Nathan Baxter, Dean of Washington National Cathedral

Avna’s most recent Aengel was scowling at
her reflection in the mirror. I didn’t see what the big deal was.
It’s not like she was all that hot – to – trot in her human form.
Of course, now she was about as appealing as road kill. Her hair
looked stringy, bleached and brittle and her eyes took on a dull,
flat, grey hue of sorts. Her skin was so pale it made a corpse look
healthy. My love noticed the girl frowning at herself in the large
mirror in the foyer of the hotel suite and found amusement in the
situation. She must be remembering what it had been like on those
long and restless days as an Aengel. I continued to observe her
interaction with the girl. Avna can be quite colorful and her flare
for theatrics helps me pass the time as I wait for the call from
those annoying, incompetent humans. It seems if I ever want
anything done correctly I must do it myself.

"Don't fret my sweet. It won't last forever.” Avna cooed in her
most patronizing tone.

Yes, my mate was laying it on thick, rubbing dirt into the wound.
Avna’s beauty must seem incomprehensible to this horrifically
infected beastess. How I love the way her porcelain skin glows
against her dazzling, onyx eyes and flaming red curls. Now her
girl, Etheline was glaring at her. Yes, this type of comedy is a
welcome distraction.

"See!" Avna gestured toward herself in the mirror. "No worries."
she bragged.

Etheline growled and pouted in response to Avna’s flamboyant
insensitivity.

As Avna continued to degrade the poor girl’s self esteem I was
prompted to wonder about what had befallen upon my boy, Lefu.

"Has Shyam received confirmation from the humans yet?" I over heard
Etheline mumble.

This inquiry pulled me back into my incessant worrying caused by
the inconveniencing humans I rallied to work for me. Avna seemed to
notice my worry and simultaneous scanning of the hotel suite. It’s
as if this remarkable woman can read my mind.

"Where is Lefu?" she asked suddenly. Like me, she realized she
hadn't seen him in awhile.

Etheline quickly confirmed that he was out hunting for our dinner,
a few drunks toiling in the alley behind the hotel.

"Good. I'm in need of some refreshment. They will have to do for
now." Avna approved.

As I awaited confirmation from the humans I paced back and forth in
front of the bar, brandy in hand. The idiots are making me very
nervous, and I don’t like to be nervous. Tomorrow would be a day of
reckoning if all goes as planned. You see, I have very skillfully
planned out the slow and consistent demise of humanity. Tomorrow I
will launch a series of suicide attacks by Al-Qaeda against the
United States. The so – called terrorists are to hijack four
airplanes and intentionally crash two of the planes into the Twin
Towers of the World Trade Center. The latter two planes are
scheduled to target Washington, D.C. Of course, the humans weren’t
too keen on the suicide bit but they were powerless against my
compulsion. It’s a done deal! The aftermath will be entirely
devastating to the humans and all empowering to me and my mate and
Aengels. Can you imagine the strength I will gain from devouring so
many lost souls?

Avna and Lefu were boasting in laughter about some antic targeted
at Ethleline when my cell phone finally rang. This was it. I
continued to pace back and forth in front of the bar as I mentally
confirmed what was being said. It was my job to manipulate the
humans. It had been all too easy for me to set up the disastrous
event planned for September eleventh. By tomorrow’s end I will
possess infinitely more power and more control than any one human
could ever dream to realize. I will rule the world at last.

I snapped my cell phone closed.

"We are ready." I uttered these words alone and my accomplices
grinned at me in conspiratorial malice.


Chapter
Fourteen

Hala

Year: 2015

Place: Arcadia

 


Halloween



A gypsy fire is on the hearth,

Sign of the carnival of mirth;

Through the dun fields and from the glade

Flash merry folk in masquerade,

For this is Hallowe'en!

~Author Unknown

 


“…and so the soulless story of Shayan comes
full circle my young ones. Do you have any questions?” I closed the
sad story.

“Do the human Oracles have any idea about
what happened to Shyam and Avna’s Aengels?” little Tracy inquired,
always true to her Seeker nature.

“Ah yes, that is an excellent question my
dear one. Why don’t you ask them yourself?” I smiled.

Tracy and her peer’s instant confusion is
both humorous and gratifying. I am delighted to realize that they
still have no idea about the surprise I’ve planned for them. Before
I can begin to explain I am already able to make out Brayan’s
centaur form rounding the forest’s peak. Laith and Meena are piled
on his strong equine back as Liv flanks him in her eagle form. I
simply gesture toward the sky and my flabbergasted young Guardians
whooped and hollered and danced with jubilant joy.

The ground shuddered as Brayan’s hooves
touched the earth and stampeded through the soil and autumn leaves.
Laith sprang off of Brayan’s back and assisted Meena’s dismount.
Liv’s hovering eagle form began to glow and soon she morphed back
into her human form. The children surrounded them in seconds,
hugging and congratulating them.

“Happy birthday!” they all shouted.

All Hallows Eve marks yet another passing
year for the birth of my dearest children Oracles.

“How does it feel to turn seventeen?” I
smiled over all of the excitement.

Realizing their excitement, the children
opened a gap for me to approach the human Oracles.

“…like being sixteen.” Liv giggled in
return.

Youth is such a luxury and gift.

“Will you tell us what you’re up to now,
Liv?” Tracy fired, full of excitement.

“Yes, please tell us. Please, please,
please…” the other children echoed and cheered.

“OK, well what is it exactly that you would
like to know?” Liv laughed, overwhelmed by the anxious faces
surrounding her and her companions.

“Where are Lefu and Etheline?” a small voice
volunteered from the back of the crowd.

This question sobered the group and they
immediately gathered in a semi – circle and dotted the lawn
surrounding the human Oracles.

“The new Daevas are in Scottland.” Liv
explained.

“Scottland? Why Scottland?” Tracy
pressed.

“They’re in Scottland because they learned
of the existence of an ancient, supposed mythical creature that
resides within the Loch Ness of the Scottish Highlands.” Meena
informed them.

“Yes, if this creature truly exists it will
be very bad for us and human kind if the Daevas should trick and
capture him.” Liv added.

“Why?” Tracy wondered.

“…because the creature has awesome powers,
powers that exceed our own. If the Daevas should sway the beast to
their side, they would gain an overwhelming and all empowering
advantage. The Daevas could finally take the control they so
desperately want.” Liv clarified.

“Let’s go get them! We’ll help you find them
and capture them before they find the monster!” they all
ranted.

“Whoa! Now, let’s wait just a minute here.”
Brayan warned seriously. “Daevas are very dangerous and we have no
idea what this creature is capable of. We need to bide our time and
do our home work.”

“My companion, Brayan is right. An encounter
with a Daeva could be fatal. The Spirits who pursue and apprehend
Daevas must be highly trained and conditioned in combat. Only
members of The Guardians of Souls can go after Daevas. Besides, we
know nothing of the monster. We must learn as much as we possibly
can if we are to be well prepared before we launch an attack.”
Laith emphasized Brayan’s words.

“That’s right. You must promise me that you
will never try to go after a Daeva, my young ones. You must leave
the work of The Guardians of Souls to the trained professional
within its ranks.” I said firmly. Realizing the enormity of the
situation, the young Guardians agreed to my plea. “So,” I decided
to change the subject. “What do you lovely children have planned
for your birthday on this All Hallows Eve?” I prompted and Liv
quickly assisted my effort.

“Another enchanting Halloween Dance in
Gaea’s meadow, of course.” she smiled and her companions joined
her.

“Happy Halloween!” I breathed.
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