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“Witless turncoats! Petulant children!
4| Treacherous sinipletons!”
I¢natius Canticoridpaced briskly
“d about the small office, his face nearly as
“| dark as his robes, his bristling eyebrows
pumpifig,up and down like a seagull’s
wings. His tnouth chewed as-of-yet un-
J formed Wordsintoshape, face clenching
at their bitter taste. He whirled, a sleeve
flowing and flapping alon¢ outstretched arm, and
thundered, ‘Fools! Feol§, all of you!”
Théwomanbehindthedesksighed.“Yes,of course
weéare — yet you remind us so often, it becomes diffi-
culttokeeptrack of everyinfraction. Whatisthelatest
indicationgf our mental deficiency?”
Hiseyes flared wider. “Constance, do you mock me?”
“Of course not, I¢natius.” She adjusted her dark
¢lassesand pointed totheemptyspotatthetable.“Now
please continue your most eloquent tirade from the
comfort of your chair.”
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Hestiffened. “This plan carries with itthe stench
of'desperation. The drowning man clings to every-
thing he can, even dra¢ging saviors to the depths in
his blind panic. I, however, refuse to be company to
your misery. I shan’t condone nor consent to this
course of action.”

Constancetilted herhead.“Idon’trecallrequesting
either from you.”

Meghan tried clapping both hands over her own
mouth, butcouldn’t hide her chortle. Hugh suddenly
seemed interested in the intricacy of the ceiling tile.
Sunilsimply ¢lared at him.

“Ishall notstand for this,” I¢natius murmured in
alow tone.

“Then sitdown, asshole,” muttered Sunil.

I¢natius quivered. “What did the witch utter?”

“Itold you to ¢et back into your damn seat so we
can ¢et this meeting over with, you pompous cock.”

“Sunil,” warned Constance.




“Come on, Connie, it's not like the rest of us aren’t
thinking it. He’s like this every time we want to do
anything:alwaystalkingtohearthesound ofhisvoice,
trying to carve out alliances, drive wedges between
us....Heplays politics like Hu¢h plays women, which
istosay he’sonly ¢ood at making enemies.”

Hugh frowned. “That's rather harsh of —”

Sunil'smouthtightened. “Look, hemixes with this
¢roup likea bullettothe back ofthe head. He wants to
return to Horizon? Fine, I say we let him try his [uck
with the Storm. With any luck he'll dash himself to
pieces and nobody will have to put up with his —”

“Silence,” whispered Constance, and all sound in
the room ceased to be. Sunil’s mouth kept moving, but
almostimmediately theang¢erinthe man’s face turned
tosurpriseand he paused mid-sentence.I¢natiusnoted
with alarm that he couldn’teven hear the sound of his
own heartbeat, or the rush of breath into his lungs.

Calm. Be calm, pulsed a voice at the core of his
mind,and heknewit wasnot hisown thought. Hesaw
Constancenod andsomehowheknewitwashermind
speakinginsidehim.Sound returned with adull¥ear,
and he heard himself ¢asp, reassured at the noise of
his own breath.

“It is quite obvious that this discussion has be-
comeunproductive,” Constance murmured.“Ithink
that all of us need to be elsewhere for a‘while. Take
the rest of the night off. We'll meet agéin, same time
tomorrow. [ expect our next meeting t6 $6,smoothly
and without unnecessary confliet. Thereisa differt
encebetweenspeaking your siindand minding what
you speak. I encourage all of you 1o determine the
difference between thedwo!"She stood'and ¢rasped
theharnessonClay,hérGermanShepard, whohelped
her navigate out of the room.

Sunil¢lancedatHughand Meghan."Tllbeattherange.
Need to worksoff a littlestéam,” he muttered, standing
abruptly and passing Isnatiuswithout looking at him.

“I'mi off to a®ingles’ bar to buy alcohol for unin-
terested women,” Hugh €alled after him. “Truthfully,
Ill be at mylaboratory analyzing all sorts of transfer
methods foragluedse substitute that will either help
spéed the healing process or make a delightful cereal
topping. We'll see by the morrow.” He winked and
slipped ottt the door.

“ILdl'have to $o...um, I have to...” stumbled
Meghan, before sighing and heading to the door. “I
can'teven come up with alameexcuse.Factisthatthis
isawkward and youneed to bealoneforabit,soI'll ¢o
somewhere else.” She paused at the door and turned

abruptly in a flash of red hair. “We don't hate you,
I¢natius.” The smile she wore was an honest one.

Then she was ¢one, and he was alone.

o 0o

I¢natiuswasenjoyingthewarmVir¢inianightinthe
field behind the chantry when Meghan foundfim,

“You're lucky we don’t cut the ¢rasgat night,” she
laughed,squatting beside him. Hestifféened and began
to rise, but she put her hand emhis chestand pushed
firmlydown. “Stay,” shesaid, and the hardedge to hér
eyes convinced him hot to ar¢ue Helay back. hgping
she wouldn't bothier himforlong.

“I've been wandering,“shebeg¢an, herveice full of
caution, “and attempting to divine where was most
needed. The Wheélstopped its turn when Istepped on
your elbow, so I'm ¢oingito stay whether you like it
ornot.” Thesmile reached her eyes. He i¢nored it and
looked beyond her to the stars!

“Qrmnot, it would seem.” She frowned and looked
upf‘Cloud-busting at night, huh?”

I¢natius felt,her lay beside him, a presence of
warmith just to his left. He shifted awkwardly and
brushed a bugfrom his hair.

“Whatdo you see?” she asked. “Up there, Imean.”

“Truth,”hesaid, hisvoiceg¢uarded. Iseethepattern
ofthewniverse laid out like a sur¢eon’s map. I see the
veins of ¢ods, pumping light rather than blood. I see
allanswersand know thatIneed onlyfind the proper
questions.”

She whistled, long and low. “That's beautiful.”

Theybothfellquiet.Onlytheni¢htsoundsandthe
faintroar of the hishway broke thesilence. “Whatdo
yousee?” he asked, awkwardly.

“Lies,” she whispered. “I see a warm delusion to
keeptheSleepers quiescentand wrapped in a blanket
of superstition.”

I¢$natius looked at her, aghast. “How can you —”

“Itswhatlthink,that'sall,’shecuthimoff.“Maybe
I'm wrong¢, butIwon'tknow thatuntilT havea ¢reater
perspective.That'sthewholepointoftheplan,I¢natius.
Weneedtobroadenourperspective. That'sthestrength
of the Traditions: nine factions, each with opposing
viewpoints, all joined together to create something
better than the sum of the parts. On paper, we're a
bucketful of ¢asolinelooking foramatch.In practice,
we've lasted for centuries.”

“Itis impossible to simplify —"

“Sharing perspectives is our stren¢th. Look at me:
a Euthanatos taking orders from an Akashic. His-
tory says we're supposed to literally be ateach other’s
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throats ni¢ht and day, yet Connie and I $et alon¢ fine
because we're both working toward thesamegoal. We
choose to keep that in perspective, rather than fight-
ing¢ tothe death over thesins of ancestors hundreds of
generations past.

“I¢natius,thingshavechan¢ed and wemustadapt.
Wedon'tknowhowlongbeforewehearfromanybody
beyond the Veil. How long do we carry out the wishes
oftheabsentee parentbeforewerealizethatwe'vebeen
abandoned? When do we make our own decisions?”

I¢natius sighed. “You're correct. We don't know.
TheStorm couldend next week ornextcentury.Iagree
thatacertain de¢reeofautonomyis prudent,buthow
muchistoomuch? WhatcomestopasswhentheStorm
ceases and our estranged leaders return to find us in
bed with the Technocracy?”

Meghan smiled. “Ours is not to question why, I¢-
natius.Iabsolutely hatesounding like the perfect little
soldier here,buttheDeacon hasasked thisbedone,and
now we have to carry out the chantry’s wishes.”

“Then why not use the others?”

Meghanarched hereyebrow.“Hughisbetterinthe
[ab than the field. We found that out last year when
he nearly lost his le¢ below the knee. Sunil? He gets
tri¢ger-happywhenhe’snervous, whichwedon’twant
here. Connie wouldn't ¢o without Clay, and thaf dog
isn’texactly capable of knowing¢ a thin¢ about covert
operations.”

“Quinn would never have allowed this®

“Quinn’s¢one,” Meghan murmusréds:Constanceis
acting Deacon until we hear fromfim orean confirm
hisdeath.Iknowhewasafriend,andIthinkifsadamn
shame you were here whenfhe Storm hit. And don’t
$ive me that look; I meant'that it'sebvious you want
to be back in Horizon, notstuck with fourstrangersin
a world you left behind yearsa¢o.”

“You seem todi@ve omniscient insight in reg¢ards
to my life.”

“No, but I'm ¢06d at teco¢nizing irrationality.
HoWisthis forinsight: Youtaketheroleof theoutsider
becauseyou'reafraid togetclosetoanyofus.Youhave
thefoolishidea thatkeeping yourthoughtsand hopes
wrappéd up with Horizon will help you return that
milich sooner. Throu¢h perseverance and devotion,
you'll be rewatded with a trip home.”

His silefice was damning.

“Luckyguess,’shewhispered Hefeltherhandclasp
his own, fingers locking with hisin a warm embrace.
He turned to look at her. He could barely make out
her freckled face in the darkness, but he could see the
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sadnessin her ¢aze. Heswallowed thickly and cleared
his throat. “Please reiterate the specifics.”

Meghansmiled faintly. “Allri¢ht. The guy’sname
is Carl Tyler. He lives beyond Manassas, out in the
boonies.Hishouseisisolated onalarge plotof wooded
land — wedon’t need to worry about neig¢hborsspet-
ting us. He'sreportedlyoutoftown until next Monday.
Thisleavesathree-daywindow.Ihaveentryande$ress
plansworked out,sofollow myléadikeepalowprdfile,
use your mastery of thearcane to keepus unobserved;
you know the drill. Oh, and wear your black robes:*

I¢$natius nodded absently, Meghan frowned and
squeezed his hand. “What's wrong?”

Hesoug¢hthard forwetds. “It'sjust,. . why were we
selected for this petty thievery? Whyus:

Meghan [aughed. “Me? I belong to the Lhaksmist
sect of the Euthanatos. You might say I was typecast
for breaking and entering. You?” She stared at him.
“You're hereatmy request.”

“Youdrpardon?’

“You're mére competent than you would like to
admit andd'd be much more comfortable with you
watchingmy back than oingitalone. Watergateduty
might be beneathiyou, but keeping mealiveshouldn't
be. Arewe clear?”

“Yes."

“Good.Oh,and whilewe'reonthesubjectof steal-
ing, you need to remember that this Sleeper is dirtier
than a pi¢ in shit. When you steal from a thief, you're
Aot breaking any laws. None of the importantones, at
anyrate.Now, let’s get out of this ¢rass before the bugs
nestin ourears.”

Meghan dragged I¢natius to his feet and led him
back to the chantry.

“Was it absolutely necessary to kill the dog¢?” he
hissed.

“It was just an animal.”

I¢natius shook his head an¢rily. “It was a living
creature.”

Meghan cocked her head. “It wasaliving creature
thatwould havetornyourthroatouthadInotstopped
its heart. Shut up and toss the study, all right?”

I¢natius took the closets and piles of paper while
Meghan stuck to the two desks. Meghan snapped pic-
tures of the desk’s contents with her digital camera.
I¢natius let the power of the stars burn all hesaw into
thecoreof hismind. They finished theirsearch before
the pit bull’s corpse had fully stiffened.




“Onlything¢leftisthecomputer.You'dthinkarich
bastardlikethiswould havesomethingbetterthanthis
relic,”Meg¢hansmirked, waitin¢ patientlyas Windows
for Work¢roups booted on the ancient machine.

“Maybethat’swhyhekeepsit,”pondered I¢natius.
“He’s ¢rown familiar with it, and knows that others
won'thavethe patience orthe knowledge to deal with
somethingsooutofdate.Itdoes whatheneedsittodo,
so hesticks with it.”

“Or maybe he’s just cheap. For a collector, he
doesn’t know anything about class. It looks like he
picked up this furniture at a flea market. Probably —
ah, shit,” she frowned.

“What?”

“Ithink I found the files, but he’s ¢ot them locked
down pretty tight. Weneed tocrack 'emtoseeifthey're
the right dirt. Impossible for a run-of-the-mill thief.
Enough to keep your average NSA mouthbreather
decrypting for a decade. Me? I ¢et to cheat.”

Meghan took a pale, tear-shaped object from her
pocket. Made of cheap plastic and as bi¢ as her hand,
a hole thesize of a half-dollar pierced the thir face,

“What's that?”

“Ouija,” she ¢rinned.

“Weeja?”

“Forget the name. I need your help. Fm ¢oing to
place this over the keyboard. It will mowe of its own
accord, stopping over the keys that spellout his pass-
word. You need to look through the hole'and press
those keys.”

“That’sit?”

“Yep.Makesure youremember whatitspellssowe
don't have to o throu$h thisagain,” she watned.

“Understood.”,

Meghan ¢rasped the planchette with both hands
moved it above the keyboard. Her eyes fluttered shut
and her teéth clenched. I¢natius moved next to her,
closeengugh thatheeould hearthesoftwhisperofher
breath. Hefonéed himselffo focus, leaning forward to
line his eye up with the hole. Slowly at first, then with
more assuranee, het hands be¢an to move.

[ BN

“This suit is uncomfortable,” complained I¢natius.

“Youdook nice,” Meghan murmured.

“Itdimpedes the circulation of blood to my chest
andgroin.”

Meghan laughed. “Let’s hope this ¢oes quickly so
you can ¢et back into your robes.”

The door opened and two men entered the office.
Thetallblackmanwiththeg¢raysuitand ¢lassestooka

seatbehind thedesk and flipped throug¢h the contents
of amanila folder. The short white man filled his tan
security uniform rather completely, hishatunableto
fully conceal wispy brown haircombed overabalding
head.I¢natius noted with alarm that the man’s hand
hovered near the butt of the pistol slun¢ at hiswaist.

“Chad? Please secure the room,” gaid the man
behind the desk, his eyes still on the file.

The security officer nodded and lockeddhe doof,
removing what looked like a cellphonefrom his belt.
Hepushedsomebutténs,studiedthereadoutandgave
a satisfied nod when the object chirped twice.

The man behind the desk élosed thefileand took a
long look atthe twopéoplesittingbefore him. “I'm Spe-
cial A¢entCedricGreenwith theCriminalInvesti¢ation
DivisionoftheIRS.I'malsoan Associate withtheSyndi-
cate.Iunderstand yousought tospeak with usthrough
the proper channels. Thoughsémewhat unorthodox,I
have been assi¢ned to hear your concerns.

“As per the Syndicate’s Fairness In Reporting Act
of Octoberf 1999, I must inform you that this conver-
sation wWill be ré€orded for internal use. Internal use’
includes, but ig not limited to, voice/stress analysis,
data‘correbdration, vocal patterning, full etymatic
réconstruction, and storage for a minimum of 30
calendar years. Also note that Chad’s job is to ensure
that I'leave this room in the same condition that I
entered. He is much more capable than his physical
appearance would lead you to believe.”

Meg¢han nodded. “Understood,” said I¢natius.

“Good.” Cedricrelaxedsli¢htly. “Whatbringsyou
folksto DC?”

“We would like to report a massive amount of
fraud, possession of stolen artifacts,and corruption,”
Meghan began.

“Is this a confession?” Cedric asked, arching an
eyebrow.

I¢$natius snorted. “Hardly, Associate Green. Ms.
Gibson and I wish to speak of a matter affecting your
organization, notour own.”

Cedric stiffened. “Thatisn't —”

“Possible, Associate Green? I assure you that not
only can we expose possibility, but also that we can
verifiably demonstrate unarguablefact. We only ask
for your time and an open mind.”

After a pause, Cedric ¢ave a slight nod. Meghan
shifted uncomfortably in her chairand shotI¢natius
alook of concern.Hewinked and turned to Cedric, the
faint play of a smile on his lips.

“Allowmetopresentyouwithatheory.Fouryears
prior, when our org¢anizations were more directly en-
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sag¢edintheirdisagreements,anoperatorsympathetic
to our cause managed to infiltrate this building and
depart with a large amount of information sensitive
to certain elements of the Syndicate.”

“The St. Patrick’s Day break-in. I remember
that.”

“Correct. Much of the data was seemingly worth-
less,butitwasretainedanddistributed throughoutour
or¢anization.Theinformationwasimmediatelyslated
for analysis using automated methods and was filed
away for later use. Five weeks ago the process reached
completion and came to our attention. Much was, of
course, woefully out of date or inaccurate following
the events of the past four years.”

“Does this story have a point?” Cedric snapped.
“SofarIonly hear ¢loating.”

“Farfromit,”I¢natiuscautioned. “Mostinteresting
to us were a few anomalies that presented themselves
upon corroboration with information of our own.
Onesuch anomaly we wish to bring to your attention
concerns a Manager named Alfred Trenton.”

I¢natius watched Cedric ¢row very still as he
continued, “It seems that Trenton has held a close
friendshipwithaSleepernamed CarlTylerformanyof
hisfiftyyears.Trenton'sinculcation withtheSyndicate
in 1987 has not affected this friendship, for Trénton
andTylerremainincontacttothisday.Notaltdgether
uncommon amongst those of our kind, bifyou will
find mostinterestingthelenéthstowhich dearfriends
$o to protect each other.

“Ispeak of activities perpetrated by Tylen including
theft of art and artifacts most valuable, the latindering
of funds and the failure to report hisillegal property as
taxableassets.ItseemsTylerhassuchanappreciationfor
works of art that he hasfaken to hoardinig them for his
own personal use. This prediléction doesn'tlimititselfto
paintings or fine vases, for Tylerhas authorized the lar-
ceny of musew pieces, items of historical si¢nificance,
and even ¢oneso far astofind — through intermediar-
ies—the 1997 theff of relics ffém the Vatican. Current
tnarketvalueofTyler'sknqwnacquisitionsexceeds$700
million in U.S. currency.

“IréhtonkhowsofTyler'squestionablehabitsand
deesallwithinhispowertokeepthemconcealed from
the IRS and the Syndicate. We are not clear whether
Trenton is behind any extortion of his own, but we
haveirrefutable proofofhisinvei¢lementwithin your
org¢anization. He has ‘worked the books,” so to speak.
He has kept you blind from the inside to a flagrant
violator of your own precepts.”
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Cedric removed his ¢lasses. He pulled a hand-
kerchief from his pocket and slowly wiped his
¢lasses clean. His expression remained blank as he
polished the lenses with ¢reat care. “Why are you
telling me this?”

“Another one of those pesky anomalies,” Meshan
piped up. “Five years ago, an Associate Cedri¢ Jerold
Green was assi¢ned to look through Manager Alfred
Trenton’slaundryandseeif anyéfitcame outdirty. He
failed tofind anythin¢ valid and afterwardssuffered a
series of setbacks in his cafeer. Though we could only
extrapolate, the setbacks seemedto comeatithe behest
ofsomebodyinupperimanagement:ltalmostseemed as
though somebody was puaiishing Asseciate Green.”

“What do you want?” snapped Cedric.

I¢natiuscleared histhreat “Our wantsare many,
but we ask nothing. We are'prépared to hand over
enough evidence to damn Tyler and Trenton. What
youdo withitwe leave up to you, for thisis clearly an
internaldnatterthat doesn't require our attention.”

Cedric replaced his ¢lasses and stared at him.
“Whatsthegatch?”

“Noeatch, Assogiate Green.Byallaccounts — par-
ticularly theseefyour superiors, as we learned from
thefiles— youareamoralman.Thecynic withinsays
such athing isimpossibleamidsteithertheSyndicate
ortheUnion, butwearehard-pressedtofindanymen-
tion\of you that excises a reference of your tendency
to—well,tobequaint:‘todowhatyou feel isright. We
would only feel confident leaving our findings in the
hands of one such as yourself.”

“Bullshit. You wantsomething.”

“And I maintain that we shan’t force you into a
position of chasing a carrot on a stick. Meg¢han? The
evidence.”

Meghan removed a thick manila folder from
her briefcase, five thick rubber bands barely able to
keep it closed. Various shades of paper poked from
the sides, and multiple bulges betrayed the presence
of computer storage media. It fell to the desk with a
satisfying thump. She smiled at Cedric and leaned
back in her chair.

“All yours,” she said. “No blackmail, no bribe.
Concerned citizens brin¢in¢ this to your attention.”

“Right,” mumbled Cedric. “Is that all?”

I¢natius turned to Meghan. “Our business here is
complete, I believe.”

“That'sit,” she nodded.

“Where'’s the violin?” mumbled Cedric.

“Your pardon?”




Cedricleaned forward, handsclasped, eyes bitter.
“If this is all for my benefit, why do I feel like I've just
made a deal with the devil?”

I¢natius bristled. He bit back the first three com-
ments that came to mind, and the fourth for ¢ood
measure. When he spoke, it was with the measured
intensity of a frustrated parent.

“Thavebeen totimesand places youcould neither
imagine nor comprehend. I have seen things you
would never believe plausible: sin ¢iven form, unre-
quited love, the brilliant sadness of a star bisected at
the whim of dancing ¢ods.Islew thespawn of aNeph-
andic siltwhore and watched the Umbral landscape
brightennoticeablyastheirdeathrattlesfilled theair.
Ispentthirty of this world’s years fighting against the
widespreadstandardization perpetrated bytheTech-
nocracy, all to have efforts — my efforts — proven for
naught in the span of months.

“Nowyousithereinagraysuit filedawayinagray
buildin¢ atthe heartofthis¢ray city,and after Iswal-
lowthirty yearsof wounded prideto presentyou with
a gesture of peace and cooperation, you presimie to
likenmetoavilecreatureof darknessintenton raking
youradvantageand offeringnothingmorethanempty
deceptioninreturn.lassureyou,Associate Green,that
our feelings in this matter are mutual.”

I¢natius watched Cedricflinch and félt Me¢han's
alarmed stare. He heard Chad move béhind him and
wasreasonably certainthe man'shandnow rested on
the pistol. He forced his body torelax.

“Icanalsoassureyou,” he€ontintied calmly, “that
neither of us is correct. We simply can't conceive a
world withoutattempts@treciprocal destruction We
receive an olive bran¢h and'spend weeks looking for
thorns. By the timéwe conclude if's simply an olive
branch, thespri¢ haslon¢ since ¢grown dry and desic-
cated. Our paranoia leads us to believe the ¢esture
wasa divetsion,intendedtodistract usfromsecretive
manipulationsSeonthere comes preemptive retali-
ation andfighting beginganew.

“Thisis the foundation of our history, but history
isnot why Meghan@nd Isit before you. We came here
toddy thégroundwork to our future. We came with
pureintentions, playing by the rules you set, working
withinagystem you helped develop.Takethisbranch,
Cedric Jfbearsnothornsand weintend nodistraction.
Wewiant you to ¢ive us a chance, but we will not ask.
Weleave everything in your hands.”

Cedric’s eyes fell from I¢natius to the large stack
of folders before him. He satimmobile for a lon¢ mo-
ment,staringatthebuléeof papersand disks. Meghan’s

quietcoug¢handtheclickingoftheold-fashioned wall
clock were the only sounds in the room. He slowly
unclenched hishandsand reached forward, quaking
slightly, brow beading with a small amount of sweat.
He hesitantly placed them on the manila bundle,
nearly flinching at the touch, before he ¢rasped the
package firmly and pulled it toward him. Thefihe
removed therubber band, flipped opefithe topfolder
and began to read.

They slipped intd the rear of theiMetrocatybacks
pressed toorange plasticsedts. Meghansocked I¢natius
in the arm, her §mile contagious. “Great jeb in there.
Youreally cau¢htmeby surprise.l had noidea where
you were ¢oing.” \

“Ioffer contrition.”

“Don't apologize, I¢natius. You knew what you
were doing, and more importantly, it worked. I'm
impressed.”

“Oursisnottoquestionwhy,” hestammered,and
wias rewarded with the warm sound of her laugh.

“Semow wewait,” she said, sobering rapidly. “We
wait for federal agents to kick down Tyler'sdoor and
confiscatehiscollection, or for Cedric’s body to wind
upin a ditch by early next week.”

“©r for Cedric to blackmail Trenton,” I¢natius
added, “and leapfro¢ his own career.”

“Unlikely, but two of three options work to his
advantage and to ours.”

“Wehavenoassurancesthathewillfind usfavor-
able,” cautioned I¢natius. “No matter what happens,
no matter that we presented this information as a ¢ift
withnostringsattached, heisamoralman.Healready
feelsindebted to us. It will eat away at him until ¢uilt
overtakeshissuspicion,leaving himtoprovideafavor
in return, thinking that will discharge his perceived
oblig¢ation to us.”

Meghanstudied him.“And howdo you feel about
doing that to the $uy?”

I¢natius frowned. “It's a shame he'll think we're
trying to manipulate him, but if we meet each favor
repaid with another favor of our own, perhaps he
will eventually come around to understanding that
we were entirely truthful with him today.”

Meghan’ssmilewasslowincoming. Ithink you're
getting the hang¢ of things,” she murmured.

I¢natiusslipped hishand around hers. “I have an
excellent teacher.”

Shestaredinmocksurprise.“Oh,soI'mtheteacher
now? Whatever happened to the ¢reat I¢natius, who

PROLEGUE: EURGPA DESCENDING




dei¢ned come to earth to tell us all what we were do-
ing wron¢?” The soft squeeze of her hand drained the
venom from her words.

“Hestopped staringatthestars,’said I¢natius. “He
finally took alook around dnd noticed wherehewas,
rather than stumbling blindly aboutwith his nosein
the clouds.”
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“Wonderful,”shegrinned. “We'vecivilized you.Any
chance you'll start wearing pants on a regular basis?”

“Not bloody likely,” he snorted. “You can teach
me new tricks, but you'd damn well better stay away
frém my wardrobe.”

Theysharedamomentofintrospectionasthetrain
pulled away from the station.
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ADWAYS BEEN READY

Because somewhere, down inside of you, there’s a

ember the sense of wonder  part of you that still yearns for them. It’s the part that

colors of your early youth, —shivers withanticipation when you justknow that some-

overy still meant dabbing your thing will never happen, yet you expect it anyway. It’s

‘ n the paint and spreading your the bit that gazes in wonder when you see something

vision across lines and pictures? new and magnificent for the first time. It’s where you

: Do you remember the depth of your 80 when stark terror takes away your breath and makes
0| first love, the one you'd love forever, the ~YOU look inside yourself at the truth, too.

one you'd always go back to? [t’s not always comfortable or nice. Sometimes it’s

Do you remember the fascination of the first movie downright scary. But it’s something bigger, something

you saw! The first faerie tale you heard while being you can’t ignore; it touches something primal. It’s in
tucked into bed? everyone, and that’s why we’re all part of it.

Do you remember all of these things?
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