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    December 1941
 
    
 
    
 
   Eveline wrapped a tartan blanket about her as she sat on her trunk, gazing out across the wind swept lake, looking out toward the town of Keswick, now lightly covered with snow. Flecks of snow spun around in the cold and brittle air, gently landing on Eveline’s pale face. The trees stood still and bare, snow adorning the branches whilst the waters rippled in remembrance of the bountiful swans that would adorn it during the summer months. The world held still, at least it did for Eveline, whose fiery auburn curls danced in the harsh winters wind. Often, alone, she would wonder down from her cottage that lay a little way back, to come and sit by the waters, to think, and to hope that one day she would find some purpose within her miserably dull existence. Many a time a deep sense of guilt or shame would swallow her whole as she realised the world was now at war, and that she should be grateful that she was safely out of its way, hidden amongst the mountains of the Lake District. Still she found herself yearning for anything that would make her feel somewhat useful.
 
   That is the irony of life, she often thought sitting on her log; that even when safe, protected and warm one still yearned for more. Taking a warm scone from her basket and eating it tenderly, enjoying the rare current that invaded her taste buds, she opened the letter which had come early in the morning post from Bath. Eveline knew instantly that it was from her grandmother, who had recently gone down to Bath on a writing excursion. Eveline loved and adored her grandmother, she had been brought up and educated by her after her parent’s death, fifteen years ago. At the age of twenty three, Eveline’s grandmother, certain that her only granddaughter was responsible enough to look after herself, wanted to visit her friend Mary in Bath and whilst there, do some much needed research for her new novel ‘Lady Black and the Hound’, a title that still drew a laugh from Evelina. Estelle, her grandmother, was a great believer and activist off women’s rights, often taking part in the suffragette movement when younger and still organising events and forming groups that aimed to empower the working women. Many of Estelle’s friends referred to her as the Gertrude Bell of Keswick. In spite of her great admiration for her grandmother, Eveline found it was hard to find a place to which she felt she belonged rather than felt duty bound to belong too. Off course Eveline was in her own way passionate about women’s rights just as her grandmother was, but she never would never become her equal.
 
   Often with a saddened heart Eveline wondered, who it was out of her parents that she resembled the most. Estelle reiterated many times how alike she was to her mother, soft and caring yet with a fiery disposition and a quick tongue. When asked about her father, Estelle would ponder, her eyes glazing when thinking of her son, Benjamin.
 
   “Well, you have his knack of wisdom I dare say,” she would smile warmly, “and a great mind, yes,” her eyes would sparkle, “Benjamin was a great thinker, you know he lectured at Cambridge for a while, philosophy was his forte, it greatly displeased your grandfather off course, but to be sure, everything displeased your grandfather, I’m sure heaven displeases him,” she laughed merrily, slapping her knee gently. In relation to her looks, Evelina had inherited her mother’s fiery auburn curls, petite frame, pale skin and her rare golden eyes, edged with green flecks a phenomena still talked about in Keswick to this day. Many a girl and boy poked fun at her unearthly eyes and tall stature, to her grandmother however she was;
 
   “A star, a rare a beautiful star,” she cooed down at the small Eveline, sitting upon her lap. “Now if that boy John gives you any more trouble, you know what to do?”
 
   “Yes grandma?” Evelina would ask hopefully, twirling her little index finger around her grandmother’s curls.
 
   “You stamp on his toe, accidently off course,” smirked Estelle, her face alit with menace. “He’ll know whose boss then! Either that or I will go to his mama the lovely Betty and give her a what’s for in the art of social etiquette.”
 
   Yes, Evelina’s grandmother really was a force to be reckoned with, and so with much love she opened her grandmother’s letter hastily and with great strength against the hardy wind trying to keep it in her hands.
 
   Dear Eveline,
 
   I must tell you, awful horrid stuff in the news about the war, if sensible do not read the newspapers as they will only increase your in depth desire to stuff your head into the fire in the evenings. Now you know I jest because I take great care in the affairs of our nation; honestly though it would be a national benefit to have women write some articles, then reason would rule the day, not the imaginations of young bucks who sit behind their desks all day, believing they are Nelson, tut. 
 
   On to more important issues. Firstly Mary, god bless her soul is in the depths of despair since hearing her young son George died and so I have been spending a great deal of time tending to her practical needs, you know sorting out the house etc. etc. In terms of research, depressingly I have done little, Bath has changed since I was a young lady prancing around the country like Joan of Arc on a mission.  Secondly, Bristol is taking a heavy pounding by those blasted Germans, honestly you would think they would put their resources into bettering their own intelligence, or sorting out a new leader. And so I must ask you, if possible, can you please get the next train down to Bath immediately, I am in egg shells, and need your assistance. 
 
    I know you will read this next sentence and think me silly, but lately, whilst going about my daily activities, I have been noticing a few odd details. Firstly, I seem to be the object of at least four men’s desires as I roam about Bath on my morning excursions, off course I am flattered, at my age you would be plumed if the local baker winked an eye at you. However in all seriousness, I am a little worried, I’m not sure why it is they seem to be following me, I’m not sure I have done anything wrong or out of turn but it would settle me in knowing you were by my side if we were to be abducted, together. Secondly and lastly dearest, Mary has been having the oddest of dreams, really, it may be her grief but I am often up late and so I pop into her room before I head off to my own, and when I enter the strangest things happen. For instance, as I finished reading the Times and drinking my camomile tea I popped in to see that she was alright, she bolted up straight, her eyes slightly glazed and off and she looked to me and whispered, I swear on my soul this is true, she whispered, “Trouble comes, you must beware,” and I nearly had a heart attack. I tell you sincerely these dreams keep worsening, I wonder if I should send for the doctor? 
 
   So dearest, please come to me urgently, for it seems odd times are upon us, and yet a little adventure is surely more preferable than being isolated at the cottage during the winter?
 
   Yours Sincerely,
 
   Grand mama.
 
   P.s – Please could you bring a batch of the Scottish short bread, Mary’s short bread is the devil, nearly burns a whole into your oesophagus.
 
    
 
   Eveline laughed out loud at her grandmothers outrageous humour and then in time, when the merriness abated she found herself worried. Off course she would get on the next train and go to her grandmother, anything but another day isolated in the snow, alone. But Estelle’s worries about being stalked really did send a shiver of worry down her spine, as out of context and peculiar as it all sounded, she wondered why her grandmother was becoming concerned and why she had not simply written off to the local policeman to enquire.
 
   Without further ado, Eveline slowly arose from the log, took one last lingering look towards Keswick and turned to make her way back to the cottage. Stepping into the now sleeping rose gardens, Eveline stood still and turned to look out at the snowy countryside, her eyes falling upon a rather strange figure. A man, robed in white stood gazing down at her causing her body to stiffen in panic. Quickly shaking her head, she re adjusted her gaze and found the man was quite gone.
 
   “Strange,” she murmured, moving once again toward her home, setting down the basket at the door, covered in Christmas ivy. As she entered her warm cottage, she closed the red door behind her and took off her blanket, setting it atop a nearby chair. Walking into the kitchen which stood at the far end of the house, Eveline made for the oven to make sure her vegetable broth was ready for lunch. A lovely smell filled the air a mixture of both the soup and the bread that was baking quietly. Taking off her gloves and setting them on the breakfast table, she quickly found her kitchen apron and tied it about her waist, before winding her hair up into a bun. Opening the kitchen window to let some air in, Eveline let her eyes wander to the same hill only to find nothing, returning to her lunch.
 
   Untying her apron from her waist, Eveline took the tray which bore her lunch and made for the front room, where a nice, little fire roared. She loved her little cottage that she shared with her grandmother, it was warm and cosy, filled with little paintings, rugs and vintage ornaments. Estelle’s friends loved to spend their evenings here, knitting away whilst gossiping. Sitting back into her favourite chair, putting her feet up on a stool, Eveline lay the tray on the small eating table to her left, taking her bowl of soup and gently fanning it with mouth. Closing her eyes, she thought of the letter as she waited for her soup to cool. Strange things where afloat in Bath, and she had no idea why, stranger yet was the man atop the hill. Shaking her head as though shaking away the thought she whispered, “All in my head,” before sipping at her soup.
 
   As snow fell outside, Eveline filled her large, leather suitcase. Moving about her little bedroom, decorated in a floral patterned wallpaper, Eveline neatly placed her dresses, tights, jumpers, cardigans and two coats into the suitcase, topping her clothes with several books, including her old, leather bound bible, not that she read it much, but it belonged to her mother. Snapping the suitcase shut, she fell back onto her bed, laying her head upon the pillow and bringing herself into the foetal position, closing her eyes gently. The next train didn’t leave until the early hours of the morning, and so she would have to make her dinner early so that she could get an early night. Eveline felt herself fall into a deep sleep, falling through darkness until she stood, alone at an altar in a beautiful, gothic church, looking up at the decorated and sculpted ceiling. The church was alit with candles, though the warm auroras of their light could not hold out the cold. Quietly she stood, unable to move her feet for want of trying. Without looking, she felt a presence behind her, someone was coming. Trying in vain to move her feet, Eveline’s body filled with adrenaline and fear. Beads of sweat lingered on her brow as she tried to move without luck. A strange light filled the air around her, warming her body, especially her back. The person behind her stood still and silent causing Eveline’s legs to shake. 
 
   “Who is it?” she whispered quietly, her skin covered in goose bumps, the coldness of the cathedral causing her to shiver.
 
   “It is I,” came a gentle reply.
 
   “Do I know you?” replied Eveline, shutting her eyes tightly, hoping for comfort, but only finding darkness.
 
   “You have always known me,” responded the male voice, high and beautiful, filling the cathedral with an unspoken song.
 
   “I think you are wrong,” whispered Eveline, her hands tightly knotted beside her hips.
 
   “Open your eyes,” the stranger ordered. Eveline shook her head violently.
 
   “No!” she whispered to the stranger. As she stood, her body tense, she felt a hand touch her shoulder tenderly. A warmth spread throughout her body instantly and headed straight for her heart.
 
   “You must open your eyes Eveline,” soothed the voice, elegant and calming, Eveline fought the desire to open her eyes.
 
   “I cannot,” she whispered, feeling her breathe bounce off the face of the stranger.
 
   “I mean you no harm Eveline, trust me.”
 
   “Please!” cried Eveline, feeling disorientated and in want of waking up from this strange and life like dream. Un-noticed and unaware, a tear rolled down her cheek, leaving behind a cool trail of salty water, staining her pale skin.
 
   “I mean you no harm.”
 
   “It is just a dream,” Eveline reminded herself again and again.
 
   “It is I.” replied the stranger.
 
   “I don’t know you.” 
 
   “You do know me, you have always known me.”
 
   “No.”
 
   “Yes.”
 
   Silence fell upon Eveline and the stranger, his hand still pressed into her shoulder. Eveline breathed in deeply, calming herself down, her eyelids alit with a golden haze.
 
   “What will happen if I open my eyes?” she asked, in an almost childlike manner.
 
   “You will see me,” replied the gentle stranger, his voice filled with warmth.
 
   “Who are you?” 
 
   “I am life.” replied the stranger.
 
   “I don’t understand.”
 
   “You will.”
 
   Eveline stood, thinking carefully. I am life, she muttered inwardly, where had she heard those words before? Suddenly she took in her surroundings, she stood inside a cathedral.
 
   “No,” she whispered, her reply filling the cathedral “it’s just a story”
 
   “All stories bare some truths.” 
 
   “But this cannot be true, you cannot be real,” quizzed Eveline, she had never been religious.
 
   “It is only a dream,” the stranger reminded her cautiously.
 
   “Yes you are right,” nodded Eveline, thankful for some instilled reasoning.
 
   “And yet it feels real does it not?” asked the stranger lightly. Eveline searched within herself, he was right, this was a dream and yet, yet it felt so real as though she had been transported to this cathedral for the very purpose of meeting this stranger, who claimed to be likened to God himself.
 
   “Yes.” she replied.
 
   “Why are you afraid?”
 
   “I am afraid of what is to come,” Eveline began, “Why am I here? What is it that you want from me?”
 
   “You must not fear me, I am here to warn you.”
 
   “Warn me?” Eveline asked quietly, her hands relaxing against her sides.
 
   “You are in danger, from a darkness you have never met before but a darkness that wishes to take you from me,” replied the man gravely.
 
   “I do not understand?” said Eveline, her eyelids relaxing.
 
   “One day you will understand, for now all I can do is warn you,” soothed the gentle voice his hand relaxing on her shoulder.
 
   “Who wishes me harm?” asked Eveline, wanting to open her eyelids but feeling shameful for putting up such a fight to keep them closed.
 
   “You will know.” replied the man.
 
   “How?”
 
   “You will feel it.”
 
   “What do I do?” asked Eveline, her voice low, frightened of the warning she had just received.
 
   “There are those who will protect you,” the man responded kindly, “those who are loyal to me.”
 
   “And, who are you?” asked Eveline once more this time with a gentle firmness disguising her alarm.
 
   “You know who I am Eveline.”
 
   Eveline could not understand the riddles, could not understand the warning and felt as though she had been spinning in circles for eternity, when suddenly her eyelids let loose, her gaze settling upon the stranger. Before her stood a man, beautiful, with silver hair and golden eyes. All about him seem to fade into his light. Eveline looked up into the face of the man, timeless, yet for some bizarre reason, timed. He looked beautiful, but felt as old as the universe.
 
   “You are, beautiful,” whispered Eveline, “what I mean is, you are timeless,” she stated choking on her words pathetically. It was not a sexual feeling that arose within her when she gazed up at the God like man, he was simply beautiful; he looked beautiful, he made her feel somewhat beautiful and his eyes were those that betrayed gentle yet firm nature yet as she observed him at length she noticed that they were slightly pained. The angelic man smiled down at Eveline.
 
   “Timeless,” he whispered. “I suppose that is putting it bluntly.”
 
   “Sorry, I don’t know what to say, I don’t think anything I could say could fully explain how I see you,” replied Eveline dumbly, shocked at what was happening.
 
   “It is alright to feel taken back and scared.” 
 
   “I don’t know how I feel, I know this is a dream and yet, it feels very real in my heart,” Eveline mused quietly.
 
   “We haven’t much time to go into details,” the stranger urged, “you must wake for your train, and Eveline?” the man looked down at Eveline, his brows furrowed and his eyes intense.
 
   “Yes?” she replied gently, her golden gaze meeting his own.
 
   “Your eyes,” he pondered outright. Eveline brought her fingers to her eyes and touched them gently, feeling her eyelashes rub against her skin.
 
   “Are the same as yours,” she replied, shocked. “How can that be?”
 
   “There is not time to explain,” replied the man sternly. “You must stay safe in Bath, there are those that wish you harm, for reasons you are yet to find to understand.” 
 
   “But why? I am only a young woman from Keswick, why would anyone wish me harm?” Eveline asked passionately needing to understand.
 
   “Have you always felt you were just a young woman from Keswick?”
 
   “Everybody questions their purpose in life and who they are,” replied Eveline firmly.
 
   “You don’t just question life Eveline, you question your heritage,” whispered the man, letting his other hand settle upon her un-touched shoulder. Eveline felt a flood of pain rise up within her as she looked into the golden eyes that gazed down at her in an almost fatherly fashion.
 
   “Yes, always, I’ve never felt,” she choked, “right with the world.”
 
   “Have you never wondered why?”
 
   “Countless times,” she sighed heavily, “with no answer and it doesn’t help when you’re an orphan,” she wept silently.
 
   “The world is changing, and so is yours, I will come for you when it is time,” soothed the man, stepping back as though merging with the altar. “Promise me, you will heed my word? You are precious to me.” A great light filled Eveline’s vision and a sudden bolt awakened her and she found herself lying on her floor, out stretched and wet with sweat. Morning light swept into the small room, enriching it with a slight warmth, casting its rays of light over the vase of cotton that lay on her writing desk and Eveline’s oak wardrobe, the winter dust dancing in the light. Silently she lay, her eyes wide and pinned on the cream ceiling above her, her heart pounding hard against her chest.
 
   “It was just a dream,” she reiterated gently to the emptiness “a dream.”
 
   For a long time, Eveline lay quietly on the floor, trying to ease her mind, calm her aching heart and find balance once more. Slowly and in a daze she rose to her feet, turning to the end of the bed where her suitcase lay, clutching it and leaving her room behind, still in her Sunday clothes. Setting the suitcase down at the front door, under her brown winter coat and scarf, Eveline went to the fire, which was nearing its end and placed a hand on the hearth and another on her hip, breathing in deeply and casting her eyes down at the dying embers. After a few moments of quietness and remembering that she had made up a small breakfast for herself to eat on the way to the station she made for the kitchen, stopping when hearing a knock on the front door. Turning from the kitchen she walked to the red door and opened it, coming face to face with Samuel the milkman.
 
   “Morning Samuel,” she smiled bleakly at the old milkman holding a crate of milk in his hand.
 
   “Morning Eveline, beautiful day aint it?” he asked merrily, noticing her weary eyes and frowning slightly. Eveline forced a smile upon her face as she took the crate of milk from him.
 
   “Would you like a scone Samuel?” asked Eveline turning to make her way back to the kitchen motioning Samuel to follow her. Samuel coming in and closing the front door followed Eveline through the front room towards the kitchen, taking off his tweed hat.
 
   “That’s awful nice of you miss, it would warm my belly,” replied Samuel, eyeing the small cottage with envy and following the pretty young Eveline into the cosy kitchen.
 
   “How are the children?” Eveline asked, wrapping a few scones in a handkerchief her back turned. Samuel stood by the doorway gazing around at the kitchen, a kitchen he knew very well, since he was old friends with Estelle.
 
   “Awk you know, winter is hard up here, they be cold most days but we try to keep them as warm and fed as is possible, hard when everyone is on rations,” replied an optimistic Samuel, his thinned grey hair shimmering in the morning light, his blue eyes ablaze with merriment, as though untouched by the harshness of winter and war.
 
   “And Paul? Has he written?” asked Eveline handing the small bundle of scones over to Samuel, letting her warm hands hold his own in friendship. Samuel’s eyes lowered in sadness at the sound of his only son’s name.
 
   “Aye he has miss, not one for babbling my Paul, harsh winter over in France,” he choked following Eveline back through the kitchen and out into the front room coming to the front door and looking down at her suitcase. “You going away miss?” he asked in curiously.
 
   “I’m away to catch the train to Bristol, then on to Bath to join grand mama,” smiled Eveline, searching her coat pocket for her key.
 
   “Would you like a lift on my horse and trap?” asked Samuel, stepping out into the snow.
 
   “That would be a kind thing Samuel are you sure?” Eveline asked gratefully, thankful for the offer.
 
   “Off course Miss Eveline, anything for you,” quipped Samuel, taking her leather suitcase from her. “I’ll just go and put this on the trap and get the horse ready.”
 
   Samuel hurried off towards his horse and trap leaving Eveline to don her coat, hat, gloves and scarf. After locking the door and gazing upon the cottage once more, Eveline made her way to the horse and trap, Samuel holding out his hand to help her up. Safely up and secure, Samuel whipped the horse into motion leaving Eveline to look back at the cottage feeling melancholy and sad, wondering if she would return.
 
   The short trip into Keswick went by rather quickly for Eveline, who admired the beautiful scenery and the sleepy village now starting to rouse and to come to life, the miners leaving early for work. The village had boomed in population recently due to the rise in evacuees. However Keswick still felt the consequences of a considerable decrease in the male population as they had recently gone off to war. Eveline sat quietly as she thought of the young men, many with whom had been her friends, off fighting in a foreign land, alone and scared, wondering if they would ever return. In no time Samuel dropped her off at the train station kissing her tenderly on her cheek and asking after her grandmother.
 
   “Be sure to write to me if you need help Samuel?” Eveline said, taking her suitcase from his hands and turning to enter the small station.
 
   “Aye I will miss, just you keep safe,” he urged hugging her tightly before letting her go, jumping up onto his trap once again and heading off down the cobbled street towards the village centre. Eveline had arrived just on time, as the green steam train sat awaiting the early morning travellers. Snow began to fall heavily as she lifted a newspaper from a nearby paper stand, giving the paper boy his money and folding it under her left arm making for the train, allowing an elderly businessman to open the door for her.
 
   “Thank you,” she murmured as she stepped up into the train, mincing her way through the crowd of sleepy travellers. Finding a quiet cabin in the first class department, Eveline closed the door, set her suitcase to one side and carefully took off her coat, hat, gloves and scarf setting them down beside her. Sitting down and resting her fake fur scarf across her knees, Eveline reached into her breakfast box and took out a flask of coffee and poured it into a small cup before unwrapping her scones, already buttered and jammed. Taking the Daily Mail paper from the other side of the table, Eveline uncurled it to read the headlines. A quiet gasp left her body as she read the title, “JAPAN DECLARES WAR ON BRITAIN AND AMERICA”. Quickly as Eveline set down her cup whilst the train bolted into action, she read on; “Heavy bombing of Honolulu and Guam: Hundreds Dead.”
 
   Japan tonight declared war on Britain and the United States after launching full scale naval and air strikes on two of America’s main bases in the Pacific – Pearl Harbour, in Hawaii, and Guam, between Hawaii and the Philippines islands. Already the Dutch East Indies have announced themselves at war with Japan, and the formal British and American declarations are expected in a matter of hours…,
 
    
 
   Eveline read on, not noticing the door of her cabin opening, a man entering. Dressed in a dark coat and top hat the newcomer sat down opposite her, shaking off the snow from his hat and smoothing his dark hair into place. Taking off his coat, Theodore smiled as Eveline’s facial expressions took on a rather dramatic demeanour as she read the paper causing him to feel curious. Silently, he watched as she raised her cup of coffee to her reddened lips, whilst sweeping back a fiery curl, behind her ear. Her golden gaze was hidden under her heavy brows, furrowed and concerned. Theodore, took out his own Daily Mail and found the same article, lifting his eyes to and fro to notice if she had registered his presence, unable to hide his smile. Theodore had waited for such a long time to be in her presence, he felt almost giddy. Taking out a small sandwich, Theodore, unwrapped it and began to eat it hungrily, his dark hair falling in front of his sapphire blue eyes.
 
   After several minutes, Eveline realised she was not alone, and set down her paper and looked up at the handsome man, who sat before her reading the same paper, whilst also eating a sandwich. Eveline felt her body grow nervous and a rush of heat surge within her, staining her pale cheeks red. Eveline was not used to being in such close quarters with a handsome stranger, and kneaded her finger nails into her skirt, dragging her eyes away and letting them roam outside the window to the snow covered countryside that flew by.
 
   It was hard to concentrate on how the article had affected her with this man’s presence in the cabin she fumed. Calmly she thought of the poor women, men and children that were suffering worldwide, wondering what resolution could be procured when such evil roamed wildly and freely amongst the human race.
 
   “You look like you are deep in thought,” interrupted Theodore, watching Eveline’s face smooth as she let her golden gaze over meeting his own. Theodore tried to keep his shock to himself, hoping that it did not betray him.
 
   “I am, I was,” replied Eveline, her eyes widening at the beauty of his own sapphire blue eyes, so blue and deep. Theodore let his gaze wander, taking in Eveline’s beautifully set face, her elegant, freckled nose set atop beautiful rose bud lips, hugged by the sweetest of dimples. Eveline also let her gaze wander, as she skimmed the man’s square jaw, thin lips, high cheekbones, straight nose, beautifully craved out eyes, heavy black brows and his beautiful raven coloured hair, so black his skin was almost as white as the moon itself. Eveline let her gaze drop taking in his outfit; a beautiful single breasted navy suit, white shirt and dark blue tie. To his side lay a navy dot silk scarf, black leather gloves, fedora hat and a thick black coat. Theodore also let his gaze drop from Eveline’s face; the beautiful young woman with whom he had known all his life, wore a simple cream blouse, under a tweed jacket, which was tucked into an a line green skirt that fell to her calves, which were dressed in fine stockings, her feet buried within a simple pair of black shoes. Glancing back up at Eveline, he noticed a pair of small diamond earrings hiding behind her auburn curls. Theodore had only ever watched Eveline from afar, but to be so close, despite the rules and regulations of his job, was intoxicating, she was beautiful and obviously unaware of her beauty, which in a way made her even more desirable.
 
   “I am thinking about Pearl Harbour,” replied Eveline lifting her eyes to the passenger, a slightly flush burning her neck.
 
   “To be sure, it is all over the papers this morning, dreadful stuff,” answered Theodore taking a bite of his sandwich, gulping quietly as he smiled across at the miffed looking young woman. “War is a terrible business, never resolves anything,” he stated finally.
 
   “Oh, so you are not a supporter of the war then?” asked Eveline curiously and without offence, “I mean it is alright to not support war, sometimes I think I am the same, young men fighting for reasons they do not fully understand.”
 
   “Yes you are right,” Theodore began, “while the big men sit in their offices negotiating, the vulnerable, innocent, young men with no idea of the true meaning of war, go off and either come home changed or don’t come home at all.”
 
   “So if you don’t mind me asking, what is it you do? It is rare you see young men around,” Eveline enquired, curiosity taking a hold of her, so much so that she forgot her nerves.
 
   “Well actually I am back on leave, I was in Tripoli for eight months until I injured my leg,” Theodore lied, because the alternative would have frightened the very wit from Eveline’s body and cost him his job.
 
   “Oh how sad, has it mended?” asked Eveline kindly, her eyebrows drawn into a furrow of concern.
 
   “Well I have pain with it sometimes, but yes I am much improved,” replied Theodore crossing his left leg over his right and relaxing back into the seat. Eveline without knowing also sat back into her seat taking her cup in her right hand and bringing it up to her mouth, sipping on the warm coffee with delight. Setting her cup back down on to the table, Eveline looked at the young gentleman with growing interest.
 
   “And where are you headed too?” she asked shyly.
 
   “Bath,” replied Theodore gently bringing up a hand to cover his yawn “excuse me I haven’t had much sleep.”
 
   “Your excused, I haven’t had much sleep either, I’m afraid I may drop off at any moment,” smiled Eveline, feeling stupid and hot all at the same time. Theodore reached for his fedora hat and planted it on his lap.
 
   “I won’t mind if you fall asleep as long as you don’t mind much if I do?” asked Theodore who was in fact extremely tired after his long night shift.
 
   “Off course not,” smiled Eveline glancing at his long fingers, wondering if he played the piano like she did, wondering a lot actually. “My name is Eveline,” she announced her voice slightly coarse.
 
   “Lovely to meet you Eveline,” Theodore reached out his left hand waiting for Eveline to take it. “I am Theodore.”
 
   Eveline reached out her left hand also and set in Theodore’s palm tenderly feeling a wave of heat rush over her. Theodore kept his face as still as possible as he held Eveline’s hand in his own, feeling a strange sensation run through him and then quickly let go, setting it on his fedora hat, smoothing over the texture, giving himself something to do, other than think.
 
   “Nice to meet you Theodore,” muttered Eveline, feeling a little let down at his rash retreat. “Do you mind awfully if I read my paper?” she asked, needing to divert her attention elsewhere for want of humiliation.
 
   “Off course,” answered Theodore picking up his hat and setting down upon his face, “I may just close my eyes until we get to Bristol, is that were you are headed yourself?”
 
   “No, I’m for Bath as well,” smiled Eveline picking up her paper again and opening it to page two.
 
   “Ah wonderful.” muttered Theodore, pulling his fedora down over his eyes. For some time, the cabin lay still and quiet as Eveline read and Theodore slept, the more southerly they went the greener the landscape became. Soon however, Eveline felt herself drift into a soft sleep, letting her paper fall to her knees and her head slump back into the corner of her chair, her nose lifted to the ceiling. Before falling into slumber she opened the hatch of the window, drawing it down to let in a little air. The cold winter’s air now danced softly upon her face and curls as she slept. The cabin lay still as Theodore opened his eyes hearing muffled groans and looked across at Eveline who seemed to be struggling with a bad dream. Theodore unsure of what to do, got up from his seat and sat down beside her, watching and listening.
 
   “Stop!” she whimpered, her body jolting. Theodore felt helpless, he wanted to know what it was that was endangering her and felt silly all the while because he couldn’t in any way stop whatever it was that was causing her to be in fear. Lifting his hand, he gently touched her forehead with the back of his palm, she was cold. Looking over toward the window he noticed it was open and got up slowly, bending over to close it, accidently touching her legs. Abruptly Eveline jumped in reaction and opened her eyes, wide and frightened.
 
   “What are you doing?” she shouted, backing into the corner. Theodore held up his hands.
 
   “I’m sorry I was worried, you, you were having a nightmare and I closed the window so that you didn’t draw a cold,” he pleaded gently backing away and giving her space. Eveline closed her eyes and drew in a deep breathe before opening them again.
 
   “Sorry I didn’t mean to frighten you, I don’t really remember the dream,” she replied a little dazed, her eyelashes fluttering gently against her skin.
 
   “It didn’t sound pleasant,” responded Theodore still worried.
 
   “Oh it was nothing,” smiled Eveline waving away his worry with her hands. Carefully she drew herself upright and looked outside the carriage, they were passing a small town. Theodore, still sitting close by watched her. “Do you know where we are?” she asked, looking back at him.
 
   “We are an hour from Bristol,” answered Theodore meekly a little dazed himself.
 
   “Oh that’s good, I’m ravished.” she replied gaily, hiding her inner conflict and hoping that he would go back to his seat and forget about her nightmare so that she could calm down. Theodore upon feeling that she needed a little space and time, got up and moved back to his seat, lifting his fedora hat and placing it back onto his lap, his eyes on her.
 
   “Yes a little food might help,” he uttered, unsure of what to say, how strange, he had known her his whole life, she had known him a few hours, they were both lost in communication. Theodore wanted to shield her, but ever felt her need for space and his restrictions take over.
 
   “I’ve never been to Bristol before, I hear it is having a bad time of it,” Eveline mentioned lightly, looking out at the fields and letting her eyes gaze up at the sky. “It must be scary at night, knowing that you could be bombed, I wonder how they sleep.”
 
   “Most have shelters, and a siren will alert many to any German activity,” replied Theodore also looking up at the sky.
 
   “Yes I suppose so, up in the North we are kind of shielded from the practical and physical aspect of war, well we have evacuees and most of our young men are off fighting, but , well you know what I mean?” Eveline looked over at Theodore whose blue eyes were still engaged with the cloudy sky.
 
   “Yes, I know what you mean, and yet it still affects us all, the actions of others,” muttered Theodore who was remembering certain events drawn from his own life time.
 
   “Do you have any family or friends fighting?”
 
   “Yes, you could say so,” replied Theodore stiffly. Yes he had many friends fighting, but fighting a different war, a war Eveline and her world would never understand.
 
   “I do too, I was a tom boy at school,” smiled Eveline shyly, “most of our young men who used to mine or farm are away now, leaving us women to do their jobs for them, not that we can moan,” Eveline smiled thinking of her grandmother.
 
   “Sad that women can only get into the workforce because their men are off fighting a war,” she would mention often when sipping her tea at supper upon reading the papers.
 
   Theodore looked at her, his eyebrows together, what was she thinking he pondered to himself.
 
   “What I mean is, we have fought for so long for equality, it is sad that it is war that has handed it to us, kind of takes away any joy that comes with victory,” Eveline moaned looking into Theodores saddened eyes.
 
   “Victory often comes at a price don’t you think?” he replied feeling melancholy.
 
   “Yes, many wouldn’t admit to it but you are right, everything comes at a cost, everything has its consequences,” murmured Eveline. A sudden knock, bolted both Eveline and Theodore back into reality. An old woman with a trolley full of food opened the door.
 
   “Would you like anything from the trolley?” asked the greying old lady with a deep northern accent. Eveline looked at the trolley and spotted an apple and went fishing in her pockets for some loose change.
 
   “Could I have an apple please?” asked Eveline handing over some change. The trolley lady handed her down a red apply and glanced at Theodore.
 
   “I’m alright thanks,” he smiled over to the tough old lady in a green apron.
 
   “Okay” she answered strolling her trolley out of the cabin and turning to close the door before walking away. Eveline crunched down on the apple and sighed with content the juices filling her mouth pleasantly.
 
   “No ration book for you?” smiled Theodore.
 
   “Oh yes, off course, but grand mama always leave spare cash around for the odd thing,” replied Eveline, wiping away the juices of the apple from her lips.
 
   “Rationing is hard,” quipped Theodore gently, watching Eveline munch on her apple.
 
   “Oh yes,” choked Eveline in between bites, “ there are some families in Keswick that really suffer you know, grandma and I try to bring round baskets to help, we have a vegetable patch and well she is quite well off being an author of high standing.”
 
   “An author?” replied Theodore, whipping away a stray lock of hair.
 
   “Yes, gothic romance,” laughed Eveline. “You wouldn’t know to look at her, she is an awful fright at first, but really is a soft as dough, with a wild tongue.” Theodore smiled warmly at the thought of Estelle with whom he had watched over the years, writing gothic romances, it had in fact seemed very like her to write such novels.
 
   “I must purchase some of her books then,” he laughed. “Is she writing one at the moment?”
 
   “Yes, gosh do you want to know the title?” asked Evelina, finishing her apple.
 
   “Sure.”
 
   Evalina looked at Theodore, her cheeks reddening a little.
 
   “Lady Black and the Hound,” she blushed. Theodore tried in vain not to erupt with laughter but to his great misfortune it couldn’t be helped, he coiled over in laughter, closing his eyes in painful merriment. Eveline also tried to conceal her laughter but found herself laughing out loud with Theodore. For several minutes the pair laughed and joked about the dark and romantic storyline wondering if the Lady died or survived her highly chased romance.
 
   “You know when you think of gothic romance authors, you think to yourself, beautiful, young and seductive,” cried Theodore, wiping away a tear of ecstasy, “not a seventy three year old lady!”
 
   “I know, “Eveline choked. “The funny thing is that she does character improvisation, she waltzes about the cottage and gardens pretending to be a damsel in distress, it is really most fun to watch, she frightens tourists,” cried Eveline, holding onto her stomach, the laughter making her feel slightly sick. After a while both Theodore and Eveline sat back into an easy silence, watching the landscape outside, whilst thunderous clouds loomed above.
 
   “Do you think it will rain?” asked Eveline to Theodore warmly. Theodore looked up at the darkened sky and nodded.
 
   “I believe you may be right, were you going to go walking about Bristol upon arrival?” he enquired, his sapphire blue eyes relaxed and warm.
 
   “I was going to visit the cathedral, but if the rain is too heavy I suppose I can go and sit in a café nearby,” Eveline replied contently, looking across at Theodore and wondering if he was thinking the same thing. “What about you?” she asked shyly.
 
   “Oh you know a little walk here and there, maybe something to eat on the way, say,” his face brightened suddenly, “why don’t you join me? We can go to the cathedral by taxi and then we can go to a small café somewhere and have a cup of coffee and cake before the nine o’clock train?”
 
   Eveline didn’t want to betray her happiness too much so waited a minute before replying calmly, looking as though she was pondering the question seriously.
 
   “I mean you don’t have too,” murmured Theodore looking a little disappointed.
 
   “Off course I would love too, silly, its just- well, I didn’t want to come across as all up in the air,” Eveline flapped her hands in the air enthusiastically, her cheeks burning with happiness, it was nice having a friend she thought to herself, even if it was for the day.
 
   “Oh, how much fun!” quipped Theodore excitedly, “I know a nice café, called Browns, it’s quite a modern café actually, you would like it,” he smiled. His plan was coming along he agreed happily to himself.
 
   “This is nice,” whispered Eveline mainly to herself.
 
   “What is?” asked Theodore, picking up his paper again to read the announcement page.
 
   “Oh, having a friend for the day,” blushed Eveline suddenly feeling a little awkward and picking up her own paper to read as well.
 
   “Yes I think it is nice,” smiled Theodore turning a page, “not long until we get into Bristol now, hopefully the rain will have passed.”
 
   “Yes hopefully,” replied Eveline briskly, looking at a fashion article and eyeing up the new styles and shamefully looking down at her own articles of clothing.
 
   “Something the matter?” asked Theodore, popping his eyes up over his paper.
 
   “With I?” gasped Eveline embarrassed that he noticed her shame. “Oh nothing a good dose of sense can’t cure.”
 
   “Hmm,” muttered Theodore to himself, going back to his article. Eveline decided it was best to move on to the next article in her paper, that being a fashionista was the least of her worries, anyway her eyes were so strange she didn’t need to wear outstanding clothes, they brought her all the attention a fashionista could want; only for Eveline it was unwanted, she craved to go unnoticed, to be just ordinary. For half an hour Theodore and Eveline sat in companionable silence until finally their train stopped in Bristol.
 
   “Here let me,” offered Theodore already made up to leave.
 
   “Oh, thank you that’s kind, I’m awfully clumsy,” blushed Eveline letting Theodore put on her coat, whilst she put on her gloves and hat. Theodore lifted up her scarf and wrapped it about her neck whilst she tightened her hat, trying very hard not to make eye contact, day friend she reminded herself, day friend.
 
   “Come let’s go before the rain starts,” commanded Theodore gently, opening the cabin door and letting Eveline lead the way out. The train station looked as though it had been battered with only one platform working and the others being fixed, maybe it had taken a hit from the german bombs, Eveline wondered. The platform that was in use was very busy with mothers sending off young children to the north and so Eveline had to try very hard to keep up with Theodore, who wound his way through the crowds with ease, whilst she struggled, children and mothers looking at her in surprise, her eyes always drew attention even when it was unwanted. As she made her way to the exit, Theodore stopped and turned, holding out his hand for her as if trying to catch a leaf in the howling wind. Eveline stretched out her hand, trying to find his, but there were just too many people.
 
   “Sorry,” she shouted above the heads of other passengers.
 
   “Don’t worry I’ll still be standing here with my hand out stretched waiting for you!” Theodore belted back laughing. Eveline made an extra attempt to shuffle through the mass of people with her leather suitcase, whilst all around her she could hear the wailings of small children and weeping of mothers; it made her think of her own parents and for a brief second she felt dazed until she felt someone’s hand fall into her own, clasping her tightly and securely. Looking up she found Theodore looking down at her his face etched with concern.
 
   “Come on,” he roared into the crowd, crushing her to his side as he moved them both outside onto the bustling street. A group of young soldiers, laughing and singing made their way into the station, slapping one another on the back teasingly. Eveline looked at the young men and felt only sorrow, their merriment would soon end when the realisation of what was before them actually set it.
 
   “You alright?” came a voice from above. Eveline looked up and smiled slightly.
 
   “Yes, thank you for the help much appreciated thought I was going to be crushed by children,” she laughed nervously noticing that her hand still was placed within his own. As if hearing her thoughts Theodore looked down to their entwined hands and quickly let go. Eveline blushed in embarrassment and quickly looked away.
 
   “Shall we go?” she asked nervously, trying to ignore the small bud of pain that loomed in her heart ever so slightly.
 
   “Yes, come let’s find the famous cathedral,” smiled Theodore taking Eveline’s case in his left hand and making for the street ahead.
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   Theodore and Eveline made their way from Bristol Temple Meads towards a nearby taxi. Getting into the taxi, Eveline shuffled over toward the window, letting Theodore sit beside her as he directed the driver were to go. Sitting back and fixing her legs into an appropriate position, Eveline looked outside her window, taking in all the shops, St Mary Redcliffe church and the roaring winter river that divided Temple Meads from the city centre. As they passed housing estates they noticed a remarkable amount of destroyed properties, brought down by German bombers. There were many groups of people, rummaging through debris looking forlorn and tired. Eveline felt pity and empathy for those who had lost loved ones and their homes, she had been lucky.
 
   “It is terrible to see such destruction, one cannot even begin to imagine what Europe looks like at the moment,” muttered Theodore, also taking in the dreadful sights.
 
   “Well I’m sure you would know first-hand, is it so bad?” asked Eveline turning to face him.
 
   “It is, when I was in France there was many a time that we would pass queues of homeless civilians or those seeking the safety of the south of France,” said Theodore who looked sombre as he remembered the total annihilation of towns and villages not just in France. “What’s worse is that those left behind become mutton to the German soldiers. It is a terrible sight, it makes you feel so helpless, so depressed, I have never seen any glory in war, only geographical and psychological displacement and trauma.”
 
   “You have been to France?” asked the taxi driver looking at Theodore through his wing mirror. Theodore leaned forward resting his elbows on the chair.
 
   “Yes I have, I was there during the Dunkirk evacuation before being sent to Kenya to fight the Italians in Tripoli,” replied Theodore quietly.
 
   “And why are you back?” asked the driver, “without meaning to insult you.”
 
   “No good chap you don’t insult me,” Theodore smiled, “my legs were badly injured during a bombing campaign and I was sent home as soon as I was fit, I am not allowed back until I am fully recovered” he lied again, true he did fight in the war, but his duty was marginally different from the everyday soldier. He wasn’t injured at all, no, he had to come home for Eveline.
 
   “Poor chap,” murmured the driver shaking his head, “We’ve been having it bad here and all.”
 
   “I see,” answered Theodore, “and your family are they alright?”
 
   “Awk as alright as can be sir, three of my sons are off fighting in Africa, some place called Eritrea, no idea where, haven’t heard from them in months,” the taxi driver replied, a quiver in his voice at the mention of his much beloved sons. “My daughter is a nurse, she lives in London now, her fiancé died a few months ago, so she’s keeping herself busy.”
 
   “I’m so sorry”, whispered Eveline, watching his face in the mirror, aching with a silent pain.
 
   “Awk no need love, were all in it together,” sniffed the driver miserably, “you both here on your honeymoon?” he asked, trying to divert the conversation to a happier place.
 
   “Gosh no, we aren’t married, we only met this morning,” laughed Eveline, her cheeks going red. Theodore looked at her silently then turned to the driver again.
 
   “Yes we met this morning on the train down from Keswick.”
 
   “Sorry,” the driver apologised, “you won’t believe how many young couples meet one day and marry the next, never seen the like of it before, well maybe during the First World War,” he smiled looking at the couple in the back seat wondering whether they would walk up the aisle any time soon, judging by their lengthy looks he guessed so. If only it were that simple, thought Theodore, no, he wasn’t allowed to fraternise with Eveline, else he would lose his life and that would be illogical, how could he protect her if he was dead. No the sad truth was, even to touch her was pushing the boundaries. Theodore noticed Eveline gazing at him concerned.
 
   “You don’t have to worry,” she whispered. “I don’t have any funny ideas, I’m not that kind of woman.”   
 
   “I’m not worried,” smiled Theodore. “Honestly what happened to good old fashioned friendship?” he laughed nervously, kicking himself inside.
 
   “Exactly!” smiled Eveline turning back to her window just as they passed the church of St Mary Redcliffe. “Wow,” she gasped gazing up at the beautiful gothic building.
 
   “It’s beautiful isn’t it?” Theodore sighed following her gaze.
 
   “Yes, I would like to go there sometime, maybe,” sighed Eveline as they passed the church and made for the bridge.  It took another fifteen minutes until both Eveline and Theodore reached the cathedral of Bristol. Many of the city centre buildings were badly damaged by the German raids which had begun in 1940 and were as recent as April 1941, Eveline liked to keep up to date with the news, she knew Bristol had been badly done by, although the bombings were not widely written about. The Temple Meads station was badly damaged as well, but now functioned somewhat. Hundreds of people had been killed and hundreds injured, but thousands were now left homeless.
 
   “You look far away,” Theodore’s voice gently brought Eveline back from her thoughts. Smiling tenderly she curled a lock of hair behind her ear.
 
   “I just cannot get over the destruction, it’s really shocking, nothing like the portrayal in the papers.”
 
   “The government doesn’t want public morale to decrease even more than it already has,” replied Theodore, his gaze falling to her lone hand, sitting on the leather seat.
 
   “The government is meant to be on our side,” sighed Eveline.
 
   “Love, the best lesson you can learn is to never trust the government,” laughed the taxi driver. “Little to no help from them, hospital’s and churches are full with the homeless, the city has changed, and the mood is dark and melancholy.”
 
   “I can understand why,” replied Eveline just as the taxi stopped nearby to the cathedral. Theodore paid the taxi driver and offered him good luck before getting out and hopping round to open Eveline’s door.
 
   “Oh, thank you,” muttered Eveline as she stepped out onto the street before the cathedral. As Theodore got the luggage, Eveline crossed the street to the entrance of the cathedral, and looked up at its magnificent architectural structure and smiled inwardly, it was indeed beautiful. Theodore found her and set down their cases and looked up.
 
   “Just how I remember it,” he spoke out loud, looking around at Eveline whose face looked mesmerized.
 
   “You’ve been here before?” she asked her eyes glued to the building, gazing at the medieval arch.
 
   “Yes, actually I’m a friend of the vicar, John is his name,” mentioned Theodore lightly.
 
   “Oh, well that’s, interesting,” smiled Eveline, “shall we go in?”
 
   “Off course, you go on I’ll take our luggage and set it in the office,” replied Theodore, heading off toward a small room to the left, leaving Eveline by herself. Entering into the nave, Eveline walked slowly from the west end of the cathedral toward the choir screen in the middle. Eyes fixed on the beautifully craved out ceiling, it reminded her of the trees that flanked the lake of Keswick. As Eveline moved toward the centre of the church she heard footsteps behind her and turned to find Theodore making his way to her smiling and lifting his arms into the air.
 
   “Such beauty!” he demanded proudly, turning about in a circle. “I never bore of this magnificent church.”
 
   “You are quite obviously stricken with ecstasy!” laughed Eveline, waiting for Theodore to come to her side. Theodore leaned into her ear a little and whispered;
 
   “Shush you can’t say ecstasy in a church dear,” he chuckled. Eveline tried not to feel the warmth that spread throughout her as he leaned into her intimately.
 
   “Oh, sorry, didn’t mean to offend God,” she smiled.
 
   “God is not offended by you, I assure you,” answered Theodore firmly taking her hand in his arm and leading her on toward the Elder Lady Chapel.
 
   “I am sure he cares not a whit for me,” Eveline went on as they both walked along the red carpet.
 
   “Now why would you think that?” asked Theodore brightly.
 
   “Because I care not a whit for him,” she replied frankly, feeling a deep grudge arise, she was never a firm believer in God and life had never taught her to believe in a higher presence, she just accepted life as it was a beginning and end with hills in between.
 
   “You cannot be serious?” asked Theodore seriously, looking down at her in all earnest.
 
   “You find it strange that someone like me should care not for religion?” replied Eveline now standing at the altar of the chapel taking in the carved animals.
 
   “Not strange as such, just ironic,” murmured Theodore.
 
   “How is it ironic?”        
 
   “Forgive me I didn’t mean ironic just, well I haven’t met many women who are well atheists, its well new for me,” answered Theodore.
 
   “I’m guessing you are religious?” Eveline asked as Theodore led them away from the chapel toward the nave altar.
 
   “It’s complicated,” retorted Theodore looking toward the altar intently.
 
   “How so?”
 
   “Well I believe in God that much is true, but I also believe that he is much more than man has made him to be.”
 
   “As strange as this may sound, I understand a little,” smiled Eveline.
 
   “What is your understanding?” asked Theodore making for the high altar Eveline in toe.
 
   “Well, I suppose we limit God to what works for us, that’s how churches have so much power am I right?” she turned and looked to Theodore who looked puzzled.
 
   “I suppose you are right,” he replied meekly, God is so much more he thought to himself.
 
   “What I’m trying to say very in articulately is that God if He is real is more than our image of Him, we limit him in our ideologies, imagine if we didn’t, what kind of God would He be then?” said Eveline softly.
 
   “A very great God, beyond the reaches of our understanding,” came the voice of a stranger who walked out to meet them. Theodore suddenly let go of Eveline’s arm and hugged what looked like the vicar.
 
   “John!” beamed Theodore his face alit with happiness at the meeting of his old and wisest of friends, one of his kindred.
 
   “Theodore my friend it’s been such a long time, I thought you were in Tripoli? When did you return?” John asked, releasing him from his hug but keeping his hands on Theodores shoulder tenderly as a father would his son.
 
   “Oh I was injured and have only just returned and made a friend along the way,” replied Theodore glancing across to Eveline who stood smiling at the pair.
 
   “Ah yes, I believe your friend has a wise head upon her shoulders,” remarked the vicar making his way over to her holding out his hand. Eveline clasped the vicar’s hand in her own and smiled into his deep blue eyes, eyes very similar to Theodores.
 
   “I wouldn’t say wise exactly,” answered Eveline shyly lowering her eyes as the vicar took notice of them.
 
   “And who are you?” he asked carefully, looking at Theodore with a questioning glare.
 
   “My name is Eveline sir,” replied Eveline shielding her eyes with her long eyelashes, embarrassed and red faced.
 
   “There is no need to shield your eyes from me child, it is a rare sight, a beautiful miracle,” soothed the vicar turning from Theodore toward the shy young woman, whose auburn curls fell about her heart shaped face.
 
   “It’s alright Eveline, John means no harm and he is right,” he walked over towards Eveline and gently titled her chin up to meet his gaze. “It is a beautiful miracle, you shouldn’t feel ashamed.”
 
   “My friends and neighbours are so used to my eyes I had quite forgotten that down here people would look at me oddly,” whispered Eveline looking up into Theodore’s blue eyes.
 
   “Come child let me see you,” asked the vicar, gently intervening. The vicar let out a silent gasp as Eveline looked into his eyes shyly. “Don’t worry I won’t bite,” smiled John letting his gaze drop from Eveline.
 
   “I know, Theodore wouldn’t let you bite me anyway,” she chuckled softly.
 
   “She’s right, I’ve taken her completely under my wing for today,” blurted out Theodore proudly nodding to the vicar.
 
   “Well, now Eveline why don’t I let you come and meet my wife Georgiana, she’s in the vestry making up the flowers for this afternoons wedding,” beamed John taking Eveline’s arm into his own and leading her to his wife, who was standing on a stool fixing some roses into place. Georgiana looked down from her work and met her husband’s gaze and then Eveline’s and nearly fell off.
 
   “Watch out dearest you don’t want to enter Heaven’s realm before Emily’s wedding,” laughed John, leaving Eveline’s side to help bring his wife down. Georgiana patted away her husband’s hand and stepped down from the stool and walked toward Eveline.
 
   “My dear, how nice it is to finally meet you,” she cooed.
 
   “Finally?” blurted Eveline looking from John to Georgiana a little confused.
 
   “Forgive me, honestly wedding stress it does strange things to you, it is lovely to meet you, now have you both had lunch?” Georgina looked to Theodore who held up his hands.
 
   “Guilty,” he smiled his face lop sided.
 
   “Honestly just like you to have no lunch Theodore,” Georgiana scolded. “Come Eveline we will make some nice sandwiches and you can tell me all about yourself, whilst my husband and Theodore catch up.” 
 
   Georgiana smiled to her husband before leading Eveline back up the nave towards a secret exit that led onto the gardens towards the vicarage. Eveline didn’t get a chance to say goodbye to Theodore, but followed the vicar’s wife merrily, she seemed like a lovely middle aged woman. The vicarage was small and homely, surrounded by what Eveline would have envisioned as lovely gardens. Upon entering the house, Georgiana took off her shoes and bid Eveline do the same. Once unshed, Eveline followed Georgiana into the kitchen and sat down at the oak table. Georgiana busied herself with making a pot of tea and sandwiches all the while making conversation with the shy Eveline.
 
   “Well now what brings you to our lovely church with Theodore of all people?” asked the vicar’s wife, pouring hot water into the pot. Eveline closed her eyes briefly and let the smell of the tea leafs fill her senses before answering.
 
   “I am on my way to Bath to meet my grandmother, I met your friend on the train and ever since we have been in one another’s company,” replied a slightly drained Eveline.
 
   “Well what a lovely surprise, I haven’t seen Theodore in oh, at least two years,” smiled Georgiana coming to sit down opposite Eveline with a tray.
 
   “Would you like any help?” Eveline asked, needing to do something to distract Georgiana’s eyes from her own.
 
   “You must forgive me, you must get this a lot but your eyes, they are beautiful, stunning, even I have never seen the like before,” replied Georgiana her cheeks flushed with shame.
 
   “Well in Keswick they are used to my strange looks, but down here well its different, but I mostly am unaware of it until someone looks at me,” answered Eveline bluntly. “It is alright though you may look but beware I am slightly shy,” she laughed.
 
   “Oh I think you have more gumption than you let on my dear,” beamed Georgiana. “I think I hear our men,” pondered Georgiana upon hearing footsteps at the front door. Bending her chair over toward the doorway, Georgiana spied her husband and friend coming in, “remember shoes!” she yelled at them.
 
   “Yes wifey!” replied John merrily taking off his shoes quickly upon smelling the sandwiches. Theodore followed suite and happily found Georgiana and Eveline sitting talking at the table.
 
   “I was just saying dearest that I could take Theodore and Eveline to Bath later, I thought maybe they would like to stay and watch the wedding of the year?” asked John rolling his eyes at Theodore before sitting down beside his wife and taking a cup of tea from her.
 
   “Oh John that would be lovely! What do you say Eveline? Do you like weddings?” asked Georgiana. Everyone turned to look at Eveline who went a little red at the cheeks.
 
   “Off course I love weddings what woman doesn’t?” she replied happily.
 
   “I knew she would!” muttered Theodore gazing at her warmly.
 
   “Brilliant!” clapped the vicar “now let’s say a prayer”.
 
    
 
   *
 
    
 
   After much talking and debating the group retired to the sitting room for some rest before the upcoming nuptials. Georgiana sat with her sowing and Eveline with a book whilst Theodore and John played chess in the corner, sipping a brandy each. Every so often Eveline caught Theodore’s gaze and warmly returned his smile as though signalling that she was very content in front of the fire, reading and talking with Mrs Brown. Theodore however looked exasperated with John who was winning by a long shot, Eveline offered him a sympathetic smile and Theodore rolled his eyes in sarcasm bringing a giggle to her lips.
 
   “So, what are you reading dear?” asked Georgiana her eyes on her current project which looked to be a Christmas jumper, all be it a very deformed Christmas jumper.
 
   “Marcus Aurelius’ meditations,” replied Eveline lowering the book to her knees.
 
   “Oh I love Aurelius, I’m a bit of a philosopher myself,” she winked at Eveline. “Everybody thinks it is my husband that has the brains, but I will let you into a secret my dear.”
 
   Eveline drew close mainly because Georgiana stopped her work and drew her head in.
 
   “Yes?”
 
   “I went to Oxford!” smiled Georgiana. “Studied English and Philosophy, that’s where I met my husband, took him all but three years to realise he was in love with me!” she laughed throwing back her head of grey curls and resting a hand on her bosom.
 
   “Really!” choked Eveline. “Gosh how lucky you were! I would give anything to go to Oxford or Cambridge, but I hear only a few women get through.”
 
   “Your right I was lucky, we few who are blessed with education often forget what a gift it is and that we owe it to everyone to make sure that all are allowed such privileges,” lectured Mrs. Brown happily returning back to her work, her cheeks plump and rosy.
 
   “You would get on well with my grandmother,” smiled Eveline looking down at her book once more.
 
   “Oh and what does she do?” asked Georgiana. Eveline blushed slightly and without thinking turned and found Theodore’s eyes upon her own a roguish grin on his face.
 
   “Oh well she is, well she is an author,” choked Eveline trying to ignore Theodore’s gaze.
 
   “Oh really how intriguing and what genre does she ascertain too?” went on Georgiana happily content sewing and keeping her eyes and fingers busy.
 
   “Em, well,” spat Eveline.
 
   “Go on Eveline no need to be shy,” bolstered Theodore, prompting John to look up from the chess board with interest, resting his head in his palms.
 
   “She writes gothic romances,” blurted out Eveline.
 
   “Say that again dear,” announced Georgiana looking up from her work.
 
   “You know very well what she said!” smiled John winking at Eveline.
 
   “Oh well you know, age does funny things to your hearing,” moaned Georgiana. “Gothic you say, well now isn’t that…, interesting”
 
   “Yes, I have never in my life time read a gothic romance,” Theodore laid a dramatic hand on his heart. “But upon my soul I think they are meant to be very fanciful and full of ardent lovers and tragic circumstances,” he smiled winking at Eveline who returned his teasing with a stern gaze.
 
   “Theodore stop teasing your young friend so,” scolded John who returned his eyes to the board and moved a king.
 
   “Well Theodore, I have read several gothic romances in my time and I happened to like them all,” argued Georgiana smiling across at Eveline hoping to put her at ease, despite never reading one gothic romance novel in her life. Both John and Theodore stopped what they were doing and looked over at the prim and proper Georgiana with shocked faces then looked at each other with confused expressions before coughing away any remnants of awkwardness. Eveline laughed into her hand.
 
   “I love a good solid love story, nothing like ardent lovers and tragic tales,” Georgiana went on “I say most women love to dive into the dark depths of romance.”
 
   “My dear I have never once seen you read a romance novel,” quipped John his face red with embarrassment.
 
   “That’s because I keep them hidden away from your prying eyes, why Hilda and I on several occasions read a romance novel and many times discussed them over a pot of tea down at chitticks café,” choked Georgiana her lies ever exploding before her eyes. Both men decided enough was enough and dived back into their game of chess too red faced to look at the women who hide their smiles behind their hands.
 
   “Thank you,” whispered Eveline realising what Mrs Brown had done for her.
 
   “Tush it is no problem dearest, taught that young kipper a lesson,” laughed Georgiana before returning to her jumper.
 
   When the grandfather clocked struck four, the group arose from their activities and made for the wedding that was due to begin in thirty minutes.
 
   “Now dear do you have a cardigan or warm coat, it gets awfully chilly in the church,” asked Georgiana who was being helped into her own coat by the vicar who was already dressed and ready to go, bible under his arm.
 
   “Yes I have a coat and scarf with me,” replied Eveline looking about for her coat, hat, gloves and scarf.
 
   “Here I have them,” announced Theodore from behind, holding the coat open for Eveline to slip into.
 
   “Oh thank you,” she muttered, keeping her eyes away from his own. Eveline reached out for her scarf, gloves and hat but was brushed away.
 
   “No need,” smiled Theodore wrapping her scarf about her gently before placing her hat on her auburn curls, looking down into her golden eyes. Eveline noticed a frown on the vicar’s face as he watched the intimate gesture and looked away embarrassed. Theodore looked at the leather gloves and realised it was a lost cause trying to help her into them and so shoved them into her hands and walked off, giving John a long look of apology. Eveline and Theodore kept themselves apart as they entered the beautifully lit cathedral which was now full of guests who began to claim seats. John kissed his wife and bid Theodore and Eveline goodbye as he went to the front to join the guests, hugging what looked to be the groom who was walking back and forth obviously nervous.
 
   “The cathedral is beautifully lit,” whispered Eveline to Georgiana who was looking about for a comfortable but quiet place to sit.
 
   “Yes some helpers come in a light the candles, you know we haven’t had much weddings really in the last year with all the raids, but they are a nice reminder that love and happiness still exist within such tragic situations,” beamed Georgiana finding Theodore and Eveline two seats a little bit back from the front but not too far away so they could both watch the ceremony. “Now, I have to go and say hello to some of our guests, I will see you in a short while.” Georgiana rushed off leaving Theodore and Eveline sitting in silence.
 
   “So, enjoying Bristol?” asked Theodore awkwardly keeping his eyes on the high altar.
 
   “Yes I think so, your friends are very kind, thank you for letting me meet them,” smiled Eveline hugging her coat close to her as the cold air swirled about her legs.
 
   “Oh I didn’t expect to see them or to even be invited to their house but I suppose it was a nice treat, they have been awfully kind to me in the last few years, I owe them a lot,” he replied watching Eveline squirm about, shivering.
 
   “Yes I know the feeling, my grandmother has been so kind to me, putting up with my moods and what not after my parents death, I forgot she was grieving too,” moaned Eveline feeling a little bit guilty.
 
   “I’m sure she doesn’t see it that way at all,” replied Theodore warmly “grief does strange things to you, in a way it makes you quite selfish and it isolates you.”
 
   “You sound like you know it well,” asked Eveline.
 
   “Well yes I suppose I do in a way,” replied Theodore sadly.
 
   “And what about your parents?” Eveline asked quietly looking up at his face.
 
   “I haven’t seen them in a long time,” answered Theodore.
 
   “Oh, did you part on bad terms?” enquired Eveline keeping her tone calm and kind.
 
   “Not really no, I was consigned to the army and never had much time to visit them, I still write to them occasionally.” 
 
   “Do you have any siblings?”
 
   “No, I am a lonely child,” Theodore smiled.
 
   “Same.”
 
   “Thought as much.”
 
   “Will you excuse me a minute I have to go to the toilet,” smiled Theodore getting up.
 
   “Oh no, go ahead,” Eveline replied awkwardly feeling as though Theodore wanted to dodge their conversation. Eveline watched as Theodore edged out of the aisle and made for the back of the church just as the procession music started and the guests began to stand up waiting for the bride. As the hymn I Was Glad began, Eveline rose with the guests and turned to watch the young bride enter the church on the arm of her father. The organ’s music filled the church and sent a shiver down Eveline’s body as she watched the four bridesmaids walk down the aisle in soft pink dresses decorated with flowers. Eveline turned to look at the choir, singing beautifully and smiled. John stood at the high altar smiling down at the bridesmaids who paced slowly up the aisle. As Eveline turned she noticed Theodore was at her side with a tartan rug in his arms.
 
   “Thought it would keep you warm,” he whispered into her ear, his warm blue eyes filled with kindness.
 
   “Thank you,” replied Eveline shyly not able to meet his gaze.
 
   “Come you’ll miss the bride, gosh is she wearing champagne pink?” muttered a shocked Theodore. “Aren’t you supposed to wear white or ivory?”
 
   “Well yes you are,” replied Eveline figuratively eyeing the bride with intrigue, it really was a beautiful dress, champagne pink with delicately woven flowers that shimmered with gold thread. Her beautiful ivory orchids were tied with champagne pink ribbon and fell to her knees. Her thin rose coloured veil fell upon her gently, shielding the roses in her hair perfectly. Eveline slightly envied the woman, whose eyes were glistening with tears as she eyed her husband to be, clutching onto her papa’s hand tightly, her pink slippered feet making their way to the centre of the church. A strand of the dying daylight hit the brides dress creating a lovely contrast between the sunset and candle lit cathedral making Eveline feel slightly emotional, barely registering that Theodores arm was about her shoulder, holding her to him closely. As the bride met her husband to be at the altar the music ended and the guests took their seats as John began the service. Theodore dropped his arm as they sat down, but carefully unfolded the blanket and laid it over Eveline’s legs, tucking it in around her, watching her pale face redden slightly at the touch. Theodore knew he was testing his boundaries but it was hard in such a romantic setting as this to not want to comfort the one woman he had loved all his life, well his life on earth. Theodore fully understood why such a union was forbidden, but his logical mind had been in conflict with his heart for the last few years. Shaking himself out of his thoughts Theodore drew himself back into reality glancing at Eveline’s face as she looked on at the loved up couple making their vows to one another.
 
   “I, Emily Margaret Worthing, take you, Charles Alexander Wesley to be my husband, to have and to hold, from this day forward; for better, for worse, for richer, for poorer, in sickness and in health, to love and to cherish,” the bride uttered softly, “ till death us do part”. Emily touched her fiancés hand tenderly as she looked into his brown, glistening eyes. Charles covered Emily’s slight hand with his own as he made his vows.
 
   “I, Charles Alexander Wesley, take you, Emily Margaret Worthing to be my wife, to have and to hold, from this day forward; for better, for worse, for richer, for poorer, in sickness and in health, to love and to cherish, till death us do part”. 
 
   “May I have the rings?” asked John smiling down at the couple. Richard, Charles best man stood forward giving the rings to the vicar before retiring to his seat.
 
   “Heavenly Father, by your blessing let these rings be to Charles and Emily a symbol of unending love and faithfulness, to remind them of the vow and covenant which they have made this day through Jesus Christ out Lord. Amen.” The congregation in unison murmured, “Amen”. Charles placed Emily’s ring on her fourth finger, laughing as it got stuck but eventually passing it over her knuckle and holding her hand tightly before saying,
 
   “Emily, I give you this ring as a sign of our marriage. With my body I honour you, all that I am I give to you, and all that I have I share with you, within the love of God, Father, Son and Holy Spirit”. Emily then took Charles ring from the vicar and placed it on his fourth finger with ease before gently keeping it in her own, her round green eyes gazing up into his own brown eyes.
 
   “Charles, I give you this ring as a sign of our marriage. With my body I honour you, all that I am I give to you, and all that I have I share with you, within the love of God, Father, Son and Holy Spirit”. Emily and Charles smiled at one another as John proclaimed to the congregation.
 
   “In the presence of God, and before this congregation, Charles and Emily have given their consent and made their marriage vows to each other. They have declared their marriage by the joining of hands and by the giving and receiving of rings. I therefore proclaim that they are husband and wife”. Stifled sobs echoed within the cathedral as the vicar joined the couple’s right hands together and said aloud.
 
   “Those whom God has joined together let no one put asunder”, before the crowd burst into applause and the couple kissed passionately. After several moments, the crowd sat back down as the couple knelt before the altar. John turned to face the altar raising his arms high into the air.
 
   “Blessed are you, O Lord our God, for you have created joy and gladness, pleasure and delight, love, peace and fellowship…,” Theodore bent down to Eveline’s ear and whispered gently, his warm breathe covering her face delicately.
 
   “It is rather moving this whole wedding extravaganza,” said Eveline, who wiped away a tear and turned up to Theodore and nodded.
 
   “Yes it is rather.” After a moment Theodore bent down again. “Do you hope to marry someday?” he asked softly his eyes upon the couple at the front.
 
   “Oh I don’t know,” whispered Eveline turning also to face the couple at the front.
 
   “Do you have a bow?” asked Theodore curious to know.
 
   “A bow?” replied Eveline quietly.
 
   “Yes someone you love?”
 
   “Well, well it’s complicated,” she muttered. Theodore felt a pain sore through him at her words, complicated, did that mean yes? Because he certainly didn’t know about any lover, but he thought to himself, he had been gone from Keswick for over three years, who knows what Eveline had been up to in all that time. Inwardly Theodore punched himself, how could he have been so silly not to think that the beautiful Eveline would someday be the apple for some man’s eye. God, he thought to himself, how would he cope? Actually how would his boss cope?
 
   “Theodore?” Eveline murmured looking at him with a concerned face, “are you alright you look ill?”
 
   “Ill? No, no I’m fine honestly,” choked Theodore looking ahead at John.
 
   “God the Father, God the Son, God the Holy Spirit, bless, preserve and keep you; the Lord mercifully grant you the riches of is grace, that you may please him both in body and soul, and, living together in faith and love, may receive the blessings of eternal life.” John declared loudly to the guests before the congregation muttered, “Amen” together. The organ and choir struck up another song as the couple went to sign the register. The guests began to whisper and talk whilst the music played.
 
   “So who is he?” questioned Theodore rather harshly, quickly coughing to cover up his jealousy, how could he expect Eveline to feel the same, she had only met him today and anyway, he shook his head violently, it wasn’t allowed, in no way, absolutely no way was he allowed to even utter the words, because if he did he would pay with his life and that would be a regrettable mistake.
 
   “Oh the son of the rector actually,” smiled Eveline at the thought of William Botsworth, slightly shorter than Theodore and less handsome, but smart, quick and kind, they had been best friends growing up and although she didn’t love him with a passion, more a brotherly affection, she knew he was ardently in love with her and she had come to realise that the whole town collectively agreed that they would marry someday soon when William arrived home from the war.
 
   “How ironic,” coughed Theodore, “so what does he do? How did you meet?”
 
   Eveline’s face beamed at the thought of her dear William, it helped take her mind of the handsome stranger who sat beside her, his arm resting behind her on the bench.
 
   “Well he is the local teacher but he’s been away fighting, I haven’t seen him in eighteen months,” she replied her eyes glistening slightly at the memory of his faithful face. “We grew up together really and I expect everyone thought we would end up marrying at some point.”
 
   Grew up together? Thought Theodore to himself trying to remember Eveline’s male friends, she has many being the tom boy she was; could it have been the lanky, brown haired boy that clung to her sides during her sword play activities, he pondered this thought, looking up heavenward. 
 
   “And you? Do you have a…, bow?” asked Eveline nervously not really wanting an answer. Theodore thought about the question, should he lie and make her jealous or should he be truthful? Well to be fair he had been lying to her from the moment they met but that was business he had no other option, maybe by saying yes he could analyse her response and see if she felt pained by his having a love interest?
 
   “Yes,” he blurted out suddenly, watching Eveline’s eyes grow slightly dull with emotion that quickly turned to happiness, was this a betrayal of how she really felt? He would never know and it wouldn’t do him any good in knowing he was already past his limits.
 
   “What is her name?” asked Eveline withdrawing her eyes from Theodore to gaze around at the guests who were now mingling amongst themselves.
 
   “Her name is…,” choked Theodore. “Isabella.”
 
   “What a lovely name, and when did you meet?” prompted Eveline turning her gloves around in her hands.
 
   “When I…, was injured,” answered Theodore sharply, lying was really against his nature it was odd.
 
   “Oh how romantic,” cooed Eveline her eyes somewhere else.
 
   “I suppose so,” muttered Theodore.
 
   “So she is a nurse?” Eveline went on.
 
   “Yes, yes she is a nurse and a pretty fine one at that!” coughed Theodore. “ Striking lass really, tall, long brown hair and brown eyes, the kind of eyes you just melt into you know?” he asked his brows pointed. Eveline felt a flare of jealousy rise within her, she began to feel slightly defensive of William.
 
   “Yes, I know exactly what you mean, when William reads to me in the evenings, sometimes I find myself melting into his eyes,” lied Eveline watching Theodore’s back straighten.
 
   “And the softness of her features,” Theodore went on trying to act as those he was a desperate Romeo missing his Juliet.
 
   “His square jaw,” drivelled Eveline thinking of Theodore’s square jaw.
 
   “Her lush red lips,” Theodore blurted out looking down at Eveline’s fine lips.
 
   “His gentle hands, sculpted for the piano,” declared Eveline sharply.
 
   “Her darling feet just made for bouncing about…,” mumbled Theodore annoyed. Eveline fixed Theodore with a confused expression. “You know to bounce about on the…, on the…, bed!” demanded Theodore instantly regretting his choice of words.
 
   “Bed?” blushed Eveline jumping to conclusions and feeling as though she had been slapped in the face, soundly.
 
   “Yes,” choked Theodore. “You know the patients bed,” he drawled out wishing the bride and groom would hurry up and sign the blasted registrar. 
 
   “I think I know what you mean,” replied Eveline harshly before turning away in silence, trying to hide her inner turmoil. 
 
   “Yes well that’s brilliant for you,” spat Theodore turning the opposite direction and finding he was now looking at a wall, sighing he turned round again and watched the bride and groom finally re-enter the church, holding hands and following John back towards the high altar.
 
   “Oh good they have come back,” muttered Eveline.
 
   “Wonderful,” huffed Theodore loudly, folding his arms tightly. John quickly looked down from the altar towards Theodore and Eveline and frowned at them, unnoticed by Eveline but noticed by Theodore who groaned inwardly feeling a lecture was to come. The congregation stood and watched as the bridal party made to leave the church, John leading them out. Theodore and Eveline sat and watched the guests follow the wedding party out, until the church was empty and quiet. Eveline smiled as she folded up the rug and handed it to Theodore before getting up and making her way up the aisle towards the high altar, leaving Theodore feeling guilty and alone. The candles illuminated her soft auburn curls as she softly walked up the aisle, her long legs swaying. 
 
   Eveline knew his eyes were on her as she walked up to inspect the flowers, passing the choir boys, some of whom upon looking at her golden eyes messed up there words. Smiling at the choir, Eveline reached the flowers which stood above her slightly, reaching up she touched a pink rose lowering it down so that she could smell it. The beautiful scent filled her senses and she closed her eyes trying to calm herself down. It was outrageous to feel jealous of Isabella, and yet she did, forget William, her faithful friend, she wanted to be Theodore’s love interest, despite them only meeting this very day. She couldn’t rationalise her feelings, couldn’t analyse them in a way that made any sense to her, she just felt like Theodore stood out above every man she had ever met, he felt as though he was from a different time and place. Off course he was slightly childish at times, but in all sincerity he was a wise man, full of worldly knowledge and in possession of a kind and compassionate heart. A tiny bud of water fell from her eye as she sniffed slightly, her right hand holding on to her stomach as she tried to breath. Today had been strange, she had felt strange ever since her grandmother’s letter and the dream. Weirdly she thought to herself, this very altar reminded her of that strange and almost real dream. The presence of the strange God like man felt similar to Theodore’s presence, warm and inviting. Opening her golden eyes, Eveline gazed up at the beautiful ceiling that reminded her of the trees that lay about the lake at Keswick and smiled deeply, feeling her body calm and relax.
 
   “I’m sorry,” Theodore apologised, coming up behind Eveline and laying a hand on her shoulder gazing down upon her beautiful, long and pale neck, hiding behind her thick, auburn curls that sat upon her delicate shoulders. Eveline shook at the touch but stayed still only turning her face to him slightly as he came closer to her. 
 
   “You have nothing to apologise for,” she whispered, letting her hands fall to her sides, brushing against her green skirt. Theodore’s hand fell away and ever so gently, nearly touched her own hand. Silently he let his hands hoover over her own, thin and petite hands, wondering if she could feel the same, incredible, almost spiritual feeling that flowed within him. Maybe it was different for him, considering his heritage, maybe she felt things differently, but they were both different from those around them, and so really they were much more alike than un alike. For a wild moment, Theodore felt as though his true identity would be revealed as an inner glow warmed him.
 
   “I was rude,” he replied gently, his breathe winding its way in between her curls.
 
   “So was I,” answered Eveline, her heart thudding.
 
   “I am glad you are loved Eveline, when we part ways I shall be happy to know that you will be loved and looked after,” Theodore whispered, his eyelashes lowering.
 
   “And I you,” mumbled Eveline, trying so hard to feel optimistic. Theodore studied Eveline’s hair, it seemed to be pinned up into curls, he wondered how long it actually was were the pins to fall out.
 
   “How long is your hair?” he inadvertly spoke aloud, instantly cowering back in embarrassment.
 
   “Why do you ask?” replied Eveline feeling his cautiousness, the air tightening around them.
 
   “I.., it’s just quite beautiful,” he murmured, lifting his right hand, and sweetly tracing her hair with his index finger. Eveline didn’t know what to say to Theodore, the moment grew dark and intimate, it felt beautiful but inappropriate, especially as she was bound to another and he also, it seemed standing in front of an altar before God, flirting with another man, was somehow morally wrong. 
 
   “Like Isabella’s?” she retorted knowing this would pain him and force him to stand away. Theodore dropped his fingers understanding her unspoken plea.
 
   “Sorry,” he whispered aloud, backing away and turning to find John closing the cathedral doors behind him, not looking at Theodore. Eveline instantly felt the cathedral darken, she didn’t know why but she suddenly felt as though the tide had changed.
 
   “Theodore,” she whispered turning slowly. Theodore stood still, looking down the long nave of the cathedral not turning to Eveline just holding out his hand to her. Without asking or thinking she took it and stood behind him carefully.
 
   “Eveline, stay beside me, whatever you do, do not let go of my hand,” he commanded, his eyes still on his friend who now joined his wife. “Friend, why do you close the doors?” Theodore asked John, who looked nervous.
 
   “I’m sorry Theodore I had no choice,” pleaded John, his wife clinging to him.
 
   “I don’t understand?” replied Theodore checking his surroundings, suddenly aware of tall figures descending from the walls, heavily cloaked and hidden beneath hoods. Eveline followed his gaze and stepped in closer to Theodore, frightened.
 
   “Theodore, who are they?” she whispered urgently as the cloaked figures began to encircle them slowly, making no noise.
 
   “He came to me last night, he’s been following you, I’m sorry. I should have protected you, I didn’t know that she would be here as well, if I had known,” John stuttered backing away from one of the hooded figures who stood before him. Georgiana shrieked as her husband was taken by the throat and lifted up into the air.
 
   “My how time flies!” Laughed a dark and insidious voice coming from the cloaked figure, now strangling John.
 
   “Let him go!” demanded Theodore now taking Eveline and making his way towards his friend, his eyes on Georgiana who was screeching at the top of her lungs, begging for mercy.
 
   “Please, I beg of you, kill me not John, please,” she pleaded falling to her knees crying, her hands outstretched, watching as John’s face paled, his cries becoming quieter and quieter, turning into moans before he stilled. “No!” cried Georgiana as the clocked figure flung John from his presence onto the hard and cold marble floor. Georgiana crawled to his side, leaning over his body, weeping. Theodore stopped, holding Eveline close to him and looked over at the dead corpse and stood still.
 
   “How did you find me?” Theodore asked coldly, his body straightening. The figure turned and revealed himself to Theodore and Eveline. Instead of facing a monster, Eveline found herself facing a man, yet not a man, for he was not human and yet he had the image of a human. The man was beautifully sculpted, his eyes black, his hair white. Eveline felt a shiver of terror run down her spine, his beauty was deceiving, for his eyes were as black as the night’s sky and terrifying, how was it that such beauty could terrify a person to their core?
 
   “How simple you are, do you not realise Cael…, we are,” he waved his long arms around him, Eveline followed his gaze and watched in horror as gargoyles, high up on the ceiling began to move and change into men similar to those that now encircled them, “everywhere.”
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   Theodore could feel Eveline’s confusion at his given name and fear of the demons that now encircled them; off course she was confused anyone would be, but she, she was a prize above all other prizes to demons like Lagmar, one of the five guards of the valley, a vale in which the dark lord Lagar ruled, in Christian terms, hell. The five guards of the valley, were usually the highest ranking of demons, they occupied their time by seeking out enemies, and more importantly were tasked with assassinating members of the royal family of Heaven which included the children of Heiden and those of his bloodline, which were few. Eveline was right when she talked about man’s ability to limit God to his own understanding or agenda, the same could also be said of Lagar, or Lucifer the God of Darkness and Lord of Death. The portrayal that humanity had concocted of Hell was a far nicer contemplation than the actual kingdom itself. Hell was not a place shrouded in fire, it had evolved way beyond the concept of man. Those who fought on the side of Lagar during the battle of the heavens, now claimed a new part of the universe as their own, a new kingdom, ruled by Lagar, far more foul than the human version of Hell. Those condemned to Lagar’s kingdom were not burned by fire they were possessed by fire.
 
   “Theodore, what is going on?” cried Eveline her cold body overtaken by tremors of fear.
 
   “I will explain later,” he whispered turning to Eveline and looking down into her eyes strangely. “I need you to do something for me,” he urged.
 
   “What?” she asked nervously, keeping her eyes on him despite feeling the presence of the attackers close by.
 
   “I need you to hide behind that altar until I tell you to come out, understand?” he asked sharply keeping her hands within his, moist with sweat.
 
   “But what about you?” she replied urgently noticing that the beautiful demon was edging towards her, his sharp black eyes on Theodore.
 
   “Don’t worry about me, I can sort this,” he uttered turning to watch Lagmar before quickly turning to Eveline once more. “Do you trust me?” he asked seriously.
 
   “Out of everyone here, yes,” she answered plainly, the cries of Georgiana filling the darkened cathedral.
 
   “Then do as I say,” he commanded forcing her away and flinging himself toward the nearest demon. Eveline fell onto the marble floor hurting her knees, but quickly stood up and made a bee line for the high altar before a huge noise erupted within the cathedral causing her to turn her eye at the doors, which fell open. Tripping back onto her bottom, Eveline, strands of hair falling about her face looked at what appeared to be a group of men, dressed not unalike Theodore, bursting into the cathedral, taking off their hats and stepping forward. The man at the front of the group, tall and equally as striking yet not in a terrifying manner, smiled briefly at her before turning his what appeared to be blue eyes upon Theodore.
 
   “Tut tut Lagmar a bit beneath your belt isn’t it, invading a cathedral, I mean how did you manage to get in? Did you say a prayer?” he mocked, his warm laugh filling the cathedral. Eveline looked at Theodore who was mere inches away from his opponent, his body becoming relaxed as he looked upon what seemed to be his kinsmen. Lagmar turned to face the man, his own henchmen following suite.
 
   “Galean, what a pleasure, did you not get the memo? Traitors are not allowed?” scoffed Lagmar, his high pitched laugh blocking out Galean’s.
 
   “Funny that, but nobody seemed to reach me, ah well what can be done?” he retorted, opening his coat to reveal what looked to be a sword, a beautiful sword, topped with jewels.
 
   “He’s mine!” hissed Lagmar edging closer to Galean.
 
   “I mean, if you fancy him, well how endearing but if you mean he’s yours to kill, well I’m sorry to disappoint, but my master would never allow such a thing to happen, and whilst were on the point, neither would the man in question,” Galean looked at Theodore and smiled, “long time, you left me on the field to fend for your human,” teased Galean to Theodore who now always producing a sword from his coat.
 
   “What can I say, when orders come, you have to oblige the sender,” joked Theodore, visibly relaxing in the presence of his friends.
 
   “Now,” hummed Galean, “what to do about the misfits?” he looked round at his three companions, all incredibly handsome and yet marked with a glint of menace. Galean raised his hands in the air, his sword hovering about his head. The three men all opened their coats to reveal swords, similar yet marked by different jewels.
 
   “I say we teach them some geography,” laughed the man closest to Galean. 
 
   “You’re right Ada, good idea, let’s teach these vermin the art of boundaries.” Replied Galean eyeing up the several demons who were now hissing loudly. Eveline watched on as Theodore produced a sword from his coat, pointing it at Lagmar’s back.
 
   “You may want to close your eyes,” he shouted to Eveline.
 
   “Why?” she shouted back loudly.
 
   “Because things are about to get bright!” laughed Galean, now pouncing on the nearest demon who had also unleashed a sword, only this sword was a deep red, almost the colour of fire, and it moved like fire observed a terrified Eveline now curled up on the floor. Eveline recoiled backwards as light met fire, as demon fought what seemed to her to be angels. A wind of hot air whirled about her as Theodore screamed out loud, “Run Eveline!” 
 
   Getting up, Eveline turned to find a demon was facing her his hands ready to meet her neck, suddenly as though all her years of sword fighting had come back in one horrid moment, she kicked him hard on the shin, although it seemed to do her more damage than him, it merely shocked him more than pained him. Eveline took her chance and clawed at his fire wielding sword, kicking him again.
 
   “What did I say about running!” belted Theodore not too far away, slicing his sword through one of the demons.
 
   “It’s pretty hard when you have one these god awful monsters staring you in the face and threatening you with imminent death!” cried out Eveline dancing around the man, who was trying to grab her.
 
   “Not a great time in which to use His name in vain!” retorted Theodore now thrashing a demon up against a pillar, causing large shards of marble to fall from above.
 
   “Women!” shouted Galean, now trailing a demon through a nearby aisle, “they never listen!”
 
   “Tell me about it!” laughed Theodore in between punches.
 
   “I heard that!” cried Eveline, who now seemed to be dancing from one chair to the next, carrying a really heavy sword that seemed to dance with her and against her simultaneously.
 
   “You should meet my sister,” moaned Ada as he strangled a demon to the ground, forcing his sword through his heart.
 
   “I already have,” teased Galean.
 
   “What?” shouted Ada now turning from the disappearing demon and looking at Galean with stricken eyes who was now fighting Lagmar alongside Theodore.
 
   “Come on Ada everyone knows!” laughed Theodore who lay under Lagmar, gasping for air.
 
   “How can you all laugh and joke when you are fighting!” cried Eveline punching the demon in the face, only to be slapped, immediately falling off her chair and into the next aisle, and knocking herself out.
 
   “Go to her!” cried Theodore, now reaching out to make a grab for his fallen sword which lay close by.
 
   “Gone and fallen in love angel!” spat Lagmar, his black eyes bearing into Theodore’s blue eyes, dilated with lack of air. “Oh how the mighty have fallen, what will your God do when he finds out?” he laughed.
 
   “Shut your foul mouth, demon!” cried Theodore, finding his sword and driving it through Lagmar’s blackened heart, watching him crumple to the ground, his body dispersing into ash. For a moment he lay flat, trying to get back his breathe before rolling onto his side looking for Eveline. Eveline’s eyes fluttered open slightly as she lay dazed, on her side looking through the aisle of seats. Straight before her she could see the steps that lead up to the high altar. As she looked up towards the table, she saw something move, she strained her eyes and locked her gaze upon what seemed to be a snake, black and red, long and thin, making its way towards her, its black eyes on her battered body.
 
   “Help!” she cried aloud, hoping someone would hear. The snake now slithered across the marbled floor, hissing. All at once an incredible light filled the church, forcing Eveline’s body to fly back, her head hitting the edge of a chair hard, knocking her out instantly, the last thing she saw was a figure close by, cloaked in a sky blue robe.
 
    Theodore, Galean, Ada, Bram and Peter shielded their eyes from the light until it dimmed to reveal the figure of Gabriel, now standing over Eveline, his eyes concerned. Turning his face towards the young angels he spoke aloud.
 
   “Remember your oaths. I cannot always be on hand to help, you must protect her, not only for her sake but for the sake of mankind and our kind.” Gabriel announced before he lifted his arms heavenward, slapping them together and disappearing, the cathedral returning back to its original state. Galean ran over to Eveline and picked her up.
 
   “Don’t worry I have her,”  he smiled, carrying an unconscious Eveline in his arms, her hair unpinned and falling about her, nearly touching the marbled floor. Theodore ran to Eveline. 
 
   “Is she alright?” he panted looking across at Galean.
 
   “You know this happens to me a lot back home, women just falling into my arms,” he winked at Ada, who gave him a black stare.
 
   “Funny,” retorted Theodore, taking Eveline from Galean and setting her down onto the marbled floor, stroking away the hair that covered her, beaten face. 
 
   “Her face!” he cried.
 
   “Will heal,” replied Galean calmly, “remember you are an angel, you are gifted with many healing powers and also a great sense of humour, although to be fair your damsel in distress has more power than the whole of the angels put together,” joked Galean standing back and letting Theodore get on with the healing. Breathing in deeply, Theodore laid his right hand on Eveline’s forehead and muttered something under his breathe. A golden light transferred itself from his hands onto her forehead, spreading down over her body and engulfing her in a beautiful golden glow.
 
   *
 
    
 
   Eveline fell into a strange dream, she was running through a beautiful garden protected by a very long wall. She found herself beside a lake, her eyes falling on a nearby island, desolate but for a single throne, which stood, under a very old, silver tree. A boat suddenly arose from the misty waters and made its way towards her. She realised she was naked but for her long hair, that covered her body. Barefoot, she stepped into the little boat and sat down. With her hand she commanded the boat to move forward and it obeyed, bringing her closer to the island that sat perched under, what seemed to be a range of snow covered mountains. As the boat drew up to the shore, a man came out from behind the tree, clad in gold, he seemed to Eveline to be familiar, she stretched her vision as much as she could, but the more she stretched the more she felt herself being pulled out of the dream.
 
   “Eveline,” came a cry. “Eveline can you hear me?” 
 
   Eveline roused from her dream and found herself gazing up at Theodore whose worried eyes sprang into life as she smiled up at him weakly.
 
   “Theodore your alive,” she whispered, now noticing three sets of blue eyes looking down at her, “and all of you too, whoever you all are,” She muttered.
 
   “Eveline, are you okay?” asked Theodore lifting her up into a sitting position.
 
   “Yes, funnily enough,” she let her left hand roam about her face, “although I could swear that thing punched me pretty hard,” she murmured, confused.
 
   “Well that and our incredible healing powers,” smiled Galean, his golden locks falling around him. For a moment both Galean and Eveline looked at one another a strangeness passing between them causing Galean to look away and leaving Eveline a little heavy for breathe.
 
   “What?” she whispered looking at Theodore for answers.
 
   “Well I have the gift of healing,” he answered softly. “I know this is all very confusing, but can we leave it until I get you to safety.” 
 
   “Alright,” she answered getting up and steading herself, looking around, the cathedral had undergone a radical transformation, from what was a war scene to its entire original state.
 
   “Galean, you need to attend to John and his wife,” ordered Theodore wrapping an arm about Eveline’s waist securely.
 
   “Alright commander,” smiled Galean walking away towards Georgiana, who lay atop her husband, dead. Eveline watched Galean as he performed some sort of ritual on the couple, he sang in a low and deep voice his hands hovering above them, drawing out what looked like a white light , faint and thin. Theodore put Eveline’s arm in his own and forced her away.
 
   “Come we need to leave, Galean and the others will sort the rest out,” Theodore explained turning to Ada. “We make for Bath, ensure we are not followed, I will meet you in three days’ time, you know where.”
 
   “Alright,” Ada nodded. “Will she be okay?” he asked shyly looking at Eveline hesitantly as though he was scared of her but also in awe of her.
 
   “Yes,” replied Theodore soundly.
 
   “Is it really her?” asked Bram, coming forward to look at her once more. Eveline suddenly felt self-conscious, she didn’t understand what they were talking about, but lowered her eyes to the floor in embarrassment. Theodore simply nodded and all at once the three angels kneeled before Eveline, bowing their heads.
 
   “Why are they doing that?” asked Eveline a little frightened. Theodore frowned at his friends.
 
   “I’m sorry for what I am about to do,” he whispered suddenly lifting a hand and swiping it before her eyes. Eveline fell lifeless into his arms. “Bram, you know what it is we have to do, she isn’t allowed to suspect anything, least one of Lagar’s lot finds her and uses her memory as a weapon,” yelled Theodore.
 
   “Sorry,” Bram apologised getting up from the floor, “I couldn’t help it, all these years we have been searching, I had almost given up hope, to finally see her, I…, I couldn’t help it.”
 
   “Come on Theodore we just saved your angelic ass, and you have removed all of this from her memory. There is no danger of her remembering now,” growled Galean coming back to the group.
 
   “You know how He would feel,” argued Theodore, holding Eveline in his arms gently.
 
   “Yes but He is busy elsewhere, and anyway He knows how devoted we are to the cause,” replied Galean.
 
   “You’re not meant to be here, you were cast out of Heaven, you should be in Meerin helping your father,” Theodore shouted.
 
   “I was given a penalty, anyway I was meant for Meerin, it seems my brothers are at war with one another again,” he sighed, rolling his eyes.
 
   “Yes, well that is where you should be now, helping your father, he needs you.” Theodore retorted leaning into Galean, looking at him intensely. “You know that’s what He would want, your father is a cherished friend, and his kingdom is in peril, so is hers,” he looked down at Eveline. “Even though she is unaware of any such existence.”
 
   “She will have to know sometime,” sighed Galean resolutely his mood suddenly changing.
 
   “That is not for us to decide, that is for Him to decide, we are merely her guardians until that time comes,” whispered Theodore his eyes softening as he watched the sleeping Eveline. Galean stood back, his head bowed.
 
   “I will stay until that time comes, don’t worry we will stay hidden, but be assured you are safe for the meantime,” smiled Galean. “Come let us take our leave.” Looking to his friends who nodded in agreement.
 
   “Three days’ time,” Theodore commanded his gaze upon his fellow men.
 
   “Three days.” Ada replied loudly, suddenly disappearing alongside the others, leaving Theodore alone with Eveline. Theodore bent his head again and looked down at Eveline and sighed, she was weak and pale. How would explain all of this? It nearly seemed preferable that she should remember everything that had just occurred.
 
   “Wake,” he uttered, watching her eyes open.
 
   “Theodore,” she whispered, “what happened?” her face full of uncertainty and confusion.
 
   “You fell as we were leaving,” he smiled down at her, “I waited for you to come around.”
 
   “I think I remember,” She answered, her golden eyes glazed, “were are John and Georgiana?”
 
   “They are have gone to get our stuff, John ordered a taxi to take us to Bath at once,” he replied coyly.
 
   “Will they come and say goodbye?” Eveline asked, sitting up looking around, the church was the same as before, alit and warm.
 
   “No, Georgiana felt unwell towards the end, that is why she did not come and sit with us as she promised, John has taken her home, come,” he lifted her to her feet, buttoning her coat for her and handing her her hat. Eveline let Theodore button her coat as she put her hat on.  Despite remembering her fall, she felt disorientated as though hours had passed and she had slipped into a dark void and got lost.
 
   “Will you be okay by yourself, I am just going to find John and grab our stuff, and I can see the taxi waiting,” he pointed down the street at a black cab, the driver looking up at the couple, was it the same taxi driver that had brought them to the cathedral but hours ago? “Oh it’s the same man, listen why don’t you go on down and wait for me in the taxi?” Theodore asked a tired and quiet Eveline.
 
   “Alright, you won’t be long?” she enquired quietly, her eyes downcast.
 
   “No, I promise.” uttered Theodore now walking back into the church, leaving Eveline alone under the gaze of the moon, full and bright. Silently and quickly, Eveline made her way down the steps of the Cathedral toward the taxi. Before stepping into the cab, she gazed once more upon the beautiful church, still feeling disorientated, and shook her head silently before getting in.
 
   “Aw, it’s you again miss,” smiled the taxi driver, turning round to face her as she was taking off her hat. “Gosh you look done in,” he announced, worry etching his tired face.
 
   “It’s been a dreadfully long day,” replied Eveline not really in the mood to talk.
 
   “Your telling me,” smiled the driver, “ why you were in Keswick this morning, Bristol this afternoon and now your off to Bath, you need a good night’s sleep.” He recommended turning back round to watch the small crowds, lighting a cigarette. Eveline coughed into her hand at the smell of the tobacco, filling the cold cab, it whirled about in circles and stuck to the windows. Just as she was about to reply, a door opened and in jumped Theodore with two leather suitcases.
 
   “Sorry,” he panted, setting the cases down at their feet and taking off his hat, resting it on his knee. “I thought it was the same driver!” he smiled.
 
   “Aye it’s me alright,” answered the cabbie taking in a deep lungful of smoke and coughing roughly as he removed the cigarette from his lips.
 
   “Have you driven to Bath before?” enquired Theodore, opening his case to take out a thin blanket.
 
   “Aye off course, it’s all but an hour’s drive, before he war, I used to take my misses down to Bath for an ice cream and walk.” The driver replied, memories of himself and his wife walking about the pump rooms, filling his mind.
 
   “I’m guessing she’s a fan of Miss.Austen?” asked Theodore, winking across at Eveline, who was letting her head fall back against the corner, smiling lazily.
 
   “Oh aye that she is, Mr. Darcy this and Captain Wentworth that, sometimes I have to just close my ears,” laughed the driver. “You wouldn’t think she was a reader if you met her, she’s a hard working lass, tough and determined; people find it hard to believe she likes to swan about the house up to her eyes in regency nightgowns and what not.”
 
   Theodore laughed alongside the taxi driver, trying to lighten the mood so that Eveline could relax, noticing how apprehensive she had become. The driver began the long drive to Bath, leading the couple through the darkened streets of Bristol back out towards Temple Meads. The streets were quiet, and street lights rare, but somehow the driver knew where he was going and so they all sat in comfortable silence. After a while, Theodore turned and noticed that Eveline had fallen asleep and so took the blanket he had procured from his suitcase and draped it about her softly so as not to waken her. Eveline looked as though she was sleeping in a most uncomfortable position so he gently brought her over to him and let her head fall onto his knees. The rest of the journey went by quietly and with ease, Eveline snored like an elephant but the men didn’t seem to mind. Theodore let his fingers wind their way through Eveline’s now made up hair, he frowned slightly she must have fixed it while he was getting their luggage.
 
   “She’s right out for the count that one,” the driver announced, rubbing his hands together.
 
   “It’s been a long day,” yawned an exhausted Theodore.
 
   “She’s got strange eyes, if you don’t mind me asking,” the driver went on, his breathe visible in the cold air. Theodore sat silently trying to think of a reply.
 
   “I suppose they are strange,” he muttered, flicking his index finger across one of her closed eyes.
 
   “Beautiful but strange,” the driver sighed inwardly.
 
   “Yes well I suppose there are others who have strange eyes too.” Answered Theodore hoping to bring an end to the conversation. He didn’t believe that the driver was dangerous but at the moment it was incredibly hard to define between a shapeshifting demon and a real life human being. Why didn’t he pick up on John and Georgiana? He felt betrayed by his old friends, and yet he could understand, John and Georgiana were devoted to one another always had been, there death was tragic and unnecessary. Theodore felt a bolt of anger surge throughout him, he would have his vengeance someday, and whoever Lagar sent next, Theodore would make sure to send him back a direct message. Theodore let his eyes drift to the night sky, smiling up at the stars feeling instant relief. Eveline was safe, yes Lagar had finally found her and yes this posed bigger concerns, but for now, for tonight she was safe with him. Heiden, his master wouldn’t let anything happen to Eveline, not now. But how? How would Heiden help? Since the murder of his wife and two sons, Heiden has changed, not in a bad way, but he had changed. His only daughter, Unyae, Eveline’s real mother had gone and fallen in love with a human against her father’s wishes and her actions alongside, Lagar’s insidious lust for the beautiful goddess, had led to most tragic of situations. 
 
   Theodore turned his eyes and looked down at the ethereal looking Eveline, would she cope with the truth? Would she want to go back to her real home or would she stay here with Estelle? He didn’t know, and he felt real empathy for the young woman he had watched and protected since that night in Calhuni garden, were her dying parents handed her over to him for protection, could he keep their oath? Would his love for Eveline bare the same consequences? He closed his eyes tightly and felt her body move slightly as his own tensed. Theodore remembered that night in Calhuni garden as clearly as he remembered yesterday. Unyae and her husband King Elieor had been poisoned by assassins from Ruarr, a nearby kingdom in alliance with Lagar. Unyae had brought her husband and baby to the garden, to keep their only child safe. As they lay dying, Theodore had promised to keep Eveline safe and that no harm would befall her whilst under his protection, soon after he left, Unyae and Elieor dying in each other’s embrace.
 
   “Cael, protect our child, promise you will tell her about us,” cried Unyae, her face white and her lips a dark black.
 
   “I promise.” 
 
   Theodore had not seen Heiden’s arrival just after his departure but sometime later he had listened to his master’s account of that night.
 
   “I will see mother,” smiled Unyae, her eyes now glazing and looking up into the clear sky.
 
   “You will join her amongst the stars,” whispered Heiden.
 
   “I’m sorry,” she coughed, “I couldn’t help myself, I love him.” She looked over to her husband who lay smiling at her.
 
   “Your love for him has come at a terrible price,” replied Heiden looking over at his son-in law, feeling only sorrow, for he was not a bad man, he was a great and fair king.
 
   “Not if she lives on, not if she unites the Kingdoms against Lagar,” cried Unyae, now gasping.
 
   “Hush my child, hush,” commanded Heiden, his powerful body slumped over his daughters, thin and frail frame.
 
   “Promise me you won’t let him touch her?” begged Unyae.
 
   “I promise.” cried Heiden. “I promise.”
 
   Soon after the couple died, hands still entwined and a great cry engulfed the gardens as Heiden bent his head over his beautiful daughter and wept. A great funeral was held in the heavens for both Unyae and Elieor and whilst the kingdoms of Heaven and Caci mourned, Theodore had taken Eveline far away across the universe to the planet of earth and planted her in the care of Estelle, and from then on watched and protected her with love and adoration; and she grew into a fine, head strong young woman, unable to see her qualities against an equally strong willed Estelle.
 
   “Theodore?” murmured a dazed Eveline, her golden eyes looking up into his own sapphire blue eyes.
 
   “Yes?” he replied, lifting his hand from her arm as she turned onto her back.
 
   “Did I fall asleep on you?” she whispered shyly, rubbing her eyes gently.
 
   “No, I let you sleep on me, you were in quite the awkward position, I didn’t want you to have a sore neck,” Theodore smiled warmly, leaning back as she sat up stretching her arms, her hands touching the ceiling of the taxi. The driver looked round quickly and then turned back smiling.
 
   “Sorry,” she apologised weakly. “I’m so tired and it’s been a long day.”
 
   “I know,” Theodore replied, he was looking forward to getting some much needed sleep later. Eveline sat up and moved herself over to Theodore, laying the blanket over both of their knees, and tenderly letting her head drop upon his shoulder, sighing.
 
   “You should sleep too,” she groaned gently, closing her eyes.
 
   “I wish I could.” he muttered looking at the driver who winked at him.
 
   “Why not?” she replied blankly already falling into slumber.
 
   “Because who would keep an eye on you?” he teased.
 
   “The stars,” she whispered, finally going back to sleep.
 
    
 
   *
 
    
 
   The taxi stopped outside Mary’s house and Theodore looked down at a sleeping Eveline and decided the only thing he could do was to carry her in. The taxi driver got out and opened the door for him, taking Eveline’s case and making for the large, black door of the terrace house on Crescent Road. Awkwardly, Theodore got out of the taxi, Eveline in his arms and made his way to the door, which now opened to reveal a plump, Estelle, dressing gown on and hair rollers in.
 
   “My god, what has happened!” she snapped at the taxi driver firstly then at Theodore. Quickly walking down the steps onto the cobbled path, she went to Eveline and lay a hand on her forehead, looking up at the handsome stranger.
 
   “Is she ill?” she quizzed. Theodore shook his head.
 
   “No she is asleep,” he muttered, feeling awkward, off course he knew Estelle, but to her he was a stranger, a stranger carrying a sleeping and rumpled Eveline in his arms.
 
   “And what is the meaning of this?” she snapped, taking a hold of his arm and hauling him in through the front door, into the reception.
 
   “We met on the way here and she fell asleep,” Theodore lied, looking around the beautiful, cream reception room, a square lantern hanging mere inches from his head.
 
   “Right bring her into the morning room,” she huffed, tightening her dress gown and frowning at the taxi driver. “What in heavens are you doing following us about!” she spat.
 
   “Eh well, em I’m awaiting my payment,” he replied, half petrified of the fire breathing old woman, who stuck her nose in air whilst demanding Theodore to put Eveline down on one of the yellow and golden settees. 
 
   “Well don’t look at me, I’ve hardly got a penny on me,” she answered firmly, waving her hands in the air dramatically. The taxi driver looked round the room in disbelief, Estelle followed his gaze and hissed. “Unless you would like a piece of that chandelier above your head?”
 
   Theodore smothered a laugh and turned to the taxi driver thanking him and giving him his fare, “I will see you out,” he smiled politely showing him to the door and allowing Estelle to examine Eveline, who was snoring. When Theodore returned he watched the plump, middle aged madam softly slap Eveline’s cheek. He stood against the door frame watching as Eveline stirred from her slumber, opening her eyes and instantly screaming. Estelle in fright fell back onto the green carpet shrieking.
 
   “Grandmamma!” cried Eveline sitting upright and glancing across at Theodore who shrugged his shoulders. Estelle brought herself up, her eyes large with anger.
 
   “Just what is the meaning of this?” she pointed at Theodore.
 
   “Oh him, we met on the train, he offered to bring me here,” Eveline muffled, throwing her feet to the floor and offering Theodore an apologetic smile.
 
   “Very odd business indeed,” Estelle murmured getting up and turning to the young gentleman. “Well sir what is your business in Bath?”
 
   “Grandmother!” squawked Eveline embarrassed.
 
   “It’s alright, I am here visiting a friend, Mary Trawley, who I believe resides in this very house,” smiled Theodore, his face lopsided.
 
   “What!” exclaimed Estelle and Eveline in the same breathe.
 
   “And who is Mary to you?” exclaimed Estelle, hushing Eveline with a finger.
 
   “She is the mother of George Trawley, we fought in the war together, he was sent home and I have come to visit,” answered Theodore defiantly, feeling intimidated by the dramatic author.
 
   “Then you haven’t heard?” Estelle softened, her fiery brown eyes melting.
 
   “Heard what?” asked Theodore concerned. George had been one of his friends, but also was his ward; unbeknownst to him, he had saved Theodore from being blown up and in doing so lost his left arm. Estelle walked to Theodore and lay a hand on his upper arm, her face softened.
 
   “He passed away a few weeks ago,” she explained gently, watching as Theodores face fell in sadness.
 
   “But why wasn’t I told?” he asked, looking across from Estelle to Eveline who shrugged her shoulders in confusion.
 
   “I’m not sure why, did he send you word?” Estelle enquired.
 
   “He wrote to me, when I was in hospital, well I think it must have been a nurse, but he told me that if I should ever need a place to rest that I should come here and that he would meet me here in the near future,” sighed Theodore, were would he go now? Off course his main task was Eveline but he had hoped to meet and spend time with George.
 
   “I’m sorry, but he died of infection, but I’m nearly certain he left his mother instructions, maybe to get ready for your arrival?” Estelle’s eyebrows lifted.
 
   “Maybe, well that puts me in a pickle,” he smiled. “On one hand I am in shock and the other I do not know where I shall go,” he explained.
 
   “You shall go nowhere,” came the voice of Eveline. “He can stay with us until he has somewhere else to go, is that alright grandma?”
 
   “Off course, off course, we wouldn’t throw you out, Mary is unfortunately,” she looked to Theodore gravely. “In the throes of grieve, and she has not come out of her room this last week,” she sighed gravely.
 
   “It wouldn’t feel right to stay here under the circumstances, but for tonight may I trespass on your kindness until I can find a suitable place in which to stay?” asked Theodore, in need of some space to take in the news.
 
   “Off course, come, grab your things I will take you to a room,” smiled Estelle, taking Theodore from the morning room and leaving Eveline behind. The morning room was decorated in a fine yellow, the settees and cushions matching gold and bronze. A fire was lit and a lamp was burning in the far corner at which sat a typewriter, a plate, saucer and cup. Estelle must have been sitting writing when they arrived on the doorstep. Getting up, Eveline took off her gloves, scarf and coat and set them neatly down behind her before standing in front of the fire, warming her hands.
 
   “Well that’s that sorted,” came a stern voice from behind. “What an adventure you have had,” smiled Estelle taking her granddaughter into her arms and hugging her tightly.
 
   “I am so happy to see you,” cried Eveline into her grandmothers grey curls.
 
   “And I you child, now come lets have some brandy and talk about your adventures,” smiled Estelle leading her back to the settee. “I’ll go get a glass, I’ll be with you in a minute,” she squeaked, trotting away. Eveline threw her head back and gazed up at the beautiful ceiling, decorated in flowers and leaves, she wondered if Theodore was alright.
 
   Theodore closed the door behind Estelle and turned on the light. The bedroom was sky blue, the Georgian windows were masked behind marigold curtains that fell to the cream carpet. By the window stood a writing desk and chair and to either side were panelled walls that held a library of books. Tired and in need of sleep, Theodore dropped his case at the end of the four posted sky blue bed and let himself fall back onto the silk, closing his eyes and dangling his feet. Right now he couldn’t think of Eveline, all he could think of was George, kind and courageous George. What a tragedy that he has passed away, he was renowned for his skill on the field and his compassionate nature. Of course Theodore had come to Bath to keep an eye on Eveline, but he had really hoped to spend time with his human friend, who loved to talk about philosophy, astronomy and history, subjects he loved. Flinging off his shoes, Theodore sat up and took off his coat, flinging it to a nearby chair. A candle was burning on the desk and so Theodore got up and turned off the light, undressing along the way. Opening his case he took out his nightclothes and put them on, before jumping into the big bed, hiding under the covers and crying, his body shivering.
 
   “Now, here we go,” smiled Estelle bringing in a tray of fruit cake and brandy. Setting it down she handed Eveline a small glass of brandy and a plate of fruit bread, before taking her own portion and sitting opposite the exhausted young woman. “Now I want to hear all about it, from the very beginning.” And so, fatigued as she was, Eveline told her grandmother of the whole day’s events, watching Estelle’s face dramatically change from excitement to curiosity, gasping in between.
 
   “Oh my dear, what a journey but,” she leaned off her chair and patted Eveline’s hand tenderly. “You are here and so is that young gentleman, poor soul.”
 
   “Yes, well it’s been one strange day if you ask me, almost as though fate brought us together,” answered Eveline looking over at the fire, the feeling of disorientation increasing within her, preventing her from feeling at ease.
 
   “Yes I will admit that it is strange, but stranger things have happened,” clapped Estelle. “Now if you don’t mind, I am tired and must retire, and so should you, now you know where your old room is?” she enquired, getting up and making for the doorway.
 
   “I think so,” smiled Eveline, kissing her grandmother on the cheek.
 
   “We will talk in the morning,” murmured Estelle, bobbing away up the staircase, leaving Eveline to sit down in front of the fire, her face buried in her hands. She didn’t know why but she felt like crying and cry she did, despite their being no valid reason for it. For one day it seemed as though she had been awake for several hours, and still, somehow she felt as though she had missed something, something important and try as she might she could not remember. After a while, the flames began to cool and the house lay quiet, Eveline rose to her feet, taking off her shoes and leaving them by the hearth. Slowly and without much thought she made her way from the morning room to the staircase, descending it quietly, fatigued. As she walked down the corridor, dark and still, she unbuttoned her blouse and brought it up over her head, folding it and draping it over her elbow. Leaning on the dark, panelled walls, she swiftly rolled her nylon stockings down, folding them up and piled them on top of her blouse. As she opened her bedroom door, she unbuttoned the top of her skirt, and drew the zip downwards, letting her skirt fall to her feet as she closed the oak door behind her. The room was dark and only the light of the moon aided Eveline in draping her clothes over a nearby chair. Sitting on the chair, she unpinned her hair, putting the pins on the writing desk that sat in front of the window. Eveline’s auburn curls fell to her waist, as she leaned forward and putting an elbow on the table, resting her chin upon her palm, gazing up at the full moon. Eveline moved to open the window, heaving it upwards just a little, to listen to the quietness. The cold did not seem to bother her as she sat in her silk underwear, thinking about the day’s events. Her thoughts strayed to Theodore, she wondered how he felt, was he as exhausted as she? What would he do now that his friend had sadly passed away, would he leave Bath? Would he leave her?
 
   “Stop being stupid!” she demanded out loud. For several minutes, Eveline pondered the depth of her situation, strange events had been occurring lately and she couldn’t put her finger on why, but she had the strangest feeling that something occurred today, something she couldn’t remember. What would tomorrow hold? Would life go back to normal? She hoped it would, she liked routine it made her feel safe, but somewhere deep down, deeply embedded within her was an adventurer. Eveline was always making friends with the boys in Keswick, she spent her time playing with them, play fighting with them, rowing across the lake, going on grand adventures up the hills, galloping about the countryside not on a side saddle like most of the fine women and she loved to go camping. It had only been in the last three years or so that she had felt herself change into a woman; now she liked to go shopping and she noticed that her male friends who were once her kinsmen looked at her differently, especially William. Eveline smiled as she remembered their first kiss.
 
   “Eveline where are you?” bellowed William, walking amongst the trees that lay by the lake.
 
   “Guess,” she teased, sitting up in the tree, watching William look for her.
 
   “I need to tell you something,” he shouted, his brown locks dancing in the spring wind.
 
   “What do you need to tell me?” she shouted down, smiling, feeling something giddy rise within her.
 
   “Well I can’t very well tell you when I can’t see you!” he blasted, frustrated, his hands on his hips.
 
   “Oh very well,” she sighed, jumping down behind him laughing, her wild hair swaying. William turned and rolled his eyes tenderly.
 
   “Finally,” he uttered, his lovely, round, country face relaxing. Eveline had never truly fancied a boy, but she liked William above all the rest and so she assumed it was love.
 
   “What is it you want to tell me?” she asked shyly, her eyelashes fluttering flirtatiously.
 
   “Firstly, is it true you beat Andrew in a dual?” smiled William coming up to Eveline, and gently putting a strand of auburn hair behind her ear, gazing down at her wind swept face.
 
   “Off course, his foot work is terrible, anyway they made me Arthur,” exclaimed Eveline proudly, the game of knights had always been a favourite amongst her friends.
 
   “But you’re a girl, your meant to be Guinevere,” teased William.
 
   “Am I indeed, why would I waste my time swooning and dying of love, Oh Arthur,” she twirled about dramatically. “My one and only love,” she laughed, her hand on her heart. “Oh Lancelot, my other one true love,” she turned to face William gazing up into his eyes adoringly. Unable to control himself, William clasped her wrists, brought her forward roughly and kissed her firmly on the lips. If a tourist had seen the couple it would have looked odd at first, mainly because in the country Eveline wore trousers and a shirt, an oddity the locals were accustomed too. Eveline closed her eyes and let herself fall into the kiss, it was awkward, wet and somehow rough, but after a few moments the kiss became gentle and slow and her body swelled up in a whirl of energy and nerves. It wasn’t exactly how she’d imagined it, but it wasn’t bad. William let his hands skim her waist, and arms, bringing them up to her face and cupping her cheeks. As they parted, William, trailed kisses about her face before rubbing her nose with his own, his brown eyes, intense and full of lust.
 
   “You’re beautiful,” he cooed, kissing her forehead.
 
   “William!” batted Eveline, feeling her cheeks burn. “Don’t say such things, you’re not a poet, you’re a teacher!” she laughed.
 
   “Eveline we are not children anymore, were adults,” he snubbed, standing backwards.
 
   “I know, but this is all quite new,” she replied nervous that he had taken offence.
 
   “Don’t you want to marry and have children?” William asked taking her hand in his own and leading her to the water’s edge.
 
   “I’m not entirely sure,” answered Eveline looking away.
 
   “Don’t all girls want to get married and have children someday?” enquired William intensely.
 
   “William we live in a very different world now, women can vote, women can work and some women don’t want to get married and have children, they would like a life of their own,” sighed Eveline. “But that doesn’t mean they can’t love someone, or that they don’t want to marry eventually.”
 
   “Are you saying that you don’t want to get married yet?” asked William, looking across at Eveline, whose face was etched in confusion.
 
   “I do, just not right now, I’m only twenty, I haven’t even got a job yet,” she laughed, tightening her grip on his hand.
 
   “If someone wanted to marry you, would you?” he asked hotly.
 
   “If he would consent to wait a few years, then I suppose I would,” she blushed, was this a proposal? If so, it really wasn’t how she had imagined it to be.
 
   “Would you wait for me?” asked William, bringing Eveline into his arms and looking down at her.
 
   “William a war is brewing, who knows what the future holds for us,” whispered Eveline.
 
   “Would you wait for me?” he asked again.
 
   “You know I would,” she replied, he was the only man she could marry in Keswick, and heaven knows she would meet another, William was her best friend, she loved him, maybe not ardently, but enough to build a marriage on, he was dependable, honest and kind and that was enough for her.
 
   “Then you will marry me?” he smiled.
 
   “Yes,” laughed Eveline, putting her arms about his neck and kissing him firmly on the lips.
 
   “Oh Eveline, you have made me the happiest man in Keswick,” laughed William, taking her off her feet and twirling her about.
 
   Three years had passed, and both Eveline and William had changed. When the war began, William enlisted immediately and Eveline had cried for weeks. But as time went on, and his letters became rarer and rarer, she soon found that she didn’t miss him as a lover should miss her love, she missed his friendship and thought of him often, just not as a lover. Many times she felt guilty, what would happen when he returned, would they marry? She didn’t know anymore, she had made a promise and the whole of Keswick knew of the impending marriage, she felt trapped, she couldn’t let him down if he survived the war and returned. Eveline let her arms drop as she got up from the writing desk and made her way to the right hand side of the bed, sliding in and curling her body into the foetal position. The bed felt strange, but before Eveline could register the thought she drifted off into a dark sleep, were only the stars existed.
 
    
 
   *
 
    
 
   Eveline looked down at her bare feet, her toes inching down into the sand as the cold waters gently covered them. The air was warm against her skin, covered by her long auburn tresses. Eveline, lifted her hands and pointed her fingers out across the lake subconsciously, without willing it she commanded a boat come forth. Quietly, a boat appeared from out of the waters and made its way toward her. Suddenly, Eveline found herself hurling through the atmosphere towards a darkened sea, light was cascading around her as she fell through the stars towards the vast ocean of dark water. As she blinked, she again found herself in the boat, nearing the island that she so desperately needed to get too. Upon finding the shore, she saw a robe to her left, gold and silver. Getting out of the boat, Eveline walked towards the robe, lifting it up to admire the beautiful craftsmanship. It was a fine silk, adorned with flowers and stars. Eveline put on the robe and firmly held it in place with a silver belt before ascending the small hill, making her way to the throne that stood atop, under a beautiful, old, silver tree. The soft grass crunched under her dewy feet as she made her way toward the ancient throne, made of silver birch. The branches arched over the throne as Eveline stood gazing at it intensely, feeling an urge to sit.
 
   “Sit,” spoke a familiar voice. Eveline turned to face a gowned Theodore, who looked taller and more regal.
 
   “Theodore!” she smiled. “You’re here.”
 
   “I am,” he smiled coming toward her and bending to kiss her forehead.
 
   “What is this place?” she asked looking around, the snowy topped mountains to her left and the gardens surrounding.
 
   “Calhuni, the place of your forefathers,” answered Theodore calmly, taking her right hand in his own, stroking her fingers. “Come we have no time to waste, you must sit,” he urged, turning to look out over the lake, a nervous shiver climbing his body.
 
   “What’s wrong?” asked a shy Eveline, sitting upon the throne.
 
   “Nothing,” whispered Theodore standing back, clasping his hands in front of him. Eveline sat on the throne, her feet neatly placed in the grass, gazing at Theodore, wondering what would happen next. Silence stood still as Eveline shuffled about on the throne awaiting what would happen next. Theodore smiled down at Eveline, before a sword of fire, danced through his heart from behind, his eyes drowning before her. Eveline made to go to his side, but found she was glued to her seat. A tall man with one black eye and one golden stood behind the falling Theodore, his face cold and emotionless. Theodore fought to bring himself to Eveline’s aid as a cold and long snake wound itself about Eveline’s throne, hissing.
 
   “Open your eyes Eveline!” cried Theodore, black blood flowing from his mouth, as his fingers struggled to move forward. Eveline screamed aloud as the snake wound its way around her throat. Reaching out her hands, she tried to grasp his own, watching as he slowly died before her.
 
   “Theodore!” she cried helplessly. “Theodore!”
 
   Theodore, stopped struggling and looked up to Eveline, gasping for air and smiled.
 
   “Remember, I will always love you,” he choked on his last breathe, his body suddenly becoming limp and lifeless, his blue eyes turning to the black skies about him.
 
   “No!” cried Eveline, struggling with the snake. “Let go of me!” She screamed, edging her nails, into the snakes scaled skin. The snake cried as she drew blood from it, before launching its white teeth into her neck, biting her fiercely. Eveline’s dream died around her as she woke up, sweat covering her body. Adjusting her eyes she looked down to the bottom of her bed and saw a figure, draped in darkness standing watching her. Quickly getting up, she leaned back into the headboard, shielding her body with the covers, her neck sore as though she had been bitten.
 
   “What do you want?” she cried aloud. The figure didn’t move, whoever it was stood perfectly still, until the bedroom door flung itself open wide revealing Theodore, his bright blue eyes quickly registering the figure before turning on a frightened Eveline. All too quickly the dark silhouette vanished and the room stood still and quiet.
 
   “Eveline?”
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   “Eveline?” repeated Theodore, coming to her side carefully, and sitting down beside her. Eveline tried to calm her breathing as she looked at Theodore, who was tightening his robe about him.
 
   “Sorry, bad dream,” she muttered, letting her hands relax against the covers, still keeping them at chin, least he should notice that she was only in her undergarments.
 
   “It’s alright,” he soothed, lifting a hand to take her own left hand in his, the cover falling slightly to reveal her collar bone.
 
   “I never used to have bad dreams, not until the last few months,” she admitted, letting her hand relax in his own.
 
   “What do you dream about?” asked Theodore apprehensively. Eveline thought of her reply, she wanted to be honest with Theodore but for whatever reason, she felt that she had to keep the contents of her dreams to herself, even the bite.
 
   “Oh you know stuff,” she mumbled, smiling nervously, the place in which her throat had been bitten was burning. Subconsciously she let her right hand give way to the covers, trailing her fingers to the spot in which the burning soared. Her eyes widened as she noticed, there was no physical wound and yet she felt different, a little weaker perhaps. Theodore watched as Eveline trailed her index finger across a particular area of her throat just under her left ear.
 
   “Did you hurt yourself?” he asked suspiciously.
 
   “Oh, no,” she replied weakly, quickly dropping her hand to her lap, the covers falling with it. The moment froze as Theodore looked at Eveline, dressed in only a silk bra. Eveline followed his gaze and gasped at the sheer stupidity of her actions. Quickly taking her hand out of his own, she nervously bundled the covers up into her hands, before she felt his own hand on her arm, stopping her. The air around them suddenly warmed as they gazed at one another, a strange yet familiar feeling holding them both in place.
 
   “When I look at you sometimes, I almost feel as though I have known you all of my life,” whispered Eveline, forgetting her nightmare as she let her fingers entwine themselves about Theodore’s.
 
   “Maybe we have,” he replied, leaning forward, so that their noses nearly touched. Unable to find words, Eveline let her right hand find Theodore’s jaw, and she held it their gently as his eyes closed briefly at the touch. “Eveline,” he moaned, letting his forehead fall upon her own.
 
   “Do you feel it too?” she asked quietly, tilting her head slightly as his hands wound their way around her waist.
 
   “Since the moment I laid eyes on you,” he whispered, his hands trailing their way up the curves of her body, gently letting his fingers run across her collar bone and up her neck, stopping at her jaw.
 
   “What is this?” she asked softly, letting her head tilt backwards as his lips tenderly kissed her throat.
 
   “I’m not sure, but we…,” he groaned as she fell back against the bed head, her eyes closed, feeling his touch.
 
   “Just one more minute,” she pleaded, her arms finding their way under his dressing gown, to his warm skin. Suddenly in one swift movement, Theodore, moved Eveline’s body beneath him, removing the covers and settling himself above her, looking down into her face as she untied his robe.
 
   “We shouldn’t Eveline,” he cried, shrugging off his robe and letting it fall to the ground, the light of the moon, eclipsing his beautiful body.
 
   “You are beautiful,” she smiled up at him, her golden eyes on fire. Eveline lay under Theodore, the pain in her neck was gone, the fear of the dream dissipated into thin air. No thoughts of William filled her head, she only wanted to stay under the gaze of Theodore forever, watching him die in her sleep only made her feel more inclined to cling onto him. Eveline had never felt so wanton with William, or with any other man. Off course it was against social protocol and yes both of them were as good as engaged to other people, but she knew he felt the same pull as she, and she didn’t want to let go of this moment, despite the consequences that would follow.
 
   “Your eyes, they are so divine,” sparked Theodore, now lying on his side looking down at Eveline, up on one elbow, letting his free hand, trace circles against Eveline’s bare skin.
 
   “Most people think them odd, not divine,” she whispered, her fingers entwined in his dark hair.
 
   “They are the odd ones, not you,” smiled Theodore, leaning his head down, close to her lips.
 
   “Are you going to kiss me?” she asked nervously, her chest rising and falling rapidly.
 
   “We shouldn’t, but I can’t help but want to kiss your beautiful lips,” cooed Theodore, “it seems that without a kiss I am spent of oxygen and fear I may die.”
 
   “Then kiss me,” she whispered nervously. “Let my lips give you the air you so desperately seek.”  Theodore realised that if he kissed Eveline now, that he would cross a serious line, to which he would have to face the consequences. He bent his head lower, his nose touching her own, holding still.
 
   “I..,” he choked. “I cannot.”
 
   “Why?” Eveline asked, arching her body up against his.
 
   “If I do, I cross a line that will put us both at risk,” he cried, knowing she wouldn’t understand.
 
   “You refer to William and Isabella?” replied Eveline, a feeling a pain absorbing her heart. Theodore wanted to say no, but what other reason could he give besides the truth, and though every part of him wanted to tell Eveline the truth, he knew it would come with a terrible cost to not just himself but to her. Theodore closed his eyes in pain, with all his soul he wanted to keep her with him always, and yet he knew that for them, there would never be an always, the only way he could stay with her was if he was to stay at a distance. It was against the rules of his people and his God, Eveline’s grandfather. Unyae’s love for the mortal King Elieor, cost them their lives, Theodore had to ensure that Eveline survived.
 
   “Theodore, it is just a kiss nothing else,” Eveline pleaded.
 
   “A kiss never remains a kiss,” answered Theodore sadly.
 
   “It can, I promise,” she cried, a tear falling down her cheek and disappearing into her hair.
 
   “You are to be married,” Theodore replied tenderly. “And I too am bound to another.” He lied.
 
   “I know, I know” Eveline cried, closing her eyes, “just one kiss?” she begged. Theodore couldn’t help it, her eyes pleaded with him and his heart thudded heavily under his chest.
 
   “One kiss.” he agreed. 
 
   One kiss couldn’t damn them for eternity, no, one kiss was all he could give, all they would and could ever share. Tenderly he brushed his lips against Eveline’s, kissing her softly as she arched her body under his own. It was beautiful, the feel of her lips against his own, her hands in his hair, his on her curves. For a moment, the world stopped, his worries stopped and only light filled his heart as he took her into his arms tightly and kissed her eagerly, feeling the envious light of the moon on his skin. Eveline raised her legs, curling them about Theodore, as he rolled atop her, kissing her passionately. Her body shivered as his hands brushed against her bra, sighing into his mouth at the touch, willing him to go on. Theodore felt her need, and losing himself in her, let his fingers search for the fastener. Upon finding the fastener, he unfastened her bra, bringing her straps down as she lifted her arms, letting him undress her, whilst their lips were locked in a deep embrace. Eveline felt herself smile as the cool air touched her chest, Theodore’s hand gently cupping her small breasts.
 
   “Eveline,” he moaned into her mouth, her hands gripping at his waist. Theodore withdrew his head and looked down at the beautiful Eveline, her skin pink and warm as she smiled up into his eyes. Theodore placed his right hand on her heart and she placed her left hand on his.
 
   “I’ve never done this before,” she gushed shyly.
 
   “Nor I,” replied Theodore, watching her chest rise and fall.
 
   “Are you ashamed?” Eveline asked quietly, lowering her eyelashes.
 
   “I should be, but no, I am not ashamed,” he answered seriously.
 
   “Either am I,” replied Eveline. “What about Isabelle?”
 
   “What about William?” quizzed Theodore intently.
 
   “He is my best friend, but beyond that I don’t know, he was the only man in Keswick I saw myself marrying, I had never met another with whom I respected and cared for as much,” replied Eveline. “And Isabelle?”
 
   “I made her up, well not up exactly, she was my nurse but she was married, I just wanted to see how you would react,” smiled a guilty Theodore. Eveline gently slapped his arm.
 
   “Theodore that’s terrible, making me feel jealous!” she pushed him onto his back and sat up, hovering over him.
 
   “Well you made me jealous!” he laughed, his eyes dark and intimate.
 
   “I was telling the truth.” Eveline argued softly before bending down to kiss Theodore’s jaw.
 
   “Well I suppose so,” answered Theodore, pulling Eveline down to his side, letting her head nestle atop his shoulder, her long hair trailing down her back, over her curves. For a while they both lay, gazing at one another, Eveline’s left hand covering Theodore’s heart, Theodore’s right hand upon her waist.
 
   “It has been a strange day Theodore, I feel as though I am on my axis, as though I am in some strange dream, and when I wake it will vanish into thin air,” whispered Eveline.
 
   “I know, if your grandmamma knew what was going on, she would kill me,” smiled Theodore.
 
   “I’m sure she got up to mischief when she was young,” replied Eveline, closing her eyes as she felt sleep cover her. “I’m sorry about George, he was a lovely man, I only met him once, when I stayed here a few years ago, he was on holiday from Cambridge.”
 
   “I only knew him for a short time, but he was a gentleman, and a brave soldier,” answered Theodore, staring up at the ceiling of the four poster bed.
 
   “What will you do? Will you return home?” asked Eveline nervously.
 
   “I’m not sure what I will do,” pondered Theodore, off course he was here to protect Eveline, but he had crossed a line and sooner or later his master would find out, maybe not for a while, but in time he would.
 
   “You could stay here with me,” Eveline whispered into his ear.
 
   “If I stay under the same roof as you Eveline, we will be in trouble,” laughed Theodore. “No I must look for accommodation elsewhere.”
 
   “But you will stay in Bath?” Eveline enquired shivering slightly in the cold.
 
   “If you want me too,” replied Theodore. “But we cannot do this again Eveline, you are engaged, I cannot disrespect your fiancé when he of fighting for his country.” Eveline sighed, knowing Theodore was right.
 
   “I know, but we can be friends, yes?” she asked cheerfully.
 
   “Yes, we can be friends,” moaned Theodore, getting up to retrieve the covers and placing them over Eveline and himself.
 
   “You’re staying?” she asked gently, letting her left leg cover his own, turning her body into his, and kissing his mouth tenderly.
 
   “Yes, if this is the one night we will ever have to be together, then yes I intend on staying until I hear the morning lark,” murmured Theodore into Eveline’s hair, his hands rubbing her back gently as her hips edged into his own. “I won’t be able to sleep if you keep fidgeting like that,” he sighed happily.
 
   “Sorry, I just, I feel like I want or need to mould myself into you,” she replied awkwardly, her body still.
 
   “How odd we would look, if we moulded into one another,” teased Theodore, his hand upon her thigh, covered in silk.
 
   “Hmm,” she mumbled, kissing his chest.
 
   “Eveline, go to sleep,” he commanded.
 
   “I can’t,” she sighed.
 
   “Why?” he teased.
 
   “Because you’re beside me,” she smiled. “And I feel slightly delirious.”
 
   “I can honestly say I have never made anyone feel delirious before,” he laughed out loud.
 
   “Well you know what I mean?” she enquired flirtatiously.
 
   “I think I do, but you can keep your thoughts to yourself, I am not about to strip you off your virginity on the first day of our meeting,” growled Theodore, feeling frustrated.
 
   “I know that silly, I was just being honest,” she moaned.
 
   “Sleep Eveline,” Theodore commanded once again, closing his eyes.
 
   “Alright,” she groaned, following suite.
 
    
 
   *
 
    
 
   Theodore must have left her bed early in the morning when Eveline awoke, sitting up and stretching a smile upon her face. She felt, different, more grown up, she felt, beautiful. Eveline tip toed over to the window to look down at the garden, the trees bare and the grass covered in a light frost, gazing upwards she smiled at the beautiful blue skies, clear and fair. Today was going to be a good today, her spirits were lifted and the woes of yesterday and the nightmare were behind her. Theodore must have left her suitcase up in her room, it lay to the side of the door. At the far end of the room stood a wash basin and a jug of warm water, Theodore obviously prepared well ahead which made Eveline feel light hearted. Outside she could hear the morning birds singing softly. Eveline spent the next hour washing and dressing, singing out loud and dancing around her room, in a world of her own. Today she would begin anew, no more strange dramas or feelings, today she would settle into life in Bath with her grandmother and Theodore. Such were her spirits, Eveline decided that instead of first having breakfast she would go immediately to the music room, and run her fingers over the keys.
 
   Voices arose from the breakfast room as Eveline walked by, her hair unpinned and flowing down her waist. Although only ever staying at Mary’s several times, Eveline had spent most of those delightful holidays playing the piano. Opening the door, Eveline glided into the beautiful music room, salmon pink. A stunning chandelier dropped from the ceiling in the middle of the room, just above the Steinway & Sons piano, a beautiful rich mahogany. Seating herself down to the piano, Eveline, straightened her back and gently glided her fingers across the keys before playfully playing Piano Sonata No.11 in A Major K.331: Rondo: Alla Turca, her fingers flying up and down the keys, her auburn hair dancing, strands of sun bouncing off her beautifully curled hair, resting at her waist. When finishing Mozart, Eveline took a deep breathe in, closed her eyes and begun to recite her favourite song by Chopin, Nocturne No. 2 in E-Flat Major, Op.9. The beautiful piece of music reverberated around the beautifully kept music room. Eveline was so caught up in the beauty of the song she didn’t hear the door open behind her.
 
   Theodore was drinking his coffee, reading the morning paper and talking to Estelle all at once, when he noticed a figure slip past the room, when he turned he saw a strand of Auburn hair fly by and smiled. It had seemed like an eternity, waiting upon Eveline. Theodore had made sure that the maid, Hannah had brought Eveline’s suitcase up and some warm water in which to wash. After spending an hour in the morning room with Mary, Theodore had left her to go and eat with Estelle. Their morning conversation had been pleasant, Estelle talking forever about Eveline and her proposed marriage to William. She then went on to ask about his service in war and how he met George. Estelle seemed to like Theodore and offered, just like Mary to let him stay for a while to rest up before he made efforts to re-join the army again. Theodore refused politely and suggested he stay nearby and visit during the week asking Estelle if it would be alright to take Eveline out for walks. Estelle agreed, stating that Mary’s dark mood would only depress Eveline and that really she had instructed Eveline to come to Bath merely for sanity and company.
 
   “That and some of the strangest things have been happening,” squeaked Estelle, sipping on her tea.
 
   “What do you mean?” asked Theodore, dropping his paper and looking across at the middle aged, plump woman.
 
   “Well you will think me insane when I tell you that I am pretty sure a group of men have been spying on me this past month,” she replied nervously. Theodore set his cup down and looked over at Estelle with concern, this seemed very suspicious.
 
   “How so?” he enquired.
 
   “Well, I was coming home from the baker, you know with a loaf of bread, and two men followed me the whole way home, on the other side of the road that is,” she frowned. “When I entered the house, I quickly ran to a window to see if they were still there, and by God they were, resting against the railings across the road, smoking and looking quite frankly as though they were intent on abducting me.”
 
   “That’s very odd,” lied Theodore, someone knew Estelle was Eveline’s guardian. Lagmar knew she would end up in Bath and that made Theodore very worried. “And have they been here recently?”
 
   “Well actually as you bring the point up, no they haven’t, maybe my evil eyes scared them off, could have been robbers for all I know,” she flung a hand into the air dramatically before biting into a piece of bacon. Theodore nodded.
 
   “Maybe you are right, well if they haven’t been spying on you in the last few days then maybe it’s nothing to worry about, but,” he looked over at Estelle intently, “ if you do see them again you must tell me.”
 
   “Are you sure? I don’t want to bother you whilst you are taking rest,” smiled Estelle, knowing she was on to a good thing.
 
   “Off course I am sure, can’t have Mary worried, as well as yourself and your niece,” offered Theodore giving Estelle his best lop sided smile.
 
   “Well that’s that sorted, now if you don’t mind I am going to go for a nice morning walk, do you wish to join me?” Estelle asked eagerly.
 
   “I will have to refuse if you don’t mind, there are matters I must attend too,” apologised Theodore watching a disappointed Estelle making for the door.
 
   “Oh well I am sure we can go on a nice walk about Sydney Gardens sometime,” she replied hopefully, he was exactly like one of her gothic heroes, tall dark and mysterious, she could observe him and use him as a muse for her latest book. On that thought a cheerful Estelle left the breakfast room, leaving Theodore alone at last to go and find Eveline. The house was quiet but for the beautiful music cascading through the air, Theodore noticed it was Chopin and as he entered the music room quietly, he let his body sag against the doorframe as he watched Eveline, lost in the music, play. A smile adorned his face as he happily watched with great contentment, Eveline’s beautiful fingers cascade up and down the piano, her beautiful hair dancing about her waist. As the song stopped, he made to move forward but was halted as she began to recite Beethoven’s Piano Concerto No. 5 “Emperor”. Theodore praised her skills, she was quite the pianist, and though at home he had watched her from a young age being tutored and taught by Estelle, he had never been able to stand quite so close to listen and observe her. Theodore knew that if either his friends or foes found out about his ever growing interest in Eveline, they would be in real danger, but for a moment he forgot about his woes, nobody could see them in this house, and in this moment he wanted to love her, all of her. Maybe with some careful thinking on his part, he could keep their love a secret, but that would mean some careful planning on his part, and what about William? He was her intended, Estelle made that perfectly clear at breakfast. No, Theodore would have to try to keep his friendship with Eveline platonic, there were sound and logical reasons as to why he was absolutely prohibited from touching Eveline, she was after all a goddess, Heiden’s grandchild, heir to the Caunuthe throne and in essence heir to the throne of Heaven, if Heiden should die. If Heiden had anything to do with Eveline marrying, he would only consider an angle of considerable birth, mainly an original like Galean, whose father was from the bloodline of Gabriel.
 
   Just as Theodore re acquainted himself with the music room, Eveline’s fingers dropped away from the piano, her head falling backwards as she breathed in a smile.
 
   “You play magnanimously, if I do say myself,” smiled Theodore walking towards Eveline and planting a gentle kiss on her head.
 
   “Theodore,” she smiled, looking up at him, her golden eyes alive and bright. Theodore bent his head and kissed her softly on the lips. “I thought we were not going to go beyond the limits of friendship?” she asked innocently.
 
   “Well, I say if we keep our..,” he brought his index finger to his chin and looked as though he were pondering, “admiration for one another a secret then why not? That is, do you intend on marrying your betrothed if he comes home?”
 
   “Theodore, what you’re asking of me is a lot, I cannot just refuse the man I have been engaged too these last few years, and…, do you” her eyes grew large. “Intend on marrying me?” Theodore had not thought of this, off course he couldn’t marry Eveline, he would be executed on the spot. However she was right, he had no right to make her refuse William when he himself could offer nothing of marriage. Dropping his hands from her shoulders he stood back.
 
   “No,” he sighed painfully. “I am not in the position to marry, I cannot marry.”
 
   “Why ever not?” she replied her voice quivering, her face etched with confusion.
 
   “I wish I could tell you, I wish I could explain to you why, but believe me when I say, it is not that I do not wish to marry you, I simply cannot, that option is not mine in which to make,” he uttered shamelessly. He had made her all but fall in love with him only to be left heartbroken. He was a coward, a selfish coward, who deserved to be exiled.
 
   “Okay,” replied a blank Eveline, returning to the piano and playing Mozart’s Piano Concerto No.23 in A Major, K.488:2 Adagio.
 
   “Eveline,” pleaded Theodore.
 
   “You may leave me,” she whispered above the music, now filling the room. “I wish to be alone, good day Theodore.”
 
   Eveline heard the door close behind Theodore, and bent over the piano as she played on, tears straining against her closed eyes. When Eveline finished the song, she sat back and openly cried, weeping softly at her own stupidity. Honestly what had come over her in the last two days? This time yesterday morning, she was Eveline, the fiancé of William from Keswick, who had a slightly dramatic grandmother and suffered from the strangest of dreams, which all alluded to her being some creature that needed to be crowned. Eveline cried as she realised she could use a mother at this point in time. She had let herself down and most of all she had let William down, kind and caring William, who was away fighting. She had no one else to blame but herself, she couldn’t help how she had instantly connected to Theodore, not just physically but in a very deep manner. Even worse, she had spent the night with Theodore, Eveline a self-confessed, responsible and sensible woman. She couldn’t completely hold Theodore too account, he had made it perfectly clear last night what his intentions were, he obviously had felt the very connection that had ended in their being in bed with one another. Eveline just couldn’t understand why he wouldn’t consent or even adhere to the idea of possible marriage, not immediately but in the near future, if all went smoothly. Theodore was in fact right where William was concerned, but if they truly wanted and needed each other then surely they could have worked it out, yet it was very rushed, yes many would counsel against such rash actions, but Eveline, deep down, somewhere very hidden within herself, knew herself to be bound to this man. Why then did a voice deep within her council her against her own feelings? Maybe space and good logic would help in adverting her eyes from Theodore. The mere thought of never seeing him again pained her to her very soul.
 
   “Eveline, your playing is as beautiful as I remember,” came the voice of Mary from the hallway, looking in; her face dishevelled and drawn. Eveline sniffed and turned round to meet Mary’s tear stained face with her own and smiled.
 
   “Child whatever is the matter?” asked a concerned Mary coming into the music room and sitting beside a visibly upset Eveline.
 
   “Oh nothing really, honestly I never cry, I don’t know what’s happening to me,” she muttered feeling shamed and guilty, for here she was sitting next to a woman who had lost her only child, a year after the death of her beloved husband.
 
   “Is it William? Do you miss him pet?” asked Mary, setting her handkerchief down on her lap, watching Eveline’s eyes drop to her clasped hands. Eveline couldn’t say no, how could she explain her current situation? She couldn’t.
 
   “Yes, it’s been so long since I have received a letter, I wonder if he is okay,” sighed Eveline, truthfully she did, she actually in this moment could have used some of Williams’s logical and caring words of wisdom, and he knew her inside out. This thought only made her feel even worse as not even these qualities so high for a man like William could raise her level of affection any higher than that of friendship.
 
   “I used to wait for months on end to hear any news of my George, he was such a lazy writer, but for a while he did write me often,” smiled Mary, laying a tender hand on Eveline’s. “I suppose he was busy, his heart was so downcast I think it was hard for him to write a letter that portrayed strength and courage, young men they are idle to the ways of war, all they think about is honour and glory, I wonder if there is any honour and glory in war,” she sobbed quietly.
 
   “Mrs. Ashworth, George was not an idle man, he knew the realities of war,” replied Eveline, “he would not have put himself in harm’s way without a personal cause of his own, he was very single minded and driven by the injustices of the world, maybe by joining the army he thought he could make a difference.”
 
   “I wonder if he has,” answered Mary thoughtfully.
 
   “Mary, off course he has,” blurted out Eveline defiantly, “he has helped to keep women and children safe from evil men whose only ambition is to conquer and control.”
 
   “I often think of the mothers of the young German men, who by no choice of their own have to go off and fight a campaign of repression, they are no worse than our own men,” sighed Mary, “they cannot all wish evil on others?”
 
   “I doubt they do, but you are right, they have little choice in the matter and war breeds evil men, it gives them a pedestal in which to increase their own gains and make those with whom they detest suffer,” replied Eveline sombrely, “even within our own army, there are men who are bad and war gives them the right conditions in which to act in an evil manner, justified in the sense that they are fighting against a common enemy.”
 
   “I’m sure you are right my dear, I just wish that my George had had a longer and happier life,” she cried.
 
   “Abraham Lincoln once said that in this world of ours, sorrow comes to all: and, to the young. It comes with bitterness and agony, because it takes them unawares,” quoted Eveline, she loved Abraham Lincoln and spent many a day reading about him.
 
   “Dear child, you should have gone to Oxford like my dear George, you have a bright mind, it is a shame you have no way in which to use it with purpose,” smiled Mary kissing Eveline on the cheek.
 
   “I have spent too much time with my head in a book and have made myself unaware of reality,” sighed Eveline, thinking of Theodore.
 
   “I don’t think that is such a bad thing my child, not in a world of war and depression,” comforted Mary.
 
   “I fear the future, what will become of me,” whispered Eveline.
 
   “Stop living in tomorrow, live in today for that is all we have and that is all we can control,” answered Mary tenderly getting up of the stool.
 
   “Would you like to go for a walk later Mary?” asked Eveline kindly.
 
   “Oh no, no, I am alright, anyway we have a young evacuee coming tomorrow, I need to prepare her room with Hannah,” smiled Mary making for the door.
 
   “An evacuee? Grandmamma didn’t tell me,” Eveline replied a little shocked at the announcement.
 
   “Well the letter only came today, a little girl called Belle, she is only six and has no other siblings, her father works in the government and her mother is a secretary, she will be staying with us until the war is over,” announced Mary, “it will be nice for you, you can show her about Bath and maybe even read to her and teach her the piano, poor child is very shy apparently.”
 
   “Off course, I would love to take her about Bath,” smiled Eveline, happy at this turn in events. Eveline wasn’t great with children, sometimes she didn’t have the patience, but she did look after a little girl called Daisy in Keswick, with whom she taught to read and write, they both formed a firm friendship and maybe Eveline would have the same with Belle. Mary’s news helped to re invigorate Eveline’s prior sadness. Time and space and maybe some much needed distraction was what Eveline needed, there were much more important things going on other than the affairs of her heart. Eveline left the music room and went to have her breakfast, Hannah announcing that Theodore had left the house to go find other lodgings. 
 
   “Oh, so soon, well,” she felt awkward, “thank you Hannah.”
 
   On Hannah’s exit, Eveline slumped back into her chair and sighed heavily, she really needed a job. After breakfast, Eveline gathered her coat, gloves and hat and made for the front door to go on a nice, brisk walk and maybe find her grandmother along the way. As Eveline opened the large door, donning her hat, she looked down and gasped at the little figure of a girl, wrapped up in a coat, suitcase in one hand.
 
   “Hello,” she smiled awkwardly down at the petite little child with fair hair and green eyes, who looked lost and confused. “And who might you be?”
 
   “Belle,” the little girl replied, looking up at the fashionable Eveline who looked just as confused.
 
   “Are you not meant to arrive tomorrow?” asked Eveline, bending down before the shy child.
 
   “Yes, but mama sent me on the train today,” replied Belle, her little round, green eyes, innocent and vulnerable.
 
   “And how did you manage to come all the way from the train station to Crescent road?” asked Eveline a little alarmed at the thought of a six year old walking around Bath by herself.
 
   “The man at the station brought me,” answered Belle flatly. “Can I come in? It’s cold,” she moaned. Eveline looked at the little girl and the little girl looked back just as intensely.
 
   “Off course,” she replied happily, lifting Belle’s suitcase and showing her in.
 
   “Wow!” Belle gasped at the beautiful reception, “are you rich?” she asked, her little nose in the air.
 
   “No, but my grand mama’s friend is, this is her house, Mary is her name,” announced Eveline following the child’s gaze.
 
   “Is she horrid?” asked Belle, her eyes darting up to Eveline.
 
   “No, no” smiled Eveline, “she is lovely, you will love Mary, though she is a little sad, she lost her son a few weeks ago.” Eveline wasn’t sure if this was the right way to go about the information, but she felt sure that Belle was astute and smart and clearly liked to observe her surroundings.
 
   “Oh, some of my friends died too,” whispered Belle softly, her eyes glazing. Eveline felt pain and shock to hear such words. Off course she had been aware of the German bombing of London, but everything felt so distant here in the East, well discarding Bristol. A little girl losing her friends who were probably around the same age, it was heart wrenching. It made Eveline want to lift the little girl into her arms and protect her from the world, she reminded Eveline very much of herself at that age.
 
   “That’s very sad Belle, were they dear friends?” she asked gently, helping Belle out of her red coat, her little blonde curls bouncing about.
 
   “Yes, Rebecca was my favourite, she lived next door, but then her house got blown up,” replied Eveline, her cheeks rosy.
 
   “Oh how sad, would you like a nice cup of hot chocolate?” smiled Eveline taking Belle’s hand and bringing her into the morning room, watching as Belle’s round, green eyes grew in awe.
 
   “Yes that would be nice, I’m hungry,” she moaned, clinging onto Eveline’s hand, obviously nervous.
 
   “Well why don’t you make yourself comfortable and I will go and find you some hot chocolate, and maybe bring Mary down to meet you, is that okay?” asked Eveline.
 
   “Okay,” replied Belle nervously, wandering about the large, morning room.
 
   “Okay,” whispered Eveline taking her leave. It was several minutes before Mary and Eveline came back to the morning room, chatting together comfortably. As Mary greeted Belle, the front door slammed open and slammed shut. Belle ran to Eveline’s side, holding onto her skirt tightly as she watched a plump woman, wearing daring purple, dart into the room, sighing loudly as she entered.
 
   “Blasted neighbour’s dog, nearly threw me in the pond!” she squawked at Mary, oblivious to Belle.
 
   “Mr. Johnson’s Irish hound?” asked Mary, smiling across at Eveline. Mary was convinced that both Estelle and Harold were secretly meeting up in the park, a fact Eveline obviously was unaware off.
 
   “Yes, my God it’s nearly up to my waist, dratted thing,” she moaned, setting her bag down on a nearby table, looking from Mary to Eveline and from Eveline to Mary, her eyebrows raised. “What’s going on?” she asked suspiciously before noticing a small figure hiding behind. “Good Scots!” she swore loudly.
 
   “Estelle, I would like you meet Belle, we are looking after her for a while until it is safe for her to go back to her family in London,” announced Mary, smiling nervously at her oldest friend. Estelle was unable to find words as she looked down at the scared little girl, hiding behind Eveline’s skirts.
 
   “Grand mama would you like to say hello?” interjected Eveline, trying to coax her grandmother out of shock. Estelle raised a hand to her mouth and made a frown at Mary before lowering her hand and straightening her back, frightening the child more.
 
   “Well, hello Belle, I am Estelle, Eveline’s grandmother,” she walked over to Belle and held out a hand, Belle stepped forward slightly and took the hand, her little hand in Estelle’s large and wrinkled hand.
 
   “Hello, I’m Belle,” squeaked Belle, a little smile on her face as she took Eveline’s hand in her own for protection. Estelle strained her ageing eyes to look at the child, observing her.
 
   “Why you are a pretty one, huh?” observed Estelle, stepping back and letting herself relax. “Eveline you should give her some lunch and get her settled before Doctor Cox arrives for Mary,” ordered Estelle now back to her usual, dramatic and bossy self. Eveline smiled down at a less strained Belle and rolled her eyes in fun, which made Belle squeak with laughter.
 
   “Dinner is at five, on the dot,” informed Mary now taking Estelle’s arm and making for the settee. Before Eveline and Belle left the room, Estelle called out for her.
 
   “Eveline child, where has that Theodore gone to?” she asked, her face concerned.
 
   “I have no idea, he left after breakfast,” replied Eveline blankly, turning back to exit.
 
   “Blast!” whispered Estelle causing Mary to frown at her old friend.
 
   “You really need to stop swearing, especially as we have a child in our house,” scolded Mary sitting down on the settee in front of the fire.
 
   “Oh stop whipping me Mary, you know I can’t stray far from the point, in any case most people swear within the vicinity of  their homes, I’m sure Mary is well use to it,” cocked Estelle, stubborn as a mule.
 
   Eveline and Belle spent time eating down in the kitchen with Hannah before, Eveline brought Belle up to her room which was opposites Eveline’s. Once Belle had settled in and had a quick nap, Eveline asked her if she would like to join her on a walk into Bath.
 
   “Yes please,” she answered, jumping down from her bed and sitting on the floor, putting on her patent shoes. Eveline watched as the little girl tried to tie her laces, before kneeling down and helping her.
 
   “Did you go to school in London Belle?” asked Eveline softly, knotting her laces.
 
   “I had a tutor, called Mrs. Broom,” replied Belle, brushing her hair.
 
   “Oh and did you like Mrs. Broom?” Eveline enquired standing up and taking the brush from Belle and turning her round to brush the back of her hair.
 
   “Yes, she was kind, not like Mr. Shakespeare,” moaned Belle, bending her head a bit as Eveline combed it,
 
   “You had a tutor called Mr. Shakespeare?” smiled Eveline.
 
   “Yes, why do you know him?” enquired Belle.
 
   “Well there was once a man named William Shakespeare who wrote some very famous plays,” Eveline answered, acknowledging that Belle was not probably yet acquainted with his work.
 
   “Oh, was he bad too?” eyed Belle, now standing up and taking Eveline’s hand, following her out onto the corridor.
 
   “No, he wrote a great many plays, most famously Romeo and Juliet,” replied Eveline, helping Belle down the staircase and towards the coat hanger.
 
   “What’s that about?” she asked, letting Eveline put on her red coat.
 
   “A young man and a young woman, both from enemy families, falling in love against their families wishes,” replied Eveline, taking Belle’s maroon scarf and wrapping it about her tiny neck, lifting her curls up and over, letting them fall about her shoulders .
 
   “Why do their families not like each other?” enquired Belle watching Eveline put on her own coat, scarf, gloves and hat.
 
   “Well their rivalry goes back years, before they were born, it almost has become commonplace amongst the town, even peasants have their sides, somehow along the way they both lost hindsight of what it was they were fighting for,” smiled Eveline, noting how observant Belle was, did she understand what she was trying to convey? It seemed like she did.
 
   “Like my mama’s family and papa’s, they are always arguing,” groaned Belle, putting on her little fur hat. Eveline took her bag in her hands and opened the front door, a brisk gust of wind hitting them firmly on the face.
 
   “Many families argue,” replied Eveline walking up Crescent Lane towards the centre of Bath, passing couples and children along the way.
 
   “Where is your mama and papa?” asked Belle, letting her left hand trail along the black railings.
 
   “They passed away when I was a child,” Eveline answered a shiver in her voice at their mention.
 
   “I’m sorry,” whispered Belle, looking up at the pained face of her new friend.
 
   “It wasn’t your fault pet, but I am happy with grandmamma, we have a fine time in Keswick,” she smiled down at the child, her nose and cheeks red.
 
   “Where is Keswick?” Belle asked curiously, eyeing a german shepherd that walked by with its owner. 
 
   “Oh, well it is up in the Lake District, an area in the north, filled with hills, mountains and lakes, have you ever been?” enquired Eveline, stopping Belle to cross over to Upper Church Street. Belle quickly sprinted across the street alongside Eveline.
 
   “No, I haven’t, is it nice? Can you take me there sometime?” Belle replied cheerfully, happy at the prospect of an adventure.
 
   “Well maybe I will, I’m sure Mary and grandmamma wouldn’t mind if we went up for a few days in spring, would you like that?” Eveline answered smiling down at Belle.
 
   “Above all things, yes, more than Christmas presents,” she declared, her little nose pointed.
 
   “Well that is highly unusual, don’t all children love Christmas presents?” Eveline laughed as they passed the row of regency houses, winding their way through groups of children and mothers. It was just after three, so schools would be closing and so most of the children were headed home. Eveline wondered what would happen with Belle’s education, would she have to home school her.
 
   “Well, I do like presents,” blushed Belle, “can I have both?” she dared ask. Eveline smiled widely at the gumption Belle showed, she rather loved this little girl, she was smart and brave, not one to back down and that impressed Eveline.
 
   “I daresay, if you behave then yes, I am sure I can cater to both presents and a little holiday,” she answered decisively. For the next few minutes both Eveline and Belle walked together in peace, making idle talk about whose coat was nicer or which trees still had some leaves. It took the pair twenty minutes to find the Assembly Rooms on Bennet Street. Eveline and Belle looked up at the fabulous regency building before entering.
 
   “I think they may do tea and scones here, would you like to go and have something to eat before we look around?” asked Eveline excited. It had been quite some time since she had last been in the Assembly rooms and she was happy to share this moment with Belle, who obviously would not be educated on Jane Austen and the romance of the regency era, but maybe this could be the start of Belle’s home schooling. Belle and Eveline entered the Assembly rooms, walking under the coliseums.
 
   “It’s huge,” gaped Belle, her eyes darting around excitedly, “what is this place” she asked curiously.
 
   “Well, it was designed by a man named John Wood in 1769 for the purpose of entertainment,” marvelled Eveline, imaging what the rooms would have looked like, filled with people and music.
 
   “What kind of entertainment?” Belle asked.
 
   “Well, there are four rooms; firstly the Great Octagon, which you will see shortly was used as a card room, where parties of men and women would gather to play whist,” replied Eveline forgetting about tea and scones and guiding Belle towards the very room. When they entered Belle sighed aloud, her eyes marvelling at the beautiful Whitefriars crystal chandelier at the centre of the bright and cheerful room.
 
   “What is whist?” she cooed, gazing about the now empty room, her eyes locking on the fireplaces.
 
   “Well you play it in pairs, and really it is about tricking your opponent, it’s all about strategy and out witting your opponents,” smiled Eveline, letting Belle roam around the room by herself.
 
   “Can we play it sometime?” she announced, her little voice echoing around the octagon shaped room.
 
   “Yes, my grandmamma is quite famous at winning,” replied Eveline happily remembering a certain game in which William and his reverend father went home bitterly disappointed at the slightly drunken antics of Estelle.
 
   “Good,” answered Belle coming back to her side, “can we see the other rooms now?”
 
   “Alright and then we will go and have some tea,” Eveline replied enthusiastically. The Assembly rooms were not greatly populated, there were a few couples and maybe one or two small families, but it gave both Belle and Eveline ample opportunity to not only get to know one another but to acquaint themselves with the history of the rooms.
 
   “So, which room was your favourite?” asked Eveline, pouring some tea into her cup before pouring milk into Belle’s, who was taking a huge bite out of a piece of Victorian sandwich cake. Belle waited until her full mouth was empty before replying.
 
   “The ball room for sure,” she smiled, taking a sip of her milk, “what about you?”
 
   “The ball room too I have to admit, I like to imagine dancing around in a flowing dress,” she dreamed aloud, thinking of Theodore.
 
   “Me too, I would wear a pink dress with ribbons, would you?” smiled Belle gaily.
 
   “Oh I would wear a fine red, velvet dress, it would go with my hair,” pondered Eveline, taking a bite out of her scone.
 
   “Yes and you could wear gold jewellery to go with your eyes,” Belle nodded, seemingly unaware that Eveline’s eyes were a rarity.
 
   “I’m sure I could, and you could wear a small tiara,” Eveline responded, looking out of the window and frowning slightly at the two men standing on the other side of the street, staring at her. Belle turned round and followed Eveline’s stare, then turned back.
 
   “You notice them too,” she whispered, putting down her china cup.
 
   “Who the two men over their?” quipped Eveline, trying to act as though she hadn’t noticed.
 
   “Yes, they followed us all the way from your home,” replied Belle nervously.
 
   “Why ever did you not say something?” Eveline quizzed gently, trying not to feel alarmed, where these the same men that had been following Estelle? Why did she now feel as though to stay inside was safer than going outside?
 
   “I didn’t want to worry you,” replied Belle innocently,
 
   “I’m not worried, a little nervous, but there is no need to worry, they probably mean us no harm,” she smiled soothingly at Belle, whose face was etched in worry. Eveline subconsciously lifted her fingers to trace them across the burning sensation on her throat, just under her ear. The burning seemed to get worse as she looked at the men, worried.
 
   “Are you okay Evie?” Belle asked, watching Eveline trace her fingers over a certain area under her ear. Belle’s question brought Eveline back into the moment, dropping her fingers she smiled brightly.
 
   “Off course, now come let us drink up, then we can have another walk around the rooms before we head to the park,” Eveline answered, bringing her eyes back to her tea and scone.
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   Galean
 
    
 
   Eveline held Belle’s hand tightly as they crossed Gay Street and entered through the gates into the Royal Victoria Park, watching as the two men followed, quite a distance away. Eveline’s worry was put aside as she felt helpless and in need of Theodore, he would know what to do, but after this morning, she was stupid if she thought she would see him again. The evening sunset settled beautiful upon the park, infiltrating through the bare branches, and skimming across the moist grass.
 
   “Do you think it will snow?” Belle asked, her little hands in her mittens. Eveline looked up at the snow sky and nodded.
 
   “I think it might, the air seems almost snowy,” beamed Eveline, she loved snow and was well aware that most children also loved snow.
 
   “I love the snow, but I feel sorry for boys and girls who don’t have much money, mama always tells me how hard it is for them,” Belle sighed.
 
   “Your very wise for a six year old,” muttered Eveline.
 
   “Mama says that too,” Belle replied rolling her eyes.
 
   “Well she is right, snow is lovely for those who can afford to light a fire or who can pay for electric, but lots of poor families suffer with illness and disease,” Eveline lectured, looking over her shoulder briefly, the two men were still following.
 
   “What can we do to help?” Belle asked, her eyebrows frowning.
 
   “Em.., well why don’t we make up some baskets?” pondered Eveline, wrapping an arm about Belle’s shoulder.
 
   “Can I get up, my feet are sore?” Belle asked, her cheeks rosy.
 
   “Alright, you’re as small as a four year old, I’m sure I can carry you,” cooed Eveline, taking Belle into her arms and kissing her nose tenderly. Belle dropped her head against Eveline and whispered.
 
   “I like you, we can be friends.”
 
   “I would like that very much.”
 
   “Do you wish you had a mama and papa?”
 
   “All the time.”
 
   “I wish you could too, I would hold you too, if you were me.”
 
   “That’s very kind of you.”
 
   “Your welcome.”
 
   Eveline and Belle chatted for quite some time as they came to the botanical gardens, bare and covered in light frost. Eveline found a nearby chair and sat down, putting Belle in her lap, letting her head fall back into her arm as they looked up at the red sky.
 
   “Where do you think we go, when we pass?” asked Belle.
 
   “You know for a child of six you really are well beyond your years,” laughed Eveline, hugging her tightly, their breathes visible and winding about them.
 
   “Sometimes I can’t sleep at night and I think about it.”
 
   “Well what do you think happens?” Eveline asked, curious as to her answer.
 
   “I think we join the stars,” whispered Belle pointing her index finger up at the sky, “up there in the sky, that way we can keep an eye on everybody.”
 
   “You may just be right,” sighed Eveline.
 
   “Eveline?” came a familiar voice. Belle looked over Eveline’s shoulder and noticed the pair of men coming towards her. Eveline turned and found her eyes falling on Theodore, out walking with a companion, who was just as tall, yet looked as though he could have been a wild Viking.
 
   “Hello Theodore,” Eveline choked remembering the morning’s events and blushing at her bitter retort. Theodore looked at Belle then turned his eyes back towards Eveline, shyly, he obviously remembered the morning’s events too.
 
   “My I introduce a lifelong friend, Galean,” announced Theodore, turning to Galean, who looked awkward, his sharp, blue eyes fixed on Eveline.
 
   “How do you do?” he enquired kindly, smiling at Belle, who held out her hand. Galean promptly took the little hand in his own and bent down to kiss her gently before bringing himself upright.
 
   “I am well thank you,” smiled Eveline, her heart beating strangely an unknown familiar feeling arising. Theodore looked at her longingly, yearning for her own golden eyes to meet his. Galean and Theodore had been following the two men that had spent their afternoon stalking Eveline and Belle. Before they could reach the men they had disappeared. The air stood still amongst the group, everyone bar Belle feeling slightly uneasy.
 
   “What brings you here at this time?” Theodore asked, trying to hide his frustration. Eveline looked up, her eyes blazing.
 
   “We are having a walk before we return home for dinner,” She retorted, keeping her face calm, not wanting Belle to feel worried.
 
   “May we escort you home?” Theodore demanded rather than asked. Eveline wanted to say no, but she had a feeling that saying no would not help her case and so she nodded, getting up from the chair and settling Belle down on the ground.
 
   “You may,” she replied, taking Belle’s hand in her own and keeping her eyes away from Galean, who looked at her strangely. It must be her eyes she thought to herself as they walked together in silence. Belle grabbed Theodore’s other hand with her left hand and held it tightly, binding the three of them together. Galean looked on with interest at the little group, they almost looked like a family.
 
   “What is it you do Galean?” Eveline asked, looking over Theodore’s shoulder at the tall and striking man.
 
   “I work for the government,” he replied blandly, his striking blue eyes holding her own.
 
   “And what is it you do in the government?” Eveline went on. 
 
   “I’m a spy,” he replied bluntly watching Belle’s and Eveline’s face scrunch up in awe and confusion.
 
   “Really?” Belle asked.
 
   “Why are you scared?” teased Galean, leaning forward to look down at the little girl, her big green eyes full of excitement.
 
   “No, why would I be scared?” she retorted, sniggering.
 
   “I have absolutely no idea why a little girl would be scared of a British spy,” replied Galean, lowering his eyes in a dramatic display of disappointment, only ailing Belle into having fits of laughter. Eveline however looked at the roguish, almost Viking like man, his wild, blonde, curly hair flowing around his beautifully set, yet wild face. Eveline then looked at Theodore who was looking at her with sad eyes, did he think she thought Galean more beautiful, more alluring. In a sense Galean was attractive, in a very different way, he came across as a tease but she felt that under all of that rough exterior lay someone completely different and she just couldn’t help but think that they had met before. Theodore on the other hand, was handsome and gentle, yes he could be commanding and in control but he never used those abilities as a weapon. Eveline wanted to wrap herself about him and stay wrapped about him for eternity, Galean however frightened her, the way he gazed at her, made her feel as though he could see her right down to her very core.
 
   “Eveline,” Theodore spoke softly, now that Belle had let go of both Eveline and Theodore’s hands to sit up on Galean’s shoulders, talking about spies. Eveline could feel his fingers touching her own, very slightly, so that Galean and Belle wouldn’t see.
 
   “I’m sorry about this morning,” he sighed, “you have every right to ignore me, just please believe me when I say that if you knew who I was, then you would understand.”
 
   “Then tell me?” Eveline responded feeling a blush upon her cheek as he gently entwined his fingers in her own.
 
   “I wish I could, with all my heart, if I could then, maybe you would understand,” he sighed.
 
   “What am I meant to do Theodore? Tell me? You make me believe that I mean more to you than a friend, clearly,” she rolled her eyes at the memory of last night, “but then you say I don’t know you and that marriage is not on your agenda…, what am I meant to do? Be your mistress? Because I will never consent to that, I…,”
 
   “I would never ask you to do that, Eveline is that the kind of man you take me for?” he looked at her intensely, his eyes pleading with her own.
 
   “I don’t know how to take you anymore Theodore, in a way your right, I have only met you, I barely know you,” she emphasised the ‘you’ heavily.
 
   “Then maybe we can get to know one another,” begged Theodore.
 
   “As friends?” she quizzed, looking at him directly.
 
   “Yes,” he replied, a slight smile on his mouth.
 
   “I’m not sure I could just stand to be your friend, not after…, well you know what,” she replied, a warm blush spreading throughout her.
 
   “I know, but soon, very soon I will tell you what you need to know and then you can make your decision.” Theodore responded kindly, turning to see that Belle and Galean were out of ears shot.
 
   “I don’t understand what all the mystery is,” Eveline sighed. Theodore took her hand and stopped her, waiting until Galean and Belle were further on.
 
   “Don’t you worry about the men following you? Don’t you think it odd that Galean and I just happen to be here?” Theodore pleaded bluntly, leaning in, his nose close to her own, his eyes baring down into her own, frightened and confused eyes.
 
   “Off course I do, that and the incredibly strange dreams I am having! I am in a personal state of fear right now, all be it I do not show much of how I feel on the exterior, but inwardly I am scared,” she whispered, wanting to wrap her arms about him and stay safe within his warmth. Theodore looked at Eveline, alarmed.
 
   “You must tell me about these dreams Eveline,” he replied softly.
 
   “Why? You would just laugh at me,” she choked, a tear falling down her cheek.
 
   “Because I might be able to help,” he soothed, wiping away the tear.
 
   “How? How can you help get rid of my nightmares?” she pleaded, “are you in possession of some kind of magic?”
 
   “Maybe,” he whispered. Eveline looked up at him a little wary.
 
   “What do you mean?” she replied needing an answer.
 
   “I have told you, I cannot tell you until I am allowed, can you just trust me?” he begged.
 
   “I am so confused right now,” she groaned looking down at the ground.
 
   “I know you feel confused, I am here to help I promise,” he sighed heavily.
 
   “If I tell you my dreams, do you promise not to tell grandmamma?” Eveline asked quietly.
 
   “I promise,” answered Theodore a smile on his face as he crossed his fingers. Theodore took Eveline’s arm in his own and listened intently to her dreams, following behind Galean and Belle.
 
   “What does a spy do?” Belle asked, now walking beside Galean, holding his hand. Galean looked down at Belle and screwed up his face, pretending to look scary.
 
   “Well we go undercover to find all the naughty people,” he answered severely, “and then we put them in dungeons.”
 
   “Serves them right,” Belle replied bluntly holding her head high, un aware that Galean was purposely trying to scare her. Galean simply looked down at the child in amazement, did nothing scare her?
 
   “And where do you come from?” he asked politely letting her twirl around.
 
   “London,” she smiled, twirling about, round and round until she nearly dropped. Galean quickly scooped her up into his arms, holding her on his hip. Belle settled her head down on his shoulder, putting her fingers through his thick, flaxen hair.
 
   “Where abouts in London?” he asked, turning his eyes to meet hers.
 
   “Chelsea,” she murmured, now quite tired.
 
   “Ah, the posh end of London,” smiled Galean, “thought so.”
 
   “What do you mean by that?” spat Belle gently nudging him.
 
   “Well you have the look of a refined, young lady,” smiled Galean turning round to see where Theodore and Eveline had gotten too, he spotted them deep in conversation, looking quite cosy and frowned.
 
   “Really? How?” squeaked Belle accepting the compliment.
 
   “Well you have good teeth for one,” teased Galean, “and you have fine eyes and hair, but above all else you have a great little mind, full of knowledge, I bet you have never been to school?”
 
   “Yes, your right,” beamed Belle.
 
   “Well, all children of wealthy parents are home schooled,” noted Galean. Belle released her fingers from his hair and began to trace his face.
 
   “You look funny,” she sighed.
 
   “Do I look scary?” teased Galean in a slightly dramatic tone.
 
   “No, you look like, well you look like an angel,” Belle whispered bluntly. Who was this child? Galean thought to himself, off course children were able to see beyond reality in many ways, something that passes with age, but this young, beautiful and smart girl was a keen observer and she had him down to a tee.
 
   “And what if I was an angel?” Galean asked curiously.
 
   “I would feel safe from those men,” she replied honestly.
 
   “What men?” asked Galean, obviously knowing what men, but it would be interesting to understand how Belle perceived her stalkers.
 
   “Those bad men, they look bad and dark,” murmured Belle seriously into Galean’s ear.
 
   “I didn’t see any men,” Galean replied blandly, watching her eyes twitch in nervousness.
 
   “Well I did, and I didn’t like them, they had weird eyes like Evie, only bad eyes,” retorted Belle, her eyes shutting slightly with slumber.
 
   “Oh well then I shall certainly keep an eye out for them,” answered Galean firmly holding the little chit tighter, she was infectious, he being an angel that really was known as a rebel, not a softie, at least his dead wife understood him to be more than a radical angel who happened to be the best assassin in Heaven. Unfortunately she wasn’t here anymore and so his bad reputation had arisen again, especially after that incident that earned him a place amongst the exiled.
 
   “So you will be like an angel and a spy?” whispered Belle, her arms wrapped about Galean’s neck, her eyes shut.
 
   “Yes, I will be your angel and spy, will you be mine?” Galean smiled at the sleeping Belle.
 
   “Yes,” she yawned.
 
   “Good I could use a friend,” he whispered, gazing up at the stars a sharp ache hitting him in the heart as he remembered his wife and child, they were everything to him, before he came back from a mission to find them buried. Silently Galean and Belle walked through the park until they came upon the gates that led to the road. Standing on the path way, Galean turned round and waited for Theodore and Eveline. When he gazed upon Eveline he felt an odd feeling flow through him, strange but not unsettling, he wondered what she was to him or who she would be to him, because he had dreamed about her long before he had met her, and he had a firm feeling that she in some way was to be his future, how? He didn’t know. Just as the thought filtered through his mind, he caught Eveline looking at him with a confused look, did she feel the same? Did she feel as though fate had somehow bound them together?
 
   “Well your charms worked perfectly,” whispered Theodore, carefully brushing away one of Belle’s curls, gazing at her sleeping form and smiling.
 
   “Can’t help it,” smiled Galean, his dazzling teeth setting Eveline on edge a little. Strange she thought to herself she could almost swear she had met this man before.
 
   “Come let’s get her home, she is in no doubt in need of something to eat before going to bed,” Theodore announced, Eveline’s arm still in his. The group made small chat as they walked back to Crescent road. When the group made their way towards the door, it swung open to reveal Estelle, smoking a cigarette.
 
   “Flip,” Galean muttered under his breathe. Eveline shot Galean a warning glance as she greeted her grandmother with a kiss.
 
   “Grandma you remember Theodore?” she asked walking in and taking off her coat. Estelle smiled at Theodore and bade him to come in, but stopped Galean on his tracks and looked him up and down.
 
   “And who are you?” she enquired, her glasses lying on the rim of her pointed nose.
 
   “I am Galean at your service Madame,” he announced, his arm about a groggy Belle.
 
   “Ah, Estelle, excuse my idleness, this is my best friend, he is staying with me for a few weeks, just until we get our orders,” announced Theodore, biding Galean to come in.
 
   “Hump!” sighed Estelle, closing the great door behind her before making her way to the evening room, on the left hand side of the staircase. Theodore followed Estelle, but Eveline stayed behind.
 
   “If you give her to me I can take her upstairs,” Eveline asked looking to Galean shyly, holding out her arms.
 
   “If it’s alright with you, I can bring her up, obviously with you as a chaperone,” smiled Galean, standing a foot taller than Eveline.
 
   “Well if you wish, follow me,” Eveline replied, turning to meet Theodore’s eyes and smiling warmly at him, wishing he was bringing Belle up. Galean led the way and Eveline followed.
 
   “It’s on your left,” she muttered, jumping ahead of him and opening the door to Belle’s room. Hannah had lit one of the lamps and the room was a cosy hue. Galean lay Belle down atop the bed, and knelt down to take off her shoes. Eveline walked to the other side of Belle and took off her hat, keeping quiet and keeping her eyes to herself, aware that his were on her.
 
   “She is a beautiful child,” Galean whispered, unwinding the scarf from Belle’s throat, accidently touching Eveline’s hand. As though she had been attacked by lightening, Eveline jumped back at the bolt of feeling that sored up her arm. “Sorry,” Galean apologised. 
 
   “It’s alright,” she whispered, coming back to Belle, whilst Galean moved aside, walking toward the lit fire, and standing in front of it, his eyes on the flames.
 
   “She spoke of the men that were following you,” Galean went on.
 
   “Yes well, Theodore said that he would sort it out,” replied Eveline gravely, stopping to glance at his slumped over figure, he was unreadable and yet she yearned to read his mind. No, she did not look at Galean the way she looked at Theodore, but never the less, Galean intrigued her, he seemed, like Theodore to be so unearthly, he looked as though he didn’t belong here.
 
   “Off course he will, Theodore is always on top of things,” smiled Galean, holding a hand over the flames, warming his fingers.
 
   “He is very honourable,” Eveline muttered lifting Belle into the bed and covering her with the bed sheets, before bending down to kiss her forehead.
 
   “He is,” said Galean a smile on his lips. Theodore was loved by all who knew him and Galean wasn’t jealous at all, Theodore was worthy and honourable, but he knew the affection he held for this woman, who seemed to move Galean to the core and he could only predict Theodores downfall if he should ever act on his affections. Unlike Galean, Theodore was not exiled and so he could not do as he choose when it came to matters of the heart, he had to stay true to his kin and to his master. Galean spent the first year of his family’s death in brothels, drunk and lost until Theodore found him and nursed him back from his grief. Now Galean lived with the guilt of that year, worse he lived with the guilt that he couldn’t save his family, he should have kept them safe with his father.
 
   “Are you alright,” asked Eveline, watching as Galean’s eyes became withdrawn. Eveline walked to the fireplace and stood in front of Galean, as she drew her eyes up to his she found his already on her.
 
   “I am fine, just a little tired that’s all,” he smiled.
 
   “You..,” Eveline muttered, forcing her tongue to stay still.
 
   “Yes?”
 
   “I don’t know, you just, you seem strange to me as though we had already met,” Eveline blurted out, her cheeks burning.
 
   “Maybe we have?” replied Galean seriously.
 
   “I would remember if we had,” smiled Eveline, feeling a little more relaxed in his presence, maybe he was just misunderstood.
 
   “But some part of you believes we have, is that not a memory?” Quizzed Galean seriously, knowing full well they had met the day before.
 
   “When you put it like that, then yes I suppose so,” Eveline muttered, her hands nestled atop one another, over her stomach.
 
   “Come let’s leave this idle talk and re-join your grandmother and Theodore downstairs,” smiled Galean lightening the mood.
 
   “Okay,” replied Eveline, following him out of the room with one last lingering glance at the now sleeping Belle. Eveline would wake her in an hour to bring her downstairs for dinner. As they walked the corridor, both awkwardly looked at one another, then shyly retreated their gaze. As they made for the stairs, Galean offered Eveline his arm and she took it, resting her fingers upon his wrist gently, the same bolt of feeling running up her arm. Theodore stood when they entered, and offered Galean a glass of brandy. Eveline smiled up at Theodore, feeling her heart restore at the sight of him, keeping her gaze away from Galean.
 
   “Right who wants to play a game of chess?” announced Estelle from her chair.
 
   “Should we wait on Mary grandmother?” Eveline asked, pouring herself a glass of wine and returning to the group.
 
   “No, Mary does not come down for dinner, she is…, indisposed,” replied Estelle giving Eveline a stare.
 
   “Well, I don’t know about you, but a game of chess seems fun,” smiled Theodore, who raised his head from a quick conversation with Galean, who sat back, quietly retiring into the settee, his gaze fixed upon the fire.
 
   “Good chap, what about your friend? What’s his name?” Estelle demanded, eyeing the stranger again, he really looked like someone out of a history book.
 
   “Galean likes to sit in peace in the evenings, a sombre fellow he is,” laughed Theodore. “I however love a game of chess, what about you Eveline?”
 
   “Oh, no I don’t play chess, but I will sit and read until dinner is ready,” Eveline smiled warmly at Theodore sipping on her red wine.
 
   “Alright, looks like it is just the two of us!” declared Theodore, “were do we play?” he asked helping Estelle up from her seat.
 
   “ The table by that window over there shall do fine, don’t want to bore Eveline and what’s his name out,” replied Estelle making her way to the table and allowing Theodore to help her to her seat, she was after all nearing eighty. As Theodore and Estelle chatted enthusiastically over a game of chess, Estelle currently winning, Eveline re-entered the room with a book and seated herself opposite Galean. Silently they sat, Eveline reading Persuasion and Galean simply staring into space.
 
   “You like Jane Austen?” he asked, keeping his eyes on the fire.
 
   “Yes, most women do,” Eveline answered, letting her eyes drift over the top of the book towards Galean, who sat back against the settee, sipping his brandy thoughtfully.
 
   “Which is your favourite book?” he asked quietly.
 
   “Persuasion to be sure,” retorted Eveline.
 
   “Don’t most women prefer Mr. Darcy? Moody, full of pride and oh so wealthy?” Galean smiled, his eyes never leaving the flames.
 
   “Well in my little acquaintance yes they do prefer Darcy,” Eveline laughed quietly, remembering a certain Miss Grace who upon a summers day, ran all the way from her farm to see Eveline, throwing pebbles at her window and bidding her to come down immediately.
 
   “Grace, what’s wrong?” Eveline cried, tightening her robe about her.
 
   “Mr. Darcy! I swear it Eveline I have fallen in love,” she laughed, her brown eyes dancing and the morning birds singing endlessly as though joining her in her in found love.
 
   “You ran all the way over here to tell me that?” smiled Eveline, now sitting atop the garden wall.
 
   “Off course, you were right when you told me I would fall in love with him!” gushed Grace, walking about in circles. “I feel as though I have awoken and can finally see.”
 
   “Whatever do you mean?” laughed Eveline, closing her eyes and taking in the morning sun.
 
   “I’ve decided I am not going to marry Matthew Ward,” she announced loudly for all the world to hear. Eveline, instead of rejoicing felt depressed, Matthew adored Grace, maybe he wasn’t a romantic as such but he had always adored Grace, he followed her home from school since he was ten.
 
   “But Grace why? Matthew clearly adores you?” she moaned.
 
   “I want passion! I want love! Like Elizabeth and Darcy!” answered Grace full of energy and spirit. Above them a window opened and Estelle’s head hung out, her hair dishevelled and unsightly, in fact all of her was, she was a terrible scare in the mornings.
 
   “I told you Evie! Told you that giving her that damn book would send her to the fairies,” she announced boldly. “I told you she didn’t have the brains to think of it as a story, no, now she’s about to crush that poor lad’s heart all because of Mr. Darcy,” she yelled sarcastically.
 
   “I thought she would learn something about pride and prejudice, about mistaken judgements,” Eveline yelled back up at her grandmamma.
 
   “Hump! Why didn’t you just force feed her the bible, much good it would have done!” replied Estelle, slamming the window after her.
 
   “Eveline?” came a voice, soft and sad. Eveline lifted herself from her memories and let her vision settle on Galean once more.
 
   “Sorry I got lost in a memory,” she apologised quietly.
 
   “That’s an easy thing to do, I am proficient at it,” he announced, laughing pitifully into his brandy glass.
 
   “I wonder what it is you are thinking off Galean.” Eveline pondered.
 
   “The past,” replied Galean sombrely, taking a gulp of his brandy, “so why do you prefer persuasion?”
 
   “I suppose to me, it is more realistic, love is never a smooth journey,” Eveline answered, dropping her book slightly before going on, “everything is against them at the start, she loses him but somehow fate brings him back to her and they find one another, despite the hurdles.”
 
   “Do you believe in fate Eveline?” Galean asked his gaze intense.
 
   “I didn’t really, but I suppose our perspectives change,” she answered letting her eyes fall upon a laughing Theodore, her heart soothed by the mere sight of him. Galean followed Eveline’s gaze and inwardly sighed, he knew this was bad news, but couldn’t for the life of him tell Theodore, it was obvious he had gone and fallen in love with exactly the wrong woman, just the kind of thing he would do. And yet, somewhere deep down, in some dark corner of his soul he knew Eveline was not meant for Theodore, despite fate binding them together, he knew Eveline was bound for another. As Eveline returned her gaze to her book she met Galean’s and they both locked eyes for a mere second, that seemed to be like eternity for Galean.
 
   “Do you believe in fate?” Eveline asked shyly.
 
   “I used too,” Galean mumbled.
 
   “Are you married?”
 
   “I was.”
 
   “Sorry I don’t mean to cause you pain.”
 
   “You have nothing to be sorry for, she died, I mean they died,” groaned Galean, taking another sip of the brandy, noticing that there wasn’t much left. Eveline felt empathy for the man opposite her, she didn’t know why she felt strange in his presence, but right now she felt pity and sadness, he must have been a man full of happiness and joy before fate dealt him a cruel blow.
 
   “They?” she asked leaning forward placing her book on her lap carefully.
 
   “My wife and daughter,” replied Galean his face devoid of emotion, his bright blue eyes dimmed by memory.
 
   “What were their names?” Eveline asked softly, watching the light of the flames bounce of Galean’s beautiful face.
 
   “Marsalia, my daughter and Rosai my wife,” Galean whispered, seeing their faces in the fire.
 
   “What odd names if you don’t mind my saying, what do they mean?” Eveline replied curious.
 
   “Marsalia means pearl and Rosai means sun,” smiled Galean, looking up into Eveline’s eyes.
 
   “How beautiful,” murmured Eveline, closing her book in her hands.
 
   “Yes, beautiful names for beautiful angels,” he answered warmly.
 
   “Angels?” Eveline enquired.
 
   “Well they were angels in my eyes,” choked Galean watching his words, “although my wife was fierce, could knock a man down with her tongue,” he laughed deeply.
 
   “To have such a talent,” whispered Eveline.
 
   “Yes well, she was rare, I have never met her equal,” said Galean bitterly, why was she trying to compare herself to his wife?
 
   “I’m sorry I didn’t meant to offend you, what I meant was, I wish I could be like that, I wish I had the ability to confront others,” blushed Eveline. Galean instantly felt terrible, off course she wasn’t being arrogant, she was envious of Rosai, as many female angels were, she was as beautiful as she was fierce, and he loved her wild temper and quick wit. Marsalia was not as fierce, but she was as wild and raw.
 
   “I am not offended, it’s just a topic I don’t much talk about,” smiled Galean, leaning forward a little.
 
   “Your eyes,” Eveline mumbled.
 
   “Yes?” enquired Galean quietly.
 
   “They betray your charm and gaiety,” replied Eveline tenderly. Galean looked at Eveline silently then backed away from her, closing his eyes.
 
   “Well you must have been really looking,” he teased, his eyes still closed. Eveline withdrew herself at his sarcasm, frowning at him, one minute he was warm the next cold, she couldn’t read him and yet she could, however illogical that was. Eveline got up and left Galean, her book in her hand.
 
   “If you’ll excuse me, I am going to leave my book back in the library,” she retorted not waiting for a response and taking her leave. Theodore and Estelle oblivious to the conversation that had taken place between Galean and Eveline, played on as Eveline made her way to the music room, softly, taking her seat before the piano, leaving her book atop and placing her fingers on the keys.
 
   Galean opened his eyes when he heard the music infiltrate the evening room.
 
   “Ah Eveline is entertaining us as though we were at a funeral,” fumed Estelle, rolling her eyes at Theodore.
 
   “She is a beautiful pianist,” replied Theodore wanting to find Eveline immediately and take her into his arms, keeping her there forever.
 
   “Yes off course she is, but why cannot she play something cheerful, must we all change and don clothes of black?” moaned Estelle.
 
   “Aren’t you being a little nasty?” taunted Theodore, feeling defensive of Eveline.
 
   “What I mean is, everywhere I go, depression and sadness follows, this damned war, it’s taken all the joy out of humanity,” sighed Estelle grandly.
 
   “Then we had better win,” smiled Theodore gently, before moving a pawn. As Theodore and Estelle played happily in the corner listening to the music, Galean set aside his brandy glass and got up, leaving the room and following the music. 
 
   Eveline, eyes closed, lost herself in Beethoven’s moonlight sonata, strands of her hair falling around her face. The room was dark bar for the flickering of two burning candles, but Eveline found light in the music as it filled her with beauty. She wandered back to her home in Keswick as the music flowed, remembering the beautiful lake in the summer, when her gardens were in bloom. She let her mind fall back to the day her parents were killed, she was playing with William when the police arrived at her house, and she stood by William as her grandmother fainted into the arms of the constable. As she remembered her parent’s funeral a tear fell unto her cheek, she had never felt as alone in the universe as she did in that moment, she was only seven. As her fingers stopped she let out a low cry, the worst of it was she understood Galean’s pain. Her world was changing, the people in it were changing, she felt out of place, pulled between this world and another, she felt insecure and yet secure, alone and yet not alone.
 
   “Moonlight sonata,” Galean whispered, taking a seat beside her, not looking up at her tear stained face.
 
   “Yes, it was my mother’s favourite.” Eveline sobbed quietly.
 
   “Do you know Schubert’s Fantasia in F minor?” he asked, placing his fingers on the keys awaiting hers to join him.
 
   “Yes, it is beautiful, I rarely get to play it though,” smiled Eveline cheering up.
 
   “Well then, let us play,” he replied, “ready?”
 
   “Yes,” she answered quickly turning to face him, his face hidden in the shadows but for his piercing blue eyes.
 
   “One, two and three,” he mouthed and instantly they began. Both Eveline and Galean lost themselves in the music, closing their eyes and letting their hearts dance to the heavenly sound they produced, together. As they played, Theodore and Estelle entered the music room, gazing at the pair of pianists. Theodore felt a slight ache of jealousy at the scene but knew that Galean posed no threat, his heart still deep in mourning for his young wife, the beautiful Rosai. Yet, he wished he was by her side making music with her, he envied his friend.
 
   “Let us sit,” whispered Estelle, showing Theodore to the window seats, “this goes on for about twenty minutes,” she smiled, proud of her granddaughter. Silently Theodore watched Eveline move with grace and passion, this was the heart of Eveline, he knew that within music she laid bare all her burdens, pains and needs and it pained him so that he could not take her for his own and claim her to be his and his alone. The irony of the situation almost made him laugh, inside the house was warm and full of love, but outside stood a group of demons just waiting for Eveline. Theodore had tried in vain to let her know of his situation, until his meeting with Gabriel tomorrow evening, he could tell her nothing, instead she had to simply trust a stranger. Ada, Bram and Peter were on watch outside as the group dinned together. Theodore worried over Eveline’s dreams, they were disturbing in an un-disturbing way. Clearly she was having visions of the garden of Calhuni, were she as the rightful heir would one day be crowned Queen. Theodore had felt that whilst in conversation, Eveline was keeping something important from him and he knew that it was this that would be the key to unlocking what was really going on.
 
   The music stopped and both Eveline and Galean gazed at one another, smiling.
 
   “Beautiful,” she whispered, clearing her face of any stray strands of hair.
 
   “Beautiful,” replied Galean, his heart feeling lighter and at ease, music was such a gift. Around them applause filled the room, breaking the moment they shared. Eveline turned and found Theodore smiling across at her.
 
   “As I said you are an amazing pianist,” he smiled, getting up and walking to her side, offering her his hand. Eveline warmed as she placed her hand in his own, she was tired of the company and wanted so badly to be alone with him. Galean walked Estelle out of the room closing the door behind him, leaving them alone.
 
   “Eveline, about this morning, in fact about last night and this morning,” Theodore began, letting his fingers comb through is dark hair as he tried to explain himself. “I am sorry, and I hope that we can be friends?” 
 
   “I’m sorry as well, I don’t know what came over me.” Eveline blushed into her palm, looking away, and feeling like a coward.
 
   “ I think we both know what came over us, but we must just stay friends, you are engaged to another and I as a gentleman, must respect your fiancé, no matter,” Eveline tried to speak but Theodore lifted a hand, “ no matter how you may think of me, or I you, this is not the right thing to do, you have had an out of the ordinary week, and as you have explained to me, out of the ordinary experiences, we must focus on how to best keep you and the rest of your companions, safe.”
 
   “But Theodore, how can you? I have no idea why all this ‘out of the ordinary’ events are happening?” explained Eveline, confused at the thought, maybe Estelle had angered some very conservative wife, her latest novel made her gasp and Eveline liked to think of herself as very open minded.
 
   “Well I and Galean are very experienced in the field of ‘out of the ordinary’ events,” smiled Theodore, “Galean more so, since he is an agent for the government.”
 
   “And how can you help?” enquired Eveline, sitting down on the stool once more, crossing her legs.
 
   “Well, I for one must go to London immediately, there is someone there with whom I can speak, do not fret, it may be nothing, they could be burglars,” smiled Theodore, setting an elbow on the piano and looking down at Eveline, whose auburn hair was alit with fire.
 
   “It can’t be as serious as that?” she replied, her bottom lip quivering.
 
   “To be fair I would prefer them to be burglars, Galean could sort them out pronto,” laughed Theodore remembering there meet in with the actual demons, that were following Eveline and Belle, Galean and soundly socked one of them in the jaw so hard that he fell into the railings and sagged down onto the pavement.
 
   “When will you be back?” Eveline asked, twitching her fingers and trying to portray herself as very bored with an air of no care, a portrayal that went very badly, for her eyes grew bigger with emotion and instead of looking down or away she looked straight up into Theodore’s face in earnest fear.
 
   “No need to worry, Galean and I have some business in Bath tomorrow, but I will leave for London after and will be home within the week,” Theodore brimmed happily, despite being as anxious about Eveline as Eveline was about him.
 
   “Alright, and shall I keep to the house?” Eveline enquired, her brows furrowed.
 
   “No, I am going to leave Galean with you, he is trustworthy and to the point, and he is actually pretty scary when riled,” teased Theodore watching Eveline sit back in angst. “You’ll be fine, he’s had a bad time of it recently, so he can become quite withdrawn, but in terms of completing a mission, he is the best.”
 
   “Well okay, but just to let you know I can play feisty cuffs as well,” Eveline got up, and swung her hair back, her fiery golden eyes alive with determination. “ I once punched a rowdy boy, square in the jaw, I was obviously reprimanded by the constable, but it was , rightly so, deserved, and” she placed her hands on her hips, “ I can sword fight, William and I used to play Saxons and Vikings with the local boys, we even had a game of daggers, in which we would throw knives at a tree, well a point on the tree, and I always, nearly won,” she huffed happy in her less than modern accomplishments. Theodore stared down, into the feisty, golden eyes of the woman he loved, the woman he had watched sock James in the jaw, sword fight and wield a knife, she didn’t know it, but she was very alike to her mother and grandfather. Eveline’s father was a great warrior as well and he was a great spokesman for equality and justice.
 
   “I can honestly say that if we had more women like you in the army, the war would have been won a long time ago,” gushed Theodore proudly, taking Eveline’s left hand into his own before quickly letting it drop, watching her face fall in disappointment.
 
   “Well, we should head back, dinner will most certainly be ready and I wish to wake Belle,” smiled Eveline, making for the door. Before Eveline could lay her hand on the door handle, Theodore quickly caught her in his arms and kissed her soundly on the lips. Eveline found her body melting and relaxing into his own, strong and lean frame. Winding her hands around his neck, she let the kiss deepen as he gently held her, his hands wound around her back. A good several moments passed before they parted, breathing heavily.
 
   “I thought we were to be friends?” Eveline whispered, her voice hazy and deep.
 
   “You can call this a good luck charm,” smiled Theodore kissing her once more before stepping back and opening the door.
 
    
 
   *
 
    
 
   “So, Galean will be staying with us for a few days,” Estelle announced, whilst killing an already dead piece of chicken with her fork. Belle looked from Estelle to Eveline, her little, fine eyes alert with confusion.
 
   “I see, and when did you arrange this?” Eveline murmured, setting down her knife and fork, gazing at Theodore, eyebrows raised.
 
   “When I was playing chess with Theodore, he beat me,” she whimpered, no one ever beat Estelle, in fact Eveline allowed Estelle to win at any game played at home, merely so that she wouldn’t have to sit with her in a foul temper, as she was presently, now slashing her knife through a potato, causing Belle to squeak.
 
   “Right, well has Galean agreed to such an invitation?” Eveline asked sharply, noticing Galean’s quiet and reserved manor.
 
   “I didn’t really give him much of an option,” spluttered Estelle, downing some wine and quickly eyeing the forlorn Galean. “Poor chap, looks quite done out.”
 
   “Grand mama!” gasped Eveline, her mouth opened in slight shock at the rudeness of Estelle. “Just because you lost a game of chess doesn’t mean that you can make us all suffer your humiliation.”
 
   “I humiliated,” spat Estelle, twirling a carrot about on the plate, her face dramatically turning from disappointment to humiliation to downright anger. “I am never humiliated, I will have you know that once in London when I was a beautiful and fair young debutante, I beat Charles Lowdly at chess, and you will know him to be Britain’s number one player.”
 
   “I’d wager he let you win,” laughed Theodore, turning to smile down at Belle, who had finished her dinner.
 
   “He would never do that, gentleman are above such acts of devilry,” cried Estelle dramatically.
 
   “If you say so,” smiled Theodore, glancing across at Eveline who gave him a look of exasperation. 
 
   “I do, say so” murmured Estelle, leaning back in her chair and huffing like a child.
 
   “Belle, would you like to go and play in the dining room?” Eveline asked, trying to change the subject and realising upon doing so that there was nothing in which a young girl could play with.
 
   “Oh, do you have games?” Belle asked happily, getting off her chair and coming to Eveline.
 
   “Actually no, I don’t but I’m sure you can find something,” Eveline drawled, feeling ridiculous and tired.
 
   “Come my fair maiden, let us go and play hide and seek,” jested Theodore, taking off his napkin, laying it on his plate and getting up. Belle’s little feet found their way to Theodore and in raising up her arms, Theodore swung her up into his arms and walked away with her, winking at Eveline as they departed.
 
   “It’s a bit strange having two, really, unknown men in Mary’s house,” Estelle moaned, looking into her glass of wine, her eyes a little dazed.
 
   “I grant you it is,” replied Eveline, her eyes darting between her slightly drunk grandmother and the quiet Galean.
 
   “I mean how do we know they won’t kill us? Or are the more dashing version of those, to be quite blunt ridiculous looking gang of men that currently spy on us?” Estelle slurred, looking over at Galean, who sighed heavily.
 
   “You know I am sitting right here?” he sighed, not lifting his eyes.
 
   “You must forgive her, she never really drinks this much, but when she does, well…, erhm, she is slightly,” Eveline’s face scrunched up into an unknown look of embarrassment, Galean could feel it from where he sat, his eyes downcast.
 
   “Unlike her normal, usual, bashful, opinionated self?” offered Galean, a small smile playing on his lips.
 
   “In so many words,” laughed Eveline, lifting her napkin from her lap and laying it over her plate, sitting back and smiling.
 
   “I am not drunk,” Estelle slurred, “I have just had a slightly off day.”
 
   “What is it grandma, your usually so perky? Is it that you lost to Theodore?” asked Eveline, winking at Galean, who smiled back shyly.
 
   “Absolutely not, I let him win,” Estelle spat, setting her glass down upon the table and get up onto her wobbly feet.
 
   “Where are you going?” Eveline asked a little concerned at her grandmothers lack of balance.
 
   “I am going to the dining room to read,” groaned Estelle, wobbling her way out of the room, slamming the door shut with a huff. The room fell into a long silence. Eveline closed her eyes in exhaustion, her head falling against the chair. Galean put down his knife and fork and gazed at her.
 
   “It’s been a long day,” he whispered, folding his hands on his lap. Eveline opened her eyes a little and nodded.
 
   “Yes, these last two days have been somewhat exhausting, eye opening certainly, but tiring yes,” she smiled, her chest rising and falling slowly, the light of the small chandelier illuminating her pale face.
 
   “I’m sorry,” sighed Galean, feeling melancholy and down, his moods usually taking a turn for the worst in the evenings, a far cry from his happy and joyous portrayal. It was tiring, trying to be the rebellious and outspoken angel, before the death of his wife and daughter he was naturally an outgoing and outspoken warrior, now he felt exhausted and slow.
 
   “You have nothing to be sorry for,” Eveline replied kindly, looking over at the downcast man, beautiful but exhausted as well, yet, Eveline suspected his exhaustion was due to the grieve he carried, quietly and alone.
 
   “I mean, I am sorry that I have to stay here, I know it must be strange, considering that you have only taken in Belle today, you must long for life to go back to normal?” Galean asked curiously, lifting his eyes to find her golden eyes on him intently.
 
   “I like adventures, but I think that you are very tired, for an entirely different reason.” 
 
   “A long day,” Galean sighed.
 
   “I know how grief can exhaust you, it isolates you from everything and it changes you,” Eveline whispered gently, watching Galean’s body tense at the subject. “You don’t have to hide your pain, I understand.”
 
   “Sometimes, mostly in the evenings, it hits me so badly, from out of nowhere,” Galean replied, his eyes moist; he felt humiliated, so far from the strong and hero like warrior, most young angelic boys idolised.
 
   “I find myself crying at times, it just comes from nowhere,” Eveline admitted. “When I look at happy families, when it’s my birthday, when Christmas comes and especially when I hit a milestone.” Eveline felt herself blush as she confessed her triggers to crying.
 
   “You don’t have to feel embarrassed, I understand,” Galean smiled.
 
   “I hope that whilst you stay here, we can be friends,” Eveline asked, wanting to have his friendship almost as badly as she wanted to have Theodores, it just felt, different.
 
   “Off course we can, but I really am your guardian firstly,” Galean teased.
 
   “Oh yes, I mean I know,” Eveline blushed at his teasing, “it’s just with Belle here and everything else, well it will be nice having adult companionship, and” she smiled widely at the thought, “we have Christmas! I love Christmas, despite the war, it always makes my heart warm.”
 
   Galean laughed out loud, really because humans had no idea that Jesus was a fictional character, and that the pagan festival that had been repressed by the Catholic Church was more factual.
 
   “Do you like Christmas too?” Eveline asked, wide eyed and curious. Galean choked on his laugh and straightened himself.
 
   “Off course, who doesn’t?” he quipped raising both his hands in question.
 
   “Shall we go and join the others?” Eveline smiled happily getting up, and pushing her chair back.
 
   “You go on and I will join you shortly,” Galean smiled, watching Eveline cross the room, exiting quietly.
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   Shadows
 
    
 
    
 
   Bath Abbey, stood tall and mighty against the night sky as Theodore made his way through the church doors, casting his eyes around for evidence of his friends. Theodore stopped in his tracks and lifted his eyes to take in the beautiful van vaulting, similar to those at Westminster Abbey. The air was cold and damp as he made his way up the nave towards the altar, which sat beneath the beautiful stained glass window, illuminated by the tall candles that adorned the altar. For several minutes, Theodore stood alone waiting for his friends to arrive, hoping that he had not been followed. In time the church door swung open to reveal Galean, Ada, Peter and Bram, all quietly making their way towards Theodore, shutting and barring the cathedral doors behind them. As the angels made their way towards the altar, Galean diminished any light along the nave with a wave of his hand.
 
   “Cael,” Ada smiled, hugging his friend tightly as the group surrounded one another in merriment.
 
   “Ada!” Theodore replied, responding to the hug with mirth before letting him go.
 
   “So, I’m guessing we are here to discuss the shadows?” Bram announced, standing beside the altar and leaning against the marble, his blue eyes gazing across at Theodore intently.
 
   “Yes, it seems, all our attempts at keeping Eveline a secret has failed and we need to know why.” Theodore replied, looking across at Galean, whose face was lowered in thought.
 
   “Bram and I made sure we left none of them behind in Bristol, so how is it they are in Bath?” Peter enquired, taking off his hat and setting it down on the nearby pew.
 
   “It seems that an independent group of the demons have been keeping watch on Estelle,” Galean answered, lifting his face, the light of the candles, highlighting his golden hair.
 
   “How? Nobody knew about Eveline but us,” Ada responded, his eyebrows raised.
 
   “Is it possible that someone followed you from Calhuni?” Galean asked Theodore, taking off his gloves and putting them into his charcoal coloured coat. Theodore turned away from his friends, trying to think about that fateful night in the garden of Calhuni, was it possible that someone had been watching?
 
   “I cannot say for certain whether I had been followed, but if I had, why have they not tried to take Eveline until now?” Theodore asked aloud.
 
   “Your right, if someone had followed you back then surely they would not have waited this long to act?” Peter mumbled up at the stained glass window.
 
   “And you are sure you kept yourself hidden?” Galean asked Theodore, a glow of intensity in his eyes.
 
   “Yes, I am sure of it, nobody but myself knew about Eveline’s location, not even Heiden.” Theodore whispered.
 
   “Why not Heiden?” Bram asked curiously, his eyes darting from Theodore to Galean, intrigued.
 
   “In case he should find himself in Lagar’s company,” Galean replied sarcastically, “sorry, forgive my tongue, I am tired dear friend,” he moaned, his fists clenched. 
 
   “It’s alright, I understand,” Bram smiled, “well if only the five of us knew about Eveline then we have to agree that someone in our group has betrayed us,” Bram replied darkly into the silence. The angels stopped and looked at one another intently, before laughing out loud.
 
   “Impossible,” whispered Ada, “we would never do that to one another,” he urged, looking to Theodore for support. Theodore’s eyes lowered at the realisation, off course it was possible.
 
   “It is possible,” Theodore replied, now walking around the altar deep in thought, had his love for Eveline blinded him?
 
   “Then who?” demanded Galean, “which one of us has betrayed our King?”
 
   The cathedral went quiet as the angels looked at one another in doubt.
 
   “It was not I,” stammered Ada, “I have no motive, Heiden protected my children during the war, and I owe him everything.”Ada’s friends nodded in agreement, it was impossible that Ada, a kind and gentle soul, could do something so catastrophic.
 
   “Nor I,” Bram urged, his iris blue eyes, desperately seeking understanding from his best friend Ada. Ada turned from where he stood and strode over to his oldest friend and put his arm around his shoulder in friendship.
 
   “I know you wouldn’t,” Ada replied earnestly. Peter stood still watching the group as they made their admissions to being on Heiden’s side and felt a strong tremor rise up within him. As his friends calmed down, their eyes fell upon him.
 
   “Well?” Galean enquired quietly, folding his arms and looking at the youngest of their friends.
 
   “Off course I wouldn’t betray my friends,” Peter lied, his face warming and his eyes falling slightly, unable to look at them.
 
   “Why do you blush?” Theodore asked, stepping forward, his eyes on Peter as though he was prey.
 
   “It’s hard not to when you are all staring at me thus,” Peter stammered, stepping backwards towards a nearby pillar.
 
   “Why are you stepping away?” Ada asked, now following Theodore, his face firm and authoritive.
 
   “I.., I don’t know,” Peter squirmed wishing that he could flee, despite having the ability too, he knew they would find him and make him answer.
 
   “Peter if you need to confess to us, you better do it now,” Galean pleaded gently.
 
   “I didn’t mean too…,” Peter coughed, his eyes becoming moist.
 
   “Didn’t mean to do what?” Bram asked harshly, his hand on his sword.
 
   “My brother, I told my brother,” Peter cried aloud, hunching over feeling nauseous.
 
   “Your brother?” Galean whispered, raising his hands into the air.
 
   “Yes, before I knew he was a traitor, I swear I did not know,” Peter cried falling onto his knees. “When I heard that the demons had found Eveline, I knew it had to be him, but I swear,” he held up his hands as though asking God for forgiveness. “I did not know he was a spy, I trusted him, he is all the family that I have.”
 
   Theodore, Galean, Ada and Bram looked at one another before turning back to Peter, bent over on the marbled floor, crying quietly. Theodore raised his right hand, begging the others to stay still and quiet before kneeling down.
 
   “Why did you not tell us friend?” Theodore asked gently, setting a hand on Peter’s shoulder, willing him to lift his face and to meet his gaze.
 
   “I was afraid…,” he stuttered pathetically, “I have lost everything but my friends, not even the court allow me entrance, you must believe me I have not told another living soul bar my brother.”
 
   “You have put Eveline in danger, she can no longer stay hidden,” Theodore scolded.
 
   “I know I have and I am truly sorry,” Peter groaned, lifting his eyes to meet Theodore’s.
 
   “Does it matter now?” Galean argued out loud, frustrated and tired “what did you expect her to do, stay hidden forever? How could that have been possible, she is not human Cael, she is of Heiden’s blood, and she has a power far greater than our own.” Theodore turned from Peter to look over at the frustrated Galean, now pacing to and fro.
 
   “I have no say over what happens to Eveline,” Theodore replied sternly, “I take my orders from Gabriel you know that!”
 
   “And how is hiding her away going to solve the problem?” Galean replied bluntly. “You do know that humans barely make it past the age of eighty, she can live longer than you or I!”
 
   Theodore got up from the floor, giving Peter a hand up. Ada and Bram instantly went to Peter’s side enfolding him into a hug, leaving Theodore and Galean alone.
 
   “I told you, I do not make the decisions, I am merely told to watch over her,” Theodore answered angrily, his blue eyes sparked and ready for an argument.
 
   “She is not a toy, we cannot fiddle with her like she is a puppet, and she should be with her own people, not here where she clearly doesn’t belong!” Galean spat, standing tall over Theodore.
 
   “What is the real problem Galean?” Theodore replied blandly, offended that his friend was hurling insults at him, “why are you so angry with me?”
 
   “You know why!” Galean hissed turning from Theodore and walking into the darkness.
 
   “No, you will have to illuminate me on the matter, friend!” accosted Theodore, standing rooted to the marble floor.
 
   “Because,” Galean whispered into the darkness. “You love her.”
 
   The abbey stood still at Galean’s announcement. Theodore bent his head into his hands in guilt, he thought he had kept himself safe from exposure, how did Galean know?
 
   “The way you look at her,” he replied instantly, coming out from behind a pillar to look at his friend.
 
   “I didn’t say you could read my mind, you have to ask permission,” Theodore whispered curtly.
 
   “I wasn’t reading your mind, I guessed, fairly simple assumption,” Galean replied lightly, feeling terrible and guilty inside, why? Why had he exposed his best friend? Was it jealousy?
 
   “Is it true?” Ada asked, shocked and taken aback by the information.
 
   “It can’t be,” muttered Peter to Ada, “he knows he isn’t allowed to touch her, he will be killed, and he wouldn’t be that stupid?”
 
   “Love can make us into fools,” sighed Bram, shaking his head in misery.
 
   “But you haven’t touched her have you?” Peter asked impatiently, “you would be putting the whole plan into jeopardy.”
 
   “I know!” cried Theodore, his hands falling away from his aggrieved face. “I haven’t laid a hand on her.” He lied. Galean slowly and steadily made his way over toward Theodore.
 
   “I’m sorry, I don’t know why I said it,” he whispered in shame.
 
   “Don’t you?” Theodore murmured, turning away from Galean and stepping down from the altar to take a seat.
 
   “No, I don’t, I am sorry,” Galean pleaded.
 
   “It’s a little too late now,” Theodore spat, his blue eyes meeting Galean’s in agony and pain.
 
   “Cael, if it wasn’t so obvious then, yes, I would keep it to myself,” Galean answered softly, “but it is obvious, and it will become a problem for you if she falls in love with you.”
 
   “But she isn’t, right?” Bram asked, following Ada and Peter and sitting down beside Theodore, sighing deeply.
 
   “I don’t know,” Theodore muttered, he hated that he had to lie but it was the only way in which he could save her and himself.
 
   “I think you do,” Galean replied kindly, running his fingers through his wild locks.
 
   “What are we going to do then?” Ada asked, “ we can’t very well tell Gabriel he will banish you, and we can’t let him do that, you and Galean are key to this plan, we need you, Lagmar isn’t scared of us,” he pointed to himself and Bram and Peter, “ we simply do not function unless we are all together, remember the knights of the round table?”
 
   “He’s right you know, we need you Cael and it seems you need us,” Peter added, folding his hands on his lap and looking up at the stained window.
 
   “What do we do?” Bram asked, closing his eyes briefly as an ache washed over his head.
 
   “We form a new plan, and Cael, you will have to step back from Eveline, until at least she is told the truth,” Galean answered, sitting down on the marble steps.
 
   “I know, I am going to London to seek out Lier, he will know what to do,” Theodore replied calmly, feeling a little relief wash over him.
 
   “Good idea, yes, seek him out he will know what to do,” Galean replied, “until then, Peter, Ada and Bram you will monitor the area around Mary’s house and I will guard Eveline.”
 
   “Has she showed any symptoms of change yet?” Ada asked curiously, “You remember it is the year of her coming, without her knowing, she will be blessed with the power of Heiden.”
 
   “I know,” sighed Theodore, “she is showing symptoms, her dreams are revealing Calhuni.”
 
   “How do you know?” Galean asked, leaning back on his hands.
 
   “She told me when we were walking in the park, I believe she has seen more than she lets on, but I cannot guess, you,” Theodore looked to Galean, “you could find out?”
 
   “How? I can only read a person’s mind if they allow it,” Galean replied realising that Theodore was on to something.
 
   “I don’t know how but you need to ask her, what if one of Lagar’s shadows gets into her mind?” Theodore mused, “They will see her dreams, and they will try to use her mind as a weapon.”
 
   “Only if she allows them, she is more powerful than she thinks, she has the ability to defend herself against the shadows,” Galean uttered.
 
   “She may have the ability,” Ada added, “but she is not aware of who she is and of her own potential that is the problem that lies before us.”
 
   “Why does Gabriel keep this from her? I cannot understand?” Bram asked confused.
 
   “He is worried that if she finds out who she is, that Lagar will use her knowledge as a weapon against Heiden, before killing his only surviving heir,” Theodore answered bluntly.
 
   “I think it is be more complicated than that,” Galean muttered, knowing full well what Lagar would do to Eveline if he found her.
 
   “What do you think he will do?” Peter asked, worry etched across his face.
 
   “An heir to Heiden’s throne, no matter their personality or character has the right to the throne, I am sure you can guess the rest,” replied Galean. The angels sat in silence as they suddenly realised Lagar’s plan.
 
   “She isn’t safe here on this planet, she needs to go home,” Bram urged, “ there she can become who she was born to be, she can unite the lands, flourish and become powerful enough to counter such an attack.”
 
   “He is right,” answered Ada, looking at Galean intensely, “here she is vulnerable and unable to defend herself, at Caci she can learn to control her gifts, use them to protect herself and her people, she is the rightful heir to the throne of Calhuni.”
 
   “I know,” Galean sighed, thumping his hand against the marble, “My father could help her, but what can we do? We are only her guardians nothing more.”
 
   “We could put pressure on Gabriel?” Peter offered, his face now looking hopeful.
 
   “How?” asked Theodore leaning forward his eyes on Peter.
 
   “Well, she is in obvious danger, and you have said that symptoms are beginning to show,” Peter let his right hand fall onto his jaw, as he pondered, “ if we can keep her safe, whilst allowing the symptoms to develop to such a stage where Gabriel is cornered, then he will have to tell her.”
 
   The angels looked at one another thinking the plan through, he was right thought Galean, Gabriel knew that Eveline was near her coming of age, knew that Gabriel had not anticipated the full extent of her gifts. Too long had Gabriel and Heiden stood back and ignored Eveline in the hope of protecting her, now she had been found, she was being tracked, and Gabriel would have to act.
 
   “I see what you mean,” Galean pondered aloud, “if Gabriel can see the danger Eveline is in he will have to tell her the truth.”
 
   “And what about Eveline?” Theodore asked, afraid of leaving her alone.
 
   “We let her go on as normal, if she encounters strange symptoms or finds herself doing strange things then we call on Gabriel, he will have to answer.” Peter answered firmly.
 
   “You must keep your distance Cael, Eveline falling in love with you is only going to lead to your death, she needs you alive,” urged Galean to a weakened Theodore. “Once you both have bonded that is it, you will lose your gifts, you will become mortal like the rest of them, and how can you protect her if you have nothing to protect her with?”
 
   “I know, I will keep my distance, I will keep her safe,” replied Theodore mournfully, conflicted between his own selfish wanting and the selfless need to keep the woman he loved alive.
 
   “Maybe Lier can consult with Gabriel, he is a good negotiator, he can help,” added Bram getting up and putting on his gloves.
 
   “Yes, I think it is best if Gabriel reveals to Eveline her true identity, that way we can all help her to protect herself,” Ada replied putting on his hat.
 
   “And if she falls into the hands of the shadows?” Galean asked, still sitting on the marble steps.
 
   “If she is already having dreams and does not know who she is then we must confer that she is a greater danger to herself, if however,” Theodore lifted his head, “she is aware of her identity and can be taught how to protect herself, then she has a greater chance at survival.”
 
   “Agreed.” replied Peter, Bram and Ada.
 
   “Come we must go back to our posts, we have left her alone for too long,” sighed Ada shivering in the cold.
 
   “I will be back in a weeks’ time,” Theodore replied, now making for the cathedral doors. “Keep your eyes open and your ears alert” he commanded, leaving abruptly from the Cathedral out into the darkness.
 
    
 
   *
 
    
 
   Eveline found that having a child to care for aided her in not feeling too lonely without Theodore. She had taken on the role of tutor and with the help of Galean, Belle settled into her new life with ease. Eveline made sure to create a daily routine that consisted of school work and play, Belle it seemed had struck up an usual friendship with Galean with whom she called “Angel”. The day’s grew colder and her night terrors deeper. It seemed that more men had filled the places of the men that stood watching Mary’s house. Estelle grew paranoid and worried, drawing her away from her writing. Mary, spent very little time outside her bedroom and professed to not seeing any such men outside her house, to the great irritation of Estelle. 
 
   “Greif does strange things to one’s mind,” she complained at the breakfast table over Belle’s head, “and obviously one’s eyes,” she snorted at Galean, who tried very hard to conceal a smile.
 
   “Grandmamma is right though, what are we to do? We have been house ridden for two days, Belle needs to get out into the fresh air,” complained Eveline smiling across at an oblivious Belle who was munching on her toast. Galean took a sip of his coffee before answering.
 
   “I do have an idea,” he replied, filling Belle’s cup with milk. Estelle waited patiently, watching the interaction between Belle and Galean before coughing dramatically. “Yes well as I was saying, I have an idea.”
 
   “You’ve already said that,” Estelle mumbled under her breath causing Belle to snigger.
 
   “I propose that we use the servants exit,” Galean offered, smiling down at Belle with ease and gentleness, causing a warm sensation to curl about in Eveline’s heart.
 
   “By Gove! He’s right! Why didn’t I think of that?” gasped Estelle, her large eyes growing larger with excitement, “ finally I can go and do some much needed research and I dare say shopping!”
 
   “Yes and we can go for our walks,” smiled Eveline, setting down her napkin. “And we should also do some Christmas shopping, would you like that Belle?” Belle tore her eyes away from Galean who was making funny faces and nodded in Eveline’s direction. “Good, now why don’t we go and get our coats and hats and meet Galean at the kitchen.” Eveline gently ordered, arising from her seat and walking around the table to help Belle. Belle jumped off her seat, took Eveline’s hand, winked at Galean and followed Eveline toward the stairs.
 
   “You have an admirer I see,” quipped Estelle, leaning back into her chair, observing Galean. Galean felt awkward, being alone with Estelle, not because she posed a threat, merely because he had the oddest feeling that she was trying to flirt with him.
 
   “She is a lovely child,” he replied blandly, wiping his mouth with the napkin before setting it down on his plate.
 
   “Yes, she is rather endearing, a little in the clouds at times, but I see potential!” replied Estelle firmly, “I have it on good terms that her parents are rather strict and leave her with the nanny for too long poor child,” she sighed, holding one hand to her bosom, her eyelids fluttering under his gaze.
 
   “Many children like to roam about in the clouds, it is part of being a child, we should encourage it, not indicate that it is a problem that needs to be corrected,” answered Galean, his cheeks burning with embarrassment.
 
   “Off course! Off course! I spend most of my time in the clouds, but at least they are productive clouds,” smiled Estelle, “One hundred and six books and counting!” she boasted. Galean drew himself up from the finely set table, bade his adieus and made for the kitchens immediately, grabbing his coat, gloves, scarf and hat along the way. Hannah bade him good morning, her cheeks red with warmth as she kneaded the dough on the table.
 
   “Beautiful day sir,” she commented, moulding the dough roughly. Galean found he became ensconced in the motion of bread making.
 
   “Yes it is,” he muttered watching the dough change hands.
 
   “Are you going out?” Hannah asked merrily, wiping her brow with her sleeve.
 
   “Yes, a walk with Miss Belle and Miss Eveline,” he replied, letting his back lean against the wall, crossing his legs.
 
   “That will be nice,” Hannah replied taking in a deep breath.
 
   “Do you have any children Hannah?” Galean asked, watching her face change at the mention.
 
   “I do sir, a son, Jonathan,” she stuttered as though the mention of his name was unbearable.
 
   “Does he fight in the war?” Galean asked gently standing upright and setting his hat down on the closest chair.
 
   “Aye that he does,” she muttered, her eyes moist, her hands still. 
 
   “I’m sorry if I have caused you pain,” Galean apologised, casting aside his gloves, scarf and coat, laying them on the chair. With a swift motion, Galean rid himself of his jacket and rolled up his sleeves, taking the dough into his hands, mirroring the motion he had observed.
 
   “Oh, sir you don’t have to do that!” Hannah pleaded, wiping away a tear.
 
   “It is a pleasure,” Galean smiled, “I made you cry, so I am making myself useful and letting you sit down for a few moments.”
 
   “Oh sir that’s very kind of you,” cried Hannah, sitting herself down in front of the aga, letting out a sigh of tiredness.
 
   “You must call me Galean,” announced Galean, flinging back a lock of golden hair before bringing his attention back to the dough.
 
   “Oh, what a strange name, is it Gaelic?” asked Hannah politely, letting her back ease into the chair, crossing her legs. Galean smiled gently at the question, wishing he could answer truthfully.
 
   “Yes, it was my grandfather’s name,” he replied, lifting some flour and dusting the top of the dough. Galean turned as he heard footsteps descend from above.
 
   “You know when I first saw you I thought, poor lad he has many burdens, but now you seem…, happier,” observed Hannah, watching the handsome, young man shape the dough in his beautiful hands.
 
   “Really? What makes you think I am unhappy?” teased Galean gently not wanting to offend the lovely old cook.
 
   “So many people walk around looking forlorn, me and all,” Hannah answered, “so much loss since this blooming war started, so many young men taken.”
 
   “And your son?” Galean asked, his eyes darting to the stairs finding Belle making her way down the steps carefully. Hannah watched with joy and pain as the young child happily ran into the kitchen making for her new friend, wrapping her arms about his waist as he placed some flour on her nose in mischief.
 
   “Missing,” she sighed deeply, remembering Jonathan as a young, innocent boy, always stuck to her side, he was a mummy’s boy she remembered. Galean directed Belle to the chair, so that he could clean up.
 
   “Then there is hope,” he replied as he washed his hands under the hot water. Hannah got up off her seat and made her way back to the table.
 
   “Aye if that is what you call it,” she mumbled, her eyes downcast, as she set the dough into a tin. Galean dried his hands and made his way toward the cook, laying his hands on her shoulders.
 
   “He will come back, you must trust in him,” he whispered, his blue eyes gazing down into her grey eyes.
 
   “And if he doesn’t? She cried, looking away from Belle.
 
   “He will,” murmured Galean, “you must not give up on him, not yet.”
 
   “I shouldn’t give in to such desires, but there is something about you that makes hope something I can believe in,” Hannah cried, putting the bread into the oven. Belle tip toed over to Hannah and wrapped her arms about Hannah’s legs, gazing up into her face.
 
   “He’s my angel,” she smiled warmly.
 
   “Aye I don’t doubt that,” cooed Hannah stroking the child’s head before hushing her away warmly. Just as Galean rolled down his sleeves, Eveline entered the kitchen, sliding her hands into her green, leather gloves, her eyes falling on Galean’s strong arms, causing a faint blush to arise.
 
   “Ah! Shall we leave the lovely Hannah to her kitchen and go for a walk?” asked Galean happily, his heart beating at Eveline’s gaze. Eveline nodded in agreement, keeping her golden eyes diverted as though in deep conflict.
 
   “Can we go to those nice rooms?” Belle asked, handing Galean his hat. Eveline bent down on her knees to button Belle’s coat.
 
   “If you wish pet, but we must be careful,” she replied gently, gazing into Belle’s tiny, round face.
 
   “Of the bad men?” answered Belle innocently, her eyes darting from Eveline to Galean.
 
   “Yes of the bad men,” whispered Eveline, kissing Belle’s nose before standing up and taking her hand. Galean gave her a knowing look before opening the door, and letting them pass.
 
   “See you later Hannah,” he smiled, closing the door and following Eveline and Belle to the gate. Belle opened the gate and let Eveline pass through before holding up her arms, waiting for Galean to lift her into his embrace.
 
   “You rogue!” laughed Eveline gazing back at the pair of them sticking out their tongues at her. The happy trio, carefully made their way through the back streets to the assembly halls, chattering and laughing almost unaware of anyone else. As they reached the assembly halls, Galean let Belle down, taking her hand as she shuffled her way past Eveline, who was now taking off her hat. Galean offered Eveline a lop sided smile as he passed by.
 
   “You go on, I will be there in two minutes,” she laughed, waving him away with a glove. Eveline smiled at the young lady on at the entrance before following Galean, feeling a slight unease at the gaze of a particular man, who now stood close by.
 
   “Miss,” The man took off his hat in acknowledgement.
 
   “Sir,” she replied quickly, passing the man and making her way towards the ballroom. Once at the ballroom she stopped, leaning against a wall her breathing stressed, and her stomach swollen with anxiety. Carefully she turned to see if the man had followed, but was met with emptiness and silence. Holding her stomach with her hand, she forced herself away from the wall and calmly made her entrance into the ballroom, empty but for Belle and Galean who were dancing happily. Eveline stood and gazed upon the pair, laughing and dancing merrily. It seemed that Galean had changed, his mood was lighter, Belle had a strange effect on him, and maybe she reminded him of his daughter. Eveline tried to mirror Galean’s contentment at home, but found it increasingly hard to do so a mixture of night terrors and admiration for him causing inward conflict. Theodore had her heart almost instantly, but she could not deny the deeply embedded, unforeseen feelings she had towards the ever different Galean, so unreadable and yet in a strange way readable. Eveline had to keep herself in check, yes she could be friendly with him, but whatever feelings she felt arose in his company, they could not be outflanked by the feelings she had for Theodore.
 
   Eveline found herself disorientated, as though in two worlds. At night she lay awake in fear, her dreams straying from the garden to utter darkness and always she awoke to the strange vision of a person at the foot of her bed. Each night, the pain from the bite she had experienced in her sleep got deeper, she found herself feeling nauseous and unable to eat. Each night, Theodore died in her arms in the gardens. Each night she was being drawn towards the throne, magic vibrating through her body, she was able to do incredible things with her hands, she could move the boat, and stir the water, but she couldn’t bring Theodore back to life, no matter how hard she tried. Eveline felt a hand on her wrist that drew her immediately back into the present. Belle was at her heel moving her towards the centre of the room.
 
   “Come, dance” she smiled, twirling around. Eveline followed the little rogue and met Galean, who stood holding out his hand.
 
   “May I?” he asked politely, his eyes burning with intent. Eveline lowered her own, golden eyes, afraid in case they betrayed her.
 
   “There is no music,” she whispered, keeping her eyes lowered.
 
   “I can sing!” Belle smiled, stepping back, “twinkle, twinkle little star,” she answered watching Eveline and Galean.
 
   “Come, I will guide you,” whispered Galean taking Eveline into his arms. Belle began to sing, her little, tender voice filling the ballroom. Eveline let her hand relax in his, her fingers tingling as they touched his own. Galean laid his right hand on her waist bringing her into him with ease, his eyes on her face, downcast and pink. “You have to look at me,” he teased softly.
 
   “Oh, right,” mumbled Eveline lifting her eyes up towards his face, smiling awkwardly. Galean let his hand spread across the curve of Eveline’s back as the danced in harmony.
 
   “Twinkle, twinkle little star, how we wonder what you are,” Galean sang gently, “ up above the world so high, like a diamond in the sky, twinkle, twinkle little star, how we wonder what you are, but your secrets are no more…,” Eveline smiled as he sang into her ear, her hair standing on end. “Relax” he whispered.
 
   “I am relaxed,” she argued pitifully, her eyes questioning him.
 
   “No you are not, your back is rigid, relax,” he commanded softly. Eveline dropped her eyes, “and keep your eyes on me always.”
 
   “Stop telling me off,” she muttered, letting her back relax against his hand. Galean let out a deep laugh as he swirled her around the ballroom.
 
   “That’s it,” he teased, letting Eveline spin out before spinning her back into him, lifting her up into the air.
 
   “Galean!” she cried in between merriment and embarrassment, “put me down at once!” she ordered, letting her hands settle on his shoulders, looking down into his blue eyes.
 
   “No!” he teased mercilessly as the singing stopped, “Belle don’t stop singing!” he ordered laughing out loud as Eveline wriggled in his arms.
 
   “Okay!” smiled Belle, coming to join the pair, holding on to Eveline’s foot, making her stop wriggling instantly. “ My bonnie lies over the ocean, my bonnie lies over the sea, my bonnie lies over the ocean, oh bring back my bonnie to me, bring back, bring back, oh bring back my bonnie to me, to me, bring back, bring back, oh bring back my bonnie to me..,” sang Belle.
 
   “Last night as I lay on my pillow, last night as I lay on my bed..,” sang Galean looking up into Eveline’s eyes, “ Last night as I lay on my pillow, I dreamt that my bonnie was dead…, your turn”.
 
   “No!” 
 
   “Yes!”
 
   “You are very annoying!”
 
   “Just sing that damn song!” laughed Galean.
 
   “Don’t use such language in front of a child.”
 
   “You are very trying!”
 
   “The winds have blown over the ocean, the winds have blown over the sea, and the winds have blown over the ocean, and brought back my bonnie to me…,”
 
   Together the trio ended the song together, “bring back, oh bring back my bonnie to me, bring back, bring back, bring back…,”
 
   “Bring back my bonnie to me,” whispered Galean closing his eyes and thinking of his wife and daughter. Eveline looked down into Galean’s pained face and wondered what ailed him as they stopped dancing and singing.
 
   “Galean,” she whispered tenderly bringing him back from his distant memory.
 
   “Sorry,” he murmured letting her down onto her feet gently, letting go of her hands abruptly and standing back.
 
   “Is everything alright?” Eveline asked alarmed at the sudden change in Galean’s demeanour. Galean smiled weakly, taking Belle’s hand in his own.
 
   “Yes, sorry I don’t know what happened, shall we move on?” he enquired, quickly leading the way out, Belle at his side. Eveline stood in the empty ballroom dazed, what had happened? Had she insulted him? Was the dance to intimate for him?
 
   “Wait, I’m coming!” she yelled after the pair, quickly picking up her hat and following them into the card room that lead onto a formal garden. In the corner of the card room sat a piano, untouched and quiet. Eveline watched as Galean strode over to the piano, as Belle looked around. Tired and a little confused, Eveline took a seat near the piano and reclined her back into the wall taking a breather. Belle happily enchanted with the room danced around before sitting up beside Galean.
 
   “Can you play something?” she asked curiously, letting her fingers touch the keys testing out the sound.
 
   “What would you like me to play?” Galean asked keeping his eyes from Eveline and concentrating on his little companion.
 
   “I don’t know, something cheery,” Belle replied, lifting her hands away and awaiting Galean’s music.
 
   “You won’t have heard of this song, but I find it merry enough,” Galean announced out loud. Eveline tried to reach him through her eyes, but it was a wasted activity, he was ignoring her for whatever reason. This was why he was so hard to read she thought, one moment he was kind and attentive and the next he was aloof and forlorn as though he had entered into another world, dark and painful. Galean began to play a tune that Eveline recognised as Vaughan William’s piano concerto in C Major: 1. it was indeed a merry and beautiful piece of music written by one of her favourite composers. Eveline wondered whether Theodore enjoyed Vaughan William’s too, she wondered what it would have been like to dance in his arms and yet when she was in Galean’s arms she felt as though she had been reintroduced to a vital part of her being, as confusing and conflicting as that thought was, it was the honest truth. Eveline closed her eyes and listened to the music, letting her head relax against the wall. She could see trees and beautiful fields, she could feel Theodore’s hand in her own as they waltzed through the magical place, happy and in love. Eveline let herself become emerged in her daydream as Galean played piano concerto C major: 11, she could now see Theodore’s beautiful face, gazing down at her own, his beautifully blue eyes and thin lips. 
 
   Eveline found her hand stroking his forehead tenderly as he bent to kiss her mouth gently, birds singing in the background and the sound of lapping water gently adding to the moment. Eveline felt Theodore’s mouth lift away from her own and she opened her eyes slowly, a summers light cascading around her. Finding her focus she found, in shock and in delight that she looked up into the face of Galean, so different in looks and yet equally as beautiful. Unable to let go of him, selfish as she felt, guilt ridden as she became, she lifted her feet up off the ground, balancing on her toes, and she kissed him lightly on the cheek, letting her arms fall around his neck softly, laying her head in the alcove of his neck. Eveline closed her dreamlike self’s eyes, as Galean gently wound his own arms about her, kissing her head softly.
 
   “Eveline” he murmured poetically into her ear.
 
   “Yes?” she sighed, her hold tightening.
 
   “You and I, we are one, we always will be, we were written in the stars since time began,” he whispered, kissing her tenderly.
 
   “No,” she argued, “No I love Theodore.”
 
   “You love me too,” replied Galean quietly, “you just don’t know it.”
 
   Eveline felt a tap on her hand and awakened just before she answered in reply. Belle was sitting by her side, her head tucked into her arm. Eveline had no idea how long she had been daydreaming, but it mustn’t have been too long as Galean was still playing. Eveline smiled down at Belle and lifted her arm to allow her access to her body, letting her arm fall around the little child. Eveline covered her mouth as she yawned lightly. Off course her daydream was scandalous, it was impossible to love two men at once she agreed, she was just missing Theodore’s company and found comfort in Galean, who was still grieving for his wife and daughter. Eveline looked over at Galean, whose eyes were closed as though he too had become lost in the moment, she would never know that he too dreamed of her in his arms. Just as Eveline let her eyes fall on the dreamlike Galean, he opened his own and found hers for a mere second that seemed to live on forever. Silently they gazed, confused and in a state of yearning.
 
   “Do you love him,” whispered Belle, her eyes looking up into Eveline’s, all innocence and curiosity.
 
   “No, not like that dear, he is just my friend, my heart belongs to another,” she replied, thinking of Theodore and feeling safe again. No her heart beat for Theodore, whatever she felt for Galean was alarmingly unalike anything she had ever felt and it scared her. Eveline had first set her eyes on Theodore, only a mere week ago, it was selfish and cruel to think of another, to dream of another.
 
   “I think he is your angel too,” murmured Belle, smiling.
 
   “Well aren’t I lucky?” replied Eveline kissing Belle on the head.
 
   “Yes,” she answered bluntly, “he is your star.”
 
   “He surely cannot be both?” Eveline chuckled noticing that Galean had finished playing and was making his way to their sides.
 
   “He can be anything.” Demanded Belle adamantly. Galean sat down beside Belle and looked at the pair with a frown.
 
   “May I ask what you were talking about?” he enquired happily.
 
   “Oh nothing of consequence,” blushed Eveline, trying to keep a straight face.
 
   “I told her you were her angel,” blurted Belle, now sitting up to take in the reactions of both Eveline and Galean.
 
   “I am?” he smiled down at Belle in mock play, rolling his eyes at Eveline.
 
   “Off course you are silly!” she announced bluntly, her little eyes growing large in determination.
 
   “Well if you say so dear,” cooed Eveline, “shall we go to the shops now?” she asked hopefully, needing to get out of this conversation quickly.
 
   “Okay,” replied Belle, getting up and pulling Eveline with her.
 
    
 
   *
 
    
 
   Snow began to fall as Lagmar stood across from the Georgian house that housed Eveline, known to him as Celestine, her given name. Standing beside him was Balem, also a prince of hell and commander of legions.
 
   “I cannot get near her when she is protected by angels,” Lagmar hissed, his black eyes almost transparent enough that the flecks of snow reflected against their blackness.
 
   “But you bite her?” Balem asked looking up at his master, who smiled sickly at the question.
 
   “She may be guarded by angels, but her mind is open and willing, yes I bite her, although she now closes off all her mind to the darkness.” Lagmar replied darkly, watching the figures of Galean, Eveline and Belle pass by the window.
 
   “She must be getting stronger if she is refusing you entry,” Balem answered, his eyes rotating 360 degrees around, keeping an eye on their surroundings. 
 
   “Yes, but the bite will weaken her,” smiled Lagmar, “not even the angels can cure a shadow bite.”
 
   “Only the prince of heaven can and his eyes are elsewhere,” muttered Balem pathetically, his eyes refocusing on the Georgian house. “How will you take her?”
 
   “The child,” Lagmar sneered, “I will lead her to me.”
 
   “The poison, how long does it take until it takes affect?” Balem asked intently, hissing like a snake.
 
   “A few days, she will willingly come to me,” replied Lagmar arrogantly, “they always do.”
 
   “And then what?” Balem enquired, licking his fingers and running them through his hair.
 
   “You can have the child, I will take the bitch to our master.” Lagmar smiled a sick joy spreading throughout his body at the idea of capturing Celestine, his most prized gift to Lagar, a gift that would earn him eternal praise and power.
 
   “Yes, the child,” hissed Balem. “She is mine.”
 
   “Soon my friend, soon.”
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   Lier
 
    
 
    
 
   “Follow me,” Lier whispered to Theodore, who stood behind him quietly, the light of the fading sun on his face. Barnes Old Cemetery stood quiet and undisturbed, under the protection of trees, twisted and gnarled. Theodore off course knew of Barnes Old Cemetery, it was commonly known at the shadows liar, the meeting place of shadows and a place of ritual sacrifice. Theodore had found Lier slumped over a tonne of paperwork that very afternoon, frustrated and on edge. When asked why he was in a state of anxiety he looked up from his work and sighed heavily, his thin, frail fingers running through his silver hair.
 
   “I am the keeper of London and I missed it!” he muttered, holding a letter in his hand, stretching it out to Theodore who looked down at it.
 
   My dear sir,
 
   As you are our Keeper, it has come to my attention that the Arch Bishop Fisher has been taken by Dantel and five or his legion shadows to their meeting place. I believe they wish to sacrifice him to their master Lagar as Fisher is one of the anointed. We both know that when one of the anointed is sacrificed, their God given gifts are extracted and used to fuel the legion masters, making them stronger. You must help me, he is my father and I his only son.
 
   Yours sincerely 
 
   George Fisher.
 
   Theodore drew in a heavy sigh as he dropped the letter down by his side, gazing at the old keeper, now bent over the fireplace, a pipe in his mouth.
 
   “You know the Arch Bishop is the most powerful of the anointed?” he pointed out bluntly, taking a seat at the table and looking over the maps.
 
   “I know,” muttered Lier, a billow of smoke rising into the air around his frail body.
 
   “If they kill him, they will become more powerful than we are,” Theodore went on, his eyes on the marked points of London. “What is this map for?”
 
   Lier turned from the fireplace and walked over to the table, puffing on his pipe.
 
   “I keep count of the shadow hide outs, they increase yearly,” Lier spoke darkly, “they increase and our angels decrease, it’s a pandemic of a catastrophic nature.”
 
   “Why are our angels decreasing so radically?” Theodore enquired, worried by the new information, information he had not been aware of until now.
 
   “The war, most of the guardians are, well off guarding the soldiers, leaving those left behind, vulnerable and easy prey for the shadows,” Lier moaned.
 
   “I don’t understand surely there are enough guardians to protect those in London?” answered Theodore slightly confused.
 
   “Theodore the shadows are becoming stronger than our kind, killing us is now easier than it has ever been, Gabriel is calling a council soon, he will tell us everything.” Lier replied quietly, “there is something strange at work, guardians are retreating to heaven, and Heiden is calling back those who can be spared.”
 
   “Whatever for?” Theodore asked anxiously. Lier dropped into his leather seat and slumped backwards.
 
   “Lagar has been hiding a secret weapon,” replied a tired and forlorn Lier, “he has been keeping it hidden, waiting patiently until the time arose, in which he could reveal it.”
 
   “What weapon?” Theodore whispered, leaning in toward Lier as though spies were hidden amongst the walls.
 
   “A hybrid some say, I believe it is a hybrid,” replied Lier, his eyes closing as though he was in pain.
 
   “But shadows are fallen guardians?” Theodore replied confused.
 
   “Yes, but they are not of God’s bloodline,” Lier replied tensely.
 
   “But there is only one surviving descendant,” argued Theodore, Eveline was the only person bound to Heiden by blood, and she was being protected by guardians.
 
   “But is there?” Lier quizzed, “I know that Heiden’s granddaughter lives, hidden and protected, but is she the only remaining descendant?”
 
   “I assume so, Lagar killed Heiden’s wife and children,” muttered Theodore, his body cold with fear.
 
   “It is rumoured amongst the priests of heaven and has been, that Unyae carried a child long before she was hidden away in the garden of Calhuni,” whispered Lier, the room darkening and the smoke of his pipe creating a dense fog.
 
   “How?” Theodore replied weakly, if this was true, everything was about to change.
 
   “It is said that when Lagar took Heiden’s family hostage, he raped Unyae and she bore his son,” spat Lier as though he had a bitter taste in his mouth.
 
   “Surely not, she was only what, thirteen suns?” Theodore stammered weakly, his hands becoming sweaty and pale.
 
   “Alas yes she was, but she was able to bear offspring,” replied Lier, his hands waxing themselves to the arms of his leather chair. 
 
   “But Heiden surely would have stopped such a thing from progressing?” urged Theodore feeling a sickness in the pit of his soul.
 
   “Heiden was blinded by grief, you know that, he cast Unyae to Calhuni and it is there that she gave birth to a son.” 
 
   “But what happened to him?”
 
   “She mothered him until manhood, it is said that he had become dark and vengeful, so unalike his power and yet in possession of her power. Unyae’s power coupled with Lagar’s must make for a terrible and unyielding magic.” Sighed Lier, the mere thought sending a shiver down his back.
 
   “What happened to him?” Theodore asked.
 
   “He left the garden and headed East to the land of Ruarr, to the King, who took him under his wings, teaching him how to use his power for evil gain, before revealing him to his father,” moaned Lier, his thin lips twitching.
 
   “I don’t understand, how does the King of Ruarr communicate with Lagar?” Theodore asked, confused a little dazed.
 
   “He is a prince of shadows, he murdered the Ruarian King, took the throne and now commands the land, he has plunged it into a great darkness, those who disobey are slaves to his regime, and young women are forced into marriage with soldiers from his legion, diluting the bloodlines of the Ruarians into extinction,” Lier answered solemnly.
 
   “This is terrible, how has Heiden let this happen? The lands of Ruarr where once a home to our kin?” cried Theodore unable to drink in the information in a calm and polite manner. Ruarr was once a beautiful and magical land not unalike the Northern Kingdom, its first occupants being those who chose to live outside of Heaven, outside of the on-going civil war. The four kingdoms, both the North and the South were originally a place of refuge for those who wished for protection against the shadows. Now the four kingdoms were ruled by two High Kings and the lesser Kings. Once the Kingdoms of the South had lived in perfect contentment, each differing from the other, beautiful lands, beautiful people, different political regimes, changing cultures, yet united by their descendants and common goal of peace. However over time, the lands changed and so had the people, Kings and Queens of old became seduced by dark magic and greed. The Northern Kingdom of Meerin was a secretive land, ruled over by Galean’s father King Ballour a descendant of the Prince Gabriel. Those who dwelled in Meerin were strongly emerged in magic, some often being born with incredibly rare gifts. Taerin mythology longed supported the rumours that dragon lords lived in the mountains that divided the North from the South. Theodore had spent time among the Southern Kingdoms, watching them fall into deep disarray, his heart saddened.
 
   “Theodore?” Lier whispered gently, triggering Theodore away from his thoughts.
 
   “Sorry, I was in a different place,” he smiled calmly finding Lier’s eyes deep and pensive.
 
   “Do not be sorry, I often walk among other places, we angels do, for we have walked in many places,” Lier sighed inwardly.
 
   “If this rumour is true, then what is Lagar waiting for?” Theodore asked, his blue eyes turning to the fire, watching the flames dance.
 
   “There is an old prophecy you young angels forget,” Lier began, folding his legs under the table, “Two shall be born, bonded by blood, separated by light and darkness. A time will come, when the light shall fade and darkness shall rise. To the east the sun will set and to the west a darkness will fill the sky, covering the lands in a blanket of fear. Stars will fall, men will become divided and from the depths of the sea shall be awoken a great and terrible beast.” Lier took a deep breathe in as he uttered the long forgotten prophecy of his forbears, “From the garden shall arise a light, firm and bold, strong and brave, on wings of fire it will fly high into the night sky, lifting the stars from the depths of the darkened sea, to join in one last battle that will forever diminish either darkness or light.”
 
   “Calhuni,” muttered Theodore, getting up from his chair and pacing the room.
 
   “Yes, I believe it refers to Celestine, granddaughter of Heiden, half-sister of the prince of darkness.” Lier added watching the young angel pace about his study.
 
   “The great finale,” whispered Theodore, stopping in his tracks and turning to the keeper, his eyes intense and afraid.
 
   “Yes my friend, the great finale is about to commence,” Lier whispered, “every corner of the universe will arise to fight alongside their chosen master, time will stop, all life will hang in the balance. It has already begun.”
 
   “What do we do?” Theodore asked urgently afraid for Eveline, so many miles away from him.
 
   “We begin by killing Dantel,” offered Lier, getting up and taking his cane into his left hand.
 
   “What will that achieve?” Theodore spat discouraged and anxious.
 
   “Dantel is the high prince of London, Fisher is the highly anointed bishop of London, bathed in immense power, power that can make Dantel a terrible enemy to behold, even to his own.” Lier muttered rolling up a map and putting it under his arm.
 
   “I thought Lagmar was his master?” Theodore interjected quickly, following Lier out from the study and into the reception area. Lier stopped and turned to Theodore, a frown upon his brow.
 
   “Dantel intends on sacrificing himself to Lagmar, all the power he now possesses will pass onto Lagmar, the most powerful prince of darkness, with Fisher’s gift of foresight, Lagmar will not only be able to find Celestine, he will be able to look into her future. The gift of foresight is rare, I have never in my life met someone so gifted as that of the Bishop, it is vital that we find him.”
 
   Theodore felt his body tremor upon the words of Lier, he felt as though he had been completely blinded to the reality of the situation, did anyone else know? Had Heiden disclosed this information only to his council? Why had he hidden this from his people?
 
    
 
   *
 
    
 
   The Bishop was laid, unconscious, atop an old and broken grave, his legs and arms stretched out to each corner and tied. Around the grave a fire encircled his limp body. The dancing flames highlighted his bleeding and swollen face, crumpled and disfigured. A shadow demon, drew lines about the ground with a stick, his eyes glazed and possessed by dark magic. Four other shadows stood around the grave, hidden under great cloaks, chanting whilst Dantel disrobed himself. Snow fell, covering the graves with a heavy dusting of white, making the scene that lay before Theodore and Lier all the more daunting. Both hidden behind tomb stones, they watched the ritual sacrifice take place.
 
   “What do we do?” Theodore whispered to Lier, his blue eyes engulfed in flames, snow falling on his eyelashes. Lier sat pensively watching the ritual, pondering what to do next. Lier already understood that he was too weak for Dantel and the odds were against him, but with Theodore at his side there was hope for the Bishop.
 
   “I need a diversion,” Lier whispered back to Theodore, “If I can take Fishers body and put his soul into my own body, then he can survive, but I need you to create a diversion to give me some time.”
 
   “What do you mean take his body?” uttered Theodore, confused a slightly afraid of the answer.
 
   “I am a shape shifter, like your father, I will take the identity of his body, so as to trick Dantel, I will give you Fisher, you must take him to safety, you must leave as soon as I hand him to you.” Urged Lier, now looking back at the intense scene before him. Dantel was naked, his pale skin alit in fire. On Dantel’s back were great wings of auburn fire, pointed highly into the night sky.
 
   “You can’t do that, you will surely die!” whispered Theodore harshly, “we need you! Who will be the Keeper of the city if not you?”
 
   “That is for Gabriel to decide, all I know is this path is the path I must walk, no don’t!” he raised his hand in silence, “ Cael, I have lived longer than you can imagine, longer than your father, why he was just a boy when I first met him, you must understand, we all, all angels are born with a purpose, it is deeply embedded in us, to serve others and to serve causes, this is my cause, I have always known it to be, Dantel and I are bound to one another, it is my destiny to make sure he does not kill Fisher, honour me by understanding,” he breathed heavily, slumping against the back of the tomb stone, looking up into the star filled sky smiling, “anyway..,” he murmured turning to a shocked Theodore, “I will be with my wife, amongst the stars.”
 
   “But Lier, I came to you for help, direction, what will I do?” cried Theodore in desperation, his breathe causing a mist to form in the air.
 
   “Maybe your fate was to find me and to follow me here,” Lier whispered softly, “I know the burden you carry child, and I know you will protect her with all that you are, she is your cause, you understand therefore why I have to do this, this is my way of protecting my Queen, my King’s granddaughter and there is no other cause worth dying for, you already agree with me,” he smiled warmly, lifting a hand to Theodore’s cheek giving him a fatherly stare.
 
   “It seemed so simply yesterday, protecting her, but now, now that you have told me about her brother, I have no idea what to do,” stammered Theodore a sudden loss in hope making him feel weak.
 
   “You will find a way, Cael you must have hope in her and who she is, if the prophecy is right, then she is a mighty powerful Queen, she can end this war once and for all, bring peace among nations, amongst the universe,” smiled Lier his eyes glazed in hope.
 
   “The prophecy doesn’t tell us who conquers who, what if we fail?” Galean uttered pathetically.
 
   “You will not fail my friend, Heiden will not allow his kingdom to fall, he will not allow his people to suffer, not any longer!” replied Lier adamantly, “ but we have no time for discussions, it is time, you must cause a diversion, get Dantel’s attention…, and Cael?” he grabbed Theodores hand roughly, looking up into his eyes, “ Keep her safe, trust no one, even your closest of allies, she is the key, the key to the past and the future.”
 
   “I will keep her safe,” Theodore promised getting up slowly from his hiding place and looking around. Dantel was dancing around the Bishop wildly, his hands raised in praise, chanting a dark and deep language unknown to him. The shadows danced in a circle, holding hands and rotating left instead of right as Dantel was. The chanting grew as Theodore came up with a diversion, the only plan he could think of was diminishing the fire and calling out to the shadows, causing a moment of chaos, enough time for Lier to cover the Bishop’s body , let their souls exchange and save Fischer. Ravens now sat perched in their dozens around the graveyard, looking on in hope as Theodore tip toed around the graves, giving Lier time to near himself to the Bishop. Just as Theodore was ready to pounce, Dantel and the shadows stopped dancing and stood still, Theodore watched as Dantel walked through the fire to jump onto the gravestone, standing above the Bishop with a long, silver dagger, holding it high above his head with both of his hands, reading himself for the kill.
 
   “Now!” Theodore heard from across the graveyard. Suddenly the shadows turned looking about. Theodore darted out from behind the grave, wielded his hands in the air, killing the fire and bringing the cemetery into an intense darkness. From under his coat, he retrieved his sword and brought it life, its golden glow, bathing the graves in a beautiful hue.
 
   “Get him!” demanded Dantel jumping down from the gravestone, making his way towards Theodore. The shadows followed Theodore as he ran in and out of the graves, creating distance between Lier and himself. One of the shadows grabbed his arm, rallying him to a stop and producing his own fire sword. Together they both fought, the other three shadows eventually taking part.
 
   “Kill him!” yelled Dantel’s the vault of his mouth a deep red, sending dread into the very heart of Theodore’s heart. The shadows encircled him as fire met light. Theodore fought hard and killed two of the shadows before making another run, Dantel and the remaining shadows on his tail.
 
   Lier crept out of his hiding place and quickly found Fisher, now awake and breathing heavily.
 
   “Friend, shush you must listen,” he urged the Bishop who nodded in reply. “When you are free, you must make your way to Westminster Cathedral, you will be safe there, you must notify Gabriel, tell him, he has found her, tell him, time is running out.”
 
   “What about you?” cried the Bishop getting up gently only to be pulled down by Lier.
 
   “You must not worry about me, Dantel must think that he has killed you and gained your power, trust me, please,” he pleaded, now jumping atop the Bishop, placing both his hands upon his heart and closing his eyes.
 
   “What are you doing?” demanded Fisher anxiously.
 
   “I am saving you, so that she is safe.”
 
   “Who?”
 
   Lier could not answer for both he and Bishop stopped breathing momentarily, a small, tiny ball of light, now formed in each of their hearts, made its way up through the chest, finding the others heart and settling. Suddenly both the Bishop and Lier began to breathe again, each in each other’s body. Fisher looked down at his new body, shocked and bewildered.
 
   “It will only last an hour, then you will return to normal, but please you must go to Gabriel at once,” cried Lier, lying down. Fisher quickly got down from the gravestone and before leaving prayed for his friend.
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
   *
 
    
 
   Theodore leaned against the railings, heaving in gulps of air. He had killed two shadows but had lost the rest including Dantel who now he agreed would be returning to the Bishop.
 
   “Lier,” he muttered painfully thinking of the agonising pain he would go through. Closing his eyes tightly for a moment Theodore heard a hissing nearby and opened his moistened eyes to find Lier, or rather the Bishop now motioning him over urgently. Fisher hid behind a street lamp, shaking. Theodore looked left and right, finding the street desolate and silent, before quickly running over to the Bishop.
 
   “Bishop you are safe,” proclaimed Theodore conflicted between joy and sorrow.
 
   “We must go, we have to get to Westminster at once,” he ordered, his green eyes large with fear.
 
   “Okay, come follow me,” Theodore begged, looking back across at the cemetery, before leading the Bishop away down a back alley.
 
   Theodore and the Bishop took a cab to Westminster Abbey and sat in silence for the forty minutes in between, listening to the air raid sirens that were going off. Londoners were running to a fro as they headed to air raid shelters. Search lights illuminated the night sky alongside the glare of fires, caused by bombs. Theodore looked on at the shocked, tired and exhausted Londoners trying to find shelter, many with small children. The taxi driver urged Theodore that they should stop and find shelter but with great authority, Theodore bid him to keep driving at least until it was impossible. Many houses were now crumbled buildings, fires raged in some of the newly hit buildings. Upon reaching Westminster, Theodore quickly paid the driver before getting out. Looking up at the sky he watched fighter planes fly by, a thick sound filling the air.
 
   “Come we must hurry,” urged the Bishop, now making his way up to the side entrance. Theodore now catching up with him and stood beside him as he swiped his hand across the latch letting it open quietly, before huddling Theodore inside and closing the door behind them. Inside the abbey was dark with only the search lights acting as a guide. The Bishop limped as he made his way into the centre of the abbey, limping his way up to the altar. Theodore followed quietly, lighting the church candles with his fingers as he passed them by, awakening the abbey from slumber. The echoes of their steps filled the church, only easing when they stopped before the high altar.
 
   “You must step away, Gabriel cannot know you are with me,” announced Fisher, waving him away. Theodore smiled awkwardly before hiding behind a pillar, bending down onto the marbled ground and closing is eyes in exhaustion and grief. A great light suddenly filled the abbey quickly diminishing and Theodore suddenly felt the presence of Gabriel, the oldest and wisest of all angels and God’s left hand guardian. Theodore opened his eyes and found them staring up at a stained glass window portraying the death of Jesus. If only humans understood their God, how betrayed they would feel to know that Jesus was a fragment of their imagination and that God’s children had all been murdered by Lagar, how depressed and discouraged they would feel upon learning the truth. Humans were limited in their understanding for good reason, or so Theodore thought. If humans were fully aware of the universe and their maker, he feared it would only make them more vulnerable to Lagar. Theodore had a similar dilemma to humans, he too wondered why God gave such power to evil, and why He enriched with such power could not shield his people from Lagar. It was such doubts that led him to Lier an old friend of his fathers, versed in wisdom and knowledge.
 
   “God was never without a companion child,” he would lecture, “he was never without darkness, for light to exist there must be darkness, does that mean that we give up the fight? That we lose all hope in Heiden? No.”
 
   “But where is the purpose in trying to prevent evil, when it must exist for love and compassion to exist?” Theodore would reply, confused and in need of answers.
 
   “Without evil what would we know of goodness? It acts as a balancer, an accountant must balance the books and so must our God.”
 
   “But then what is the point in fighting shadows?”
 
   “We may not be able to rid the universe of evil but we can control its strength, we can keep it at bay, we can weaken those who wish us harm,” Lier replied tenderly, “no this is not the answer you are looking for, especially as here on earth you have witnessed many battles all in the name of peace, but my dear friend after a battle is ended another begins.”
 
   “So what you are saying is that we cannot diminish the darkness but we can control it?” quizzed Theodore pensively thinking this thread of information through deeply.
 
   “Yes, for as soon as one enemy is ended another stands to take its place and so it is wiser to keep that enemy alive, especially when you know its character so well, but that does not mean we cannot weaken that enemy and its followers to such a point where they can mean no real harm,”
 
   Theodore sat, slumped against the pillar remembering that long ago conversation smiling weakly. As a young angel, he had been fiery and impatient, unable to understand Heiden and to understand his mind. Lier had taught him an important lesson, no Lagar would most likely not be defeated and if he was one of his followers would take his place. Theodore understood Lier’s wisdom as he grew older and witnessed acts of evil, real victory was in weakening the enemy to such a point where he still existed but could mean no harm. Theodore was not alone in his doubts, but what united the angels was a sense of purpose, in overcoming darkness, in following a God that was not only an authoritive figure but a figure of compassion and mercy, there was no other likeness to Heiden, bar perhaps his long lost granddaughter. Hope, it was hope that enriched Theodores need to protect Eveline, hope and love. All angels hoped that through love and compassion, humans and the likes could find the light. Humans unlike angels, mortal as they were, were destined to find their way to heaven.
 
   “Does God have a master?” Theodore asked Lier on his coming of age day.
 
   “What do you believe?” Lier replied curiously.
 
   “I believe He must come from something as all things do,” Theodore answered honestly. Lier smiled faintly at his reply.
 
   “As do I friend, but the question you must ask yourself is this, does the future alter because He does?”
 
   “Maybe, wouldn’t you like to know how it all began?” Theodore asked pensively, gazing up at the night sky.
 
   “I often think on it, but it does not alter the present and it has not altered the future in the way I thought it would, what is certain is Heiden, what is certain is you and I and the rest of the universe that is alive and beating…,” Lier began following Theodores eyes, “ what is certain is that we go on serving our King, that we encourage love, justice and mercy and most of all that we banish the darkness, that our eyes are guided by the light and that we guide those who are vulnerable to the darkness.”
 
   “We could waste our time wondering or we could use it to ensure our future,” surmised Theodore, thinking out loud.
 
   “Even, we angels have an ending, though we may live light-years beyond our human companions, we too end, to give way to new life, which is just the way it is Cael, even the sun must give way.” Lier answered warmly.
 
   “What happens to us? I mean you and I when we die?” Theodore asked, intrigued and yet fearful of the answer.
 
   “We join the stars, when our work is done, life begins and it ends.” Lier replied with certainty, showing no traces of fear. “You will understand when you are my age and you will be glad of it.”
 
   “How is it that angels such as Gabriel, live beyond our years?” Theodore sighed a little jealous.
 
   “Gabriel and those of the high council are different from you and me, I do not know how, maybe they share the blood of Heiden or his ancestors, I do not know, only they know.” Lier answered, lowering his eyes in frustration, for he too had questioned the life span of Gabriel and his fellow councillors, and still had no answer.
 
   “Maybe Heiden needs them, maybe he has blessed them with eternity?” laughed Theodore.
 
   “Maybe you are right, but as I have taught you, it does not alter the future the length of years they live, it is our actions that do.” Pondered Lier, rubbing Theodore’s hair gently.
 
   “I know, is it wrong to question your existence? Your heritage? And the mind of God?” moaned Theodore, impatient and young.
 
   “I believe not, I generally think it strengthens our allegiance to Him, I may not know the whole truth, I may not understand His mind, but I choose never the less to follow Him, to act against evil and protect His people, I know Him as a loving and merciful King, He is just and kind, qualities that are worth serving.” 
 
   “I agree, I have no evidence to prove he is unjust and cruel, He is my beginning and He will be my end.”
 
   Theodore gazed at the stained glass window letting himself ease back into the now, he served love, mercy and justice. Getting up from the ground, Theodore leaned into the pillar, wrapping his arms about the marble and casting his eyes across the cathedral towards the Bishop. Theodore had only met Gabriel several times in all of his life, and yet with each time he was equally as struck with the angel’s beauty, he stood at least three feet taller than most ordinary angels, and commanded everything within his presence, it was incredible and scary at the same time. Theodore was glad not to cross him, he feared the repercussions.
 
   “Cael, come,” commanded Gabriel, turning his silver eyes to him, Fisher following suite. “Do not be afraid angel, you have spoken to me before, come I need your help.”
 
   “As you wish,” Theodore replied, treading through the pew and making his way toward the altar, offering the Bishop a look of apology. Gabriel stood beneath the large, stain glassed window, adorned in a fine cloak of silver, his long, white hair flowing down his back. Gabriel looked down at Theodore and smiled, holding out his hands.
 
   “Come,” he commanded gently waiting for Theodore to take his hands. Theodore anxiously, kept his eyes lowered as he placed his hands, much smaller than Gabriel’s, into the large and beautiful hands of his commander. “I am sorry for your loss, I know Lier was indeed a very close friend, but he did not die in vain young one.”
 
   “Then why do I feel so discouraged,” Theodore whispered quietly so that only Gabriel could hear him.
 
   “We all mourn those we love, you mourn not only the love of Lier but the information in which he shared with you, he has left you burdened.” Replied Gabriel, calmly and yet with a hint of authority in his voice.
 
   “What do we do?” begged Theodore, feeling very small and insignificant against the mighty Gabriel, defender of Heaven.
 
   “You must bring Eveline to me,” Gabriel ordered, “she will not fear me for she has met me before.”
 
   “Where?” asked Theodore abruptly a little thrown. Gabriel smiled down into the young angel’s face.
 
   “In her dreams.”
 
   Theodore frowned slightly, was it possible that Gabriel could infiltrate a person’s mind? Maybe that was why Galean could, maybe it was a gift handed down from Gabriel.
 
   “Oh,” he blurted out, unable to find the proper words.
 
   “Cael, you must go back to her at once, Lagmar has found her, he has poisoned her, you must bring her to me,” Gabriel ordered, looking over Theodores shoulder towards the Bishop. “You know what to do.”
 
   The bishop merely nodded in reply as he turned away, leaving the cathedral at once, making haste to find his guardians.
 
   “Why have you not gone to her?” Theodore asked, his eyes burning with frustration, “Why have you left her unguarded and alone, why must I bring her to you? Why can you not go to her?”
 
   “If I go to her now, I will only cause her more harm,” Gabriel replied firmly.
 
   “What do you mean more harm? You are stronger, older and wiser than Lagmar and his pack, surely you can see the flaw in your plan?” Theodore erupted, forgetting himself as the thought of Eveline dying without his protection or that of Gabriel’s filling his mind.
 
   “Lagmar is my equal in strength Cael, only here in this abbey can I heal Celestine without the fear of him attacking me,” Gabriel replied bluntly. “I am not God, even I have my equals. Celestine will need my help, she will need me as alive as we need her.”
 
   Theodore lifted his arms in frustration, why? Why was everyone so useless?
 
   “Cael, you will obey me,” Gabriel ordered sharply, “do not question my orders, I am as you say older, stronger and wiser.”
 
   “I am not questioning you, I am frustrated.” Replied Theodore quietly.
 
   “You are letting your love for Celestine blind you,” Gabriel commented gently not wanting to push Theodore anymore.
 
   “I do not know what it is you speak off,” Theodore replied quickly, turning away from Gabriel.
 
   “You do know, I have been watching you from a distance, a fool can see how you love Celestine.”
 
   “I love her no more than Galean, Ada, Bram and Peter.” 
 
   “If you wish to protect her, you must protect her from yourself Cael, she is not of your bloodline, she is Heiden’s granddaughter, and it is forbidden that you and Celestine should enter into any marriage without Heiden’s consent, you will be condemned to death.”
 
   “Does she have no choice?” cried Theodore, why was everybody against him? Why was he not good enough?
 
   “Everybody has a choice, even Celestine, do you not think Heiden would want her to marry a man of her choice? Do you not think Heiden wishes her eternal happiness? Happiness he found with his wife?” Gabriel argued aloud. “Heiden has his reasons.”
 
   “Who can she marry if not I or any other angel?” Theodore replied curtly, really who else was their?
 
   “She is destined for someone else, their paths have been intertwined by fate itself, and he is her equal in every way,” whispered Gabriel.
 
   “But if she loves me? Doesn’t fate alter?” pleaded Theodore, his heart pained.
 
   “Your love for Celestine has kept her safe, your love for Celestine has kept her alive maybe that is your fate?” Gabriel counter argued without spite.
 
   “I do not understand, I do not agree.” Theodore shook his head wanting to find Eveline and take her away, to keep her with him always, and to never let her go.
 
   “Cael, fate never changes, it alters yes, but the end does not change. Heiden has no quarrel with you, he judges you not that you should love Celestine, but it is written law that you cannot bind yourself to those of Heiden’s blood; if you do you will feel the consequences of such actions, if you marry her you will die, she will be left alone, bitter and without your protection.” Sighed Gabriel trying to reason with Theodore but getting nowhere.
 
   “But I will have loved her,” he cried painfully out loud to all those who could hear him, “no matter what I do, she cannot be mine.”
 
   “No, she cannot.” Gabriel replied firmly. Theodore stood alone on the steps of the altar, tears running down his cheeks, flushed as they were with anger. Gently he felt a hand upon his shoulder. “The love you both share cannot be replaced, but it cannot last, it will separate you one way or the other.” he stepped down and looked into Theodore’s eyes. “You have to ask yourself this, will you be selfish and lead her down a path of grief and loss or will you be selfless and let her follow fates path, being by her side always?”
 
   “Do I have a choice?” murmured Theodore.
 
   “Yes you do.”  Gabriel answered softly, “but for now, you must get her to me at once, she needs you, your love for her can protect her Cael, you may see no purpose or feel relief in what I say but I hope that in time you will.”
 
   “I must go to her at once,” replied Theodore bitterly, standing up straight and looking at Gabriel blankly.
 
   “I will be waiting.”
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   Eveline and Belle entered the breakfast parlour holding hands and chatting lightly before breaking away and sitting down to breakfast with Estelle.
 
   “We have an invitation to a fundraising ball tomorrow evening,” announced Estelle, waving a letter in her hand.
 
   “Oh how lovely, will you go?” Eveline asked, buttering her toast.
 
   “Off course I shall, can’t be letting that oaf of a neighbour near Mrs. Patmore, she is a beast with claws,” spat Estelle, jealousy tinged in her eyes.
 
   “I am guessing Mrs Patmore has an inclination towards your enemy?” smiled Eveline, taking a sip of tea and winking across at Belle who sniggered behind her hand.
 
   “Inclinations! Ever since that mad man of a husband passed away she has been making pretty eyes at every single man in Bath!” replied Estelle hotly.
 
   “And it wouldn’t be jealousy?” Eveline remarked noticing Galean’s absence.
 
   “Jealous? Me? I? Don’t be so ridiculous, anyway you are coming,” coughed Estelle, choking on her bacon.
 
   “Oh, I’m not sure grandmamma, I am tired,” moaned Eveline and it was the truth she acknowledged, biting down on her bacon. In all honesty she had barely slept in the last week, night terrors and confusion kept her awake. Eveline had in fact been feeling quiet weak of late, her face looked a little weathered and truthfully she felt weathered to her bones. Little activities such as getting up and getting dressed never seemed to be a problem to Eveline, who was always an early riser, but in the last two days she found herself becoming slightly limp, her bones aching, her chest sometimes gasping for air and on some occasions she found her eyesight blurring. Eveline had thought of making an appointment to see a doctor but waved it off, it was just stress she would argue to herself whilst willing herself to get up in the mornings. Off course it made sense, all the events of the last week including the night terrors were bound to cause a reaction anyone with a brain could see that. Why then did Eveline fear it was something else entirely? Her mind was trying to disguise the real problem and she just couldn’t get to it, ever since she had been bitten in her dream her body changed, and yet it was only a dream, the snake wasn’t real, but, she wondered as she watched Estelle chat away to Belle, the figure at the end of her bed, the figure she awoke to each night, felt real.
 
   “Eveline did you hear me?” Estelle asked loudly, snapping her fingers at Eveline, arousing her from her thoughts.
 
   “No what did you say?” 
 
   “I was saying that you need to find something formal to wear, I have told Galean he will need a suit,” Estelle went on, wiping her mouth with her napkin and setting it down on her lap again. “That is why he is not here presently eating with us, I made him go down to James Taylors they do rented suits.”
 
   “At this time in the morning?” frowned Eveline looking across at the grandfather clock that stood in the corner. It was only ten in the morning.
 
   “Off course! Better now than later,” Estelle said taking a sip of coffee and smoothing back her silver curls.
 
   “I only have my blue church dress,” Eveline smiled, “will it do? I don’t think I will be dancing anyway.”
 
   “What that old thing, no, no, no!” squeaked Estelle, raising a hand dramatically to her heart. “The very best of Bath society will be there, no doubt ninety percent woman, but still Eveline they will be in their best dresses and so should we.”
 
   “But I don’t have any fine dresses for ball’s, I’ve never been to one,” moaned Eveline the idea of an upper middle class ball making her want to bolt. “Everybody just stares at me, it was hard enough going to the Christmas Fate last year, and I had to basically hide behind everyone.”
 
   “Oh hush now! I will ask Mary if she has any dresses to spare, you are about that same size,” ordered Estelle happily, “she does have a brilliant wardrobe if I say so myself, sometimes when she is asleep I find myself in it, you know inspiration for my female characters.”
 
   Eveline stared at her grandmother with a mixture of mirth and shock, she never was one for rules Estelle and she never would be.
 
   “Without permission?” Eveline asked trying to hide her laugh behind a napkin.
 
   “Permission? Why should I need permission? Mary hardly wears her clothes anymore, she is always in black now, if I wasn’t observing them for research, well!” she humped loudly, rolling her eyes, “They would be eaten by moths, moths Eveline!”
 
    “Just admit it grandma, you are nosey.” Eveline laughed, resting her elbow on the table and leaning her head into her hand.
 
   “One has to be when one is a writer dear, we need inspiration, daily!” Estelle chirped confidently completely oblivious to the fact that trying on others women’s clothes without the said woman knowing was indeed very bad. 
 
   “Can I go?” Belle asked hopefully putting down her glass of milk and licking her lips innocently.
 
   “No pet it is just for adults,” Eveline smiled, Belle looked beautiful in blue, and in fact she had bloomed in the last week, she spent much of her time with Galean in the play room and barely spoke of her parents, which worried Eveline. Belle did not speak much of her parents, but Estelle explained to her the strictness of their behaviour and rigidness of Belle’s life as a lonely child. Eveline couldn’t imagine why any parent could treat a beautiful child thus, but she quickly learned growing up in Keswick that all families were different.
 
   “Oh, I really want to put on my dress and dance,” Belle groaned looking downcast and disappointed. Belle rarely showed vulnerability she was a happy and content little soul. Eveline was aware that Belle showed anxiety when she looked outside the windows aware of the men, now doubled in numbers, standing around the street outside, watching. Eveline had taken to closing the curtains and letting Belle play in the back of the house, even letting her bake with Hannah. Eveline stood for lengthy periods of time upstairs in Belle’s room looking down at the men, unmoving and daunting. Trying to put the problem to the side didn’t help to relieve Eveline’s worry. Estelle had threatened Galean with the police, but he firmly refused, promising Estelle that he and Theodore would put an end to it soon.
 
   In many of her night terrors, Eveline found herself looking down at the men, the light of the street lamps adding to their aura of fear and intimidation. How was it that the neighbours and those who walked by didn’t find their presence alarming? Why was it that Mary didn’t care?
 
   “Why don’t we have our own little ball soon?” Eveline replied kindly to Belle, whose eyes enlarged with promise.
 
   “Oh yes!” she smiled clapping her hands together, “that would be lovely.”
 
   “Then we shall indeed have our own ball in honour of you,” Eveline announced looking to her grandmother for permission. Estelle nodded her head lightly and put down her morning paper.
 
   “Well that shall be divine!” she announced getting up. “I am off to see Mary, what shall you be doing today dear?”
 
   “Oh not much really,” groaned Eveline, “I was going to take Belle for a walk around the park, but it seems futile when we are being watched so.”
 
   “Why don’t you try Henriette Park? It’s not too far away?” Estelle said bending down to kiss Belle’s head turning her eyes to Eveline, catching her look of anxiety.
 
   “I will ask Galean, if he thinks it alright, then maybe we should,” Eveline said letting her index finger circle the rim of her tea cup in thought.
 
   “Good, he’s a good man however wild he may look,” Estelle smiled gently, she had grown accustomed to Galean and had noticed how her granddaughter had too grown accustomed to him too, despite her affections towards Theodore, who was madly devoted to her, in fact Estelle would go as far as saying that he was infatuated, a disturbing thought.
 
   “Yes he is but I miss Theodore so,” whispered Eveline, her eyes on the saucer.
 
   “Yes I think you do, love consumes the air and when it withdraws it leaves you bereft,” Estelle smiled, she had witnessed many such love unions, and most of them ended up in disaster. Eveline had always been a logical and well-rounded woman, it was strange to watch her granddaughter struggle so. Worse yet, she was engaged to another man entirely. Estelle found it hard to see happiness in the near future for Eveline, heartbreak lay ahead for she could not have all three.
 
   “Oh no it is just he is such a good friend,” Eveline replied quickly, blushing slightly.
 
   “Off course as is Galean and William,” Estelle murmured. Eveline let her head fall into her hands. Estelle walked to the doorway and turned to her granddaughter, this was a problem she could not fix. As if on cue, Galean entered the parlour bumping into Estelle and asking for forgiveness. “No need to apologise your just on time, I was telling Eveline that she should bring Belle to Henrietta Park, what do you think?”
 
   Galean stopped and set down his packages, looking across at Eveline, her head in her hands pathetically. Frowning he looked back at Estelle who shrugged innocently.
 
   “If you wish? But it is snowing outside,” Galean answered setting his packages down beside Belle and taking her up into his arms, kissing her cheek. “Morning angel.”
 
   “Morning angel,” smiled Belle kissing him on the forehead. “Please can we go out in the snow? I love playing in the snow.”
 
   “Well if you wrap up warmly I don’t see why not?” laughed Galean, his eyes still on the solemn Eveline. Estelle had left the parlour and Galean walked to Eveline’s side sitting down to her left, Belle still in his arms. “Well what do you think?” he asked Eveline quietly.
 
   “If you think it is safe,” Eveline replied quietly, turning her eyes to him shyly. Galean looked at her pale face with worry, was she ill? Her golden iris seemed somewhat dimmed and she seemed far away.
 
   “I do, a walk will do us some good, and did your grandmother tell you about the ball?” 
 
   “Yes, she is going to find me a dress to wear, but I think I will only stay for a short while.”
 
   “Are you feeling alright?” Galean quizzed Eveline softly not wanting to distress her.
 
   “I am just a little tired that’s all,” she replied quietly lifting her head up from her hands and smiling weakly at Galean.
 
   “I suppose that is to be expected,” Galean frowned at the pale Eveline but agreed it was best to let her be. “We’ll let us leave in an hour?”
 
   “Yes alright,” Eveline replied kindly, “I think I may go and lie down in the morning room if that is okay?”
 
   “Off course, I will take Belle with me down to Hannah, I think she is going to be making some Christmas puddings for the church fair,” Galean smiled, looking down at Belle, whose rosy cheeks drew wide as she smiled. Getting up again, Galean walked around the table taking one last look at Eveline before leaving with a happy Belle.
 
   Eveline waited several minutes before getting up slowly, the room spinning slightly. Carefully she made her way towards the morning room. As she passed the staircase she found Mary standing at the top, dressed in her nightgown and staring down at Eveline, her face still and passive.
 
   “Good morning,” Eveline smiled up at Mary. Mary stood perfectly still, her mouth closed. Eveline wondered if she was alright but just before she was about to ask Mary’s eyes enlarged rapidly and she lifted her left index finger and pointed down at Eveline, who now felt afraid. Mary wasn’t herself, she seemed different thought Eveline, who now took a step back.
 
   “Death,” Mary announced, her voice reverberating around the reception hall. The light that flowed in through the Georgian glass windows, seemed to dim as Mary spoke, re iterating the word danger. The chandelier above her head began to vibrate as the air grew cold.
 
   “Death!” Mary began to scream violently. Eveline froze, what was happening? What should she do?
 
   “Mary? Are you alright?” she cried up to the forlorn and death like Mary, who had now let her hand fall down to her side roughly, her mouth shutting firmly. Without answering Mary turned and was gone, the air growing warmer and the light brighter. Eveline fell to the floor, losing breathe in her body. Sitting slumped over, she cried silently willing herself to calm down. What was happening to her? Was she going mad? It felt like she was going mad and the world around her had changed, everything felt dark, she felt dark. Eveline’s sobs filled the hall as she tried to find her feet, her body refusing to move. Salted tears fell onto Eveline’s ivory blouse, soaking the fine yellow flowers that fell about her collar. Eveline felt alone, tired and unwell as she held a hand to her heart, feeling it thud gently beneath her chest. Pain, exhaustion and melancholy filled her, she needed Theodore, and she needed someone to take her to safety. Locks of Eveline’s auburn hair fell away from her pins and fell about her face, touching the black and white tiles softly. Gasping for air, her vision blurred slightly, but through the strands of hair she noticed someone approaching. Looking up, her face wet and pale she met a pair of blue eyes, alarmed and anxious.
 
   “Eveline,” Galean cried falling to his knees in front of her placing his hands on either arm. “What happened?”
 
   “Mary,” Eveline stammered, gulping back tears, feeling a sudden vulnerability cover her.
 
   “What did she do?” Galean asked gently bringing her into his arms and settling her head against his shoulder tenderly, wiping away wet strands of hair. 
 
   “She was strange, she pointed at me and screamed death,” Eveline cried quietly, thinking that Galean would deem her mad just as she felt.
 
   “Where is she now?” Galean asked concerned, no note of judgement in his voice.
 
   “She went back to her room,” Eveline mumbled, her hands folded in his lap.
 
   “Come I will bring you to the morning room, you can rest there in safety,” Galean assured her, standing up and taking her into his arms. The morning room was next to the music room, and as Galean entered he looked down into Eveline’s face, her eyes were closed and her cheeks painted with tears. He wanted so badly to wipe away those tears, he wanted to save her from all the danger that hunted her every footstep, but he couldn’t, and he wouldn’t. Eveline was not his, she belonged to another; her heart was not his and why should it be. Carefully he lowered Eveline onto the settee, settling a cushion beneath her head.
 
   “Am I mad?” Eveline whispered, her sobs dying away as Galean took off her shoes and placed them beneath the settee.
 
   “Why do you think that?” Galean whispered looking around for a rug. The bright, yellow morning room was beautiful Galean observed as he looked behind a golden chair finding a blue blanket tucked under it.
 
   “I feel it,” Eveline replied quietly opening her dimmed, golden eyes and searching for Galean, who was coming back to her with the tortoise blue blanket. Galean opened the blanket carefully and quietly laid it upon Eveline’s frail body.
 
   “Do you trust me?” Galean whispered, feeling Eveline’s forehead with the back of his hand. She was freezing and beads of sweat dotted her pale forehead. Galean’s eyes fell into her own and she smiled weakly.
 
   “I do,” she whispered gently.
 
   “Then believe me when I say, you are not mad, admittedly strange things are happening, but in time you will understand.”
 
   “I miss him,” Eveline wept, embarrassed by her weakness, never had she felt so pathetic, so unlike herself, she was a far cry from her usual strong, opinionated and independent state. And yet as she looked up into Galean’s strong face, she found refuge, yes she wanted to be looking up into the face of Theodore, but he wasn’t here.
 
   “He will be back soon I promise,” Galean replied tenderly, hoping that his smile shielded the pain he felt at her admission. Those eyes, he observed, those where the eyes of the woman he had dreamt off, long before he had met his wife, yes he thought it strange, dreaming about a woman he had never met, and now here he was with her, she was real and he knew she was meant for him not Theodore. But a deep conflict stirred within him, was he betraying the love he had for his wife? No he thought, no he loved her as he loved the sun, she was like no other. But why, why did he feel so drawn to the young woman before him, who had no feelings of love toward him at all.
 
   “He will,” Eveline murmured closing her eyes tightly and drifting off to sleep.
 
   “Yes.” Galean whispered painfully taking her hand into his own and stroking her fingers gently as she slept with a frown upon her face.
 
    
 
   *
 
    
 
   Belle watched as Hannah stirred the Christmas pudding mixture in a large bowl, eating her sandwich. Galean sat at the table with a large box of Christmas decorations, pulling them out of their tissue and setting them to the side.
 
   “Hannah, does Mary order a tree? Or should I go and fetch one?” he asked quietly.
 
   “Before the war Mary ordered a tree, this year she hasn’t,” Hannah replied pouring in a glass of brand to the mixture. “It’s hard celebrating at a time like this.”
 
   “Understandably so, but too simply dismiss Christmas would be a shame don’t you think? For those of us at home, waiting. Christmas is a time in which we can come together, a time to pray and a time to give,” Galean replied looking over at Hannah.
 
   “Well I suppose your right, my son loved Christmas, mind you he only got a fair few presents,” laughed Hannah remembering George’s last Christmas in which he attempted to knit her a scarf.
 
   “Exactly, so I think I should go and fetch and tree with Belle, what do you think Belle?” Galean asked warmly watching Belle’s eyes fill up with happiness at the prospect.
 
   “Oh can we? I love Christmas trees! Can we bring Eveline?”
 
   “I think she is resting, but if you go up to the morning room and see if she is awake, then yes you may ask her,” Galean replied stuffing some tissue back into the cardboard box and blowing off the dust from a glass ornament in the shape of a star. Belle put down her sandwich and made for the stairs.
 
   “I will wrap Eveline a sandwich if she decides to join you, poor girl she has hardly eaten in the last two days,” Hannah frowned setting down her bowl and making her way to the bread bin.
 
   “I suppose she is exhausted, it’s been a long week,” Galean replied as he colour co-ordinated the ornaments.
 
   “I hope she will feel better before Christmas Eve,” Hannah went on as she made up a cheese and ham sandwich for Eveline.
 
   “I’m sure she will,” Galean replied hopefully.
 
   “Her grandmother loves to have a small party on Christmas Eve, only a dozen or so friends mind you, but it would be nice for Eveline to join her.” 
 
   “I think some rest will put her to rights,” Galean sighed finished with his work. Getting up from the table, Galean made his way to Hannah and stood with his back to the bench looking down at the sandwich. “Hannah I was thinking, Belle is awfully disappointed she cannot go to the fundraising ball tomorrow evening, so I thought, what with us getting the house ready for Christmas, we could hold her a little party this evening, nothing much just a few songs and some cake, would you be able to put something together?”
 
   “Off course I will, poor child needs a good cheering up at this time of year away from her parents at Christmas,” Hannah frowned wrapping the sandwich in paper.
 
   “Well I would like it be a surprise, but if you could bring come cake and milk up to the music room at supper that would be great, and maybe light some candles.” Galean ordered kindly his eyes moving to the stairs were he watched two shadows descend.
 
   “Off course,” Hannah winked before turning back to the kettle. Galean stood, relaxed against the bench as Belle strode into the kitchen clutching at Eveline’s hand. Both were in their coats, scarfs, hats and gloves. Eveline blushed slightly as she found his eyes.
 
   “Are you feeling a little better?” he asked gently turning to procure the sandwich.
 
   “Yes much better thank you, it seems a good sleep was what I needed,” Eveline replied, her face less pale than before and eyes a little sharper.
 
   “Well Hannah has made you a lovely sandwich for the walk,” beamed Galean handing over the wrapped sandwich. “I’ll just fetch my things and be right down in a minute.”
 
   “Would you like a drink?” Hannah asked Eveline, her hands in the bowl of mixture.
 
   “Oh no it is alright Hannah, thank you for the sandwich I am starving,” gushed Eveline unwrapping the bread. As promised Galean returned promptly to the kitchen, coat, scarf and gloves on.
 
   “Right, shall we?” he asked, opening the kitchen door and letting Belle loose upon the snow. Eveline nodded as she made her way past him, keeping her eyes on Belle. Galean winked at Hannah before closing the door behind him and joining Belle and Eveline, who were now jumping about in the snow. “Mind you don’t tire yourself out Eveline,” he announced loudly, putting on his hat and making for the gate, opening it and looking out to his left and right making sure the coast was clear.
 
   “Safe?” Eveline smiled standing beside him.
 
   “Yes, are you sure you will be okay?” Galean asked kindly holding out his arm for her.
 
   “I told you, I feel much better, anyway..,” she curled her arm about his, laying her gloved hand on his wrist, “I’ve forgotten its Christmas, let’s put our woes to the side for a few hours and indulge Belle.”
 
   “I’m more than happy to oblige, but you will tell me if you feel faint?”
 
   “Off course, now were is Belle?” she asked turning behind her to find Belle, who was running up to the pair holding a ball of snow in her right hand aiming it at Galean. “You better watch out.”
 
   “You stay right here, I’ll be back for your arm in two moments,” Galean laughed dropping her arm and bending down to scoop up a tiny ball of snow. Eveline watched as Belle and Galean threw balls of snow at one another, chasing each other around the garden. Eveline found herself smiling, she agreed that her sleep had done her wonders, yes she still felt weak and bit poorly, but watching Belle and Galean enjoying the spirit of Christmas helped her to relax. It was incredible, Eveline had spent so much time over the last week and a half worrying that she had completely forgotten about Christmas, her favourite time of the year. The war had tarnished the festive season slightly and rightly so, many men had died and so it was a time for a family to remember and with that followed a spell of raw grief that she understood.
 
   “Ah! Put me down!” squealed Belle hanging over Galean’s shoulders as he made his way to Eveline a huge grin on his face, his cheeks and nose red with the cold.
 
   “Not until you forfeit!” laughed Galean, taking Eveline’s arm into his own and guiding them down the backstreet.
 
   “Okay I for-fit,” squealed Belle, now relaxing her tiny body, her little red shoes dancing about in the air. Galean gently pulled her over his shoulder and set her down letting her skip along in the snow merrily as he and Eveline followed. The walk to the town centre went by happily, Eveline made sure that Belle held on to Galean’s hand as they made their way onto Union Street. The sky was dotted with pink clouds and the sun began to set as Eveline, Galean and Belle dipped in and out of shops. All three of the trio stopped outside Hardy’s sweet shop and simultaneously licked their lips.
 
   “Oh can we go in?” begged Belle dancing on her tip toes, her eyes roaming the window display. Eveline looked at Galean who looked back with a knowing stare.
 
   “I don’t see why not?” he smiled leading them through the door. Belle gasped quietly as she took in the jars and jars of sweets, neatly stacked in shelves. Quickly she let go of Galean’s hand and darted about the shop gazing up into the jars sighing loudly. Eveline, her arm still in Galean’s followed him around fascinated by the different types and varieties of sweets on sale. The shop itself was beautifully decorated considering it was war time and money was short. Christmas bunting hung from the ceiling and tiny decorations dangled from their ends. Behind the counter sat an old lady, wrapped up in a cardigan drinking a cup of tea.
 
   “Good afternoon.” She smiled politely at the couple.
 
   “Afternoon,” they replied in unison much to the ladies delight. Deidre knew a couple in love when she saw one and this couple she thought, would see many Christmas’s together. Sitting back on her high chair, warm and content, Deidre’s eyes followed the trio, what a lovely little family and what strange eyes the wife had she realised. As if reading her thoughts, the young wife and mother turned to Deidre shyly and smiled. Odd, thought Deidre, but then she had seen many oddities in her eighty six years of life. In fact Deidre loved strange things, her poor late husband not long in the ground was deemed odd by many a person in Bath, and surely enough he was, he was not unalike the young wife in her shop. Richard had a green eye and a blue, considered odd by many but they in turn were often fascinated by such an oddity. Richard was not only endowed with physical oddness, but he was odd of character. He loved Jane Austen, which was slightly strange for a man and in turn he liked to dress as a Georgian buck, which was fine to Deidre as she too loved Jane Austen, but many tourists giggled or frowned when they met him, but not Deidre, she loved every odd part of her husband.
 
   “Hello,” came a tiny voice from the counter. Deidre looked down and smiled at the little girl, her blonde curls hidden under a red hat.
 
   “Hello and what can I do for you?” Deidre asked setting down her saucer and leaning forward to get a better look at the child. Strange she had none of her parent’s looks.
 
   “Nothing, I was just saying hello, do you work here?” Belle asked scrunching up her nose and standing on her tip toes.
 
   “Yes, I own the shop,” answered Deidre merrily, the little child was not unalike a grown up woman she thought.
 
   “Oh, so you can eat all the sweets you want?” Belle asked slightly jealous at such a privilege.
 
   “Well no actually, I like the rest have to pay but sometimes,” she began to whisper noticing Belle leaning forward intently, her eyes sparkling with intrigue. “Sometimes I quickly pop one sweet into my mouth when no one is looking,” she confessed folding her arms in mischief. Belle’s mouth curved into an o and she sighed.
 
   “Is that not stealing?” she enquired firmly trying to look as grown up as possible.
 
   “Not if you pay for it later,” argued Deidre because in all honesty she did pay for any sweets she happened to indulge in.
 
   “Oh that’s good, it’s bad to steal,” Belle replied bluntly. Deidre let her head fall backwards as she laughed out loud, causing Belle to smile and frown in confusion.
 
   “Would you like a sweet dear?” Deidre asked the child who at once beamed brightly and nodded violently.
 
   “Oh yes please,” she drooled watching the old lady get up from her seat and make her way around the counter to her holding out a frail hand.
 
   “Come with me then,” she winked guiding Belle around the shop and showing her all the different sweets.
 
   “You know this is really such a tease,” Eveline moaned gazing at a beautifully wrapped box of fudge dying inside with fudge envy.
 
   “Hmm I know what you mean,” groaned Galean his eyes on the same box.
 
   “I forgot my purse,” sighed Eveline picking up the box and turning it about in her hand. Galean held Eveline close to him as they admired the beautifully wrapped fudge. Eveline emerged herself in the beauty of the moment and the shop, everything was magical and warm in Hardy’s. For a silly moment she imagined this must be what it was like to be married with a family and in that silly moment she felt a warm fire spread throughout her covering the weakness and pain.
 
   “Look!” Belle cried happily pulling at Galean’s coat. Eveline and Galean both looked down at Belle, who held up a red lollipop in her hand.
 
   “Belle you must put that back,” ordered Eveline gently smiling across at Galean, who rolled his eyes.
 
   “Deidre let me have it,” Belle retorted holding onto her lollipop tightly, pressing it to her coat. Eveline turned to the counter and was just about to ask the little old lady if this was correct but was met with a wide smile.
 
   “Thank you very much.” 
 
   “Twas no problem dear, she is a pet your daughter.” Deidre answered happily waving at Belle, who left Eveline and Galean and made her way to the counter, resting her chin upon it and delving into a discussion.
 
   “That was very kind,” Eveline murmured to Galean who was rummaging in his coat pocket.
 
   “Yes, you sound surprised,” he teased bringing her over to the counter.
 
   “Well, you know what I mean,” Eveline blushed bending down to kiss Belle’s head tenderly.
 
   “Can I keep this in your pocket?” Belle asked, holding up her lollipop.
 
   “Off course you can,” Eveline replied taking the lollipop and putting it into her pocket.
 
   “Belle why don’t you show Eveline Santa,” Galean requested letting go of Eveline’s arm.
 
   “Oh yes! Come on,” beamed Belle taking Eveline’s hand and practically pulling her to the window display.
 
   “Your wife is lovely,” Deidre commented looking up at Galean, slightly taken back by his intensely blue eyes.
 
   “Oh, she is just my friend,” Galean replied kindly placing a box of fudge onto the counter and handing her a sovereign.
 
   “Not your wife!” gasped Deidre in surprise, letting Galean drop the sovereign into her frail hand. 
 
   “You sound disappointed,” Galean laughed putting the box inside his coat pocket.
 
   “Well I have seen many loving couples in my time and you both seem to be the same,” Deidre replied popping the money into the till.
 
   “I don’t know what to say,” muttered Galean his face warming slightly.
 
   “Well maybe in the future you will come back as man and wife,” Deidre commented slyly avoiding his vivid blue gaze.
 
   “I had a wife and daughter, I don’t intend on another family,” Galean replied bluntly putting on his hat.
 
   “Oh I didn’t mean to offend you sir, it’s just you all..,” she let her gaze roam to the window display where Eveline and Belle were talking in an animated manner touching the Santa prop. “You seem like such a lovely, tight and loving unit.”
 
   “Yes, well we are,” answered Galean also gazing at the pair now giggling out loud.
 
   “I hope you have a merry Christmas,” Deidre replied as Galean went to meet the pair.
 
   “And you,” Galean smiled. Belle, Eveline and Galean opened the door and waved their goodbyes and made their way down the busy street once more. Beside Nicholas Wyldes Jewellers were a choir of carol singers singing A Tender Shoot, a carol well known and loved by Eveline, written by Otto Goldschmidt. Opposite the choir, Galean eyed a shop selling trees and left Eveline and Belle to watch the choir while he dashed over and picked one up.
 
   “I have never been to church at Christmas,” noted Belle, staring on at the young children, wrapped up in warm coats. Eveline looked down at Belle in surprise.
 
   “How can that be?” she asked a little shocked.
 
   “Mama and papa don’t really go to church, we go to the park instead,” Belle replied innocently.
 
   “But you know the story of Christmas?” Eveline quizzed bending down and taking Belle up into her arms. Belle titled back her hat and looked into Eveline’s golden eyes and nodded.
 
   “Off course I do, grandma told me,” she whispered turning her gaze back to the choir who were now singing the Sussex carol.
 
   “Well good, would you like to come with me to a Christmas carol at the Bath Abbey?” Eveline asked holding Belle close to her, both of their faces touching lightly.
 
   “Oh I would love that very much,” beamed Belle kissing Eveline on the cheek gently. Eveline laughed gently as Belle kissed her and hardly noticed Galean’s return until Belle squealed in excitement. “A tree!” she cried aloud, “a real tree!”
 
   “Yes!” smiled Galean holding an eight foot tree on his shoulder. Eveline turned to Galean and frowned slightly.
 
   “Are you sure you can carry that home?” she asked concerned.
 
   “Are you doubting my strength?” Galean teased lifting the tree into the air proving his point.
 
   “Well no but still are you quite sure?” blushed Eveline.
 
   “Yes dear I am quite sure of my strength,” laughed Galean taking her arm in his own. “Come we should head back now, we have been out long enough.”
 
   “Okay,” stammered Eveline, hoping Galean hadn’t noticed her flushed cheeks. The journey home was cold but merry. Galean, Eveline noticed had no problem balancing the tree on his shoulder whilst guiding her by the arm. The sky drew dark and the street lamps were being lit as they neared home. Belle and Galean sang some carols as Eveline kept an eye out on the pedestrians that passed them by. If anyone had followed them, they were well hidden. The trio arrived home covered in a light dusting of snow. Galean leaned the tree against the outside wall and shook off the snow. Belle ran into the kitchen and up the stairs to find Estelle to tell her all about her day whilst Eveline stood near the aga and warmed her hands. Hannah was nowhere to be seen, she must have been attending to Mary thought Eveline as she took off her gloves, hat and scarf setting them on the oak table.
 
   “Oh it’s lovely and warm,” shivered Galean his teeth chattering heavily. Quickly he closed the heavy door behind him and shrugged off his coat.
 
   “Come and warm your hands before you freeze to death,” ordered Eveline.
 
   “That would be hard to achieve,” chuckled Galean inwardly.
 
   “Pardon?” replied Eveline confused.
 
   “Oh don’t listen to me,” smiled Galean draping his coat across a chair and making his way to the aga, letting his hands hover above it. Eveline frowned at Galean but kept quiet as she let the warmth cover her skin. “So I had an idea today and ran it by Hannah,” Galean revealed.
 
   “Oh what is it?” enquired Eveline trying to avoid physical contact with the ever dominant Galean, whose tall and strong body seemed to fill the kitchen.
 
   “Well seeing as though Belle cannot go to the ball tomorrow evening I thought we could stage a small ball in her honour this evening,” he chimed proudly.
 
   “That’s not such a bad idea Galean, I actually had the same idea this morning. When and where shall it occur?” smiled Eveline knowing Belle would be enchanted.
 
   “The music room at supper time,” answered Galean moving away from the aga and collecting his coat from the chair. “So get some rest and I will see you later.”
 
    
 
   *
 
    
 
   Eveline retired to her room, exhausted but her spirits lifted by the afternoons walk. As she took off her shoes and jumped into her bed she realised how bizarre the day had been, the morning had been awful and her dark encounter with Mary made her shiver violently. Covering her body with the duvet she let her eyes close drifting into a sudden and familiar darkness. Eveline found herself under water, dark and terrible. Her chest burned with the need to breathe, and she violently flung her arms about, kicking her legs trying to swim to the surface. With each stroke she ascended and with a sudden lunge forward her hand shot out of the stormy waters. Eveline opened her lungs hungrily feeding them with oxygen as she raised her head above the water crying. The water was cold and choppy as she tried to float against the currents. Turning about she looked for land haphazardly. To her left she noticed a fire burning and a group of people waving out to her, beckoning her forward.
 
   Eveline swam towards the shore, her lungs pained and aching, her legs tired and limp. Coughing wildly she swam towards the shore, falling under the surface with exhaustion. Eveline watched as she fell deeper and deeper into darkness. Closing her eyes she cried inwardly at the struggle. Time stood still as she waited for death to take her, but instead of slipping into deaths hands she was hauled to the surface by a strong body.
 
   “Hold on to me!” cried the woman wrapping Eveline’s arms about her neck and swimming to the shore. Eveline held on for dear life, disorientated and weak. The tall woman dragged Eveline onto the sand falling down to her side and turning her onto her side. “Can you hear me?” the woman asked urgently, “Nod if you can hear me,” she ordered. Eveline weakly nodded and heard a sigh of relief. Eveline dropped in and out of consciousness as people brought her toward the fire. Eveline felt the heat of the fire on her skin as the strangers dried her down and covered her in blankets. For a while she simply waited for silence and stillness.
 
   “Can you talk?” the familiar voice of the woman asked gently. Eveline opened her eyes and looked up into the face of a beautiful woman with short black hair and green eyes. The woman smiled down at her whilst helping her up into a sitting position. “I am Mathilda and you are Celestine?” she asked quickly. Eveline looked on at the fire, noticing a few strangers sitting around it staring at her in awe.
 
   “I..,” Eveline spluttered, “I am Eveline.”
 
   “You are Celestine,” Mathilda demanded gently. “You have come to aid us.”
 
   “No, I don’t know where I am,” cried Eveline, looking around wildly at her surroundings. Where was she? Why were these strangers dressed like warriors?
 
   “Hush you are weary and weak you must rest, Aabe will feed you some broth, only take sips,” Mathilda ordered motioning a young warrior to her side. Eveline looked at the young man with long brown hair and brown eyes. Aabe brought a wooden bowl of broth with him as he gently sat beside Eveline smiling shyly.
 
   “Your grace,” he bowed. Eveline could not answer the warrior who held up a wooden spoon of broth to her. Weakly she opened her mouth and let the warm broth slide down her throat warming all the muscles along the way. For some time everyone sat in silence as Eveline regained a little of her strength, using the time as a means of observing the faces of the young people, who sat gawking at her like she was a God. Eveline felt slightly uncomfortable as she felt her body warm and respond to the broth.
 
   “Who are you all?” she asked, her throat raw and sore. Mathilda looked across at Eveline curiously.
 
   “We are your guides,” she replied motioning to the other four warriors, “we are here to guide you to Calhuni.”
 
   “Calhuni? Where is that?” Eveline asked confused.
 
   “Calhuni is an ancient garden it is where the High Kings and Queens of old were crowned, it is where you will be crowned.” Mathilda replied wrapping a fur cloak about her.
 
   “But why am I going there?” Eveline responded eyeing up Mathilda’s heavy sword that lay in the sand at her feet.
 
   “You are our Queen, you must be crowned by Heiden your grandfather,” Mathilda replied bluntly, the flames of the fire illuminating her eyes. Eveline choked on her broth, frowning at Mathilda.
 
   “No, no I am Eveline,” she cried looking around for help and understanding but only finding confused faces. To the side of the group lay what looked like a body, covered in fur. “Who is that?” she asked suddenly, feeling a strange connection to the person who lay under the fur. Aabe lay a hand upon her shoulder causing her to turn to him, frightened.
 
   “We found him with you,” Aabe answered gently, his brown eyes gentle but firm.
 
   “With me?” Eveline whispered anxiously.
 
   “Yes, he was with you in the water but he was gone, we could not save him,” explained Aabe getting up and holding out his hand to her. Eveline carefully arose to her feet, keeping the furs close to her body as she followed Aabe.
 
   “Aabe it is too soon,” cautioned Mathilda coming to their side before the limp and lifeless body. With each breath Eveline feared it would be him and stood still as Aabe drew back the fur cloak revealing the lifeless body of Theodore.
 
   “No!” whispered Eveline, “No!” she cried out loud falling to her knees. Salted tears fell from her eyes and she crawled to his side bending down over his face. Mathilda and Aabe stepped back quietly as Eveline cradled Theodores head in her lap crying loudly. Gently she lowered her head and kissed his lips, cold as stone. Searching she found his right hand and brought it to her lips kissing it fervently, noticing a gold band on his forth finger. Dropping her own right hand before her she noticed a gold band on her own wedding finger. Eveline’s heart stopped as she bent over Theodore, her husband. As she cried she heard the cries of the warriors behind her and turned her head to see what was happening. Arrows of fire were being aimed at the warriors from the forest. Mathilda quickly lifted her sword, killed the fire and made her way to Eveline.
 
   “Celestine we must leave now, they have found us, we must go,” she cried hauling Eveline to her feet and forcing her away from Theodore.
 
   “No, no please don’t leave him, please!” begged Eveline as she was being forced over to a horse being kept in place by Aabe who then jumped up onto his own black stallion waiting for his leader and Eveline to move.
 
   “I’m sorry I hope you can forgive me,” shouted Mathilda turning round to see a group of invaders running towards her. With a harsh roughness, Mathilda lifted Eveline onto the horse and jumped up behind her. Aabe lightly tapped the horse’s hind and it bolted into a gallop, heading straight for the forest, following the other warriors, who were shooting arrows at their enemies whilst riding. Eveline cried in anger as she held onto Mathilda who was leading her horse into the forest winding her way around the large and formidable trees. Amongst the chaos, Eveline closed her eyes tightly, her body aching as the horse sped through the heavy forest. Darkness took Eveline.
 
   “Eveline,” a familiar voice whispered into her ear, “Eveline can you hear me?”
 
   Eveline cried deeply, “Theodore?”
 
   “Eveline it’s me, Eveline I’m here,” whispered Theodore willing her to open her eyes, “it’s alright Eveline it was just a bad dream.”
 
   “I can’t open my eyes,” she cried feeling for him and finding his chest with her hands. Sitting up she wrapped herself in Theodore sobbing.
 
   “Are you real?” she asked weakly, “You aren’t going to leave me?” she begged.
 
   “No Eveline I’m back I’m not ever leaving you again,” Theodore promised stroking her locks of hair letting her cry into his shirt.
 
   “You died,” she whispered into his linen shirt, “you died,” she repeated again and again, “they couldn’t save you,” she stammered, “they took me from you, I’m sorry,” she cried quietly.
 
   “Eveline, I’m not dead, I’m alive, I’m here, open your eyes,” commanded Theodore gently. Theodore had returned to Bath in the morning and after a meeting with his friends, he made his way to Eveline. Meeting Galean in the red room, he told him about his trip in London before asking him where Eveline was. Galean quietly told Theodore that Eveline was asleep. Estelle and Belle were in the music room playing on the piano happily. Theodore quickly popped his head into the room and bade them hello. Belle jumped down from the piano and cautiously made her way toward him holding out her hand.
 
   “Belle how are you?” he asked her taking her hand in his own and tapping it gently.
 
   “I’m well, are you back now?” she asked, looking up at Galean’s face as he entered the music room looking downcast and sad. Dropping her hand from Theodore, Belle walked over to Galean holding out her arms. Galean lifted Belle into his arms and forced a smile upon his face. Belle leaned into his ear and whispered.
 
   “Will he marry Eveline?” 
 
   “He’s not allowed to,” Galean replied noticing Theodore’s eyes on him.
 
   “Well now that your back you can sort out those men,” demanded Estelle watching the interaction between Theodore and Galean with some amusement, “if you can spare the time that is,” she ended sharply.
 
   “Off course we will,” Theodore smiled across at the old lady happy to see her once again. Galean and Belle strode away in a deep discussion leaving Theodore alone with Estelle.
 
   “It is good to have you home, if you have time you could help Galean and Belle to assemble the Christmas tree in the morning room,” Estelle asked politely.
 
   “Off course I would be happy to oblige,” Theodore answered unsure of where this conversation was headed. Estelle walked up to him, peering up into his face solemnly.
 
   “It seems your absence has affected Eveline, you will find her weak and unwell,” she warned, “and Theodore, remember she is my granddaughter, she is my responsibly and she is engaged.”
 
   “I understand,” Theodore answered quietly.
 
   “I hope you do, because whatever it is you both have, it will either lead to happiness or brokenness.”
 
   “I do not mean to cause Eveline any harm Estelle, her wellbeing is my main priority,” he urged in earnest.
 
   “I will hold you to your word.” Estelle ended walking out of the music room. Exhausted, Theodore ascended the steps and made his way to Eveline’s room gently knocking on her door. Standing outside he could hear small cries from within and opened the door. Eveline was crying in her sleep calling out to him. With instant speed he made for her with all urgency and bade her to wake up. Now they sat in silence, Eveline still clinging to him afraid that he would disappear.
 
   “Eveline it was a bad dream,” he soothed, looking down into her eyes.
 
   “You’re really here?” she smiled weakly.
 
   “Yes, I’m not leaving you again,” he promised kissing her forehead gently. Eveline let her arms loosen about Theodore and drew her hand up to his face smiling warmly.
 
   “Promise?” she whispered raising her face up to his own.
 
   “I promise,” 
 
   Eveline kissed him on the lips, wrapping her arms about his neck, losing herself in his safety and light.
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   Fate
 
    
 
   Galean slipped out of the sleeping house and onto the street. Bram stood by the railing that bordered Victoria Park. Quietly Galean made his way over to Bram, his face shielded by the high collar of his winter coat.
 
   “Evening,” Bram smiled whilst rubbing his gloved hands together.
 
   “Are they still here?” Galean asked standing beside his old friend and looking around.
 
   “There are five behind me, Peter and Ada have been keeping an eye on another two somewhere to our left and right,” murmured Bram who was leaning against a street lamp, covered in snow.
 
   “I’m guessing Theodore filled you in about Lier?” Galean asked looking up at the dark sky above him.
 
   “Yes, Peter heard a rumour about Lagmar, I thought you had killed him Galean?” Bram enquired curiously, “I saw you put your sword through him.”
 
   “I thought I had killed him,” Galean muttered unable to answer Bram because he had never heard of a dead demon coming back to life and if it happened that Lagmar had arisen from death then there was no hope left.
 
   “What is happening to us Galean? This mission it was meant to be simple, but now with all that Theodore has told us, it just seems to get more complicated, how can we defend ourselves if our enemy can rise from the dead?” whispered Bram anxiously.
 
   “I have no idea, really I am flummoxed, I need to speak with Gabriel at once,” Galean answered firmly his gaze on Belle’s window.
 
   “How can you summon him here? Theodore said that Gabriel could only heal Eveline at Westminster,” 
 
   “I know, but I am not in need of healing, I am in need of understanding,” Galean stressed, wiping away the light dusting of snow that had formed on his shoulders.
 
   “Why don’t you try to summon him to Bath Abbey? He might come?” Bram added helpfully.
 
   “I am going there now, if something happens you know where I will be,” he commanded softly before leaving under the darkness of night. Bram watched Galean walk away and sighed, his old friend bore too much whilst his other friend had become infatuated with their masters granddaughter, this was not going to end well he thought shaking his head in frustration.
 
   Galean found the Abbey undisturbed as he opened the door quietly, keeping an eye on his surroundings. The cathedral felt eerie as he made his way up the nave toward the altar. The large stained glass window glimmered slightly as Galean knelt down before the altar summoning Gabriel. Half an hour passed and nothing happened and with withering hope and grief Galean pleaded for help from Heiden.
 
   “I need help, please someone, someone help me,” he cried his head bent into his cold hands. A flash of white light hit Galean in the face and he fell backwards onto the marbled ground, shielding his eyes from the intense light that radiated around the cathedral. Curling up into a ball, Galean kept his eyes shut tightly, until the light vanished leaving him alone in the dark.
 
   “When you first entered my court I thought you arrogant and head strong,” a beautiful but firm voice spoke. “And at times I still believe you to be head strong, but you earned your place among the highest ranking commanders with honour, all those beneath you envied your talents and intelligence.”
 
   Galean slowly opened his eyes and looked up.
 
   “Take my hand,” the voice commanded. Galean raised his right hand up to meet the strangers and clasped it tightly. Quickly and carefully Galean got up onto his feet and found himself facing not Gabriel his own commander but Heiden. Quickly and without thought he bent low into a bow.
 
   “My lord,” he announced firmly, keeping his head bent.
 
   “You may rise Galean son of Ballour, blood of Gabriel.” Commanded Heiden. Galean slowly rose up to meet Heiden once again. He stood tall at least a three feet taller than Galean and was gowned in a golden robe. Galean noticed that Heiden wore no shoes, he was strong but old, his long silver hair fell to the floor and his head was adorned with the most beautiful crown Galean had ever seen. Heiden’s golden eyes were somehow more beautiful than those of Eveline and they complimented his firm, squared face. Everything about Heiden was beautiful, he was more than any human could have imagined.
 
   “As I was saying, you rose to great heights in my kingdom. Why did you fall from such greatness child?” Heiden asked looking down into Galean’s eyes thoughtfully.
 
   “My family, he murdered my family and you did nothing,” Galean responded blandly.
 
   “He was sentenced to death,” Heiden argued, “and yet my decision was not good enough for you?”
 
   “No, it was not,” whispered Galean.
 
   “I know what it is to lose your family, I too have lost my wife and children,” Heiden replied calmly.
 
   “He wanted to die, it seemed wrong to hand him over to death when he willed it so,” retorted Galean.
 
   “It was not for you to act on your anger Galean, the law is the law and it must be obeyed or you will be punished, no matter how glorious you are in battle,” Heiden turned from Galean and looked at the Abbey.
 
   “I am sorry,” Galean whispered feeling shame and guilt spread throughout him.
 
   “In the eyes of the law you acted wrongly, but I would be lying if I did not understand your anger, it is indeed through that understanding that I allowed you to return to your homeland and your father.” 
 
   “I know.”
 
   “Then why are you here?” Heiden turned to face him again.
 
   “Don’t you know?” Galean replied lowering his eyes.
 
   “Let me tell you a story Galean son of Ballour, come sit with me,” he motioned to the pew nearest to them and bade him to sit by his side. Galean followed his master’s orders and sat beside him, his eyes on the high altar. “When my daughter Unyae was born I had a vision, the vision included you.”
 
   “Me?” Heiden asked breathlessly.
 
   “You,” Heiden confirmed before continuing, “I saw my Celestine and you bound to one another.”
 
   “How? How can you have visions? You are God almighty you are the decider of fate?” Galean asked politely not wishing to offend his King.
 
   “Everything comes from something son of Ballour,” Heiden replied thoughtfully.
 
   “You cannot mean that you come from something higher?” Galean asked curiously.
 
   “I am someone’s son too,” Heiden declared, “this you must say to no one; but before your time and the time of your fellow angels, I too was a prince, an heir to my father’s throne.”
 
   “It cannot be!” whispered Galean. “Why are you telling me this?”
 
   “Have you not been listening?” retorted Heiden angrily, “You are bound to my granddaughter, who happens to be the heir to the throne of Caci and Heaven.”
 
   “What do you mean by bound?” Galean asked.
 
   “Celestine is bound to you in every way a person can be bound to another, for humans they are bound by love, for you and Celestine, you are bound by fate, love and time.”
 
   “No,” whispered Galean, “not me, she does not love me,” he pleaded, looking at Heiden with urgency.
 
   “Fate does not always run smoothly Galean, it can alter, this is your mission,” Heiden ordered, “You must save my granddaughter from Cael, if not your paths will alter, time will alter and the battle between darkness and light will alter.”
 
   “How can I stop her from loving another?” Galean begged.
 
   “You must separate Cael from Celestine, it is the only way,” replied Hieden his voice sad with sorrow.
 
   “I cannot my lord, he is my best friend, he has done nothing wrong,” Galean answered trying to defend Theodore.
 
   “His actions will bear terrible consequences, consequences that will be felt in every corner of the universe. Should those who have fought the darkness with courage and bravery die so needlessly?”
 
   “You cannot ask this of me, I cannot do it!” cried Galean standing up and walking away, his head in his hands, how? How could he be asked to separate Theodore and Eveline? It was cruel and wrong, what if fate had it all wrong?
 
   “Fate never lies,” Heiden answered, watching Galean pace around the altar, torment etched on his face.
 
   “How do you know?” replied Galean franticly.
 
   “Because, I am the hand that wields fate, it is the voice of my past, the voice of my present and the voice of my future,” answered Heiden standing up tall and strong. Galean bowed his eyes afraid of Heiden’s anger.
 
   “Why me?” cried Galean leaning against the altar, shaken and confused.
 
   “I believe you have greatness in you still, I believe that with your strength, courage, bravery and compassion you can lead your people towards a future filled with hope and prosperity. I believe you are the right man to stand by my granddaughter, to help her find Calhuni, to help her overthrow her enemies. You are not filled with pride like Cael, you do not answer only to yourself, and you are and have always been driven to do your best by others. You are selfless when you need to be, you believe in the light. Cael is consumed with pride, his vision is clouded, his reason mute, he is not the right man for my granddaughter.”
 
   “But what about her half-brother?” whispered Galean carefully, watching Heiden’s body become rigid.
 
   “He is driven by darkness, he must not take the throne of Calhuni, and he must not kill Celestine.” Whispered Heiden.
 
   “He is your grandchild.” 
 
   “He hates me,” cried Heiden quietly, tormented with grief, tormented with the pain that his daughter endured. “I should have killed him that would have been the kinder thing to do, but I turned my eyes away from Unyae, I left her alone.”
 
   “You did not know,” soothed Galean.
 
   “It makes no difference, I should have shielded her, protected her.” Answered Heiden, his head turned from Galean. “She was my only daughter and I loved her with all my heart, she was the image of her mother, beautiful, kind and giving. I in my grief turned from her thinking she was safe in Calhuni.”
 
   “She loved you,” Galean whispered, remembering a brief conversation he had had with Unyae a few nights before her death.
 
   “She should have hated me,” growled Heiden, “as I hated myself.”
 
   “I cannot believe that of you, you are our God!” pleaded Galean. Heiden turned to Galean and walked towards him, taking him by the arms and looking down into his eyes, his face pale and full of sorrow.
 
   “Greif blinded me, I, your God and Lord, do you love me less for this?” whispered Heiden.
 
   “No, I love you more for it, you are not without emotion my Lord,” Galean replied gently.
 
   “Celestine will look upon me with disappointment when she comes to know of my error,” answered Heiden darkly.
 
   “She will understand you My Lord,” Galean reassured Heiden, “she is compassionate and understanding like her mother.”
 
   “I have only met her once,” Heiden began standing away, “she was seven, her adopted parents had died and she ran away from home, sheltering in the nearby forest. I heard her cries and I couldn’t ignore her, and I met her in the forest.”
 
   Galean looked at Heiden in surprise, had Eveline realised who He was? Did she remember Him?
 
   “She was huddled against a great oak tree, tiny, thin and crying. I watched her kick the tree with hatred, and made my entrance. She is the image of Unyae, but she did not recognise me or wonder at how alike we were.”
 
   “What did she do?” Galean asked.
 
   “She followed me through the forest as I made my way back to her home. She spoke to me of her grief and I told her of my own. She is an intelligent woman, like her father, she is head strong and determined. She asked me who I was and I told her that I was her grandfather,” Heiden smiled, “she believed me.”
 
   “She was not afraid of you?” 
 
   “No.”
 
   “I wonder if she remembers,” Galean pondered out loud.
 
   “She does not I erased it from her memory for her own safety,” sighed Heiden.
 
   “Why did you bring her to earth? Why not bring her to heaven to be with you?” Galean asked curiously.
 
   “She is safer here. If I had brought her to Heaven she would have been in great peril and,” Heiden began, “it would have been futile to hide her in Calhuni especially now as the southern kingdoms are under the rule of Islaer and Heidan. No she was safe here for a while longer, until she is ready to face her destiny.”
 
   “But how will she know?” Galean asked rubbing his hands together.
 
   “She is nearing her coming of age, her mind has awoken and soon she will come to understand who she is,” Heiden answered flatly. “You must protect her Galean.”
 
   “I will try,” promised Galean.
 
   “You must do more than try,” commanded Heiden. Galean bowed before his King full of uncertainty and confusion. Heiden bowed his head and kissed Galean’s forehead before evaporating in a flood of light leaving Galean alone.
 
    
 
   *
 
    
 
   Eveline sat on the music stool, made up for the Christmas ball. Estelle had given her a beautiful dark green, silk dress with emerald earrings. Hannah had styled her hair back and placed a beautiful, golden hair jewel within her curls. The dress which Eveline guessed dated back from the twenties was a halter neck, the long ties of silk flowing down her bare back. The beautiful and daring dress made Eveline feel scandalous and some part of her liked to push the boundaries.  The light of the candles beautifully captured the dress as it flowed around her slight frame. Placing her fingers above the keys, Eveline began to play Clare De Lune gently. Having Theodore home again despite only knowing him for such a short amount of time, made Eveline feel better, he made her feel warm and safe. Eveline had noticed that Galean had become withdrawn and quiet since his friends return, unwilling to meet her gaze or to even speak with her. Belle too seemed to be withdrawn, spending a great deal of time with Galean. Despite her happiness at Theodores return, she felt bereft of her friends, of the unit she, Galean and Belle had formed. Eveline had missed their daily walks and had even missed the fleeting glances and tender blushes Galean had commanded in her presence. Theodore had reassumed his place beside Eveline and privately they had succumbed to their feelings for one another, although Eveline dreaded inwardly that her own feelings did not quite match his. She had noticed a strange change in Theodore, he was more ardent and passionate, quite unalike himself.
 
   Eveline missed Galean, missed his friendship and easy going nature. How was it that during Theodore’s absence she felt lost and now he had returned she felt the loss of her friendship with Galean to be more profound and deeper? Eveline felt like a spoilt child in need of a good talking too and she had a slight feeling that her grandmother felt the same.
 
   As Eveline played passionately, observed Galean standing by the door watching her. She looked beautiful, the candlelight illuminating her beautifully fair skin and fiery hair. As she played, Galean fixed his tie deep in thought. She seemed happier since Theodore’s return, yes he admitted she still looked pale and ill, and he observed thinner, but she was happier, and that was nothing to do with him. What Heiden asked of him was too much, he couldn’t break her heart, and she didn’t deserve to be broken hearted merely because fate dictated it to be so. Theodore despite the events of the last few days seemed happy in her presence too maybe a bit more intense and proud but alive and merry in her company. Galean had watched them, jealous, confused and sad. She didn’t feel the bond he had felt with her, and she only looked upon him as a friend of Theodore’s. Galean didn’t believe it was right to force her into his arms no matter the consequences. True love he knew was allowing the person you love to be happy and content and she was both. What kind of man would he be to strip her of those feelings?
 
   “Wow!” came a voice behind him. Turning Galean found Theodore, dressed also in a suit and as handsome as ever. “She is a brilliant pianist don’t you agree?”
 
   “Certainly,” nodded Galean, drawing his eyes back to Eveline.
 
   “Do I look alright?” Theodore asked seriously tweaking his tie about.
 
   “No worse than I look,” smiled Galean, “are you sure this is a good idea? Were we not to bring her to Gabriel at once?” he urged.
 
   “I don’t see why we should, she is fine, there is no bite mark,” murmured Theodore firmly, patting his old friend on the shoulder.
 
   “But you are disobeying your orders,” Galean voiced firmly, “You will be reprimanded for such actions.”
 
   “No more than you were,” Theodore winked.
 
   “It’s not funny Theodore, have you lost your mind?” he replied angrily.
 
   “Sorry I didn’t mean to offend you, listen if we see any changes in her then we can act, but she is happy.” Theodore explained. Galean closed his eyes in exasperation, was he blind? Could he not see how pale and thin Eveline had become in the last week?
 
   “Theodore please I beg you to reconsider your actions, it is forbidden,” he spat, drawing himself up and looking down to his friend in anger.
 
   “I wish everyone would stop telling me that, as if I were a child huffing over a toy,” replied Theodore coldly, “don’t you think I have her best interests at heart? I have been by her side since the day she was born, I am not about to ruin her life, can’t you just trust me?”
 
   “The love you have for her has blinded you friend, it has numbed your rational senses,” Galean lectured kindly. “Eveline is the granddaughter of your King, you must not forget that.”
 
   “I do not, why should she be forbidden to love me or I her?” whispered Theodore sharply, drawing his eyes away from Galean and gazing upon Eveline.
 
   “Because it is forbidden by the law of Heaven, the very laws that keep us safe,” replied Galean sighing inwardly.
 
   “She loves me Galean, she loves..,” he pointed to himself passionately. “Me, why am I not good enough for her love? Have I not served our King faithfully?”
 
   “Gabriel told you why, your letting your pride cloud your judgement, this isn’t the Theodore that I know, the angel that commands legions, the commander that serves reason and logic,” urged Galean.
 
   “And where has it led me?” asked Theodore in earnest, “Don’t tell me you would have left your wife alone if commanded to do so?”
 
   “If it meant saving her life then yes I would have,” answered Galean honestly.
 
   “I don’t believe you, you loved her with a passion I have never seen before,” moaned Theodore. Galean without thinking grabbed Theodore’s collar and dragged him out into the hallway and forced him up against the wall.
 
   “She was not a Queen Theodore, she was an angel like you and I,” he growled deeply. “Have you stopped to ask yourself what will happen if you marry her? What will happen to her? If you loved her as you claim, then why do you lead her towards heartbreak?”
 
   “Why are you so angered by our love?” spat Theodore.
 
   “We have been ordered to protect her, nothing else!” 
 
   “Has it ever dawned on you that I might be what she needs? I am no shadow, I am a good man, I am not blinded by love as you claim, I am moved by it,” cried Theodore tired of the conversation.
 
   “You have altered considerably in the last week my friend, you are driven by anger and pride. I won’t be here to help save you, I must return to my father soon,” pleaded Galean, “please Theodore be sensible, you are my oldest friend, I do not wish to see you harmed.”
 
   “Have faith friend, it will be alright.” Theodore smiled as Galean loosened his grip and let him away from the wall.
 
   “Keep vigilant this evening, Peter, Bram and Ada will be scouting the area for any shadows that could be lurking in the darkness, keep your head about you,” Commanded Galean firmly before turning on his feet and leaving. Theodore re adjusted his tie and hair before making his way back into the music room. Irrational? Blinded? Full of pride? Theodore shook his head in disbelief. How had such an innocent feeling bloomed into a conflict? Yes he was fully aware of the conqsuences he would face if he married Eveline but he was willing to risk all of it for her, no he wasn’t blinded by pride, no he wasn’t acting in an unreasonable way, he loved her as she loved him and he would help to guide her to Calhuni when the time arrived. Theodore had spent all his life serving those around him selflessly, he had stood by and watched his friends marry and have families, why was he being denied the same right? 
 
   “Eveline are you ready?” Theodore asked setting his hands upon her shoulders, leaning down and kissing her head tenderly. Eveline looked up, her golden eyes sparkling and smiled.
 
   “Yes, is Belle in bed?”
 
   “Galean is bidding her goodnight as we speak,” Theodore answered as he helped Eveline to her feet, letting his eyes roam over her. “You look beautiful,” he murmured watching as her cheeks warmed. Eveline placed her hands into Theodores and leaned into him slightly.
 
   “You look very handsome,” she whispered. Theodore released one of his hands and let his fingers fall upon her neck, tracing her veins downwards, his eyes dark with a hidden longing. Eveline closed her eyes at the intimate touch letting her head fall backwards. Gasping Eveline smiled as she felt his lips touch her softly under her ear. The room felt small as Theodore explored Eveline’s slender neck kissing her softly from under her ear down to her collar bone, his fingers gently stroking the warm skin that covered her fine collar bone.
 
   “As much as I would like to continue, we should leave, your grandmother is on to me,” whispered Theodore, raising his lips away from Eveline and kissing her firmly on the lips. Eveline melted into the embrace, so gentle and innocent, different from her kiss with Galean despite it being a daydream. Eveline wondered as she followed Theodore towards the front door what kissing Galean would be like, would he be gentle like Theodore?
 
   “Ah finally, we are just waiting on Galean he should be right down,” announced Estelle who was being helped into her evening coat by Hannah who smiled attentively at Eveline. “Eveline, you look beautiful child, come here till I see you properly,” enquired Estelle. Theodore released Eveline from his arm and watched as Estelle looked at her in awe, she did indeed look beautiful. Theodore fetched his coat, scarf, hat and gloves from Hannah.
 
   Galean stood at the top of the stairs looking down at Eveline, who stood still looking up at him, her mouth open slightly. A spark of excitement ran up his spine as he held on to the invisible connection that flowed between them in that moment. Slowly he made his way down the stairs, his eyes fixed firmly on her, Theodore oblivious and making conversation with Estelle. Eveline moved away from her grandmother and Theodore who were now making their way out of the house. Galean stood in front of Eveline silently as she darted her eyes about the hallway awkwardly.
 
   “You look beautiful.” 
 
   Eveline blushed deeply shaking her head. “Oh this, it is older than I am, I am sure it will draw too much attention,” she murmured anxiously.
 
   “Is that such a bad thing?” Galean asked wanting to tilt her chin up so that her eyes could meet his own, but forcing himself to stand still. Eveline was not his, not yet.
 
   “I don’t really like formal balls, I would much rather stay at home and read,” replied Eveline a small smile causing her cheeks to rise.
 
   “Me too,” laughed Galean. “Although I think I would prefer to be playing chess with your grandmother, it is fun to tease her.” Eveline looked up a slight frown upon her forehead, her eyes confused. “Sorry if I offended you.”
 
   “No, you didn’t offend me, it is just many of her male companions never play chess with her, she is such a sore loser,” said Eveline turning to see Hannah standing with her formal coat. “Oh Hannah I am sorry.”
 
   “No need to be sorry dear, here,” she motioned her over and helped Eveline into her black coat. Galean took his own coat, scarf, gloves and hat and put them on, his eyes never leaving Eveline.
 
   “Do you think it is safe to leave Belle here without you?” Eveline asked buttoning up her coat.
 
   “My friends will be keeping an eye on the house whilst we are away. I will only stay at the ball for a while and then I will return, Hannah will stay vigilant for us,” answered Galean firmly giving Hannah a warm smile and holding out his arm for Eveline. Slightly nervous, Eveline let her arm entwine with Galean’s, finding it impossible to look up at him. As she was putting on her coat she observed Galean in his attire. He was very tall and broad, his thick, wild locks were neatly combed back. He wore a navy suit which seemed to highlight his intensely blue eyes. Theodore looked elegant and almost Greek like, Galean however looked like a Viking king. Theodore wore his suit with comfort and ease, Galean however looked alien in a suit, handsome but unable to portray the image of ease and comfort. He would have looked comfortable in leather and mail, a sword in his left hand and a shield in his right, with his wild hair loose and thick. 
 
   “Shall we?”
 
   “Off course, grandmamma and Theodore will be worrying,” stammered Eveline following Galean out of the house and toward the waiting car.
 
    
 
   *
 
    
 
   The assembly rooms were filled with the very best of Bath society Eveline noticed as she entered on Theodores arm. The crowd was mostly filled with women and elderly men, many of the younger women gasped in excitement as they clapped their eyes on Theodore and Galean, making Eveline feel especially jealous. Estelle quickly left them making her way towards a group of old ladies. In the far corner a band was playing A Nightingale Sang in Berkeley Square. In the centre of the room couples danced together, holding close to one another as the female singer sang on. Eveline looked over her shoulder to see if Galean was close, but found he was gone.
 
   “Do you want to dance?” Theodore asked as he watched the couples, some of the men in their uniforms. Eveline was aware of the gazes she earned, women looking a little startled at her golden eyes.
 
   “Everyone is looking at my eyes,” she whispered into his ear.
 
   “Not everybody dear, only jealous ladies who were unfortunately only blessed with dreary eyes,” teased Theodore swinging Eveline onto the dance floor and taking her into his arms.
 
   “I’m not a great dancer,” blushed Eveline.
 
   “I will teach you then,” smiled Theodore taking her waist and pulling her close. Eveline let her right hand rest on Theodore’s shoulder as her left hand rested in his own. The music filled the room with love and romance, the light of the lamps and candles adding to the romantic atmosphere. Eveline let her cheek rest against Theodore’s as he spun them around and smiled deeply as Theodore guided her around the floor in between a dozen couples. A beautiful warmth spread up her spine as she felt Theodores hand on her bare skin.
 
   “I don’t see many young men,” Eveline remarked as her eyes drifted from couple to couple.
 
   “Hmm,” sighed Theodore, “many of them are away fighting, I have seen a few soldiers amongst the crowd, but they are most likely on leave or recovering from an injury.”
 
   “I almost forgot you are in Bath to recover,” Eveline replied hastily.
 
   “I think I am very well recovered,” laughed Theodore tracing circles on her skin with his fingers.
 
   “A lot has happened in the last two weeks,” Eveline began her mind drifting, “I wonder you haven’t been ill with stress.”
 
   “Oh no, I assure you I am better, despite as you say all the stress,” Theodore answered gently. “I have met you and it seems that whatever problems come my way, they are cast to the side when I am with you.”
 
   “Theodore you shouldn’t say such things,” Eveline muttered seriously, “we are friends remember?”
 
   “I think we both know that we are unable to be friends at this point in time,” Theodore replied firmly, “do you agree?”
 
   “It is very bad of me to have gone and fallen in love with another man when I am engaged to a perfectly respectable and kind man,” Eveline replied guilty, what about William? She had wasted none of her time wondering where he was or if he was alive and she felt ashamed of herself.
 
   “I am sure he will understand,” Theodore answered softly.
 
   “It’s not that, he went away happy at the thought of returning to me, he is fighting for freedom whilst his fiancé is dancing and embracing another man, I can’t help but feel dirty and ashamed,” Eveline moaned sadly.
 
   “It is unfortunate I grant you, but you can explain to him when he returns surely?” Theodore pressed.
 
   “If he returns,” muttered Eveline closing her eyes briefly and praying for William’s safety and return.
 
   “He will,” Theodore reassured her firmly before they stopped dancing, the song finishing on a tender note and the couples sighing softly. Eveline stood back from Theodore, her eyes sad and smiled quietly. Theodore took her hand and guided them back into the crowd searching for a table. Everywhere Eveline looked she could not find Galean, she had spent the whole of the evening thus far looking for him, even throughout the dance. “Ah here we go,” announced Theodore bringing Eveline to a table that was situated near to the band. Eveline politely sat down happy that her feet could rest for a while. “Would you like a drink?” Theodore enquired still standing.
 
   “Oh yes please,” Eveline replied, she was very thirsty and she felt very weak, the dance must have tired her out more than she had thought.
 
   “I will be back shortly,” smiled Theodore walking away into the crowd again. Eveline relished sitting back and resting. Couples were now on the dance floor again whilst mama’s watched on. Eveline spotted Estelle who was flirting outrageously with a young soldier who looked very uncomfortable. Smoothing out her silk dress Eveline yawned quietly, the heat of the room making her feel drowsy. In no time at all Theodore returned with drinks and handed her some wine before sitting down opposite her.
 
   “It is very crowded tonight,” he mentioned taking a sip of wine and letting his eyes roam around the room lazily. Eveline watched as he relaxed into his chair, folding one leg over the other, his face happy and content. Theodore really was beautiful and Eveline found herself unable to control the urge to bend over and kiss him. Just as she was about to lean over Theodore laughed loudly. “Look its Galean, flirting with a rather pretty brunette.” Eveline stopped herself from leaning over and turned her eyes to the crowd instantly eyeing Galean, tall and warrior like dancing with a very beautiful young lady. Eveline’s body stopped still her back becoming rigid. She put down her glass sharply and fought the urge to get up and run away. “It’s about time he found someone you know?” Theodore asked his eyes sparkling and merry.
 
   “Well it is a bit soon since his wife,” Eveline retorted bluntly tearing her gaze away from Galean who had quickly found her eyes, bowing his head. Stupid she thought, she was stupid, stupid to let him make her feel this way, she was in love with Theodore, Theodore! She shouted inwardly, anger rising and weakness diminishing. It did not matter who Galean danced with, it did not matter at all she argued inwardly hoping that Theodore did not recognise her sudden change in behaviour. I just wish he would go away and leave me alone, she begged.
 
   “It has been some time since his wife and daughter died, I think it is only right that he settle down again,” Theodore went on, “ he is despite appearances a very gentle man.”
 
   “To be sure,” whispered Eveline who was now day dreaming about running through a dark forest crying like an animal.
 
   “Anyway I think he finds it hard watching us,” Theodore replied gazing into Eveline’s eyes with a frown, “are you alright?” he asked anxiously.
 
   “Me?” stammered Eveline quickly, “I am grand just a little tired that is all,” she lied, relaxing her body back into the chair and refusing to look at Galean ever again. She wasn’t alright, and yes a major part of her being not alright was jealousy, a feeling that was wrong, because to put it bluntly she thought to herself, she was an engaged women who had fallen in love with another man and who wished to be in the arms of that man’s best friend, she was truly a terrible person, wicked person who deserved to be alone the rest of her life. On the other hand Eveline had been feeling increasingly unwell over the last week, she felt weak and sick and had found her emotions were becoming irrational, that would be the only explanation that could shed some light as to her present state of mind.
 
   “We can leave early if you want?” Theodore asked, placing his hand upon her own.
 
   “No, we have only arrived, I am fine really,” smiled Eveline. The song at long last ended and Theodore waved Galean and his partner over. Eveline found herself eyeing the beautiful, young woman who stood beside Galean. The young woman was petite and smaller in stature than Eveline, most young women were shorter than Eveline. Annie as was her name, had lovely chestnut hair and brown eyes. Annie’s brown eyes were nestled under her beautifully defined eyebrows and between a neat little nose that complimented her full, red lips. Eveline’s own face was sculpted, long and fine, her lips were thinner and paler her eyes larger and her eyebrows thicker. Annie had a round face and her cheeks plump whereas Eveline’s own cheeks were high. Theodore still held Eveline’s hand in his own as he talked to Annie. Eveline looked at Galean whose own eyes were upon her hand which was nestled in between Theodore’s. Galean’s eyes turned to meet her own, a frown upon his face. Eveline found it impossible to speak, why did he look at her with such distain? He had been kind and attentive when they made their way to the assembly rooms, what had changed?
 
   “Are you feeling alright?” Galean asked flatly, his eyes still on her hand. Eveline, embarrassed and confused gently withdrew her hand from Theodore noticing Galean’s reaction immediately, his face became softer and his tone kinder.
 
   “I am fine a little tired,” Eveline replied quietly, nervously playing with her fingers.
 
   “You look like you were having a good time,” he spat, lowering his eyes and finding distraction in his feet.
 
   “And you,” Eveline returned hotly, hoping that Theodore was not listening to their conversation.
 
   “Yes well you can’t have all the fun.” 
 
   “I don’t intend on having all the fun,” Eveline retorted curling her toes. Galean stood quietly, his arm around Annie’s waist loosely.
 
   “Galean,” Theodore announced getting up, “Do you mind if I dance with Annie?” he asked in good spirit. Galean unwillingly agreed and both he and Eveline watched the couple depart from the table and disappear among the crowd. Galean stiffly sat down turning his body away from Eveline. As the music came to life, Eveline sat in awkward silence, her stomach suddenly pained and sore. She needed space, she needed to be quiet.
 
   “If you’ll forgive me, I am going to get some air.” She announced getting up quickly and not waiting for a response before leaving Galean alone. Quietly and carefully Eveline wound her way through the crowd making for the tea rooms. The corridors were filled with couples kissing and talking. Eveline kept her eyes on the ground as she made her way towards the silent and dark tea rooms. Upon entering the tea room, Eveline was met by a dense coldness and wrapped her arms about her frail body. The garden doors were open and she watched as snow fell upon the grass. To her right she eyed the piano, alone and still. Cold and tired she walked over, the moonlight illuminating the ivory keys. Sitting down a sharp pain surged through her chest and she cried out. Placing her hands on the piano harshly she breathed in and out deeply, a tear falling down her cheek. The pain left her and she stopped sobbing and wiped away the tear and began to play Mozart’s piano concerto no.21 in C major. 
 
   Losing herself in the gentle music, Eveline fought the pain with happiness, forgetting about Theodore, Galean and William and finding her place of sanctuary and staying put. As her fingers sprawled up and down the keys, Eveline felt her body warm against the harshness of the cold night. Music had a way of allowing Eveline escapism from the world. When her parents had died she had lost her voice for a year and the only release she had found was in learning to play the piano with her grandmother. Both of her parents played and in the evenings and as a young girl she would sit with her warm milk and watch them play together, in love and happy. Her parents would be appalled at her current circumstances and this made her irrevocably sad. Eyes shut tight she was completely unaware of Galean’s entry.
 
   Galean had followed Eveline from the ball room, keeping his distance and waiting outside the tea room until he heard the piano spring into life. At first he opened the door slightly, peeking in. Her face was etched in pain as she played intently and passionately. For a few minutes he stayed put and watched her, lost in the music, fighting whatever it was that had caused such conflict. Unable to stop himself he entered the room quietly, closing the door silently behind him and taking a seat at the other end of the tea room. At first he was concerned she would freeze to death as the garden doors were opened, but relaxed as she played so keenly he knew her body would warm quickly. Mozart’s concerto no 21 was by no means a gentle piece of music, it was not sad or melancholy, it was happy, sharp and colourful. Galean made sure that Theodore was occupied and was pleasantly surprised when he offered to dance with Annie again that he was sure he wouldn’t be interrupted for at least ten minutes.
 
   Folding his leg over the other, Galean sat back and watched Eveline. He had hurt her, he knew this, and she had left the ball room because of his coldness, but if only she knew the reasons. Theodore was being careless in his open manner of intimacy towards a naive and gullible Eveline, who was completely unaware that Theodore’s actions were placing not only Theodore but Eveline in a terrible position. Galean wanted to lock Theodore up until he realised how irrational and stupid he was being, but he knew deep inside how it was to fall in love so deeply. Galean had loved his first wife with a vengeance, he would have given up everything for her to be his wife. A part of him was angry and cross at Heiden for his confession. Galean didn’t want to love another, he didn’t want to replace his dead family and yet, Eveline had always been a part of him, long before he connected the dots. Galean wanted to help his old friend Theodore, he wanted him to be happy, but not at such a great cost, how could he save both his friend and Eveline? Theodore would kill him if he took Eveline as his own and yet Galean felt murderous at the thought of Eveline being married to Theodore.
 
   Galean sighed as his thoughts lingered. The whole universe was about to be turned upside down, his own brothers were at war, his father was vulnerable and the four kingdoms in despair. Yet Galean’s mind was consumed with Eveline, and this angered him deeply, he was a commander a warrior, taught to put others before himself for the greater good. He should be back with his father sorting out his own kingdom, not acting as a guardian to Theodore and not falling in love with Eveline. Galean knew that soon he would have to leave earth with or without Eveline, and it worried him that she would not follow.
 
   “Galean?” Eveline whispered, looking over the piano at Galean’s hidden face. Galean looked over at the thin Eveline, part of her face alit with the moon and the rest covered in darkness. “Did you follow me?”
 
   “It’s my job to guard you,” he returned getting up from his chair and moving toward the piano, resting an elbow on top and gazing down at her intensely. Eveline feeling a deep heat rise from within lowered her eyes quickly and coughed gently.
 
   “Shouldn’t you be guarding Theodore against Annie?” she teased softly, her dress shimmering slightly in the moonlight.
 
   “I think she is safe, Theodore clearly intends on having you,” Galean replied flatly, turning his eyes away from her and gazing out at the garden. Galean’s father lived on an island in the middle of Lake Meerethe, which was situated at the centre of Meerin. Ballour’s palace was surrounded by the most beautiful gardens, garden’s he had grown up in. The waters of Lake Meerethe were alive with the most exquisite fish he had ever seen, fish that glowed gently in the dark. As he gazed out at the formal gardens he felt a deep longing to go home a need to be in his father’s company, a need to find shelter and rest from the worries and burdens that followed him everywhere. Galean knew that his wise and kind father would have the answers to his questions, he knew that his father would have a greater knowledge of Heiden and that he would make sense of Heiden’s confessions.
 
   “Are you alright?” Eveline asked a little concerned by Galean’s forlorn gaze.
 
   “Yes, you?” Galean replied gently.
 
   “I am okay, a little cold but that is my own fault,” she smiled getting up from the piano and walking around it towards Galean.
 
   “Yes you will get a chill, you should be back in the warmth in that dress,” Galean complained, as he looked down at her, her eyes warm and knowing.
 
   “But it is so quiet and peaceful here, and I love to play,” she gushed walking away from Galean and stepping outside into the garden. Galean followed and flinched as a snow flake fell into his eye.
 
   “You will most defiantly get pneumonia standing out here,” moaned Galean shivering slightly.
 
   “Look,” Eveline commanded her eyes looking upward at the full moon and stars that edged their way in between snowy, dense clouds. Galean stood beside her and looked up into the night sky. “It is beautiful, each night I like to step outside and see the stars, I don’t know really how to put this eloquently,” she laughed awkwardly, “I just feel a connection to them, as though they were more than stars, as though they are the souls of the departed.” Galean looked down at Eveline astounded by her confession, off course she would feel a connection to them, they were after all the souls of the forgotten, and they were her people.
 
   “I believe I understand what you mean,” he replied watching her lips stretch into a beautifully beguiling smile that touched her eyes gently.
 
   “Do you think that your wife and daughter are amongst the stars?” Eveline asked warmly, her eyes turning to his, her breathe mingling with his own.
 
   “Yes,” he murmured quietly, a deep ache beating at his heart.
 
   “They will always be with you,” whispered Eveline, her face serious. “I know my parents are.”
 
    “Off course they are, they put you together, you inherited their genes, their characteristics, looks and sharp tongue,” Galean smiled, his fingers brushing against her own. The connection seemed to electrify Eveline and she stood back abruptly, bringing a hand to her warm cheek and smiling shyly.
 
   “I should go back, Theodore will be wondering where I am,” she stuttered, turning to leave. Galean without thinking caught her wrist and turned her back to him.
 
   “Stay,” he commanded gently not wanting to scare her.
 
   “Why?” she uttered quietly, snow dusting her shoulders and hair. Galean lifted a hand and gently, his eyes never leaving hers, wiping away the snowflakes from her shoulders, hair and nose. Eveline let her arm relax, his hand covering her wrist. Galean looked down at Eveline who stood perfectly still while he dusted away the snow from her skin.
 
   “Your nose is slightly crooked,” Galean murmured.
 
   “No it is not!” cried Eveline suddenly feeling her nose with her fingers. Galean laughed deeply as she felt for the crook.
 
   “Here,” Galean took one of her fingers and guided her to the ridge of her nose, touching it lightly, a snowflake landing on his finger.
 
   “That is hardly a crook,” laughed Eveline pulling her finger away quickly.
 
   “And your top left front tooth is slightly longer than the right,” Galean went on observing her intently.
 
   “How do you know?” Eveline whispered, now feeling her teeth.
 
   “I just do,” Galean replied watching as she felt her two front teeth determined to prove him wrong.
 
   “Here,” he said again, taking her finger and showing her, “see?”
 
   “Oh, you’re right,” she blushed.
 
   “Do you love him?” Galean blurted out, his body becoming rigid. Off course she loved him he screamed inwardly, why was he asking her? Because a voice replied, she loves you as well and you know it. Eveline stepped away slightly her wrist still in Galean’s hand.
 
   “Why do you ask?” she answered cautiously. 
 
   “Yes or no?” Galean ordered tightening his grasp of her wrist slightly.
 
   “Yes,” she muttered, embarrassed. 
 
   “Be careful,” Galean warned flatly, “he is forbidden to marry.”
 
   “Why?” Eveline asked frustrated.
 
   “It is not for me to say, just trust me when I say that the both of you marrying is a big mistake,” he replied bluntly.
 
   “Why? Why is it a mistake? Because you’re jealous?” Eveline answered hotly releasing her wrist from his grasp and walking away, her back turned.
 
   “I wish I could tell you,” Galean whispered following her out onto the far end of the garden. “Why would I be jealous? He is my friend, I only want him to be happy.”
 
   “We shouldn’t be talking about this, it’s inappropriate,” cried Eveline, the cramps in her stomach getting worse and the strands of pain in her head becoming unbearable. Lifting a hand to her temple she sighed, her body shivering in the cold. Galean watched as she rubbed her temple, her skin covered in goose bumps. Silently he took off his dinner jacket and wrapped it about her shoulders, keeping his hands on her arms. “Thank you,” she muttered not looking at him.
 
   “If you want to marry him then I am sorry for offending you, maybe I am jealous. I suppose I should be thinking about settling down too,” he spoke wondering if his lie would spark a light of jealousy, he begged God that it would, if he knew she felt something, anything then there was hope.
 
   “Oh,” whispered Eveline, “So soon?”
 
   “It’s been long enough, spending time with Belle and you has made me realise that maybe I am ready to re marry and give life to a new family,” Galean replied watching her eyelids close as though in pain.
 
   “If that is what you think,” Eveline answered kindly. “Have you met anyone?”
 
   “Maybe.” 
 
   “Well that’s a good start.”
 
   “Indeed, she is fiery and smart.” He smiled watching her body sigh with frustration, his trick was working.
 
   “I’m sure she is, does she happen to have brunette hair?” quizzed Eveline feeling stupid but unable to edit her words.
 
   “She may do yes,” teased Galean.
 
   “Well I wish you all the luck in the world,” retorted Eveline sharply taking another step away from him, unable to feel his hands on her arms any longer. Theodore she thought, I love Theodore she cried inwardly, yet the faint voice in the back of her head began, you love Galean. No, she replied firmly, I love Theodore, my future is with him, he is kind, handsome, smart, funny and safe, Galean, he is the opposite, he makes me nervous. You really have got yourself into a muddle, the voice replied strongly, what will you do?
 
   “Eveline?” 
 
   “Yes?”
 
   “Come let’s go back, your cold and tired.”
 
   “Okay.” Whispered turning, keeping her eyes lowered. Galean and Eveline stood in silence for a moment not moving.
 
   “I love him,” Eveline stated.
 
   “I know.” Galean smiled.
 
   “Well I do,” she went on.
 
   “Yes you said,” sighed Galean.
 
   “Just thought I should tell you again.”
 
   “The purpose being?”
 
   “There was no purpose, I was just making sure that you understood.” 
 
   “Well I do.” 
 
   “Okay.” She whispered letting her eyes ascend trailing his broad chest, firm throat and beautifully war like face. Galean stood looking at her confused and frustrated.
 
   “Eveline,” he began letting his fingers find her own. Eveline flinched quickly at the touch.
 
   “Don’t” she ordered, “please.”
 
   “Tell me you don’t feel the bond between us,” he pleaded his face etched in pain. Eveline shook her head, frowning and breathing heavily.
 
   “Were friends,” she cried, “your confusing friendship with something else.”
 
   “No, I’m not.” He answered firmly, “I have seen your face in my dreams since I was a little boy.”
 
   “Impossible!” she argued.
 
   “No it’s not impossible, don’t you believe in fate?” he asked quietly.
 
   “No,” she replied bluntly, “the world is too full of badness and pain.”
 
   “Maybe pain and suffering leads us to something greater,” argued Galean.
 
   “Like?” Eveline enquired sarcastically.
 
   “Maybe in some perverse way fate brought us together.”
 
   “And if your wife and daughter were still alive, would you feel the same?” Eveline asked seriously.
 
   “Maybe they were not meant to live this long, maybe their deaths guided me to you.”
 
   “Your right that is perverse, but answer the question.” Eveline replied flatly.
 
   “I guess I would be in the same position as you, divided.” Galean answered. Eveline, startled looked at him, relief flooding through her.
 
   “Divided?” she asked quietly, the pain in her body weakening slightly.
 
   “Yes, torn apart by my loyalty to others, loving more than one person.”
 
   “You think that’s what happened to me?”
 
   “Yes.”
 
   “You think I am divided between William and Theodore?” Eveline quizzed knowing full well it wasn’t William that caused her heartache.
 
   “No, I think you love Theodore and myself,” Galean whispered lifting his fingers to wipe away a stray strand that caught itself between Eveline’s long eyelashes. Instinctively Eveline closed her eyes at his touch, her body relaxing. Water formed at her eyelids and tear fell upon her cheek, she realised in that moment just how tired she was, exhausted from the energy of loving two men, exhausted with the inner conflict that followed her everywhere. “I am not asking you to choose me, I do not want too cause you pain, I do not want to cause Theodore pain.”
 
   “I know,” cried Eveline.
 
   “I will be leaving in a few days and I wish and want you to be happy with whoever you choose to spend your life with,” urged Galean cupping Eveline’s face with his hands.
 
   “I did not intend on loving you,” whispered Eveline, “ I do not mean that as an insult, I never believed a heart could belong to two men at once, it feels wrong, it feels so very wrong,” she stammered.
 
   “But which heart do you feel bound too?” asked Galean, “With whom does it beat harder?”
 
   Eveline shook her head, it was too late now, too late, she had practically declared her love for Theodore publically and he, he had given up everything for her. Eveline loved Theodore, truly she did, she wanted to marry him, to bear his children, but somewhere deep and hidden within, she felt bound to Galean, despite her logic, despite her arguments against such a union. It was as Galean had explained, her heart seemed to have a mind of its own, and it seemed to believe that it was meant for Galean, not Theodore. How was it possible to be at war with your own heart? 
 
   “I’m afraid to answer, it feels like betrayal,” cried Eveline.
 
   “Eveline, I won’t be angry with you, this conversation will begin and end here, no matter how you feel, no matter how you feel I must leave soon. Do not misunderstand me,” smiled Galean, “I mean you no pain, nor Theodore. I understand your plight and I ask nothing of you, I just want to relief the heavy burden that you carry,” pleaded Galean, “Theodore must be blind to not see that you are unwell, you are frail and pale.”
 
   “It is nothing, stress I suppose,” smiled Eveline. Galean tilted Eveline’s chin up towards his face.
 
   “With whom does your heart belong?” he asked gently.
 
   “With you,” whispered Eveline. “I have tried too hard to ignore it, tried so hard to find whatever it is I feel for you with Theodore. I love him, I do, I felt bereft without him, but when he returned I felt as though a part of me had broken. I miss our walks, our time with Belle and our conversations.”
 
   “And I,” replied Galean touching her nose with his own.
 
   “You must think me horrible and wicked,” cried Eveline, a strange pain in her lungs causing her flinch.
 
   “I think nothing of the sort, I think you are a beautifully strong, young woman who has got herself into a bit of a scrape,” Sighed Galean. “I won’t stand in the way of you and Theodore. I will not put pressure on you, and I will not cause you anymore pain.”
 
   “In a way you are giving me an escape and yet you are breaking my heart,” Eveline cried pitifully. “I don’t feel like a strong woman, I used to be so sharp and focused, I feel weary and weak now.”
 
   “You need to rest,” murmured Galean.
 
   “Where will you go?” Eveline asked gently, pressing her hands to his chest tenderly.
 
   “To my father, he needs me and I need him,” smiled Galean.
 
   “And if I need you?” muttered Eveline.
 
   “You cannot have both of us Mon Cheri, you can only have one and you must love him with all that you are,” urged Galean. “But if something happens and you need me, Theodore will tell you were I am.”
 
   “Okay.” Eveline was lost for words, no more could be added to the conversation, she knew by now that Theodore would be looking for her.
 
   “I must bring you back now,” announced Galean standing back and waiting for Eveline to move. Eveline stood unable to act, this would be the last time they would be alone together, and he was leaving for good. A shudder of sharp pain crippled her body as she stood. “Eveline are you alright?” Galean asked concerned.
 
   “I’m fine,” she replied quietly, the pain getting stronger and stronger. “Can I ask you to do something?” she uttered shyly, her cheeks turning red.
 
   “Anything,” answered Galean, watching as she clutched her stomach tightly with her hands, concerned that she had caught the cold, concerned that Gabriel’s prophecy had come true.
 
   “Kiss me,” she whispered, “please.” As if on cue, Galean gently took Eveline into his arms and kissed her tenderly, wrapping his arms about her tiny frame and holding her close to him. Eveline fought the pain that sored through every part of her as she wrapped herself about Galean’s large frame, clinging to him as though he was the air that she needed in order to breathe, in order to survive. This kiss was so very different from the kisses she had shared with Theodore, it was passionate and all consuming, rough yet gentle in its meaning. Pain and fire mixed within her as she kissed Galean fervently. Time passed as the couple clung to one another, covered in snow and unaware of the world around them. In that one kiss they felt as though that had been joined, as though they had been made whole, their hearts beating as one. As the kiss drew to an unwanted end, Galean and Eveline withdrew their heads, keeping their arms about one another. Eveline smiled, wonder filling her deeply.
 
   “Eveline, your eyes,” whispered Galean now releasing himself from her and cupping her face roughly.
 
   “What’s wrong?” cried Eveline, coughing heavily.
 
   “Your eyes are black!” Galean replied loudly. Eveline brought her hands to her face, covering herself. Eveline coughed painfully, her body bending violently. As she coughed roughly, black blood poured from her mouth heavily, showering Galean’s shirt.
 
   “Galean,” she cried, choking, “what’s happening to me?”
 
   “A bite,” Galean pondered wildly, “Eveline were you bitten?” he shouted keeping her upright.
 
   “My dream,” she choked heavily, black blood oozing out of her mouth and covering her throat. Without caution, Galean swept Eveline into his arms fiercely, turning and running as fast as he could to find Theodore.
 
    
 
   *
 
    
 
   “Estelle?” 
 
   Estelle impatiently turned away from her group of friends to face Theodore who was looking at her concerned.
 
   “What is it dear?” she asked anxiously.
 
   “Have you seen Eveline?” he asked quickly, his eyes darting around the heavily crowded room.
 
   “No, are you not meant to be looking after her?” she asked sharply.
 
   “I left her with Galean and they have disappeared,” he replied. Theodore had left Annie with her mother and when he returned to the table Galean and Eveline were missing. Anxious, he had spent the last ten minutes looking through the crowd without any success.
 
   “Have you looked in the other rooms?” Estelle asked stepping away from any prying ears.
 
   “No, I will go immediately,” he answered making to leave. Estelle caught his arm roughly.
 
   “You better find her Theodore, remember we are, for whatever unknown reason, being followed by a group of quite fierce men, if she was to fall into their hands, well, I don’t need to go on…,” she uttered darkly. Theodore was beginning to respond when the crowd began to grasp in horror. Estelle roughly moved away from Theodore and walked towards the gasps and screams, Theodore followed.
 
   “Get a doctor!” someone screamed.
 
   The room suddenly grew quiet and the crowd began to step away from whatever was happening. Theodore followed Estelle, the crowd creating a circle around the couple that stood in the middle.
 
   “Help me!” cried Galean, holding a lifeless Eveline in his arms, on his knees in the middle of the floor, his eyes red with grief. Estelle screamed into her hand as she looked at her granddaughter, covered with black blood and lifeless. Theodore rushed to Eveline’s side, roughly taking her from Galean and cradling her to him harshly.
 
   “Gabriel was right,” he cried looking to Galean for help.
 
   “I told you! You should have listened to Gabriel, but you put your own pride before her safety!” Galean yelled violently, covered in blood, his eyes dangerous. Theodore got up from the floor, Eveline in his arms and turned, making for the entrance.
 
   “We have to get her to Westminster, now!” he ordered. Estelle ran after Theodore dramatically stopping him at the door.
 
   “Put her down!” she bellowed, “she needs a doctor, you are not taking her to London you oaf!”
 
   “Get out of my way Estelle, she needs to go now!” cried Theodore. Galean pushed past Estelle.
 
   “Trust us,” he begged, “she needs to go to London now.”
 
   “Why? She is dying you idiots, why London, she won’t survive!” cried Estelle trying to touch her granddaughter. Galean turned to Estelle harshly, grabbing her shoulders with his hands.
 
   “Trust me!” he commanded, “we have no time, you must get back to Belle, you will find Peter, Bram and Ada there, they will explain everything,” urged Galean, turning and following Theodore out of the assembly. Estelle ran after them, but stopped at the entrance, they were nowhere to be seen, they had gone, vanished. Estelle stood rooted to the spot, heavy tears falling down her face, what was happening? Dazed and bereft she hardly recognised her neighbour as he came to her side suddenly.
 
   “Come,” he motioned, “I must get you back to your home.” 
 
   “They have taken my grandchild,” cried Estelle.
 
   “Time is of the essence, we must go,” ordered Harold.
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   Taken
 
    
 
   The house lay lifeless the residents within asleep. Peter, Bram and Ada sat downstairs in the evening room watching the dying embers dance about in the fire.
 
   “It’s a beautiful house,” Peter sighed closing his eyes as he fell back against the settee tired. The three friends had been on day and night duty for two weeks without any rest, tonight the lack of sleep had hit them hard. Ada and Bram were finishing a cup of tea, their eyes fighting to stay open.
 
   “Hmm, I’ve been to grander houses, but this house it is warm,” Bram answered looking down into his cup and finding it empty.
 
   “I shouldn’t be saying this, but I am exhausted, I think I might close my eyes for a while, I think we are safe enough huh?” Ada yawned crossing his legs in front of him on a stool.
 
   “Yeah Galean said he would be returning shortly anyway, I don’t see any harm in an hours sleep,” Peter agreed, leaning his head into the corner of the settee and letting the comfort of sleep steal him away from time.
 
   “True,” muttered Bram following Peter into a deep sleep.
 
   “Galean will kill us for sleeping but I can’t keep my eyes open any longer, even angels have to rest,” observed Ada who sat on the leather arm chair gazing into the fire. It took Ada several minutes to fall asleep, he had to remind himself that the house was safe and that Galean would be returning very soon, no shadow would try to take on three angels.
 
   Mary woke from her sleep, sitting upright and quiet. Her large bedroom was still and dark as she slipped out of the bed silently and obeyed the voice in her head. Mary was not herself, had not felt herself for some time, things were becoming strange, the voice wanted her to kill and she felt as though that voice had command over her every moment, she felt imprisoned within a very small cage, tucked away deep within her psyche, crying out for help, her cries becoming nothing but mute darkness within her mind. Mary was possessed, a dangerous being was controlling her thoughts, emotions and actions. For days she sat in her room planning tonight’s events, she had to control the urge to kill Eveline, she wanted to kill her. Anger, paranoia and impatience drove her over the edge, the being within her was readying itself for the ultimate kill. Mary did not eat and when she slept it was only to dream about what it was she would do tonight, it made her feel beautiful it made her feel powerful. The demon that possessed her, shut her away. 
 
   As Mary quietly tip toed downstairs, she heard a knock and smiled, they were here. Making sure that nobody had heard the knock she went and opened the door.
 
   “Master,” she bowed to Lagmar, who stood before her, tall and deadly, his snake like eyes bright with excitement.
 
   “Narathan, you have done well,” Lagmar praised as he stepped into the house, passing Mary who was still bowing. Belem followed Lagmar, smiling at Mary whilst licking his lips with his tongue. “Belem get the child, Narathan and I will deal with the angels,” ordered Lagmar directing Belem with his finger. With excitement Belem stormed up the stairs making for Belle’s room.
 
   “Follow me master, they are in the evening room,” announced Mary guiding the demon to the evening room. Peter, Bram and Ada were deep in slumber when Lagmar entered followed by Mary, dressed in only a thin nightdress, her feet bare and her dark hair wild. The fire instantly died and the room darkened becoming cold and rigid. Lagmar walked towards the angels who were stirring from their slumber.
 
   “Good evening,” Lagmar announced standing before the three angels who now leaped to their feet, disorientated and ill balanced.
 
   “What are you doing here!” ordered Peter standing forward and taking out his sword. Bram looked at Mary in confusion.
 
   “Mary?” he asked flatly, “what are you doing?”
 
   “You know the more I meet angels the more concerned I become for them, I mean how is it that after all these years of fighting and killing you still don’t understand just how powerful we really are,” spat Lagmar.
 
   “Oh we realise how powerful you are Lagmar, it is you who does not realise our strengths,” retorted Ada his sword unleased and ready to kill.
 
   “Ah but have you mastered the art of coming back to life?” teased Lagmar darkly, “your petty swords have no power over me anymore, or my master.”
 
   “It is a shame that it is only you and your master that can master the art of revival, have you not heard Lagmar, my King cannot die by any sword or devilry that you possess,” spat Peter, his blue eyes vivid with hatred.
 
   “Perhaps not, angel, but soon, very soon not even your God will be able to conquer my King,” laughed Lagmar, “silly humans think that God is master of all, undying, all powerful and without weakness, but my how far from the truth they are.”
 
   “He is all powerful and undying, only those who bare his blood have the power to kill Heiden.” Cried Ada, anger seizing him. Bram watched Mary hovering behind Lagmar, she was not herself, she was he guessed possessed, but by who?
 
   “This is a sad day for you, truly I hate to kill good sport but needs must,” shrugged Lagmar taking out a sword unalike those of other demons, it was long, thin and inscribed with something that was not of their language. Peter felt fear grip him suddenly realising that Belle was upstairs alone. Upon seeing his fear Bram turned and made for the exit before being grabbed by Mary and swung high up into the air.
 
   “Many days I have spent thinking of how to kill you,” laughed Mary her incredible strength only getting stronger. Bram’s neck cracked as he struggled to break free from her grip, his veins burnt with need of oxygen, his lungs crying for air.
 
   “Bram,” cried Ada running over and piercing Mary with his sword. Mary’s mouth opened wide causing Ada to step back, raising his arm to shield his face. A dark mass of flies soared out of Mary’s mouth and covered Ada’s body causing him to scream in pain. Bram kicked his legs wildly trying to knock Mary over, trying to keep himself alive.
 
   “Kill him!” ordered Lagmar who was now fighting Peter. Mary brought Bram’s head down to her own, her eyes black and full of horror. Bram cried out loud for help, his eyes gazing down at the now lifeless body of Ada, dead, flies eating away at him. Quickly Mary cracked Bram’s neck killing him instantly before flinging him down on top of Ada, the flies covering him.
 
   “No!” screamed Peter running behind the settee to his dead friends, whose bodies were nearly disintegrated by the flies. Lagmar followed the angel who turned and punched him squarely in the face, breaking his hand and falling to the ground in pain. This wasn’t normal thought Peter, it wasn’t normal for a demon to be this strong, his own gifts and strengths were nothing in comparison to Lagmar’s. His hand broken and his arm twisted from the sheer force, Peter crawled to his friends, his sword scrapping against the floor. As Mary watched on, Belem entered the room with a lifeless Belle in his arms. Peter looked up at Belle and fought the pain to get up.
 
   “Leave her alone!” he cried, stumbling across the room trying to grab her with his hands. Lagmar strode up behind Peter and took him by the neck, forcing him backwards.
 
   “You remember Belem?” he laughed a high pitched laugh that filled the room and caused Peter to tremble. “He is known to be a great admirer of children.”
 
   “Leave her alone,” choked Peter trying to stab Lagmar with his sword but failing, his body broken as Lagmar forced it backwards. Lagmar threw Peter to the ground, smashing his face violently, blood splurging everywhere. Mary danced about in a cloud of ecstasy, clapping her hands and screaming with delight. Lagmar put one foot onto Peter’s back and bent down grabbing a handful of his hair and forcing his bloody head back. Peter tried to breath, tried to find courage and strength within, he had never been broken by a demon before, he was one of the strongest angels in the legion, and here he was, broken and near death. A tear fell from his eye as he watched Belem lick Belle’s innocent and lifeless face.
 
   “Please,” he begged pathetically. Belem bent his head down touching Belle’s forehead, turning his eyes he smiled at Peter. Peter watched as Belle’s arm fell down, her small hand lifeless. Lagmar produced his sword and stabbed Peter in the back, the pointed tip slicing through his heart and protruding from his chest. Peter’s vision blurred as he fell over, gasping for air. Falling onto the ground beside his friends, he took one last look at Belle, who was now being taken away by Belem. Lagmar turned around from the door and simply stared at Peter, his face blank, his sword white with angelic blood.
 
    
 
   *
 
    
 
   Harold opened Estelle’s door for her and looked up at the house, something wasn’t right, the front door was wide open. Estelle stepped out, her face motionless and pale.
 
   “The door, it’s opened,” Harold whispered, taking her hand and placing it on his arm, bringing her up the steps carefully. When Estelle and Harold entered the house, they paused.
 
   “What’s that smell?” moaned Estelle, her eyes observing the darkened reception hall before falling onto the door of the evening room.
 
   “I don’t know,” whispered Harold darkly taking off his hat and setting it aside, “stay here, I will look around.” Estelle stood quietly in the hallway as Harold entered the evening room, disappearing into darkness.
 
   “Estelle!” came a high pitched voice. Estelle lifted her eyes to the top of the stairs and found herself staring at Mary.
 
   “Mary?” Estelle watched as Mary descended the steps quietly, her hair hanging loosely about her, her eyes wide and dazed. Estelle stepped back slowly as Mary walked over towards her. Just as Mary stopped Harold ran out to her, gasping deeply.
 
   “Estelle run,” He cried, stopping before Mary.
 
   “What is it?” Estelle asked anxiously, her eyes on Mary.
 
   “There are three dead men in the evening room, someone has murdered them,” breathed Harold, his chest aching.
 
   “What do you mean dead?” Estelle looked at Harold, whose face was now beginning to turn pale. Richard tried to speak, he held a hand to his throat gasping for air. Mary smiled at Estelle, as Harold fell to the ground heaving. “Harold!” cried Estelle running to him, kneeling down and lifting his face with her trembling hands. Harold began to vomit violently, his eyes bulging.
 
   “There’s no use in trying to save him,” laughed Mary, now standing behind Estelle with a dagger in her right hand.
 
   “Why!” Estelle cried, cradling a dying Harold.
 
   “Don’t worry you’ll be with him soon,” teased Mary raising her arm, the dagger standing ready in the air.
 
   “Were is Belle!” demanded Estelle turning to look at Mary who now swung the dagger down into Estelle’s chest. Estelle fell backwards, Harold in her arms, her eyes stunned and her dress soaked in warm, flowing blood. Estelle coughed harshly trying to regain strength, but felt a dense coldness spread through her limbs. Mary tore the dagger from Estelle’s chest standing backwards, her hand and arm covered in blood, the dagger at her side dripping. Harold’s bulging eyes looked over at Estelle, who lay breathing roughly. Weakly he found her hand and held it as tightly as he could, keeping his eyes on her. Estelle tried to smile at Harold as images of Eveline filled her mind. Mary stood back and watched as the elderly couple slipped into darkness, surrounded by a dark puddle of blood.
 
   Inside, Mary screamed, cried and tried in vain to overcome Narathan, the demon that possessed her body and mind. As hard as she tried he could not be beaten, silently she stopped struggling as Narathan lifted the dagger again and drew it down upon her own chest. A soaring pain filled Mary’s body as the dagger dug deep into her heart. Mary fell upon the marbled floor, blood pouring gently from the side of her mouth. Violently she fell on her back, heaving in and out, fighting for air and wanting the pain to stop. Mary could hear footsteps coming from the kitchens and tried to cry out for help, but was enveloped in a deep and timeless cloud of darkness.
 
   *
 
    
 
   Fires engulfed the skies of London as a different war raged on. Theodore followed Galean towards Westminster Abbey and watched on in awe as Galean commanded the large Cathedral doors to open. The sound of the doors hitting off the wall was drowned out by the noise of the German and British planes passing overhead. Eveline lay motionless in Theodore’s arms, blood staining her throat and hair. Galean was yelling out to Gabriel desperately, turning to motion Theodore to make speed toward the altar. Theodore watched as Galean threw the candles from the altar bidding Theodore to lay Eveline atop. Theodore ascended the steps to the altar and gently lay Eveline down. A bright light blinded both of the angels for a mere moment before it faded.
 
   “Theodore, Galean.” Gabriel spoke urgently making his way to Eveline. Pressing a hand to her forehead, he closed his eyes a spoke softly. A soft, golden light illuminated his hand as he laid it across Eveline’s forehead gently. Galean and Theodore watched on in a mixture of awe and grief. Theodore wanted to be by her side but felt a strong force bordering Eveline and Gabriel, keeping Galean and himself away as Gabriel tried to save Eveline. A beautiful glow filled the cathedral and both Theodore and Galean turned from Gabriel and watched as the pews filled with angels, deep in prayer. Looking at each other Theodore and Galean exchanged confused gazes. The angels chanted softly repeating Gabriel’s own chant. Eveline’s body was now hovering above the altar alit in a soft golden hue, her long hair falling onto the blood stained marble. From the back, Galean observed an angel, taller than most making his way toward the altar, his face downcast. Theodore watched as the angel stopped before them, his eyes lowered and his hands folded in front of his white gown.
 
   “I am bidden to tell you that our friends, Peter, Ada and Bram have died this evening,” the angel announced quietly, now lifting his silver eyes to Galean and Theodore.
 
   “No,” argued Theodore looking to Gabriel for help, but only finding anger in his eyes.
 
   “How?” whispered Galean, his eyes moist with tears, his heart beating heavily.
 
   “Lagmar entered the house with Belem, it seems Narathan the deceiver has been possessing the body and mind of Mary, the owner of the house and friend of Eveline’s grandmother,” replied the angel weakly.
 
   “But how? How did they kill angels?” cried Theodore fanatically, waving his hands in the air desperately. If only he had listened to Gabriel, his friends would not have perished.
 
   “Belle,” whispered Galean. “Did they kill Belle?” The angel shook his head slowly.
 
   “They have taken the child from the house, Belem has her,” answered the angel his eyes filled with sorrow.
 
   “Did they kill anyone else?” Theodore asked thinking of Estelle and Hannah.
 
   “Simon found the bodies of Estelle, Mary and Harold their neighbour in the reception hall, it seems Mary choked Harold and stabbed Estelle before taking her own life.” Theodore looked to Galean in shock. Galean however looked at Eveline, who now lay on the altar silently still. Gabriel was holding her hand in his own and praying over her.
 
   “I must go, Belle needs me,” he announced to those who could hear him. Gabriel turned his head and nodded in agreement.
 
   “You can’t leave Eveline,” begged Theodore, his eyes drifting from Gabriel to Galean.
 
   “Eveline is safe, you are here, you are the one she needs,” Galean replied kindly, keeping his anger to himself it would have been useless to start an argument in front of Gabriel and a church full of angels. Theodore clasped Galean in his arms and hugged him tightly.
 
   “I should have listened,” he cried into his shoulder. “I have let her down.”
 
   “No you haven’t, she is here isn’t she?” Galean answered warmly, “She will need you now more than ever, only love can bring her back from the darkness. Gabriel can heal her body, he cannot waken her, only she can do that.”
 
   “What if she can’t hear me?” Theodore asked releasing himself from the embrace and gazing across at the sleeping Eveline, her face soft and rid of pain.
 
   “Theodore, she loves you, if there is anyone with whom she will respond to it will be you,” comforted Galean, “but you must be prepared for the consequences of your decision to bind yourself to her, you must face the wrath and exile of your King and people.”
 
   “I am willing to sacrifice all that I have to love her and protect her,” Theodore replied firmly.
 
   “You will be a human Theodore, you will not be able to protect her in the way that you used to, but come, it is too late and I am too tired to discuss this, have faith, she will come through.” Galean smiled before turning to take his leave.
 
   “Will you come back?” Theodore asked hopefully. Galean stopped and nodded quietly before leaving the cathedral through the side door. Galean didn’t know if he would return, for the first time in his life he was unsure of the outcome. As he walked away from Westminster, the heavy rain soaking his suit and drenching his golden hair, he cried. Stopping in front of the road he hunched over, planting his hands on his hips and breathing in deeply, he had to concentrate, where would Belle be? Time was of the essence, he had to be sure where she would be if he was going to save her. Eveline would never forgive him if Belle was killed. Standing up he looked to the sky and watched a spitfire pass, rain drops staining his face and dripping down his throat beneath his collar.
 
   “Galean?” a femine voice boomed from behind. Galean turned and through the rain saw a figure running down to meet him.
 
   “Who are you?” he asked. The figure stopped in front of Galean and smiled up at him.
 
   “Jophiel,” replied the beautiful woman, whose radiant face was shielded by her hood.
 
   “The angel of enlightment?” Galean replied confused.
 
   “Well yes according to Christianity, I am in essence an angel of enlightment, I am actually what you and I would observe as being an academic angel,” she laughed kindly, her blue eyes beautifully set within her round face.
 
   “And what are you doing here?” Galean replied bluntly.
 
   “Well Gabriel bid me to follow him here, to help Celestine, and now he has bidden me to help you find Belle,” smiled Jophiel, a bud of rain landing on the tip of her fine nose.
 
   “And how do you intend on helping me find Belle?” Galean asked flatly, knowing that time was running out.
 
   “Well despite aiding humans to open their mind, I also spy on demons..,” she began, waving her hands about dramatically, “you know to help the keepers out.”
 
   “Okay,” sighed Galean, exhausted and cold.
 
   “Well I happen to know where Belem and Lagmar may be, its actually about half an hour away in a cemetery called Barnes Cemetery?” she looked at him in hope, but instead was met with a frown. “I am guessing you don’t know where that is, that’s okay,” she replied motioning him to follow her, “I will take you there.”
 
   “And when we get there?” Galean asked following her across the road to a nearby taxi. Jophiel turned and shrugged.
 
   “We can think about that when we arrive, anyway you’re a renowned angelic warrior I’m sure you will find a way,” she answered brightly getting into the cab and telling the driver where to go. Galean shut the car door behind him and sat back in the seat closing his eyes briefly. 
 
   “Have you ever had any experience with shadows?” Galean enquired, turning his eyes to Jophiel who was now fixing her dark hair.
 
   “Oh well,” she muttered, “no, actually.” 
 
   “Great,” sighed Galean turning his eyes to the window and watching the outside world pass by.
 
   “I have read about shadows, and I know they have acquired greater powers but no I haven’t as of yet met one.” 
 
   “Well why did you come then?” Galean asked frustrated.
 
   “Because despite not having the skill to fight a shadow I do have other skills,” answered Jophiel sharply.
 
   “Like?”
 
   “I can stun their minds, which will give you time to find Belle and maybe even kill some of them,” announced Jophiel. Galean turned again and looked at the petite angel, her hair perfectly curled, her lips red and her eyes alive.
 
   “Well that may prove useful,” he managed to say feeling slightly pathetic and stunned himself.
 
   “Yes so I thought, now I have heard that Lagmar intends on possessing Dantel’s power and then drawing blood from Belle, I’m not sure why he needs her blood,” she frowned, her mind clearly trying to find some reason as her eyes became fixed on the floor.
 
   “Yes it sounds a bit strange,” Galean agreed also trying to think of a reason.
 
   “Is it possible that by consuming someone’s blood it enables them to track their whereabouts?” Jophiel asked seriously, “I know it sounds mad but lately demons have been doing the same thing, obviously because they cannot be in two places at once, not even we can, bar angels from the council,” she concluded, her eyebrows drawn together.
 
   “You might be on to something,” Galean answered darkly, “it makes sense and as we know they seem to have been enlightened recently.”
 
   “And really who better to take on the newly enlightened shadows,” laughed Jophiel, slightly nervous in Galean’s company. Jophiel had always been held in high esteem, this nobody could repute, but the sad truth of it was she was quite lonely. Jophiel had watched humanity evolve, she had spent most of her time in the company of great thinkers, although admittedly she was for most of it a man, it was easy for an angel to disguise themselves, and it was, unfortunately for her still very much a man’s world. Times were changing for women, and Jophiel found that she didn’t have to disguise her gender anymore, she could be herself. All female angels had heard of Galean, the brave and fierce warrior from Meerin, and to actually sit beside him was slightly bizarre and fantastical all at once.
 
   Jophiel looked at Galean, who was sitting silently looking out of the window, she observed how forlorn and quiet he was and felt very sorry for him. She was off course aware of why he had been exiled from heaven and ordered to go home to his father, but he was here and she couldn’t help wonder what it was that kept him here, she had a strange feeling that it was Celestine. Jophiel had watched both Theodore and Galean standing close by to Celestine as Gabriel healed her. Galean seemed to be talking intensely to Theodore, who rumour had it was in love with the Kings granddaughter. It wasn’t the conversation that lead Jophiel to her suspicions, it was his face. Galean’s eyes were desperately sad, they spoke of an untold grief between himself and Celestine.
 
   “Is something wrong?” Galean broke in shaking Jophiel from her thoughts quite suddenly.
 
   “No, it’s just you seem well upset,” Jophiel slurred nervously, she never had this problem with professors, probably because she was over three thousand years old.
 
    “It’s been a difficult day,” Galean replied blandly trying to force a smile upon his lips but failing terribly. Jophiel nodded in response, twisting her fingers about on her lap.
 
   “Yes it has, and I’m afraid that it is about to get worse,” she began, Galean raised his eyebrows, “I mean if the rumours about Cael and Celestine are true, well it’s going to cause some problems.”
 
   “True, but what can any of us do?” complained Galean, not usually one to be so personally open, however he had a feeling that Jophiel was a good, kind and trustworthy angel, not that he was offending other angels, just that she seemed to be the kind of angel who would make for a good friend, and he needed a friend and more importantly he needed to be able to talk to someone who wasn’t directly involved and unlikely to gossip.
 
   “We can hope that Theodore returns to reason, he has always been a great angel, a brilliant commander ruled by logic and reason, but..,” Jophiel frowned, “ he seems to be besotted with her and from what I hear she him, if they choose to marry he will need his friends and she will need courage and strength.”
 
   “Yes, he has put her in a terrible position, not only will she feel pushed to marry him because he will be exiled, but who will protect her?” Galean moaned pulling his hand into a tight fist, anger surging through him. Eveline loved him as well, but if she knew the truth about Heiden’s prophecy she would think that he was only pretending to love her to protect her and to please his master. Galean closed his eyes at the thought his stomach turning.
 
   “I am sure Celestine is very able to make her own mind up, she seems to be to be sharp and independent.” Jophiel answered firmly, “and if they love each other then who are we to judge, we are ruled by love it is what we believe in.”
 
   “She has only just met him, he on the other hand has been her guardian since her birth, he knows the complications, the rules,” growled Galean wishing they were at the cemetery so that he could find Belle and kill the shadows.
 
   “Well in my lifetime, I have seen many people falling in love at first sight, yes many of them go on to fall out of love but for the rare few couples, it works, they make each other better, brighter, maybe that can happen with Cael and Celestine,” Jophiel said kindly, “even if it goes against the rules, after all her own parents went against Heiden and their love for one another is still talked about not just amongst the people of Calhuni, but amongst those in heaven.”
 
   “There love doomed them, it brought suffering and darkness upon the four kingdoms and now across the universe, was it worth it?” Galean stressed rubbing his forehead with his hand, his head sore.
 
   “There love didn’t force Lagar to become more powerful, it didn’t alter the chaotic paths that the Kings and Queens of Calhuni were already walking,” Jophiel urged softly, “they died loving one another, they saved their daughter, she is our hope so in essence going against the rules aided our fight it didn’t weaken us, she will be the light we have waited for, she will, I pray bring peace to Calhuni and defeat the darkness.”
 
   “I wish I could believe that. I understand what you are saying and truly what you say makes sense, I just have a bad feeling about this,” sighed Galean, he not only had a bad feeling, he knew for a fact it was a bad idea.
 
   “I hope you are wrong, but it your prophecy proves true, then dark times are ahead.”
 
   Galean and Jophiel sat in silence until the cab stopped in front of the cemetery. Together Galean and Jophiel got out and waited until the cab had driven out of sight before entering the dark and wet cemetery, quiet and vigilant.
 
   “Do we have a plan?” whispered Jophiel following Galean carefully manovering herself in between overgrown graves, now hidden beneath wild trees and bushes. Drops of rain fell onto her perfectly curled hair and slithered down her neck, soaking her under blouse. Even for angels like Galean and Jophiel, Barnes cemetery put the fear of God into them, the long and lifeless paths were shielded by very old trees that branched over, creating an arch above their heads. In the distance Galean and Jophiel could hear cries, similar to those of shadows who were in the heights of ecstasy. “I forgot to ask, how many shadows do you think will be here?” Jophiel whispered anxiously. Galean stopped and turned looking down into Jophiels anxious face and relaxing, he suddenly felt protective of the angel, she had obviously never seen a shadow ritual before and she was in for a shock. Theodore was more experienced in this area of shadow devilry, Galean dealt more with one on one situations with isolated demons.
 
   “Truthfully I am not exactly sure, but I can only guess by the commotion on ahead that we will heavily outnumbered,” Galean answered steadily, “but rest assured I will not confront them without a logical and strategic plan.”
 
   “Ah good,” smiled Jophiel leaning against a tilted cross, her hands on her hips breathing deeply.
 
   “Without sounding ridiculous, have you any experience of hand on hand combat?” Galean asked hopefully because if she didn’t they were really stuck.
 
   “Well many shadows have attempted to kill me, but my stunning powers seem to help so I have never really needed to physically fight to defend myself,” replied Jophiel her eyebrows raised.
 
   “Right well I suppose that’s something.” 
 
   “Should we keep going?” Jophiel enquired a rush of adrenaline coursing through her veins and causing her to become slightly fidgety. 
 
   “Off course, right keep close to me,” ordered Galean leading them forward. Jophiel shivered at the sheer creepiness that the cemetery conveyed, she had been in a lot of cemeteries in her life on earth and a few had been quite dark and scary but this cemetery was on another scale of dark and scary. Each step she took sent a spike of fear up her spine, a branch would break, a leaf would rustle or she would notice a rat jumping behind a gravestone. Jophiel should be brave and courageous, at least that is how religious sects painted her, and if they knew the real Jophiel she doubted they would speak of her at all. Jophiel was an academic, she marvelled in intellectual work, being so far beyond human capacity she tried through her work to entice academics to open their minds to go beyond social, political and philosophical limitations. When not working she stayed at home in Chelsea, looking after her two dogs, Willow and Oak, baking, writing and walking , mostly by herself. Jophiel had a circle of friends that she knew quite well, but she supposed her being an angel and them merely human caused quite a divide and she never saw herself as an equal.
 
   It was nice, thought Jophiel as she slipped off the pathway and into a dense patch of forest, to be involved in something out of the regular with one of her personal hero’s. It was she supposed similar to an academic meeting his academic hero, Jophiel had always been a little jealous of the feisty and heroic female angels who fought alongside the likes of Galean and Theodore, no one really gave angels like herself much time. It was easy to get lost amongst the crowd and although Gabriel himself appreciated the work that Jophiel did, no one else much cared and so her life was solitary and quite lonely. When she was much younger and in her youth, she had fallen in love with a great warrior like Galean, but unfortunately he was killed and she had sworn never to love again, but deep down she wished she could find someone to make her happy and whole, maybe not a great warrior like Galean but an academic. Jophiel understood Theodore, she was like him forbidden to fall in love with a human and many times she was tempted to forgo her identity, to throw it away on a whim so that she could taste the happiness of love and security. 
 
   It wasn’t always great being an angel, Jophiel agreed as she drifted amongst tall and forbidding fir trees. Heaven had a hierarchy just as earth did, yes she wasn’t right at the bottom, in fact she was held in high esteem by the council, it was just that there was in essence a sense of inequality between those who fought for the council and those who were gifted with other powers and unable to be as strong and confident as the angelic soldiers or commanders. Jophiel had for a hobby spent a year trying to teach herself the sword and failed making her quite depressed. Sighing heavily she re focused her thoughts to the present and found to her great surprise that she was now hidden behind a tall, beheaded angel, looking over at a fast number of shadows, who were chanting heavily, dancing erratically around a sobbing child and a terrifying demon whom Jophiel recognised as Dantel. Off course this was his ground so it only seemed right that Lagmar should come here to conclude what she guessed to be the Passover ritual. Lagmar stood under a tall tombstone of a female angel carrying a cross his dark eyes prowling the group of shadows who were crying out loud whilst dancing around Dantel and Belle. Jophiel recognised Belem, who was standing next to Belle, who was floating upside down in mid-air.
 
   “Is that Belle?” Jophiel asked Galean, who was now sitting slumped down on the ground, his face in his hands.
 
   “Yes,” he moaned looking up at her.
 
   “What’s wrong?” she quizzed kneeling down in front of him.
 
   “It is shameful to say this but I have no plan,” he whispered desperately, “I do not know how to kill them all and take her to safety.”
 
   “Sure you do, I will stun them and you will grab her,” offered Jophiel kindly. Galean smiled at her weakly before shaking his head.
 
   “Lagmar is too strong he has Dantel and Belem at his side, I know I am a commander but not even I can take on them by myself,” he urged, turning his head to the right and looking over at Belle who was screaming.
 
   “Listen Galean, I have grown up with stories of your strength, bravery and pure determination,” Jophiel began, her voice clear and commanding, “you do not strike me as an angel that would simply allow that innocent little girl to be violated by Lagmar and not to mention Belem who has a sickening passion for little children!”
 
   “I know! I know!” cried Galean pathetically.
 
   “You must help her, it is your duty,” remarked Jophiel her voice steady a real cloud of passion rising within her, “and I will help.”
 
   “Okay, let’s think about this for a moment,” Galean pondered kicking himself out of the dark cloud he had dug himself into. 
 
   “How many are there? Twelve? Fifteen?” asked Jophiel looking over at the shadows, “twelve I think.”
 
   “Yes, I recognise a few, I think we should concentrate on Lagmar, Belem and Dantel, I have a feeling that you will only be able to stun the weaker shadows, but a few is better than none,” Galean commented, “If you stun the weaker shadows, I will make for Lagmar, I need his sword, do you see it?”
 
   Jophiel stretched her eyes and looked at the deadly sword, un alike other swords kept by shadows, this one was noticeably different.
 
   “It’s different from the rest,” she observed, “does that mean something?”
 
   “I think so, Gabriel told me some time ago that Lagar was creating new weapons, stronger swords that would outsmart our own. If I can get that sword and wield it myself, then I can use it against Belem and Dantel,” Galean pondered a slow smile rising on his face, “Yes that’s it, the sword is more powerful than my own, if I can somehow snare it out of Lagmar’s reach I can kill him, which means that you will have to try and save Belle, your one problem being Belem.”
 
   “I can’t kill him,” cried Jophiel now fearing the attack and wanting to hide behind a tree for safety. No she told herself inwardly, this is not a time to be a coward, it is a time for bravery and courage, a child’s life is at stack.
 
   “He stands between you and Belle, you will have to kill him,” commanded Galean feeling like his old self, commander of legions, tutor in strategic planning. Quietly Galean retrieved his father’s dagger, gold and silver. The dagger was called star, because of the yellow jewel that adorned the hilt. Star was an ancient dagger passed down through the house of Meerin, bathed in magical power, beautifully curved and long. Galean’s dagger looked somewhat similar to the ancient Mughal daggers, under the hilt was carved a tree, its roots stemming down over the blade and finishing at the curved end. Along the outside of the dagger, words of courage and inspiration were carved in an ancient language that had long ago been lost to Meerin. Galean looked down at the precious dagger before handing it to Jophiel. “Take it, it will kill the opponent instantly,” he whispered placing it in Jophiels shaking hand.
 
   “What do I do with it?” she stammered, her eyes sparkling at the beauty of such a weapon, deceitfully beautiful whilst incredibly dangerous.
 
   “You pierce his heart, it must be his heart,” demanded Galean.
 
   “And what if I cannot, what if he is too strong for me?” Jophiel answered quietly, knowing that Belem was stronger than her.
 
   “Jophiel, in all honesty he is far stronger than you, but it is not just physical strength that is needed in war, it is psychological strength and you,” he grasped her upper arms with his hands, “strike me as a very head strong, determined woman who has sat for too long in the shadows.”
 
   “There’s a reason for that,” she sighed pitifully.
 
   “The reason is that we soldiers do not appreciate enough the work and gifts that angels like yourself have, now there is an innocent young girl in desperate need of our help, that should help to fan the flame within, watch and see, you will surprise yourself.”
 
   Jophiel let out a long breath of air, her body sighing and relaxing with ease. Clutching the dagger in her right hand she looked down at it before looking across at Belem and Belle.
 
   “Right, okay we can do this,” she replied firmly. Galean smiled at her in response and got up from the ground helping her to her feet.
 
   “You are a brave angel Jophiel, are you ready?” Galean asked, taking out his sword, stepping away from the tomb.
 
   “Yes,” Jophiel replied hotly. Galean let Jophiel pass, watching as she entered the group of shadows who were now stopping in their tracks to take her in. Galean stood still in the darkness as Jophiel closed her eyes shut and stunned at least ten of the shadows, causing them to pause instantly, their eyes wide in pain, but their faces still and unmoving. Quickly throwing himself forward, Galean made for Lagmar who was now hissing loudly at Dantel and Belem.
 
   “Take him Dantel,” Lagmar screeched taking out his sword and using his left hand to send bolts of fire in Galean’s direction. Galean quickly ducked as a ball of fire headed his way, rolling over on the ground he got up and made for Lagmar, growling. Jophiel meanwhile looked for Belle who had now fallen hard onto the wet ground, her legs cracking at the force. Belem and Dantel drew out their swords and made for her, pouncing on her instantly, flooring her to the ground.
 
   “Bitch!” screeched Dantel, placing his hand on her forehead sending a bolt of intense pain throughout her body. Jophiel screamed loudly at the heated pain that reverberated throughout her before kicking Belem hard on the shine, sending him backwards with a hiss. Finding her dagger, Jophiel swiftly stabbed Dantel in the thigh, taking the dagger out again and piercing his lung. Dantel removed his hand from her forehead immediately and cried out before stumbling up onto his feet and kicking her hard on the side, the dagger flying out of her hand and resting between fallen leaves. As Jophiel tried to breathe, white blood dripping from her nose she looked on as Belem took Belle into his arms and made for an exit.
 
   “No!” she cried a sudden anger filling her and forcing her up from the ground. Looking around she found the dagger just as Dantel began to lift her from her feet, swinging her about in the air, tucking the dagger safely into her side she gasped as he threw her against a nearby tree, taking the wind right out of her body. Sliding down the moist bark, Jophiel cried, Belem was gone and so was Belle. Dantel was limping towards Jophiel his left hand outstretched, causing her to ascend into the air again, Jophiel looked for her dagger and took it out as she felt a tight force about her throat, causing her to gasp for air. Dantel limped towards her slowly, his leg dragging behind.
 
   “You think you can kill me angel!” he spat, his fist tightening, construing the air in Jophiels lungs. Jophiel couldn’t speak as she held the dagger tightly, she waited until he was close enough before throwing the dagger into the centre of his face. Falling hard onto the ground, she watched as Dantel lay squirming on the wet grass, hissing loudly and trying to take the dagger out. Jophiel quickly regaining her strength got up and strode over to Dantel, forcefully taking the dagger out of his face and stabbing his heart deeply. 
 
   “It seems I can,” she cried as he died beneath her. Slouching over she tried to regain her breathe, sweat falling from her brow hotly. Looking across she saw Lagmar and Galean duelling, she wanted to help but she knew her mission was to get Belle, so she turned, conflicted and made her way through the dark cemetery, leaving Galean alone with Lagmar.
 
   Limping a little, Jophiel ran through the dark trees, tripping over a branch but carrying on. In the distance she could see Belem with Belle over his shoulder crying. Sore and tired, Jophiel began to run, her dagger raised in her right hand, running around graves, her perfected hair becoming loose as the rain became intense. In the near distance she could hear the noise of planes soaring over London, the sky a bright orange. Belle was crying out loud in pain, her legs broken her mind traumatised. As Jophiel came closer to Belem she waved at belle to move her head away from Belem’s chest. Looking up from Belem’s back belle frowned at the stranger who was running at her with a dagger, her face construed and slightly frightening.
 
   “Move!” screamed Jophiel, willing Belle to lift her head a little to the right. Belle stopped crying and obeyed moving her head away from the centre of Belem’s back. Belem hearing Jophiels cry ran faster, causing Belle’s head to hit his back hard. Looking to his left and right Belem stopped before quickly turning left and making for the exit. Jophiel nearing him suddenly threw herself forward, bringing the dagger down on his back and praying that Belle would be spared. A great darkness hit her as she slammed against Belem’s back, the dagger digging hard down into his chest. Belem instantly fell, throwing Belle off against a nearby gravestone, causing her to blank out. Cursing he cried, trying to turn his body. Jophiel, her hand tightly clasping the dagger kicked him hard on the leg, pinning him to the ground and drawing herself upwards. Belle’s eyes opened as Jophiel raised the dagger.
 
   “Close your eyes!” she commanded to a stricken Belle. Belle quickly shut her eyes and put her fingers in her ears as Jophiel stabbed Belem again in the heart. A loud screech filled the air as Belem died, Jophiel on top of his lifeless body, covered in black blood. After a moment of silence, Jophiel drew herself away from the dead Belem and stood, dagger in her hand, blood dripping from the blade. The adrenaline had ceased, the anger abated and the heat gone. Stumbling backwards she cried, she had never killed anything before, and the after affect hit her instantly. Crouching down to the grass she wiped the blood from the dagger and placed it inside her skirt, wiping away the blood from her hands and arms by lifting them high into the rain, letting it rinse away any lingering blood. To her right she heard the cries of a broken and traumatised Belle, who was curled up against a gravestone, tiny and vulnerable. Jophiel instantly went to Belle and picked her up in her arms, hugging her tightly.
 
   “There little one you are safe now,” she whispered, tears falling from her eyes.
 
   “Am I safe?” Belle cried into Jophiels hair.
 
   “Yes my darling you are safe, I am going to take you to safety now,” Jophiel cried.
 
   “My legs hurt,” groaned Belle.
 
   “I know pet I am going to take you to my master, he will heal your legs, but I must go back and find Galean,” whispered Jophiel quietly walking away from Belem.
 
   “Galean is here?” cried Belle happily.
 
   “Yes child he came to save you,” replied Jophiel, carefully manoeuvring them both through the trees quietly. “Belle you must be very quiet do you understand?” Jophiel ordered gently.
 
   “Yes,” whispered Belle clinging onto Jophiel tightly, forcing her eyes and mouth shut. Jophiel quietly made her way back to Galean, standing behind a tree, taking out her dagger again in case. In front of her she could see Lagmar and Galean still fighting one another. Lagmar punched Galean to the ground, his sword at his side. Galean fought to get up from the ground but his head was forced down by Lagmar’s large foot, which pressed it into the wet ground. Galean growled as his head erupted in pain. In the near distance he saw Jophiel with Belle in her arms and forced his smile to fade quickly not wanting Lagmar to pick up on Jophiel. A sharp blade teased Galean’s throat, glimmering darkly. Jophiel made to go towards him but stopped when Galean slowly tried to nod his head. With a wave of his hand Galean tried to tell Jophiel to run, to run and leave him, his plan had failed, he was not strong enough for Lagmar.
 
   “No,” whispered Jophiel shaking her head violently at Galean. Galean waved his hand again desperately then screamed loudly.
 
   “Go!”
 
   Lagmar turned his head and looked at Jophiel smiling as he drew the blade down. Jophiel stood stunned, this wasn’t what was meant to happen, it wasn’t meant to be this way. She had to leave, she had to do as he said, but she couldn’t, she couldn’t leave him here to die alone.
 
   “Please,” Galean begged, “For Belle.”
 
   Jophiel took a step back as Belle turned around to find Galean smiling at her. Belle stretched out her hand, willing for Galean to take it. Jophiel nodded to Galean, her eyes watering, her heart quiet. Quickly as Belle cried out for Galean she turned and ran. Belle cried painfully as Jophiel exited from the cemetery running as fast as she could down the backstreets of Barnes, looking for shelter. Up ahead she spotted a lonely cab, parked in front of a pub and made her way towards it, her face wet with tears and soaked in her own blood. The taxi driver turned in shock at Jophiel and Belle.
 
   “My god are you alright?” he asked concerned.
 
   “Westminster Abbey,” she ordered, hugging a crying Belle to her side, her eyes gazing out of the window, unable to stop the flow of tears that fell.
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   Enlightenment
 
    
 
   Theodore stood over Eveline as she lay motionless on the marble altar. The cathedral full of angel’s was quiet and unmoving. Gabriel still circled Eveline praying over her as the doors of Westminster Abbey opened, revealing Jophiel and Belle. Gabriel stopped praying and left Eveline, descending the steps of the altar and making for Jophiel and Belle. Jophiel cried as she carried a pale Belle in her arms, uncaring of the reaction of the angels that surrounded her. Limping Jophiel made her way towards a concerned Gabriel who stood with his arms outstretched. Jophiel stopped before Gabriel, her eyes red with grieve. Without talking Gabriel took the child into his arms and turned to the altar ascending the steps, and passing an astounded Theodore, who was pale and silent, his eyes lifeless, and his head bent in shame. Jophiel followed Gabriel to the altar as he set the crying child down beside the motionless Eveline.
 
   “Eveline!” cried Belle now resting beside Eveline’s body, infused with a golden light. Gabriel let his hands fall to the child’s legs and begged her silence. Jophiel stood beside Theodore painfully quiet as she watched Gabriel heal Belle’s legs, cuts and bruises, soothing her gently with his voice.
 
   “Sleep,” he soothed, swiping his hands over Belle’s eyes slowly, letting her fall into a deep and beautiful sleep. Jophiel bent her head in pain, her body aching and tired.
 
   “Where is Galean?” Theodore whispered flatly, noticing Galean’s dagger at Jophiels side.
 
   “I left him at Barnes cemetery,” muttered Jophiel closing her eyes and remembering his last words, Lagmar’s blade at his throat.
 
   “Alive?” Theodore asked urgently.
 
   “With Lagmar’s blade at his throat,” choked Jophiel trying to keep back the cries that consumed her core.
 
   “But he is alive?” Theodore asked desperately, his eyes wide with hope. Jophiel shook her head slowly, noticing Gabriel’s eyes on her.
 
   “I believe he is now dead Cael,” she whispered, her voice shaking, her hands tightly drawn into fists of rage.
 
   “No, Galean isn’t dead,” cried Theodore, keeping his voice quiet, unwilling to anger his master, who looked at him with deep sorrow. Jophiel couldn’t find the words, she didn’t want to say the words, she wanted to run away and never to return, and she wanted to hide in a dark corner never to see the light again. Gabriel walked away from the sleeping bodies of Belle and Eveline, standing before Jophiel.
 
   “Child,” he murmured taking her hands into his own, “I must heal your wounds, please come with me.” Jophiel followed Gabriel, leaving Theodore behind, his eyes burning with pain, his bones weak, his spirit spent, what had he done? Galean was dead, Peter was dead, Ada was dead, Bram was dead, Estelle was dead, Eveline wouldn’t wake, Belle was badly wounded and he, Theodore was riddled with guilt and shame, he had done this, his pride had killed his best friends, all because he couldn’t get what he wanted. Standing over Belle and Eveline, Theodore wept, placing Belle’s tiny hand in Eveline’s and hunching over them both crying.
 
    
 
   *
 
    
 
   Eveline awoke under a beautiful tree, much like a cherry blossom. The air was warm and filled with a beautiful scent. Sitting up she looked down at her body which was covered in a beautiful golden dress, flowing about her in the warm wind. Eveline stretched her fingers in between the blades of dry grass lifting her eyes up. She was on an island, a place that seemed familiar to her. Gently she arose, her long auburn hair cascading down her back lightly, the curls dancing in the lazy wind. Her bare feet treaded lightly on the warm grass as she made her way around the ancient and elegant tree. At the shore she stood, her toes soaked in the fresh water. Looking across she recognised the tall mountains that rested to the North, snow dusting their tops. Under the mountains was a dense forest, alive and beautiful, which covered the whole of the area around the island. Eveline smiled as she watched what seemed to be two beautiful, white horses grazing together. She watched in awe, the horses seemed larger than any she had seen, and their tails finer, their eyes brighter. As if hearing her thoughts the horses turned their eyes to her and unanimously bowed. Eveline frowned at their gracious bows and shook her head in confusion, no horse had ever bowed to her before, it was odd and yet slightly enchanting, like the whole forest seemed to be.
 
   A group of birds flew together in the sky, singing, and their beautiful red feathers glimmering in the sunlight. Eveline felt her heart sore as she watched the beautiful flock of birds dancing above the trees. A strange feeling of belonging coursed through Eveline’s soul, enlightening her heart. Bending down, she let her fingers dance in the water, enjoying the sound that it made and the ripples that it created. Under the fresh water she noticed small, orange and blue fish swimming about together, they were incredibly small and yet quite striking. Eveline sat down, her feet bathing in the water, sighing happily she let her eyes absorb the beauty of the sky. As Eveline refreshed her feet she heard a faint cry coming from the other side of the island and she got up. Lifting her long and beautifully woven dress above her ankles, quietly tip toeing toward the cry. As she drew closer to the wide and ancient tree, she slowly walked around and was met by two things, firstly a beautiful woman crying on the shore and secondly an incredible throne made of what looked to be the same bark as the ancient tree that stood over it. Eveline hide herself behind the tree and looked around at the woman.
 
   The stranger was quietly crying, her beautiful, long auburn hair just mere inches from the ground, dancing in the wind. She was wearing a beautiful, purple dress and her feet were bare. Atop her beautiful head was a crown of copper, it looked to be flowers intertwined about one another, small with different coloured jewels at their centre. The stranger turned her head around but didn’t notice Eveline. Eveline was struck with the likeness they both shared, auburn hair, golden eyes and pale skin. What confused Eveline was that the woman should have seen her and yet she looked right through her, wiping away tears and suddenly smiling. Eveline turned around to face the lake and saw a boat coming towards her with a young man in it. Quickly she ran around the tree, hiding behind the throne, her eyes on the man staying quiet.
 
   The woman who had been crying was standing waiting for the man to come to the shore. Eveline watched as the woman stood up tall, radiating a magnificence of beauty and grace. As the boat came closer, Eveline gasped at the man inside, he got up and jumped over into the water running up to Eveline with his arms open. Eveline smiled at the tender embrace the couple shared, as though they had been parted for a long time. For a while they simply stood in one another’s arms, which gave Eveline ample time to observe the man. He was very tall, with golden hair and Eveline guessed, green eyes. The man was dressed like a mighty prince, similar to princes in fairy-tales as ridiculous as that thought was, it was to Eveline the only thing she could equate him too. He was dressed in leather pants, knee- high boots, and a white linen shirt which was tucked into his leather pants, covered by a long silver tunic that separated at the hips, which was under a beautiful light green robe that fell to his ankles. About his waist was a beautiful silver sword belt holding within it what seemed to be the man’s sword. Eveline had to admit that the man was incredibly handsome.
 
   The couple released one another, keeping their hands intertwined. Eveline perked her ears listening in to their conversation.
 
   “Elieor, you have come back,” the woman cried softly, leaning her forehead against the young man’s, closing her eyes happily.
 
   “I couldn’t leave you here alone, I tried I promise, we have been parted for two moons and I found myself weakening without you,” Elieor replied sadly.
 
   “My father, he will not allow us to be together,” the woman cried in a graceful manner. Elieor brought the woman’s face up towards his own and kissed her lips gently.
 
   “But he will allow you to be left alone here for eternity?” he argued, “You are Heiden’s child, his only surviving child, you are a goddess, princess of heaven, the finest jewel among the stars; you were not meant to be alone , to walk the gardens of Calhuni by yourself always waiting for your father to come.”
 
   “He will come,” the woman whispered firmly, “he promised.”
 
   “Unyae, he left you here pregnant without anyone to help or to protect you, your child has left you and now serves Lagar, where is your father?” Elieor argued hotly, “who is protecting you from Lagar now? No one and yet you deny the love that we both share for one another?”
 
   “It is not as simple as walking out of Calhuni a free woman, your wife, your Queen,” Unyae replied weakly, “my father will kill you if he learns about us, it is forbidden.”
 
   “I am beyond caring, I will protect you until my dying breathe, I will spend my days making you happy,” smiled Elieor passionately, “let your father try to strike me down, I care not, the world darkens my love, it darkens with each passing day. I have watched my own people suffer at the hands of Islaer and your son, the Queen of Taer has been murdered, the High King of the North is shielding himself against his own son who wishes him dead, time is short.”
 
   “If I marry you, every follower of Islaer and Lagar will come looking for us, we will never be free of their hatred their obsession to kill me,” pleaded Unyae.
 
   “And who is to say that your own son will not lead them here? Were you are alone and vulnerable? Does it not make sense that you are shielded by me, by my people?” pleaded Elieor. “I have tried in vain to live without you, but I cannot, each time I ride into battle unsure of my fate and every time I see you on the field and my heart falls silent. In my dreams I imagine you alone here easy prey for our enemies, I cannot let you linger here in fear and doubt, I must have you for my own.”
 
   “Your people will think me strange as I am,” Unyae moaned stepping back and highlighting her difference in looks.
 
   “At the beginning yes they will question who you are and where it is you come from, but in time they will let their gazes fall elsewhere, they will see..,” Elieor touched her cheek gently with his index finger, “how beautiful, how kind and how gracious you truly are, they will fall in love with you the way I fell in love with you.”
 
   Eveline watched on, her heart beating loudly within her chest, she wanted so badly so Unyae to follow her heart. Elieor was so deeply in love with her and really she was better off by his side than alone here being hunted by her enemies.
 
   “I will come with you,” announced Unyae gladly, her shoulders almost sighing in relief, her eyes glowing as they gazed into her lovers face. Elieor suddenly lifted her into his arms and swung her around in gaiety laughing loudly and kissing her frantically.
 
   “My love!” he declared, “long have I dreamt of this moment, come let me bring you back to my home so that I may marry you and love you the rest of our days!” he proclaimed proudly suddenly setting her down and guiding her to the boat, helping her in and wrapping a blanket across her knees.
 
   Eveline stood behind the throne and watched the lovers sail away to the shores of the forest, watching them walk under the trees and out of sight. Happiness soared through her, what a beautiful moment she had witnessed, she had no idea what it meant, but deep down she felt she knew Unyae and Elieor, and she felt infinitely connected to them in an unexplainable way. As she walked out from the cover of the throne an arch suddenly appeared in the air. Without warning her feet moved towards the arch and she stepped through it falling into darkness, falling and falling until she hit a marbled floor, unharmed and without pain. Getting up Eveline gasped as she took in the magnificent hall, the ceiling so high it almost touched the sky, the nave so long, she could not see the end and in the centre, two thrones, exactly like the throne on the island. Around her women and men, finely dressed walked about, unaware of her presence. As she tried to focus, she noticed that above the throne, high up the ceiling split allowing a golden light filter through what looked to be glass. It was beautiful Eveline sighed, it shined directly down at the throne, illuminating it in a golden hue. The ceiling was beautiful carved in what looked to be some kind of slower, coated by gold and copper. The rest of the hall was a mass of high pillars that must have been at least five stories high which merged into pointed arches. The side aisles of the nave were bordered with marble statues of Kings and Queens. The hall seemed to have two arms, each the same length as the nave and meeting at the centre where the two thrones stood.
 
   The men and women were dressed much like Elieor and Unyae, they were tall and beautiful, graceful and elegant. It seemed that Eveline was invisible to the men and women who walked by her and so she stepped out of the nave aisle and made for the thrones. Carefully she winded her way through the mass crowd of what seemed to be courtiers. As she stood in front of the thrones, she noticed incredible glass stained windows, arching their ways heavenward at each end of the nave. The windows were almost like identical to a rainbow, the most exquisite colours were illuminating by the sun, sending rays of purple, pink, blue and other colours onto the marbled floor. Eveline let her gaze crawl along the upper floor of the hall, which very much resembled a great cathedral only more magnificent. Women stood in groups talking with each other happily whilst men both in armour and formal dress walked by. Suddenly out of nowhere the upper floor burst into song, trumpets coming into view. Eveline watched as the flow of men and women stopped and the doors to the south of the nave opened, letting a stream of pure light flow in, hitting her eyes directly.
 
   Eveline almost stumbled as the light hit her and the sound of the trumpets almost lifting her body up of the ground. As she refocused she watched the crowds divide to each side, as a couple, flanked by guards made their way towards her. Quickly Eveline fled from the throne and joined the crowd, standing nearby but not too close. Women pressed together trying to get a better view whilst the men whispered amongst themselves. The couple now drew closer and Eveline stood stunned as she noticed Unyae and Elieor walking past, both holding each other’s hand and talking happily amongst themselves. Elieor and Unyae ascended the steps and both turned and sat down on the thrones, hands still entwined. The trumpets stopped and what seemed to be a high guard, dressed in green and silver took to the steps and announced.
 
   “King Elieor of Caci and his Queen Unyae,” and stepped down, the crowds suddenly moving again. Eveline watched on as knights made to talk to the King and noticed as she edged closer that Unyae seemed to be heavily pregnant. Getting pushed about, Eveline found herself standing right in front of the royal couple and stood still, her eyes wide with wonder. Unyae was gently soothing her bump, very swollen and round. Her hair was beautifully decorated around her crown of golden leaves. Eveline gazed at Unyae so very like herself and began to wonder why she was here.
 
   “Aeda what is the news from Rhane have the ruarrians been defeated and pushed back to their own borders?” King Elieor asked seriously.
 
   “My king,” the knight bowed low, “your men have indeed pushed them back. Dagna has retreated with his troops, many life’s have been lost, but Rhane is safe once again,” he announced, his hand on his heart as he spoke. King Elieor arose from his throne and clasped Aeda in his arms.
 
   “Brave are your soldiers Aeda, see that they are given time to go home to their wife’s and children,” he announced happily. Aeda thanked the King before he left, making his way through the crowds and out of the great hall.
 
   “What about your sister?” Unyae asked her husband, who sat back down heralding the next knight forward.
 
   “Ceada is safe in Ethe, her castle is strongly defended by their ancient walls, if she needs aid I will send it, but the forces of Islaer seem to be retreating back to Ruarr,” answered Elieor contently. “You need to stop worrying you should rest my love, our child will soon be with us and you will need your energy.”
 
   “You are right, I think I should like to go for a walk in the gardens if your lordship wills it?” Unyae asked softly, gazing at her husband with love.
 
   “Off course, take a maid with you just for safety,” replied Elieor kissing his wife’s hand tenderly.
 
   “Meda will come,” replied Unyae getting up, releasing her hand from Elieor and making her way towards a young woman with black hair and a soft face. Elieor watched his wife exit through the left arm of the nave before calling Edwin forward.
 
   “Edwin my old friend what news of Mathilda, did you send her to the Dunaman elder, I am sure the crossing to Summe was difficult?”
 
   “My king, Mathilda has been safely taken to summe, the Dunaman tribe will keep her safe until she if of age, and Anvin has assured me she will be safe until the time comes for her to take back her mother’s throne.”
 
   Eveline listened to the conversation between the king and his subject before turning to follow Unyae, who was walking alongside her maid talking. Pushing past courtiers, Eveline walked under the tall, oak doors of the nave and out onto and expansive garden, bordered by high railings. Unyae was walking toward the railing, cradling her unborn child as she happily talked to Meda. Both women stopped and looked over the railings. Eveline stopped at the railings and stepped back in awe as she took in the scenery. The palace was surrounded by what looked to be a great river that ran down to a distant sea. To her north lay vast mountains, to her east a city full of buildings and towers. The island was connected by a beautiful bridge. It was she agreed the most beautiful place she had ever seen, the sea to the south, the mountains to the north, it was safe and unlike anything she had ever seen before.
 
   “Have you had any visions of the baby my lady?” Meda asked curiously, her soft face healthy and glowing.
 
   “No, but I feel it is a girl,” replied Unyae firmly, “she just feels like a girl.”
 
   “And what shall you name her is she is indeed a girl?” Meda asked merrily, her black hair tied back and her blue eyes sparkling, Eveline knew at once that Unyae and her maid were firm friends.
 
   “Celestine,” replied Unyae her eyes gazing southwards towards the sea.
 
   “What does it mean?” Meda enquired, her hands on the railings.
 
   “It means star of the heavens,” Unyae replied softly, rubbing her swollen stomach with love.
 
   “That is beautiful, for if she rivals you in looks then she surely will mirror all the stars in the heavens,” smiled Meda.
 
   “I do indeed hope so, though I do also hope that she inherits her father’s wisdom and intellectual mind,” Unyae disclosed faithfully to her maid.
 
   “Yes, he is the wisest King I have served, well I served his father when I was young,” Meda answered with a frown, “he was a little more withdrawn, kind and compassionate off course, but not so forward as King Elieor.”
 
   “Yes Elieor has talked of his father’s withdrawn ways, I think he inherited it from his mother, let’s hope our daughter is as forward as her father, she will need to be when she rules the kingdom in his place,” Unyae laughed softly.
 
   “Shall we roam the gardens for a while my lady?” Meda asked, turning round and motioning Unyae onwards.
 
   “Yes lets, it’s nice to be out in the gardens whilst the sun is high in the sky, the days shorten and soon winter will be here and the sun desolate and shy,” sighed Unyae walking away from Eveline. Eveline stayed where she was taking it all in. The palace was made of a white stone and stood tall and mighty against the blue skies, it almost shimmered as though white diamonds were hiding under the stone. She wondered what the city was like, what were the normal and poorer citizens of Caci like, did they love their King and Queen? Eveline pondered over the questions that filled her head almost unaware of the hole that opened up under her feet swallowing her into another void of darkness.
 
   Eveline fell again into a deep darkness this time falling onto wet grass. Closing her eyes until she felt her stomach settle, Eveline held onto the wet strands of grass before opening her eyes. She was back once more at the island, only this time it was night and the sky was filled with the largest moon she had ever seen, not silver but a faint silvery blue. Getting up once more she stood quietly, a little tired but ready for what she was about to encounter next. In front of her stood what looked to be Unyae and Elieor with their child in Unyae’s arm. Something wasn’t right, they were both crying deeply.
 
   “We have been poisoned,” Unyae cried into the shoulder of her husband, who was hugging her tightly, kissing the baby’s head with a raw emotion.
 
   “Your son, he can shapeshift,” Elieor stated, “I did not know he could shapeshift.”
 
   “Neither did I,” cried Unyae. “He has been amongst our court for the past year Elieor and I didn’t see him.”
 
   “My love neither of us knew, how could we?” Elieor replied darkly.
 
   “I had hoped that if we came here my father would help, who will look after Celestine,” Unyae pleaded, drawing her eyes up to the heavens, tears falling down her cheeks.
 
   “He will come,” urged Elieor, bending over in pain, “he must come.”
 
   “He will leave us, why should he help I disobeyed his orders, I brought this upon us both,” stammered Unyae rocking her baby in her arms.
 
   “Come you must relax or the poison will quicken through your veins,” pleaded Elieor. Eveline ran from the shore up to the dying King and Queen, her face sore with grieve, how could it be? How could they die? It wasn’t right, what would happen to their baby?
 
   “Our child Elieor, what will happen to our child?” cried Unyae sitting down on the throne. Elieor bent down and kissed his wife’s head.
 
   “I don’t know,” he whispered, kneeling down before her. Eveline watched as the family huddled together in their finale moments. Eveline looked down at the crying baby and was stunned by what she saw. The child had hair like her mothers and her eyes were golden, she looked just like Eveline. Eveline walked around the throne and knelt down on either side of Unyae and Elieor and let her hand reach out to the babe, who instinctively stopped crying at her touch. Eveline choked back a cry as the baby held onto her finger smiling up into her eyes. Together they held still until a bright light filled the night sky. Eveline, Elieor and Unyae looked up as a comet flashed through the sky making for the island. Elieor got up and watched the light fall to the ground before them. Eveline held on to the baby’s hand as Unyae coughed, silver blood flowing from her nose and mouth. A figure clad in white walked towards the couple. Eveline cried in awe as she noticed Theodore striding up to them.
 
   “Theodore!” she cried hoping he could hear, disappointed that he didn’t.
 
   “My Queen,” Theodore bowed, “I am Cael, guard of Heaven, and I am here on behalf of your father.”
 
   “He will not come,” cried Unyae, “he has left me to die.”
 
   “Your father wants very much to be here your majesty, but has told me to tell you both that it is in the aid of Celestine’s safety that he remain away.” Theodore replied gently looking down at the baby with a smile on his lips.
 
   “He will leave us to die?” Elieor whispered. Theodore turned to the King, his eyes sad and full of sorrow.
 
   “My King has told me to tell you that he is not angry with you for loving his daughter, you will be honoured among the stars for protecting Unyae.”
 
   Unyae bent over in pain, blood flowing from her. Elieor bent to her side coughing violently.
 
   “Take her,” Unyae begged, “Take her away from here.”
 
   Theodore stepped forward and lifted Celestine away from her mother, holding her close to his chest.
 
   “Promise,” Unyae choked, “Promise to protect her, to tell her about us.”
 
   “She will be protected,” Theodore promised cradling the crying baby in his arms. Elieor bent down and kissed his child, leaving blood on her cheek.
 
   “Go!” he ordered, “I do not want her last memory of us to be this,” he begged taking his wife into his arms and falling to the ground, his body giving up. Eveline screamed out loud.
 
   “No!” she cried “You must save them!” she yelled trying to get Theodore to listen. Theodore turned from them and was gone, the night becoming dark once more. Eveline turned and ran up to the dying couple, kneeling down in front of them, resting her hands on their arms tenderly.
 
   “My love,” Elieor spluttered uncontrollably.
 
   “My love,” whispered Unyae, her eyes beginning to close as her husband cradled her, leaning his back against the wooden throne.
 
   “I will never regret loving you,” he whispered before closing his eyes and letting his head fall backwards.
 
   “And I you,” choked Unyae, her eyes shutting slowly, her chest falling silent.
 
   “No!” cried Eveline bending over the lifeless King and Queen crying. The world about Eveline faded away as she cried, her heart aching. She felt herself turnabout in the darkness, not caring where she would end up, just wishing she could stay with the King and Queen.
 
   Eveline fell into deep water, finding her body suddenly reacting to staying alive, and her legs kicking wildly beneath her. Fighting she found her way to the surface, her eyes hit by the direct light of the sun. Opening her eyes she found them lingering upon her house in Keswick, nestled neatly between the lake and the trees. Swimming to the shore she fell onto the stony beach, rolling onto her back and closing her eyes. In the distance she heard children playing. Rolling onto her side she opened her eyes and spotted two children running in between the trees, a boy with brown hair and a girl with auburn. They were playing chase, and the boy was heading straight for her. Eveline got and realised that she wasn’t drenched with water as she should be.
 
   “William wait, mummy said we aren’t to go near the water!” screeched the little girl, her auburn hair flying behind her as she made a stop in front of William who was laughing.
 
   “Oh Eveline, you’re a cold sore sometimes,” he teased taking her hand in his own.
 
   “That’s a mean thing to say William!” Eveline huffed loudly, folding her arms across her petite frame. “You’re meant to be my best friend,”
 
   “I am your best friend silly!” answered William giving her a friendly tap on the shoulder.
 
   “Last one back to the house!” announced Eveline turning on her heels and running back up the path through the trees. William waited a few seconds before running after her. Eveline smiled, she couldn’t remember that day, but she remembered the countless days she had spent with William, they had grown up together, they had been best friends and she had discarded his love, friendship and loyalty in the space of two days. Shortly after the children had upped and ran away Eveline found herself following them, deep in thought. As Eveline passed under the oak, fir and willow trees, the sky suddenly changed and the ground beneath her. The sky became dark, and rain began to fall. The ground beneath her was laden with autumn leaves and puddles and she raced to find shelter.
 
   “Will this ever end?” she asked the world, raising her hands up in defeat. Sighing loudly, Eveline stood under the cover of a tree and waited for the rain to stop. As she leaned against the tree looking up through the nearly bare branches she heard muffled cried and footsteps coming. Eveline felt a chill fall down her spine, there was something about this day, something about the way it felt that reminded her of a day she had spent the last fifteen years blocking. It was the day of her parent’s funeral and just as she remembered, her seven year old self ran past her crying. Eveline jumped forward and followed her younger self, she knew where she was headed. Thunder rolled in the background as Eveline stopped just behind her younger self, who was now on the ground crying her heart out, the cold water hitting her knees roughly.
 
   “Get up,” Eveline called, but her younger self didn’t hear her and she knew it was useless trying to intervene.
 
   “I hate you!” the younger Eveline cried out, thrashing her hand into the water violently. “You take everything, everything away from me!” she went on, taking time to breathe. Eveline felt sorrow for her younger self, dressed in a black pinafore, her auburn hair tightly tied up into a knot. She looked pale, thin and withdrawn, unalike the young girl she had just seen playing with William, she had lost a part of herself. Eveline had lost her security, her parents were her best friends, they were kind, caring and gentle and most of all they absolutely adored one another and Eveline was certain that this made all of the difference, to be a part of a unit dependant on love.
 
   “You will get stronger,” Eveline whispered to her younger self as she sobbed uncontrollably, shouting at God and damning him to eternity. She moved forward, knelt down and placed a hand on her shoulder. The younger Eveline must have felt the touch because she flinched instantly and turned round. For a moment they both stared at one another silently.
 
   “Hello.” 
 
   “Hello,” replied Eveline.
 
   “Hello,” replied another voice. Eveline turned her body around and stared across at a man. She didn’t remember this happening, maybe she blocked it out as well. The man was dressed in a smart suit covered with a heavy coat, topped with a hat, scarf and gloves. He looked familiar Eveline pondered, taking in his features which were altogether strange. She couldn’t put an age on his, his eyes were golden like her own, his hair silver but his skin unwrinkled and smooth.
 
   “Are you lost?” The younger Eveline asked, staying put but wiping her nose on her sleeve.
 
   “No but I have a feeling you are,” replied the man coming forward a little.
 
   “I’m not, my house is over there,” stated Eveline pointing up at the distant cottage beyond the trees.
 
   “Yes so it is,” the man smiled, “but that’s not what I meant.”
 
   “What do you mean?” Eveline asked frowning.
 
   “You are on your knees crying, I think you are a little lost,” the man stated matter of fact. Eveline watched the young girl scrunch up her nose in stubbornness. “Would you like to talk about it?”
 
   “Do I have too?” she replied flatly.
 
   “No, you don’t but why don’t you try,” the man smiled coming forward and offering her his hand.
 
   “I’m not meant to talk to strangers,” Eveline said sharply.
 
   “No I believe you shouldn’t, but I mean you no harm I promise,” the man answered honestly. “Come let us go for a walk, you can lead me to your house if you want?”
 
   “Do I have to go back right now?” Eveline sighed deeply.
 
   “No, we can walk slowly if you wish,” the man offered, placing her hand on his arm and guiding her away from the lake. Eveline got up and followed the pair.
 
   “Do you live here?” The younger Eveline asked the gentleman quietly.
 
   “What do you think?” he asked inquisitively, his eyes smiling.
 
   “You feel strange if you don’t mind my saying,” Eveline replied curiously.
 
   “Does that frighten you?” the man replied softly.
 
   “No.”
 
   “So why are you in such a frightful state?” the man asked.
 
   “My parents died,” Eveline cried, wiping her nose again and keeping her eyes lowered.
 
   “My child how sorry I am for your loss,” the man sighed deeply stopping in his tracks and looking down at her.
 
   “It was their funeral today,” Eveline choked “and I just feel so angry.”
 
   “Off course you do, they were your parents, it is unfair that they should leave you here alone,” the man soothed, patting her hand tenderly.
 
   “I just don’t understand why God would do that,” Eveline stuttered in between sobs. “Is He punishing me?”
 
   “Why would God want to punish you child?” the man asked concerned.
 
   “Because maybe I’m not good enough, maybe I play with the boys too much like my teacher says, maybe because I don’t pray enough or read my bible,” Eveline sobbed pathetically.
 
   “Now you listen to me,” the man stated firmly causing Eveline to raise her eyes to him. “God would never punish you for foolish mishaps such as not praying enough, do you think Him so fickle?”
 
   “I don’t know, I’ve never spoken to Him,” Eveline stated bluntly.
 
   “Are you sure about that?” the man asked seriously.
 
   “How do you know you’re talking to God?” Eveline shrugged.
 
   “Because deep down, tucked away something inside of you is telling you that you are,” the man suggested looking down at Eveline as she gasped quietly, her eyes widening.
 
   “But how do I know you are God?” she quizzed her arms folded in an act of rebellion. “You are just a man.”
 
   “Give me your hands,” the stranger asked Eveline. Eveline held up her hands willingly. The older Eveline watched on in horror, awe and shock she most defiantly did not remember this.
 
   “What are you going to do?” the younger Eveline asked nervously.
 
   “I am going to give you something to help with the pain,” the stranger replied, letting his own hands hover above the child’s. The man closed his eyes and suddenly a small ball of light came alive in-between their hands.
 
   “Oh!” sighed Eveline, her golden eyes wide with awe, “what is it?”
 
   “This is a special light, it will stay in your heart forever and every time you feel pain, it will ease the pain away, it will bring you comfort and warmth when you need it the most,” the stranger said.
 
   “Truly?” Eveline asked watching the little ball of light turn around in her palm.
 
   “Truly,” the stranger smiled, moving the ball of light with his hand and placing it in her heart, the light fading. Eveline stood rooted to the spot, amazed by what she was witnessing, this was incredible if it was true. The younger Eveline held a hand to heart. “Can you feel it?” the stranger asked.
 
   “Yes,” Eveline nodded, “My heart feels…, warm.”
 
   “Eveline, I want you to know that I am not punishing you. I want you to know that my heart aches for the loss of your parents,” the stranger began, kneeling down to her height.
 
   “Then why did they die?” Eveline asked innocently.
 
   “I gave humans free will, this causes them to make good and bad decisions, the man that drove into you parents was drunk, his bad decision led to your parents death, it was not because I was punishing you,” the stranger replied gently, “you are very precious to me and I will always be watching over you.”
 
   “Do you have a name?” Eveline asked curiously, fluttering her dark eyelashes causing the stranger to smile.
 
   “My daughter used to flutter her eyelashes just like that,” he muttered under his breath.
 
   “You have a daughter?” Eveline smiled.
 
   “I had a daughter, but she died,” replied the stranger, “and my name is Heiden, my daughter was called Unyae and her daughter was called Celestine.”
 
   “What does Celestine mean?” Eveline asked quietly, letting Heiden hold her hands in his own.
 
   “It means star of the heavens,” smiled Heiden.
 
   “Does she live with you?” Eveline asked.
 
   “No, she is being looked after somewhere else,” answered Heiden sadly.
 
   “Why?” Eveline asked a little confused.
 
   “In my world Eveline, there are those that wish my granddaughter harm, and so I keep her hidden so that she may have a happy life away from danger and darkness.”
 
   “Do you miss her?” Eveline asked gently, her eyes forlorn and dimmed by grieve.
 
   “Every moment that goes by I wish her to be by my side,” Heiden whispered, “but she is happy and well looked after, to love someone is to put their needs before your own.”
 
   “But you will see her again?” Eveline asked hopefully.
 
   “When the time is right,” nodded Heiden, “now should we get you back to your grandmother, she is very worried about you.”
 
   “She is quite dramatic,” sighed Eveline taking Heiden’s hand and following him back towards the cottage. The older Eveline was too stunned beyond words and simply let her feet do the work.
 
   “Yes your grandmother is a very rare woman,” laughed Heiden, “but a great one at that, she has a great passion for equality and I respect that and I hear her cakes are heavenly.”
 
   “It’s true her cakes are heavenly,” cooed Eveline smiling up at Heiden, “but her cooking is quite terrible if you ask me, I give it to the dogs when she isn’t looking.”
 
   “I know you do!” teased Heiden.
 
   “It doesn’t hurt her,” replied Eveline naively.
 
   “No it doesn’t, but many children don’t have a great grandmother to cook them dinner and bake them cakes,” Heiden lectured gently.
 
   “I know, that’s what our minister says all the time,” Eveline replied rolling her eyes, “But what can I do about it?”
 
   “You can pray for them?” Heiden offered.
 
   “Does it really work, praying?” Eveline asked seriously as they exited from the forest and walked over the field.
 
   “Yes, if you truly mean what you say,” replied Hieden firmly.
 
   “Oh then I shall pray every night, will you come and see me again?” Eveline enquired hopefully, for she dearly liked the stranger she had met. Heiden stopped near to the cottage and turned to Eveline, his eyes a little sad.
 
   “I wish I could, but I cannot, it would be too dangerous and I only want you to be safe,” Heiden replied causing Eveline to frown. “I am sorry I have to do this, but you have lifted my heart from a dark and gloomy place. I want you to know that I love you very much and that we will see each other soon.” Quickly he swiped his hands over her eyes causing her to blink. As soon as she opened her eyes he was gone and she shrugged as if nothing had happened, running towards the cottage a little happier.
 
   Eveline watched her younger self enter the house, closing the door behind her and covered her mouth with her hand in shock. She stood in front of the house for a good ten minutes before turning to leave, wherever it was she meant to go, because usually at this point she would once again fall into a bottomless void of darkness. Instead Eveline was met by the stranger her younger self had just encountered. Silence loomed as she looked at the transformed Heiden, now fully himself, his long silver hair falling behind his golden robe, his eyes bright and gold, and his face still smooth and ageless. He smiled at her knowingly.
 
   “Come,” he announced, “Let us walk.”
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   Eveline quietly followed Heiden, the sky changing to a beautiful summer’s day. The birds were singing and in the distance farmers were out in the fields, herding their sheep, the barks of the sheepdog travelling far. Instead of walking toward the lake, Heiden guided Eveline up the fields, walking amongst the wild flowers that bloomed brightly.
 
   “You are probably very confused,” he began, not turning his head but just guiding her onwards.
 
   “I think I should be, but strangely I am not,” she replied calmly, “this is a dream.”
 
   “But who is to say that it is not real?” asked Heiden gently, his silver hair floating about behind him.
 
   “Dreams are just the conjuring up of deep thoughts,” Eveline responded flatly.
 
   “And what do you think? Is this just the conjuring up of a deep thought?” Heiden quizzed turning quickly to glance at her.
 
   “When you put it so eloquently, I suppose it is if all of this really happened,” Eveline shrugged because she honestly didn’t know what else to do.
 
   “All I have shown you is true,” Heiden announced loudly, the sun causing his robe to shimmer brightly.
 
   “Then if it is I am going to be in therapy for a very long time,” moaned Eveline heavily, it was true, what was she to do when she eventually woke up? Put all of this to the side?
 
   “I don’t believe you will, do you want to know why?” Heiden asked stopping, and feeling the ground beneath him before sitting down, motioning Eveline to follow suite. Eveline sat down a little bit away from Heiden, but close enough.
 
   “Why?” she asked, holding up her hand to shield her eyes from the blaring sun.
 
   “Because you have always known deep down inside that you do not belong to this world,” he replied, his hands motioning to the world around them, “and you have tried very, very hard to prove that you do.”
 
   “Don’t we all feel as though we do not belong?” Eveline quizzed, letting her legs relax, she was incredible tired and disorientated.
 
   “Yes, we do, but humans know where they come from, they can trace their roots back to a beginning,” Heiden answered.
 
   “I belong here,” Eveline replied stupidly.
 
   “No you don’t, have you ever met another human with eyes like yours?” Heiden asked raising his eyebrows.
 
   “No, but then I would have to meet every single human being on the earth,” replied Eveline sarcastically.
 
   “I’m being serious Celestine,” Heiden scolded.
 
   “That is not my name,” argued Eveline hotly, it was the name of the baby she had watched over and held.
 
   “That is your name, the baby that you met, that was you,” Heiden announced calmly undeterred by her attitude of denial.
 
   “Impossible,” Eveline retorted shaking her head.
 
   “And yet when you think about it…, when you really think about it, is it?” Heiden asked, “Impossible?”
 
   Eveline let her mind wander back to the memories she had just experienced, when she had met Unyae she was stunned by their likeness and equally so when she first laid eyes on their baby. Heiden watched his granddaughter come to the realisation that what he was saying was the truth. He waited patiently as she tried to figure it all out in her head, unable to do so.
 
   “If this is true, then you have a lot of explaining to do,” Eveline whispered, her head in her hands.
 
   “And we have all the time in the world to do just that,” Heiden replied seriously.
 
   “Okay,” Eveline sighed.
 
   “Shall we start at the beginning?” Heiden asked her softly, watching as she tried to keep herself in check.
 
   “If you would be so kind,” she muttered, keeping her eyes averted from him.
 
   “I am your grandfather as you may now have guessed, your mother was my only daughter Unyae, my most precious jewel.” Hieden smiled as an image of his daughter conjured up within his mind, she was so beautiful, just like her daughter. “Her mother, Unae and two brothers, Bada and Runae were killed by Lagar, who you know to be Lucifer. When my wife and two boys were taken from me I will not deny that I entered into a dark place. I was unaware that my daughter who lived had been raped by Lagar and in turn impregnated by him. I sent her to a secret garden within the three Kingdoms of Calhuni, it is called Calhuni and you have been there. My kingdom entered into a dark war against hell and I stupidly thought my daughter would be safe, not for one second did I stop to think of how lonely she would be, draped in her grief and longing for understanding and love.”
 
   “Why did you isolate her away from her home away from you?” Eveline asked feeling an intense pity and sympathy towards Unyae.
 
   “Lagar has a plan, had a plan I should say, it was to impregnate my daughter so that her son or daughter would have equal claim not only to my throne, but to Lagar’s throne; this would mean that the child was as powerful as myself and Lagar and by the laws of the universe, he was entitled to the claim of the throne.” Heiden took in a deep breath and watched as two butterflies danced around a daisy. “I wasn’t aware that he had already implemented his plan, I just knew that I had to protect my only daughter and only heir to my throne and Calhuni is protected by ancient powers that can withstand the dark powers of demons.”
 
   “But you never visited her?” Eveline stressed, if Unyae was her mother then she felt she had to stand up for her, she had to receive justice for all the loneliness, pain and confusion she must have felt.
 
   “No, it was too dangerous and my kingdom was weak.” Heiden answered flatly.
 
   “That’s simply not good enough,” Eveline said with feeling.
 
   “I know, it is my greatest regret that I treated her so, that I let her bare a child of rape, alone and without support,” cried Heiden the true burden of his regret etched upon his beautifully smooth face.
 
   “What happened to the child?” Eveline asked softly, no matter how angry she should be with him for all that he let happen to her mother, she couldn’t summon the anger, it drifted away leaving her feeling pity for her grandfather, grieve as she already knew complicated your thought process and how you functioned, why shouldn’t it be the same for him?
 
   “She had a boy and named him Heidan in honour of me, it means bringer of peace, and not at all a name that suits who he has become,” replied Heiden darkly. “He has become a prince of darkness, and resided in a kingdom called Ruarr, which is ruled over by a ruthless chieftain names Islaer a follower of dark magic.”
 
   “I heard his name in a conversation I witnessed at Caci, my father,” it felt very strange to be calling Elieor her father, in fact it felt wrong, “ I mean the King had defeated some of his soldiers at a place called Rhane?”
 
   “Yes it was a great victory for Elieor, but it was the last, the ruarrians drew Elieor’s eyes away from his sister’s stronghold in Ethe, to the north were a vast legion of ruarrians attacked and conquered.”
 
   “And what happened to his sister?” Eveline asked nervously knowing by the look he now gave her that she had not survived.
 
   “She was drawn, hung and quartered before her people, who were sent away on slave ships to the east,” answered Heiden.
 
   “Poor Elieor, I think he loved his sister very much,” whispered Eveline changing her legs about as her hip became stiff.
 
   “Your father was a brave and honourable man, a very intelligent man,” Heiden smiled, “no he was not meant for my daughter, but I was hardly in a position to argue with him after all as he so eloquently put it, I had left her alone in a bordered garden, pregnant and vulnerable.”
 
   “You did, but against my better judgement I can understand why and as you said you did not know that she was pregnant.”
 
   “If I had known that she was I assure you with all of my heart that I would have made sure she was by my side always, what would have happened with the child I do not know, but I am fairly certain if he had grown up in Heaven with me as his mentor, he would not be as cruel and dark as he is now,” Heiden confirmed firmly.
 
   “How were my parents poisoned?” Eveline went on, waiting a few moments and giving Heiden space to relieve the heaviness that weighed upon his elegant shoulders.
 
   “Heidan has been practising dark magic for quite some time now, he has perfected the art of shapeshifting, he can shapeshift into the form of animals and humans, this is how he got into the court of your father, he poisoned their wine on your name calling day,” Heiden responded weakly. “From what I have gathered, your mother knew instantly and they made their way directly to Calhuni seeking my help.”
 
   “You didn’t come,” Eveline said blandly, “you left your daughter to die without saying goodbye.”
 
   Heiden dramatically got up from the warm grass and began to walk about in circle, his head in his hands. Turning abruptly he looked down at his granddaughter in earnest.
 
   “It was not that I wished to stay away from her, it was to protect you,” he pleaded. “I had to make sure that you would remember nothing, it was the only way to keep you hidden not only from Lagar but from your half-brother who wishes you dead. You are the only other blood relative that has a claim to not only my throne by the throne of Calhuni, only a King or Queen blessed by me, or someone within my bloodline can claim my throne and the High throne of Calhuni.”
 
   “So Theodore, he is my guardian?” Eveline asked sharply, bending her legs up to her chin.
 
   “Yes, and when he left with you I entered the gardens. I cradled your mother in my arms for days, and your father for he gave her the gift of love and happiness, something I had taken away from her,” Heiden cried softly, letting his eyes roam over the vast fields of green grass and sheep.
 
   “What did you do with their bodies?” Eveline replied, trying to keep a close eye on her emotions as they dared to overwhelm her.
 
   “I buried them beneath the tree of life, they are with the stars now,” replied Hieden wistfully looking up at the blue sky dotted with tiny clouds. Eveline got up from the grass and walked to her grandfather’s side not looking at him, but standing close.
 
   “What was your plan, to keep me hidden without me knowing of my true heritage or to wait until the time was right to tell me?”
 
   “It was never my will to let you live on as though you were not my granddaughter, as though you were not the heir to your fathers throne; you are subconsciously becoming powerful as you get older, the shadows have found you and that is why Theodore followed you down to Bath, it was why those shadows stalked you and why Galean stayed with you and Belle.”
 
   “And now? What happens now?” Eveline asked seriously.
 
   “Nothing has turned out how I had hoped and in a way Theodore, Cael as he is rightly named is to blame.” Sighed Heiden unsure of how to go on about a subject as personal as his granddaughters heart.
 
   “How is he to blame?” Eveline wondered, folding her arms and feeling a defensive need to support Theodore. “If anyone is at fault it is you.”
 
   “I admit to my failings, but in my defence I had warned Cael about the implications of him falling in love with you,” Heiden replied sharply. Eveline moved forward, her gown flowing about her warmly. She closed her eyes and lifted her face to the sun remembering the first time she had met Theodore, it felt as though they had met a hundred years before. Eveline met the silence with calm and let her senses rush as she remembered their first day together, the unspoken connection the need to be at his side always. Theodore was her match in so many ways and in such a short space of time Galean had introduced himself and create an earth shattering divide within her. Was it only a little over two weeks ago that she allowed a man to stay in her bed with her? Something she had never intended to allow, she renowned for her independent and feminist ways. Theodore had melted her heart, even now she yearned for his comfort. Galean, he scared her, the depth of feeling her uncurled within her, he wasn’t innocent like Theodore, and he was scarred, complicated and more intense.
 
   Eveline turned her fingers inwards and clenched her fists tightly at the complications of the whole situation. If only she had stayed in Keswick, none of this mess would have evolved, she would be happy and content waiting for poor William to return to her. William would have been the safer option, she should have waited and married him, he was her best friend, he caused no mess no complication in her life, and he was black and white. Opening her eyes she turned, Heiden was sitting down on a newly visible chair watching her closely.
 
   “Please,” he motioned to her, “sit.”
 
   Eveline sat down beside Heiden and breathed in calmly.
 
   “How is Theodore to blame for my current situation?” she asked solemnly.
 
   “Cael is a commander and a very respected commander, no he is not like Galean, he is not moody, has not tasted the bitterness of life like Galean and hasn’t been exiled from heaven like Galean, yet,” Heiden sighed deeply, “ angels of his station are not allowed to marry humans or anyone from my blood line it is forbidden.”
 
   “Why?” Eveline asked slightly confused, didn’t Christianity preach that there would be no hierarchy in heaven, that all would be equal?
 
   “Once, a goddess married an angel and terrible events occurred, their children were born with deformations, the husband became darkened with greed and the goddess lost her powers, for reasons I cannot yet understand,” Heiden began, “and so I banned any marriage between an angel and human or child of my bloodline. Cael intends on marrying you, he has forgone his rights as an angel and if he binds himself to you in marriage he will become stripped of his gifts and powers making him vulnerable. If you decide to marry him I must warn you, it is not part of your destiny to marry Cael, marriage to him will lead you down a dark and terrible path.”
 
   “Why should it? We both love one another like my parents did,” Eveline argued softly.
 
   “And look what happened to them? Your mother would have been safe in Calhuni, she would not have lost her precious life,” Heiden bite back tensely.
 
   “No maybe she wouldn’t have, but she would have missed the opportunity to love another person, to be happy and to have children and most of all to be a woman,” retorted Eveline sharply. “I think it is worth all of that just to be happy.”
 
   “Your destiny has been written long before your birth Celestine, you are not bound to Cael, he is not a part of your future,” Heiden lectured, “you have two choices before you, firstly you choose to marry Cael and live here quietly,” Heiden motioned to the countryside about them, “or you choose to take up the path with which you were destined, go back to Caci, take back your throne and defeat you brother and marry the man with whom it is written in the stars, shall become your lover and husband.”
 
   “I have not the power to fight a battle, I have no claim to a throne when I have not grown up amongst my own people, and who? What man is my destiny?” growled Eveline darkly.
 
   “You have met him already, you are bound to Galean,” Heiden announced, looking at her eyes steadily. Galean? She was bound by fate to an angel she had already declared her love to? Was it possible?
 
   “Impossible,” she whispered hoping her eyes did not give away her shock.
 
   “It is not impossible, Galean was told quite some time ago that you and he were bound,” Heiden answered proudly.
 
   “He already knows?” Eveline choked, is that why he was trying to come between Theodore and herself? Because he felt bound to? Because he had been ordered?
 
   “Yes, I told him he was to try to win your heart before it was too late,” Heiden said curious at her reaction.
 
   “Well,” Eveline turned away from Heiden, shielding her eyes, “he has not won my heart and never will, I love Theodore, I want to bind myself to him and him alone.” No, she cried inwardly, why is this happening to me? Why? I have been cornered, I cannot marry Galean as he is only acting under his Kings orders and I must marry Theodore as he is giving up everything that he once was to love me. Eveline shook with anger, how had her life fallen apart so dramatically? How would she face Theodore and Galean?
 
   “Celestine, do not let pride get in the way of how you really feel,” Heiden urged gently, “Cael’s pride at not getting what he wants has damaged those around you, it has brought danger into your life, more danger than I thought possible.”
 
   “This is all so complicated,” cried Eveline, “ you bring me back so that I can understand where I come from, you caution me against marrying a man I love and on top of all of that expect me to go back to Caci, get back my throne, overthrow my half-brother and marry Galean.” Eveline shot up from the seat and walked away, turning round violently to her grandfather. “What do you want from me? You keep me hidden and unaware of my real identity, you want me to fight a war I do not understand with powers I cannot wield and to marry a man of your own choosing simply because it is,” she rolled her eyes dramatically, “my destiny.” She ended bitterly.
 
   “I understand that this has all happened very suddenly and is a shock,” Heiden replied also getting up and trying to comfort his granddaughter.
 
   “Do you? Do you really? I have just witnessed the death of my parents, realised that my life here,” she waved her hands around, “is a lie, and now you want me to up and leave everything I have known to fulfil your own agenda?”
 
   “I am not asking you to up and leave all that you know, I am giving you a choice,” pleaded Heiden.
 
   “What choice do I have? If I stay here I will forever be plagued with regret and shame and if I go I will be entering into an alien world fighting a war I truly do not understand and claiming a throne I do not really want to claim.”
 
   “You are the heir to your father’s throne,” Heiden answered flatly.
 
   “With whom I did not know of until this very day,” yelled Eveline, “I know nothing about him, nothing!”
 
   “Well you certainly have his bad temper,” answered Heiden firmly, walking away from Eveline. Eveline stood stubbornly, arms folded as she watched her grandfather simply walk away.
 
   “You scold me, and yet you simply walk away when things get hard!” she yelled to his back.
 
   “No, I am waiting for you to follow,” answered Heiden keeping his head forward and his feet moving.
 
   “I will not follow,” Eveline spat, turning the other way and walking back over the field making for her home, tears falling from her eyes. As Eveline ran across the field, the skies darkened and a strong gust threw her down onto the grass. Eveline sat up and looked behind her, Heiden was standing looking down at her.
 
   “You will follow me,” he ordered holding out his hand.
 
   “Why?” Eveline cried, her knees sore.
 
   “Because I am telling you,” he commanded waiting for her hand. Eveline clasped his strong hand in her own and stood up in front of him. Heiden brought Eveline into a strong hug and kept a hold of her, “hold on and close your eyes,” he commanded. Eveline held on tightly and closed her eyes firmly feeling the air about them changing. Darkness and stars filled her mind as they fell through time once more. Landing with a thud they both fell onto hard marble. Opening her eyes, Eveline found herself once more in the glorious palace of Caci, getting up onto her feet she stood beside Heiden and gasped at the difference between the beautiful palace she had first set her eyes on and the now dark, silent palace that stood around her.
 
   “What’s happened?” she asked Heiden who stood beside her quietly. The palace was different, instead of the two thrones that Eveline had encountered earlier, their now only stood one and it wasn’t made of wood, it was made of iron. A shiver shot down her spine as she looked at the cold and sharp throne, standing alone in the centre of the palace. Now ray of light shone down upon the throne, no crowds of courtiers mingled in the great nave, no music filled the palace walls.
 
   “You are now witnessing the very events that are taking hold of your people,” Heiden spoke darkly, holding out his arm to Eveline, who took it willingly, forgetting their argument, forgetting everything but this moment. A wild streak of anger surged within her, who had done this? Where were the people? What had happened?
 
   “Come with me,” Heiden commanded gently, “you are about to witness the actions of your half-brother.” Eveline followed Heiden carefully as they stepped away from the centre of the nave and made for the great doors. As they neared the palace doors, Eveline began to hear cries coming from outside, she glanced up at Heiden who kept his eyes firm and steadfast, “this may upset you,” he said gently, “but you need to know what has happened to your people since your father’s death.”
 
   “Is that not blackmail?” Eveline whispered as the cries became louder and clearer. Heiden stopped them both at the doors and turned to her.
 
   “No, this is not blackmail, if you are to make your mind up about how you shall live then you need to see what it is you will be leaving behind,” Heiden replied firmly before opening the large palace doors before them. A great wave of cried erupted before them, holding them to the spot. Eveline looked across the courtyard, a large and spacious area that lay before the palace. The Palace gardens were bare and colourless as Heiden guided Eveline down the palace steps and towards the courtyard. Beyond the courtyard Eveline could see large, mounted polls bordering the courtyard, which seemed to end at a point. Eveline couldn’t see where the cries were coming from, but guessed that those who were crying must have been standing looking up at the pointed end of the courtyard from below. Heiden tightened his grasp of Eveline as they became aware of why cries rang up into the darkened air about them. Bodies of women, children and men were hanging from the posts, blood dripping from their battered and torn bodies.
 
   “Oh my god!” cried Eveline un clasping her arm from Heiden and running forward to a nearby post that bared the lifeless body of a young boy, his head slumped to one side, his eyes open and lifeless. Heiden followed his granddaughter, sad and full of sorrow. “Why have you done nothing to help?” she ordered turning to her grandfather.
 
   “I have sent aid to your allies, but the power of Heidan and his followers grows steadily, his power almost matches my own, and your own.” Heiden replied, reaching up and closing the eyelids of the young boy.
 
   “But what can you do?” pleaded Eveline, “you cannot allow him to go on.”
 
   “No I cannot, and that is why I need you to help me,” Heiden responded sadly, “I cannot for reasons you will not understand, be seen by Heidan or Lagar, my own people are in danger, I must protect them.”
 
   “But these are your people too,” cried Eveline looking around her in desperation. 
 
   “You are right they are my people too, but they are your responsibility Celestine,” urged Heiden.
 
   “How can I help them?” Eveline asked pathetically.
 
   “You can give them hope by re-claiming your throne, there are those waiting to help and guide you,” Heiden answered as he closed the eyes of the lifeless bodies, keeping his own averted from Eveline.
 
   “They need a warrior, not me,” moaned Eveline turning from the dead bodies and looking down the magnificent avenue of steps descending down onto a glorious courtyard, shaped almost like the point of a star. Crowds of peasants were gathered, hurled together by dozens of soldiers. Heiden walked to her side and followed her gaze. Women were crying painfully, holding their young close to them. Men stood silent before what looked to be some kind of leader. “Can they see us?” Eveline asked making her way down the steps.
 
   “No off course they cannot, if they see you and I they would be doomed,” lectured Heiden, had she not listened to him at all.
 
   “Yes I remember you cannot be seen for reasons I cannot and never will understand,” retorted Eveline bitterly, her unruly hair dancing behind her as her dress clung to her figure helpless against the strong gusts of wind.
 
   “Maybe one day you will,” sighed Heiden shaking his head in disappointed. He wanted his granddaughter to understand her place amongst her people, to feel connected to them, instead she seemed to be reacting like a child who has had its doll taken away.
 
   “Who is that man?” Eveline asked pointing down toward a tall man, clothed in black.
 
   “You will see,” Heiden answered letting her walk on. Eveline stopped behind the man, who was giving orders to some of his soldiers to seize peasants and to bring them to him. He couldn’t see her, or feel her presence but she had an uncanny feeling that she was standing behind her half-brother. Heidan’s hair was not auburn like her own, it was dark and straight and as she walked to his side she noticed how alike his features were to Heiden, who was standing away observing them both. Heidan had the most unusual eyes, one was golden like hers and the other black. He was striking to look at, no wonder the peasants looked away from him, his looks alone sent a shiver of fear running through her veins. For a fleeting moment Heidan’s eyes met her own and they stood for what seemed to be forever staring at one another.
 
   “Now,” he spoke loudly over her, and towards the crowds, “ it is just simply unfair that you all get to have your rebellious revolt and I don’t,” he smiled sickly, motioning his soldiers to bring forward a man, no older than fifty before him. Eveline stood aside glancing over at Heiden in fear. A soldier, dressed in black leather armour, his long black hair plated down the sides of his head, one half of his face tattooed in silver ink, his green eyes sharp and intelligent, a long sword at his side. The middle aged man, was dressed in a knee length green woollen tunic, over brown woollen trousers and leather shoes. At the man’s side was a knife, set in a beautiful sheath. The man was silent as he was flung onto the steps before Heidan, his eyes lowered and his grey hair wet with sweat.
 
   “Adelfred, son of Alderforth, late councillor to the now dead King Elieor, you have been sentenced to death for conspiring to lead a rebellion against my men and against me, your king,” Heidan announced, over Adelfred’s head. Eveline watched as the solider took out his sword. Women and men cried out for mercy. “Mercy you say? Why should I give you mercy when you wish me dead? No, I do not practice the art of mercy any more than you fools practice obedience!” Heidan shouted, taking Adelfred’s hair in his hand and forcing his head back.
 
   “No!” screamed Eveline jumping forward and trying to fight Heidan, only to realise that her hands and arms went straight through his body. Stumbling back onto the steps she wept violently, her eyes upon the hopeless man, now closing his eyes and awaiting his death. She looked to her grandfather for aid but he shook his head in sadness. The soldier handed Heidan his sword and Eveline shook with anguish as she was about to watch this poor and innocent man be slaughtered in front of his family and community. Suddenly a great commotion erupted from the crowd of peasants and just as Heidan was about to slit the man’s throat an arrow pierced the soldier right between his eyes. Eveline gasped in horror as the soldier fell backwards, dead. Looking across at the crowd she saw what looked to be a young woman, with short blonde hair, holding a bow and arrow, aiming it once more at Heidan.
 
   “You will not kill my father!” the young woman screamed letting her arrow go. Eveline watched as the arrow pierced the sky and made its way toward Heidan. Getting up she drew in a deep breathe hoping that it struck Heidan in between the eyes, but was disappointed as he raised his hand in the air and caught the arrow, snapping it in half.
 
   “Get her!” he screamed to his soldiers. Eveline watched as the young woman suddenly looked at her for a brief moment before fading into the crowd and disappearing. The peasants were helping her to escape as they became frantic fighting off the soldiers. For several minutes, Eveline and Heidan watched as the soldiers fought to keep the peasant’s in control, using their swords, daggers and hands to fight them into silence once more. The young woman wasn’t to be found and Heidan’s clasp on Adelfred became tighter, bending down to the man he whispered in his ear.
 
   “When I find her, and I assure you I will, I promise that her last moments of life will be drawn out as slowly as possible,” he hissed darkly.
 
   “You will never find her,” spat Adelfred, “she is the greatest bowman in Caci.”
 
   “Against my men she is nothing,” replied Heidan slitting Adelfred’s throat and kicking him down the steps violently, before turning away from the crowds and ascending the steps towards the palace. Eveline ran down the steps to Adelfred and dropped to her knees beside him as blood poured from his veins.
 
   “Grandfather we must help him!” she cried out loud, turning to find Heiden. Heiden was watching his grandson ascend the steps, anger etched across his face, an anger that made even Eveline quiver.
 
   “I told you we cannot,” he replied coming to her aid. Eveline looked down into the man’s eyes and wondered if he could see her, because he looked up at her directly and whispered.
 
   “Prophecy,” before dying on the steps in a pool of blood.
 
   “What did he mean?” she asked Heiden who was looking down at the lifeless body in confusion.
 
   “I am not sure but if he did indeed see you which is possible as he was dying, then maybe he remembers an old prophecy, brought down through the generations.”
 
   Eveline frowned, she cast her memory back to the dream she had had where she had met a woman named Mathilda and a man called Achmad, and they had talked of a prophecy believing she was the person with whom it had spoken of.
 
   “I met a woman named Mathilda in a dream, she was with a group of rebel soldiers I think, she saved me from the sea, and they spoke of a prophecy,” whispered Eveline, looking down at the crowd of quiet peasants, sombre, thin and worn.
 
   “Yes I know the prophecy and it is indeed about you, Mathilda is the heir to the throne of Taer, her mother was murdered two moons ago, two years to you,” Heiden replied, “she had been brought up under the tutorage of the Dunaman tribe, an ancient tribe that practices deep magic and is led by a chieftain called Anvin, he prophesised that a light would enter the atmosphere falling into deep waters, he saw your coming and has guided Mathilda to you, she will guide you to Calhuni, the secret garden of kings and queens.”
 
   “Yes but it was a dream,” shrugged Eveline getting up and moving away from the dead Adelfred and walking down to the peasants.
 
   “Yes, it was a dream,” replied Heiden quietly. “But if you choose to claim your title and people, you must be crowned at Calhuni and you will need guidance, only you can find it.”
 
   “Why can you not just bring me there? I have already been there before,” argued Eveline, none of this was making sense she thought sadly gazing at the faces of hopeless women, children and men now quietly turning away and leaving.
 
   “Because you must find it yourself,” Heiden replied.
 
   “I am tired,” sighed Eveline, “can I go home now?” she enquired weary and drawn. Heiden took her hand and placed it on his arm.
 
   “I will return you to Westminster, but you will not see me until you find Calhuni, if it is your wish to return,” Heiden replied.
 
   “How do I even get there if I want to return?” Eveline asked quickly holding on tightly to her grandfather.
 
   “If you truly want to return you will find your way,” replied Hieden calmly, “all you need to do is ask for direction.”
 
   “You are giving me a choice?” smiled Eveline.
 
   “I have lost everything I hold dear because I didn’t offer those I loved a choice, you are all I have left and so far I have caused you pain and suffering, I am leaving this in your hands,” Heiden sighed thoughtfully, “but I will be waiting.”
 
   “You will not be angered if I choose to go back to my normal life?” Eveline replied in earnest, gazing up at her burdened grandfather.
 
   “No, I want you to be happy.”
 
   “I need time,” Eveline said firmly, “you must give me time.”
 
   “I will give you time, but remember this, look around you, what do you think time means for them?” Heiden turned around and led her gaze to the retreating peasants, slumped over in grief, lost and abandoned.
 
   “I will not forget them as I decide where to go from here, I promise I will think long and hard before coming to a decision,” Eveline smiled weakly.
 
   “When you return to Westminster, you will find yourself altered, you possess great power Eveline, danger will follow you everywhere you go, you must be vigilant,” Heiden ordered before taking her close and plunging them back into a familiar darkness.
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   Awaken
 
    
 
    
 
   Theodore and Jophiel sat beside the altar, which was now being guarded over by four angels at each corner. Belle had been taken home to her parents, her memory of the last day erased. Gabriel had said that it was best that she returned to her parents away from any potential danger. Eveline had been asleep for three days and during those three days, her grandmother had been taken back to Keswick to be buried. Theodore knew that when she awoke from her deep sleep, she would be tried once more. Nobody had heard any more about Galean and so it was proclaimed that he had died trying to kill Lagmar, who had also not been heard of or seen in the past few days. Jophiel has agreed with Gabriel that it would be best if she looked after Eveline for a while, she had the room and the patience to look after her.
 
   “She will need time to come around to the loss of her grandmother and friends,” Jophiel said to Theodore calmly, “she will need space.”
 
   “What can I do?” Theodore replied quietly, he was tired and worn and really needed to rest, but he had sworn not to leave Eveline’s side not until she commanded him too.
 
   “You can just be there for her when she needs you,” smiled Jophiel, laying a warm hand over his own, “she will need you in the days to come.”
 
   “I will be there for her,” replied Theodore firmly.
 
   “What you have done just to love her is a great sacrifice Cael, but beware of the difficulties you may face,” Jophiel warned softly.
 
   “I am aware of what I have let happen because of my pride, I will always be haunted by my lack of respect and understanding, but I will not stop loving her,” stammered Theodore, smiling at the sleeping Eveline.
 
   “Do not pressurise her into making any rash decisions,” Jophiel asked kindly.
 
   “I promise I will not, I will be her friend and confidant until she wishes more from me,” smiled Theodore warmly, “do you hate me too?”
 
   “Hate you? No off course not,” waved Jophiel, “how can I hate you for loving another? There is no crime in loving someone, it is just complicated.”
 
   “That it is,” Theodore replied flatly, “I can feel myself changing, I know that I will only fully transform if I marry Eveline but I can already feel myself changing.”
 
   “That is a consequence of your actions Theodore, you must bare them for you choose to walk down this path that lies before you,” urged Jophiel. It was early morning and the rays of the rising sun lifted the church out of its deep depression, making everything seem new and beautiful.
 
   “I know, I understand, I just wish she would wake,” sighed Theodore.
 
   “She will wake,” promised Jophiel.
 
   Days passed as Eveline lay lifeless upon the marble altar, Jophiel had let the angels return to their posts elsewhere promising to stay by Eveline’s side unless she needed them. Theodore had gone back to Jophiels Chelsea home for some much needed rest on her orders. Jophiel now sat close to the altar, her eyes closing in slumber. The church was safe, no shadow could enter and so Jophiel let herself fall to the mercy of sleep, knowing that Eveline was safe.
 
    
 
    
 
   *
 
    
 
   He made his way quietly down the nave of the church making sure not to waken Jophiel. His leg was covered in scars from his fight with Lagmar, and his face was etched with a long silvery scar from his eye down to his mouth, he looked hideous now. Softly he ascended the steps of the altar and found Eveline’s lifeless body, warm and soft lying under a warm blanket, her hair cascading around her arms. Galean looked down upon her face and smiled weakly. Lagmar had wounded Galean badly, he was lucky to be alive and had returned to his father’s halls for healing. Time in his world was different to earths and longer, he had spent days lying in pain the door of death edging ever closer as his father bent over him in prayer and grief. Galean’s body had never been so badly torn apart before, and Lagmar’s attack had changed him, physically and mentally. No longer could he sit in the shadows awaiting Eveline’s decision, no longer could he be submissive to his elders. Galean had when he awoke from his sleep and pain, realised that his father needed him, and Galean needed his father in turn. The North was at war with itself, his younger brother were intent on taking their fathers throne. Galean had spent many nights in deep conversation with Ballour, trying to understand how it was that his brother had turned out to be so deceitful and cruel. Ballour was favoured among his people, but increasingly young Meerin men found fault with the old king, standing up against his foreign policies and political alliances.
 
   Galean had to return to his father, he had to protect his claim to the throne and those who depended on him. The southern kingdom was in disarray, and he knew that soon the new King Heidan, Eveline’s half-brother would send his forces north. Galean needed to bring his brothers together, they could not fight Heidan’s forces alone. The North was a mysterious and beautiful land, full of isolated tribes, deep and meaningful culture and magic. Creatures unheard of in the south roamed the lands of the North, dragons controlled the mountains, and he Galean, was a dragon lord. Galean had spent much of his youth hidden away in the mountains among the dragon’s and the dragna tribe. His mother had been the late chieftains daughter, her gift of dragons had been handed down to Galean only. Galean had gone to join the army of angels when his mother had been killed during a raid, he had met his wife and settled down, but always in the back of his mind did he regret not returning home to defend his people, his tribe and his father. Galean had decided it was time to take up his sword to defend his heritage and in order to do that he would have to leave Eveline, she loved him yes, but he was sure she intended on being with Theodore, there was no need for Galean to stay, he had endured enough heartache in his life, it was time to put others before himself.
 
   Limping around the altar, still weak and poorly, Galean bent over Eveline, letting his left hand rest upon her forehead. She looked so peaceful, her skin was smooth and milk white, her lips red and still. With his right hand he found her hand and encased it within his own.
 
   “Look at the mess you’ve created,” he began smiling deeply as she breathed in, almost a reaction to his voice. “I kiss you and all hell descends upon us.” Galean lifted her hand and kissed her fingers gently.
 
   “I think fate is trying to tell us something else,” he whispered weakly, “Maybe we are not bound to one another as Heiden prophesised, we seriously have to ask ourselves if it is worth it, one kiss and all the chaos that follows,” he sniffed, “I will admit though, only to you, that it was the most astounding kiss I have ever received,” he laughed deeply, “my wife would kill me if she were here,” he frowned, “and on that note I must tell you that I am here to say goodbye…,” he tried to control his breathing. “You will think me dead when you wake and that is maybe for the best, we are just not meant to be bound by fate I think, you love Cael and despite his pride nearly killing all of us, he is my friend and I must honour that friendship. I understand his hunger for your love my dear,” he smiled, “I once was in love too, and I would have fought the universe to have her as my wife, as I would you. But that’s just it, I cannot fall in love again, it is just too sore, and it has complicated your life beyond what is due. True love is to put that other person in front of yourself and to do what is best for them.” Galean let his chin fall to her forehead gently.
 
   “You deserve to have a happy life with Theodore, whether I think it is the right thing to do or not, it is not for me to decide. I must go home and be with my father, our kingdoms are in dangerous waters my love, and I must see to it that I protect our people, too long have they been made to suffer, too long have I stayed away from them.” Galean rested his cheek upon her forehead and stroked her hair with his hand. “Theodore is a better choice, he doesn’t have the burdens that I bare, he isn’t complicated like me, and he doesn’t have a kingdom to defend. If you decide to come home, I will be waiting for you. Someone has to put your brother into order,” he teased weakly, “better me than you.”
 
   Lifting himself away, Galean looked down at the sleeping Eveline. A tear dropped onto her eyelid as he gazed at her for the last time.
 
   “It isn’t that I want to walk away and leave my love,” he stammered pathetically, “it is that I love you and wish you to be safe and happy. Fate seems to be drawing us away from one another and when your grandfather tells you the truth that he ordered me to win your heart, you will avert your eyes from me and your love, and I cannot stay to witness such an agony, it would tear me apart, and I have to ask myself,” he cried softly, “who needs me more? You? Or my people? And at first I argued that it was you, you my fiercely, determined Eveline,” he gushed, “but when I returned home, when I bore witness to the poverty, anguish and hopelessness in the faces of my own people, I could not defend my love for you anymore, I had to choose them.” Galean held his head in his hands, “you will think me a coward,” he cried painfully, “but I would be a coward for letting the forces of evil and drivers of despair to condemn innocent people that deserve to live in the light. What kind of man would I be to leave my lands vulnerable to such hatred and devilry?” Galean silenced his cries and looked up from his hands, his eyes bloodshot with exhaustion. “You will forget me soon, you have already chosen and I cannot win you over.” Carefully, Galean bent over and let his lips hover above her own. “I love you, I will always love you, but I have to let you go as you must let me go,” he whispered before kissing her gently on the lips, his tears falling upon her eyes. Standing up, he carefully let his hand dip into the side of his robe, taking out a necklace. Galean held the necklace up to the light. It was a golden diamond, shaped like a star, dangling from a thin golden chain. “This was my mothers, she believed that when she needed my father the most it spoke to him, I have never given to anyone, not even my wife,” he spoke softly, putting the necklace around her throat gently. “If you need me, I will hear you,” he promised, kissing her again before turning away. Galean limped down the altar steps and down the nave, turning once more to look at Eveline, before opening the church door and leaving, closing it behind him for the last time.
 
    
 
   *
 
    
 
   Eveline gasped as she awoke, her lips warm as if they had been kissed. Touching her lips with her fingers, she stared up at the cathedral’s ceiling, the light of the sun warming her face. Gently, she sat up, feeling a jewel at her chest fall in between the arch of her breasts. Looking down she took the beautiful star shaped diamond into her fingers, frowning. The diamond glowed as she touched it carefully.
 
   “Celestine?” a female voice spoke. Eveline looked to her left and found a beautiful woman standing beside her, her eyes wide with shock, “you’re awake,” she announced. Yes she was awake, and she had remembered everything.
 
   “That is my real name,” she whispered to the cathedral around her.
 
   “Yes,” the woman smiled, coming up to her and taking her hand in her own, gazing into her eyes.
 
   “Who are you?” Eveline asked confused.
 
   “I am Jophiel, I am an angel, I am to look after you for as long as you need me,” Jophiel smiled, Celestine was truly beautiful. The church doors opened wide behind them and Theodore entered.
 
   “Eveline?” he announced, running down the nave.
 
   “Theodore!” cried Eveline swinging over the side of the altar and jumping down onto the floor, leaving Jophiel behind and running to meet him. Jophiel watched as the couple embraced passionately, holding one another tightly.
 
   “Eveline,” Theodore cried into her hair longingly, “you’ve returned to me!”
 
   “Yes, and I know Theodore, I know!” Eveline cried, looking up into his face, “you saved me, you brought me here, you’re my guardian.”
 
   “How do you know?” Theodore asked a little shocked.
 
   “I met my grandfather, I was there, I saw my parents, I saw my mother when she pregnant with me and,” Eveline cried, “I saw them dying and you coming to save me.” Eveline reached up and kissed Theodore on the lips tenderly, “thank you,” she whispered.
 
   “Eveline, I have done you wrong,” Theodore began, stepping back, “my pride, my love for you, it’s because of me that all this has happened.”
 
   “But I’m better, I’m awake now Theodore, it’s all alright,” smiled Eveline. Theodore looked up to Jophiel who looked down at him sadly, Eveline followed his gaze and frowned. “Theodore, what is it?” she asked him nervously.
 
   “Eveline, you need sit down, I have something to tell you,” Theodore began, leading her to a nearby pew and sitting her down beside him, taking her hand in his own.
 
   “What is it that makes you tremble so?” smiled Eveline anxiously.
 
   “When we were at the ball, you fainted, you were bitten by Lagar’s snake, Galean and I we took you here, immediately,” Theodore stammered, “we left your grandmother behind with her neighbour Harold.”
 
   “Oh gosh she’s going to be out of her mind with worry Theodore, have you told her I am here?” Eveline asked hopefully. Theodore shook his head silently.
 
   “My friends, Peter, Bram and Ada they were at your home watching over Belle and Mary, but they fell asleep, they were so consumed with exhaustion,” Theodore began watching Eveline’s face fall into silence the truth beginning to dawn on her, “ Lagmar, Balem and Mary killed them, she was possessed by a demon called Narathan, well known to us. Eveline,” he stammered watching her eyes water, “she killed your grandmother and her friend.”
 
   “No,” whispered Eveline, her chest rising and falling abruptly, “no that cannot be, no, she is alive,” she cried looking up at Jophiel for support but only finding sorrow.
 
   “No Eveline, she is dead,” repeated Theodore.
 
   “And Belle?” Eveline turned around and asked.
 
   “She was taken by Lagmar and Belem, two princes of hell, they brought her to a cemetery in London, to partake in a ritual,” Theodore said quietly, keeping her hand in his own.
 
   “And?” Eveline whispered desperately.
 
   “You were here, I couldn’t leave you, so Galean went after her with Jophiel,” Theodore explained.
 
   “And where are they?” Eveline asked urgently. Theodore tried to answer but found that he had no words left.
 
   “I found Belle,” Jophiel interrupted, stepping down from the altar steps and making her way to Eveline, tears falling down her cheek.
 
   “They are safe then,” Eveline sighed deeply, bending over and holding her chest tightly.
 
   “Belle is safe,” whispered Jophiel. Eveline looked up weakly, “Galean did not make it out alive.” Eveline began to shake uncontrollably and tried to stand up, holding onto the pew for strength.
 
   “You are sure?” she asked painfully remembering their last moments together.
 
   “Yes,” whispered Theodore, standing up beside her, putting his arm around her. Eveline bent her head forward, tears falling onto her hands, her back pained by the grieve and anger she felt.
 
   “Why?” she cried desperately, wanting to be with her grandfather, wanting to understand. The cathedral lay silent as her cries filled it with sorrow and agony. Weakly she fell back into Theodore, falling to the hard ground, her eyes blurred with tears. Heiden was right, she would return an altered person. Jophiel walked to the pew and helped Theodore to get Eveline to her feet once more.
 
   “Come, we need to bring her back to my house,” ordered Jophiel raising her hands and clapping them together, the trio vanishing from the cathedral.
 
    
 
   *
 
    
 
   “She is sleeping,” Jophiel whispered, closing the bedroom door behind her and turning to a tired Theodore, “shall we have some tea?” she asked.
 
   “She will be alright?” Theodore asked urgently, following Jophiel down the stairs and into the afternoon parlour, were a maid had a tea tray ready for them.
 
   “Yes, she has gone through a lot in the last few weeks Cael, she needs time and space to process it all,” Jophiel explained motioning for him to take the seat opposite her own.
 
   “How do I help?” he asked, taking a cup of tea from her and sitting back into the chair.
 
   “Well I suppose if I am being honest, you will need to give her time,” Jophiel frowned as she poured a little milk into her cup, stirring it with a silver spoon.
 
   “When she finds out it is my fault her grandmother died, she will hate me,” Theodore sighed, taking a bite from a biscuit and looking out of the bay window, his gaze lingering on the park, filled with children and their mothers and in some cases nannies.
 
   “There is no need for her to find out, she has enough to deal with, she needs you with her not exiled from her company, no this you must keep to yourself,” muttered Jophiel wisely, it wasn’t lying she argued with herself, it was protecting an already torn woman from being completely winded by life. Jophiel relaxed her back into her chair and enjoyed her tea and biscuit, watching Theodore battle his demons.
 
   “She needs time to get to grips with her grandmothers death and well,” she smiled weakly, “everything, so I think time to heal is what is needed now more than ever, and some female company.”
 
   “Your right, she doesn’t need me badgering her, do you think I should bring her home to Keswick?” Theodore asked folding his leg over the other.
 
   “In a few weeks yes, but not just yet, was her grandmother brought back to Keswick do you know?” Jophiel asked taking a sip of tea.
 
   “Yes, I had her brought back and buried in her family grave,” nodded Theodore, at least he had got something right, and he squirmed.
 
   “And how is Belle?”
 
   “Back to her normal self I think, sometimes I stand at the corner of her road and watch her play, she doesn’t seem too altered, but then again she doesn’t remember,” answered Theodore.
 
   “And any leads on Lagmar?” Jophiel enquired, sipping away at her tea sighing with the relief it gave her.
 
   “No, but we got rid of the rest of them, burned them,” replied Theodore.
 
   “Good, well not good considering Galean has been killed, he was,” she cast her eyes to the park, “a very considerable angel, brave and courageous.”
 
   “Yes, he always was,” smiled Theodore, the loss of Galean had not really settled with Theodore, and he agreed to himself almost daily, was living in a state of denial.
 
   “To put himself before everyone else,” eyed Jophiel seriously, regretting her words instantly.
 
   “Yes,” muttered Theodore, “he was a better man than I ever will be.”
 
   “That’s not what I meant,” Jophiel moaned.
 
   “It is but really it is okay, I know what I have done is bad,” admitted Theodore, “if only I had listened none of this would be happening.”
 
   “Yes well we could sit here and discuss the what if’s till the cows come home and it wouldn’t change what has happened, we must move forward,” commanded Jophiel kindly, “that means you getting yourself out of this puddle of self-pity and looking after the woman you gave up everything for.”
 
   “Are you always this forward?” Theodore smiled at Jophiel, so prim and proper.
 
   “Actually no, but the events of that night have changed my perspective a little,” Jophiel replied a little darkly, her lips curving into a weak smile.
 
   “What was life like before you ran into us?” Theodore asked curiously, wiping a crumb off is tweed jacket.
 
   “Boring and slightly predictable, just the way I like it,” sighed Jophiel, she should be at Oxford this week giving lectures on the french enlightment, but there were other, more serious matters at hand.
 
   “I’ve met quite a lot of angel’s here on earth and they never willingly love the boring and predictable way of life,” laughed Theodore, refreshed at a different topic with which to discuss.
 
   “Oh I know, I’ve met a lot myself, I do wonder though how I being an angel that is supposed to encourage change, can find the predictable so interesting,” frowned Jophiel.
 
   “Well thinking about change is slightly different from actually acting on it,” mused Theodore, this had been a problem he had dealt with increasingly in his own lifetime, “thoughts stay within the mind, but physical change is an entirely different scenario.”
 
   “I suppose it is, well, I have to say it makes a nice change talking about something well less heavy,” smiled Jophiel.
 
   “Yes, as perverse as it may seem, it is,” laughed Theodore.
 
   “When I find myself in difficult situations, I can’t help it I just go a little bit mental, like being in severe denial you know?” Jophiel shrugged.
 
   “Yes I understand, I think severe anxiety and trauma does that even to us angels,” Theodore answered deeply, his face relaxed and warm.
 
   “It’s strange how similar we can be to humans,” Jophiel observed seriously.
 
   “Yes, it is, but they are in Gods image, even if it is only a little bit,” Theodore smirked, “we got the better genes,” he laughed.
 
   “Yes, exactly so, but you know humanity gets it right sometimes,” Jophiel answered rolling her eyes.
 
   “It’s true, and we angels get it wrong sometimes.”
 
   “Do you have somewhere to stay while you are here?” Jophiel asked Theodore getting up and putting the empty cups on the tray.
 
   “I have accommodation about two miles away,” Theodore replied curiously.
 
   “Good, I think it best to give Celestine a few days to come around then maybe you can come and visit,” Jophiel ordered, her eyes averted from Theodore, who was frowning.
 
   “A few days?” he questioned.
 
   “Yes, I think she will be very confused and you being here will only confuse her more, she loves you that won’t change, but she needs space and when she feels better you can come and visit,” Jophiel replied carefully, sounding very much like a teacher.
 
   “I suppose so if you think space will help?” Theodore asked, getting up and readying himself to leave.
 
   “Yes, I don’t mean to sound harsh or condescending, I just, I..,” she stammered, “I understand what it is to find yourself cornered by life and space helped me and it will help her.”
 
   “Alright I will leave her in your safe hands,” Theodore smiled warmly making for the front door, “but if you need me, if she needs me please let me know?”
 
   “I will certainly, I do not mean to separate you both,” smiled Jophiel opening the door and letting him out.
 
   “Alright, well I will see you in a few days,” answered Theodore waving and walking down the short garden lane and onto the road, glancing up quickly at Eveline’s room before heading off, putting his hat on. Jophiel sighed heavily and leaned against the wall with her tray before closing the door behind her.
 
   Jophiel let herself get back into her normal routine, whilst keeping an eye on Eveline, who was unable to get out of bed. Christmas Eve arrived quietly much to Jophiels pleasure, as she decorated her tree with a content smile upon her face. It was time she thought, time to bring Eveline out of her dark and lonely cave. Setting a box down and hanging a toy soldier on a branch, Jophiel left the day room and rang the bell for her maid, Bettie.
 
   “Ah Bettie, would you be so kind as to make up some broth and bring it up to Eveline’s room,” she ordered kindly, the young maid nodding and turning away. Jophiel had not heard from Theodore in four days and was pleased, Eveline needed to have some time spent apart from him, she needed to be reminded of who she was without Theodore. Jophiel had spent the previous evening sorting through her clothes, setting aside any dresses, skirts, blouses and other garments that would suit Eveline. Tonight, she was going to feed her, bathe her and bring her down for some mulled wine. As she opened the door to Eveline’s room, she was met by darkness. Quickly and with ease she made for the window and drew back the cream curtains turning to a sleeping Eveline, pale, thin and a ghost of herself. Jophiel heard Bettie enter the room with a tray, setting it down on the bedside table.
 
   “Thank you Bettie,” Jophiel smiled, “now Eveline shall be needing a nice warm bath, would you be so kind as to run one? Then later when I bring her downstairs you can join us for some mulled wine and cake.”
 
   “Alright mam,” replied Bettie curtsying before leaving. Jophiel sat down on the edge of the bed, and let her fingers discard the strands of auburn hair that covered Eveline’s face.
 
   “Eveline,” she murmured warmly, “come it is time to get up,” she commanded gently. Eveline grunted quietly, opening her eyes slightly.
 
   “No,” she whispered.
 
   “Yes,” demanded Jophiel, “it is time Eveline, time to rise and meet the sun.”
 
   “I don’t want to meet the sun,” Eveline answered defiantly.
 
   “You shall,” smiled Jophiel, lifting the duvet away from Eveline, “come I shall feed you some broth.” With some gentle force, Jophiel helped Eveline up, lifting the pillows up and placing them behind her carefully. “Now, Bettie makes the loveliest broth in Chelsea, so I want you to eat it up and then you will have a bath.”
 
   “Why?” Eveline questioned, taking a sip of the broth and looking directly at Jophiel, her eyes dim and lost.
 
   “Because, I will not allow you to wither away,” Jophiel replied with a determined look in her eyes.
 
   “And if I want to wither away?” Eveline groaned a silent tear falling down her cheek before sliding down her throat.
 
   “That would be a very selfish thing to do indeed,” soothed Jophiel placing another spoonful of broth into Eveline, “is that what your grandmother would have wished?”
 
   “What do I have left with her gone from me?” sobbed Eveline, her eyes turning and looking out of the large window, watching the snow fall.
 
   “You have life and purpose Eveline,” Jophiel tutored, “you have friends who wish to help and protect you.”
 
   “What friends?” Eveline cried, “My best friend is away at war, my childhood friends are not here,”
 
   “I am your friend, Theodore is your friend,” whispered Jophiel. Eveline looked at Jophiel, who sat with her back up straight, prim and proper.
 
   “I do not know you,” answered Eveline flatly.
 
   “But you will, I am going to look after you for a while, I am going to help you come to terms with your loss and with your purpose,” smiled Jophiel, placing the silver spook back into the now empty bowl of broth.
 
   “Why?” Eveline stammered, her lips trembling with grief.
 
   “Because I understand your loss and I also understand who you are, I am Jophiel the angel of enlightment,” she replied proudly.
 
   “I have never heard of you,” Eveline frowned, “sorry I did not mean to offend.”
 
   “I know,” Jophiel smiled warmly, placing her right hand onto Eveline’s left hand.
 
   “Does it ease, this pain, this void that I feel within me?” 
 
   “With time yes, it will ease, it will become bearable.”
 
   “I don’t know what to do, where to go,” sobbed Eveline, wiping her hand across her nose. Jophiel looked in her pocket and found a handkerchief and gave it to Eveline.
 
   “You have a place here with me for the meantime, I will help you to understand where it is you must go, and in reference to what you must do,” Jophiel raised her eyebrows, “well let me see to that, you will spend some time healing, we will walk, talk and become fast friends.”
 
   “I cannot see him yet,” Eveline pleaded, her eyes red.
 
   “I know, I have sent him away for a time, I will send for him when you wish him to come,” Said Jophiel getting up from the bed and standing away slightly.
 
   “He will be angry with me,” Eveline sighed into her handkerchief. 
 
   “No Eveline, he understands that you need space, he is not angry with you but himself,” Jophiel replied, holding out her hands for Eveline. “Come I will help you into a bath.”
 
   “What day is it?” Eveline asked, letting Jophiel guide her out of her room and into the corridor.
 
   “It is Christmas eve,” Jophiel answered, opening the door to the bathroom, smiling across at Bettie, who stood aside letting them through.
 
   “Oh,” sniffed Eveline, her eyes cast downwards to the ground. Bettie swiftly left the bathroom, closing the door behind her.
 
   “Now come, I will help you in,” ordered Jophiel. Eveline let her new friend help her into the bath and couldn’t help but feel better sitting in the warm water, her naked body shielded by a shower curtain. Jophiel once satisfied that Eveline was alright, left her for a while in the pink bathroom, going to tidy her room and change her bed sheets. As Jophiel and Bettie dusted and cleaned Eveline’s room they stopped hearing her muffled cries echoing along the corridor. Bettie looked to Jophiel with sad eyes.
 
   “My mother cries a lot too, when she heard that Jack had been killed,” Bettie voiced her gaze drifting to the door.
 
   “Greif is a terrible place to find oneself,” answered Jophiel plumping Eveline’s pillows in her hands.
 
   “It is mam,” said Bettie solemnly gathering up the old bedsheets and leaving the bedroom, stopping at the bathroom for a moment, closing her eyes and shaking her head before heading down the stairs. Jophiel waited a few minutes before re-entering the bathroom and helping Eveline out, drying her in silence as she cried and dressing her carefully with a gentle ease.
 
   “Come, I will brush your hair,” Jophiel ordered guiding Eveline back to her room and setting her down on a chair before the dressing table, taking a brush in her hand, combing back Eveline’s wet, auburn hair. Eveline sat quietly, staring at herself in the mirror. She looked different, her face was gaunt and without emotion, her eyes red and her collar bones very prevalent through her nightdress. Jophiel observed Eveline’s gaze whilst she brushed her long hair.
 
   “My grandmother used to brush my hair,” Eveline whispered, her mind casting itself back to the warm moments before bed when Estelle would brush out all the knots that had developed throughout the day.
 
   “It is a special affection is it not?” Jophiel smiled.
 
   “Yes, it always made me fall asleep,” Eveline smiled, “silly I know, but I let her brush my hair right up until I was eighteen.”
 
   “It isn’t silly at all, it is a lovely memory to have.”
 
   “I cannot help but feel that I have taken her so much for granted,” Eveline said quietly, folding her hands together tightly.
 
   “Grief dictates that we have taken much for granted, but that is not always so,” Jophiel said softly, “it is just that the language of grief can border on self-pity, which off course is a natural progression.”
 
   “It is true,” nodded Eveline, “when my parents died, I couldn’t speak for quite some time, I felt myself pass through these phases of self-pity, guilt and shame, similar to how I feel now, and the worst of it is that I having already experienced grief,  I should know how to deal with it.”
 
   “That certainly is what logic and reason would decree, but our emotions are not always guided by logic or reason, and often we are lost to illogical and unreasonable feelings,” answered Jophiel thoughtfully.
 
   “I understand that my grandmother had a happy and long life, despite losing her son, but it is just the manner in which she died that pains me so,” gulped Eveline trying to control her emotions, but failing.
 
   “And so it should pain you, it was not a natural or expectant death, she was taken in a way no person should be taken,” Jophiel said supportively.
 
   “I understand now why it happened, but if only someone had warned her,” Eveline sighed, closing her eyes briefly in confusion.
 
   “Eveline or should I call you Celestine?” Jophiel asked curiously.
 
   “I do not feel like a Celestine yet,” Eveline muttered.
 
   “Okay, Eveline,” Jophiel smiled, “I have lived amongst humans long before the days of the roman occupation. I have witnessed many cruelties, many miracles, many good people and bad, and yet I still ponder at how things could have occurred differently,” Jophiel let out a sigh, “even as an angel I regret many things, I could have acted differently, guided Kings and Queens to do behave differently, but I have learned and it has taken a very long time, that life is not simple nor is it perfect, we cannot perfect the way another dies and the circumstances in which they are to die, we cannot always warn those around us of danger, and so…,” she stammered letting the brush stand still, “ you do not know how events would have played out if your grandmother had been warned, she may yet still have been needlessly killed, you cannot however spend the rest of your life regretting that someone did not warn her, it was simply meant to be that she wasn’t.”
 
   “I wonder how she would have coped with the truth,” whispered Eveline, her cheeks now a warm shade of pink and her lips red, “how would she have coped knowing who I really am?”
 
   “Who was to say she didn’t know who you were?” offered Jophiel.
 
   “She didn’t,” Eveline resolved, “I don’t think that she really believed in God.”
 
   “Well that is another matter,” Jophiel stated firmly, “she did however love you and she would love you even if the truth were to be told.”
 
   “At least Belle is safe,” Eveline uttered, gazing up at Jophiel, who seemed to find pain in Eveline’s words.
 
   “Yes,” whispered Jophiel, beginning to brush Eveline’s hair once more.
 
   “Do you know how she is?” Eveline enquired quietly.
 
   “She is back home with her parents, Gabriel erased her memory, she only remembers good things now,” answered Jophiel, her eyes distant.
 
   “That is good,” Eveline reflected thoughtfully.
 
   “Come let us go down and have some mulled wine with Bettie,” Jophiel asked politely, setting the brush down on the table. “Though you should put on your nightgown it is at the end of your bed.”
 
   Eveline tied the nightgown about her waist and followed Jophiel from her room, feeling a little bit better and refreshed. She liked Jophiel, she reminded Eveline of her old teacher Mrs. Bates, kind but determined. For the first time since arriving, Eveline took in the lovely terrace house. Jophiel was obviously quite wealthy, the house was decorated beautifully, not too over the topic, and it was very feminine and comforting. Jophiel brought Eveline into her day room, which was beautifully decorated. Eveline felt instantly guilty for momentarily forgetting her woes and letting herself get lost in the beauty of Christmas.
 
   “Come take some mulled wine,” Jophiel offered, handing a glass to Bettie who stood near the fire place. 
 
   “I can’t,” whispered Eveline pathetically, “it’s wrong to be enjoying something when I should be in mourning.”
 
   “Eveline it would be wrong to allow grief to consume you, your grandmother would not want you to bypass Christmas simply because she is not here to share it with you,” lectured Jophiel kindly, “You are allowed time out, so come take a glass and sit down near the fire, to warm your feet.” Eveline shamefully took the glass, and smelt the beautiful wine, letting her senses indulge in the orange and cinnamon. Silently she took a seat near the fire and sipped her wine, contemplating her whole existence. She wondered what Theodore would be doing, how would he be spending Christmas?
 
   “Should we invite Theodore over for Christmas?” she asked Jophiel quickly.
 
   “Cael is away on business at the moment, but he will be back in a week’s time,” answered Jophiel, taking a large bite out of a piece of fruit cake. Finally she thought shamefully to herself, I can relax for a moment.
 
   “Oh,” muttered Eveline, looking across at Bettie who was warming her hands happily.
 
   “Now Eveline, do you like to play games?” Jophiel asked merrily, setting down her empty plate.
 
   “Well yes, I used to play chess a lot with grandma, but I always let her win,” smiled Eveline, folding her feet in front of her, the warmth of the fire and wine filling her body and senses with much needed comfort.
 
   “Yes Theodore told me how wicked she was at chess,” laughed Jophiel lightly, “Bettie here is a crack shot at it,” she smiled across at her maid.
 
   “Only because Jack taught me,” blushed Bettie, waving away Jophiels compliment quickly.
 
   “Don’t be so coy, Bettie, you are an intelligent young woman, why do you think I hired you?” Jophiel said happily.
 
   “To clean up after you,” teased Bettie downing the rest of her wine. Eveline watched the interaction between Jophiel and Bettie and was intrigued.
 
   “Tis true,” admitted Jophiel, holding up her hands, “poor Bettie has a terrible time tidying up after me, I leave books, papers and mugs everywhere.”
 
   “I forgive you,” laughed Bettie, “anyway you tutor me in the evenings, so the least I can do to repay you is tidy up after you.”
 
   “Oh how glad I am that I am forgiven,” Jophiel looked across at Eveline, “Young Bettie here is taking an entrance test for Oxford, where I lecture,” she explained to a slightly overwhelmed Eveline.
 
   “That’s an achievement,” Eveline answered quietly.
 
   “It truly is, did you receive higher education Eveline?” Jophiel asked curiously.
 
   “I never applied to go to university,” Eveline mused, “although I did achieve the highest marks in my year,”
 
   “And why did you not apply?” asked Jophiel, her arms folded. What a waste of talent she thought looking over at the blushing Eveline.
 
   “Oh you know, the war started and I was engaged, and Keswick needed female help,” Eveline blurted out quickly, feeling a little awkward.
 
   “Ah I see, I see,” muttered Jophiel, “you would have made a great student I daresay.”
 
   “Probably not,” argued Eveline.
 
   “Why ever would you think that?” asked Jophiel confused.
 
   “I am too opinionated,” Eveline disclosed. Often as a young woman, Eveline had spent time acting on behalf of poorer women in the town, standing up to their bosses and on some occasions their husbands who treated them badly. No she was not on the same level as her grandmother and never would she be, but Eveline had spent a great deal of time arguing against the local MP’s, creating small women’s groups and debating the subject of equality with William, who supported her whole heartedly.
 
   “Oh but we need to be opinionated,” lectured Jophiel, “We women have to work twice as hard to be heard.”
 
   “Yes well you would have enjoyed my grandmother then,” whispered Eveline.
 
   “Yes I am quite sure that I would have, but I think your grandmother probably revelled in your opinions Eveline,” Jophiel said matter of factly.
 
   “I highly doubt it, I was positively shy in comparison to my grandmother,” smiled Eveline, “not that I minded.”
 
   “Well you would have made a wonderful student,” finished Jophiel soundly.
 
   “Hmm,” murmured Eveline letting herself slip into a cloud of silence. Jophiel and Bettie spent an hour playing chess as Eveline gazed into the fire, remembering the days spent with Belle and Galean, dancing in the snow, shopping for a Christmas tree and playing the piano together. Off course Eveline felt anger at Galean for deceiving her into a false hope of love, but his death had broken a fragile part of her that could only be soothed by his love and warmth. But she thought to herself bitterly, he only pretended to love you because it was his duty, he loved his wife and daughter. A sharp pain hit her as the reality set in, she had given her heart away to a man she did not know, a man who did not feel the same. She felt anger and shame fill her heart, how stupid she had been, how unfaithful and wicked she was. Eveline quivered with grief, what would she do now? Would Theodore want her still? What about William? Eveline spent quite some time in front of the fire thinking, she couldn’t stay here forever, and she had decisions to make.
 
   “Would you like to play Eveline?” Jophiel asked, bringing her out of her thoughts instantly.
 
   “Would you mind?” Eveline asked Bettie.
 
   “No off course she wouldn’t, she is away home for the holidays anyway,” replied Jophiel.
 
   “Well alright then,” smiled Eveline, getting up and joining Jophiel at the table. Bettie said her goodbyes and left the pair playing chess quietly. Time passed and the embers of the fire grew dim.
 
   “So what do I do now?” Eveline enquired, moving a piece across the board.
 
   “Well you figure out where it is you want to go, what it is you intend to do with your life,” Jophiel answered kindly now moving her own piece forward.
 
   “I don’t know what to do, my heart tells me to go back to Keswick, to go back to my old world,” groaned Eveline.
 
   “Maybe going back to Keswick for a time isn’t such a bad idea,” frowned Jophiel.
 
   “I wish to visit my grandmothers grave and get the house together,” Eveline went on, “I cannot deny that the thought of going home warms my heart.”
 
   “And what about Theodore?” Jophiel asked curiously.
 
   “I wish with all my heart he would come, but if we were to marry, he would lose his identity, I am not ready to ask that of him,” Eveline said firmly.
 
   “He has already been exiled,” Jophiel stated blandly, “he is without protection and title now.” Eveline looked up at Jophiel who was looking at her intently.
 
   “But we have not married, Heiden said he would only lose his gifts and powers if we married?”
 
   “Theodore denounced his role as an angel, he willing exiled himself to be with you,” whispered Jophiel.
 
   “What a stupid thing to do,” retorted Eveline.
 
   “Why is it stupid? He loves you?” 
 
   “He has sacrificed everything for me, what have I done for him?” 
 
   “You have given him purpose, no angel would exile themselves willingly, does that not prove the point that he thinks you are worth it?” quizzed Jophiel.
 
   “Why do I feel so guilty then?” Eveline whispered, her eyes full of sorrow.
 
   “Can you bare to hear the truth?” Jophiel asked carefully. Eveline looked at Jophiel and nodded her head. “I only knew Galean for a few hours, I stood with my friends and prayed for you, but I observed him as Gabriel healed your body, he was engulfed in grief, it was plain for everyone to see how in love he was with you,” Jophiel began, “he is so very different from Theodore, who is elegant and refined a far cry from the strong and warrior like Galean, who to be honest looks like a Viking king rather than an angel.”
 
   “I always thought of him as a Viking warrior, he scared men with his overwhelming strength,” smiled Eveline.
 
   “I can imagine he did,” teased Jophiel, “the point is that I believe you must also have loved him in some manner, and so you are divided.”
 
   “I thought he loved me, but my grandfather told me that he ordered Galean to win my heart, that we were bound by fate,” Eveline stated blandly, “among other things.”
 
   “And so you believe he was only acting out of duty to his King?” Jophiel replied.
 
   “How else can I explain his actions?” frowned Eveline.
 
   “He did not look to me like a man who had no feelings towards you, he could barely look at Theodore before he left to find Belle,” Jophiel stated darkly.
 
   “It does not matter now, he is gone,” sobbed Eveline, “and now Theodore has exiled himself for me and William is oblivious to it all,” she choked.
 
   “But you love Theodore? Don’t you?” Jophiel asked seriously.
 
   “Yes off course,” smiled Eveline, “really from the first moment I saw him, maybe..,” she began, “I love them both, Theodore and Galean in different ways. With Galean I felt in line with him, he understood a deep and often distant part of my being, Theodore on the other hand,” she sighed, “he is like a breath of fresh air, and he wraps me up in this blanket of safety.”
 
   “It seems to me that Galean understands the real you, the you before you became Eveline, the you that lies hidden beneath that veil of normality that you like to wear,” Jophiel answered, “ Galean makes you feel uncomfortable, he pushed you onwards. Theodore keeps you still, he moves you in a lighter way, he doesn’t make you uncomfortable, and he doesn’t make you fear the unknown.”
 
   “Is it wrong to want to not fear the unknown?” whispered Eveline.
 
   “No, I don’t think it is, Eveline, you are in essence two people, separated by time and heritage, you have been brought up in a different world, by different people, that is the Eveline in you and the Eveline in you loves Theodore, but…,” Jophiel sighed, “There is the Celestine in you, the child of Heiden’s only daughter, an heir to two kingdoms. Celestine is a greater being than Eveline, she wields power and greatness that no human could imagine wielding. Galean understood that, he saw the real person beneath Eveline.”
 
   “Eveline wants to stay here, bound to Theodore, living a simple and normal life,” Eveline frowned, “but after witnessing my parents first meeting, my mother pregnant with me, their deaths and what is happening to my people, Celestine cannot stay here.”
 
   “That is a decision you will have to make, Theodore will not be able to travel through time with you. If you choose to go, you will have to leave him behind,” Jophiel said quietly.
 
   “That I cannot do, look what has given up for me, I cannot leave him, I love him, it is like a cruel joke,” cried Eveline, looking into the dying fire, “ fate has given me no alternative; I stay and my people die, I leave, Theodore is left behind. Whatever I do, someone will suffer.”
 
   “It is true, they will suffer, whoever it is you leave behind,” Jophiel agreed, “ what you have to ask yourself is who will suffer more?”
 
   “That should be simple, my people,” argued Eveline, “but I do not know my people, I do not know the world that I was born too, but I know of this world, and I know what would happen to Theodore if I left him here.”
 
   “Eveline, the universe is at war, every shadow, demon and enemy of heaven now knows where you are; you are the only hope that your people have, if you stay here, they will find you and Theodore will not be able to protect you from them,” Jophiel argued. “I fear that whatever decision you make, dark and terrible consequences will follow.”
 
   Eveline listened to Jophiels warning, rubbing the star shaped jewel at her chest.
 
   “What would you do?”
 
   “Me?” sighed Jophiel, her eyebrows furrowed together. “I would not want my people to suffer, not if I had the power to prevent it, but then I have never been in love and they say it blinds you.”
 
   “My grandfather took me to Caci, my city, I saw him, my half-brother,” Eveline whispered. “I thought I knew cruelty, but I was proved wrong. He is darker than darkness itself, crueller than any cruel man on this earth. He killed children, women and good men,” she cried, “and I could do nothing, nothing! When I woke up I had a plan; I would go and help my people despite not knowing how, I would bring Theodore and Galean,” she breathed in deeply, “but Galean is gone and Theodore cannot come and all the while my people go on dying.”
 
   “Time Eveline, you must give yourself time to understand the decision before you, to contemplate the path you must walk,” urged Jophiel. “You cannot save your people, thin and frail as you are and you must grow in strength. I believe Theodore can be of use to you, he can tell you about your heritage, your people and he can give you insight,” she smiled weakly, “and I, and I can show you how to harness your powers for good, if you will let me?”
 
   “How can you? I have none,” Eveline replied slightly confused.
 
   “You do, they are waiting to be unravelled, and it is wise that I help you to do this, to train you to harness power but not to allow it to have control over you.”
 
   “You would do that for me?” Eveline smiled.
 
   “Yes, you are my King’s granddaughter, it is my duty to guide you and help you, and you are my friend,” answered Jophiel her heart warming.
 
   “Then you are a good friend, you do not indulge me, you are honest and wise. Thank you for bringing me out of the darkness I have lately found myself in,” Eveline replied seriously.
 
   “You have trying times ahead you, you will need to be strong no matter what path you decide upon,” Jophiel said softly, getting up from her seat and offering Eveline her arm. “Come, you need to rest and get stronger before we start unravelling who you truly are.”
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   Eveline had spent nearly four weeks in recuperation, listening and talking with Jophiel. Now as she grew stronger, she was ready to undertake Jophiels training. 
 
   “I want you to imagine that the cup before you can levitate in the air, do not try too hard, just let your mind relax as you think about it,” ordered Jophiel, standing beside a neatly dressed Eveline, who was now back to her normal, prim and proper self. The pair of them stood quietly in the study, in front of Jophiels desk stacked with books and papers, looking at the empty cup, sitting in the centre.
 
   “Alright,” replied Eveline nervously.
 
   “Just relax,” soothed Jophiel stepping away and giving Eveline some space. Eveline closed her eyes and let her body relax, taking in a deep breathe she imagined the cup rising from its plate, willing it to levitate. When she opened her eyes she sighed in disappointment, it still sat upon the plate, unmoving and undeterred.
 
   “It didn’t work,” she moaned aloud, looking across at Jophiel, who was standing with her arms folded across her chest, her spectacles on the end of her nose.
 
   “You need to concentrate,” Jophiel answered flatly, “feel the cup rise, I know that sounds silly but you can do it,” she encouraged. Eveline took in another deep breath and closed her eyes again waiting a few moments before trying to imagine the cup rising. A strange almost warm sensation flowed within her as she imagined the cup levitating before her. Keeping her eyes closed she heard a slight chatter of china. “You’ve done it!” screeched Jophiel, jumping up and down on the spot, “incredible!” she cried, “truly incredible.”
 
   “Do I open my eyes now?” Eveline giggled nervously.
 
   “Yes, you can open them, it will only fall if you will it too,” laughed Jophiel, coming closer to the cup, her eyes wide and round as if she had never seen a flying cup before. Nervously Eveline let her eyes open and gasped as she saw the fine, china saucer levitating above the plate.
 
   “Oh my goodness, how have I never done that before?” she laughed, not moving her body in case the cup fell, as silly as that thought was.
 
   “You never knew you possessed the ability to make a cup fly,” Jophiel replied happily, coming to Eveline’s side and patting her on the shoulder, “but my you are a quick learner.”
 
   “It feels strange, almost like a flow of warm water is gushing around your body,” laughed Eveline, her golden eyes sparkling. Life was strangely enough becoming a little bit more bearable. In the time she had been at Rose House, Eveline had changed from the thin, helpless and lifeless being, not eating and barely sleeping to a revived Eveline, stronger and more determined. Now she spent her days walking, reading and talking, she off course couldn’t help but cry at night, for she still grieved terribly for Galean and Estelle, but her talks with Jophiel helped her to understand better the choice that lay before her. Theodore had not been to the house, and selfishly it had been nice to have space from the intensity that seeing Theodore would bring. Instead they wrote to one another, writing about their feelings and the complications that lay before them and more importantly her heritage.
 
   Theodore had written in length about Calhuni, the Southern Kingdom and of Meerin, the Northern Kingdom. Eveline had found herself becoming emerged in the history of her land and her people. Calhuni was divided into three kingdoms, all with an incredible history. The people of Calhuni and Meerin were descendants of angel’s that choose to leave Heaven during the civil war and make home elsewhere. For a long period of time they lived in peace, but as with any society, problems arose. Civil wars broke out, religion evolved and changed dividing communities, hierarches emerged and enemies were created. In some lands, magic had died out and was replaced by the sword, in the North magic evolved, making the Meerin people the most powerful people of the two kingdoms. In the west the once great and democratic kingdom of Taer had fallen prey to a dictatorship, their Queen being murdered and in her place a King, who encouraged the oppression of magic and hoarding of wealth. However, much to Eveline’s surprise it seemed the new King of Taer disliked King Islaer immensely, which may as Theodore suggested prove useful.
 
   To the east, the kingdom of Ruarr, known for its great warriors, halls and Gods, was invaded by Islaer and his forces. Theodore had highlighted to Eveline through his letters, that though the people of Ruarr worshipped different Gods, they were peaceful and often aided the rebels of Taer in claiming back land. Now Ruarrian soldiers were sworn to obey their new King, now on the throne for fifty years. Under Islaer’s rule, the younger generation of men had been indoctrinated and now sought to bring down their forefathers. Finally the kingdom of Calhuni, the High seat of Caci had been overthrown by Heidan, Eveline’s half-brother. Theodore had insisted that Heidan was still vulnerable, the Cacian people would not back down easily.
 
   The more Eveline read about her real home, the more she understood her need to go back. It was impossible to convey these feelings to Theodore, who knew it wouldn’t be possible for him to time travel with her.
 
   “Eveline? Shall we take tea?” Jophiel asked, looking at her oddly.
 
   “Oh, yes sure,” replied a dazed Eveline, “I always thought that magicians had to use incantations as part of the magic?”
 
   “Well, for humans who have the ability, which is rare, yes they need words to control magic, but we angels are just gifted with it, we need no words, it is a part of us,” explained Jophiel opening the study door and letting Eveline out, closing it behind her.
 
   “It just feels so off balance, I mean are their limitations to what I can do?” quizzed Eveline, following Jophiel into the morning room and sitting down to tea, laid out by Bettie.
 
   “Yes, we do have limitations, according to our strengths,” Jophiel answered seriously, sitting back against her chair and gazing up at the small, golden clock sitting atop the fireplace.
 
   “Hmm, so I suppose because I have only really acquired the gift of magic, my strength in the field is poor?” asked Eveline, listening to the tick tock of the clock whilst sipping her china tea.
 
   “Yes in a way you are right, but you will get stronger as time goes on, it isn’t as simple as just imagining the magic happening, you have to be strong enough to do it,” Jophiel began, “You will notice the difference in a few weeks to be sure, but what we also need to work on is control. Magic is like another being inside of us, if it gets too much space it will become controlling, you will want to use it more and it may alter how you see things.”
 
   “How is that possible?” quizzed Eveline, her cheeks warming by the fire.
 
   “Well it is like controlling our addictions, magic can be like an addiction if it isn’t controlled in the proper way, when used in the right way it can only be a positive influence, but,” she breathed in deeply, “if you overindulge in the magic, like for example we angel’s cannot kill human’s only shadows, but if we were to kill an innocent, the magic within us would darken, we would want to do unexplainable things with our gifts, do you understand?”
 
   “To a degree yes, so I can only kill shadows with magic, no one else even if they are bad?” frowned Eveline deep in thought.
 
   “Yes, we were born to be good, to create peace, not to kill innocent beings, even if those beings are bad, to do so would only inflict a terrible darkness upon us, no,” Jophiel looked up from her tea, “if you are to kill a bad being, it must only be through physical strength, like a sword for instance, not magic, never magic.”
 
   “Well that’s useful to know,” smiled Eveline, “have you ever used magic against shadows?”
 
   Jophiel lowered her gaze, letting her eyes take in the patterned carpet, trying to keep the images of that night out of her mind.
 
   “Once,” she whispered, setting her hands on her lap, folding them.
 
   “Go!” she heard his voice call painfully, an image of his face creeping up before her, causing an instant sickness to pain her stomach.
 
   “Jophiel? Are you alright? I do not mean to cause you pain, please forget I asked,” Eveline urged watching Jophiels body tense.
 
   “No, it is just, I never thought that he would die,” Jophiel muttered.
 
   “He?” Eveline asked curiously, the rays of the afternoon sun, shining through the Georgian windows and bouncing off her fiery locks.
 
   “Galean,” replied Jophiel letting her eyes lift to find Eveline’s own pained gaze.
 
   “Galean?”
 
   “When you came to Westminster, Galean left to find Belle and I followed,” Jophiel began, “Gabriel ordered me too.”
 
   “I never thought to ask how it happened,” whispered Eveline a deep sadness rising within, all happiness cast into the darkness.
 
   “He was so brave, so courageous, I had heard of his greatness, to be fighting beside him was an honour.” Jophiel began. “I was so sure we would both come out alive, but I was wrong. He gave me his dagger, I have it still,” she smiled weakly. “I was to stun the weaker shadows, kill Dantel and Belem and try to take Belle away to safety. I did, I have never killed before, it is not an experience I shall ever forget, and the very act made me feel dark and unalike myself.”
 
   Eveline watched as Jophiel re visited that dark night, her face contorted and pained by the memories. In that moment Eveline watched as the sun’s rays died, and the room stood still and grey.
 
   “I came back for him thinking he would be waiting for me, and he was, but not in the way that I thought he would be,” she sighed, “Lagmar, the demon prince that killed Theodore’s friends, he had Galean floored, beaten and bloody, his sword to Galean’s throat.” Eveline closed her eyes in despair. “He saw me, I wanted to help him, to do something, this strong, brave warrior made small and weak at the mercy of a mad demon, he told me to run, to leave, and to save Belle.”
 
   “Did you see it happen?” Eveline asked her breathing short and sharp, her chest rising and falling quickly as she imagined Galean, at the mercy of a demon, hopeless.
 
   “No, I ran before it happened,” Jophiel replied quietly, gulping down the bead of emotion that arose within her throat.
 
   “I see,” murmured Eveline.
 
   “I realised after that night, what a burden it must be for great warriors like Galean and Theodore, to have to carry the weight of the dead upon their shoulders, despite them being demons or shadows,” choked Jophiel. “I realised what a sacrifice they make to ensure we have peace and that we are safe.”
 
   “He was as you say a brave man, courageous and,” Eveline swallowed, “brave.”
 
   “Even great warriors have to die,” muttered Jophiel.
 
   “Yes,” sighed Eveline getting up from her chair. “I think I might take a walk in the park if that is alright with you?” she asked flatly barely looking at Jophiel. It was so disorientating how the mood had changed from excitement to despair in such a short space of time.
 
   “Please take as long as you need, just be sure to keep your eyes open,” smiled Jophiel not rising to guide her out.
 
   “I will,” promised Eveline opening the door and exiting, leaving Jophiel to her thoughts. As Eveline tightly pinned her hat to her head, she looked up and let the sun warm her face, before turning to close the black door behind her, stepping out onto the street, crossing the busy road and entering the private park. Within the trees she could hear birds chirping happily as a rush of cold wind burned her nose and cheeks. Stuffing her hands into her pockets, Eveline walked slowly under the budding trees and blue skies. As she walked she observed some young children playing with their mothers and nannies and was reminded of her time with Belle, the long walks they had shared together, the dancing, the music and Galean. Either the wind was very cold or she was hurting, but somehow as she walked through the park a single tear drop fell from her golden eyes, hidden from view by her hat. Stopping, Eveline wiped the water away and made to a nearby bench, letting herself sit down. Time passed as did couples and families who wandered by as the sun began to set. Eveline watched the leaves bustle about on the ground, spied a red squirrel climb up a tree and gazed at an elderly couple walk by hand in hand, causing her to stiffen with pain. If Eveline was allowing herself to be honest, she would, she thought to herself admit that her heart absolutely ached to see Galean one last time, an image of their kiss causing her to smile as she remembered his touch, his warmth and all of him in that moment before she fainted, in that moment before her world fell away. He would forever be her true love she realised as she watched the elderly man kiss his wife on the cheek.
 
   “Eveline?” a familiar voice asked taking Eveline away from her thoughts. Looking to her left she noticed a familiar face.
 
   “Theodore?” she whispered getting up and turning to him, her heart flooding with love perverse though it was to be admitting to loving a man that had died and to be needing to fall into the arms of the other man that had given up everything to be with her.
 
   “Are you alright?” Theodore asked carefully not moving in case she would wish him to leave. Silently they stood apart, Eveline blinking hard, trying to rid her eyes of the water, all she did was cry she thought shamefully.
 
   “I am just having a walk,” she replied gently, her hands at her sides, a gust of wind causing her curled locks to blow around her face.
 
   “I was just leaving a letter to your house,” explained a nervous Theodore, dressed smartly but looking vulnerable.
 
   “Oh, for me?” smiled Eveline, her rosy cheeks rising.
 
   “Who else?” laughed Theodore, unable to hide his smile as her face lit up with happiness.
 
   “Why did you not just post it?” Eveline asked shyly.
 
   “The post is down after the night raids, I drop the letters over,” Theodore explained, his dark hair neatly combed back and his blue eyes shining.
 
   “Off course, forgive my ignorance,” Eveline blushed, watching as a dog and its owner walked by, the man tipping his hat at them.
 
   “There is nothing to forgive, if you are ignorant of the goings on of London and the war, then it is my fault.” Theodore frowned shamed of his past behaviour and bent on redeeming himself. Time apart had given him space and the silence that he needed, to think about all that he had done. He had lost himself in pride and frustration, for the first time in his life, he was blind sighted by love and had reacted in a way that left him friendless and human.
 
   “It is not your fault, you saved me and have guarded me my whole life,” smiled Eveline, her dimples creasing. “I should be thanking you, not scolding you.”
 
   “Eveline, my love for you blinded me, it put you in danger and I lost sight of myself and everything that I held dear. Because of my actions I led those shadows to us, to my friends,” Theodore choked. “If I had been a better guardian, none of this would have happened. My pride has cost me everything.”
 
   “Not everything Theodore,” Eveline murmured stepping toward him slowly, her eyes lowered. “You still have me, if you want me.”
 
   “I have never wanted another living soul more than I have wanted you,” cried Theodore, finding her hands and wrapping his own about them. “Can you ever forgive me?”
 
   “Can you forgive me?” Eveline asked, lifting her eyes to his face.
 
   “As I said, there is nothing to forgive,” Theodore pleaded. “I don’t want to pressure you into anything, I understand what you would be giving up if you choose me.”
 
   “Surely there is a way in which you can come back with me?” Eveline asked hopefully.
 
   “I have been trying to research ways in which I can time travel, there is only one, and even that is a stretch, it most likely will not work,” frowned Theodore. “That is what my letter is about.”
 
   “What is it?” Eveline asked leaning in closer to Theodore.
 
   “Why don’t we take a seat and talk about it, then I will let you go home to think about it for a while.” Theodore answered, bringing her back over to the bench and sitting her down beside him.
 
   “I can use magic,” Eveline whispered, her nose close to Theodores, “not much but I can move a cup.”
 
   “That is incredible Eveline! Jophiel is doing well and you must stick with it until you are strong enough to use it by yourself, “Theodore said happily. “As to my proposition, have you heard of the druids?”
 
   “Yes, they were Celtic priests, seers and prophets?” she replied flatly, “they were also historians and guardians of the law.”
 
   “Yes you are correct, have you heard of Stonehenge?” Theodore said seriously, holding her hands within his own.
 
   “Yes, didn’t archaeologists finding cremated ruins in the twenties?” Eveline asked curiously.
 
   “Correct, the museums didn’t want them strangely.” Theodore began. “It is believed that Stonehenge was used by the druids for a festival called Alban Hefin, the light of the shore, know to us as the summer solstice. They believed that humans could step into another world when in alignment with the sun and moon, at this time the days are at their longest and the nights at their shortest.” 
 
   “Okay,” Eveline frowned a little confused.
 
   “Druids believe that at this time of year, the seashore is where the three realms of earth, moon and sun meet, believing it to be an in between place,” Theodore went on, “to angels, it is a moment in which human souls can linger between two places, this world and another.”
 
   “Wait, does that mean that if we go there, at that specific time, you and I can go back to Calhuni?” Eveline asked quickly, her breathe deepening with hope.
 
   “I think so,” smiled Theodore, “but I did some more research. If we marry, I want to take you home to Keswick until the festival of Alban Hefin. Near Keswick town there is an ancient stone circle called Castlerigg, slightly smaller in size, but I believe it serves the same purpose.”
 
   “Where is it in Keswick? I have never heard of it,” Eveline replied, images of Keswick running through her mind.
 
   “It is about ten miles north of Keswick near Threlkeld, we will have to drive there,” Theodore explained, lowering his voice as people walked by, uncertain of their safety.
 
   “Theodore I never imagined we could find a way, to both be together and to go home,” whispered Eveline fervently, their breathes mingling as the setting sun hit their faces.
 
   “Your eyes, they become so enriched with the sun.” Theodore muttered breathlessly, gazing into Eveline’s beautiful eyes.
 
   “Oh, no one’s ever said to me before,” blushed Eveline, dropping her gaze. What are you doing? A voice deep within spoke harshly, Eveline shivered in response. He is not your fate, her grandfather’s voice commanded, and how do you know? She argued back. My fate has died, he has left me. Theodore has given up everything to be with me, he is my fate now. She ended shaking her head.
 
   “Eveline are you alright?” Theodore asked concerned.
 
   “It’s nothing, I am glad you are here Theodore, I have missed you terribly, although I would be lying if I didn’t agree that space has helped,” said Eveline trying to change the subject. “And now you have a plan, a plan that can change everything, change our destiny.”
 
   “I’m not sure I believe in destiny anymore,” muttered Theodore sadly. If she knew the truth about what he had done she would not ever want to see him again, but Jophiel was right to tell her now would only cause her more harm, and selfishly he didn’t want to lose her. 
 
   “I don’t believe it always has to be set in stone, maybe we can alter it,” Eveline answered thoughtfully, maybe Galean was not her destiny, despite her longing for him. Maybe Galean’s death as sad as it was, was destiny’s way of binding her to Theodore. What if Galean was alive? Her grandfather’s voice asked quietly, who would you choose?
 
   “Maybe,” replied Theodore. “Come I will bring you to your door, it is getting dark and it’s not safe to be out here, when neither of us can protect one another.”
 
   “Off course you are right,” smiled Eveline weakly, feeling a bit dizzy and low. Eveline relished in the security that Theodore offered and wrapping her hand in his she walked home with him, talking of other things, lighter subjects, whilst at the back of her mind the question lingered, who would she choose?
 
   “Read over this and take time to think about the proposition, then reply,” smiled Theodore letting Eveline stand in front of him at the door.
 
   “I will read over it tonight and think on it,” answered Eveline softly looking into Theodores eyes once more, unable to help herself. Silently they stood gazing at one another, waiting.
 
   “I will love you no matter your decision.” Theodore assured her, his heart beating wildly. Eveline lifted her fingers and pressed them around her necklace feeling an instant warmth from it, shocking her hand slightly.
 
   “We will see each other soon,” Eveline said kindly, stepping up on her toes and kissing his cheek lightly. She let her hands rest on his buttoned up coat. Theodore let his hands fall to her waist as he leaned in and kissed on the lips softly. Eveline felt a warm rush fill her senses, as she closed her eyes and gave in to the kiss. Theodore held Eveline tightly as they embraced. As Eveline relaxed, she had a sudden vision of Galean, and suddenly it wasn’t Theodore that she was kissing, it was Galean. Eveline felt his lips upon hers, passionate and deep and smiled, her heart feeling as though it were aglow. Galean she cried within herself, Galean. After a brief moment he was gone, and she was again in the arms of Theodore. Gently she ended the kiss, turned quickly and entered the house, closing the door behind her and running up the stairs to her room. Throwing the letter aside, she lay down on the bed, her eyes on the ceiling and the yellow jewel warm inside her palm. How was it possible? How could she see him so clearly? Feeling him as though he were real?
 
   “Destiny?” she whispered out loud. “What do you want from me?”
 
   Eveline lay on the bed for some time thinking about Theodore and Galean, turning her face into her duvet in frustration and grief.
 
   “I wish you were here grandfather,” she cried into the blue duvet.
 
    
 
   *
 
    
 
   “Okay, now force the chair backwards,” ordered Jophiel, watching Eveline try to move the dinning chair, her right hand out stretched before her. They had been practising for an hour after dinner. Jophiel had found Eveline asleep on her bed, still in her coat and hat.
 
   “I’m trying,” moaned Eveline, her eyes shut.
 
   “Stop trying,” demanded Jophiel, “relax.”
 
   “This is harder than a cup.” Eveline complained. Since this afternoon, she had had time to read the letter and think. Galean was dead she decided, if he was alive yes she would have chosen him, but he wasn’t and she still loved Theodore enough to marry him, if that made her wicked, selfish or bad then so be it. Anyway he had given everything up to be with her and he had found a way for them both to return home, together. To Eveline this made perfect sense, she would always love Galean, would always remember him and even accepted that at times it would be Galean she would wish by her side, but Theodore was real, he was here and he had given up everything he once held dear to be with her.
 
    
 
   “Eveline, relax,” Jophiel reiterated. “Stop concentrating on whatever it is that is causing you to be stressed and anxious.”
 
   “I met Theodore,” Eveline announced, eyes still closed.
 
   “And?” Jophiel replied frowning.
 
   “He has found a way for us to both be together and to travel back to my homeland,” sighed Eveline, talking out loud was helping her to relax.
 
   “Eveline, you cannot be certain that the plan he has concocted will work,” Jophiel warned diligently.
 
   “I know, he told me to think about it before making a decision,” Answered Eveline quietly, “he kissed me.”
 
   “Oh, that’s em…, well I’m not sure how to respond, but don’t let that cloud your judgement,” muttered Jophiel a little tired.
 
   “Something strange happened when I kissed him,” Eveline admitted, biting her lip.
 
   “What happened?” Jophiel asked curiously, watching Eveline’s face turn red with embarrassment.
 
   “I was kissing him and then I was kissing Galean,” blurted Eveline. Jophiel without thinking dropped her cup of tea, the hot contents covering her skirt and splattering across her face.
 
   “Why?” she asked confused, her skirt drenched in tea and the floor covered in bites of china. Eveline opened her eyes and to her horror realised she had never disclosed to Jophiel that she had kissed Galean at the charity ball.
 
   “I..,” she stammered anxiously, “you were right about Galean and I,” she began, forgetting about the chair. “I did like him and him me, and we shared a kiss before I vomited all over him and fainted. When I kissed Theodore this afternoon, I suddenly saw his face and it frightened me.”
 
   “Gosh,” choked Jophiel, “well obviously your heart and your mind is in conflict, what will you do?”
 
   “Oh I don’t know,” cried Eveline flinging her arms up into the air with frustration before flinging herself into a leather chair, huffing. “I just can’t get anything right,” she began, “how can you love two people at the same time? It is none sensical. Galean is dead, Theodore has given up everything that he is to become a human in order to be with me, and still I find myself in conflict. I am so very selfish and I hate feeling selfish. I feel wicked and bad, deserving of loneliness and heartache, undeserving of love and hope.”
 
   “Eveline, you need to think about the decision that lies before you, you need to concentrate on gaining strength and wisdom so that you can prepare yourself for the future, whether that future includes Theodore or not,” Jophiel replied seriously. “This plan that Theodore has concocted, there is a greater chance that it will not work, what will you do then?”
 
   “Isn’t it better to hope rather than to despair? Is it wrong to hope that I can go back and protect my people with Theodore by my side?” Eveline responded folding her arms across her chest. “Galean is gone now, Theodore is here, and his plan offers me an alternative to the two paths that have been my only choices. I think I should at least try, and if it doesn’t work, if he doesn’t follow me, then I will have to live with that and so will he.”
 
   “I can only council you, I cannot order you, but take heed, do not act rashly,” commanded Jophiel gently, “now, shall we try moving the chair again with magic?”
 
   “You know talking about it out loud, it helps, there’s so much in my head just piling up, I get so stressed out that it’s a pleasant relief to share my burdens with someone who won’t judge me too harshly,” smiled Eveline getting up from the leather chair with renewed energy.
 
   “Eveline, it is not my place to judge you, you have been through some really traumatic events, you have lost those you loved and held dear, you have been enlightened as to your heritage and now,” she smiled warmly, “now you have to decide whether or not you stay here and live a normal life with Theodore, or you go back to your real home, take on the forces of evil and reclaim your throne, that is an awful lot to think about.”
 
   “When I saw Theodore, my heart it lit up, I wanted to run into his arms and hold him close,” Eveline smiled, “but when I kissed him, as loving as I felt, my heart ached for something else.”
 
   “It has only been a few months since Galean’s death, it is only natural you should miss him and the memory of one kiss can forever be remembered,” Jophiel replied solemnly, coming to Eveline’s side, “now come let us try once more then we can go and have supper.”
 
   Eveline and Jophiel stayed in the study for an hour practising the art of levitation. Eveline found solace in the tutoring of magic, it kept her mind pre occupied and away from other problems. Eveline with Jophiels advice put the letter aside for a week to concentrate on their lessons. With time and much persistence, Eveline began to gain control over her abilities, when she awoke she used her skills to open the curtains, pour her tea and so forth. Jophiel had taught her an important skill, stunning, Eveline was still quite new to her abilities, but with determination and effort, she gained abilities such as stunning, levitation, creating balls of fire within her palms, power augmentation, invisibility and the ability to resist forms of danger that could lead to being injured.
 
   “You have learned a lot in the last month you should be proud,” smiled Jophiel, taking Eveline’s arm in her own as they walked through the park one fine morning.
 
   “I am proud but is it selfish to want to learn more?” replied Eveline, letting her eyes roam about the park, watching dogs playing together close by and ducks paddling about in the pond.
 
   “In time you will, if you go to Calhuni you will meet those gifted with the art of magic, take time to learn from them,” lectured Jophiel kindly. Eveline nodded in agreement and walked in content silence around the park with her friend. The trees were beginning to show evidence of buds which excited Eveline, she loved spring, and everything was anew. The war had brought terrible hardships on those living in London and both Eveline and Jophiel spent time helping the poor families in the area, bringing baskets of food and helping to clean. Every Christmas there was the promise of an end to the war, but it just seemed to keep going and with it becoming worse. Eveline found it hard to differentiate between her own woes and those of the world. How could she help her people? She was only one person, and even if she had acquired new abilities, she was still a weakling in comparison to her half-brother, she was no match for him or his allies.
 
   “What are you thinking about?” Jophiel asked quietly, looking across at her friend.
 
   “The war here on earth, it is so immoral and so cruel, I keep thinking how can I possibly end a war?”
 
   “When you enter a darkened room, what do you do?” Jophiel asked.
 
   “I turn the light on,” smiled Eveline.
 
   “Then that is what you do, you turn the light on, you find the people that want to stand in the light and find a way to extinguish the darkness,” Jophiel answered steadily.
 
   “I wish it was that simple, it is so easy to get up and react in a violent nature, but I do not wish for my people to believe that war can fought by violence alone. I cannot have the younger generations grow up thinking it is normal and right that we react with physical violence.” Eveline said seriously, gazing at a pair of children playing ball together.
 
   “I understand, you believe that there are other ways, and you are right, but who better to implement them but you,” offered Jophiel, looking into Eveline’s anxious face.
 
   “The problem that faces me is this, can my half-brother see sense? Has he gone too far, so far that violence is the only option?” pondered Eveline heavily.
 
   “I believe that in relation to your brother, physical reaction may be the only course of action, but..,” she began hopefully, “that doesn’t mean you cannot try to bring together the other leaders of the North and South through negotiations. Despite the war they wage, they and you have one common enemy, your half-brother.”
 
   “That doesn’t make them any better than Heidan,” argued Eveline.
 
   “It may not, but it may persuade them to come together in order to fight against him,” answered Jophiel.
 
   “It may,” mused Eveline. “I would be naive in thinking that the war against Heidan can be fought without violence, but I want my people to understand that they cannot react to those they dislike with the same physical harshness, we all must try to understand our differences and find common ground.”
 
   “You sound like a diplomat,” smiled Jophiel, “which will stand in your favour, there are others ways to make people bend, not just through the sword and I am sure you will find ways in which to bend those you dislike to your will.”
 
   “That sounds unlike myself, I have never tried to bend someone’s views to suit my own,” said Eveline evenly. “I do not even have much experience on the laws of politics, morals and ethics.”
 
   “Well as to that, I have many fine books on the subjects that you can read beginning with Plato, in fact if you do decide to return to Calhuni, I suggest you bring with you some important guides,” Jophiel replied, guiding them through the gates and onto the road.
 
   “I feel so uneducated,” sighed Eveline mournfully looking to her left and right before crossing.
 
   “You are not uneducated, you are very intelligent, it is just that now you feel overwhelmed with responsibility,” Jophiel remarked flatly. “Why don’t we spend this week debating political philosophy and understanding political science,” said Jophiel her eyes sparkling with excitement and the prospect. “I am the angel of enlightment so really it is my duty.”
 
   “How can I possibly take in all that political philosophy and science teaches in a week?” Eveline groaned, opening the gate to Jophiels house and letting her past. 
 
   “Eveline it doesn’t have to be complicated, and really it isn’t, we will look at the general concepts and work from there, and in the evenings you can read,” smiled Jophiel. “Have hope you have after all mastered the art of magic in a few weeks, which is an achievement, you are well able to master the art of politics.”
 
   “Alright teacher, I will try,” laughed Eveline entering the house and taking off her coat.
 
   “Good, and while we are discussing the various forms of political theories we can touch upon morals and ethics,” Jophiel said happily.
 
    
 
   *
 
    
 
   “Montesquieu believed that by separating the judicial system, the executive and the legislative would become dependent on one another, thus meaning that the power or influence of one of the them would not be able to exceed the other two,” Eveline stated firmly, setting down Montesquieu’s On the Spirit of Laws, with a thud.
 
   “Yes, he believed that rules and laws could reduce the problems faced by society and thus they helped to improve society and human life.” Jophiel answered wisely, her spectacles on the end of her nose, giving her an air of the academic. “He believed in three types of government; a monarchy ruled by a King or Queen, a republic rule by an elected leader for instance France and a despotism ruled by a dictator like Hitler.”
 
   “But he believed that a government run by the people and elected by the people was the best form of democracy?” Quizzed Eveline curiously.
 
   “Yes, the current American political system was founded on his idea of the separation of powers, but we shouldn’t forget other political philosophers who helped to influence the American political system, such as John Locke and Francis Bacon.” Jophiel lectured.
 
   “Yes John Locke’s, Two Treatises influenced the declaration of American Independence and Francis Bacon’s novel The New Atlantis, brought about his vision of a utopian North America; were slavery would be condemned, political rights would be offered to both men and women, the church and state would be separate and importantly that there would be freedom of religious and political expression.”
 
   “Yes, similar to Thomas More’s book Utopia, in which he envisions the idea of an ideal society, it is greatly debated amongst academics however as he was a very dedicated catholic and was influenced by the humanist philosopher Desiderius Erasmus, anyway without going into great detail,” Jophiel breathed. “Plato’s Republic is considered to be the first book in which the image of an ideal society is described. Plato believed that we could find ways in which to better ourselves and our society.”
 
   “So Montesquieu and Plato differ in their theories of power and who holds power?” Asked Eveline quietly, trying to take it all in, and digesting it without it overwhelming her.
 
   “Yes, Montesquieu believed that political society was based on civil law, that the legal framework of that society should be reflected in what citizens saw as right or wrong,” Jophiel began swirling wine about in her glass. “Plato’s Republic challenges the definition of justice, he believed in a society that was made up of three classes, producers, auxiliaries and guardians, believing that a society was just when all three of these classes were working together. He believed that each person should only fulfil the role with which he was granted by nature and not interfere in the business of others.”
 
   Eveline listened curiously as Jophiel explained Plato’s theory on individual justice, yawning with exhaustion but willing herself to listen. It was interesting watching Jophiel talk about political philopshy, she was so alive with thoughts and pondering, it made Eveline feel slightly demoralised, realising that she really didn’t know that much.
 
   “And so each of the classes are controlled by the three elements of the soul, their appetites, spirits and rational thinking. Plato believed that our world was divided into two realms, the visible and the intelligible, believing firmly that only educated persons could understand knowledge,” Jophiel let out a breath gazing at Eveline, “am I overwhelming you?”
 
   “No, no it’s interesting, truly it is, but I feel overwhelmed with knowledge myself and if there is one philosopher I wish to talk off then it is Machiavelli,” smiled Eveline hopefully.
 
   “Ah Niccolo Machiavelli, an interesting pick, why him if I may ask?” frowned Eveline curiously.
 
   “I found his book The Prince, well harrowing but intriguing at the same time, I have a feeling most academics discredit it,” Eveline explained.
 
   “Well it is debatable, either it was written as a practical guide on how to gain power or as some academics would debate it is a guide on how not to rule,” smiled Jophiel. “Machiavelli wrote The Prince in hope that he would find favour with Lorenzo de Medici the current ruler of Florence at that time, however he did not find favour.”
 
   “It is shocking indeed that he justifies the immoral and unethical acts of violence used by rules or those trying to gain power,” Eveline mused, “I can understand why it is treated with distain, but within his book lies an element of truth, whether we dare admit it or not, he believes that we have to control our destiny and not merely wait for it.”
 
   “If you are willingly to believe that it was a satire book, then that changes things slightly, he is then highlighting the notion of tyrannical rule, he is exposing the republican government which at that time was in chaos,” explained Jophiel thoughtfully.
 
   “Yes, I wonder, does my half-brother need the help of those beneath him? Or does his abilities keep him power with or without support?” Eveline asked, shifting her body in the chair, letting her hips relax.
 
   “I’m not quite sure. Heidan is indeed from what you have told me a tyrannical ruler, but even with all his strength and abilities he still needs his supporters help to keep control over those who oppose him,” answered Jophiel. “He may be individually powerful, more so than any other shadow, angel or being, but if you bring together a group of powerful beings and they begin to function as one then you become his equal, do you understand?”
 
   “Yes I think I do. I have powers to equal his, despite not knowing about them until now, but if I were to find others who had extensive and strong powers, together we could cripple him,” she pondered deeply, “but then again he has the support of Lagar and those who follow him like Islaer, so really both sides are as powerful as the other, it is a level playing field, so what determines victory?”
 
   “Publilius Syrus once said that where there is unity there is always victory,” Jophiel quoted grandly.
 
   “Light can overcome darkness, you are right, unity is needed,” smiled Eveline yawing again.
 
   “I think you need to go to bed, it has been a long week and Theodore will be arriving in the morning,” Jophiel ordered getting up and stretching her arms out.
 
   “Yes, I am excited to see him,” announced Eveline following Jophiel in getting up and stretching.
 
   “So you are decided then? You will marry him and go through with the plan?” Jophiel asked seriously, opening the study door and letting Eveline pass.
 
   “Yes, I would regret not trying, it seems the most logical and illogical thing to do,” Eveline smiled setting her hand down on the banister.
 
   “I hope for your sake that it works, so you will make for Keswick next week?” Jophiel asked following Eveline up the stairs whilst unpinning her hair.
 
   “Yes, I am packed and ready to go tomorrow. We are too be married at a registry office near Westminster.” Eveline smiled happily at the thought.
 
   “How romantic,” sighed Jophiel. “I dare not ask how your grandfather will react.”
 
   “He gave me a choice and promised that whatever I choose to do he would support my decision,” replied Eveline firmly.
 
   “Well I wish you all the best, it has been a pleasure having you here, teaching you and befriending you,” said Jophiel stopping and turning to give her new friend a hug. “I am only sorry I cannot go with you, but I have packed away some essential reading whilst you are up in Keswick waiting for June’s arrival.”
 
   “You have been so good to me Jophiel, so very good, I will not forget your kindness,” smiled Eveline hugging her friend tightly, “and I will write weekly to you, it would be sad to not keep in contact.”
 
   “Maybe you can spend your time in Keswick learning how to protect yourself with a sword, Theodore should be qualified enough for the job,” Jophiel answered letting go of their embrace.
 
   “That is a good idea, I will make sure that he takes time to train me so that I am at least decently set up for the journey ahead,” Eveline said happily turning to her door, “good night,” she whispered.
 
   “Good night Celestine,” murmured Jophiel walking into her room and closing the door behind her.
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   Belated Present
 
    
 
   “So are you ready?” Jophiel asked Eveline, standing behind her at the looking mirror. Eveline smiled at her reflection, Jophiel had given her a beautiful, cream dress that fell to her calves and coat to wear for her wedding to Theodore. Eveline’s hair was set beautifully and adorned with small, cream and yellow flowers.
 
   “I think so yes,” Eveline replied nervously, gently rubbing her painted lips together, she had to admit the effect was rather lovely.
 
   “I have a gift for you, something to remember me by,” said Jophiel turning round and picking up two velvet boxes. Eveline’s eyes looked upon the velvet boxes and she sighed.
 
   “Oh you really shouldn’t have,” she gushed rather excited to be given two presents.
 
   “Well every bride needs some jewellery doesn’t she?” smiled Jophiel opening the larger of the boxes and revealing a beautiful pearl bracelet, set with small diamonds.
 
   “Oh Jophiel it is beautiful,” Eveline beamed in the mirror gazing down as Jophiel put the bracelet on her right wrist.
 
   “It was a gift from a very old friend and since I will never marry, I want you to have it.” Jophiel answered quietly, stroking the pearls with her fingers, before setting the box down and opening the small box, revealing matching earrings.
 
   “Oh my how very exquisite,” cooed Eveline taking the earrings in her palm and turning them about with her fingers before putting them on.
 
   “There you look ready to meet you fiancé,” laughed Jophiel walking round the side of the bed and taking a small parcel from a cupboard. Eveline allowed herself a moment to take in her over all appearance, she really did look striking and she felt stunning inside and out. The beautiful yellow diamond jewel at her chest shined brightly, warming her heart. Jophiel returned to her and took her hands in her own guiding her to the end of the bed and setting her down.
 
   “When I was in the cab with Galean he gave me a parcel, told me that if he didn’t survive that I was to give this to you when the time was right.” Jophiel smiled, looking down at the neatly wrapped parcel. Eveline frowned as she gazed at the package, it looked very familiar and for a second she felt a wave of grief descend upon her.
 
   “It’s the fudge,” she choked, “we went to this beautiful sweet shop in Bath with Belle and I told him how I wished for some fudge, he must have bought it for me as a present for Christmas.”
 
   “He left you a card as well, its inside he said, and you are to read it alone and to eat the fudge when you feel sad.” Jophiel said quietly watching the pain fill Eveline’s eyes.
 
   “What would he think of me, marrying Theodore,” cried Eveline, holding the parcel in her hands tightly.
 
   “He would be happy for you Eveline, he was not a man that was easily rushed to jealousy and anger, and he only wanted you to be happy.”
 
   “Is it wrong that a part of me wishes I was marrying him instead?” whispered Eveline shamefully.
 
   “No, not at all, you loved him, still I think you love him, but he is gone and your love for Theodore will grow and strengthen,” promised Jophiel, squeezing her hand gently. “Come no tears today, let us go down and have some tea before we leave.”
 
   “I will be down directly I will just put this in my suitcase,” smiled Eveline getting up off the bed with the parcel in her hands and crossing the room to her brown leather suitcase, waiting for Jophiel to exit before kneeling down and opening it. The suitcase wasn’t packed with clothes, only a few blouses, skirts and jumpers alongside her undergarments. Eveline placed the beautifully wrapped package onto of her clothes, stroking it with tenderness and love before shutting the suitcase close again and picking it up, leaving the room, and turning to take one last glance before closing the door. Jophiel and Eveline sat in the morning room for half an hour before the doorbell rang and Theodore was introduced to them. Eveline blushed as he gazed at her, his eyes taking in all of her beauty. Theodore was dressed in a morning suit and looked as handsome as ever, his blue eyes as blue as ever, his cheeks flushed with happiness.
 
   “You look stunning,” he murmured kissing her cheek slightly. Jophiel stood and watched the couple embrace, her heart warming. The logical and reasonable side of Jophiel understood seriously the consequences that their marriage would bring, but they adored one another and she understood also why they wanted to marry. Sometimes she thought as she stood on the doorstep waving them away, logic wasn’t always the best course of action, and love was not logical. Jophiel felt bereft without her new friend as she closed the door behind her and entered her morning room, but she felt hopeful that she had trained her and lectured her enough so that Eveline would be able to protect herself, that she was ready for the new journey she was about to take.
 
    
 
   *
 
    
 
   Theodore clasped Eveline’s hand gently as they sat together in the taxi nearing the registry office at Westminster.
 
   “Are you nervous?” he asked warmly, gazing at his future bride with deep adoration.
 
   “Yes and no,” replied Eveline, smoothing back her hair with a gloved hand, “what I mean is I am anxious that something will go wrong but am very happy that we are to wed and go back to Keswick, to go home.”
 
   “You have nothing to worry about Eveline, everything will go smoothly and soon we will be on the train back to Keswick where we can have a few months of normality, a few months in which to be a married couple,” Theodore answered happily, “do you remember the wedding at Bristol?”
 
   “Yes with fond memories, she looked beautiful,” beamed Eveline, letting her laced hand rest in Theodores.
 
   “When we were sitting there watching the ceremony, all I could think about was marrying you,” Theodore declared, his face full of happiness and joy.
 
   “That is exactly what was going through my mind too,” gushed Eveline, her cheeks flushing slightly.
 
   “Despite only meeting on that day, I knew instantly when I met you that I loved you,” Theodore murmured, lifting his other hand and cupping her face tenderly.
 
   “And I you,” answered Eveline letting her cheek lean into his palm softly.
 
   “When we were in Bath I had this crazy idea that you may have felt similar feelings for Galean,” laughed Theodore, rolling his eyes.
 
   “Why would you think that?” choked Eveline, trying to disguise her shock with a cough.
 
   “Oh, it’s stupid really,” Theodore frowned, “you just both got on so well, and it didn’t make things any easier seeing you both with Belle, you looked like a normal family, and it made me jealous admittedly.”
 
   “I would be lying if I said that Galean and I did not get along well, we both loved music and we both loved looking after Belle, but we were friends that’s all.” Eveline said carefully, turning to look outside the window.
 
   “I know I was being silly and jealous,” Theodore replied, watching Eveline’s face sadden.
 
   “It is alright,” Eveline whispered taking in a deep breath. “I think we are here,” she beamed turning to Theodore and squeezing his hand.
 
   “Yes here we are, are you ready?” Theodore asked excitement flooding his heart.
 
   “Yes,” gushed Eveline, smoothing out her cream dress and preparing to get out.
 
   “Oh, about surnames, we angels don’t have any so I thought we could use your grandmothers?” Theodore asked, looking at Eveline with hope.
 
   “That is very thoughtful,” smiled Eveline leaning over and kissing his cheek. “Her surname was Black.”
 
   “Well then let us go and be married,” laughed Theodore getting out of the taxi, and running round to Eveline’s side, opening the door and helping her out. Running up the steps hand in hand the couple entered the registry office full of happy spirits. It was forty five minutes before they exited the office, married and ready to enter into a new life together.
 
   “I have two tickets for Keswick, we leave in two hours so shall we go have lunch somewhere?” Theodore asked, holding their luggage in his hands. Eveline was looking down at her wedding ring, her heart thudding. “Eveline?”
 
   “Yes, I am famished,” smiled Eveline, letting her hand fall to her side.
 
   “Good, there is a small café across the street, it’s not much but it will do,” Theodore said, taking her hand in his and guiding her across the street, making sure as not to get harmed by any ongoing traffic. Soldiers walked by the married couple as they entered the small café. “Why don’t you sit down somewhere and I will get us some food,” Theodore ordered kindly, letting go of Eveline and handing her the luggage.
 
   “Alright,” she replied quietly taking their luggage and looking round for a table. Sitting down at a nearby table, Eveline looked about the busy café, filled with soldiers and their lovers. Eveline smiled as she watched the couples talk, some close together and others seriously. Crossing her legs over she once again looked down at the ring upon her finger a rush of warmth filling her body and she turned it about. Theodore and Eveline had agreed to keep their marriage a secret in Keswick considering she was thought to be engaged to William. They would pretend to be cousins, Theodore helping Eveline in the aftermath of her grandmother’s death. They would only be staying in Keswick for a few months, until June, there was no point in hurting her old friends with the news that she had gone and married another man, not while William’s family waited for his return.
 
   “What has you looking so down?” Theodore asked, setting a tray down at their table and sitting opposite Eveline.
 
   “So much has happened since I left Keswick, it feels almost alien to be going back, I feel so changed that I hardly recognise the old me.”
 
   “You are still Eveline, despite being Celestine to the wider universe,” teased Theodore, pouring her tea. “But do not worry, we shall stay quiet and enjoy our married life.”
 
   “Do you think you could teach me to protect myself physically?” Eveline enquired taking a sip of tea.
 
   “It is something I have been thinking about, as I have been stripped of my powers, the only thing I do have left is my ability with a sword,” smiled Theodore weakly. “I think it would be prudent not to teach you how to use a sword and to use a bow and arrow, you may need them if we make it to Calhuni alive.”
 
   “Do you think I will be able to wield a sword like you? I used to play fight when I was young.” Eveline asked nervously, she may be tall but she was petite, she had no meat on her.
 
   “Oh yes, and you have already mastered the art of dagger throwing,” Theodore replied thoughtfully. “As I remember you beat all of your male friends at tree knifing?”
 
   “Yes well I suppose I am good at that and,” she began chewing down on a ham sandwich. “I did play with wooden swords.”
 
   “Well then you have already begun your training, we just need to bring you up to snuff,” Theodore replied, bending over and kissing his new wife on the forehead.
 
   “Hmm yes, also I was thinking maybe you could train me to use a horse?”
 
   “Do you have horses?” Theodore replied frowning, he had never seen Eveline on a horse before.
 
   “No but our next door neighbour does, he is a farmer I am sure he would let us rent one or two of his horses.” Eveline mused looking up from her sandwich.
 
   “I will go over in the morning and enquire after some horses then, we can keep them in the fields.” 
 
   “Good,” sighed Eveline content and happy. “I cannot wait to get back home I am so very excited.”
 
   “Yes, as am I my dear,” said Theodore with pride.
 
    
 
   *
 
    
 
   The journey to Keswick was long and when they finally arrived, both Theodore and Eveline where exhausted. It was dark and chilly when they eventually found themselves at the front door of Estelle’s cottage, the wind loud and gusty, causing the trees around them to sway harshly. As Theodore opened the door, Eveline looked up at the night sky and breathed in the cold air, letting her lungs fill. The stars were out in force, and Eveline felt at home, this was where she belonged.
 
   “Right,” Theodore smiled picking her up in his arms. “I believe the groom is to bring you over the threshold.” Eveline wrapped her arms about his neck as they entered the cold and dark cottage, kissing his face delightfully. Theodore set her down and closed the door behind them, putting his hand on his hips.
 
   “Right I need to make a fire and warm this cottage up, can’t be going to bed in the freezing cold,” he laughed, making for the stack of wood that lay beside the fire place and getting started. Eveline froze on the spot at the mention of bed, she almost forgot about the wedding night and an intense fear gripped her as she rubbed her hands together for heat. Silently she made her way through the cottage, opening the door of the kitchen and walking to a nearby cupboard that housed candles. Bending down she opened the cupboard and looked inside, finding at least ten tall candles. Stashing the candles in her arms she got up and looked around for any paper. The moonlight made it possible for Eveline to wander about the kitchen looking for any old newspapers. Finally after five minutes of scavenging she found some old newspapers on the floor beside the back door. Instead of trying to juggle candles with a paper she left the kitchen and set the candles down near Theodore who had just lit the fire and made her way back to get the paper.
 
   “Ah candles, brilliant,” smiled Theodore taking off his coat and setting it down on one of the settees. 
 
   “I thought you could light them,” replied Eveline now also taking off her coat and hanging it up on the peg beside the front door, turning and bringing Theodore’s coat to the pegs.
 
   “Well now we have light and warmth,” announced Theodore kissing his wife on the cheek.
 
   “There is a fire in my room if you wish to light it as well, we can sleep there, it would be too strange to use my grandmothers room,” whispered Eveline shyly.
 
   “Off course my love, I will go up at once and leave you to light the rest of the candles,” beamed Theodore leaving his wife and making his way up the stairs with one candle, humming as he went. Once Theodore had left Eveline used her newly acquired magical abilities to light the candles and tidy the room making it comfortable and cosy. As she re-entered the kitchen with two candles, setting them down on the table, she made for the gas cooker. Taking the kettle from the hob Eveline filled it with cold water and placed it back over the hob, letting it heat up. In the far cupboard, she reached up and found a box of china tea. To her right she found two cups and saucers and brought them over to the table.
 
   “Well that is the fire lit upstairs, do you want me to bring our suitcases up?” Theodore said entering the small kitchen, bending his head down so that he didn’t hit it off the small door frame.
 
   “Yes that would be great, I will unpack once we have had some tea,” smiled Eveline, pouring the now boiling water into the cups and adding tea bags. As she dipped the tea bags in and out she felt Theodore behind her, his hand gently swiping her hair away from her neck and his lips kissing her softly. “Theodore, I’m trying to make tea,” she flushed hotly.
 
   “I’m sorry, I cannot seem to help myself,” whispered Theodore warmly, wrapping his arms about her waist, “you are my wife, and I cannot seem to get over how lucky I am.”
 
   “Well you won’t be feeling lucky if I burn myself because of your caresses,” scolded Eveline gently, turning her body round to her husbands and wrapping her arms about his neck once more.
 
   “Wife,” Theodore whispered, his eyes hot and heavy.
 
   “Husband,” Eveline laughed shyly, rubbing his nose softly with her own, “come let us have some tea and sit in the warmth, before we head to bed.”
 
   “Yes I am a little parched,” yawned Theodore unleashing his wife from his grip and reaching down for a cup and saucer.
 
   “Me too, you go on I will follow,” ordered Eveline, watching her husband leave with his tea, winking at her. When the door closed she bent over and let out an anxious breath. It wasn’t that she did not enjoy the idea of what was to come, it was just that she was nervous. Off course she had already spent a night with Theodore when they first met, but this was entirely different, this meant other things, and a part of her was nervous and another excited. She had never really given much thought to the activities between a husband and wife, but had read many of her grandmothers, rather racy novels and fully understood what happened, but what if it went wrong? What if it wasn’t as beautiful and passionate as her grandmother described? Taking in a deep breath and carrying her cup and saucer, Eveline left the kitchen, blowing out the candles for safety and entered the living room. Theodore was sitting back into the settee, sipping his tea and watching his wife keenly.
 
   “Oh it’s lovely and warm,” muttered Eveline nervously taking a seat beside her husband, keeping her eyes averted, finding intrigue in the hot water.
 
   “Yes, it is,” teased Theodore, setting his cup and saucer down on the floor and easing himself back, his eyes still on his obviously tense and anxious wife. Eveline smiled weakly as she drank her tea with force. They sat in silence for the next ten minutes, Theodore’s eyes on Eveline and Eveline’s eyes on the fire which was crackling loudly. The room grew very warm indeed and it didn’t much help that Theodore was watching her with an intensity so direct that it kept a blush upon her cheeks permantly. In fact Eveline felt her whole body blush under his intense gaze. Unfortunately she finished her tea and with disappointment she put it down at her feet and sat back.
 
   “Eveline?” Theodore whispered hotly.
 
   “Yes?” 
 
   “You seem tense?” teased Theodore, moving closer to her side and letting his right arm slide behind her shoulders, taking one of her loose curls and winding it about his finger.
 
   “Oh no I am just tired that’s all,” Eveline lied, her neck warming at his touch.
 
   “Eveline?”
 
   “Yes?”
 
   “It’s alright, you don’t have to be afraid of our wedding night,” Theodore stated lazily, “it’s new to me as well.”
 
   “Really but you are how old?” Eveline turned and looked at her husband curiously.
 
   “Well if you really want to know I am just over a thousand years old,” answered Theodore seriously.
 
   “Wow,” gasped Eveline, “that is pretty old.”
 
   “To be fair you will most likely live for a long time as well,” argued Theodore, “as you are the granddaughter of Heiden.”
 
   “Yes but only through my mother, I am not sure if I have the same lifespan as my grandfather,” mused Eveline seriously, this was a real dilemma in a way.
 
   “I am not sure how to answer that, but even if you do not live as long as Heiden, you still have a lot of life left in you, if you reclaim your throne you will most likely be on it for a very long time.” Theodore smiled, unbuttoning his shirt.
 
   “What are you doing?” squeaked Eveline anxiously.
 
   “Stop worrying I am just a little hot that is all,” teased Theodore, letting his shirt fall open. He watched Eveline’s golden eyes dilate at the sight and rejoiced within, he knew that she wanted him as much as he wanted her, he just had to settle her nerves.
 
   “Oh, well it is a little hot,” stammered Eveline, her eyes on his bared chest, licking her lips seductively, causing Theodores heart to thud.
 
   “Why don’t you take off your shoes?” Theodore asked helpfully. “I think I may take mine off.”
 
   “That is a good idea,” whispered Eveline, turning her eyes from Theodore and bending down to unlace her shoes, taking them off with ease and setting them aside, wiggling her toes. Eveline watched as Theodore copied her, but found her body reacting in a strange way, as though it was melting. Eveline nearly died as she realised that she was lusting after her husband and with that realisation came incredible guilt, how would she be feeling if she was with Galean?
 
   “In all the hustle and bustle of today we have forgotten a pretty important part of a wedding,” teased Theodore, watching his wife try very hard to not feel as hot as he felt.
 
   “Yes?” she whispered.
 
   “Our wedding dance,” he smiled getting up and offering her a hand.
 
   “Oh yes that is true,” she returned taking his hand and getting up off the settee and moulding her body into his own.
 
   “Shame we have no music, I shall hum,” whispered Theodore, taking his wife into his arms gracefully and guiding her around the room in a slow waltz. Eveline let her body relax as Theodore hummed a tune under his breathe, his blue eyes piercing her own gaze, making her legs feel weak and unstable. For several minutes the couple waltzed together, Theodore letting his wife spin under his arm before cradling her into his body again, setting his chin upon her head carefully. Eveline let her head fall against her husband’s shoulder, closing her eyes and listening to his heart beat. Love circulated within her, she thought not of Galean, who had only loved her out of a sense of duty, but she thought of the man she had married, the man who had given up everything to be with her and she smiled, everything was falling into place. When they stopped dancing Theodore kissed Eveline passionately on the lips, lifting her into his arms.
 
   “Shall we go up to bed my love?” he whispered warmly, feeling her body shake with anxiety.
 
   “Yes,” she replied, her lips quivering.
 
   “Stop worrying, I assure you it will be fine,” Theodore said hoping to comfort his wife and himself, for he too felt anxious. When they had ascended the stairs and entered Eveline’s room, closing the door behind them, Theodore set his wife down.
 
   “Is it alright if I change and brush my hair?” Eveline asked shyly walking to her suitcase and opening it.
 
   “Off course, take as long as you need, I am going to wash my face and brush my teeth,” replied Theodore, leaving Eveline to get on with changing.
 
   “The bathroom is through that door,” Eveline pointed to the door that was beside the bedroom door.
 
   “Ah great,” smiled Theodore, unpacking his wash bag and going into the bathroom with his pyjamas, closing it tightly behind him. Eveline opened her suitcase and picked up Galean’s parcel, now wasn’t the time to unwrap it, so she put it to the side and looked through her clothes for her silk nightdress, bought for her wedding night by Jophiel. Closing her suitcase and placing it under her bed, she slowly got unchanged, folding her wedding dress up and placing it on the window chair. Quietly she sat down in front of her dressing table, and unpinned her hair, letting it fall down her back. She realised the silk nightdress was really quite revealing, which made her feel silly. Intimately she touched her face softly with her fingers, running them over her eyes, nose and lips before letting her fingers caress her neck, teasing her collar bone before lifting them away. 
 
    Unclasping her earrings, she set them down on the table before removing her bracelet and setting it beside the earrings. For a long moment she gazed at herself, her face was flushed and her eyes bright, her lips still red with the remnants of her lipstick. Eveline lifted her right hand and let her fingers settle upon her beautiful jewelled star, as golden as her eyes. For some strange and unbeknown reason she couldn’t let herself be rid of the necklace, it made her feel safe, however illogical that seemed. Taking up her old brush, she began to brush her long, auburn curls, finding the motion relaxing, and hardly noticed Theodore’s appearance. Gazing up from the mirror she watched as Theodore walked about the room, setting his suitcase under the bed beside her own and taking off his dressing robe. Eveline’s hand froze as she marvelled at how utterly handsome he was, his blue pyjamas illuminating his eyes. As she watched him wander about the room in another world, she stiffened as he met her gaze and smiled. Dropping her brush she quickly covered her chest, blushing terribly as she walked over to her.
 
   “Why have you stopped brushing your hair?” he asked huskily, bending down beside her and taking a handful of her hair into his hand, stroking it tenderly. Eveline looked down into his warm and kind eyes and found she was speechless. “Give me your brush,” he ordered tenderly. Eveline lifted her brush and handed it to her husband silently watching as he began to brush her thick curls carefully and gently.
 
   “You don’t have to brush my hair,” she whispered shyly, the light of the candles causing her hair to burn brightly.
 
   “I want too,” Theodore replied gently, getting up and standing behind her and taking another handful of hair into his hand, brushing it, whilst gazing at her in the mirror.
 
   “It’s strange being back home without my grandmother ordering me about,” said Eveline softly, her eyes closing in relaxation. 
 
   “Yes, I would suppose it is,” Theodore replied, “she was some character.”
 
   “Hmm, she was. Sometimes I still think she is alive, sometimes I find myself waiting for her,” mused Eveline, an image of Estelle popping up into her mind, “silly isn’t it?”
 
   “Not at all, I sometimes think that my friends will suddenly appear and everything will go back to how it was,” smiled Theodore, his heart aching.
 
   “But then you have to open your eyes,” whispered Eveline, “and you realise they will never come back, you will never have another conversation with them.”
 
   “Yes,” sighed Theodore taking the brush away from her hair, and reaching over her shoulders, setting it back down on the dressing table.
 
   “That was nice,” hummed Eveline deeply opening her eyes and gazing up into Theodore’s reflection.
 
   “I could tell,” he smiled, “come let us go to bed, it has been a long day.”
 
   “You go on I will join you in a minute,” answered Eveline a little anxious and determined to sit still. Theodore kissed the top of her head and walked away to the other side of the bed, getting in and blowing out his candle. Eveline sat at her dressing table, her chest rising and falling quickly. “I will put out the fire,” she murmured quietly, mostly to herself.
 
   “Are you warm enough?” Theodore asked under the cover of the duvet, watching his nervous wife try to summon the courage to get into bed with him.
 
   “Yes,” she replied, getting up and throwing the bucket of water over the small fire, extinguishing it immediately, the room suddenly darkening only her candle alight. Outside the stormy weather seemed to worsen as Eveline walked over to the window and looked outside. The moon was high in the sky, and she could see the trees swaying heavily, the sound of the gusty wind travelling high into the night sky and teasing the window. You can’t stand here all night she thought pathetically, your feet are getting cold, she scolded. Courage she willed, as she turned to the bed and got in, setting her candle on her bedside table and blowing it out quickly.
 
   Theodore lay still feeling Eveline’s body stiffen at the edge of the bed and he smiled to himself, the poor woman he thought, he can’t be that scary. As she lay quiet and unmoving, Theodore shuffled over and let his arms surround her body gently, letting his face rest against her own, the scent of her hair filling his senses. Theodore felt Eveline shake at the intimate embrace.  For a while he just lay still, holding her close until her felt her body relax and warm against his own.
 
   “Do I frighten you?” he whispered into her hair.
 
   “No, it’s just I’m nervous,” she whispered back holding his hand tightly.
 
   “What about?” he answered gently, stroking her palm with his fingers and feeling her body sigh with contentment.
 
   “I’ve never done this before,” she blurted out, biting her lip in shame at sounding so childish.
 
   “I’m glad,” he laughed, “but neither have I despite being over a thousand years old.”
 
   “What if I am not beautiful enough? What if my body disappoints you?” she whispered anxiously, for this was indeed the root of all her nerves. Theodore got up on one elbow and looked down at his wife, turning her round to face him. Slowly and gently he cupped her face and kissed her softly on the lips.
 
   “You are the most beautiful woman I have ever laid eyes on, and I have met many women in my lifetime, so that is a compliment,” he said trying to offer her comfort and reassurance. Eveline smiled up at her new husband, handsome and kind as he was.
 
   “Well you are the handsomest man I have ever met, but to be fair I have only met at least a dozen,” she laughed, lifting her hands to his face and bringing it down so that she could kiss him once more, finding comfort and safety in their kisses.
 
   “Eveline, your body is a temple, it is the shell of who you are, it embodies all of your beauty, inside and out, and so I treasure all of it as men treasure their gold,” cooed Theodore, letting his fingers trail down her throat, watching as her body arched towards him, making him smile.
 
   “I don’t feel so nervous now,” she whispered, a strange wanting arising within her.
 
   “Either do I,” replied Theodore huskily, bringing his lips down to her throat and kissing her from her ears down to her collar bone, listening to her sighs and feeling her fingers tighten around locks of his dark hair. Carefully, Theodore let his fingers work at her nightdress, undoing the silk laces, leaving her chest open and bare. Eveline felt a rush of heat run through her body as she realised Theodore had unlaced her nightdress, cold air cooling her breasts. With embarrassment she quickly covered them with her hands and looked into his eyes with shame.
 
   “Eveline I am your husband now, it is alright,” he ordered gently kissing her nose.
 
   “I feel naked,” she cried shyly.
 
   “That’s because you are, much to my appreciation,” he teased, lifting her hands away from her breasts and dropping his head to kiss them hotly, hearing her cry quietly in reaction to his caresses.
 
   “But it is not fair,” she stammered, “You are not undressed.” Theodore lifted his head with a wolfish grin and began to unbutton his nightshirt, tossing it aside and causing Eveline to feel faint at the sight of his beautiful chest, not overly muscular, elegant, smooth and olive. Theodore looked down at his wife, whose eyes were enlarged with lust and smiled, gently he found her left hand and brought it up to his chest letting her touch him gently.  Eveline could feel Theodores heart beating wildly as she touched his chest curiously, lifting her other hand and placing it on his other side, watching his eyes close at the touch. Eveline felt the fear and anxiety leave her as watched her husband, his face consumed with feeling. Taking her hands away she sat up and put her back against the bedhead, and brought him toward her urgently, kissing him hard on the mouth.
 
   “I am not afraid anymore,” she whispered into his ear.
 
   “Nor am I my love,” Theodore replied, throwing the duvet away and bringing his wife into his arms, devouring her with passion and love. Eveline gave in to the sensations that filled her body as her husband lifted her nightdress over her, leaving her naked and bare under his hot gaze.
 
   “So very beautiful,” he murmured lying her down under him and leaving a trail of kisses upon her flushed skin, letting his hands cover her thighs, as he kissed her taunt stomach. Swiftly and without notice Eveline turned Theodore onto his back and began to explore his own body, smiling down at him wickedly.
 
   “I always knew you were a fiery woman,” he laughed, letting his hands stroke her breasts watching as her eyes closed in ecstasy.
 
   “You’re putting me off,” she scolded her voice deep and husky. Theodore dropped his hands suddenly and laughed deeply.
 
   “Sorry my dear,” he apologised letting Eveline once more explore his body. Eveline kissed Theodore gently, teasing his senses as she let her lips explore his skin, grazing at his nipples and letting her lips kiss the contours of his taunt stomach, letting his fingers follow. Theodore breathed in deeply as the sensitive sensations filled his mind, taking him to a new and heightened state of being. It was so erotic watching his wife devour him passionately that he almost bolted up when she hovered over his hips, her eyes glowing and her lips wet. Sitting up on her knees, feeling wicked and wanton, Eveline pulled down Theodore’s pyjama bottoms her mouth opening slightly as she gazed down at his intimate area, large and alive. A shiver of fear suddenly filled her, she was too small, she thought anxiously, too small for him.
 
   As if understanding immediately what his wife was thinking, Theodore got up, pulled down the rest of his pyjama bottoms and rolled her onto her back, her auburn curls falling about her body teasingly.
 
   “There is no need to be afraid my love it is alright,” he soothed, opening her legs and placing and cupping her sensitive area, watching as her eyes burn with tension, a quiet sigh arousing him even more. Eveline’s hands were dancing above the bed sheets, unable to stay still, so with his free hand Theodore placed both her hands above her head, keeping them still while he explored her, his own body hot and ready for hers. Slowly he dipped his index finger into her sheath and felt the warm wetness of her body surround it, her muscles stretching. Eveline screamed out, arching her back, her eyes closed, and her cheeks burning.
 
   Eveline screamed aloud as she felt Theodore’s finger enter her, causing her body to burn with ecstasy and need, slowly he thrust his finger in and out causing her muscles to stretch and contract, an incredible feeling curling up within her core making her greedy for more. Eveline had never touched herself before like this and regretted it very much, for the feelings it encouraged felt wonderful, she felt as though all the tension within her was being released.
 
   “Theodore,” she cried, her brow wet with sweat.
 
   “Yes my love,” he murmured taking his index finger away from her body and looking up at her face darkly, his eyes hot.
 
   “More,” she stammered feeling the loss of his finger immediately. Theodore positioned himself above Eveline and guided his rigid and hard penis into her warm and wet sheath, feeling her body tense immediately. A soaring pain shot its way through Eveline’s body as Theodore entered her, an unbearable burning following. Lying still, her eyes closed, she bite her lip not wanting to betray the agony she felt.
 
   “Eveline, I’m sorry,” whispered Theodore, “it is never without pain the first time, and your body is not used to the intrusion.” Eveline opened her eyes and relaxed instantly as she saw how concerned her husband was, his fingers wiping away the beads of sweats at her brow, his own heavy with sweat, his face flushed and his eyes dilated.
 
   “Does it ease?” she whispered, moving her hips a little, the pain subsiding a little only to be replaced by an incredible sensation, that no amount of words could explain. As she moved her hips and watched Theodores face contort painfully, letting out a sharp sigh.
 
   “I will only proceed when you ask me,” he stammered in between deep breathes as Eveline moved her hips again, opening her legs wider, letting him push deeper into her warmth.
 
   “Proceed,” she ordered, arching her back once more as he began to thrust into her gently, slowly at first, letting her get used to the rhythm. Eveline found herself becoming lost in what seemed to be a race towards some sort of climax as Theodore thrust into her faster and harder, making deep noises, his hands tightening around her own. It was beautiful she cried, so beautiful to be joined with the man she loved, joined so very intimately. Together they danced before a thousand stars filled her darkness and her body. 
 
    
 
   *
 
    
 
   Eveline lay across the sleeping Theodore and fiddled with her jewel, it had been wonderful she thought to herself, her intimate area slightly sore. She had never imagined that two people could summon such sensations as she had never felt before. Quietly she listened to her new husband’s heartbeat, calm and still and she smiled, things had surely changed, despite the heart ache and loss she and Theodore had endured. For the first time in many weeks, she felt as though life could only improve. Fate she agreed had been wrong, not once in the hour that she made love to her husband did she think of Galean or yearn for him, that was an improvement she agreed inwardly, yawning and closing her eyes, falling prey to sleep, much needed sleep.
 
   Darkness took Eveline, stars filled her dreams as she fell gently through time awaking on soft, cold snow. Opening her eyes, her body shivered terribly as she realised she was on the edge of a mountain side, high above the rest of the world. She was once again robed in a dark midnight gown, her feet bare and her hair wild, dancing in the blustery winds that encircled the mountains that seemed to stretch on into the distance. Looking down from the edge Eveline saw a vast and dense forest, covering the land beneath the mountains. Turning, her body cold she made her way into the mountain through an opening. As she entered she stood looking down the corridor alit with lanterns on either side. Carefully and quietly she followed the lanterns, stopping to look inside several openings, which opened up into vast pools of steaming water, which seemed to be cascading down the walls. The other end of the cave was open, the night sky visible and clear. Eveline tip toed to the edge of the pool and knelt down, putting her finger in. The water was lovely and warm, incredible considering it was freezing outside and this was a mountain, where was the warm water coming from she wondered as she got up and left the cave, re-entering the corridor a little mesmerised. The wet and dimly lit corridor seemed to go on forever until eventually, Eveline was confronted with an exit, which seemed to lead to a staircase. Standing at the exit, Eveline looked around, she was inside a huge and vast space, warm and light, with strange sounds coming from below. Stepping out into the vast cave, Eveline looked down, the stairs seemed to go on forever, until her eyes enlarged with fear as they settled on the object of the noise that filled the large and vast cave. Stepping back towards the wall of the cave, Eveline clasped a hand to her mouth in awe, for under her was the most glorious, most terrifying, golden dragon, pacing about by its lonesome. Eveline got down on her knees and crawled to the edge of the staircase which winded itself downwards to the floor of the cave. The dragon was the most beautiful creature she had ever seen. Taking a better look Eveline marvelled at the large and elegant dragon, which did not seem to scare her as she thought it should. The lanterns that surrounded the cave, illuminated the golden scales of the creature, its tail darker that the rest of its body. The dragon seemed to have incredible green eyes and a diamond mark on its forehead which was green also. Eveline stared at the beautiful creature for some time, awe struck, she listened to it whimper and wail as if in grief and a sudden urge came over her.
 
   Eveline carefully and quietly made her way down the winding stairs that were without any rails to support her. As she descended the stairs the dragon stilled and became quiet, huddling itself in the far corner. Surely it couldn’t see her, pondered Eveline, in all of her dreams and visions she had been invisible. And yet the dragon gazed over at her, unmoving and vigilant as though it was scared of her. Eveline stood still near the stairs looking at the great beast, quiet and still. For several minutes they stood thus, summing one another up before the dragon stepped forward anxiously, causing Eveline to stumble backwards in fear. The dragon snorted as though laughing at her, causing Eveline to smile, she wasn’t invisible, the dragon could see her and she felt that it meant her no harm, in fact it was curious.
 
   “Hello,” Eveline whispered getting up and walking towards the large creature. The dragon made a noise as if saying hello back. “Why you are very beautiful,” Eveline cooed, still walking towards the dragon, who was now bending its head in shyness at the compliment. Eveline stood still and held out her hand willing the dragon to come and sniff it. The elegant dragon stepped forward, its head still bent and stood before Eveline, tall and mighty. Eveline looked up into the huge green eyes and smiled, she felt an odd bond arising between them. The dragon touched her hand lightly with its mouth, groaning lightly at the introduction.
 
   “I have never met a dragon before, even in my sleep,” she whispered to the groaning creature, its large belly moving about. The dragon moaned loudly in response to her, as though answering back, “why ever where you crying?” she asked gently, letting her hand settle upon its face, feeling the rough scales beneath her fingers. The dragon closed its eyes at the touch and sighed loudly, letting out a breath of hot air, warming Eveline’s cold body instantly. When the dragon’s eyes opened, it nodded over towards the large opening, before turning back to her. “Oh,” Eveline sighed happily, “you want to fly?” The dragon nodded in reply, showing its teeth in what seemed to be a smile. “Well then why don’t you?” she asked puzzled. The dragon stood back and began to whimper again as if moaning about something Eveline had no concept of, what was holding the dragon back? Eveline looked under the belly of the dragon and noticed that its back, left foot was chained, she followed the chain to the wall and smiled. “You are bound,” she sighed, the dragon nodded, its eyes lighting up. “Whoever bound you here?” Eveline asked walking around the dragon and stopping at its large back leg, bending down to lift the heavy chain up. The dragon growled loudly as if speaking to her, but she just could not understand it. Heavily the dragon slumped itself down onto the ground, given up and defeated, the weight of its body slamming against the ground causing Eveline to fall down, her face covered in back soot. The dragon’s eyes turned to hers and it seemed to laugh. Eveline wiped the thick soot from her eyes and laughed back. “Oh you naughty thing, look at me now,” she cried out loud getting up once more. Again she looked at the chain and pondered, feeling the dragon’s keen gaze upon her. As she stood looking at the chain she wondered, was she strong enough to use her magic to unbind the chain? As if hearing her thoughts the dragon groaned in agreement.
 
   “I wonder,” she whispered to the sighing dragon before closing her eyes and imagining the chain becoming loose and free. A warmth filled her and she heard a loud bang and opened her eyes immediately. The chains had become free, her magic had worked. “It worked!” she cried, clapping her hands together in excitement. As if realising what Eveline had done the dragon got up immediately and did a sort of dance before turning to her and lowering itself down, arching its back and creating what looked to be a seat. The dragon motioned to its back, willing her to get on.
 
   “Oh no, I can’t, I have nothing to hold onto,” whispered Eveline nervously, stroking the rough scales. The dragon growled and quickly used its teeth to lift Eveline up by her collar and set her on its back. Eveline cried in shock as she sat on the warm back of the dragon, who was now standing up and making its way toward the exit. “Please I have nothing to hold onto,” begged Eveline. Scrapping her hands about, she found them diving into the scales and finding something to hold onto  as the dragon stood on the very edge of the mountain side taking one more glance at Eveline’s scared face before lifting its head into the night sky and making a loud cry, suddenly flinging itself from the cliff. Eveline screamed as she held on for dear life, closing her eyes and keeping her head down as the dragon spiralled downwards at the speed of light suddenly ascending into the night sky before hitting the ceiling of the forest. Eveline felt the harsh cold air bite at her face as the dragon flew up into the starry sky, crying loudly. Holding on tightly, Eveline let her eyes open carefully, her hair dancing wildly in the wind. The dragon was slowing its speed down a bit, letting Eveline create some form of balance. Sitting up slightly Eveline looked down, they were flying over the vast forest. As she relaxed, still holding onto the dragons scales, she could see what looked to be small hamlets within the forest, the light of fires illuminating the trees around them. To her right lay a wide and long river, flowing out of the forest and onto plains. The dragon turned right and followed the long, winding river that passed villages on the banks. Eveline felt a little sick at being so high up and travelling at such a speed, but she was fascinated by the darkened lands that spread out into the distance, dotted with small hamlets, villages and larger towns. The dragon turned its head and looked at Eveline with mischief in its eyes.
 
   “Were are you taking me?” commanded Eveline, now sitting up straight and taking control of her body. The dragon growled before turning its head and flying downwards slightly. Another forest came into sight, it was smaller and was in the shape of a large circle, a lake in the middle and an island at its centre. In the distance Eveline heard another dragon cry and shook as the dragon she was riding cried back in response, spiralling downwards towards the lake suddenly. Ducking her head once more, Eveline looked down as they flew over a river that ran through the forest, the dragons long, golden wings spreading far to their left and right, nearly touching the trees at either side. Peeking over to her side, Eveline could see what looked like another dragon, standing on a water platform. Flying over the lake, Eveline could feel a mist of water soak her feet, as her dragon slowed down, making its way toward the other dragon, and stopping suddenly on the water platform that stood some distance from the island, a beautiful bridge connecting the platform to the island.
 
   Eveline sat still on her dragons back afraid to show her face to the other, much larger dragon, who was nuzzling her own dragon’s neck in adoration. Eveline wondered if they were siblings or lovers, if it was possible. Her own dragon was talking to its friend and motioned to her with its head, causing the other dragon to look down at her, its bright yellow eyes, wide with curiosity. Eveline bite her lip in nerves as she looked into the great big eyes of the red dragon, which was much bigger and stronger than her own. Quickly the larger dragon turned to its friend and groaned. Eveline sat and watched the pair interact in a friendly manner, before the red dragon once again turned to her, bowing its head. Eveline frowned at the regal gesture looking down at her own dragon in confusion. The smaller dragon bared its teeth again in what Eveline took to be another, rather bizarre smile.
 
   “Is this your friend?” she asked brazenly. The dragon shook its head causing Eveline to frown again.
 
   “Your sibling?” offered Eveline, looking from one dragon to the other. Both dragons shook their heads in unison. Eveline sighed deeply, biting her lip. “Wife?” she said carefully. Both dragons nodded in delight at her, once again nuzzling each other, “wait who is who?” she quizzed, “nod your head if you are the husband,” ordered Eveline. The larger of the two dragons nodded its head regally, its large yellow eyes on her. “Ah that makes sense seeing as you are much larger than your wife,” mused Eveline, stroking her dragon’s scales. Eveline did not feel scared anymore, she felt as though she had known these two beautiful dragons her whole life, which obviously was prosperous. Merrily she jumped down from her dragon and patted it gently, making her way between the pair and standing on the bridge looking over at what looked to be some sort of palace, un alike the palace at Caci.
 
   “Will you be here when I come back?” she asked the pair of dragons. The female dragon nodded her head before settling it under her husbands in comfort. Eveline smiled at the dragon before turning on her feet and making her way over the bridge and onto the island. A path was alit by lanterns, standing tall above her, guiding her towards the stone palace, although to Eveline it looked more like circular castle, sat atop a hill which had three levels each bordered with thick outer walls. As she came to the edge of the forest, she looked up at the mighty castle, it looked similar to a medieval castle, with its many windows and circular battlements. However it felt different, it felt mysterious. The lower outer wall had what seemed to be a gate house, which had an entrance that was open and also alit with lanterns. Eveline made her way up the steps and entered the gate house, walking into what seemed to be a glorious garden, hidden by the darkness of the night. All around her were beautiful plants, not planted in any order, but wild and unruly. Eveline walked uninhibited, gazing in adoration at the beauty that surrounded her, flowers and plants she had never seen before.
 
   The air wasn’t so cold in the gardens as Eveline made her way up the path, a sudden wave of song filling the air, ethereal and peaceful. Entering under the next, smaller gate house, Eveline found herself in what looked to be a small city of sorts, not huge like Caci, but big enough. Houses stood on either side of the path, beautifully carved and arched. The path was quiet as were the houses, dark and silent. As Eveline passed the houses and shops, the singing became louder, it was coming from the castle. Just as she found the next gate house, the gates opened wildly and a rider came forth, charging towards her on a black horse, bigger than any horse she had seen. Eveline quickly stepped aside, taking a good look at the rider, who seemed very familiar to her, he looked like, “Galean,” she whispered in disbelief. If that was Galean, then this must be Meerethe, the great city of Meerin, his birthplace. Eveline felt torn, should she follow him or go on, sighing loudly she turned on her feet and began to run after the rider, sure it was Galean.
 
   Breathing heavily, Eveline ran past the gardens, making sure not to trip on her gown and hoisting it up above her ankles. With speed she followed the rider who was now slowing down before the bridge, jumping down and crossing the bridge with swiftness, clearly in a rage. Eveline ran past the black stallion and made for the bridge, watching Galean jump onto the red dragon whilst scolding the other harshly. Eveline watched as Galean turned his dragon abruptly and took off into the night, the red dragon soaring up into the night sky. Eveline ran up to her dragon, roughly stroked its head noticing that she was sad obviously after being chastised by Galean.
 
   “Ready to follow?” she asked hurriedly. With a suddenness that scared Eveline a little, the dragon stood up and bent its back for her to climb on. “I really ought to name you,” she said climbing on, “Is it okay if I give you a name?” she asked finding scales to cling onto. The dragon nodded its head, “You probably already have a name but just for the sake of it what about em..,” she let her mind wander as the dragon took off after her mate. “Aurora? She is a roman goddess of the sunrise?” yelled Eveline, her eyes on Galean’s dragon, who was flying off into the distance, heading back towards the mountains. As if answering Eveline the dragon cried happily, turning her eyes to Eveline and nodding in agreement. “Good if ever we meet again I am Celestine and you are my Aurora, understood?” the dragon nodded her head again, turning it round and speeding up.
 
   The wind brushed Eveline’s face coldly as she and Aurora neared the mountains, snow falling on them both. Galean and his dragon had disappeared into the cave and soon Aurora and Eveline followed, stopping in front of a puffed out dragon. Galean was nowhere to be seen as Eveline jumped off, patting Aurora and smiling at her mate.
 
   “Where is he?” she demanded softly. The enormous red dragon lifted his head to the staircase and Eveline followed, running up the winding stairs, careful not to fall off. Grabbing the wall, Eveline bent over herself in agony and shortness of breath, when she eventually lifted her eyes she saw the rider enter one of the caves and followed. Quietly she stopped at the entrance and looked on. The rider’s hood was up and she couldn’t see him, but felt his presence, she knew it was Galean, dream or not, he was here with her. Carefully she entered the cave and gasped as he turned. Sighing with relief she stepped forward once more, he could not see her, which was strange because his dragons could. Kicking the wall in front of him Galean cried out,
 
   “Married!” he cried, shedding his cloak aside and revealing himself. Eveline covered her mouth in shock as she looked at his once smooth and beautiful face, which was now scarred. Tears filled her eyes, even if this was only a dream, which she doubted as this was the Northern Kingdom of Meerin.
 
   “Galean,” she whispered affectionately holding out her hand, and touching his cheek lightly. Galean stood still his eyes searching.
 
   “Who is there?” he asked out loud.
 
   “It’s me, its Eveline,” cried Eveline, touching his scar with a deep sadness. Galean dropped his eyes and turned around, beginning to take off his silver and blue robes, casting them onto the wet ground. Eveline watched as he quietly took off his shoes, leaving his leather trousers on and getting into the warm water, soaking his scarred back in the healing waters of the mountains. Eveline stood and gazed at Galean, his long, blonde curls now wet with water and clinging to his skin. He swam to the opening of the cave and looked out to the night sky sighing. Eveline stood motionless as his shoulders tensed.
 
   “I should have stayed, I shouldn’t have left,” he cried out loud, “she is lost to me forever.”
 
   “You died,” Eveline whispered, “This is a dream.”
 
   “At least she has the necklace,” Galean told the moon, his arms folded on the floor of the cave, his body warm under the water.
 
   “Necklace,” Eveline said, letting her fingers hover over the yellow diamond. This could not be right she thought to herself, this is just a dream. But it wasn’t just a dream she realised as she felt the jewel in her palm, she was walking in her own time, she was witnessing the pain and grief that her marriage had caused Galean, the man she thought only loved her out of a sense of duty. “Now you are lost to me forever too,” she cried, kneeling down and getting into the warm water, her dress sticking to her legs. Swimming towards him Eveline stretched out her hands.
 
   “And now my brother plans to kill the Dunaman tribe,” Galean went on, “I am too late, too late for everything.” Eveline found his strong and wide body, and wrapped her arms about him, leaning her head against his scarred back, closing her eyes tightly. Galean shivered at her touch and sighed. “I can feel her now,” he whispered sadly.
 
   “That’s because I am with you,” Eveline whispered, “I will always be with you, even if we are separated by marriage and time.”
 
   “Eveline,” he cried and she felt her necklace burn against her skin.
 
   “Galean,” Eveline whispered holding him tight. “I will find you,” she promised, “I will find you.”
 
   “I must marry the chieftain’s daughter, I am stuck,” Galean cried pitifully.
 
   “Don’t marry her!” ordered Eveline, “you don’t need to marry.”
 
   “A marriage of convenience,” Galean said sorrowfully, his voice shaking in anger, his muscles contracting with emotion.
 
   “No,” cried Eveline selfishly, “no you cannot,” she shook her head violently, feeling her body being pulled away by an unseen force. Tightly and without luck she tried to hold onto Galean, but found her body being pulled back into a familiar darkness. Galean’s body fell from her view as she fell once more through time, her arms outstretched willing him back.
 
   As she awoke violently, Eveline felt a tear fall onto Theodore’s sleeping chest. What had she done?
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   A Letter
 
    
 
   Eveline and Theodore had spent the morning training in the garden after their breakfast. Theodore had lent her one of his swords, it was called justice, which she rather liked. Instead of wearing her normal clothes Theodore gave her trousers, making the training easier on her. She was a good swordswoman, with much training still needed, but with great hopes. She wasn’t so good with a bow and arrow, an old bow she had found in the garden shed from her childhood.
 
   “I visited farmer Timothy this morning before you awoke to see about two horses,” smiled Theodore, bending Eveline’s elbow back and showing her how to accurately point the arrow towards the marked tree.
 
   “And?” she replied, bending her head to one side, focusing on her target.
 
   “He will bring us over two black stallions this afternoon,” Theodore replied happily, letting go of her elbow and standing back, “ready?”
 
   Eveline nodded and let the arrow go, watching it fly through the air and hit the round target, walking forward the couple looked at the target and smiled in unison.
 
   “Brilliant you hit the red dot,” Theodore clapped, kissing his wife on the cheek.
 
   “Wow, I can actually do it,” gushed Eveline, still shaken from last night’s dream.
 
   “Off course you can!” laughed Theodore, “you are very able I have high hopes for you my love, imagine my wife a warrior princess.”
 
   “Oh don’t say that it sounds so silly, I am just me,” Eveline sighed rolling her eyes and taking the arrow out, turning and making her way back, placing the arrow on the bowstring and getting ready to shoot again. Theodore stood with his arms folded watching as Eveline made ready to shoot, trying to hide his smile, he had never seen her in trousers before and really she did look odd, in tweed trousers shooting an arrow, her face serious and determined. Eveline let the arrow go and Theodore watched it fly by him and hit the red dot again.
 
   “I think we can safely say that you now an accomplished bowman,” applauded Theodore again going to retrieve the bow.
 
   “Bow woman,” smiled Eveline putting the bow down and stretching her arms. Theodore ran his fingers through his black curls and walked up his wife kissing her firmly on the mouth this time, and lifting her into his arms.
 
   “I think it is time for refreshments don’t you?” he teased, his eyes hot with intention.
 
   “Theodore, it’s not even lunch!” Eveline protested, not willing to tell him the honest truth, that she was still shaken from her dream. It wasn’t that she didn’t want to enjoy his company, especially in an intimate way, but it just felt wrong on so many levels, to be enjoying their married life when in truth she was desperately aggrieved for Galean.
 
   Life in Keswick was quiet and Theodore and Eveline stayed away from the village concentrating on more important matters, such as archery, sword fighting, defence, intelligence knowledge, geographical knowledge and off course married life. Eveline spent many afternoons at the cemetery talking to her grandmother about the issues she could not discuss with her new husband. Early one morning in May she walked to the local cemetery in a new spring dress, sent up from London by Jophiel as a gift. With her hair nicely set and the summer sun warming her legs, she sat down in front of the grave which was still settling, the grass not yet growing and covering the stump of mud that entombed Estelle. May was growing old and in only a few weeks’ time, Eveline and Theodore would be crossing the veil of time and going home.
 
   “I know this isn’t the last time I will see you,” Eveline smiled, a letter in her hand, “but I couldn’t read this alone, I needed you here with me to give me guidance.” Eveline opened Galean’s letter which sat atop his box of fudge which she had brought with her. Quickly she smoothed the paper out and took in a deep breath, filling herself with courage and bravery and began to read it aloud.
 
   “Eveline,” she began, “I am scribbling this before I set off to find Belle for you and for me. You are currently unconscious and in the safe hands of Gabriel and Theodore, but if I shouldn’t make it back to you there are a few things I need to tell you. Firstly you and Belle have brought hope and life into my heart once more, and that has invigorated my soul. I have been so caught up in grief and darkness I hardly recognised myself anymore until I met you. We actually met before Bath in Bristol,” Eveline said, “Bristol?” she mused a little confused but willing to go on, the summer breeze causing little strands of her auburn hair to flit about her face gently. “The demon I am about to fight, caused a bit of a scene after the wedding, I and Theodore’s friends were there to help. You will be confused at my information, well your right to be confused, Theodore erased the fight from your memory, including our meeting, but it was the right thing to do, do not be angry with him. Secondly,” Eveline breathed in, “it was true, my wife and daughter were murdered, by one of Lagar’s shadows, quite a reputed one at that, and I killed him in my anger, that is why I have been banished from Heaven, sent home to Meerin to help my father. I should have gone home a long time ago, I should have brought my wife and daughter but, there were so many bad memories tied to my home. My father Ballour loved my mother Methal, a strange name I grant you but anyway. When I was ten, during the feast of moonlight, she was executed by Islaer, now king of the eastern kingdom, Ruarr.” Eveline stopped for a moment and took in the information steadily digesting it, he had endured so much heartache no wonder he was prone to phases of depression. “I became a handful for my father and so he sent me to train with Gabriel’s legion and it did me the world of good, I became a commander, met Theodore and eventually my wife. I do not have much time to write you my life’s story, but there are some things you need to know, some things I am afraid will not be made clear to you, if you become aware of the truth. It is true, your grandfather told me that we were bound by fate, you and I. I laughed in his face at first, because my thoughts and heart were still full of my wife and the love I had for her. I argued with Heiden, I knew you to be in love with Theodore, I could not take you from him nor him from you. But then he left for London and I found myself falling in love with you, slowly and shamefully. I realised that your grandfather was right about Theodore, there are reasons why we have rules, and Theodore’s love for you became irrational, he lost sight of himself and you. He was your guardian, he was to protect you, not to fall in love with you and thus make you vulnerable to danger.” Eveline dropped the letter into her lap, what did he mean? Off course she knew Theodore was disobeying Heiden but she thought her grandfather would support her no matter the decision she made.
 
   “Theodore was ordered to bring you straight to Westminster, Gabriel had foreseen you being bitten and commanded Theodore to bring you to Westminster to be healed, but he refused. Theodore believed that Gabriel was lying only to separate you both, he became angry and in a way he was right, he had obeyed his master all his life, why shouldn’t he be able to fall in love? I cannot deny I did not feel for his cause despite my own regard for you. My refusal to win your heart and Theodore’s refusal to bring you to Gabriel ultimately led to the terrible events that have occurred tonight.” No, Eveline thought, no this was wrong, so very wrong, did he mean that her grandmothers death, Galean’s friends deaths could have been prevented? Eveline got up from the grass and cried out loud, stamping her feet. For a while she paced to and fro trying to get over the shock, why had Theodore not said something? And really was she much better? Was this not karma? None of this would have happened if she had just stayed in Keswick, if she had just not questioned her purpose in life and had been content with her own quiet existence. Anger rose within her and she threw the letter to the ground, crying.
 
   This was her punishment she realised, punishment for being greedy, punishment for being foolish and selfish and punishment for betraying William. How could she be angry with Theodore, she led him on, all be it without any knowledge of who he was and who she really was, but still this was her mess. And now she was married to the man who had refused help and ultimately led to the death of his friends, her grandmother, Mary and Harold because of his own pride. It wasn’t just Theodore that was to blame it was Galean, why didn’t he step in? Why did he stand back and let the terrible events occur? Instead he took advantage of her feelings for him, he was as bad as her husband and she hated him, hated him!
 
   “Your neglect hurts me more,” she cried sadly falling to the grass and picking the letter up in her hand, “because I love you, because I trusted you.” Wiping away her tears she found were she had stopped and read on, “I know you will not forgive me, but I hope you can forgive Theodore, he loves you so, yes it had blinded him but he is not to blame, I should have stood in and said no, I being the older angel and wiser should have done something. I am sorry for the grief I have caused, even If I come back alive, we will not meet again, I am to go home. I wish you the best of luck Eveline, I hope you will think better of me sometime. I loved you, love you. Galean.”
 
   Eveline looked down at the box of fudge and picked it up, taking off the ribbon and opening it, taking out a piece and putting it in her mouth. For a good long while she sat in silence, tears wetting her face, unable to speak or to move, she just sat still devouring the fudge. How would she look at her beloved husband the same? Everything was finally working out and now Galean’s letter had ruined it all, the truth had ruined the lie. Galean was alive, she knew this because of the vision she had had, and he was grieving for her, torn by the news that she was married to Theodore. Still she could not shake off the anger that she felt for both of them, for everything really, her life, her grandfather, Galean and her new husband.
 
   “What do I do grandma?” she asked hopeful for a reply or something, but nothing happened, just silence.
 
   “Have you lost faith in me too?” she whispered, “I have lost faith in me.” Getting up and straightening her dress, tucking the letter into her pocket and putting the box of fudge under her arm, Eveline left the cemetery and headed home to Theodore, adamant he wouldn’t know about the letter. When she arrived home, Theodore was reading, his glasses on and his legs folded. Eveline closed the door behind her and walked past him without speaking, going into the kitchen to make a cup of tea. Standing over the cooked she breathed in some deep breaths, calming herself down.
 
   “Eveline?”
 
   Eveline turned and saw Theodore leaning against the doorframe, his glasses in his hand. Eveline smiled weakly at her husband.
 
   “Yes?” she answered timidly.
 
   “Everything alright?” he asked concerned.
 
   “Yes, I was just a tad upset at the cemetery,” she replied truthfully, taking the pot of hot water and pouring it into her cup, before setting it back on the cooker. Theodore lifted himself away from the doorway and walked over to Eveline kissing her softly on the head, bringing her into his arms.
 
   “I love you,” he murmured feeling her body shake under his embrace.
 
   “I know you do,” she whispered, letting herself cry into his warm jumper.
 
   “If it makes it any more bearable I miss my friends too, even your grandmother,” he replied sweetly. How could she be angry with him? He had given up everything for her and yes that meant he had lost sight of what was right, which meant that people had needlessly died, but he was no monster, he did not mean to cause harm she told herself as she wrapped her arms about his waist.
 
   “You have given up everything for me,” she whispered reassuring herself.
 
   “You have given up a lot for me as well my love, but I love you, I could not live without you at my side,” soothed Theodore, “but I will admit I wish very much that our journey towards marriage was different.” Was this a confession? Was he saying sorry?
 
   “Theodore, what has happened has happened, we cannot go backwards only forwards,” smiled Eveline looking up at her husband and finding sadness in his eyes, he was living with the burden of his mistake she realised, she could not punish him further, she would be cruel to and she was to blame as well.
 
   “It scares me that something will go wrong in June,” admitted Theodore silently, his brows bent in anxiety.
 
   “Nothing will happen to us, we have to have faith,” lied Eveline, because the truth of the matter was that she had been having the same dream about Theodores death, firstly his death by drowning and secondly his death at her coronation. Many nights she walked the garden of their cottage, anxious about those dreams, all of her dreams and visions had been true and exact, she would be stupid to not fear what was to come.
 
   “I will heed your word,” smiled Theodore bending his head and kissing her firmly on the lips. With a sudden urgency Eveline kissed him back passionately, needing to find comfort in his arms, to find solace in his love and block off everything else, including Galean. Theodore took note of his wife’s meaning and picked her up, setting her on the table. “I should move your cup of hot water,” he laughed, quickly moving it away before taking her face in his hands and kissing her softly, first her eyes, then her nose and finally her mouth. Eveline let her hands roam and pulled Theodore’s jumper up over his head, letting him shake it off, dropping it on the floor carelessly.
 
   “Maybe we should go upstairs?” murmured Theodore, kissing her neck.
 
   “No, here,” she sighed huskily, not noticing Galean’s letter falling to the ground. Without replying, Theodore unbuttoned her dress and let it fall beside his shirt and jumper, standing back for a moment to take in her beauty. Eveline, feeling wanton and hot gazed at Theodore, her lips open, and her chest rising and falling rapidly. Theodore quickly took off his shoes, socks and trousers before walking into her embrace, his hands covering her silk undergarments. Gently and with ease he pulled down her silk pants, letting them fall to her ankles before placing his hands on her breasts, warm and full. Eveline felt her body relax under his gaze. No matter how he had gone about winning her heart, he was true and kind and in the end she guessed that was all that mattered, Theodore was her husband not Galean, no matter how unfair it seemed, no matter how twisted she felt. Eveline wrapped her legs about Theodore and lifted her lips to his own, leaving all her woes and troubles to the side, letting herself fall into the safety of her husband.
 
   *
 
    
 
   Theodore left Eveline to sleep and went downstairs to pick up their belongings, which lay scattered on the floor. Dishevelled and partly naked, he gathered their belongings in his arms and made to go, suddenly noticing a letter under the table. Bending down he let go of the clothes and picked the letter up. Walking into the living room, he sat down in front of the fire and opened it reading its contents. Time passed as he read the letter, digesting the information. A deep sadness filled his heart, and a raging jealousy burst within. Galean had betrayed him, he was the one meant for Eveline, and he was the one that Gabriel had spoken off.
 
   “He’s dead,” he whispered, the fire of jealousy dying down a bit as he folded the letter up in his hand and sat back against the chair. Theodore didn’t know what to do, she knew, she knew about how everything and instead of hating him she made love to him. He had to know if she loved Galean, it burned within him the jealousy, the possibility of his wife loving another. Theodore understood that his actions had caused the horrific events of that day and understood that Eveline had every right to be angry with him, to detest him, but if she loved Galean in the way that Galean obviously loved her, what was left of their love? Who were they as a couple? Upon hearing footsteps, Theodore quickly shoved the letter down the chair and forced his eyes to look into the fire. Eveline sleepily made her way down the steps, wrapping her gown about her and looking down at Theodore, his face was troubled.
 
   “Are you alright?” she asked quietly, walking over to him and kissing his head lightly before taking a seat on the edge of his chair.
 
   “Yes, perfect,” he replied flatly, looking up into her eyes, tired and drained.
 
   “Okay, I’m going to make us some dinner, will you be alright on your own for an hour or so?” she smiled down at him, noticing something down the side of the chair.
 
   “Don’t worry I am perfectly alright for an hour while you make something to eat, I will go and get a shower,” he answered tightly, bending his wife’s face down and kissing her lightly before getting up and making his way back upstairs, leaving her alone. Eveline waited until he had gone before stuffing her hand down the side of the chair and grasping the letter, bringing it up from the chair and out into the open. Gasping suddenly she looked upstairs, he had found the letter, he had found it and said nothing.
 
   “Oh no,” she whispered anxiously, what was she going to do? Confront him? Getting up, she placed the letter in her pocket and went into the kitchen. She would have to confront him over dinner, she would have to speak the truth once and for all, and so would he.
 
   Theodore stood in the shower for a good half hour contemplating everything. Galean was dead he kept telling himself over and over again, but no body had been found a small voice said within. The necklace Theodore thought, he had seen it before. Slamming his hands against the wall he remembered where he had seen it. Theodore had found Galean drunk in a bar near the west end a few years ago after his wife’s death and the necklace had fallen out of his coat by mistake.
 
   “Where did you get that?” Theodore asked his friend, helping him up from the ground and placing one of his arms over his shoulder, taking the necklace into his hand for safe keeping.
 
   “My mothers,” Galean burped, his face pale with sweat, his eyes swollen with tears.
 
   “Why do you keep it in your coat?” Theodore replied, helping his friend out of the bar much to the annoyance of other people, who had to get up from their seats to make way.
 
   “It’s all I have left of her,” Galean stammered, taking the necklace from Theodore and putting it back into his pocket.
 
   That was where he had seen it thought Theodore, the warm water turning cold. How did Eveline get it? She had said that she awoke wearing it, but how?
 
   “Bastard,” he whispered darkly. Galean was alive he realised, he was alive and had left his mark on his wife, sending Theodore a message. Something within Theodores heart changed, a darkness filled him, stripped him of his kindness and love, she had betrayed him, betrayed his love. He had given up everything to be with her, everything.
 
   Eveline sat down at the piano, waiting for the meat to be ready and placed her fingers on top of the keys. She knew in his look that something had changed in Theodore and she was afraid. Closing her eyes she began to play Edvard Grieg’s piano concerto in A minor, op. 16:111, Allegro Moderato molto E Marcato. It had been a long time since she had played the piano, in fact the last time she had played was with Galean. As she played, she closed her eyes and wept, she felt close to giving up, she had left Keswick in search of purpose and all she had found was chaos. As the music softened she let her head fall back, the beauty and sadness of the song filling her heavy heart with great sorrow. What was the point anymore? She thought as she cried silently. She was in such a mess, such a dreadful and terrible mess and she needed her grandmother. Sorrow turned to anger as the song picked up its pace from sad to happy.
 
   Theodore descended the stairs listening to Eveline’s quite violent playing and turned to the music room, opening the door slightly and watching her play with a fierce determination, her face wet with tears, her hair falling down her back wildly. In that moment Theodore felt pity for his wife, his anger and dark jealousy subsiding for a moment. As he watched her fingers dance over the keys he was reminded of Bath, of her beautiful playing, how she had conquered his heart without even knowing. Theodore realised that much of his anger was towards himself, yes she was partly to blame if she did in fact love Galean, but if she didn’t, then none of this was her fault, it was his.
 
   Eveline lifted her fingers, the song ending abruptly and turned round to see Theodore staring at her.
 
   “Theodore,” she whispered quietly, her eyes sad and forlorn.
 
   “Come let us eat,” Theodore said kindly, turning and making his way to the kitchen letting her follow. Silently Eveline set out the dinner, keeping her eyes lowered as she sat down, taking off her apron and casting it over a chair. Both sat in awkward silence as they ate their dinner, not looking at one another. When Eveline had finished eating she took the letter from her pocket and set it on the table, causing Theodore to look at her blankly.
 
   “You read it,” she whispered setting her hands on her lap nervously.
 
   “I did,” answered Theodore quietly, setting down his knife and fork and pushing his plate away.
 
   “And?” Eveline asked anxiously, her stomach full of butterflies.
 
   “And I do not know what to say,” Theodore began.
 
   “I am sure you do,” muttered Eveline, chiding herself for such a bitter retort.
 
   “Do you love him?” Theodore asked seriously watching his wife’s every reaction.
 
   “Why are you asking me that? I am married to you,” she replied quietly.
 
   “Because he obviously was in love with you, and gave you his mother’s necklace,” spat Theodore, pointing to her necklace.
 
   “But I thought this was a present from you?” said Eveline in shock, looking down at the beautiful jewel, not wanting to take it off ever.
 
   “No, Galean must have given it to you,” Theodore replied darkly.
 
   “But he is dead,” mused Eveline, her face confused, bringing ease to Theodore’s jealousy.
 
   “I do not believe he is,” Theodore answered honestly, because despite his rage, jealousy and sorrow he was an angel once, and honesty and truth were core to every angel.
 
   “But where is he then?” asked Eveline thinking of the dream she had had recently.
 
   “I think he has gone home to his father,” answered Theodore matter of factly.
 
   “Why did he give me his mother’s necklace?” mused Eveline, holding it in her fingers, protecting it from his gaze.
 
   “As a reminder of him I suppose,” blinked Theodore.
 
   “Oh,” sighed Eveline awkwardly.
 
   “I need to know if you loved him too,” urged Theodore, his eyes wide with anguish.
 
   “I love you,” Eveline pleaded, “I married you.”
 
   “You married me knowing he was dead Eveline, is that the truth?” Theodore pushed, holding onto the side of the table, trying to control himself.
 
   “No, no I married you because I loved you,” cried Eveline, “yes I was fond of Galean, but I was intended for you, against my grandfather’s wishes against Galean’s advice,” Eveline pleaded gently.
 
   “Did you marry me because you felt sorry for me?” 
 
   “No, yes,” Eveline breathed in a deep sigh, “off course I felt sorry for you, you gave up everything to be with me, everything.”
 
   “Yes, I did!” answered Theodore hotly.
 
   “Theodore, I understand why you may jump to conclusions, but you are to blame as well,” Eveline fought back.
 
   “Yes! Yes I am to blame, it was my fault for loving you so much that I didn’t want us to be separated from one another!” Theodore yelled.
 
   “No!” Eveline began finding courage, “you went against Gabriel’s orders, you defied him and in your pride you ended up killing your friends and my grandmother.”
 
   “I did not intentionally mean any harm,” pleaded Theodore a wave of guilt building up within him.
 
   “But it did! I did not know about my heritage or who you were, how could I have foreseen what was to happen?” Eveline cried painfully.
 
   “You could not have I know,” Theodore began, “and I am truly sorry for my misconduct, it was not intentional you must believe me?”
 
   “I do, I do!” cried Eveline, wiping away her tears, “these past few months have killed me, I am so rigid with anxiety, shame, guilt and fear. I have gone from a lonely woman living in a cottage, to Celestine, granddaughter of a God, heir to a throne which happens to be located on another planet.”
 
   “I understand, truly I do, I just need to know, do you love him?” Theodore asked gently. Eveline sat back, choking back her tears, looking at her husband, unable to hide the truth from her eyes. “You do,” he whispered pushing back his chair and getting up.
 
   “Theodore please,” Eveline begged him, getting up and chasing after him, taking his arms.
 
   “Leave me alone, what a fool I have been, a fool!” he yelled turning on her. “I fully take responsibility for my part, but you! I thought you kind, truthful and honest, but you’re not.”
 
   “I didn’t meant to look at Galean in that way, I promise I tried to keep my distance,” pleaded Eveline, clinging to Theodore.
 
   “Did he kiss you?” Theodore asked wildly, his eyes moist with hurt.
 
   “No,” she answered truthfully.
 
   “Did you kiss him?” cried Theodore, his body tense.
 
   “Once,” answered Eveline honestly, biting her lips and tears fell from her eyes. Theodore stepped back, shaking her hands off his arms and looked at her coldly.
 
   “When?” he asked harshly.
 
   “At the ball,” Eveline whispered wiping her nose with her sleeve.
 
   “When you were both gone?” Theodore choked. Eveline nodded.
 
   “Theodore please, don’t throw away what we have, please!” she begged him, trying to bring him back as he turned and opened the front door.
 
   “Don’t touch me!” he barked loudly, “leave me alone!” he spat turning from her and leaving the cottage, slamming the door behind her. Eveline fell onto the wooden floor and cried loudly, calling out for help from anyone, finding none. It was her fault she screamed, she was to blame.
 
   Theodore did not return and Eveline went to bed alone, unable to sleep without him by her side, comforting her. For some time she cried and cried until she could cry no more and fell asleep on her tear stained pillow.
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   Summer Solstice
 
    
 
    
 
   Eveline sat on a log, her feet soaking in the cold lake water, giving her some ease from the hot sun. The fresh waters were almost crystalline, the sky blue and the sun’s ray’s hitting the lapping waters with admiration. Lifting her face to the sun Eveline smiled, not because she and Theodore were reconciled, because she felt relaxed, here, sitting on her old log. Many times in her life Eveline had sat on her log contemplating life or merely enjoying the space and silence. Today she was doing both. Theodore had come home after their argument, and now, three weeks on, one day before the summer solstice, they were still not talking. Theodore kept to the living room, reading and gazing out of the windows silently, taking no heed of her presence. Eveline, spent most of her own time playing the piano, walking, training, reading and gardening, filling up the silence with as much as possible. At night, she slept alone in her grandmother’s bed, mostly crying herself to sleep.
 
   It was a perfect summer’s day thought Eveline, dipping her toes in and out of the cool water. The birds were singing, the swans were awash with their young, the trees were swaying lightly and the area was full of tourists and evacuees, having picnics and adventures. On the ground lay Eveline’s most treasured book of poems by Goethe. Picking up the book she opened it to her favourite poem and read aloud, uncaring and content in all her misery.
 
   “I was born for seeing,” she began loudly, speaking to the nearby flock of swans, “I am employed to watch, I am bound by my oath to this tower, and I love the world. I look into the distance and see, as from nearby, the moon and the stars, the forest and the deer. And in all of them I see the eternal adornment; and as the world delights me, so I delight myself. Oh,” she waved her hands in the air dramatically, “happy eyes, whatever you have seen, let it be as it may be, it has been so beautiful!”
 
   One of the swans snorted loudly in reply before spreading its wings and flying off, leaving behind the rest of the flock, which looked on startled. Eveline smiled at the beautiful swans, setting her book down again.
 
   “I know you think I am mad,” she muttered to them, “but it is my favourite poem, and this may be the last time I read aloud to you.” Despite Eveline’s marital woes, she was now going through the process of grieving for the life she was to leave behind tomorrow night. She did not need to pack any suitcases, she had a rather large leather satchel packed with her books, she also had a dress made up for her in London thanks to Jophiel, a full length gown similar to the one she had worn during her dream a few months ago. Two weeks previous she had gone into town and asked the local blacksmith to make her up a habergeon chainmail garment, to wear under her dress, smiling at him awkwardly and paying him handsomely. Eveline thought it would look suspicious if she arrived at the Castlerigg stone circle with a sword, bow and arrow and decided against bringing them, hoping that her chain mail would be enough protection. Under her summer dress she wore the chainmail getting used to its weight, knowing that if her vision was to come true, she would be falling into water, which would only be a hindrance to her. That was why she was here at the lake, despite reading and relaxing she was going to try to swim wearing her chainmail and using her ever strengthening powers to help her survive.
 
   Taking off her summer shoes and setting them aside, Eveline tip toed into the water and bite back at the cool temperature. Slowly and with much determination she walked deeper into the lake, the stones hurting her feet. Stopping when the water was at her waist she bent her knees and ducked into the water, her body adjusting to the temperature. Instantly she could feel the heavy weight of the chainmail pulling her down as she began to swim the breast stroke. Slowly and with strength she got into a rhythm, all be it her chest heavy and burdened by the weight, but she persevered, swimming on out, deeper. Eveline smiled as she got used to the weight, having fun for the first time in a long while. Kicking her feet she swam even further out, keeping herself at a strict pace, working her body hard, and her heart pounding against her chest and her lungs working at a faster speed. Stopping, she turned onto her back and gazed up at the blue sky, smiling and finding a friend in the warmth of the sun. Now she kicked her legs again and began to swim, gently picking up her pace, if she could do it then so could Theodore, she would not let him die.
 
   As Eveline swam upon the lake Theodore was out in the garden, reading Marcus Aurelius’ quietly, a strand of grass in his mouth. He couldn’t deny it, he was miserable, he had been miserable in the last three weeks since their fight. Now his anger abated, his pain softened due to time, he felt empty and lonely. Still he hurt that his wife had feelings for his best friend, but it hurt even more to be parted from her. Everywhere she went, he felt her presence and against his better judgement wanted to hold her in his arms and prove to her that he was the better match, the better lover. But she was quiet and distant, spending most of her time outdoors and away from him. Theodore found it particularly hard to concentrate on his daily life, especially at night, alone in his bed, listening to her cries. Had he been too hard on her? Yes, was it for good reason? Yes, he argued to himself, shutting his book and looking up at the red roses that were dangling before him. The fact still remained that no matter how hurt her confession had made him, he loved her still and this was their second last day together in Keswick. Still, as he sat debating his marriage, he could not put her feelings for another man to the side, that would make him a fool, and he already felt foolish enough.
 
   Theodore bounced up onto his feet and as he did so he heard a scream. Running to the wall he looked down at the lake and saw Eveline struggling in the water, her head popping up and down haphazardly. Throwing aside his book he jumped over the wall and ran down the hill towards his drowning wife, taking off his shoes along the way and his shirt.
 
   Eveline kicked her feet wildly trying to keep her head above water, trying to concentrate so that she could use her magic to help her. Nothing was working as the chain mail pushed her downwards, her head falling under the water again, her breathe leaving her body. Splashing ferociously she opened her eyes under the water, looking about desperately, seeing only stones and weeds. Struggling she tried to remove her chainmail but couldn’t lift it. Crying out, pockets of air creating a balloon of bubbles, Eveline tried, but only began to fall deeper and deeper. Clasping her necklace she prayed reverently for a miracle. 
 
   “Galean,” she mouthed, crying out his name, her body beginning to burn, her lungs tightening; a thousand images of her life clouding her vision. Suddenly as she fell, a beam of light erupted from the jewel and she closed her eyes, until it dyed away, opening them, her throat tightening, and her hands falling. Eveline’s body began to tremor, her legs and arms becoming limp. As she fell, a figure appeared before her, stretching her vision she looked and saw Galean, he was swimming for her, his arms outstretched. Fiercely a bolt of strength arose within Eveline and she found movement in her arms once more and lifted them out before her, trying to grasp on to his hands. A beam of light hit the water and illuminated his face, causing Eveline to smile, her body thudding violently, and oxygen leaving her. Galean swam to her and took her hands in his and moved her to him, suddenly lifting her swiftly into the air, Eveline rising up and out of the murky waters, gasping violently for air.
 
   “Eveline!” Theodore yelled, watching as she was thrown into the air, by an unseen force. Quickly wadding his way into the cold water he swam to his wife who was now floating above water, still. Clutching at her petite body, he pulled her to him, confused as to why she felt so heavy, her chemise sticking to her body and to what looked to be some kind of vest. Swimming to the shore, Theodore dragged his wife by the arms and lay her down on the beach, kneeling down over her. “Eveline?” he shouted willing her to waken. Eveline’s body shook in trauma as she opened her eyes.
 
   “Theodore,” she whispered, turning on her side immediately and spitting out water, coughing.
 
   “Eveline what were you doing?” Theodore shouted, wiping away strands of wet and sticky hair from her paled face. Eveline looked up at Theodore, his face etched in concern and confusion.
 
   “I was testing out the chainmail,” she replied flatly, opening her chemise at the top and revealing the shining chainmail.
 
   “My God, why would you do such a thing?” cried Theodore helping his wife to sit up, her body still shivering.
 
   “You wouldn’t understand,” she cried, trying to get to her feet but failing.
 
   “Then make me understand,” answered Theodore urgently.
 
   “I thought that if I could learn to swim with my chainmail on, then I could save you,” she stammered, wiping her face with her right hand and looking into Theodore’s blank stare.
 
   “Save me?” he quipped, taking her hands and pulling her up onto her feet.
 
   “Yes, you remember the afternoon you came back from London? You found me in the throes of a nightmare?” Eveline asked, looking down at herself, her body naked under her thin chemise, the chainmail giving her some decency. Theodore nodded remembering that afternoon, Eveline had indeed been in the middle of a nightmare when he found her, and she had a dream of him dying.
 
   “Yes I remember,” he responded quietly, looking down at the pale and drenched Eveline, his heart unable to be angry with her, her beautiful eyes drowned in fear and sorrow.
 
   “I keep having the same dream, that you die,” she muttered, lowering her eyes. “I was trying to teach myself to swim, so that I can save you.”
 
   “What do you mean can?” asked Theodore wanting to reach out and wrap his arms about Eveline.
 
   “What if the dream is a vision? What if it happens?” Eveline cried, her long legs shaking even as they were being warmed by the summer’s sun.
 
   “That is why you have been training and wearing chainmail? To protect me?” choked Theodore, he thought it silly that she thought chainmail was in any way productive in saving him from the sea.
 
   “Yes, in the dream, you are found by a group of rebels, a woman named Mathilda who actually happens to exist, they find you dead, with a dagger in your back, but then the camp was attacked by archers so I had to leave you behind,” cried Eveline. “I know you probably do not believe me, and I understand why you wouldn’t but that is my reasoning behind this,” she motioned to the lake.
 
   “I do believe you, despite what you may think,” whispered Theodore. “But I assure you nothing bad will happen to me.”
 
   “How do you know?” cried Eveline, sniffing.
 
   “I just do.” 
 
   Eveline bowed her head and turned, leaving Theodore, not wanting to hurt him anymore, and needing to get into a warm bath. Making her way up the path she heard his footsteps following.
 
   “Eveline wait,” he yelled, running up to her side.
 
   “I’m getting a bath, I will leave you in peace.” Eveline muttered not bothering to look behind her as she made her way through the garden gate. Opening the door to the cottage, Eveline entered making for the stairs, only to be stopped by Theodore.
 
   “Eveline look at me,” he cried, turning her around.
 
   “What do you want Theodore?” she whispered looking down at his soaking legs.
 
   “Can you forgive me?” he whispered. “I am sorry for my accusations, sorry that I have ignored you and left you alone.”
 
   “Does it make any difference, everything I said was the truth how can I expect you to trust me?” Eveline said dispassionately, her cheeks burning with shame, it had been Galean that she had seen in the water, not Theodore.
 
   “No it won’t change your feelings for Galean, but I am your husband now, and you love me too,” pleaded Theodore, “please, can we be civil?”
 
   “You will always hold it against me,” replied Eveline quietly. “How can I ask you to stand by me?”
 
   “You don’t have to ask me,” cried Theodore. “I want to stand by you, I want our love to flourish whilst it can, and I want us to be happy again.”
 
   “I need to get bathed,” Eveline whispered turning on her heel and ascending the stairs, leaving Theodore alone sighing deeply.
 
   Eveline slide into the warm water and sighed with contentment. She had opened the bathroom window and lay listening to the outside world, closing her eyes in silence. Her marriage wold never be the same and she worried about the future of their partnership, what would happen when they found themselves at Calhuni? Eveline knew a deep and undisturbed part of her loved Galean with a fierceness, but she also knew that a large part of her adored her husband and missed his love and companionship. Theodore was trying to fix their broken mess with a simple apology and she had turned away from him, unable to answer. With each month that went by since meeting Theodore, Eveline felt a change occur within her, she had become more closed off and cynical. So much change and death had altered her character and outlook. Sitting forward she grabbed the bar of soap and began to rub it over her skin, revelling in the feel. It was true she agreed, she missed his intimacy and missed his warmth. Rubbing the soap on her neck, her long tresses pinned up on the top of her head, she sighed, remembering his touch and caresses upon her body. As she washed away the soap she heard the door open and turned round to see Theodore, in his dressing gown staring at her.
 
   “Theodore?” she asked confused, “has something happened?”
 
   “No,” he uttered coming in and closing the door behind him and kneeling down behind her. Eveline trembled, what was he doing? Embarrassed she covered her breasts with her hands and looked out of the window, unable to process any words. Theodore rolled up his sleeves and found the bar of soap, taking it into his hands. “Sit forward,” he ordered. Eveline bent her back forwards a bit, shaking. Eveline felt the bar of soap dance upon her skin once again and sighed deeply at the touch, which felt so utterly different. Taking the soap away Theodore used his hands to rub the soap around her back, gently, teasing her senses.
 
   “Theodore why are you doing this?” Eveline moaned, the touch of his hands upon her sending a wave of warmth through her body.
 
   “You are my wife and I love you,” he replied frankly, “despite everything else, you love me too and I will not spend another hour without you by my side, understood?”
 
   “But, but how can you love me still?” cried Eveline, bending her knees to her chin.
 
   “Because you nearly died trying to protect me,” Theodore said, leaning forward and kissing her back softly, burning her skin.
 
   “I didn’t do a very good job,” Eveline replied flatly, because she hadn’t, she had one day left in order to create a plan that would save her husband if the dream was to be believed.
 
   “Still, that proves your love for me, putting Galean aside,” Theodore replied, kissing her shoulder blades and causing a pool of butterflies to form inside Eveline’s stomach.
 
   “I love you,” she whispered. “I’m sorry.”
 
   “I know you are,” smiled Theodore taking off his robe and dropping it on the floor. “Move forward,” he commanded, getting into the tub behind her, letting his legs encase her, pushing her back against his chest with his hands. Eveline sighed at the intimacy and leaned her head back against Theodore’s shoulder, baring her naked body to his gaze.
 
   “You are and always will be my husband,” she whispered, gazing up into his eyes, blue and warm. It was the first time she had seen him smile at her in weeks and it filled her with immense joy, causing her to forget Galean and all her woes.
 
   “And you my wife,” he purred, bending down and kissing her firmly on the mouth. Eveline felt herself ease into her husband’s long and agile body, letting her hands settle upon his thighs, stroking him lightly. Eveline saw the reaction in his face as she laid her hands upon his thighs and felt his sudden arousal. Theodore, felt his blood warm as she stared down at his naked wife, beautiful and flushed, her fingers stroking his thighs softly, causing him to become erect. Theodore let his hands fall onto her breasts, cupping them lightly, feeling her body react immediately to the sensitive touch. Eveline sighed in suspense as Theodore’s hands massaged her full breasts, causing sensations to heighten and her nipples to tighten, erect. Lifting one hand away, Theodore let his fingers explore her taunt stomach and her beautifully curved waist, stopping just above her intimate area, watching as she looked up at him in hope and desperation. Smiling wickedly he let his fingers find the sensitive spot, watching as Eveline closed her eyes in ecstasy, crying deeply at the sensations that washed through her. Dipping his fingers into her, he traced the inside of her wall, feeling her legs shake; he then began to create a rhythm, feeling her muscles contract around his fingers. Eveline cried out loud at the spiralling sensations, causing her to lose herself, forgetting about the world and yearning for the climax she so desperately needed and yearned for.
 
   “I need you,” she cried out loud, her eyes bursting open, her golden gaze hot and liquid. Theodore stopped his thrusting and watched as her breathing evened out.
 
   “Touch me,” he whispered intensely knowing how selfish he sounded. Eveline looked at him, licking her lips, her eyes dark with lust. Getting up from him, she turned herself around in the bath tub, watching as he moved forward, letting her wedge her legs around him, anchoring them together, face to face. 
 
   “How?” she whispered, her hands placed on the plains of his bare chest, rising and falling heavily. Theodore took one of her hands in his own and guided it to his arousal, wrapping her fingers about him.
 
   “Up and down,” he stammered, the touch burning him. Eveline began to stroke his arousal, his face contorting, his breathing becoming rigid. As Eveline stroked her husband tenderly, she felt his other hand cup her intimately, dipping his fingers into her again, returning to its original rhythm, causing Eveline to cry out loud. 
 
   “Open your eyes,” he demanded in between gasps, watching her open her eyes and gaze down into his own, “keep them open.”
 
   The warm water about them began to splash against the bath tub, falling onto the floor as they quickened their pace. Eveline felt her body flush hotly as she stroked Theodore, trying to keep the pace going but finding it increasingly hard to do so when her own lust filled journey was sky rocketing within her.
 
   “Stop,” cried Theodore, taking her hand away from his erection, and taking his fingers out of her warmness. Eveline looked down at her husband, bereft of his touch. “Don’t worry my love,” he soothed, kissing his gently, before bringing her waist closer to his. “Hold on to my shoulders,” he ordered huskily. Eveline found his shoulders and gasped as he lifted her hips, guiding his rigid erection into her slowly, listening to her sigh as they became one.
 
   “Oh my God,” she cried, feeling her muscles tighten around him.
 
   “Slowly,” he replied guiding her hips up and down and letting her take control, slowly lifting herself up and down over him, her fingers clutching at his skin.
 
   “I love you,” she cried, letting her forehead fall against his own.
 
   “I love you too,” he whispered, cradling her breasts in his hands, letting his body fall prey to her gaze and touch. Slowly and quietly, the couple made love to one another as though they had been starved. Eveline felt the warm air touch her back and began to sigh loudly, feeling her body tighten and contract, reaching the pinnacle of her love making. Quickly she began to ride Theodore harder.
 
   “Slow,” he ordered in between breathes, feeling her slow down a little and taking one of her nipples into his mouth, devouring it with his tongue, causing her to scream out loud.
 
   “Oh my God!” she cried quietly, looking down at Theodore and becoming more aroused at the sight. Unable to stop herself she began to lift herself up and down more intensely, feeling him shake. Together they climaxed, Eveline’s forehead once again falling onto his, beaded with hot sweat. Quietly they fell back into reality, their breathes rigid and mingling. Theodore kissed her collar bone tenderly, his hands on her waist.
 
   “Wife,” he whispered.
 
   “Husband.”
 
   For a while they lay in each other’s arms before getting up. Carrying her in his arms, Theodore lifted Eveline into their room setting her down on the floor.
 
   “Wait here,” he smiled, returning to the bathroom and coming back with two towels. Eveline reached out for one but was waved away. Holding out his hand, he guided Eveline towards the long mirror and stood her there, beginning to dry her body with the towel. Eveline watching in fascination as Theodore dried her, her body flushed. Standing behind her, he unpinned her long, auburn hair and let it fall around her. “Beautiful,” he whispered in her ear, kissing her on the shoulder. Eveline gazed at the yellow jewel, it seemed almost dimmed, and was reminded of him. Turning from her gaze she smiled up at Theodore and kissed him.
 
   “Do you want to go for a walk?” she asked sweetly.
 
   “Hmm yes,” he murmured in her hair, “but I have to finish what I started,” he teased, turning her round again.
 
   “Which is?” she smiled at his wicked grin.
 
   “Making love to my wife,” he replied, his voice deep.
 
   “Again?” she blushed, watching as he began to stroke her gently, her body instantly responding, becoming invigorated and alive to his touch once more.
 
   “Yes,” he whispered, watching her in the mirror.
 
   “Oh,” she moaned, watching as he traced her curves lightly causing her to feel off balance.
 
    
 
    
 
   *
 
    
 
   Theodore and Eveline went for a walk in the evening, talking, laughing and inappropriately touching each other under the disguise of the trees. The world and its axis felt balanced once more as the couple enjoyed the walk, forgetting about tomorrow and erasing the troubles of their past, simply enjoying each other’s company. When asked about the drowning and how she quite literally flew out of the water, Eveline thought it best not to tell him about her necklace exploding with light causing Galean to materialise before her very eyes.
 
   “I feel appalled that we have spent so much time avoiding one another, when so much beauty is to be had,” sighed Theodore, clasping Eveline’s hand tightly in his, slightly swaying them as they walked under some cherry trees.
 
   “I know, everything has been such a mess,” smiled Eveline, “although it is understandable that you did not want to be around me.”
 
   “Did you love him more than me” Theodore dared to ask, biting down on his lip.
 
   “I don’t think it would beneficial to talk about it,” Eveline frowned, looking up at the hills. They walked on in silence, smiling at tourists on their way. For the brief time they had left in Keswick, Eveline and Theodore continued to ignore the problem that still separated them, despite their desperate attempts to solve their marriage and despite their love making. The 21st descended upon them quietly and they spent the morning and afternoon going over the vital parts of their plan.
 
   “Our neighbour has agreed to bring us to the stone circle,” Theodore said, sitting back in his chair, watching Eveline ready herself. Eveline had been uncommonly quiet today and Theodore understood she was frightened about her dream coming true, she would be even quieter when he told her he wasn’t going to join her on her journey back to Calhuni. Theodore had spent a long time in the garden that morning thinking seriously. Firstly it was very probable that he wouldn’t be able to travel through time with her as he was now a human, and if her dream was indeed a vision, he had to ask himself, was it fair on Eveline, to remember him dead? Secondly he could not, as much as he tried forget about Galean, whose necklace she still wore protectively, if he did by some miracle make it to Calhuni, he knew without doubt that Eveline and Galean would meet once more and more importantly he knew how dangerous jealously and pride were, the chaos he had already caused was enough proof to know that he couldn’t follow his wife. Gabriel told him that real love was about putting that other persons needs before your own, this was Theodores way of proving his love to Eveline, by saving her from either his death or his pride and jealousy which would alter him and their marriage and cause her to become distracted from her real purpose, saving her people and saving his people.
 
   “Eveline, its time,” whispered Theodore, turning over and gently tugging her out of her sleep. Eveline moaned sharply, opening her eyes. They were both already dressed and ready to go down to meet Timothy.
 
   “What time is it?” she asked, stretching her arms out.
 
   “Three in the morning,” he smiled, pulling back the duvet and sitting up, “come on Timothy will be here in fifteen minutes.”
 
   “I just need to fix my hair,” Eveline moaned, getting out of bed slowly, her chainmail falling to her waist as she placed her feet on the wooden floor. Theodore was busy putting on his tweed jacket as Eveline slipped her cold feet into her leather shoes, tying the laces slowly as she yawned widely. 
 
   “Right I will go downstairs and light a candle,” Theodore announced watching Eveline fix her thick, wild hair up into a messy bun.
 
   “Okay,” she answered, finding it particularly hard to see herself in the mirror with no light to guide her. Giving up she turned and left her room, taking one last glance before closing the door behind her. Descending the stairs, she gazed down at the open door and shivered. Theodore was outside talking to Timothy, leaving Eveline to put on her coat. Picking up her satchel she looked into the small hanging mirror, gazing at the reflection of the living room. Turning she opened the music room and entered. She stood at the piano and let her fingers wash over the keys, memories of her playing entering her mind.
 
   “Eveline, are you ready dear?” Theodore announced standing at the door anxiously. He had given Timothy direct orders to lock the doors and take her to the stone circle, alone. Theodore had slipped a letter into her satchel which was encased in a protective charm against water, curtesy of Jophiel. Eveline turned and smiled.
 
   “I will never play the piano again,” she whispered, her eyes watering.
 
   “You will,” replied Theodore holding out his hand, “come it is time.” Eveline took Theodore’s hand and followed him out of the cottage towards the car. Timothy waved at her happily and she smiled back at him. Before guiding her into the car, Theodore turned her around and kissed her passionately. “I love you, which is why I must let you go alone.” 
 
   “What do you mean,” whispered Eveline. Theodore guided her into the car and closed it after her, Timothy locking the doors. Theodore stood back and stared down at Eveline.
 
   “Someone once told me that real love is about putting others before yourself, you must go alone,” he explained, his voice aching. Eveline tried to open the door turning to Timothy violently. “Go!” cried Theodore. Timothy, keeping his eyes forward lurched the car forward, putting his foot down wildly. Theodore stood on the path and stared after his wife, who was desperately trying to stop Timothy, until the car was out of sight and he re-entered the cottage, falling to his knees.
 
    
 
   *
 
    
 
   Eveline tried to keep her tears to herself as she sat in silence, her whole being torn. The sun was beginning to rise slowly as the car rattled on towards the stone circle which was around three miles away from Keswick. Through her silent tears she turned to look at the farmer and was a little shocked, he seemed so unalike him, so different. Maybe she had never really noticed her neighbour before, that would explain it, she thought to herself. Clutching at her bag, she looked out of the window as they passed through the sleeping Keswick. The town clock shimmered as the rising sun, hit it softly. As the car left Keswick behind, Eveline found herself re tracing her childhood. As she passed so many familiar sights, memories held her silent.
 
   “Stonehenge,” Timothy stated, his voice a little odd.
 
   “Yes,” answered Eveline gulping back her emotions.
 
   “Why ever Stonehenge?” Timothy went on, his eyes on the road.
 
   “It is the festival of light according to the druid religion,” whispered Eveline turning once more to look at the farmer, who was sitting upright, his back stern, his eyes darker than she remembered.
 
   “Oh yes, they believed that by standing within the path of light, you would stray into another world,” Timothy hissed, keeping himself cool, not letting Eveline become suspicious.
 
   “Yes,” murmured Eveline, averting her eyes to the front, clutching her bag tighter to her, the atmosphere becoming dark. In the distance she could make out the stone circle and instantly felt safer. Eveline would never understand why Theodore had chosen to stay, she wanted so much to go back to him. Timothy came to a stop near the stone circle and got out, opening her door. Eveline kept her eyes lowered as Timothy held the door open, closing it behind her firmly.
 
   “Thank you Timothy,” Eveline said quietly, turning and making her way towards the stone circle, keeping her pace steady until she was out of sight. Stopping at the nearest stone she turned, the car was still there, he should have left by now she mused, stepping into the circle nervously, where was he?
 
    
 
   *
 
    
 
   Theodore sat on the chair in front of the fire quietly, his hands folded in front of his mouth, her elbows leaning on his knees. A sudden knock came at the door and he got up fearful that she had returned and ruined her chance at getting home. Opening the door quickly he looked down at a breathless Timothy.
 
   “I’m sorry I’m late,” he gasped, “my car,” he stammered, “Someone has taken my car!”
 
   “I don’t understand, you collected Eveline half an hour ago,” replied Theodore sternly. Timothy shook his head wildly.
 
   “No, no I did not,” he answered, his face turning white. Theodore looked at the farmer and stood back, going over the events of the past half hour, he was sure that Timothy had collected Eveline, sure of it. But here he was, puffed and carless. Was it possible he thought to himself, his body stilling as the dawning of his realisation descended upon him, was it possible that someone knew about their plan?
 
   “Eveline,” he whispered, he had led her into a trap, leaving her behind.
 
   “Someone has taken her,” gasped Timothy, “what will we do?”
 
   “I must go, Timothy will you stay here until I return?” cried Theodore.
 
   “Off course! Off course!” replied Timothy nervously. Theodore turned and ran up the stairs, slamming into his room and finding his sword, before turning and running back down the stairs, past a confused Timothy and out the back door. The black stallions were nestled beside one another, gorging on the nearby hedge, unaware of Theodore, who was now running towards them.
 
   “Arthur, come!” he ordered, jumping over the gate and running to the horse on the left, who had turned his head at the mention of his name. “Arthur!” he yelled. Arthur reluctantly made his way to Theodore, confused. Without explaining, Theodore jumped onto his back, sliding his sword down his back and commanding him onwards. Taking a hold of his mane, Theodore sat up straight and heeded him onwards into a rampant gallop, jumping over the hedge and galloping across the landscape. As Arthur raced across the countryside, Theodore guided him franticly, the sun beginning to rise above the mountains and hills.
 
    
 
   *
 
    
 
   Eveline stood quietly in the middle of the stone circle, a cool breeze teasing her skin, the sky blue and pink. She knew what she had to do she thought to herself as she gazed down at the grass, she simply had to will herself back to Calhuni, just like her grandfather had said. Looking down at her watch she realised she had twenty minutes until the sun aligned with the stones, so she opened her satchel and looked inside. A letter lay on top of a brown package that she had not seen before. Casting the letter aside she took out the brown package and carefully began to open it, letting the string fall to the grass. Carefully she unwrapped the item and gasped in shock at what she found.
 
   “A dagger,” she whispered, the most beautiful dagger she had ever seen. A note fell out from the package and Eveline picked it up.
 
    
 
    
 
   Eveline,
 
   I thought this may come in useful, it was given to me by Galean, it helped me to save Belle and kill the shadows; I hope it will bring you luck.
 
   Jophiel.
 
    
 
   “Galean’s dagger,” whispered Eveline, awe struck. Holding the dagger up her observed its beauty. With her index finger she traced the beautifully carved tree that lay under the hilt, running her finger over the roots.
 
   “My father gave me a dagger once,” a voice announced, causing Eveline’s body to still, it was a voice she had heard before, a voice not belonging to this world. Standing still, Eveline felt the presence of Heidan. “Not as simple mind you, a beautiful dagger, made with the blood of those that I had killed, including our mother.”
 
   “Liar!” cried Eveline, keeping her eyes forward. Heidan smiled as he took out his long dagger, blood red, walking towards Eveline’s back.
 
   “I am no liar,” he hissed pressing the point of the dagger into her back roughly, causing her to lurch forward, and falling onto her knees, Galean’s dagger falling out of her hands. “Why don’t I show you,” he smiled down at Eveline who found Galean’s dagger, grasping it within her hand and turning to Heidan. Her legs shaking, Eveline got up. With a wave of his hand, the whole landscape changed and they were back at the island. Eveline stumbled, disorientated. Heidan walked over to her dead parents, smiling. Eveline followed his gaze.
 
   “How did you get in?” she breathed.
 
   “I didn’t, you did,” Heidan replied darkly.
 
   “How is that possible,” she whispered, confused.
 
   “Your mind, as soon as I mentioned your parents your mind remembered their death,” laughed Heidan, bending down over his mother and looking at her intently.
 
   “I gave you no permission,” argued Eveline, her legs becoming stronger, an instant anger rising within her as she watched Heidan touch her mother.
 
   “We share the same blood, sister,” Heidan remarked, gazing up at her, “I need no permission when I have you at my mercy.”
 
   “I don’t understand,” she responded sharply.
 
   “It is most unfortunate that your abilities are so few and so weak,” teased Heidan bringing his dagger forward, stroking Unyae’s dead face with it, watching Eveline’s face whiten.
 
   “Leave her alone!” she commanded stepping forward, holding Galean’s dagger out in front of her.
 
   “What are you going to do sister? Magic me away?” laughed Heidan, pushing the blade down into Unyae’s skin, causing it to open.
 
   “I said leave her alone!” screamed Eveline lurching forward and falling on Heidan, trying to stab him with her dagger. Heidan laughed as Eveline tried to unarm him, to hurt him. Taking her hair in his hand he pulled it back violently causing her to cry out loud, Galean’s dagger dropping to the grass. Getting up Heidan, still clutching onto her hair bent down, his lips close to her ear.
 
   “You see sister, unlike me, you are weak,” he whispered, his lips touching her ear, “weak.”
 
   “I am not weak!” cried Eveline, her knees sore, her face forced down upon her mothers, tears dropping from her eyes.
 
   “Oh but you are, so weak, it’s actually quite hilarious, you saving the universe,” Laughed Heidan, pulling her hair tighter, causing Eveline to cry out loud.
 
   “Why are you doing this?” Eveline cried, trying to distract him, searching for the dagger.
 
   “Why sister, surely you know,” he teased, his black eyes following her hand.
 
   “Know what?” 
 
   “There is only one God of the universe, one heir to Calhuni.”
 
   “So?”
 
   “So sister, we must eradicate the problem.”
 
   “What problem?”
 
   “That there are two heirs, not one.”
 
   “Your wrong,” spat Eveline turning her face up to him, a strange feeling curling up within her, “there is only one, me.”
 
   “Have you forgotten, we both share the blood of Heiden,” Heidan smiled.
 
   “He will never let you have his throne!” Eveline cried, finding the dagger and driving it into his chest violently. Heidan did not move and Eveline became still, waiting for blood to flow from his chest, chilled by his reaction.
 
   “No dagger can kill me,” he laughed, taking the dagger out of his chest, “nothing can.” Eveline looked at her half-brother, fear gripping her.
 
   “Why do you hate me so?” she whispered, “Why do you hate?”
 
   “How can I not hate you?” Heidan responded blandly. “It is time your people knew their real master,” he began throwing the dagger away, and taking her by the throat, “Your world will fall away, everything that you hold dear, will fall away into darkness, your people, your kingdom,” he brought her face up to his, “your God.”
 
   “Never!” she stuttered desperately trying to breathe.
 
   “I wouldn’t be so sure, I have taken your throne, taken your people,” smiled Heidan, “And I will take you.”
 
   “No, my people will stand strong,” spat Eveline.
 
   “Your people are divided and weak, always weak,” Heidan rolled his eyes, “justice, mercy, peace, bla bla bla,” he spat, “they need to learn, and they need to learn that they have no voice, they have no rights, and they are vermin, slaves to a God that has turned his back on them.”
 
   “He hasn’t,” cried Eveline.
 
   “Oh but he has and you know he has,” Heidan argued back, licking his lips. “But my God, my Father, he will kill your God, he will obliterate everything that He stands for.”
 
   “I will never let that happen!” Eveline shouted trying to free herself from his grip, ever tightening.
 
   “And how will you do that?” Heidan teased, kicking her in the stomach. Eveline cried out loud, her body bending in pain. Concentrate, a voice cried within her, concentrate and it will come. Eveline closed her eyes and sought the magic within and willed control over Heidan’s hands. Instantly she felt them drop, Heidan looking down in astonishment. Eveline quickly found her feet, and held out her right hand, using it to control him.
 
   “I think you underestimate me,” she smiled.
 
   “Eveline!” a voice yelled, suddenly the scene changed and she was back in the stone circle, Heidan on his knees. Eveline turned her eyes and found Theodore running towards her baring his sword. Heidan feeling her power weaken, got up and threw her to the nearest stone, turning to face Theodore.
 
   Theodore quickly glanced over at the fallen Eveline, who was getting up from the grass, blood coming out of her ear. The sun was rising higher in the sky and Theodore, using all his strength threw himself at Heidan, who was now drawing out his own sword, red with fire. Eveline opened her eyes and saw through her blurred vision, Heidan and Theodore fighting. Getting up she looked around for Galean’s dagger and saw it a few feet away, near to were Heidan was standing. Limping over the dewy grass she found the weapon and clasped it in her hand.
 
   “No Eveline you must stand in the light!” Theodore yelled as he tried to punch Heidan, only to be flung backwards. Eveline watched as the sun hit the stones, creating a vertical alignment, this was it, she had to leave now. Heidan, distracted by Theodore did not notice Eveline making her way to the light, dagger in her right hand, and satchel in her left. Heidan drew his dagger up above the broken body of Theodore readying it for his assault. Eveline watched on in horror, and without thinking aimed Galean’s dagger towards Heidan’s head, watching it fly through the light and stab Heidan in the neck, causing him to fall instantly. She knew she couldn’t kill him, as a ringlet of light began to form about her body, the environment changing. She was beginning to fade away from the world.
 
   “Theodore!” she cried holding out her hand, “Take my hand!”
 
   Theodore watched the light spiralled around Eveline and got up, limping as fast as he could towards her, passing Heidan, who was on his knees struggling to take out the dagger from his neck. Stretching out his hand, Theodore tried to find hers, but heard a loud piercing cry erupt around him. Turning he saw Heidan, on his feet, Galean’s dagger in his hand, aimed directly at Eveline.
 
   “No!” Theodore cried, watching Heidan throw it, the dagger slicing the air. With one last try, Theodore ran to Eveline and shielded her body, wrapping himself around her, light binding them together, as they fell into darkness. Eveline closed her eyes, holding Theodore tightly to her as they travelled through time, back to Calhuni. Flying through darkness, Eveline felt them both suddenly falling into a new atmosphere, causing her lungs to burn at the speed. Falling rapidly, Eveline opened her eyes, Theodore was silent and his grip on her was beginning to weaken, causing her to hold on tighter to his heavy weight. With a heavy and unseen force, Eveline and Theodore hit the water hard, plunging into its darkness causing her to momentarily lose consciousness, losing contact with Theodore.
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   The Prophecy
 
    
 
    
 
   Mathilda, Aabe, Elanean and Morad sat around the large fire, rubbing their hands together, waiting.
 
   “Not entirely sure it was the smartest decision all of us coming to collect her,” Morad muttered, his green eyes ablaze.
 
   “Why?” Elanean asked, plating her long brown hair, lifting her eyes to her brother, who was heavily dressed in his woodland armour, his long, straight hair also plaited down his back. Morad looked to his younger sister.
 
   “I have a bad feeling about tonight,” he remarked darkly. Mathilda stole a glance at her best friend, he was troubled.
 
   “What do you feel?” Mathilda asked, planting her sword into the sand, the flames licking it wildly.
 
   “Rumours have spread through Galgor, Beon has sent a group of assassins to Summe,” he answered, locking eyes with Mathilda. Mathilda and her close friends had grown up on the mythical and mysterious island of Summe under the tutorage of the leader of the Dunaman clan, Anvin a great and renowned priest of magic. Only the high priest of the Dunaman tribe could bless the High King of the North, so, Mathilda thought to herself, it would make sense that Beon would try to kill him.
 
   “Only rumours, we would know if assassins landed on our beaches,” Aabe interceded. “I would have seen it in the flames, my father also.” Anvin had only one living child and his name was Aabe, also a great master of the old magic, a deeply rooted and deeply embedded magic that only the Dunaman tribe wielded. Unlike Morad, Aabe was not a great physical warrior, his true weapon was his mind. Mathilda was not born into the Dunaman tribe, she had been taken by the late king Elieor too Anvin for protection after her mother’s murder. Mathilda wielded no powers of the mind, instead she was known as a fierce warrior, beautiful but deadly. Evalean on the other hand was a bow woman, come to Summe as an orphan alongside her brother Morad, who was a great swordsman. The group now spent their time living amongst the forests and woods having finished their schooling under Anvin a year back.
 
   “Maybe our eyes have been averted elsewhere, maybe we haven’t been searching,” Evalean said quietly, sharpening an arrow and keeping her eyes on the star filled sky above.
 
   “We will head back to Calnuthe as soon as we collect Celestine,” commanded Mathilda getting up and going over to her horse, sea, stroking his long neck. Mathilda and Evalean differed in appearances, where Mathilda was tall and strong, Evalean was smaller in height and petite in frame making her a swift bowman. Mathilda had cut her hair short, making her look almost like a pixie, whereas Evalean’s long brunette hair was beautifully plated down her back. Mathilda was striking in appearance, she had a strong and unyielding face which usually helped when she was on the attack, Evalean however had a heart shaped face, soft and kind, masking her stubborn and determined nature. Morad was a stronger and taller version of his sister, he was a quiet and reserved man, taken to bouts of morbidity and bad temper. Aabe was gentle and fair to behold a delusion he crafted, hiding his real abilities and nature.
 
   “Mathilda, look!” cried Evalean getting up from her position in the sand and following what looked to be a falling star, hurtling through the atmosphere at a great speed making directly for the sea in front of them.
 
   “Stand back!” ordered Mathilda, knowing there would be a giant wave upon impact. The group stood on the edge of the forest, bringing their horses with them and watching on in silence as Celestine crashed into the ocean, causing a surge of water to wash up on the beach. Waiting for the water to abate, Aabe re lit the now damp fire, whilst Mathilda ran into the water to look for Celestine. Evalean stood on the shore watching as Mathilda swam back towards them, with Celestine in her arms. Morad was also swimming to shore with another person who seemed to be lifeless.
 
   “Aabe, blankets!” cried Mathilda bringing Celestine to shore and turning her on her side so that she could breathe. Looking across at Morad, she frowned. “Alive?” she asked, soaking and cold.
 
   “No, dead,” he yelled back, hauling the lifeless body of Theodore over his shoulder, a dagger sticking out of his back and bringing him to the fire, setting him down gently, face down in the sand, removing the dagger gently from his back. Mathilda and Evalean both carried Celestine who was now awake, shivering violently. Dropping her beside the fire, Mathilda got down on her knees and lifted the wet hair from Celestine’s face.
 
   “Theodore,” she cried, trying to get up.
 
   “Hush you must take a minute to calm yourself,” ordered Mathilda gently. Celestine looked up at Mathilda.
 
   “Mathilda?” she asked curiously.
 
   “How do you know my name?” Mathilda enquired a frown upon her brow.
 
   “I have been here in this moment before,” coughed Celestine, “we must hurry,” she cried, getting up, soaked, her chainmail hanging off her heavily. Turning she looked over at a rough looking man, bent over a body. Running she fell down beside Theodore and turned him over, sitting back in horror as she looked down at his lifeless face.
 
   “Celestine,” Mathilda called after her, “what do you mean you have been here before?” Forcing back tears, Celestine looked over at Mathilda.
 
   “I had a dream similar to this moment, if I am correct we are about to be attacked from the forest,” she announced sitting forward again and bending down to kiss Theodores forehead. Mathilda, Evalean, Aabe and Morad looked at one another.
 
   “I told you I had a bad feeling,” Morad re iterated sarcastically, before draping a blanket over the lifeless Theodore, putting the dagger into his leather pants and getting up. “I am sorry for you loss,” he said hurriedly, “but we must leave.”
 
   “I cannot leave my husband on this beach!” cried Celestine, bending over Theodore once more and cradling him in her arms.
 
   “We will come back for his body,” ordered Mathilda, now commanding her friends to take to their horses and prepare to leave. Celestine looked up at the fierce Mathilda and gulped back her grief, she knew she had to leave if she was to live, Theodore would have understood. Mathilda stood back for a moment and gave Celestine some space to say her goodbyes.
 
   “My dear,” she cried, “I will always love you, you saved my life again,” she muttered through her tears, her body shivering in the cold. After a moment she lifted the blanket and placed it over his lifeless face.
 
   “Come,” Mathilda whispered, “we will come back for him,” she promised walking forward and helping Celestine up, guiding her over to Sea. Celestine let Mathilda help her up onto the horse.
 
   “Here,” Morad rode over to Celestine and handed her the dagger, clean and unsheathed. Celestine took it into her hand, it was Galean’s. Quietly she put it away and wrapped her arms about Mathilda’s waist as they lurched forward into the forest, leaving Theodore behind.
 
    “We make for Calnuthe!” she yelled, riding hard in between the trees. Celestine turned her head once more, she would return for him she promised. 
 
    
 
   *
 
    
 
    
 
   Galean stood alone under the arch of the entrance to the palace, downcast and tired. Down at the lake he could see his dragon, Nuyay awaiting his return. The sky was clear and full of stars smiled Galean smoking on his pipe, the sound of songs filling the air around him. It had been arranged that he should marry, Murtha, daughter of the chieftain Galtha, leader of the Tavan clan, who dwelled in the far north. Galean had never met Murtha, all he knew of his wife to be was that she was meek and young.
 
   “Why am I to marry a woman I have never met before?” he had argued with his father Ballour as they walked under the ancient trees of Meerin.
 
   “I do not wish it myself, but Galtha has the support of the northern tribes, your marriage to his daughter will secure our safety, Beon has secured Galgor and means to invade Fiar,” Ballour answered solemnly looking across to his heavy laden son, his oldest and wisest of sons.
 
   “What has happened to make Beon so vengeful?” Galean asked his father, majestic in appearance and being.
 
   “He believes that I murdered his wife,” sighed Ballour.
 
   “Why would he think such a thing?” cried Galean, Beon’s wife had succumbed to an epidemic that had run wild through the North a few years previous, killing his wife and unborn child.
 
   “He thinks I started the epidemic, he believes that because I did not trust her or her magic that I had her killed by magic,” Ballour explained, folding his arms across his chest.
 
   “That’s ridiculous, I know she was in league with some dark people, but she wasn’t a major threat to the Kingdom,” Galean said darkly.
 
   “She had been carefully poisoning my wine for two weeks when they were last here together for the summer festival,” Ballour answered darkly, “I thought it was my poor constitution, but my serer examined the wine one afternoon and found traces of pitweed in it.”
 
   “You never said,” whispered Galean, shocked by the tactics of Beon’s wife, yes he did not like her at all, but he had never taken her for a murderer.
 
   “You were away,” smiled Ballour, “and I had her banished back to Galgor never to return.”
 
   “And then the epidemic flourished,” Galean frowned, “I can see how Beon would take that as revenge, but many people died, and you are no ruthless murderer.”
 
   “Off course I am no murderer, fearsome I may be at times, but I am no murderer, at least you and Loaki believe me,” Ballour sighed, stopping and turning down to his son.
 
   “Loaki and I will protect the north from his vengeance, unfortunately his own people will follow him until death,” Galean uttered beneath is breath, “and he has cut off our trading with the south, but we will find ways,” he promised his father firmly.
 
   “I have heard rumours that he is looking to the West, that he intends on killing Anvin, the High Priest,” Ballour began his voice cracking with anxiety, “if this proves true, then we are heading towards dark times, if he kills Anvin and his son then he will need no priest to bless him if he takes my throne.”
 
   “That will not happen,” Galean assured his father, “Loaki and I will make sure that does not happen.”
 
   “I cannot but help feel that a dark cloud settles upon the South and the North, I worry about the future, I worry about the world we are creating for our young generations.”
 
   “Father, there is as much light in this world as there is darkness, we must unite those who favour justice and freedom,” Galean declared openly, “and believe that the prophecy will come true.”
 
   “What is she like, Celestine?” Ballour asked his son curiously. Galean smiled at his memories of Eveline, known to his people as Celestine.
 
   “She is fierce when she needs to be, but gentle too, she has much to learn if she is to rule with absolute certainty,” he answered seriously, “if the prophecy is true, if she returns tonight, then she will have along and trying journey ahead of her.”
 
   “She will need good counsel around her,” said Ballour thoughtfully, “if she were to come here, I could help her.”
 
   “The problem would be finding her,” said Galean pessimistically, how could he find her?
 
   “Keep your eyes open tonight my son, you may spot her amongst the stars, and if you do,” he took his eldest by the arms, “you must find her and bring her to me, I can offer her safety and time, time to become who she is meant to be.”
 
   “She is as stubborn as an ox,” laughed Galean, “If I find her she will not want to speak to me, she will turn the other way.”
 
   “She must come here Galean, she must, there is much I need to speak with her about, before she turns to the South,” Ballour warned, dropping his arms, “now I must go back, before I miss the merry dancing.”
 
   Galean trembled as he recalled his earlier conversation with his father. It was indeed true, a dark cloud lay heavy over the people of the North and South.
 
   “My Lord,” a servant ran up to Galean panting heavily.
 
   “Yes?” he responded taking in the young man’s worried expression.
 
   “Your father has told me to tell you that the rumours are true, you are to go to Anvin at once, you are to bring him and his son back here,” cried the servant, his brow wet with sweat.
 
   “Tell my father that I leave immediately,” Galean commanded turning from the boy and leaving the palace at once.
 
   Nuyay watched his master run down the path towards him and bent his back low waiting for his master to jump on. As Galean jumped onto the back of Nuyay he heralded him onwards. Taking flight, Galean ordered Nuyay to fly west. Nuyay ascended the star filled sky and began the long journey towards the West. As they passed the mountains, Galean and Nuyay noticed a ball of fire that was falling into the atmosphere with great speed and heading straight towards Summe.
 
   “Eveline!” cried Galean heeding his dragon on into the night, following the fiery light on his right. Nuyay cried aloud as he passed the villages and towns beneath him, causing those who heard him to run outside and watch him pass, a blaze of red against a darkened night sky.[bookmark: Chapter19]
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   Attack of the Dunaman
 
    
 
    
 
   “Can you fight?” Mathilda turned to Celestine, confident that her horse would guide them in between the thick, ancient trees, ahead of the others. Celestine lifted her golden eyes, her hair billowing about her wildly, her dress stuck to her body, and her leather satchel bouncing off Galean’s dagger.
 
   “Yes, but believe me when I say I am only a beginner,” she replied loudly, the sound of hoofs following the group.
 
   “That is enough,” replied Mathilda kicking her horse onwards, “You should prepare yourself for a fight your grace.”
 
   “Please I am Celestine,” frowned Eveline, dropping her right hand under her satchel and finding the dagger.
 
   “Celestine, stay close to me, I will protect you,” commanded Mathilda, her eyes searching the forest around them finally resting on Morad who rode to her side, sword drawn.
 
   “We need to split!” he yelled, his horn laying at his chest.
 
   “We need to get Aabe and Anvin to safety, I will take Anvin you must take Aabe,” ordered Mathilda, “you must lead the assassins away from Calnuthe!” she bellowed turning her horse sharply, causing Celestine to grab onto Mathilda’s waist tightly; she had much to learn she realised as she leaned into Mathilda, how Morad and Mathilda could guide their horses through a forest and talk was beyond her.
 
   “Meet at Droti?” Morad yelled, directing Aabe with a gloved hand to follow him.
 
   “Droti!” cried Mathilda turning away from Morad, leading Celestine and Evalean toward Calnuthe. Evalean was close behind them, and to Celestine’s horror she was sitting back to front her bow at the ready.
 
   “Is that really safe?” Celestine shouted at Mathilda.
 
   “She has been riding since she was two, it’s safe,” smiled Mathilda now guiding her horse towards what look to Celestine to be a small hamlet of round houses. The village was dark but for a fire in the centre. Mathilda, her stallion at full speed, charged through the village, sword raised in the air.
 
   “Attack!” she cried out loud, “Attack!”
 
   Evalean dropped her bow to the side and lifted her horn blowing it wildly as they made their way out of the hamlet, turning left again. The villagers got up and made ready, the men finding their swords and bows and the women taking their young into the darks of the forest away from the oncoming violence.
 
   “Will they be alright?” cried Celestine looking over her shoulder at the village; men were carrying wooden fences, spiked with blades to the front of the village, digging them into the soil.
 
   “Best warriors in the East!” announced Mathilda proudly. “The Taer army could learn a few things from the Meerin warriors!”
 
   “Mathilda!” Evalean shouted from behind. “I will lead them away.”
 
   “No!” commanded Mathilda sharply, turning to her friend, “you are only one person, you cannot take on a dozen assassins, and you must stay with me and ready the people of Calnuthe!”
 
   “Are you sure?” Evalean replied, now level with Mathilda, her horn bouncing off her leather armour.
 
   “Yes, we have a fifteen, twenty minute head start, enough time to ready the people and get Anvin out.”
 
   Celestine could hear battle cries behind her and feared for the village they had left behind, fearing most of all for the women and children.
 
   “They have safe houses in the trees,” Mathilda answered as if seeing into her mind.
 
   “That’s smart,” Celestine answered pathetically, she was always underestimating people and their abilities.
 
   “Yes” laughed Mathilda, “no one messes with the Dunaman people.”
 
   “You must forgive my ignorance,” Celestine moaned leaning into Mathilda’s ear. I have just lost my husband, she cried inwardly.
 
   “We will soon sort that out,” Mathilda smiled. “Ah here we are.”
 
   “Pardon?” cried Celestine, unable to look beyond Mathilda’s back for fear of vomiting.
 
   “We are at the meeting place of the Dunaman, the High Priests home,” announced Mathilda slowing her horse down as they entered a defensive wall, made of timber. A few men were walking atop the defensive wall as they entered Calnuthe, the city of Summe. Evalean was sounding her horn, readying the men to battle. Calnuthe was a much larger and grander version of the village they had just bypassed. Large round houses built of stone and timber lay within the wall of Calnuthe. The city was built upon a hill, the largest of all the round houses at the very top, a great spiral of smoke coming from its centre. As they ascended the hill, Celestine watched male warriors rush about yelling out orders.
 
   “Where will the women and children go?” Celestine asked dumbly in between Mathilda’s ordering to soldiers.
 
   “The tunnels,” replied Mathilda kicking her horse lightly, guiding it through the crowd of soldiers, running down to the wall, swords drawn, Bows at the ready, and some with shields on their backs and axes in their left hands. Celestine looked down at her dagger and sighed in pity, she really would have to stay beside the fearsome Mathilda. Celestine decided it was best to just keep quiet about her observations, she already felt humiliated and ridiculous despite all that had recently passed. When they reached the large round house, Mathilda brought her horse to a stop alongside Evalean and got down, turning to help Celestine down.
 
   “I’ll go and alert the guards,” Evalean announced, patting Celestine on the arm, “you will be fine, stick to Mathilda she’s the best.”
 
   “Don’t let your brother hear you say such things!” teased Mathilda who was shrugging at an uneasy Celestine, who smiled weakly, her body still cold and wet.
 
   “What’s the worst he could do?” laughed Evalean.
 
   “Snap your bow in half during one of his moods,” answered Mathilda rolling her eyes at the thought.
 
   “Oh well nothing new,” replied Evalean heading off and leaving Mathilda and Celestine.
 
   “Come let’s get you some dry clothes,” smiled Mathilda guiding Celestine up the steps and towards the large round house which Celestine guessed was the palace of Calnuthe.
 
   “Are you sure we have time?” said Celestine anxiously, climbing the stone steps, her shoes making odd noises as the water within swirled about her feet.
 
   “Yes we have time, the soldiers will keep the assassins at bay, hopefully felling a few dozen.” Mathilda assured the drenched Celestine. Celestine nodded in agreement following Mathilda into the round house. The roof of the round house was made up of straw and mud whilst the walls were made of grey stone, decorated with great furs and shields of iron. The inside of the round house was not as Celestine envisioned. It was divided up into separated chambers and they were walking down a wide hallway which led to the centre of the house. Celestine could see an incredible iron throne in the middle and an elderly man slouched over it, his long silver hair falling to his bare feet.
 
   “Anvin,” Mathilda stated, biding Celestine to stop whilst she went forward to greet the elderly priest, kneeling before him and kissing his hand. Celestine watched as the elderly man smiled down at Mathilda almost with a fatherly love.
 
   “Why are my people taking up swords?” he asked slowly, lifting himself up and casting his eyes across at Celestine, frowning.
 
   “Beon my lord, he has sent assassins to kill you and I believe your son,” Mathilda declared getting up from her knees and standing back, letting Anvin observe Celestine with curiosity. Celestine lowered her eyes in embarrassment, Galean’s dagger in her hand. Mathilda turned to look at Celestine with pride, her eyes ashine and her face aglow.
 
   “Come, this is Anvin, High Priest of Dunaman and Meerin,” Mathilda announced regally, inviting Celestine to come forward. Heeding her invitation, Celestine hesitantly moved towards the priest, unsure of herself and unsure of him.
 
   “My child,” he smiled holding out his hands awaiting her to kiss them, “come we kiss hands in friendship among the Dunaman tribe.”
 
   Celestine bent down and kissed his knuckles briefly before standing up again.
 
   “We have been awaiting your arrival for a long time, and now you are here before me,” Anvin cried getting up and walking down to Celestine, taking her hands in his, “this is a great day for the people of the North and South, hope has been inflamed.”
 
   “If I am the hope that you speak off, then you will be sorely disappointed my lord,” sighed Celestine heavily, the realisation of all that had passed that night hitting her squarely in the chest.
 
   “Come you are tired and aggrieved my child,” soothed Anvin, “for you have lost your husband this night and have left the world you once knew to come to an unknown place.”
 
   “I feel slightly disorientated,” admitted Celestine freely, wiping away a tear, feeling ashamed, acknowledging her weakness against Mathilda’s strength, shuddering in response.
 
   “Off course you do, I am going to take you under my wing child, I will teach you the ways of this world,” Anvin replied softly, “but first you must change from your wet clothes into clothes more suited to a night of metal and fire.”
 
   “I will take her to the armoury,” announced Mathilda coming to Celestine’s side, taking her arm and winding it through hers.
 
   “Yes, take her Mathilda and be patient with her,” Anvin ordered turning and sitting down upon his throne once more, “then we must leave.”
 
   Mathilda nodded in return and Celestine followed suite also nodding before being dragged away from Anvin, his face etched with worry. Following Mathilda through the various corridors, Celestine found herself at the armoury, a large, round room that smelt wildly of men.
 
   “Take your clothes off,” instructed Mathilda, setting down her sword before going through the reels of armour, her eyes averted.
 
   “Now?” Celestine whispered feeling awkward.
 
   “Yes now, we have no time to play coy, I am a woman and I assure you my eyes do not flutter at the sight of naked women,” she laughed taking a pair of tanned leather pants off a rack and throwing them over to Celestine carelessly. With her assurance and really no more dignity left, Celestine stripped herself down, leaving her chain mail on and picking up the leather pants, squeezing her rather wet legs into them tightly.
 
   “Take off your chainmail, our linen shirts have chainmail sewn into them, two in one,” Mathilda said, throwing her a black linen shirt, heavy and thick. Celestine didn’t want to take off her chainmail but felt that she would rather take it off than face Mathilda’s wrath. Stripping herself completely, she put on the linen shirt that fell to her thighs, it was deceiving in looks for it was indeed heavy. Finding a leather jerkin, Mathilda brought it over to Celestine noticing the remarkable difference in her appearance.
 
   “Here, put this on over your shirt,” she said softly, helping Celestine into the jerkin and tying it around her waist. Stepping back she looked at Celestine, her hair half up and half down haphazardly, her eyes bewildered. “I would recommend a shield and helmet, but I never use a helmet, a shield yes, but I prefer to fight as light as can be.”
 
   “I need boots,” Celestine stared back blankly looking into Mathilda’s eyes in desperation, she had just lost her husband, had nobody noticed? Had she noticed?
 
   “Ah yes, come with me, we shall get you some boots and a sword,” smiled Mathilda watching Celestine hide her dagger in her jerkin, noticing a beautiful jewel at her chest. In the swords room, Mathilda gave Celestine a pair of knee height boots and as she waded her legs into them, she looked for a sword.
 
   “I am pretty good with a sword,” said Celestine getting up and following Mathilda around tying her hair back whilst looking at the swords, her eyes spotting a rather beautiful blade in the corner, unalike the rest of them. Leaving Mathilda’s side Celestine ventured over to the sword and picked it up. Eyes open with awe, she lifted the long sword into the air, taking in the beautifully carved hilt, the most incredible patterns of flowers and birds adorning the metal.
 
   “Ah,” Mathilda sighed deeply, “you have chosen Mercy,”
 
   “Mercy?” Celestine said turning the sword about in her hand, it felt as though it belonged in her hand, and hers alone.
 
   “It was a gift given to Anvin’s daughter, Eavna the fair and just,” Mathilda replied sadly, “she died a few years ago.”
 
   “I’m very sorry.” Celestine put down the blade shamefully and smiled weakly stepping away. Lowering her eyes Celestine did not see Mathilda take up with blade again and bring it over to her.
 
   “She would want you to have it,” she said lightly, “she was a great believer in mercy, by wielding her blade maybe it will teach you to be merciful.”
 
   “I’m not sure if you are being condescending or encouraging,” Celestine smiled, taking the blade once more into her hand.
 
   “I would never be condescending to my Queen,” Mathilda frowned.
 
   “I am no Queen, I am Celestine.”
 
   “You are my Queen,” Mathilda stated firmly, “now come we haven’t time to argue we must get away from Calnuthe.”
 
   Back in the great hall, Celestine and Mathilda were met by Anvin, now coated in a thick blanket of black fur, his silver hair falling down the back creating a striking contrast.
 
   “Ah now you look like a warrior!” smiled Anvin motioning for them to follow him. As they walked by his side, Anvin spotted his daughters blade and smiled.
 
   “I hope you do not mind, it fitted me so well,” gushed Celestine looking down at the sheathed sword and covering it protectively.
 
   “It will serve you well child, it was blessed by the great dragon Nuyay,” replied Anvin, opening a side door and letting them through.
 
   “Oh how was it blessed by a dragon?” Celestine asked, following Anvin and Mathilda down a dark lane.
 
   “The metal was set by his breathe, when it meets skin, the victim will feel the dragons flame,” Anvin explained.
 
   “That’s sore,” muttered Celestine hoping she didn’t accidently stab herself.
 
   “That is exactly what my daughter said upon receiving the gift from the great dragon lord,” Anvin remarked showing them down another path which led out onto a courtyard where three horses were waiting for them.
 
   “And who is he?” Celestine asked letting Mathilda help her up onto her mount. Anvin helped himself up onto his horse and turned to her.
 
   “Galean son of Ballour,” he replied before kicking his horse into action.
 
    
 
   *
 
    
 
   Morad and Aabe sat quietly on their horses awaiting the three riders. Together they had tied a length of lace from one tree to another, hoping that it would cause the riders to fall of their mounts, giving them the opportunity to kill them swiftly.
 
   “We have to find their ships,” Morad whispered to his friend.
 
   “Yes, we have to make sure none of them get back to the mainland, that will be our message to Beon,” said Aabe firmly, sitting up straight. Aabe and his father were able to talk to one another telepathically, a rare gift indeed and it helped in times of trouble.
 
   “Any information on Mathilda?” Morad asked stroking the mane of his stallion, calming it down.
 
   “They are making for Droti as we speak,” answered Aabe opening his eyes and bringing his mind back to reality.
 
   “Good, if we can get rid of these riders and their ships we will go and meet them,” Morad mused wiping his forehead with a gloved hand.
 
   “And what off the other invaders?” Aabe asked his friend seriously. “Should we go back and make sure the city is safe?”
 
   “Yes I hadn’t thought of that,” sighed Morad, a perfectionist unable to deal with flaws in a plan.
 
   “Neither had I,” Aabe lied knowing his friend all too well. “I think we should see that everyone is alright before we head on to Droti.”
 
   Morad nodded his agreement wanting to sit in silence for a moment his head sore. In the distance however the sound of hoofs could be heard and Morad turned to Aabe bringing his index finger to his mouth. Quietly they got down from their mounts, tying them up to nearby trees before tip toeing nearer to the path, settling down behind a bush. The cold night air hung around the pair as the horses drew near, a rustling in the trees caused Morad to turn around but he saw nothing. Sooner than anticipated the riders met with the lace and a great commotion of cries from both animal and master rang out, the riders being thrown off in all directions and the horses lamed by the pain. Watching the riders hurdle about on the ground Morad and Aabe jumped out of the darkness and attacked them with swiftness and accuracy. Instead of using a blade, Aabe wielded his powers and stunned the riders, letting Morad mortally wound them. After ten minutes of fighting and crying, the air again became quiet only the cries of the horses filling the void of silence. Morad wiped his sword of the clean grass before wiping away blood from his brow. Aabe quietly went to each of the horses that had been hurt and healed them of their pain before letting them run free into the forest.
 
   “What should we do with the bodies?” Morad panted, his body bent over in exhaustion; fighting in the middle of the night certainly had its drawbacks.
 
   “We should get some of the soldiers to come and take them away for identification,” Aabe ordered standing over the lifeless bodies and feeling pity for the men. Morad and Aabe were not divided by much but they were divided over death. Aabe pitied all death that was on behalf of a person who could not fight his own battle. Morad however did not pity those who killed in the name of vengeance and hatred, this Aabe knew was because of Morad’s parent’s death. Their deaths left a terrible mark on Morad, leaving himself and his younger sister orphaned, having to fend for themselves. Morad’s harsh start to life made him somewhat cynical and hard, unalike his sister, Evalean who was light hearted and caring.
 
   “Yes you are right, even if they do serve Beon,” replied Morad gruffly, putting his sword back into its sheath and turning to his horse, “come let us get to their boats.”
 
   “Beon will not take this defeat lightly.” Aabe answered swinging up onto his mount and guiding him out of the forest and onto the path bypassing the lifeless men. Morad followed Aabe and they made their way towards the southern beach of Calnua. Aabe and Morad rode for what seemed to be over half an hour, passing through sleeping hamlets quietly as to not alarm them. In time they found themselves on the beautiful beach of Calnua. Pausing beside one another, Morad lifted up his binoculars from his leather pouch and looked through them.
 
   “How many are there?” asked Aabe taking out his water satchel and soothing his thirst.
 
   “Five,” whispered Morad, “twice as many as I expected.”
 
   “Five? We only killed three of them, where are the rest?” Aabe asked, fear causing him to shake fiercely.
 
   “I have no idea,” mouthed Morad a little off balance. “I suppose a good amount of them have made for Calnuthe.”
 
   “Yes that would seem right,” Aabe mused, “we must hope that our defences hold.”
 
   “The best thing that we could do is to make sure they do not get off the island,” said Morad turning to his friend. “Your powers are about to come in handy.”
 
   “What do you have in mind?” Aabe smiled weakly, it wasn’t easy conjuring powers spontaneously and for Aabe that was an ability that was still in progress. 
 
   “Fire.”
 
   “Morad you know that using magic weakens the mind if it is over stretched,” Aabe lectured.
 
   “I’m guessing that there is a lot of alcohol on board those ships,” mused Morad, “all we need to do is start a small fire on each of them.”
 
   “But we will have to be on them to find the alcohol?” whispered Aabe a sudden realisation of the danger they would face.
 
   “Yes and I am guessing that most of the crew if not all of them have left the ships behind,” replied Morad letting his right hand cover the hilt of his sword.
 
   “Yes I had not thought of that,” Aabe pondered, “let us each take a ship at a time and create fuses and then when we are safely out of harm’s way I can light them.”
 
   “Exactly,” smiled Morad a rush of adrenaline running through his veins, causing them to throb.
 
   “We must leave our horses here,” ordered Aabe getting down from his mount and leading him to a nearby tree, tying him up once more. Morad followed suite and when both stallions were quietly out of the way they began to walk up the long and quiet beach keeping vigilance, swords drawn.
 
   “They look like Meer galleys,” Aabe observed, “they may hold up to twenty men.”
 
   “Beon,” Morad spat. “The masts are his colours, blue and yellow.”
 
   “Yes,” Aabe murmured his heart troubled, if Beon was intent on killing his father, then he must be planning to kill his own and take the throne of Meerin.
 
   “He’s a madman,” Morad said harshly, “his wife wasn’t much better.”
 
   “Even so, our island cannot hold strong against Galgor,” whispered Aabe as they came up to the first long galley. Morad turned to Aabe and took his arm.
 
   “We need ammunition to trigger a fire,” he stated. Aabe brought forth a small bag and opened it.
 
   “I have the ammunition we need,” he smiled digging his hand into the bag and taking out a handful of black salt, “here this should be enough for two galley’s we will meet in the middle.”
 
   “Remember keep your eyes open and your ears, if you hear anything get out,” ordered Morad slapping his friend firmly on the arm. Running away from Aabe who was now running on down the beach at the far end, Morad ran into the sea and clasped the side of the first galley climbing up and jumping over. The boat was full of cloaks and other items spied Morad as he waded his way through to the back where he found small barrels of wine. Quickly he took some of the black salt and dusted the barrels with it before turning and making his way up to the front of the galley, jumping down into the sea again before making his way over to the next boat. The cold waves hammered his body as he jumped up into the next galley and made for the back once more. Looking over he saw his friend, now onto his second galley before turning back to the task at hand. Suddenly the tides grew faint and the world grew quiet as a loud cry pierced the sky. Both Aabe and Morad looked over to the East, their eyes cast upwards.
 
   “What is that?” whispered Morad spotting something in the distance heading his way.
 
   “Morad get off the boat!” cried Aabe jumping into the sea and making for the beach.
 
   “What is it?” yelled Morad now jumping overboard, hurting his ankle on a rock and screaming out in pain, falling into the water.
 
   “Morad!” cried Aabe rushing back across the sand and into the water, the cry of the creature in the air becoming louder. Falling to his side, Aabe grabbed Morad’s arm and brought him up to his feet, throwing an arm around his waist and helping him out. Morad cried as they reached the shore, dragging his right leg behind him, the sky becoming a bright orange. Looking up they saw what it was that filled the night sky and turned running as fast as they could towards the forest.
 
   “Dragon!” yelled Morad.
 
   “Its Nuyay!” smiled Aabe throwing himself and Morad into the forest, slumping down behind a tree, turning around cautiously.
 
   “What is he doing here?” Morad asked, grasping a hold of his ankle and biting down hard on his lip.
 
   “He must be coming to help us,” cried Aabe.
 
   Morad and Aabe watched as Nuyay fell from the sky and flew over the ships breathing fire on them. Almost simultaneously the galleys blew up, the fire mixing with the ammunition. The sound of the explosions pierced the sky as Morad and Aabe threw themselves to the ground, large pieces of timber hurtling into the forest and felling trees. As the fire died down, Nuyay once again flew over the ships before free falling into the sea causing an almighty wave to sweep across the bay. Clutching to the tree trunk, Morad and Aabe held tight until the water went back out to the sea. The dragon once again heralded a cry of victory before stampeding onto the bay letting its rider down. Aabe got up and ran out to the beach and waved to Galean.
 
   “Aabe?” Galean announced running up to meet his friend, hugging him tightly.
 
   “How did you know?” Aabe asked unhanding Galean and looking up into his face before turning to Nuyay and smiling.
 
   “My father,” Galean panted, his sword drawn, “come whoever is alive will most certainly be making their way towards us,” he warned.
 
   “Morad is hurt,” Aabe explained motioning Galean to follow him into the dark forest, finding Morad slumped on the ground. Galean held out his hand to Morad in kindness.
 
   “You nearly killed us!” he cried trying to stand up but failing.
 
   “I did not know you were here,” Galean answered firmly before bending down to inspect Morad’s ankle, looking up at Aabe hopefully, “can you not do something?”
 
   “We don’t have time,” answered Aabe wearily, “I need to concentrate,” he explained, “and with the threat of soldiers coming our way that is a bit hard.”
 
   “Try,” Galean pleaded gazing at Morad his eyes kind and warm.
 
   “Okay,” sighed Aabe settling down beside Morad, placing his hand over his ankle and closing his eyes. Galean sat back his eyes keen and his ears alert. Aabe uttered words unknown to Galean and watched as a glow of warm light encircled Morad’s ankle a gentle snap echoing causing Morad to cry out faintly. In the distance Galean could hear the cries of men coming their way.
 
   “You better hurry,” he cried looking from Morad to the depths of the forest, figures coming into view.
 
   “Okay it’s done, can you walk on it?” Aabe whispered to Morad. Morad got up and stood for a moment checking his balance before looking down and Aabe and smiling.
 
   “You are a miracle worker,” he cried, holding out his hand, Aabe clasping it and bringing himself to his feet.
 
   “Okay compliments to the side,” Galean uttered franticly. “I think there are a dozen or so men headed our way any bright ideas?”
 
   “We fight them,” Morad stated frankly, “what else can we do? We can’t let them roam round the island putting our people in danger.”
 
   “True,” muttered Galean shrugging. “Aabe will you be alright?”
 
   “Off course I can wield a blade just like you two,” smiled Aabe weakly, unconsciously standing behind the stronger and broader men. Galean looked at his friend with unease, he knew Aabe wasn’t a great swordsman, he was undoubtedly better with a bow, but they had no bows with them.
 
   “So what do we do?” Morad asked watching a dozen or so men run onto the beach crying out in anger at their burning ships.
 
   “We each take on four,” said Galean eyeing up the men individually, “you and I,” he looked to Morad, “will take on the stronger of the group, Aabe you will take on the weaker, do you see those three men at the back of the group?”
 
   Aabe looked over Galean’s shoulder and nodded, what a sword was to a warrior, magic was to Aabe, and maybe it was time to test out his abilities he pondered following Morad and Galean onto the beach once more.
 
   “Magic is within you, like your spirit,” his father once preached over a fire, “there will be a moment when you feel great need and it will be then that you will be able to harness magic as the lungs harness oxygen.”
 
   “Ready?” Galean asked Aabe shaking him out of his memory.
 
   “Yes,” he answered firmly, he was not a boy any longer, he was not weak, and in fact he was the most powerful out of the three men. With this encouragement, Aabe’s confidence soared as he ran onto the beach and made a bee line for the weaker soldiers, dropping his sword from his hand and using his hands instead to unleash the power within, stunning and killing his foes with instant success, causing Morad and Aabe to turn from their opponents in awe. Morad and Galean looked at one another and shrugged turning once more to their attackers and enjoying the game of dancing feet and singing swords. Aabe aided his friends where he could, but really he knew that he should not fight their battles, they were proud men and would feel defeated if Aabe used his magic against their own strengths. After some time, the soldiers lay strewn across the sand, blood soaking Morad and Galean as they returned to Aabe, wiping their swords on the sand and putting them away, panting and coughing with exhaustion. It was only when they regrouped did Morad laugh.
 
   “You know we could have used your dragon and saved ourselves all of the hassle?” he cried looking over at the enormous creature, confused as to why the soldiers had not noticed its presence.
 
   “Where would the fun be?” teased Galean watching Aabe frown.
 
   “There should never be any fun in killing,” he whispered turning and walking away from his friends back to his horse.
 
   “I was joking,” Galean apologised smiling weakly at Morad who simply shrugged and followed Aabe towards his own mount.
 
   “Still,” Aabe looked down from his black horse into Galean’s eyes, “we should learn to have mercy before we take away the life of another.”
 
   “Aabe that is easy in theory, but when your people are at risk then we have no choice,” muttered Morad guiding his horse towards his friend.
 
   “I understand, but take no joy in ending another’s life, I do not,” he replied solemnly, “each night I dream of the life’s I have taken; I cannot imagine what my dreams will be like when I am an old man.” With that he rode off into the forest leaving behind a bewildered Morad and Galean.
 
   “Off course he has a point,” muttered Galean looking up at Morad.
 
   “He does, and where we can show mercy we must show it, but sometimes are hands are tied,” Morad answered seriously, “ we are not blood thirsty monsters, we seek peace and justice as much as he.”
 
   “I am afraid it was my brothers doing, this attack,” Galean explained. “I am sent to bring Anvin and Aabe to my father at once.”
 
   “I’m afraid Anvin will not be happy with that, who will protect his people?” Morad asked nervously.
 
   “There are those within your community that can keep the island safe from harm, but in the long term it is safer if they come with me,” Galean replied. “Where can I find them?”
 
   “They have gone to Droti, when it is safe we make for Calnuthe and await there until they return.” ordered Morad taking up his reins.
 
   “We must hurry, news will reach Beon of this night,” Galean responded bluntly slapping Morad’s mount on the thigh, sending him forward into a violent gallop.
 
    
 
   *
 
    
 
   Anvin, Mathilda and Celestine had all heard the loud cries to the east as they arrived at the fort of Droti, an isolated fortification on the coast. Dismounting from their horses, they entered the fort quietly, anxious about the invasion. The fort was small with only a hall and a side room. Mathilda made herself busy by going out to find wood to make a fire in the great hearth whilst Anvin and Celestine looked around.
 
   “What a night it has been for you,” Anvin commented watching Celestine pace about, her face pale and tired.
 
   “And you my lord,” Celestine replied stopping and looking at him shyly.
 
   “Do not think that I have forgotten your journey here or the loss you encountered along the way,” Anvin smiled laying his fur coat down in front of the hearth, “come sit and be comfortable.”
 
   “Won’t you be cold?” Celestine asked anxiously.
 
   “No, don’t you worry about me, you sit down and rest a while, Mathilda will be back soon and in time a warm fire will fill this darkness.” Anvin answered motioning her to come and sit down. Reluctantly Celestine walked over to the hearth and sat down on the warm fur, feeling instant relief in her bones, her stomach quite sick. Anvin found an old chair and brought it over to the hearth and sat down resting his chin in his palm, looking at Celestine thoughtfully.
 
   “Do you find disappointment in me?” she asked quietly massaging her shoulders.
 
   “No, oh no, I am wondering what is in that leather bag of yours?” Anvin asked curiously gazing down at the satchel.
 
   “Oh, I brought books with me,” Celestine smiled, bringing the satchel round and opening it, producing Marcus Aurelius and handing it up to Anvin. Anvin looked at the book before opening it and spending some time reading the contents within, humming. As Anvin read curiously, Mathilda re-entered with a stack of wood in her arms. Quickly she reached the hearth and threw them down before looking to Anvin expectantly. With a flick of his hand and barely a raising of his eye Anvin set the wood to fire, causing Celestine’s body to instantly heat up making her very tired. Mathilda threw off her own fur cloak and set it down beside Celestine yawning loudly.
 
   “You two close your eyes, I will keep watch,” soothed Anvin. “I have much to occupy my time,” he smiled. Celestine watched in envy as Mathilda stretched out and fell straight into a deep sleep. Quietly Celestine followed suite and lay down, her eyes on the fire. As much as she wanted to close her eyes and sleep, she couldn’t. Her body was exhausted, but her mind was in disarray, she wanted to cry but couldn’t, she wanted to hide away in a cave and never come out, but she couldn’t and most of all she just wanted to see her grandfather, she needed some explanations.
 
   “You will have plenty of time to grief and worry tomorrow, sleep.” Anvin ordered, laying the book down on his knees and looking down at the still form of Celestine.
 
   “It feels like betrayal when I have only lost my husband mere hours ago,” she whispered, a tear falling from her eye and soaking her ear.
 
   “It is no betrayal, the grief of his passing will forever be engraved within your heart and memory, but you have a hard and trying journey ahead and you need rest,” Anvin explained gently, watching her body shiver with dismay and pain.
 
   “I have no strength for a journey,” cried Celestine. “I have no power with which to rid this world and the universe of my brother, everyone will lose hope in me eventually.”
 
   “I will help you to gain strength, you will find it soon enough, it often comes to us in times of need, when we can no longer see beyond the present,” said Anvin taking pity on the young woman.
 
   “How?”
 
   “I will show you how to harness your powers, how to control them,” Anvin explained. “Mathilda and Morad can teach you how to gain physical power, Aabe can lecture you on the ways of the North and South and Evalean, and she will teach you to be kind and merciful.”
 
   “But I must get to Calhuni,” whispered Celestine, watching the flames dance about.
 
   “In time,” Anvin began, “you will find Calhuni when the time is right.”
 
   “Do you know how to get there?” Celestine asked hopefully.
 
   “Nobody knows where the garden of Calhuni is, only the heir to the throne,” answered Anvin seriously.
 
   “But I don’t know how to get there?” Celestine complained anxiously.
 
   “Calhuni will show itself to you when it is time,” answered Anvin firmly, “for now, sleep.”
 
   Celestine spent some time thinking about the present and the future, and found herself stroking her jewel finding comfort in it. In time the hall fell quiet as both Mathilda and Celestine fell to sleep, leaving Anvin to read the book given to him by Celestine. Only the crackling of the fire and the gusts of wind filled the forgotten fort.
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   The arrival of Evalean awoke Celestine from her sleep just as the sun rose, its rays warming the fort. Mathilda and Anvin were across the hall talking with one another, stopping upon Evalean’s entrance.
 
   “What took you so long?” Mathilda said getting up and walking to her friend hugging her tightly.
 
   “I have some news for you,” Evalean smiled, curtseying before Anvin and nodding over at Celestine.
 
   “What tidings do you bear?” Anvin asked folding his long hands in his lap.
 
   “A great dragon descended upon the island my lord, setting fire to the invaders ships,” Evalean announced calmly. Celestine got up from the fur cloak and yawned, her ears alert.
 
   “Galean,” Anvin murmured looking to Celestine with curious eyes. Upon hearing his name Celestine stood still, off course it made sense, she had seen Galean in her dream, she had met his dragon and Aurora.
 
   “Morad has sent me to tell you that the island is secure and that I am to bring you back to Calnuthe to meet with Galean,” Evalean explained bending down to re tie her boot.
 
   “And so we shall go at once,” Anvin replied gaily, he had a strange fondness for the eldest of Ballour’s sons and it had been many years since they had last met. As Anvin prepared to leave, Celestine watched Evalean and Mathilda, bent over in discussion and moved towards them slowly, eavesdropping.
 
   “You should see him Mathilda! He is even more handsome than before!” Evalean gushed, her cheeks a light shade of red.
 
   “I am certain he must be,” Mathilda replied lightly.
 
   “Do you think he will remember you?” Evalean asked Mathilda seriously.
 
   “We were all best friends, off course he will silly,” Mathilda laughed running her fingers through her thick, boyish haircut.
 
   “His wife died a few years ago,” Evalean began. “Morad said that he is to marry soon at the festival of life.”
 
   “Yes I heard the rumours a while back, if it is true then I wish him all the happiness in the world,” Mathilda smiled turning to Celestine and frowning slightly.
 
   “Good morning,” Evalean said happily. Evalean became wordless as she gazed at the tall and beautiful Celestine. The previous night’s darkness had shielded Celestine from the group, but as the sun rose, Evalean realised with awe just how incredibly beautiful she really was, her wild auburn hair plaited down her back, her beautiful golden eyes bright and her tall, petite frame gently draped in leather armour.
 
   “Morning,” Celestine replied awkwardly. “I was wondering if it would be possible to go back to the beach?”
 
   Mathilda and Evalean looked at each other as though they were debating the question telepathically.
 
   “We must return to Calnuthe, but upon returning I will bring you back myself,” Mathilda answered gracefully, “now come, we must be off time is of the essence.”
 
    On their return to Calnuthe, Celestine stayed at the back of the group quietly. Mathilda, Anvin and Evalean talked the whole way back, oblivious to Celestine’s fear of meeting Galean. Celestine took in the landscape for the first time as they passed the villages and towns alive with people, some swarming Anvin and asking for his blessing. The Dunaman people lived in round houses, ranging from small on the outskirts to larger houses within the centre. As they made their way through one such village Anvin held back and joined Celestine.
 
   “Each hamlet has a chieftain, voted for by the people and he lives in the largest of the houses with his family,” Anvin explained carefully watching Celestine’s eyes roam around. “We have three levels of society on the island, those who serve as soldiers, then the craftsmen and finally the farmers.”
 
   “And what about priests?” Celestine asked, smiling down at a small girl who was running after her laughing and barefoot.
 
   “Calnuthe is the centre for those who wish to learn the art of magic and also those who wish to practise the law,” Anvin answered. “Not many of my people are gifted with magic, but those who are come to Calnuthe as children under the tutorage of the elder priests.”
 
   “And what of their families?” Celestine asked Anvin, who was holding out his hand to a woman who kissed his knuckles reverently.
 
   “If they wish to marry then they are welcome to stay in Calnuthe as their offspring are usually born with the same hereditary gifts.”
 
   “And what of social division?” Celestine mused. Back on earth social division was evident throughout history, and she wondered whether the Dunaman tribe ever revolted against one another.
 
   “We try to exert equality among the tribe, we praise all levels of society and their contribution, those possessed of magic do not bring food to the table and those who do bring food to the table often need the help of healers when epidemics and diseases spread,” Anvin lectured proudly, “but I would be lying if I said that our people were not sometimes pushed into feeling frustrated, that is why we have a spokesperson for each hamlet. Our lawmakers go out and serve the people, they give them a space in which to raise their concerns and the grand council debates the issues looking for resolution.”
 
   “Were I come from we only have one form of resolution,” Celestine sighed heavily. “War.”
 
   “My people have never waged war upon another civilisation, we believe in other forms of resolution, the sword is not the answer for everything,” Anvin replied fiercely. “We do not take the killing of one’s life lightly; we are a tribe that believes in protecting not just the beings of our world but all that dwells within it, we want to see it flourish and conquer evil not just through the use of violence.”
 
   “But you will agree that there are those even within your own tribe that may think differently?” Celestine quizzed softly as they rode over the rolling hills of Drothal, the grass a beautiful organic green. In the distance, women and children were working the fields, singing loudly reminding Celestine of Keswick during the harvest.
 
   “When a parent brings a child into the world, we have so many hopes and dreams about who they will become and what will become of their lives,” Anvin began gazing out across the beautiful countryside, “we use our own knowledge and life experience to help mould theirs, to prevent them from danger and to encourage them to become better than ourselves, but,” he frowned looking back at Celestine, “we forget, they are born with their own characters and natures. We spend our life trying to mould our children into ambassadors for the future, but for many parents it is a wasted cause. We are all given free will, and that means in many cases that our children turn against us.”
 
   “I used to babysit a little boy called Charlie, his parents worked in the mines and I looked after him during the day,” Celestine smiled at the memory. “He was such a kind boy until he hit his teenage years and his nature changed. He became unbearable for his parents even turning away from his education,” Celestine sighed her eyes on the young children in the fields gathering crops. “I didn’t understand why he had become so hell bent on walking down a path of destruction, he made it his mission to cause harm wherever he went and the town’s people blamed the parents, but I knew it was not their fault.”
 
   “I have had to turn away many people from my tribe because of their morals and ethics,” Anvin replied steadily. “We only use violence when it is absolutely necessary, our children are taught to resolve their problems not by violent means but through talking and understanding one another.”
 
   “It sounds rather perfect,” Celestine smiled.
 
   “On the outside yes,” Anvin sighed, “but I have sat beside men that have wished me dead and my family. I have foiled many attempts on my life and I have faced the anger of my people when disease and suffering have brought them to their knees.”
 
   “You say that you wield magic and have healing powers, how is it that disease is allowed to spread throughout your lands?” Celestine quizzed moving her hips about relieving them from tension.
 
   “Magic has its limits, it can be your friend and your enemy,” Anvin replied blandly.
 
   “What do you mean?” Celestine responded curiously a conversation with Jophiel arising within her memory.
 
   “When an angel kills another angel, they pay for it dearly,” Anvin began, “it pays to use magic, we do not have the powers that you possess, we are not angels, we are just beings.”
 
   “What would happen if you eradicated a disease?” Celestine asked seriously, watching Mathilda and Evalean chase one another playfully.
 
   “There are consequences to everything that we do,” Anvin frowned. “If I were to rid the people of an epidemic, a stronger epidemic would take its place, and my powers only stretch so far as do the healers. Sometimes as perverse as this may sound, epidemics have reason. If I were to constantly heal everybody of their wounds and diseases, their immune systems wouldn’t cope any longer. The body is as powerful as the mind and we who wield magic must respect that. I have to ask myself many times, what is the best course of action?”
 
   “So what do you use your magic for?” Celestine asked batting away strands of her auburn hair.
 
   “To heal exceptional cases and to keep an eye on our allies and foes,” replied Anvin evenly, “some have the gift of foresight, some the gift of healing and others gifts of a rarer nature, but our job as elders is to help those who possess some form of magic to control their power.”
 
   “So as to not manipulate it?” Celestine asked quietly.
 
   “Yes as I have already said magic can be your friend and your foe.”
 
   “When I first felt power within me, it was like a wave of adrenaline, almost intoxicating,” Celestine said quietly. “I expect you can become quite addicted to it, which worries me as I have seen how magic can ruin lives. I am afraid that I will become emerged in it.”
 
   “That is why you are here,” Anvin smiled. “I will teach you not only to harness your powers for good but to control them so that you are in control of them and not the other way around.”
 
   “Have you ever felt controlled by your powers?” Celestine quizzed following Mathilda and Evalean into a forest.
 
   “Yes, when I was a young man I went through a period of testing, every student of magic must face a time of testing, you will,” he nodded at her, “when you are ready. I was sent to the kingdom of Taer for a year by myself and spent a great deal of time trying to control myself and the urges that I felt.”
 
   “Did you ever overstep the boundaries?”
 
   “Once,” Anvin replied darkly. “The Queen lay dying during child birth,” he looked ahead to the boisterous Mathilda before looking back at Celestine. “She asked me to save the life of her unborn daughter Mathilda at whatever cost. I naively agreed, knowing that to save one life meant the death of another.”
 
   “Did the mother die?” Celestine whispered.
 
   “She lived for a while, until she was murdered,” Anvin replied quietly flashes of the dead queen filling his mind.
 
   “But that was not your fault surely, magic is there to help,” Celestine protested.
 
   “In essence yes, but there is a rule, to bring back a life another must be taken; I did not consider this, I was too arrogant and I was trying to impress the Queen,” Anvin stated shamefully. “And because of my arrogance and ignorance I cost Mathilda her mother and Taer their Queen.”
 
   “What did you do next?” Celestine asked the downcast priest, his eyes lowered.
 
   “I took the baby to your father and he ordered his men to take the child here, to my father,” Anvin replied watching Mathilda throw sticks in the air trying to touch the highest branch of a tall Neda tree. “I went to the North to stay with Ballour, ashamed to go home, until my own father passed away and I had to come back to Summe as I was his only heir.”
 
   “Does Mathilda know?” Celestine asked the priest.
 
   “Yes, and she has forgiven me,” Anvin smiled weakly, “although I am not sure I have forgiven myself. This I do know,” he began, “when I came home I vowed that I would help every barer of magic to control their powers, I vowed that I would teach them and guide them so that would not make the same mistakes that I did.”
 
   “Has it worked?”
 
   “For the most part yes, off course there have been those who have found issue with my morals and ethics. Those who cannot live within the tribe leave Summe and head for the mainland not content with the peace and stability that we endeavour to keep here,” Anvin answered weakly.
 
   “That unfortunately is the reality of life,” uttered Celestine softly.
 
   “It is indeed,” Anvin sighed raising his eyes to her, “it would please me if you and I could talk of your world a little in the evenings,” Anvin stopped his horse and turned to Celestine. “I read your book during the night, I would like to know more about the romans if you care to share?”
 
   “I am no academic in history but I know enough to give you a general picture of the roman civilisation,” Celestine replied patting her horses black mane whilst looking into the kind and wise face of Anvin, she felt a kinship with the priest.
 
   “That will be enough for me, knowledge is more powerful than the sword, always remember that if you are to rule,” Anvin replied, “now let us catch up with rebels or they will beat us home.”
 
   With her confidence boosted, Eveline kicked her horse into a gallop, her bag and sword bouncing at her side. The sight of the city Calnuthe looked very different in the light, the large round house stood taller on the hill and the defensive wall was heavily populated with soldiers keeping watch. At the arrival of Anvin, four soldiers baring horns rang out announcing his return, the entrance gates opening to allow them inside the city. A flag baring two flowers flew over the entrance as the group entered. A heavily populated audience awaited Anvin and shouted for him as he made his way up the city towards his palace. Many of the citizens looked on at Celestine with curiosity and intrigue, many pointing at her golden eyes.
 
   “Queen Celestine of Calhuni,” Anvin announced loudly causing the entire crowd to immediately bow before Celestine who blushed crimson, her eyes lowered to the ground. Shouts of cheers rang in the air as the Dunaman people called out to Celestine stretching out their hands to touch her. Celestine began to feel slightly overwhelmed with all of the attention causing her to feel intensely anxious, making her body to feel faint. Finally, winding their way through the heavy crowds, the steps to the palace came into view and the soldiers came down to meet with their horses, Mathilda, Evalean and Anvin getting down. As the crowd began to engulf the priest and the group, Celestine looked up over their heads, her eyes ascending the steps, meeting Galean’s gaze. Immediately, without notice, Celestine fainted, falling into the crowd of over excited citizens. Lying face down in the mud, Celestine’s body was trampled on as she lay unconscious. Suddenly a loud voice shot over the crowd demanding that they retreat instantly. Quickly the people of Calnuthe retreated, suddenly realising that Celestine’s lifeless body lay in the dirt, bloodied and soiled.
 
   “Oh my God!” cried Mathilda running over to Celestine and falling down on her knees turning her over, her face bloodied and covered in mud, her nose broken. Anvin ran to Celestine’s side and helped Mathilda lift her up into their arms. Evalean watched as Galean descended the steps swiftly.
 
   “Eveline!” he cried looking down into her blood stained face, her nose broken and disfigured and her eyes swollen. “I will take her,” he commanded not looking at the priest or Mathilda, but taking Eveline from them and bringing her into his arms, turning and ascending the steps back up to the palace, her lifeless form causing the crowds to become silent and still a few cries ringing out. Anvin, Mathilda and Evalean followed Galean who was now being flanked by Morad and Aabe disappearing into the round house. As Galean hurried to the fire in the centre of the round house, Aabe called to the maids for warm water and cloths to be brought immediately along with salt.
 
   “Is she breathing?” Anvin cried looking down at the unrecognisable figure of Celestine who he had just been talking to a few moments ago. Galean pressed his ear to Celestine’s heart and closed his eyes.
 
   “Yes,” he replied firmly.
 
   “Aabe you must attend to her wounds,” Anvin ordered, his guardsmen arriving on the scene taking his cloak from him.
 
   “Evalean can you go and fetch one of the wooden beds for guests and bring it here?” Aabe turned to his friend and asked quickly, rolling up his sleeves.
 
   “Off course,” Evalean replied turning on her feet and leaving the group, Mathilda following. Aabe knelt down beside Celestine and carefully wiped away the mud from her face, clearing her nose and mouth.
 
   “Turn her on her side, it will help her to breathe,” he instructed firmly sitting back to allow Galean to roll her onto her side, her long hair falling about her, much of it stuck in mud.
 
   “What happened?” Morad asked, standing back and watching on with anxiety.
 
   “The crowd became over excited when I announced who she was,” Anvin replied shamefully, pacing to and fro in front of the fire.
 
   “That probably was not the best of ideas father,” Aabe retorted, the maid setting down a bowl of water and handing him cloth.
 
   “I can see that now in hindsight,” the priest apologised. Galean held on to Celestine’s lifeless hand as Aabe began to clean her.
 
   “She will need to be undressed so that I can attend her wounds,” Aabe ordered looking up at the men who were now looking at one another in awkward silence.
 
   “I will do that,” announced Mathilda coming towards them with a wooden bed, “I will take this to the guest room, if you will kindly follow me.”
 
   Galean, Morad and Aabe lifted Celestine between them and followed Mathilda and Evalean across the hall into a small room. Anvin stayed behind to meet with the elders before heading to the emergency summoning. Gently the men lay Celestine upon the bed, her hands falling to the ground. Mathilda and Evalean shooed them out of the room before undressing her gently and putting on a linen nightdress and washing her down carefully.
 
   “You may come in now Aabe,” Evalean instructed, her hair rolled up and her sleeves, ready to assist him. Mathilda exited as Aabe entered, sighing as the door closed behind them. Turning to Morad and Galean she smiled weakly.
 
   “My old friend, at last we meet again,” she said walking to Galean and wrapping him in a friendly hug before letting him go, looking up into his pale and forlorn face. “What is it?” Mathilda asked seriously.
 
   “She will be alright?” Galean asked her quietly. Mathilda looked at him curiously.
 
   “Why did you call her Eveline?” she enquired seriously her hands on her hips. Morad stood beside Mathilda and joined her in her curiosity.
 
   “That was her name back on earth,” he explained quietly looking over their shoulders at the door wishing he could be inside with her.
 
   “You know her?” Morad asked bluntly, looking at his friend with suspicion.
 
   “I was one of her guardians,” Galean explained flatly. “Before I left and returned home.”
 
   “You seem to care for her greatly,” mused Mathilda, her brown eyes large and knowing.
 
   “She was married to my best friend,” Galean replied flatly a frown appearing on his brow, “did she arrive with anyone when you found her?” he asked darkly.
 
   “Yes,” Morad replied solemnly, “her husband, he died.”
 
   “How,” cried Galean stepping back in shock.
 
   “A dagger to his back,” Mathilda answered gently watching Galean’s face drop in sheer astonishment.
 
   “Where is he?” he asked quietly.
 
   “We left him on the beach there was no time,” Morad explained to his friend alarmed at his reaction.
 
   “We must retrieve his body for Eveline,” commanded Galean, “will you bring me there?”
 
   Mathilda and Morad looked at one another seriously before turning back to Galean.
 
   “I will bring you,” Morad replied, slapping his friends arm softly, “come your friend is in safe hands.” With that Mathilda watched as Morad guided Galean away, turning back to take one last glance at Mathilda warming her with a smile whilst two maids ran by them haphazardly.
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
   *
 
    
 
   “Where is Nuyay?” Morad asked, riding on Galean’s left hand side, the ancient trees sweeping by him. Galean whose thoughts were elsewhere kept his eyes forward.
 
   “He has returned to the mountains,” he replied firmly, the beach coming into view. For the rest of the journey the warriors kept quiet until they reached the camp site from the previous night. Jumping down from his stallion and taking the reins in his hand, Morad scanned the ground, the body was gone.
 
   “He’s gone,” he remarked darkly. “I lay him down right here,” he motioned to the sand beneath him and looked over to Galean who was sighing abruptly.
 
   “Would anyone have found him and maybe brought him back with them?” Galean asked impatiently.
 
   “I doubt it, nobody ever comes here,” replied Morad quietly, tracing the sand with his fingers and looking around. “There is no evidence of any movement,” he observed. “If people had found him here, then they would have left behind traces of their footprints.”
 
   “True,” Galean nodded looking up from the sand and across the sea to the coast land, impossible he thought, why would anyone abduct his dead body, nobody knew him, what use was he to anyone dead?
 
   “Maybe the sea washed him out?” Morad conjured helpfully, his brown hair falling down upon his chest. Galean stood up with his hands on his hips and pondered the idea, it was the only viable explanation.
 
   “We will tell Eveline that he has been buried,” Galean murmured his eyes cast out at the grey sea, a flock of beautiful sea beaked birds flying by, their striking marks of blue catching in the sun. 
 
   “Is that wise?” Morad counselled morbidly, “lying to Celestine?”
 
   “It makes no difference, at least if she thinks he has been buried she will be able to leave the island with us, her conscience intact,” replied Galean thoughtfully, he would not for the world have her so heavily burdened before her real journey began, Theodores death was a burden in itself, not knowing where his body had gone would only haunt her.
 
   “If you say so,” Morad said swiftly turning and bringing the reins of his horse back up over its head before jumping on its back.
 
   “Where are you going?” Galean asked in surprise. Morad looked down at Galean in confusion. “We need to create a burial site, no doubt she will want to visit before we leave.”
 
   “Ah right,” Morad answered stupidly getting down once more.
 
    
 
    
 
   *
 
    
 
   Celestine opened her eyes and bite back at the pain, they would only open a few millimetres, the light of the nearby candle causing her pain, her eyelids closing immediately. All at once a great soaring wave of pain hit her all over, especially her face which felt like a blown up balloon ready to pop at any given moment. Trying to make a noise but only creating a whimper, Celestine raised a hand dumbly looking for contact.
 
   “Eveline,” his voice whispered, causing Celestine to lower her hand by her side, trying to turn her head away from him. Against her will he took her bruised hand into his gently, settling his other hand on top, bending over her face to see if she could see him. Eveline tried to withdraw her hand but he kept it safe within his warm grasp.
 
   “Go,” she cried painfully the uttering of one simple word leaving her weak, her swollen eyes moving as her mouth opened. To her right she could hear a door open and people enter.
 
   “She is awake,” came Anvin’s voice the rustling of his robes crossing the stone floor.
 
   “She is in pain,” Galean groaned looking up from Celestine to the priest.
 
   “No need to worry I will ease her pain,” Anvin smiled placing a hand on her forehead tenderly, causing her to shiver in turn. Celestine listened as he murmured words, feeling the surge of pain wash away instantly, her body relaxing and warming. Galean looked on anxiously, her hand still clasped in his gently, not wanting to let go. Mathilda and Evalean looked on in silence wondering at Galean’s affection for Celestine.
 
   “How long before she recovers?” Galean asked Anvin looking into his face, his concerned eyes large and tired.
 
   “It will take her a few weeks at least to gain her full strength once more,” Anvin sighed, “which is very unfortunate as we do not have time on our side if she is to come with us to Tavan.”
 
   “My father sent me word that we should make for my betrotheds home; it is in the North by the sea, Eveline will find comfort in their kindness,” Galean explained, Matilda and Evalean exchanging confused looks.
 
   “Why I wonder does he wish us to make for the North?” pondered Anvin quietly lifting his hand away from Celestine’s forehead.
 
   “So that I may marry Murtha quickly, he believes Beon is readying his army for an assault within the year,” Galean answered seriously blocking out the emotions that arose when thinking about his imminent marriage to the young and fair Murtha. Anvin looked to the burdened Galean his eyes falling to his hands, wrapped around Celestine’s.
 
   “You wish to marry this woman?” he asked quietly standing up.
 
   “It is my duty to honour my father,” Galean replied blandly, knowing full well that Mathilda and Evalean were eavesdropping.
 
   “That is no reason to marry,” sighed Anvin, “especially when fate dictates that you should be bound to another.” Galean looked up at Anvin in surprise, who turned to leave Galean alone with Celestine.
 
   “Mathilda, Evalean come let us leave Galean alone for a while,” Anvin ordered coldly walking past the women who bowed in his presence. Turning they followed Anvin into the great hall where Morad and Aabe were sitting talking in depth. The dining table had been laden with meat and vegetables.
 
   “Come let us eat,” Anvin announced to the elders and young companions. Mathilda, Aabe, Evalean and Morad sat at the very end out of earshot from the intense conversation going on between Anvin and his councillors.
 
   “What do you think is going on between them?” Mathilda asked Aabe whilst biting into her mutton.
 
   “They are just old friends,” Aabe replied, feeling protective of Galean, “no doubt he feels burdened by her loss. Theodore was after all his best friend, he must feel a certain duty towards Celestine now that she is widowed.”
 
   “Maybe,” Mathilda hummed taking a sip of wine from her goblet.
 
   “How are we to get to Tavan?” Evalean asked Aabe, her long tresses now free and flowing around her, causing Aabe to take a deep breath for fear of his heart stopping.
 
   “Em…, the sea I suspect,” he groaned sensing Morad’s protective eyes on him and returning his gaze to his empty plate.
 
   “Do you think she will be well enough for a voyage?” Mathilda asked concerned, she took an instant liking to Celestine but was worried for her, she clearly was out of her depth and needed help to find a place for herself in this world.
 
   “I will give her something to put her to sleep for the voyage,” Aabe assured his friend.
 
   “She is even more vulnerable than she was last night,” sighed Mathilda. “I feel for her.”
 
   “We must help her,” Evalean pressed causing Aabe to smile, her kindness always steady and unchanging.
 
   “We must be her friend, she needs friends,” Morad interjected passionately.
 
   “I feel as though we were destined to meet her and help her,” Aabe said quietly picking up some bread and placing it on his plate.
 
   “I agree,” Mathilda motioned happily, setting down her goblet and looking at her friends.
 
   “But what about our quest to get your crown back?” Morad asked planting his fists on the table peacefully.
 
   “My crown does not come before her own, she is my Queen,” Mathilda began, “I will want her at my side when I enter Taer again.”
 
   “And you can guide her along the way,” Evalean said yawning softly into her hand.
 
   “I think it is time we retire, we set sail in two days and you and ships do not fit well together sister,” smiled Galean getting up from the table and holding out his arm for Evalean who took it gladly, leaving Mathilda and Aabe by themselves.
 
   “I will retire as well,” Mathilda yawned also getting up but bringing her goblet of wine with her.
 
   “I will check on Celestine before I head off to my quarters,” Aabe responded quietly waving Mathilda off before getting up and heading to the guest room.
 
    
 
   *
 
    
 
   Two days had passed and on the morning of their departure from Summe, Celestine pleaded to be shown Theodore’s burial despite not being able to talk very much or move, the pain still evident and her face blackened with bruises and cuts. Evalean and Mathilda helped her to dress into something warm for the voyage, winter was on its way. Celestine has specifically asked Anvin that Galean leave her be for a while, that she needed him to stay away from her giving the priest no specific reasons for such a slight. Galean had taken the order with as much politeness as possible, she did not need to be reminded of the past he thought as he sat on the steps outside the round house, cleaning his boots. The winter sun was rising and the inhabitants of Calnuthe were arising from their slumber as the High Priest and his companions readied themselves for the departure, leaving for the harbour in an hour after bringing Celestine to her husband’s grave.
 
   Four guardsmen carried Celestine out of the round house on a stretcher, Galean standing close by as she descended the steps, closing her eyes against the bright winter sun. Mathilda had covered Celestine in a bounty of fur cloaks to keep her warm as the guards placed her into a cart, Mathilda and Evalean sitting up beside her. Anvin, Morad, Aabe and Galean followed the cart as it made its departure through the city, causing the residents to stop in guilt as their Queen passed by them bruised and battered. The journey to the beach was quiet and morbid, the trees were losing their glorious leaves and the wind was cold. When they arrived at their destination the guard’s men once more carried Celestine on her stretcher to the makeshift grave that Morad and Galean had prepared. Setting her down lightly, Mathilda helped her up into a sitting position before leaving her to be alone with her husband returning to the departure party.
 
   For some time Celestine sat quietly, the sound of the stormy sea behind her and the harsh southerly wind biting at her wildly. With much energy and determination she crawled forward and placed a hand on the grave, closing her blackened eyes.
 
   “My love,” she whispered a tear dropping onto her swollen flesh. Galean stood away from the group and watched Celestine from afar, his fur cloak flying about him roughly, he was afraid that she would catch cold.
 
   “It is my fault you are buried here,” Celestine began, “you saved me. I am not like these people,” she admitted quietly. “I thought I could be like them but I am not, I am battered and beaten, they have already lost hope in me.” The wind caused the forest to sway as she let her forehead drop to the small grave. “I don’t know what I am meant to do,” she cried, “it is not at all what I had planned. And now you are gone from me, my dream was a vision,” she uttered weakly, “you knew you would die, I wasn’t worth all of this, I as much as killed you,” she wept. “I have done all of this, if only I had kept myself to myself in Keswick, none of this would have happened, and where is my grandfather? He has forsaken me as he forsook my mother,” she sighed heavily. “I wish I could go back, I wish I could have done everything differently, but I can’t, I’m stuck now in a world I do not understand.” Celestine wiped away her tears carefully shuddering at the pain. “I am no warrior, no Queen, I am just me, Eveline stuck in a time and place that is as distant to me as the heavens. I do not know if I will ever be back here again, so I will say goodbye only once my love, my husband with whom I should have loved more constantly. I am sorry,” she cried, “sorry for all the pain and grief I put you through, I promise to always love and remember you with great fondness.” Bending forward again she kissed the grave before crawling back to her stretcher pathetically, draping the furs around her.
 
   Galean stood and watched Celestine struggle, his heart ruined with shame and grief, this is what he had done to her, never would he touch her or proclaim his love for her again, it was done, it was over. Galean would marry Murtha and let Celestine move forward without him.
 
   “Galean are you ready?” Anvin asked the young lord, his face etched with pain. Looking up at the priest Galean smiled weakly as the guards once more put Celestine into the cart.
 
   “Yes,” he replied softly before getting onto his horse and following the group, leaving the beach behind and leaving Theodore behind never to see him again.
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