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Chapter 1 

A new customer walked in the bookshop and I asked a cheerful « Bonjour, je peux 

vous aider? » My joy, unlike some shop assistant, was never faked. I loved working here, 

even after all those years. 

The man, looking in his twenties, walked straight to the counter. “Yes, I think you can, 

Miss Martin.” 

I froze. Not only this man, whom I’d never seen before, knew my name but he also 

knew I spoke English. I wasn’t sure which one surprised me the most. A third possibility was 

his confidence. He seemed younger than me, and was dressed in jeans and a t-shirt, yet he had 

sounded incredibly professional. 

“Hum… Miss Martin? Is there somewhere we can go to talk please?” 

“Oh, yes, of course, sorry. You surprised me. Give me a minute.” I walked in the back, 

where my colleague was sorting out recently received orders. 

« Anne, j’ai quelqu’un qui veut me parler, tu veux bien prendre ma place devant s’il te 

plait ? » 

« Oui, bien sûr ! » She smiled to the stranger as she walked out. 

“Please, this way.” We sat around the desk, eying each other until he started talking 

again. 

“I’m sorry I surprised you like that. I have something to ask you, a job offer if you 

will.” 

I raised an eyebrow “A job offer? In Britain? I know I studied there but, as much as I 

love the country, all my family is here and I love my job.” 

“I understand this, and I would understand if you said no, but I’d like you to hear me 

out first.” 

I nodded and he carried on. 

“I come here on behalf of the Special Investigation Bureau, an organization that works 

both with the Council and human governments…” 

I interrupted him “You mean you know what I am?” 

He glanced behind him at the open door before carrying on “Yes. Do you want us to 

finish this conversation later?” 

“No, don’t worry; everyone who works here is Shadow World. Not all the customers, 

though, but they can’t hear us. Please, carry on.” 

“What I am about to ask you might seem strange to you but, have you ever been 

around a werewolf who lost control?” 

“Who lost control in what sense?” 

He looked thoughtful for a moment. “Well, you see, we want to recruit a trained 

soldier, a werewolf, but he was recently in a war zone and, due to trauma, has lost control of 

his wolf. He isn’t physically a wolf but behaves like one, a very angry one at that. The army 

doctors keep him sedated thinking he’s having a manic episode due to the situation he was 

in.” 

“I see, sort of, but what has that got to do with me?” 

“We want you to help him regain control of his wolf so that we can offer him a job on 

one of our team. See it as a trial period for you as well. You get to meet us, learn about the job 

and see if it interests you. What do you think?” 

“Why do you want me? I’m French; a werewolf, which means not rare or special; why 

would a British organization want me to join them?” 

He smiled “Jim taught you well I see!” 

I cut him off “Jim? You mean…” He nodded “My psychic friend from University 

Jim? Ok, spill the beans!” 



He laughed “Jim is a member of the team I’m on, he actually advised us to come and 

ask you, said he hasn’t met one werewolf quite like you ever, seems to think you have 

something more than just a shape-shifting gift…” 

“Maybe it’s because I study shamanism?” I suggested “It helps me seeing the wolf as 

a part of me and not as another me, and certainly not as a curse.” 

He didn’t look convinced but still agreed “I guess so. So what do you think about our 

offer?” 

“I’m definitely intrigued, if only because Jim is part of it.” I took a deep breath. “Ok, 

I’m game. I’m not promising I’ll be what you need but I agree to try.” 


The cute stranger’s name was Harry, like Dresden, and he was a magician. Taller than 

me, light brown hair, green eyes, he looked like the kind of guy who had girls eyeing him yet 

he didn’t give an arrogant or self-confident vibe.  

He accompanied me when I went to talk to my employer, an old and kind Fae looking 

like a grand-father - in his human form that is. Mr Vincent was sorry to see me go but wished 

me all the best and assured me I would always be welcome in the library if I ever wanted. 

I hugged Anne, my co-worker and friend, and went home to pack and call my parents 

to let them know I would be away for a while. Mum made me promise I would call as soon as 

I knew how long I’d be there and warned me that she would come to visit if I decided to stay 

for good. I did’t mind, I love my parents. 

Then, we made our way to the airport with Harry’s rented car. 

“Harry, there something I probably should mention…” 

He looked at me with a serious bordering on worried look on his face “What is it?” 

“I hate flying…” 

He smiled “You had me worried for a second, that’s ok, the flight’s only an hour or so 

and I’m here. I’ll keep your mind off the flying thing!” 

On the flight Harry told me a bit about himself. He was from Germany and had been 

with the team for a year, since when it had been created. His parents were both magicians and 

he had an older sister. Oh, and he was gay. We also talked about books, both loving the urban 

fantasy genre. By the time we landed in London, though, my arms were aching I was 

clenching my hands over the armrests so much... 

A car picked us up and took us to some big buildings surrounded by low walls. The 

entrance was guarded like that of a military base and Harry had to show his card and a paper 

to make sure we could both get in. By the time the car had parked and we had to go in the 

building, I was starting to get hungry and a hungry wolf is not a happy wolf... We left my 

bags in the car, Harry having said something about them being taken to some 

accommodations.  


He was used to hiding what he was. He had done it all his life. At least in the military 

he could use it. “It” was his wolf. He was a werewolf and fighting, even killing if necessary, 

was normal to him.  

He saw the guys from his unit as the closest he could get to a “pack” so, when they 

were ambushed and he heard their screams of pain, he saw red and lost it. He didn’t change 

shape but he didn’t control anything anymore, the wolf did.  

He killed all the enemies and was found being the last standing, yet heavily wounded. 

The wolf’s anger had kept him standing as long as needed. The other soldiers were heavily 

wounded or dead and many injured didn’t make it. 

It had been two weeks since he had been brought back and the only way the doctors 

found to keep him from trying to rip apart everything and everyone was to keep him heavily 



sedated. They didn’t know better, they thought his violence was due to the trauma of loosing 

so many of his men without being able to save them. It was, of course, but there was also the 

wolf’s need for revenge. And blood.  



Chapter 2 

When we walked in the main hall I temporarily forgot about my hunger though: the 

place was huge. High ceiling and wide waiting area gave that impression I suppose. Across 

the hall was a big welcome desk and there was a corridor on the left side, with panelling just 

like in hospitals with the floors and what could be found there. The cafeteria was mentioned 

on it as being on the same floor, at the end of the corridor. There were also two lifts. 

Harry must have guessed I was starving because he suggested we stopped at the 

cafeteria to get some breakfast before going to see the people I was here to meet. Or maybe he 

was just as hungry as I was, I realised, when I saw the big “English breakfast” plate he made 

himself. I got myself one too, minus the bacon. I am a vegetarian wolf. Strange I know but 

I’ve always been very respectuous of life… A nice cup of tea completed the meal.  

Once we had both wolfed down our plates – not literally, I know how to behave in 

public – we made our way to the offices. 

 

The office we were going to was on the third floor. Harry stayed quiet, and 

concentrated it seemed, until we were out of the lift. He then explained to me what was going 

to happen. 

“We are going to meet Jon Osbourne; he’s the head agent for the paranormal section. 

We call it “Special Investigations Team”. You’ll meet them afterwards too. Don’t worry; 

they’re all nutcases but nice ones.” 

“That’s reassuring, I suppose!” 

Harry stopped and knocked on the door on the left. We heard a “Come in” and he 

opened the door, walking in first. I heard a voice say “Ah, Harry, how did your trip go?” 

“It went well, thank you, Sir. Marie is here with me.” And he stepped aside so I could 

come in. 

I walked in the office, which looked like any office: a desk with a computer, book 

shelves on a wall, a filing cabinet, and two chairs on one side of the desk. A man was standing 

behind it, welcoming me. He looked in his forties; black hair cut short, green eyes and a warm 

smile. 

“Welcome! Please, sit down. I am sorry Harry had to reach you at such an early time 

but it couldn’t wait. Harry, please close the door.” 

I made my way to the furthest chair on that side of the desk and Harry sat next to me 

after having closed the door. Mr Osbourne had sat back down too. 

“Has Harry told you what’s our purpose?” 

“Vaguely. He said something about an investigation team that deals with paranormal.” 

“Yes, that’s very vague indeed but he couldn’t tell you anymore. I, however, can and 

will. One of this team’s purposes is to protect both the Shadow and the human worlds from an 

organisation that recruits paranormal for terrorist works and scientific experiments. We want 

to recruit you because it seems you would be more the kind of person to help others than to 

need help. Also, your abilities would be very helpful for the team.” 

“What sort of work does the team do?” 

“I can’t tell you much more about it until you join but I’m sure you have seen films or 

read books about the secret services?” 



Harry added: “I guess we can say we do a similar job to the police: investigations, 

saving people, that kind of things, but it has to be secret because it deals with the 

paranormal.”  

I looked from him back to Mr Osbourne, who was nodding. 

“I guess I see what you mean... It does sound interesting... Are you sure I can do it 

though?” Yes, I am full of self-confidence, as you can see... 

“We have watched you for quite a while now and we are pretty certain you can, 

answered my soon-to-be head of team, but you will be trained like the whole team has been 

and still is.” 

“Don’t worry,” Harry told me, “it’s hard for all of us but we are a team and help each 

other out. Also the support and training we have here is great!” 

I agreed to join the team and that’s when my fate was sealed. I got to sign a contract –

yes, with pay and that kind of details. I didn’t read through it yet though, I couldn’t think I 

was exited so much. And then we went to a meeting room and I got to meet the rest of the 

team. 

When I walked in I saw a girl sitting on a table, petting a purring orange tabby, and a 

blond guy dressed in a rather gothic way on a chair near her. The girl looked Mediterranean 

and was dressed in rather fashionable and tight fitting clothes. 

I didn’t get a chance at much more since the blond guy launched himself at me and 

pick me up. 

“Dear god, you haven’t grown up an inch! Do they feed you there?” 

I laughed and hugged him when he put me down. “I’m happy to see you too! Thanks 

for getting me involved in this, it sounds interesting.” 

Our head of team got between the tables –set in a U shape – and went to pet the cat. 

“Katy, I’d like you to meet our new recruit, Marie.” 

The girl smiled in a kind way “Welcome on board! It’s nice to see another girl here! 

Not that the boys are not kind or anything but, you know, it’s not the same.” 

I smiled to Katy “Thanks! I totally see what you mean. Where are you from? I can’t 

quite replace your accent!” 

“Oh, I’m from Spain, from the south. And you are from France we got told?” 

“Yes, the south as well!” 

Before we could launch ourselves into a girly conversation we were interrupted by Mr 

Osbourne. He wanted to explain to me more about this branch of the Secret services. 

“As you can imagine, the whole branch is composed of more than just you five. To 

maintain a high level of secrecy, however, you might never meet the others. They are based in 

different countries. We recruited you both to protect you from the organisation I mentioned 

earlier and because we believe you can help us, as Jim suggested. It’s a similar story for the 

others but I let them tell you themselves in their own time.” He turned to the others “For the 

time being, may I suggest you show Marie around? Training will resume tomorrow.” 

We made our way back downstairs and out of the building by a back door. We found 

ourselves in a large courtyard across which was a smaller modern building. We entered a nice 

atrium, with big windows and a few plants. Across from the door was a wide staircase and on 

the right of it was a lift with a panel indicating it was in priority for disabled people. The team 

took me to a wooden door on the left of the entrance hall: it was a library with some 

computers and wifi access. Two walls were covered in bookshelves. Harry informed me that I 

could find anything from classic literature from across the world to modern science-fiction 

and fantastic novels. 

“Including romance!” added Katy. It looked like we were going to get on. 

Before reaching the stairs they told me the room across from the library was the 

laundry-room. Always useful to know where it is. On the left of the stairs was a wall of 



mailboxes as well as a cupboard with an extensive first aid kit. There were fire extinguishers 

on each floor between the staircase and lift doors. 

We had the whole second floor allocated to us, the first being kept for visiting agents. 

The staircase leaded to two doors opening on a corridor. The first room on the right was a 

kitchen and dining area. Across it was the lounge, complete with comfortable couch and TV 

with DVD player and cable. The other rooms where bedrooms. There were six of them, the 

first four being occupied by us. Mine was the second on the right after the kitchen.  

It looked just like a University room, except for the bed: a double bed, a desk, a 

wardrobe –bigger than my university one which was nice- and a window overlooking a patch 

of grass that looked like it could be used for sports or physical training. I’m not a huge fan of 

sports myself. The room was completed by an en suite bathroom with toilets, shower, a sink 

and a small cupboard. This room was bigger than the one at uni too. 

The guys left me to put my clothes away. When I was done I met them back in the 

lounge where they were trying to watch some TV. I say trying because they were arguing on 

which channel to put and so were flicking from one to another constantly. My arrival solved 

the problem though since we decided to go to see the work area before going back to the 

cafeteria for lunch.  



Chapter 3 

We went back to the main building, dropped by the welcome desk to pick up my 

official pass and we took the lift. Our pass allowed us to use the lift to go underground. There, 

Katy informed me, we would find the combat and weapon training rooms, the “magic using” 

research room and a computer room “with all sorts of gadgets and screens and stuff like that!” 

 “You seem really excited about that room, why?” I questioned her 

“Yes, I love computers and electronics. I still mix up the words between Spanish and 

English at times, but I still do a good job I think.” Harry nodded in agreement.  

She carried on “Underground -1 is what we call the hospital wing. Professor Falconer 

is the head of the research team and the main doctor. They study the creatures’ metabolisms 

and diseases. We get the tranquilizers from there too, made especially for the team.” By then 

we had reached our destination: underground -2. The lift had opened on to a long corridor, 

which we were now walking up. 

“So, what do you each do in the team then? I asked. 

Katy was the first to answer. She seemed really out going and friendly. “As I said 

before, I’m part of the IT team with Jim. We do all the tracking, hacking etc. needed for our 

missions.” Jim nodded in agreement and Katy went on “I am also a lynx shape-shifter so I am 

the team’s tracker when following is needed. Not in lynx form obviously though!” she added 

laughing. 

Harry followed: “I am the magic specialist, as you can guess, for both defensive and 

aggressive forms. I also do some research for the team, mostly book based, in the huge 

collection of information on paranormal we have. We stock there so many books. We’ll show 

you in a minute. This is where you come in, as a librarian; we thought you’d enjoy helping me 

with the recording task of what’s where and about what, and do the missions’ researches too. 

What do you think?” 

“It sounds awesome! I love books and learning.” 

Jim added “Yes, she definitely does, at uni she was more often than not lost in a book. 

I often ended up having to talk to her mind to get her to pay attention!” 

Katy looked at us surprised “You know, when Jim talked about you, I half thought you 

were invented. I mean, Jim isn’t what can be seen as social…” 



I laughed “I guess I have a gift, I tame cats and dogs easily and it was the same with 

him!” 

He stuck his tongue out at me then added “Not everyone is like you, Katy, some of us 

like to have privacy.” 

Apparently this was an ongoing discussion amongst them but Katy chose to change 

the topic, bringing us back to the current topic: “Let’s start our workplace tour here. This is 

“the” storage. Not any kind of storage but the “books and artefacts” storage, the place Harry 

mentioned before. This is where Harry, along with you now, spends long hours trying to make 

sense of this collection.” 

The room was indeed full of shelves with books and various boxes. Some had tags on 

them, with the mentions of “what, when, where, what for”, but what looked like most of them 

didn’t. Hours of fun in perspective it seemed. 

We then moved to the door across the corridor. This time it was a rather empty room, 

with some desks and chairs on one side. It was the “magic research room” apparently, where 

Harry and I would research new spells or learn to use artefacts. I wasn’t sure I was looking 

forward to being his assistant... 

Coming back towards the lift, we could find the gym and physical combat training 

rooms and on the other side the armoury and the indoor range. “We are supposed to learn to 

shoot?” 

“It can be useful in human areas to have a gun. When people see it they tend to hide. 

And since our main goal is to keep the paranormal out of the public eye, we can’t really 

shape-shift or use magic in residential areas. Some of these guns are stun-guns too. We go in, 

stun the creature and bring it back to calm it down.” (Jim) 

“Let me guess, sometimes you interrogate it too, right?” 

“It can happen, if it seems they are under orders of a demon or wizard, but it can be 

just a troll who stumbled through a portal and needs to get home.” 

“Or a pissed-off elemental who trying to get the point across to humans that nature 

isn’t a plaything” added Katy. 

“We also get humans who believe they are on a God-given mission to rid the world of 

evil, evil being all the non-human creatures and magic users.” added sadly Harry. 

“Yes, I’ve heard of them. I’m lucky to be able to hide what I am and not be influenced 

by the full moon like most, that’s usually how they are found.” 

The next few days went in a haze. I had to learn all the code names, the procedures, 

how to shoot with a stun-gun. I knew I was bad at aiming but I discovered new lows. The rest 

of the team found it amusing though. I enjoyed very much the close combat trainings, 

surprisingly. 



Chapter 4 

Soon enough words came through of a new mission: a werewolf was on the loose. 

Well, as much as being very near to shape-shifting in a military hospital, just barely kept 

human by the tranquilizers and painkillers was being on the loose.  

And so, we were called in. Or rather, Harry and I were sent to “talk to him and 

convince him to come here, at least for medical exams”. How we managed to get the message 

across was up to us. We had briefly considered that I could go with Jim but vampires and 

werewolves are natural enemies in legends for a reason. 

Harry wove a protection around us before we left so that we wouldn’t be affected by 

the energies at work at the hospital or that anyone would see what we were. 



As soon as we entered the hospital I started to feel the wolf, even with Harry’s wards 

around me. He was angry, hurt, confused, scared all at once. I willed my wolf to stay still and 

unnoticed and took the angel instead. My wings, in energy form, spread out and anyone who 

could have seen past Harry’s protection would have seen me all lit up from inside. 

We got in the room and nearly fell backwards with the impact of the energy surge 

from the wolf. He knew what we were and was very angry.  I was supposed to calm him down 

but had no idea how to go about it here, surrounded by humans and unable to use magic. 

I tuned in to the angel and just found a way: I stood next to his bed, to which he had 

been attached, and put my hands over him, sending energy to him with the intend to calm. It 

took long enough but I got there. The wolf relaxed and the human was able to regain some 

control over it.  

His eyes, which were black a minute ago, turned to blue. He was rather handsome with 

his brown hair growing back and unshaven. I should also mention he was naked from the 

waist up so I had a perfect view of his muscular arms and his abs... Harry starting to speak 

brought me back to the matter at hand. 

“Lieutenant Nathan Jones? We are from the Secret Services, Special Investigation 

Team. We know what happened to you and we are here to help.”  

“You already have and I know you usually ask for something in return. What do you 

want?” 

“You’re direct” noted Harry “We would like you to be a part of the team.” 

“Get me out of here and I’ll consider it.” 

“We are here to take you back to our infirmary. There you will be seen by doctors who 

know what you are and who will take it into consideration. They won’t wonder why you heal 

faster than normal, unlike here...” 

It took just a couple of days for Nathan to heal fully and to become an active part of 

the team. But the feeling of discomfort due to my help at the hospital lingered between us. An 

alpha male doesn’t like being helped by a female, even more so if she isn’t his. 



Chapter 5 

I have been here a couple of weeks now and I feel at home. The team isn’t together 

just for work but all the time, so really it’s more like a family than just co-workers. We even 

plan our week end nights during the week, like students do at university. Friday nights we 

watch our favourite TV show, a suspense one of course and the only show we can all agree on 

watching. Saturday nights it’s cinema, pub, or a rented film at home. And yes, we call the 

base “home”.  

We have conversations until late at night in the lounge; cook together in the kitchen, as 

well as a group can cook when no one ever agrees on the meal and share a small kitchen. As I 

mentioned before I am vegetarian, whilst Katy and Nathan are both meat eater and Harry and 

Jim enjoy pretty much everything. Although we all agree that lettuce is either in sandwiches 

or for rabbits.  

Katy’s cat seems to like everything we make, so eating in the lounge in front of the TV 

can get interesting. Just like tonight: as we watched the news before our TV show we all took 

turn keeping him busy whilst the others eat. Agreed, some of us don’t usually bother with the 

“busy” and just growl at him loud enough to scare him off for...five seconds? Cats are really 

persistent when they want your food. 

The commentator “And now our next report about the strange massacre in 

Birmingham. A group of people have been discovered early this morning shot with what 

appears to be silver bullets. They were found by a neighbour, alerted by the barking and 



howling dog sitting in front of the door, which looked forced open. No one heard anything 

except the barking. The police will make a declaration later, when the investigation has 

advanced.” 

“No one heard anything? Shooting makes a noise. I doubt you can use a muffler (?) 

when shooting with silver bullets. And if they were a group there must have been fighting.” I 

exclaimed. By the look on their face, the rest of the team seemed to agree. I could feel 

Nathan’s fight to keep the anger from rising. Silver bullets only meant one thing: those who 

killed thought the victims were werewolves, and they probably were shifters at the least.  

This kind of news report was unfortunately on the rise. Once it had been about a child 

getting beaten up by his brethren for being “strange” and able to do “weird things”: he was a 

magic user. Many other times it was about “scare tactics”: a group goes in the victim’s house 

and tie them and their family to chairs and tell them all the horrible things they’ll do to them if 

they don’t leave the area. Once the family is scared enough, usually by the point they are all 

begging for their lives, the group goes away, leaving them tied up and with an open door. If 

the family is lucky, the neighbours find them, if they’re not, it’s a burglar. It was always 

families with ties to the Shadow World.  

Murders had happened before, every so often, done by the most extreme “anti-

monsters” groups, but it seemed they were on the rise. It was becoming harder to keep the real 

reason behind them, and the real nature of the victims, hidden from the main people. The 

Council of the Shadow World was starting to consider a “coming-out” but it was a difficult 

decision to take and a long debate was going on.  

All the creatures –shape-shifters, fairies, vampires, elementals- and the magic users 

have hid from the human world for ever, working together to ensure their security. Granted, 

not all races get on and they do fight amongst themselves, but they agree on keeping out of 

the human eye. From the start of that association all races have elected one representative for 

the Council, which purpose is to ensure a dialogue between all races for all matters that would 

affect them all. Keeping out the humans‘eyes is the main one, but it affects so many decisions 

that it is the source of innumerable debates, from whether nymphs need to dress to where to 

put a troll settlement. The answer to the first question is yes, by the way.  

That news report tarnished our evening a bit but we still enjoyed our home-made 

pizzas and the TV show. The rest of the week end went well: Katy and I did some shopping 

on Saturday -clothes, books and organic food, everything a girl enjoys- and we went to the 

near-by pub in the evening to listen to an indie rock band whilst having a drink, a chat and 

some pub food. I love breaded mushrooms and onion rings... Oh, and that Mexican-inspired 

plate of crisps with tomato sauce and melted cheese -nachos. Yes, even vegetarians can have 

fun with food!  

Sunday was, as usual, our “3 L” day: lie-in, lazy, laundry; the best way to get ready for 

a new week of work. And, boy, were we going to need all our attention in the next weeks! 

Monday morning saw Harry and me sorting out more books from the archives. We 

had unearthed a big crate of them at the end of the previous week and had planned to start on 

it that day. By the look of them they had been written a few centuries back but were well-

preserved, luckily for us. Some were histories of races of the Shadow World, some were 

accounts of the life of the Shadow World at that time and one was a spell book written in fae 

–much to Harry’s despair who was far from fluent in that language.  

“This book looks really interesting! I really need to get a course in fae...” 

“Yes you should. Those books would interest the Council, wouldn’t they?” 

“Yes, like the rest of this collection. We will do as usual, send them a report of what 

we have found and they will send in an archivist who will assess the books and let us know if 

they are a potential danger to the world’s balance or not. If they are not and the Council 

decides so, they will join the rest of the archives of the Shadow World. If they are, they’ll stay 



here in the “dangerous books” section. Thankfully for us they let us keep copies of books on 

Shadow World creatures and on magic. They reckon it helps us do our work better, to have 

access to that information I mean.” 

“Where are the archives of the Shadow World?” 

“No one knows but the Council. They are where the Council meets, a place that is said 

to be between the worlds. I’m not entirely sure of what it means, but it sounds like the old 

idea that wants magic and creatures to have come from another world. I guess only the oldest 

and wisest of the Shadow World know where we come from.” 

“I suppose... It reminds me of the stories an old lady, who held the library my mum 

used to take me to when I was a kid, told children. They were stories of another world where 

we used to be free and safe and where we didn’t have to hide. She said some had found a door 

to this world and had come to explore it but then the door was lost or closed and they were 

stuck here. I wonder if it’s true or just a way to explain our existence next to the humans...”  

We both went back to take the books out of the crate, deep in thoughts, when what 

looked like a page slid between two of them and fell on the floor. I picked it up and saw it 

wasn’t a torn page from a book but a parchment. At the top of it, in beautiful calligraphy, was 

written the word “Prophecy”. I showed it to Harry and we moved to a table to read it. 

“One day we will be revealed to the world and we will tell them we are not humans.  

They will refuse to trust us and will carry on in their madness. 

But we will walk on the path of light. 

So they will see our example and some will follow. 

Only then will we be able to save the Earth and the humans.” 

We looked at each other in wonder and surprise. If this didn’t have to do with the 

debate currently going on at the Council I’d eat meat again but I was fairly sure I wasn’t 

taking a big risk.  

What I didn’t know was that eating meat would have been better than what was about 

to come. 


