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Lone Wolf  

 

I refuse to become extinct. Selfish? No. Selfishness would 

be destroying this worthless relic. Selfishness would find me a 

sycamore, flailing idly in the breeze. Selfishness would be 

giving in and dooming our people for generations.  

### 

“Ulfa, there is news.”  

I paused my restless pacing; my back towards the cave entrance. 

I disliked facing humans in this form. My back bristled; from 

cold or from misgiving, I could not tell.  

“What news?”  
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I kept my voice low. The length of time they had spent in my 

company did not diminish the unease of my presence and my growl 

unnerved them still. They would always be suspicious of the 

unfamiliar, fearful of what they could not control. Only those 

who are alike can truly provide kinship though there were never 

any others exactly like me.  

The man left, a shaft of sunlight entering in his wake. 

“They will never address me will they?” Lyall chuckled as we 

slipped into human form, “To them, I am simply your lesser 

half.” 

My hand reached up to touch the small purple crystal hanging at 

my neck, my eyes aglow with its innate light. My reply reeked of 

bitterness,  

“To them, Lyall, you do not exist.”  

This shape was easier on their eyes and I received several 

nods of acknowledgement as we crossed the makeshift camp, though 

my loose-limbed prowl and overwhelming mane of gray-silver hair 

were tell tale signs of my latent companion. The camp was a 

motley of ashen white and orange. In the icy landscape of the 

Barafghar, fires were lit day and night. Soldiers or no, the 

perpetual cold was unsettling to human skin; we had been here so 
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long the threat of an attack was no longer potent enough to 

warrant donning armor at all hours.  

One of the Warrior’s guard approached. They had joined me 

here when the others vanished, prepared for a battle that would 

not come for decades; prepared for a battle they were ill 

equipped to fight. A plume of vapor curled from her mouth, 

masking her face. 

“A letter arrived from the west. Have you heard?” 

My heart clenched; was it anxiety or anticipation, I could not 

tell.  

My eyes dropped to the parchment. I could tell at a glance it 

was Haysham I was hearing from, though the sentences were too 

short, the words too urgent, the hand too smeared for his 

immaculate preference. 

Restless evil lurks above and below the ground. Can it see 

me running for my life across these endless sands? It makes 

no move, gives no chase. It knows I cannot escape.  

All that deliberation. All those arguments. All of Aryun’s 

wisdom. And yet... my faith in his plan is beginning to 

falter. Perhaps you were right Ulfa, perhaps you were 

right. 
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My wings have clipped these jagged metal cliffs a thousand 

times. My eyes water from exhaustion. I cannot see and I 

can barely fly. Find me or I will succumb. To serve in 

death would be better than dying in vain.  

 

My heart beat a terrifying racket of anxiety and 

anticipation, then. Without another word I turned and loped 

towards the Barrens. Somewhere between five and ten paces Lyall 

and I switched. I heard the gasps behind me but that was no time 

for sensibilities. A faint hope was clawing for hold in my 

heart. To think that there were once eight of us and that day I 

desperately chased the ghost of one.  

The Barrens were a strange place. Fine sand riffled through 

my coat of hair and the heat scorched my paws. But that is not 

the strangeness I refer to. Once it was simply an ordinary 

plain, a vast desert with dunes of shifting sand on either end. 

Some ten years ago it began to collect random objects; objects 

never seen before in all of Atlantis. No one knew their origin. 

Metal shafts, splinters and slabs of gigantic proportion 

bursting oddly from the sand. Some bronze, some gold, all razor 

sharp and glinting in the intense sunlight. Once, when we were 

eight in number, the Barrens were simply glittering sand as far 
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as the eye could see. Now they were a junkyard of metal and 

dust.  

These were the metal cliffs Haysham spoke of. He must have 

flown as Vega, the eagle, in his desire for haste. Vega and 

Haysham were two sides of the same coin, as Lyall and I were, 

bound by an elemental lodestone. I scanned the burning skies but 

saw no sign of either of them. The wisp of hope that had risen 

started to dwindle. I chided myself for even hoping; so naive. 

Had I not seen this very tale play out time and again this past 

decade? 

The night air sang cold and clear as a whistle past my 

ears. After the acute warmth of the day the chill was gratifying 

to my bones. Hunkering down in the shadow of one of the 

meaningless metal sculptures, I put my head between my paws. It 

never took Lyall long to drift off to sleep. 

He edged into my dreams from the very first night. But 

before that, I saw them. I saw them all before me, six faces, 

six shapes, all different. And I heard Aryun’s deep, calculated 

rumble.  

“It is not a question of strength but of wisdom. The answer lies 

not in the immortality of our bodies, but in the immutability of 

our knowledge.” 
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“Why?” I was ever the stubborn one, the devil’s advocate, “It is 

our abilities and numbers that have governed, nay conquered this 

entire continent. You are suggesting we do exactly what he wants 

us to do!” 

“Hmm…” Ana, smallest of us all but perhaps the sharpest in mind, 

“It was us that imprisoned Dorjan. Could the world truly do 

without our strength?” 

Clink. Clink. Clink. Aryun uncurled his reptilian body, scales 

glimmering a million colors. His wings stretched and his 

formidable jaws yawned open. There was no denying the majesty of 

his presence. Only Murchadh could match up to his height, 

somewhat, but he had left our ranks long ago.  

“Walls can be shattered. Prisons can be breached. Men,” his slit 

pupils set in those lime green eyes rested deliberately on each 

of us in turn, “can be destroyed. You want to ensure the future? 

Then anticipate it!”  

Clink. Clink. Clink. “You can either stand in the way of 

progress… or you can aid it.”  

Their faces began to blur. Clink. Clink. Clink. Lyall and I 

turned our head uneasily. “We are expendable. The world is not. 

More of us will follow. Remember, we are only guardians.” 
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“Have we not betrayed the essence of our existence then, if we 

fail to guard it?!” my own voice pounded in my head. Something 

strange was happening to Aryun’s face. 

“To protect the world you must equip it.”  

Clink.Clink.Clink. His jaws twisted into a heinous grin. His 

whiskers dissolved into lank black locks dripping across an 

eyeless face. His wings turned into brutish arms manacled and 

tethered in layers of chains. He laughed and the chains clinked.  

“They’re all gone you know.” Amusement. A malevolent thrill, 

“And I’m almost here.” 

I woke up as a woman, facedown in the dust. I sat up, 

shaking. Fear gripped my heart and I gasped for breath. Moments 

passed. Moonlight filtered onto my trembling fingers covering my 

face. The nightmare drifted away but the frustration lingered. I 

wanted to beat and kick at the sand and shout out against the 

madness of Aryun’s plot. But the truth was, I had clamored 

enough. The truth was, there was no one left to listen. There 

never was.  

Lyall promised, then, never to leave me again. She promised 

to allow me constant refuge in her wolf’s body, focused on the 

immediate, unplagued by dissonance. If I pushed myself it would 

take me only one more day to reach the mountains.  
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“It’s too late, I got there first.”  

That gleeful, sinister voice echoed in my ears. Sand erupted 

into clouds of dust as I skidded to a stop, breathing heavily. 

The ground beneath my paws seemed to tremble with unease. The 

skies above, scorching blank with trepidation. It was as if he 

was already there. But how could that be? Aryun’s plan hinged on 

the belief that our incarceration of him would endure for 

centuries. Until another coterie of us Masrafs would be born and 

grow to their full strength. But clearly, our confidence in our 

skill was misplaced. Or perhaps, like I always feared, players 

we never predicted had entered the field. Anxiety swelled within 

me, beating a tormented tattoo against my burning skin. Behind 

me, the dust in the Barrens began to whistle and swirl as it 

does before an epic sandstorm. Except, there was an ominous 

undertone to this sound. Dark clouds appeared on the distant 

horizon, rolling too rapidly in my direction to be natural. 

Something was coming. Panic gripped both Lyall and I. Me a 

Masraf; her, a wolf. Neither of us able to find solace or 

triumph without our pack. Her voice whispered in my head,  

“Ulfa, we must run.” 

Miles of sand melted into a terrain of rocks. Lyall skirted 

past the jagged outcroppings and looked for a way into the 
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mountain range. She hoped it would act as a shield, if only 

temporarily, against what hunted us. My mind was elsewhere.  

I was standing on an island, white sand between my bare 

feet. The ocean, an aquamarine blue, lapped gently at the shore 

behind me. There were seven of my companions beside me, on 

either side. But things were not as idyllic as they seemed. He 

walked out from within the trees, cloaked in red. His voice, a 

robotic, sneering hum.  

“Ah, the conquerors.” Inhuman fingers waved a sardonic welcome.  

“I succumb,” he sighed, walking forward leisurely, “You’ve 

rooted me out. You’ve banished me here, on this…” a scarlet eye 

gleams within the hood, “magnificent island. What now?” His 

cloak draped down as he crossed his legs, levitating, “I am 

unlikely to die, and so are any of you. Will we fight forever? 

The self proclaimed guardians of Atlantis who conquered the 

savage native? Till we become battling ideologies, saving a 

continent that doesn’t want to be saved. Rescuing a people from 

a wrong they are unaware even exists, while they continue to 

wrong themselves in… so many ways?”  

I remained silent. We all did. In the face of a foe we were 

always one. But we would be fools to pretend his words didn’t 

leave an impact. That was his most potent power. His speech, his 
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persuasion, his convincing half-truths. Aryun turned his golden 

head and those lime green eyes, so unsettling in a human face, 

glanced at all of us. I felt the buzz of power rising from the 

lodestones around our neck and seven crystals pulsed with color. 

Tendrils of violet smoke, lashes of icy wind, ropes of water all 

converged on Dorjan. He took a deep breath but made no other 

move. The elemental chains hit his form and he roared out, his 

cloak falling away, his body morphing into the form of a 

gargantuan human. Veins streaked his now muscular arms as he 

strained against the confines. The force of our blows carried 

him through the forest, trees cracking as he thudded past them. 

We tethered him beneath the volcano. Legs buckled under him, 

head bowed; he remained motionless.  

We turned to leave. The others left first, those who could 

fly carrying those who could not. Until only I stood on the 

white sand of the beach, Haysham as Vega, a large eagle, 

perching on my shoulder.  We looked past the smoking line of 

crippled wood and found him grinning at us. Slowly, he contorted 

his head upward and glanced at the volcano behind him. His 

leering whisper carried on the wind to us even as we flew away, 

“It is only dormant.” 
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Lyall tripped, a rare occurrence, and sent us tumbling over 

the sharp rocks. I brushed my stinging hands on my knees and 

stood up. A large eagle lay sprawled, breathing laboriously, 

behind us.  

“Vega!” I stumbled over to him. My hands cupped his head, “I 

found you.” 

His beak opened but emitted only hiccuping squawks.  

“What happened to you… were you attacked by what is chasing me?” 

His tawny eyes closed.  

“Vega, we have to get through this. The others are all gone. Not 

dead, gone. I have found no trace of them.” 

His eyes opened. His glance betrayed him. He knew more of all 

this than I did.  

“Lyall, leave me here. You must go on and complete what we have 

started whether you like it or not,” His claws dug into my arm, 

insisting despite my hesitance, “whether you agree with us or 

not. You may not choose to follow the same path the rest of us 

are, but you will be the only surviving Masraf and you must take 

all of our knowledge and protect it till the next coterie is 

ready.” 

“And what if there are no more? What if no more of us are ever 

born?” that bitter edge creeps into my voice again. 
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“Then you must wait, and give it to common people when you deem 

them ready.” 

He laid his head back again, weary. The dark clouds were almost 

overhead now, sealing off any light in the sky, rumbling from 

within. There was something familiar about them but in my 

current state of mind I failed to recognize it.  

“Okay, I’ll do it. But, I won’t leave you here. Do you feel 

strong enough to change back?” 

Gradually the clawed feet elongated into legs, the beak into 

aquiline features, the eagle into a dark haired young man. 

Grunting with the effort, I lugged him onto my shoulder and 

transformed. A wolf with a man slung across her back swerved 

through the mountains, never looking back. 

The Hills of Millyn were not like the ragged grey peaks of 

the mountain range behind us. These hills were dappled green and 

a pinkish grey, as if some artist had dabbled strokes of oil 

paint at whim. Cupped in the fall of each hill were the 

buildings; pinkish grey like the stone. The old architecture was 

roughly hewn yet timelessly beautiful. The dead weight of 

Haysham was heavy on my back and I slinked towards the closest 

valley. My stomach cramped with hunger; surrendering my burden I 
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sniffed around for food. My jaws trapped a squealing rat and I 

wolfed it down.  

“Lyall, listen to me,” Haysham called weakly. I padded over to 

him, the hot breath from my snout inches from his face, for he 

was speaking very softly, “Aryun made us write everything down…” 

He hacked and coughed and I ran, as Ulfa, to a nearby basin to 

get some water for him.  

“He made us write all that we observed and experienced. I was 

here, in these old hills for a decade. I wrote it all just like 

he asked me to. And after we finished he told us to… do one last 

thing,” Haysham faltered, “I couldn’t do it Ulfa, I couldn’t!” 

He gripped my hands. Unaccustomed as I was to comforting people, 

I squeezed back without hesitation.  

“I made a family here.” He whispered, as if justifying his 

actions, “They are few, scattered and hidden among these hills. 

I was too much of a coward to finish the job. I couldn’t bring 

myself to leave them.” 

“What did Aryun expect everyone to do, after the writing 

finished?” I asked, trying to mask my rancor at being left out 

so completely.  

“That’s not important,” Haysham shook his head slightly, 

silencing my impending questions, “Ulfa, in the valley at the 
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center of Millyn you’ll find some ruins.” He glanced around, 

“Not all the buildings are preserved so. My daughter will be 

there, ask her for the manuscript. After I finished my own 

writings, when courage failed me, I decided to travel. To find 

the others.” 

I was wide eyed, slack jawed in amazement, “Did you find them?” 

“Yes. I did.” Again, that knowing look, “But more importantly, I 

found their stories. Ulfa, my daughter will give you all our 

writings. You must complete yours, compile them; you must 

protect the book at all costs. Go now, get the pages. I’ll 

wait.” 

The old ruins were not hard to find. Terracotta stones 

littered the hillsides long before the ruins came into view. I 

hiked up the hill, glancing back at the clouds still amassing on 

the horizon; we had not managed to leave them behind.  

“You’re Ulfa,” a slight girl with Haysham’s hawk-like nose and 

thick black brows appeared before me, “My father spoke of you a 

lot.” 

I followed her into the dimly lit chamber standing strong 

between crumbled buildings. There was a makeshift desk there, 

neat as one would expect from Haysham. A pile of pages lay on 

the corner of the desk and the girl handed them to me 
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unceremoniously. I placed the stack of loose pages back on the 

table and knelt over them. I turned the first page; 

‘Twas winter’s first breath that blew the veil of green 

Still the ghostly face ‘tween those bare branches serene 

Young man, said she, my humility is my reprieve 

Vanity lost; survival gained, what cause is there to grieve? 

I ran my palm over the page, caressing it almost. Elena and 

Rafeigh wrote this. I turned a few more pages, hearing the 

voices of my friends resound in my head as I read their hand. I 

stood there till the sky outside was a deep blue and only Vega’s 

screech roused me from my reverie. I snatched a satchel and 

slipped the pages into it, locking it and slipping it across my 

shoulders. Then I dashed outside to return to where I had left 

Haysham.  

The raging, electrified plumes of blue vapor were 

everywhere. Everywhere. I spun around. It was almost impossible 

to see. Reproaching my absence of mind I quickened my pace, 

waving a path for myself through the mist.  

“Haysham! Vega!”  

I heard a screech in reply. Haysham was exactly where I had left 

them, except he was now a large eagle batting away the mist with 
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his wings. The smoke parted and I finally saw, nay, recognized 

our pursuer.  

His mottled azure and aquamarine body curled out of the 

dark mist, fanged jaws framed by a spiky, fin-like hood. He 

moved forward on stumpy legs, the only stocky part of his 

graceful body. The long, finned tail thrashed.  

“Kai?”  

Why was I surprised? Perhaps all those years of waiting, of not 

knowing, of isolation, had eroded my carefully cultivated 

cynicism. Perhaps I was befuddled by all that was happening 

around me so fast. But I should have expected it. I should have 

known that Murchadh had reached a point of no return. Gone so 

far that he would turn around and fight one of his own.  

The sea serpent dwindled and a man with too-bright eyes, 

mottled azure and aquamarine, was left behind. He looked older. 

His white hair had become merely tufts on a bald scalp.  

“Ulfa,” A leering bow. He did not seem himself. 

“This is what you have been reduced to? Coming to kill us? Are 

you stooped so low?”  

“This is what you have been reduced to?” he mocked, indicating 

the two of us.  

Vega returned to Haysham, breathing heavily.  
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“Murchadh, why are you here? We have nothing to do with each 

other. What can you possibly gain from hurting us?” 

“You’re right!” his tone insincerely cheerful, “We don’t have 

anything to do with each other. Not since you made the wise 

decision to abandon a brother who strayed down a path of self 

destruction. Because that’s what family does right? Abandon each 

other in dire times?”  

It was like a slap. Words deserted us. If I thought back to it, 

he was right. It had not taken us long to switch from chasing, 

chiding and intervening to falling silent and letting him go. 

Were we as much to blame as he was for his choices? 

“Well someone else found me, and let’s just say, she prefers to 

treat her friends like tools. Oh, she treats him like a tool 

too--er what’s his name… Dorjan?” Our faces grew still, “Heard 

of him have you? Well, he’s all under her thumb now, and while I 

may not benefit from hurting you, she will.”  

He moved swiftly and a blade of water sliced across my 

cheek like sharp ice, throwing me back several feet. I raised my 

palm to my cheek; it left crimson imprints. An enraged growl 

escaped Lyall as she leapt towards Murchadh, knocking him 

backward, jaws locked on his arm. The arm vanished from my jaws 

as Murchadh transformed, leaving me hurtling to the ground. I 
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switched and slapped my arms to the ground to break my fall, 

rolling aside unhurt.  

Kai loomed before me. There was restraint and regret in his 

eyes. And then Murchadh was back. He swept an arm across and a 

wave of frigid water soaked my fur. Lyall’s tired body twinged 

in the cold. Dripping wet, I took over and stumbled further away 

from Murchadh. I turned, ready for the next wave. Before the icy 

blades could touch my skin I had turned them into violet smoke.  

“My turn,” I growled breathing that smoke in, growing larger and 

more forbidding. I leapt.  

I no longer recall how long we fought, entangled. My claws 

ripping his scaly skin, his spikes jabbing into my skin and his 

tail whipping lashes across my back. But I do remember the way I 

was thrown off towards the end. It wasn’t my resolve that gave 

way but simply my strength. Recall, I had been running for two 

days and eaten so less. I remember Haysham standing up before 

me, his steel frame resisting Kai’s slashing tail. The first 

chance he got, he stirred a storm of iron dust. It flew at Kai’s 

face and I saw him diminish back into Murchadh, who clawed at 

his eyes with his hands. That was our chance.  



   Lone Wolf/    19 

I stepped forward, arm raised and my amethyst shuddered as 

violet smoke spun out of my hands creating a veritable curtain 

of smog to shroud us.  

“We won’t win this fight.” Haysham was so certain. 

“We can run!” 

“We can’t outrun him either, an injured man and a weary wolf.” 

I had more options but I could see Haysham’s mind was made up. 

“You never told me where the others went.” 

“You’ll find out soon enough. Ulfa I need you to focus. On my 

signal, I want you to run towards me. Do you understand? Run 

towards me. And don’t forget the satchel.” 

“What signal?” Kai’s roar drowns my voice. Haysham has turned to 

face the sea serpent writhing towards him. He has taken the 

chain off his neck and his glimmering gray lodestone hangs in 

front of him.  

“Goodbye friend.”  

At the time, I thought it was me he was referring to. He dropped 

the crystal. It vanished as it touched the ground, shattering 

into pure silver energy. It radiated all around him and for a 

moment it blinded me from seeing what he was turning into. A 

groan escaped him, escalating into a shriek. Roots erupted from 

his midriff and tethered him to the ground. Angular pieces of 
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wood jutted out from his arms like fractured bones. Twisting and 

growing. The light faded. Vega was gone forever. And so was 

Haysham. All that was left was a sycamore tree.  

The silence was proof that Murchadh was as shocked as I 

was. I approached the tree.  

“Well, that leaves the two of us.” he spoke dryly but I could 

tell from the shiver in his voice he was more than a little 

shook. I ran my hand over the trunk of the tree. There was a 

hollow in the center of the tree, the kind a squirrel might 

shelter in. And there was something inside it. A faint light 

glowed within the hollow, as if an imp carrying a candle 

scurried within.  

“I would wait and mourn,” Murchadh shrugged, “but I don’t want 

to.”  

Our hands lifted together. Before he could strike I had reached 

in to touch the little wavering light, and the world dissolved.  

I emerged on a ground, flat and grey. It was dim but I 

could see strange yellow eyes flickering back at me, stolid and 

square. I looked down; I seemed to be straddling a sort of white 

chalk line.  

BEEEEEEP! 
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My heart jumped into my throat for a moment. I glared at the 

oncoming threat, violet eyes ablaze with the light this new 

beast beamed my way. Screeeech! It skidded in its tracks. Bang! 

Crash! It collided with several of the others behind it and I 

observed they were all made of metal. Smoke sizzled upwards, 

along with a faintly pungent yet pleasing smell. This was my 

chance. I turned and bounded down the nearest alleyway.  

“Lyall!” I called out, surprised that I even had to. The 

amethyst lodestone around my neck vibrated violently but nothing 

happened. I was on my own? But there was no turning back, no way 

to return and nothing to return to, I had to press on. With 

strides far shorter than I was accustomed to, I loped further 

down the alleyway, directionless but determined. 

### 

Vanity lost; survival gained, what cause is there to grieve? 

Vanity isn’t what I’ve lost, it’s something else. I’m not sure 

if I should grieve. Sometimes I take it down from the shelf just 

to rifle through the pages. There are so many more pages now 

than there were when I first found it. Pages I’ve scribed over 

the years. This page reminds me of Haysham. I shut the book with 

a snap.  

“Grandma?”  
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A small boy with hair so black it shines grey in the light, runs 

to me. Thankfully, the tears haven’t reached my eyes yet. I spin 

around and grab him in my arms, pulling him onto my lap as I 

take a seat.  

“Where’s your pa?” 

“He’s parking the car.” His voice has the adorable 

unintelligibility of an excited toddler.  

“Where’d you guys go?” I plant a kiss on his hair. 

“Chunky Monkey,” his innocent reply, “the one at Sea View.” 

“Everything okay ma?” My son pops his head of full silver hair 

into the room.  

“Umm-hmm.” I nod.  

“Bedtime Aryan!”  

Aryan hops off my lap and scurries off, already mumbling his 

anti-bedtime argument.  

I remember the day I walked into a simple book binding 

store. I was conspicuous in my self-consciousness, covering the 

words on the pages hastily with my fingers even as I showed them 

to the book binder, as if someone would figure out who I was and 

where I was from. It had taken me so long to choose. How could I 

explain that the basic black or green spiral and its 

accompanying cheap plastic cover were simply not good enough for 
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pages that described a lost lifetime? It was bound in a deep 

leathery brown now, with a small inscription at the bottom in 

gold. Our signature glyphs.  

 

 

 

 

I walk out of my cozy study towards the veranda. I pass a 

mirror hanging over an ajrak divan and I can’t help but take a 

closer look. I adjust the shawl on my shoulders and twitch my 

nose. Older, much older. But not old enough. One day, when I’m 

too old to be looking this way someone will notice. But for now 

I am simply genetically gifted. I raise my hand to my throat. 

The amethyst is still around my neck and it still pulsates from 

time to time with that eerie glow.  

Guilt. Did I really think the worse of Haysham for what he 

did to Vega? Was it worse than what I have done to Lyall these 

past sixty years? Death must surely be better than an 

interminable imprisonment.  

The veranda is warm and faintly humid. Karachi, right 

before the monsoon. You can smell the leaves off the trees. I 

sit on the wicker sofa and glance upwards. You can’t see the 
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stars here. The glint of the buildings prevents it. Not the way 

you could see them on a cold night in the Barrens. I wonder how 

many more planes have crashed unknowingly into it. Spiralling 

out of control, disappearing into an invisible void. Ending up 

as a metal stonehenge in a foreign desert. I wonder how many 

passages to Atlantis opened when my friends gave up wings for 

roots.  

I wonder where the rest of the trees are. You see, I’ve 

found one not far from where I emerged that strange day. I’ve 

visited it plenty of times. I’ve even wondered who it used to 

be. I know what it is because, sometimes, when I see it from the 

right angle I can see that pale orange glow flickering within it 

like a beating heart. But I dare not touch it.  

It all boils down to selfishness. I often wonder what has 

happened there. Who was it Murchadh spoke of, a being so strong 

she ruled Dorjan too? Dare I go back to face her, to face sixty 

years of changes, without a single friend by my side? Ought I 

not to go back and finish my duty, return the book to the people 

Aryun intended it for?  

No. Selfishness would be taking an irrevocable decision, as 

they did. Burdening me and endangering everyone else. Everyday 

the book stays unharmed on my shelf I accord Atlantis a chance 
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to one day receive it. One day, when the past no longer holds 

any thorns. When the fear of death holds less sway than it does 

now. A light flickers upstairs. I can see my grandson defiantly 

playing with his toys in the lamplight.  

I am not ready to leave my newfound family just yet. But 

one day. One day.  

 

 


