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‘Yes, he was here, as were most of the Wizard’s Contingent. May I ask 

your interest, Lady Emerré?’ 

     Lord Dartham looked his unexpected guest up and down. Lady Emerré 

Albier-Vayles was well dressed, with immaculately braided black hair, 

and rather noticeably pregnant. 

     ‘He is my husband, and he is missing.’ 

     ‘Oh-Oh! I thought your name sounded familiar! Vayles, yes of 

course.’ He looked her up and down again and then suddenly paled. 

‘Ah...so that is why you were not...’ 

     She turned her dark eyes on him. ‘Yes. I became pregnant at a 

convenient time, or inconvenient, as now I have misplaced my husband 

and I must search for him using more mundane means. And my husband 

is Vayles-Albier.’ 

     ‘Yes...of course, Vayles-Albier.’ he hesitated. What sort of 

woman, he wondered, could force a man to take her own name? He cleared 

his throat. ‘Well... excuse my presumption, but perhaps it would be 

best for you to... rest... perhaps search later.’ 

     She regarded him very coldly for a moment. ‘Tell me, how long 

was he here?’ 

     Lord Dartham walked over to the window which had an excellent 

view of the Dartham Plains. His manor was situated atop the highest 

point of the Dartham Point, a large spire which sprung up from the 

plains. Dartham town gathered about the top of the spire, clustered 
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like barnacles. In the distance the mountains which bounded the plains 

were visible. Though it was often hot and dry in this part of the world, 

the condition of the plains was worse than usual. From atop the spire 

it looked more like a desert. 

     ‘As you see, my home has an excellent view of the plains, where 

of course the battle raged for some time. The wizards spent much of 

their time here, until the armies moved south.’ 

     ‘Here? And what did they do here?’ 

     ‘Why they...uh... discussed the condition of the world and... 

entertained themselves after their days fighting for our King.’ 

     ‘You mean they had parties.’ 

     ‘Yes...’ 

     ‘What a civilized war, perhaps I shouldn’t have refused the 

King’s invitation. Tell me, did they do much fighting?’ 

     ‘Well, I can’t say, I was not a very important member of the war 

council...’ 

     ‘And only our King’s wizards relaxed here?’ 

     ‘Well...’ 

     ‘I see. Tell me, my husband, who was with him?’ 

     Lord Dartham fell silent. 

     Emerré moved away from the window, spotted a chair and sat down. 

The room was large enough for quite a group of people to stand. There 

were a few chairs, and it was decorated conservatively in muted 

colours, floral patterns and heavy curtains. It was rather unusual 

for this climate. 
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     Lord Dartham turned to watch his guest, still struggling with 

the right words. Emerré sat quite still, it was a little unsettling. 

And then it seemed as if a shadow had passed over her. He looked back 

at the window, expecting a cloud. But the sun shone bright and hot. 

Lord Dartham suddenly stiffened, his stomach clenched. A wave of 

weakness seemed to wash through him. He looked back at the woman. It 

seemed as if all the shadows in the room were clinging to her. They 

were darkest around her eyes, he felt he could barely make them out. 

     ‘Your baby-’ he squeaked. 

     *** 

     Ghostly figures sprung up from the walls and floor. Distant 

laughter. Shadowy furniture, colours and light. It seemed the room 

had recently been redecorated. One figure was more solid than the 

rest. He stood by the door, a glass of something in his hand. From 

somewhere she heard a crash and a laugh. The rest of the figures faded 

to focus on that one by the door, she could not see what had been 

broken. The man stood by a woman, Emerré had never met her, her 

features were unclear. She was leaning close, chatting quietly. A 

familiar scene. It faded. 

     ‘Your baby-’ an almost painfully loud voice squeaked. 

     Emerré looked up at a  pale faced man. It took her a moment to 

recognize Lord Dartham. Her gaze roved slowly around the room. She 

felt the sun warm on her skin. And then she focussed her thoughts for 

a moment on the baby. 

     ‘That was quite good.’ she murmured. ‘I have not used my magic 
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since we met, it used to take days to remember...’ It did not seem 

as if Emerré was talking to him. Louder she said, ‘you really must 

be more careful about how much liquor you supply to visiting wizards.’ 

     ‘Your baby,’ Lord Dartham repeated. 

     ‘He is quite well.’ 

     ‘It’s a he.’ 

     ‘Yes.’ she replied as if it was the simplest thing in the world 

for her to know. 

     ‘I didn’t think you could use your... shadow magic...’ 

     ‘My child needs me to stay in my body. It is the opposite problem 

to what I usually face. I find it extremely difficult to use my magic, 

I am limited. If you fear me looking around inside your mind, you must 

know I cannot. That would require leaving my body entirely.’ 

     ‘Ah...’ 

     Emerré stood. She seemed a little shaky. ‘If you fear telling 

me of the woman he was with, you must know I already know of her. I 

have been retracing his steps for nearly a month now.’ 

     ‘Ah... but then, why search?’ 

     Emerré regarded him coolly. ‘Tell me of her.’ 

     ‘Rochelle, she...they worked together in the wizard’s 

contingent-’ 

     ‘Yes, and what happened to her? Did she go missing as well?’ 

     ‘Yes.’ 

     ‘Yes?’ 

     ‘Ah... at the same time.’ 



Sarah Chapman 

 

 6  

     ‘I see.’ 

     ‘Surely there are other shadow mages you could ask...’ 

     Emerré looked at him for a long time before saying, ‘ask one of 

the others to risk their lives to search for my husband?’ 

     ‘Surely if you paid, I have heard there is one in Allonce, he 

is quite famous-’ 

     ‘Yes, I know of him.’ 

     Emerré did not add any more. 

     Uncomfortable, Lord Dartham cleared his throat and looked away. 

     ‘Where was the last place you saw them?’ 

     ‘If you would follow me,’ he said. He led her out of the manor 

to the open pool. The large, rectangular pool was surrounded by clay 

tiles. To one side was a carpet with two chairs and a table. Carefully 

tended and watered gardens ringed the tiles, which were themselves 

surrounded by a waist high fence. Within the gardens were more chairs, 

shaded by brightly coloured umbrellas. The white manor house was 

almost blindingly bright in the sun. A dry breeze ruffled Emerré’s 

skirts. The water sparkled invitingly. 

     ‘It was most unpleasant, and entirely unexpected. Both sides 

left Dartham spire alone, you see. But while we were... enjoying the 

view out here, suddenly there was an attack. I don’t know what 

happened, there was bright light, the whole world shook. I thought 

the house might fall down. But there was no damage. And when I opened 

my eyes again your husband was gone. As was his...ahem.’ he cleared 

his throat again. 
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     Emerré looked around carefully. It was quiet. There was nothing 

else up here. Her eyes stopped on the carpet. She strode over, leant 

down and flicked back a corner. A dark stain marred the tiles. 

     ‘Ah, I am going to have it all retiled, I simply do not have the 

funds at the moment.’ 

     Emerré ignored him. She crouched down and pressed her hand 

against the stain. She closed her eyes. The shadow that passed over 

her was even more noticeable in the sun. Lord Dartham shivered. 

     ‘He was alive. He was injured but alive when he left here.’ 

     Emerré stood. A slight frown creased her face. 

     ‘I’m sorry I couldn’t be more helpful.’ Lord Dartham said. 

     ‘Yes. Excuse me, Lord Dartham, I will be taking my leave now.’ 

     ‘Of course, I will escort you to your carriage.’ the Lord said, 

unable to hide his relief. 
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‘Did you find anything?’ a dark haired man asked as he assisted Emerré 

into the carriage. 

     She shook her head slowly. ‘I have come to a dead end, Belix, 

there is nothing more I can do without...’ 

     ‘Emerré, he wouldn’t want you to put your baby in danger.’ Belix 

said firmly, ‘Let me take you back home, Emerré.’ 

     ‘You want me to stop looking? He was taken by force-’ 

     ‘It has been months, Emerré, if they were going to kill him, they 

would have done it by now.’ 

     Emerré went paper white. 

     ‘If he’s still alive after all this time, they likely plan on 

keeping him alive. You must stop Emerré, go home. Rest. It won’t be 

long now anyway.’ 

     ‘Well, I have no choice,’ she said quietly, her voice weak, ‘I 

can’t find him without leaving my body, and I can’t bring myself to 

do that.’ 

     At that Belix opened the small window between the carriage and 

the driver and said, ‘we’re heading back, Jerome! Back home!’ 

     The carriage jolted into motion. 

     Belix sat back down beside Emerré. ‘Perhaps you don’t need him 

anymore, Emerré.’ 

     Emerré turned slowly to look at him. 

     ‘You have a baby now, Emerré, your child can be your anchor, you 
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don’t need Cadel anymore.’ 

     ‘The problem with children, Belix, is that they grow up. And then 

they don’t need you anymore. Besides,’ she said after a pause, ‘I have 

money, an estate, and if I were gone, you would look after him, Belix, 

would you not?’ 

     ‘Of course-’ 

     ‘And I’m sure you’d treat him well, and there’s always my brother 

he could stay with. So you see, if something were to happen to me, 

my child would be quite alright. He only needs me now. After that...’ 

     ‘But he’d be happier with his mother.’ 

     ‘I’m afraid children don’t make very good anchors, Belix, 

especially when they have as much support as my child will.’ 

     Belix made a sound of annoyance. ‘But surely-’ 

     ‘And besides, children are for letting go, Belix. Sooner or later 

he will leave and start his own life, and I must let him and be 

perfectly happy with that. For an anchor I need more than that. I need 

to... feel it painfully whenever we are apart, even if he is just a 

room away... nothing less will suffice. No, it would be quite 

unhealthy for a child to be an anchor. I need Cadel, Belix. I am tired 

now... but we will speak later about arrangements for my child. We 

chose a name, Cadel and I-’ 

     ‘And you will name him, Emerré.’ 

     She looked quietly at him in response. He said no more. 
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Several days later, they arrived at Emerré’s manor. A gravel path led 

from the gates to the red brick house. Lush, green lawns spread out 

around the house, which had a fresh, clean feel to it, as if it had 

just been scrubbed from top to bottom. 

     ‘Lady Emerré!’ an old, balding man greeted them as they arrived. 

He stood on the steps to the manor in an impeccable black suit. ‘Lord 

Belix told us you were returning, your rooms are prepared.’ He fell 

silent quite quickly, as if he had been planning to say something but 

suddenly decided against it. 

     ‘I did not find him, Giraud.’ Her face was pale and drawn as she 

spoke. ‘You must inform Dr. Delane that I have returned, and inform 

Lucine that I would like a bath.’ 

     Later, Emerré sat perfectly still in front of her mirror while 

Lucine carefully brushed her, long, black hair. ‘I am so pleased you 

are back,’ her maid murmured, ‘and the baby is alright, Lady?’ 

     ‘Quite alright.’ Emerré murmured. Her eyes were fixed on the 

door. The knob was turning, it opened and one of the other maids 

entered. 

     ‘Colette!’ Lucine exclaimed, ‘what are you thinking!’ she 

scolded, ‘the Lady has returned, where are your manners?’ 

     ‘Cadel?’ Colette asked, her brown eyes big in her pretty, pale 

face. There was a hint of demand in her voice. 

     ‘The Lord did not return with her Lady! Now get out! I am so sorry 
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Lady Emerré-’ 

     Colette’s eyes narrowed, became reproachful. ‘Did you see him, 

is he alright?’ 

     Emerré did not turn, her eyes watching the girl from the mirror. 

‘If I had seen him, he would be with me.’ 

     ‘Maybe not! What did you do, has he left you? I’m not surprised 

b-but,’ she trailed off as she started sobbing. 

     A wave of tiredness washed over Emerré. ‘Collete,’ she said 

sharply, ‘do you know how I met my husband?’ 

     ‘Y-yes-’ 

     ‘Than how can you be so idiotic? I lost hold of my body, and found 

him. I know every inch of his soul, and he mine. Are you so blind as 

to believe you know him better than I? Cadel asked me to fire you, 

but I declined as he hates nearly everyone, it is nearly impossible 

to find staff who please him. I see in this instance I was wrong. You 

may pack your things and get out of my house.’ 

     ‘H-he what?!’ 

     Lucine, brush in hand, advanced on Collete and pushed her from 

the room, slamming the door behind her. ‘I am so sorry,’ Lucine said, 

clasping her hands together as she returned to Emerré. ‘She’s a young 

girl, and-’ 

     ‘And my husband is quite misleading.’ Emerré sighed. ‘But you 

are quite young too, Lucine, and you certainly haven’t been with us 

very long.’ 

     ‘Ah, well, Ms Arnette,’ Lucine said, speaking of the woman who 
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had been Emerré’s maid before Lucine, who had retired to help her 

daughter with her children further east, ‘gave me some advice...’ 

     ‘Well, I am pleased you took it. Since I am at it, Lucine, take 

down some names.’ 

     ‘Oh?’ 

     ‘I am not in the mood to deal with the jibes and looks of everyone 

who adores Cadel. I will give you the names of those I intend to keep, 

everyone else is to leave my home by tonight.’ 

*** 

     The darkness lightened. Metal grated on stone. His head jerked 

up as a familiar shape stepped into his cell, the door clanging shut 

behind. 

     Sparks fizzed in the air, streaming towards the shape and he let 

out a breathless, angry gasp. But the sparks disappeared before they 

got close, leaving spots dancing in his eyes. 

     ‘Cadel,’ a woman’s voice sighed. She crouched down, until she 

was level with him. The amulet on her necklace, a candle inside a 

circle, dangled in front of his eyes. ‘You haven’t eaten, Cadel.’ 

     ‘She won’t come.’ 

     ‘Cadel, you’re exhausted, you’ve used up your magic, you are no 

danger to me. Please, you must eat, or you might...’ 

     He smiled. 

     She jerked back, the cold, toothy grin so wrong on his warm and 

friendly face. 

     ‘Who do you work for?’ he shouted, the sudden loudness hammering 
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against her already shocked mind. ‘Our King? Or theirs! Who?!’ 

     She stood up quickly, her breathing heavy.  

     ‘Cadel, please, I don’t want to do this to you, but I have little 

say. If you cooperate, I can get you free, free from the dungeon, free 

from her...’ 

     ‘Emerré won’t come! She has our child, she won’t come.’ 

     ‘Perhaps. It would be better if she didn’t... I know you Cadel. 

You are kind and generous, so warm and charming. It must be so hard 

to know her life depends on you... knowing if you left she would quite 

literally die.’ 

     Cadel made a sound of disgust. He shuffled back until he was 

resting against one of the cold stone walls of his tiny cell. There 

was enough room to stand, but not quite enough room to lie down fully. 

He could take perhaps one and a half steps in this tiny prison before 

reaching the other side of his cell. It was dark, always dark. Until 

someone came, leaving a torch in a bracket outside the cell. When that 

happened it seemed like there was a vast area just past his door, as 

if his cell was in the center of a large, open room. But perhaps it 

just seemed that way because his cell was so small. The walls and door 

of his prison writhed with magic, just at the edge of his vision. He 

was too weak now to really see it, understand it. Too weak to break 

it. 

     Lank hair, blond and dirty fell into his face and down his back. 

It was too long. It was a little thing, a tiny thing. But it grated 

unbearably on his nerves. Sometimes he would try and pull it out. And 
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his beard. He hated his beard. But they would come and stop him. And 

he would scream in rage at them that it was just too damn long and 

he couldn’t bear the feel of it on his back and- usually they gave 

him a sedative at that point. They wouldn’t cut his hair though. Not 

without something in return. 

     ‘Cadel!’ the woman cried out. ‘I want to help you! It’s Emerré 

we want, not you!’ 

     ‘She can’t use her magic,’ he muttered, ‘not any more. She’s 

twenty four, ancient for a shadow mage. She’ll just die. You won’t 

get anything out of her, it’s pointless. And she won’t come anyway. 

She has our child.’ 

     ‘They will. They have candles here, they’ve been planning this-’ 

     Cadel’s eyes flicked up and he lunged for her necklace. She took 

a hurried step back, her hand clasping it protectively. A feral grin 

curved up his mouth, his eyes glinted in the dim light. ‘How long?! 

Since she refused to fight in the war? Since you lost? Planning for 

the next round?’ 

     She fell silent, her heart hammering. ‘I can’t tell you which 

side, Cadel-’ 

     ‘Are you afraid she’ll find out? Well, she can look inside your 

head just as easy as mine, Rochelle, and find everything. That’s just 

a stupid necklace, it won’t protect what you love. She’ll find your 

friends, your family. Everything. And she’ll take them all away. 

That’s what shadow mages do when you piss them off, just before 

they...’ he bit back a sob. 
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     ‘Cadel, please-’ 

     ‘No!’ he screamed, ‘you’re so stupid! I don’t like you! I don’t 

like anyone! You think you care about me? You don’t even know me! It’s 

all a stupid game, you idiot! Go away, go away, go away, GO AWAY!’ 

     She fled with a strangled cry. 

     Cadel leant back, panting. 

     Rochelle’s voice drifted into his cell. ‘Please eat, Cadel. If 

you don’t, they’ll force you. They won’t let you die.’ 

     He heard her footsteps as she walked away, the light slowly 

dimming. 

     And then he was alone in perfect darkness. 
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Emerré dreamt. 

     Nineteen had been a good age. She’d thought eighteen hadn’t been 

too bad. She’d been prepared, expecting it. And that was the point.  

     As the grip of the shadow magic tightened, you stopped minding 

so much. You came back for shorter periods, it took longer to remember, 

to regain the use of your body. And when you finally let go, you were 

ready, almost happy. The shadow magic was addicting. From the first 

moment you used it, your fate was sealed. You couldn’t stop. There 

was no reason to stop. That place where everyone was, all at once. 

The souls of every living thing, mixed up together like some dark 

ocean, an ocean of spirits, appearing and disappearing as people died 

and were born. But not quite. That wasn’t quite it. Perhaps it was 

more like the night sky, and every soul made up a piece of that 

darkness, impossible to tell apart until you were there and flying 

through it. It was hard to remember who you were when you let go of 

your body. You were everybody, nobody. That dark place dragged you 

along, nothing was hidden to you. It was euphoric. Mostly, when you 

first used your power, you didn’t go too far. You stayed limited to 

your geographic surroundings. It wasn’t until later, when you 

ventured further from your body, from safety, that you realized 

geographic position didn’t matter in the least. Someone on the other 

side of the world was as easy to reach as the person next to you. But 

first, you strayed accidentally into the hearts of the people around 
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you, and when you came back you couldn’t look at them the same. And 

if they’d noticed, they couldn’t look at you the same either. Once 

you got stronger, you realized you could change those hearts, if you 

wanted. Emerré had never done that. In that dark place, forgetting 

yourself, right and wrong didn’t play into the decision. But for her 

at least, there had never seemed much point. But if she’d wanted, she 

could. Everything was hers. The world gained a depth and colour it 

hadn’t had before. And lost something too. A body seemed so 

constraining. But if you let go, you’d disappear. Dissipate into that 

whirlpool of everyone, all the pieces of you scattered and gone. Dead.  

     Nineteen had been a good age. As she’d gone along, dragged by 

the irresistible pool of the magic, she’d stopped fearing it. She lost 

the will to keep herself inside her body. Nineteen had been a good 

age. She’d drifted away, into that dark place where only her magic 

could take her; locked to everyone else but the shadow mages. It had 

been the end. Slowly, Emerré had started disappearing, drifting 

apart. For brief moments she was other people, but they were of no 

interest to her. And then she found Cadel. For a brief moment they 

knew each other perfectly. And she’d woken up. 

     Her family had been cautiously pleased. It was hard to be related 

to a shadow mage. If it wasn’t this time, it would be the next or the 

next. For years, they’d been steeling themselves for her inevitable 

departure. Perhaps it would be easier on them if she would just hurry 

up and go. And she had, but not in the way they’d expected. The very 

same day she woke up she left to find him. She knew which direction 
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to go. But he had been far. And every night when she fell asleep she’d 

lost hold of her body again, and found him. She became desperately 

afraid she wouldn’t be able to hold on until she met him. But fear 

was good, fear and a desire to live was enough to keep her coming back 

to her body each night. It was difficult to travel. Her body was stiff 

and wouldn’t respond easily to her commands, she didn’t quite remember 

everything about herself. But she knew which direction to go. And 

after weeks of travelling, she found him, or, they found each other; 

he’d been travelling too. It was a strange experience, knowing each 

other perfectly and at the same time not at all.  

     Emerré opened her eyes and sighed. After that, everything was, 

as they say, history. He had forbidden her to use her magic, even to 

‘visit’ him. And she’d been able to keep that promise for five years. 

     ‘Lucine,’ she called weakly. ‘Lucine!’ 

     There came the pattering of feet on wood. ‘Here, my lady, here!’ 

     ‘Please call Dr. Delane, and get Belix for me. Tell him the baby 

is coming.’ 
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Dr. Delane watched as Emerré, who was sitting in her bed, her blankets 

tucked around her, talked quite calmly to Belix about the arrangements 

for her child. His two assistants waited patiently nearby. Every so 

often, pain or surprise would flash across her face, her voice would 

falter for a moment. Then she would continue on like nothing had 

happened. 

     ‘Emerré-’ 

     ‘Belix,’ she said calmly, ‘I will lose my hold on my body as soon 

as he is born. Don’t argue, I know myself better than you. Now, do 

you remember everything I’ve told you?’ 

     ‘Yes, yes, I’ve been writing it down, see?’ and he flashed a sheaf 

of paper at her covered in his untidy scrawl. She’d given Belix 

detailed instructions on everything from the tutors she wanted to how 

long each year he would stay with her parents and how much allowance 

he would get.  

     ‘He’s unlikely to be a shadow mage, but he should have some magic, 

which will make things difficult for you Belix, being unmagical, 

however I have selected some governesses who should be suitable, of 

course you will have to pay attention, every now and then in case that 

proves to be mistaken, though I don’t expect you to be solely in charge 

of looking after him, you of course, have your own life to live.’ 

     ‘Emerré, of course I’ll look after him, but this isn’t-’ 

     She silenced him with a cold look. 
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     Dr. Delane, watching her, wondered if she would scream once the 

baby really started coming. Lady Emerré was always so cold and stiff, 

so formal and polite, so distant. It was difficult to imagine her 

making a noise as unladylike as a scream. So different, he thought, 

from her charming and friendly husband. 

     Dr. Delane came out of his daydream to notice Emerré looking at 

him with her cool, calm eyes. He swallowed nervously, suddenly 

wondering if she’d known what he was thinking. Emerré held his gaze 

until he glanced down, his palms sweating. He only looked up again 

when she resumed speaking to Belix. 

     ‘And his name-’ 

     ‘Emerré-’ 

     ‘Belix, it is quite tiring repeating myself. His name, Belix, 

will be Jonathan Albier-Vayles.’ 

     ‘Ah-’ 

     ‘Yes, named after Cadel’s father.’ 

     ‘And your name.’ 

     ‘Yes.’ Emerré  replied, ‘Cadel did not want him to be 

Vayles-Albier, and as I chose his name it seemed fair to allow it. 

Cadel was making noise lately about changing his to Albier-Vayles so 

we were all the same...’ her voice drifted off, gripped by grief for 

one moment. 

     Belix, who was shaking his head and smiling, did not notice. He 

remembered the argument when Cadel and Emerré were married about who 

would take whose name. Cadel had insisted on taking Emerré’s name, 
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Albier, and would not be swayed. Emerré had also said she wanted 

something of his, and could take his name if she wished. So now they 

were Emerré Albier-Vayles and Cadel Vayles-Albier.  

     ‘Very unusual,’ Dr. Delane murmured. 

     Emerré fixed him with a quiet glare that was quickly taken over 

by a look of surprise. 

     ‘Emerré?’ Belix asked in concern. 

     ‘Nothing to worry about, Belix, Jonathan is just making his 

presence known.’ her eyebrows shot up again, ‘perhaps you would like 

to leave, Belix?’ 

     ‘Oh-oh, yes,’ he said, suddenly pale. ‘Dr. Delane?’ 

     ‘Yes, out you go.’ the Doctor said in a business-like tone. 

     ‘Do you need-?’ 

     ‘My assistants are all I need, out you go!’ he said and waved 

him through the door, closing it behind him. 

*** 

     A squall split the air. 

     ‘He is healthy!’ Dr. Delane cried in pleasure, ‘perfectly 

healthy, Lady Emerré!’ 

     He looked up, sweaty and smiling at Emerré’s face. Her eyes were 

on the baby for one moment. And then she collapsed backwards in a 

faint. 

     ‘Lady Emerré!’ He called in alarm. ‘Here!’ He handed the baby 

to one of the assistants. ‘Lord Belix may enter now.’ he said as he 

hurried to Emerré’s side. 
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     Belix entered with a crash and a yell. ‘What is it, is she-’ 

     ‘She is alive,’ Dr. Delane said as he turned around to face Belix, 

his face was pale and drawn. ‘She is alive. But she is not here.’ 
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‘No!’ he cried, ‘no, no, NO!’ 

     Light flared, nearly blinding him. He kept screaming. 

     ‘I’m sorry,’ a woman’s voice was saying. 

     ‘We knew she would, there was no question.’ came a man’s voice. 

     The light faded to a more reasonable level. For once, the dungeon 

was brightly lit. Across from Cadel’s cell was a large open area, which 

was now filled with people. Rochelle, a man he didn’t recognize, and 

those damn candles, in robes of red, orange and white. Further out, 

surrounding the candles were other people. Wizards? He didn’t know, 

he wasn’t paying them much attention. His eyes were focused on the 

candles. They stood in a circle, hands outstretched. Within the circle 

was a pulsing sphere of light. It had sprung up suddenly, filling the 

room with brilliant light. 

     The candles had been there a few days, he knew. Sometimes he 

didn’t remember, he was so hungry and weak, but they had been gathered 

and waiting here for a while now. They’d been checking his cell too, 

in fact the entire dungeon. 

     This entire place is a trap, lure her here to me, trap her with 

the candles. There’s no way... 

     ‘We can let him go now, can’t we?’ Rochelle was asking the man. 

     ‘Let him go? Of course not.’ 

     ‘But the candles, she can’t escape them, so it doesn’t matter 

if he’s here or not.’ 
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     ‘Well, of course she can’t escape-’ 

     ‘Then why?’ she demanded, panic entering her voice. ‘We only 

needed him to catch her, and now we have her!’ 

     The man paused a moment before saying, an indulgent smile on his 

face, ‘why, you’ve made a very good point, Rochelle. He can go, and 

you with him perhaps?’ 

     ‘Oh,’ she sighed, ‘yes.’ 

     The man nodded and turned back to the candles. ‘Have you got her?’ 

he demanded in a business-like tone. 

     As he said that Cadel yelled at Rochelle, ‘you’re an idiot! 

You’re such a fool!’ and he laughed wildly. 

     ‘We have her.’ One of the candles answered. His face was hidden 

by the light of the sphere. 

     ‘Are you quite sure? If she escapes...’ 

     ‘You have your necklace,’ another candle answered, ‘if she 

escapes, she can’t hurt you.’ 

     As this conversation was going on Rochelle was trying to speak 

to Cadel. The man suddenly spun around. ‘I’m afraid, dear, Rochelle, 

Cadel is quite right.’ 

     ‘Wha-?!’ 

     Her words turned into a strangled scream as the man plunged a 

knife up and into her heart. Her scream petered out and she slumped. 

The man stepped back and Rochelle collapsed in a lifeless heap on the 

ground. 

     Cadel’s cold and blazing eyes were focussed on the man. He didn’t 
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say anything. 

     The man looked at him and laughed. ‘Oh, I won’t kill you, at least 

not yet, Cadel. No, there’s no need to keep you alive, she can’t 

possibly escape. But I grew up fed on horror stories of shadow magic, 

I just can’t bring myself to get rid of my insurance yet.’ and he 

chuckled. 

     ‘She’ll die.’ Cadel said quietly. ‘If you keep her there, without 

her body, she’ll die. Disappear.’ 

     The man nodded. With his back to the sphere, his face was in 

shadow. ‘Of course, eventually. Soon, probably. But people have begun 

harnessing shadow magic, as you know it played a major part in that 

little war, you know the one. Times are changing, and we are going 

to change with them. And for that, we need to understand shadow magic, 

and be able to use it against our enemies.’ He turned back to the 

sphere. ‘Shadow magic is notoriously difficult to study, as you know. 

Everyone who uses it keeps dying. But dear Emerré, the oldest living 

shadow mage... what will our wizards learn by studying her?’ he 

chuckled and shook his head. ‘Oh, I can’t wait to find out!’ 
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Pain. It flashed all around her, bright light (light that didn’t 

belong in this dark place) and searing pain (how could she feel 

anything without a body). She withdrew into herself, pain and light 

ripping at the edges of her consciousness. It had been so long, so 

long since she’d done this. So sweet to feel it again. But Cadel. 

Cadel, Cadel, Cadel. She couldn’t forget him. She might forget 

everything else, but not him. She waited, hiding, trying to escape 

the light. It was everywhere. How could that be? She came back to 

herself, her mind started working again in a way that it didn’t like 

to when out of her body. What could cause this? Nothing could touch 

her here, nothing... 

     Candles! 

     Anger roared through her. Candles! The only people in all the 

world with a defence against shadow magic! And that was all they were, 

so useless unless a shadow mage was around... It was a trap. She 

realized suddenly. They stole Cadel and now have trapped me. Her anger 

faded into quiet. Despair rose up. Candles... I can’t...they are 

beyond my reach... Cadel is beyond my reach... 

*** 

     Time had no meaning in that dark place, outlined by painful, 

hateful light. But eventually, she noticed something. The edges of 

minds, magic approaching her. It felt as though she was alone in a 

dark room and a bunch of blind people were looking for her. They came 
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close, but they didn’t touch. They passed through her as if she were 

a ghost. They have wizards looking at me. She thought. Hah, they have 

normal wizards trying to study me! Well, that wasn’t going to work 

very well. If regular wizards had been able to find her in this place 

then shadow magic wouldn’t be nearly so deadly or useful. She allowed 

herself to be mildly amused and insulted that these wizards would even 

try. For a moment, it took the edge off her despair. After a while 

her amusement faded. They were working with the candles, getting 

inside that hateful little barrier they had erected. They had to, if 

they wanted to see her. But that put them in her realm. She approached 

the clumsy creatures, felt the edges of their minds. They did not wear 

any candle-amulets around their necks. They were vulnerable to her... 

that seemed very stupid, very thoughtless. Another trap? She 

approached carefully, sliding into the mind of a wizard. Suddenly 

light and pain exploded inside and she was thrust out. When she 

regained herself all the wizards were gone and she was alone in her 

prison. 

*** 

     ‘I didn’t like that,’ a man gasped, ‘I felt her.’ 

     ‘Well, she’s still got some fight left, that’s a good thing.’ 

another wizard chuckled. Louder, he called out to Cadel, ‘your wife 

isn’t dead yet!’ 

     Rage rose in Cadel, but he swallowed it and managed a grim, 

twisted smile. The wizards laughed, but Cadel did not respond. He’d 

eaten all the food he’d been given. Now he rested. His magic had been 
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drained away by exhaustion and fights and break out attempts. His eyes 

were glued to the glowing ball on the other side of the bars. Emerré 

could not escape that. It was impossible. But maybe if he... 

*** 

     More time passed. Emerré made a few attempts at capturing the 

monsters who entered her domain. But each time she was painfully 

expelled by the candles. There were a lot here, she realized. Enough 

to keep her trapped, with no weakening of her prison, enough to protect 

the intruders. A large, expensive operation... she thought. Candles 

didn’t come cheap. 

     Eventually, she realized she was dying. With no body, she was 

slowly breaking apart. She must have been here over a day. She had 

felt this way before, dispassionately observed her own disappearance, 

like fog on a hot, sunny day. But not this time. Grief lanced sharply 

through her. Cadel. Our son. So close, she thought, just over there. 

She drifted through her memories. I was nearly gone... I did not know 

myself anymore, but then I found him and...and then I found him. She 

pondered that for a while, she had no way of knowing how long. He is 

like a magnet for me...and he’s so close. With that thought in mind 

Emerré stopped fighting her dissipation, stopped clinging to thoughts 

of her child and husband. Will the candles disperse once I am gone? 

Will Cadel draw me to him? And if the candles are still around, what 

will I do then? She quieted those thoughts. It was time for her to 

go. 
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‘Are you sure?’ the man who had murdered Rochelle asked. 

     Cadel saw the outline of a head nod. 

     ‘Yes, there is nothing but... pieces left, but they no longer 

form a functioning whole.’ 

     ‘But she’s a shadow mage-’ 

     ‘If I chopped you up into little pieces and scattered those 

pieces around this room, would you be alive? Would you be able to come 

alive, even if I gathered the pieces up?’ 

     ‘No.’ 

     ‘Well, that is the equivalent of what has happened to her soul.’ 

     ‘I see. Can you learn anything from this?’ he was talking to one 

of the other wizards now. 

     Cadel, his heart beating painfully fast, tried to ignore this. 

They were speaking of something else, they had misunderstood, they 

were... but the words kept clanging around inside his head, trying 

to come together, trying to tell him some horrible truth. 

     ‘-I don’t know if we learnt anything when she was all 

together...’ he sighed. ‘It was like she was just out of our grasp...’ 

     ‘And what about you?’ 

     A small, childish voice spoke up. ‘Maybe... perhaps I learnt 

something...’ 

     ‘You’re a shadow mage, she’s a shadow mage.’ the man’s voice was 

getting angry. ‘Are you telling me you didn’t learn anything from her? 
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None of you did?’ 

     ‘Well...hmm, I guess if I practiced now... it’s kind of a sense, 

it’s hard to put into words...and it’s hard with all these mean candles 

here!’ the child cried petulantly. 

     A shadow mage? They had another shadow mage here? he thought in 

disbelief. 

     ‘Well, sure.’ the man said, his voice was now pleasant. ‘Sure. 

I hope so, these mean candles cost a lot, don’t you, you mean candles?’ 

     ‘If you can find someone else to do this, go ahead.’ one of the 

candles responded calmly. ‘Well, she’s dead and gone now.’ 

     ‘Yes, yes.’ he waved his hand. 

     Cadel sat quietly, concentrating on his rasping breath. Why was 

it so hard to breathe? Nothing was wrong, they were wrong so why was 

it- 

     ‘Emerré is gone.’ the man said. He stood by the bars to Cadel’s 

cell, his hands clasped behind his back. 

     Cadel sat stock still. He wasn’t listening. 

     ‘I’m afraid you know what happens now. But perhaps...’ 

     Behind the man the light flashed out, plunging them all into 

darkness that seemed all the blacker for the light. ‘...perhaps I’m 

going to get angry at whoever forget to light a torch before doing 

that!’ the man suddenly yelled, spinning around.  

     There were quick apologies as a wizard made a ball of light. 

Torches were lit, the magic light was put out. The man was talking 

again. ‘What I was saying was... perhaps it would be a relief for you. 
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I understand you’re a little bit crazy. That’s why you can only do 

violent magic, magic that hurts, correct? You can’t create anything, 

can’t fix or heal, only destroy. A little strange.’ he was silent. 

Cadel heard him mutter, ‘didn’t learn anything? They better have... 

I’m not taking the blame for this...’ 

     ‘Didn’t go as you planned?’ Cadel muttered in a cracked voice. 

He barked a laugh. ‘Didn’t go as you planned! Hell, my kid’s going 

to be an o-orphan, for no good reason! Gee, that makes me feel better! 

It really makes me feel SO MUCH BETTER!’ 

     ‘Hmm. I think I’ll have someone else kill you. Quite frankly, 

I am not in the mood to tangle with an angry, crazy wizard. Don’t 

worry.’ he smiled, but in the dark Cadel couldn’t see it. He wasn’t 

watching, anyway. ‘We’ll have someone down here soon.’ And the man 

started walking away. Cadel heard him muttering under his breath as 

he went, but he didn’t care. He was busy reminding himself that they 

were all lying. 

     As he was repeating his mantra to himself he didn’t hear the 

footsteps of someone else approaching him. He didn’t notice until the 

cell door was opened. 

     ‘Do you want to stand up?’ 

     ‘Do I want to stand up?’ Cadel muttered, every word excruciating. 

‘No, I don’t, not really!’ and he launched himself at the other man’s 

legs. The man let out a surprised gasp. ‘Hey, I was just giving you-’ 

he struggled as he tried to fight Cadel off, ‘a chance to die on your 

feet!’ 



   

 32  

     ‘Thank you, thank you, thank you! I’m so pleased you thought of 

that after murdering my Emerré, but you didn’t because you’re lying, 

lying, lying!’ Anger and desperation gave Cadel strength. But that 

other had magic. It burst out, sending him flying. He hit the other 

end of his cell with a bang and slid to the floor. Stars danced in 

front of his vision.  

     ‘Maybe if she’d fought for her country!’ the other wizard yelled 

in anger. Cadel could feel the magic building. This would be it. This 

would be the killing shot. 

     Fought for her country...? So it was our King... the one I fought 

for! ‘She was pregnant!’ he screamed back. 

     Bright red light grew from the other magician, casting 

everything into a shadow, heat radiating from it. It grew, filling 

his field of vision. Cadel closed his eyes. The light pierced his 

eyelids, making him see red. 

     Emerré. Everything went dark and cool. For a moment he thought... 

huh, that wasn’t what I expected... 

     Suddenly everything seemed to go sideways, as if he was in a 

whirlpool. He didn’t know what was happening, he was tumbling, things 

were rushing, he saw, no felt, other people, there was anger, waves 

and waves of anger, and he felt those other people wink out, yes, that 

was it, they were no longer there and then... 

     ‘Cadel!’ 

     Cadel opened his eyes, rubbed them. 

     ‘Cadel!’ 
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     Cadel found himself looking up into the face of Belix. ‘Wha...’ 

     Belix knelt down and shook him. ‘Cadel, is it really you? How... 

what... Cadel?’ 

     Cadel slowly looked around. He recognized this room. It was his 

favourite room. There was the dresser and mirror Emerré sat before, 

where he brushed her hair. There was the cupboard with all their 

clothes, all mixed together. I wonder if she’s tried organizing it 

again? And there was the side of their bed.  

     A frown slowly bloomed on his face. What was he doing in his 

favourite room? 

     ‘Belix...’ he mumbled. 

     ‘Yes?’ 

     ‘I’m home... aren’t I? I’m home?’ 

     ‘Yes, yes, you are. But I don’t understand.’ 

     Standing up he saw Emerré was lying on the bed, the blankets 

tucked up around her, her dark hair carefully braided. ‘Emerré doesn’t 

sleep with braided hair.’ 

     ‘What?’ 

     ‘Why is her hair braided?’ 

     ‘I- I guess... the maid? I don’t... Cadel, what happened?’ 

     Cadel slowly rolled his shoulders and wiggled his fingers and 

toes. ‘Hmm. That’s a useful trick.’ 

     ‘What is?’ 

     ‘What do you think, Belix? How do you think I got here? Emerré 

brought me.’ 
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     ‘I didn’t know shadow mages could do...’ 

     ‘No, no one did. She killed everyone involved in the plot too.’ 

and he grinned, showing his teeth. ‘Well, at least the ones not wearing 

candles. But I know which side it was now. Ours, Belix, it was our 

side.’ 

     His eyes went back to Emerré, ignoring Belix’s gasp. She was 

still and silent. Their talking had not woken her. 

     ‘Excuse me,’ he said, throwing off Belix’s grip. ‘I need to have 

a bath. And a haircut. Damn, I need a haircut.’ 

     ‘Cadel, your son-’ 

     ‘Yes, I really do need a haircut. Go arrange that, Belix. Fetch 

a servant or something, be useful. Or I’ll cut if off myself with a 

damn knife.’ he chuckled, ‘the stupid maids won’t like that!’ he said 

as he stalked into the adjoining room, the bathing room. He slammed 

the door behind him. 

 



  

  

9 

 

 

Hours later, Cadel emerged from the bathroom scrubbed and shaved. True 

to his word, he’d cut his hair and shaved his beard himself. It wasn’t 

the neatest job. Around his waist he wore a towel. 

     ‘Cadel!’ Belix called as soon as he emerged. 

     ‘Fire all the maids, Belix.’ he said conversationally, ‘I don’t 

want any of those stupid maids here.’ 

     ‘Emerré already did.’ 

     ‘What, all of them?’ 

     ‘Just the ones you don’t like.’ 

     ‘That’s all of them.’ 

     ‘Well, not all, but most of them.’ 

     ‘Good.’ he nodded curtly. ‘She’s far too nice, Belix. She puts 

up with too much from them, those snide little cretins always talking 

behind her back.’ 

     ‘Yes, Cadel, your son-’ 

     ‘Get out, I need to get changed. Have some food sent up here, 

Belix. I’m starving, I’ve been in a dungeon.’ 

     ‘Yeah, ok, but-’ 

     ‘Out, out, or I’ll fire you too!’ he said, suddenly angry. 

     Belix sighed and left, but before he did he shot back, ‘you can’t, 

I’m your friend.’ 

     ‘Then get me some bloody food!’ 

*** 
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     Cadel, who had dressed in what looked very much like pyjamas, 

would not be talked to while he ate. Belix tried, oh how he tried. 

In response Cadel threw a candlestick at him. ‘Later!’ He yelled, ‘I’m 

not in the damn mood to pretend to be nice, Belix! Go away and let 

me eat!’ 

     ‘I know you’re not nice, Cadel.’ Belix replied before leaving, 

deciding it might not be best anyway for Cadel to meet Jonathan when 

he was like this. As he left he shot a glance at Emerré’s still form. 

With growing worry, he wondered how long it would take for Cadel’s 

mood to pass. 

*** 

     When Belix returned an hour later he found Cadel gone, as were 

the plates and cutlery. Angrily, he went to check on Jonathan. The 

baby was sleeping calmly in the nursery. He was bald except for a fluff 

of light hair. Belix had wanted him to stay in the same room as Emerré, 

but Dr. Delane had expressed concern about leaving the child in a room 

with a quite likely dead shadow mage. Belix picked up Jonathan, who 

made only a little noise of protest, and headed back to Emerré and 

Cadel’s room. There, he waited. 

     Nearly an hour later, Cadel returned. 

     ‘Belix, this isn’t your room, you know. You can’t just come in 

here.’ Cadel said as he entered. 

     Belix stood, ‘Cadel-’ 

     Cadel waved a hand at him, silencing him. Belix watched in 

consternation as he walked around to his side of the bed. ‘Cadel, what 
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are you doing?’ Belix demanded. ‘I have-’ 

     ‘Hell, do you want me to answer your question or not?!’ he yelled, 

one hand in the process of lifting up the blankets.  

     ‘I have your son!’ 

     ‘Yes, I thought you’d try something like that.’ Cadel said and 

fixed Belix with a steely glare. 

     ‘Try something, this is your son! Emerré’s son, don’t you want 

to see him?’ 

     ‘It’s too late.’ 

     ‘What?’ 

     Cadel slid into the bed beside Emerré. ‘I knew you’d try and stop 

me.’ Cadel was looking at Belix, he would not look at his son. ‘I’m 

bringing Emerré back.’ 

     ‘What...?’ Coldness sleeping into him, Belix demanded, ‘Cadel, 

what did you do?’ 

     He smiled, showing his teeth. ‘Poison, Belix, poison.’ 

     ‘What, no, what did you take? Are you mad?’ 

     With infuriating calm, Cadel said, ‘I won’t tell you. Emerré will 

need to come to me to find out, to find out what I took, where I hid 

the antidote. Don’t worry, Belix, I’m not in the best of health. If 

she doesn’t come, this will all be over in a week, tops.’ 

     ‘Cadel, you have a son! Why did you... Emerré wouldn’t want that! 

Look at your son!’ 

     ‘Yeah, I knew you’d try that. It’s too late.’ 

     ‘Try what? Try to make you look at your child? Emerré’s child? 
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Do you want him to be an orphan?’ 

     ‘It’s too late.’ 

     Belix rushed over to the bed and thrust baby Jonathan towards 

Cadel. ‘This is your son!’ 

     Cadel looked away. ‘Take him away, there’s no point.’ 

     ‘There is a point! Tell me what you took, Cadel, damn you, are 

you completely crazy? What will Emerré think if she does come back!’ 

     ‘Oh, she wouldn’t be surprised.’ he shrugged and smiled, and 

Belix saw his eyes were shiny and wet. ‘Is she all you care about, 

Cadel? What’s wrong with you?! Emerré didn’t have a choice, but you 

do, Cadel!’ 

     Cadel didn’t say anything. He turned his attention to Emerré. 

Gently, he began un-braiding her hair. He smoothed her long dark 

tresses around her, his hand lingering for a moment on her cheek. 

Quickly, he wiped his eyes and turned back to Belix, his movements 

fast and jerky, as if he thought if he looked at her any longer he 

wouldn’t be able to stop. ‘She doesn’t sleep with her hair braided.’ 

he said, his voice watery and broken, his smile forced. 

     ‘Cadel, just look at your son.’ Belix said softly, and without 

waiting to hear another refusal, he gently placed Jonathan in Cadel’s 

arms. 

     Cadel’s face was hidden by his blond hair as he looked down at 

Jonathan. His hands were shaking as he gently touched his head. 

Without urging from Belix, Cadel picked him up. Belix saw the smile 

was gone from Cadel’s face, he just looked down at his son sadly, his 
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face lined with grief. ‘I wouldn’t be a good father.’ he said quietly. 

‘Not without her.’ 

     ‘I don’t believe that,’ Belix said, but part of him did. 

     ‘Don’t care. Jonathan Albier-Vayles. Belix, have someone change 

my name to Albier-Vayles, it’s silly that it should be different.’ 

     ‘Cadel-’ 

     ‘Without her, I think he would be better off without me. I’m not 

good without her.’ 

     ‘She loved you before you met, Cadel. I don’t think that’s true, 

and I don’t think Emerré thinks its true either.’ 

     Cadel shrugged. ‘Emerré will be a good mother. It’s both of us, 

or neither of us. I’m not one for...’ suddenly he shook all over, and 

Belix hurried forward to grab Jonathan. ‘A week, tops. She’ll come 

for me, Belix. I believe she will.’ he gasped once the shaking stopped. 

     Belix didn’t think Cadel did believe it, not entirely anyway. 

I think you’re just a coward! He thought angrily, but didn’t say it. 

     Cadel slithered down further into the bed, underneath the covers 

he took Emerré’s hand. ‘Emerré doesn’t like it when I come to bed 

dirty.’ he said and smiled. ‘In fact, she doesn’t allow it at all.’ 

     ‘Why would you go to bed dirty anyway?’ Belix muttered, not 

really caring for the answer. 

     Cadel’s eyes were fixed on Jonathan. ‘I’m not letting you raise 

Emerré’s child,’ he said with sudden fierceness, his eyes not moving, 

‘she’s mine.’ 

     Belix frowned angrily and kept his mouth shut, kept all the 
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things he wanted to scream inside. 

     ‘A week, tops...’ he sighed. ‘Give him back, he won’t fall.’ 

     And Belix put Jonathan back down on the bed. Cadel put a hand 

gently around the baby and then turned to look at his wife. He let 

out a sigh then closed his eyes. He shook all over again, his head 

jerking back against the pillow. Then he relaxed. 

     Loud, raucous cries split the silence, as little Jonathan 

started bawling. Belix leant down and picked up Cadel and Emerré’s 

baby. Cadel’s hand slipped away. 

     Belix watched the two, lifeless parents as they slept, tucked 

under the blankets. Baby Jonathan crying in his arms, Belix turned 

and left, shutting the door quietly behind him. 

     A week, tops. 

 

--The End-- 

 

 

 


