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For	those	who	do	different



1
	

Jacob

He	was	 still	 trembling	 as	 he	 laid	 out	 his	 bed	 in	 the	 dark	 that	 night.	 His	 fingers
fumbled	 over	 the	 woolen	 blanket,	 twice	 dropping	 it	 to	 the	 cold	 hard	 floor.	 He
swore	under	his	breath,	though	it	was	not	his	clumsiness	that	bothered	him.	Much
more	 disturbing	 was	 the	 way	 he	 was	 reacting	 to	 what	 had	 happened	 earlier	 that
afternoon.
‘Jacob.	You	okay?’	a	voice	near	him	whispered.
At	last	he	grasped	the	edges	of 	the	blanket,	shook	it	out	to	cover	the	improvised

mattress	beneath.	‘Sure,’	he	mumbled,	with	what	he	hoped	would	be	just	the	right
amount	 of 	 conviction	 to	 deter	 further	 questioning	 while	 avoiding	 suspicion.
Suspicion	wouldn’t	 do,	 not	 in	 here.	But	 his	 nearest	 sleeping	 companion	 took	 the
hint	and	dutifully	rolled	over	to	face	the	other	way.
He	eased	himself 	down	onto	 the	 thin	polystyrene	 tiles	of 	 the	bed	and	unlaced

his	heavy	boots.	He	 tried	 to	 concentrate	on	 this	 simple	 task,	but	his	mind	 flitted
one	way	then	another	so	that	he	began	to	feel	nauseous.
She’d	come	out	of 	nowhere.
Maybe	that’s	what	had	him	so	riled.	He’d	tried	to	shake	her	off 	but	she’d	been

like	some	crazed	animal	–	clawing	at	his	arm,	fingernails	digging	almost	through	to
his	skin.
Typical	Outsider.	They	know	what	they	want	and	to	hell	with	everyone	else.
He	eased	each	boot	off,	placed	them	quietly	on	the	floor	beside	his	bed.	It	was

cold	tonight	so	he’d	keep	his	jeans,	t-shirt	and	sweater	on	but	take	off 	the	cloak,	the
same	kind	they	all	wore.	Even	in	a	cold	bed,	the	thick	material	could	make	him	feel
unbearably	hot	so	that	he’d	wake	gasping	for	air,	certain	he	might	suffocate.
Cut	 from	 the	 reams	 of 	 fabric	 he	 and	Michael	 had	 found	 on	 the	 giant	 rollers

downstairs,	 the	hooded	cloaks	allowed	 them	to	conceal	 their	 faces	whenever	 they
needed	to,	which	was	anytime	they	were	out	in	the	open.



Today,	just	like	any	day	when	he	left	the	shelter	of 	the	warehouse,	his	hood	had
covered	his	head	enough	so	that	all	he	could	see	were	a	few	yards	 in	front	of 	his
feet.	He	was	always	grateful	 for	 the	hood.	Not	only	did	 it	keep	him	hidden	from
prying	eyes	–	those	eyes	in	the	skies	–	but	somehow	it	also	separated	him	from	that
old	way	of 	 life	 too;	 a	physical	manifestation	of 	 the	mental	divide	he’d	 initiated	 a
long	time	ago.
But	now	she’d	changed	all	that.
He	ignored	his	inner	voice	by	looking	to	his	hands	and	spreading	out	his	fingers,

tensing	and	releasing	them	in	an	effort	to	stop	the	shaking.	As	he	turned	them	over
he	could	just	see,	by	a	muted	beam	of 	moonlight	filtering	through	the	threadbare
curtains,	the	very	faint	but	very	real	outline	of 	her	blood.
What	would	it	take	to	be	rid	of 	a	mark	like	that?
He’d	tried	not	to	 look	at	her	as	she’d	begged,	pleaded,	for	her	 life.	Had	 looked

everywhere	but	at	her,	concentrating	his	gaze	on	his	own	arms,	his	own	body.	He
knew	after	years	of 	living	this	way	that	he	was	to	avoid	eye	contact	with	them	at	all
costs.	That’s	how	they	get	you.	That’s	how	they	reel	you	in	before	doing	whatever
the	 hell	 they	 like	 with	 you;	 anything	 that	might	 serve	 a	 purpose	 for	 them.	He’d
spent	five	years	avoiding	the	eyes	of 	Outsiders,	saving	that	intimacy	only	for	those
here	within	the	Tribe.	And	it	had	worked.	Under	Michael’s	guidance	he’d	felt	better,
calmer,	more	the	man	he	could	be	instead	of 	the	waste	of 	a	boy	he	had	been.
So	what	did	this	mean	now?
She	had	got	him	 in	 the	end.	With	her	stubborn	persistence.	She’d	moved	from

clinging	to	his	left	arm	to	grasping	both	of 	them	in	her	hands	and	as	she’d	pushed
and	 pulled	 at	 him	 that	 was	 when	 he’d	 felt	 the	 hood	 begin	 to	 give.	 It	 had	 slid
backward,	slowly	exposing	his	face.	In	his	panic,	he’d	tried	to	release	his	arms	but
with	 both	 of 	 them	 pinned	 in	 her	 grip	 and	 his	 hood	 almost	 off,	 he’d	 looked	 up.
Right	into	her	desperate	green	glare.
She	had	got	him	as	easily	as	that.
That’s	 why	 he	 was	 annoyed.	 That’s	 why	 he	 still	 shook	 even	 now,	 hours	 later.

That’s	why	the	slide	show	in	his	head	kept	flipping,	image	after	image,	thought	after
thought,	more	activity	than	his	mind	had	dealt	with	in	a	long	time.
He	spat	on	his	hand	and	tugged	the	edge	of 	his	sweater	out	far	enough	to	scrub

away	the	stain	she’d	left.	As	he	dug	his	polyester-covered	fingers	into	his	palm,	he
felt	an	overwhelming	desire	to	burrow	down	through	the	skin	and	tear	at	the	flesh
beneath.	He	needed	to	feel	pain	for	the	weakness	he’d	shown,	for	how	quickly	he’d
let	her	destroy	 five	years’	worth	of 	work.	He	spat	on	 the	other	hand	and	did	 the
same	 there	 until	 he	 could	 no	 longer	 distinguish	 the	 trace	 of 	 her	 blood	 from	 the



rawness	of 	his	skin.
Lowering	his	head	into	his	sore	hands,	he	felt	for	the	first	time	in	a	long	time	that

restlessness	 for	 something	 far	 stronger	 than	 the	 harmless	 home-brewed	 whiskey
they	 kept	 for	 Appreciation	 Nights.	 His	 fingers	 fluttered	 to	 his	 mouth	 where	 he
pressed	at	his	lips	to	try	and	calm	himself.
Lying	back	on	the	tiled	bed,	he	pulled	the	blanket	over	him,	flashes	of 	a	past	he’d

buried	 long	 ago	 threatening	 the	 edge	 of 	 his	 conscience	 and	 making	 his	 breath
quicken.
From	across	the	room	came	a	long	soft	snore.	That	gentle	rumble	reminded	him

that	for	everyone	else	in	this	room	and	the	other	room	across	the	corridor,	life	was
going	 on	 as	 before;	 the	 Tribe	 was	 going	 on	 as	 before.	 Its	 values,	 duties	 and
intentions	went	on	unchanged.	The	Tribe	wouldn’t	judge,	wouldn’t	discuss	the	past
or	future.	No	one	here	was	going	to	challenge	him.	To	do	so	would	be	against	the
doctrine.
No	one	needed	to	know	about	this.
Nothing’s	changed,	Jacob	repeated	to	himself 	over	and	over	 in	his	mind,	 to	try

and	push	out	the	feeling	that	somehow	everything	had.
He	closed	his	eyes	and	behind	his	lids	he	pictured	a	blank,	black	screen.	Applying

his	focus	on	that	screen	he	tried	to	block	out	all	other	thought.	With	each	lapse	of
concentration	 that	 threatened,	he	brought	his	 attention	back	 to	 the	 empty	 screen
and	refocused.	He	did	this	time	and	again,	knowing	eventually	he	would	slide	into
sleep.	It	was	a	method	that	hadn’t	failed	him	yet.
But	in	the	very	instance	that	his	conscience	slipped,	two	wide	and	pleading	pale

green	eyes	bore	into	his,	as	clear	and	real	as	if 	she	were	right	there	in	front	of 	him.
On	his	bed.	In	the	dark.
	

	
Earlier
	
It	 had	 been	 after	 lunch	 when	 Michael	 suggested	 Jacob	 go	 out	 for	 more	 food
supplies.	Mid-afternoon	was	the	best	time;	after	the	garbage	workers	were	done	but
before	any	fresh	food	could	stale.
No	one	said,	but	Jacob	knew	the	reason	Michael	always	chose	him	for	this	task

out	of 	 all	 the	brothers	 in	 the	Tribe	was	because	he	was	 the	only	one	who	didn’t
mind	doing	it.	When	you’d	been	as	 low	as	he’d	once	been,	slept	cheek	to	floor	in
the	kind	of 	places	and	with	the	sort	of 	people	he	once	had,	sticking	your	hands	in	a
pile	of 	someone	else’s	garbage	was	really	no	big	deal.	At	least	he	got	something	out
of 	it	that	was	useful	and	didn’t	cause	him	any	harm.	Usually.



And	anyway,	besides	all	that,	he	valued	the	time	spent	away	from	the	other	men,
alone.	There	was	nothing	mentally	or	emotionally	exhausting	about	Tribe	life	–	its
doctrine	ensured	the	opposite.	But	no	matter	how	restful	the	group	tended	to	be,
he	 still	 sometimes	 craved	 the	 sort	 of 	 solitude	 that	 only	 complete	 detachment
satisfied.
There	had	been	 two	other	 individuals	 and	one	 couple	 out	 picking	 through	 the

freshly	 dropped	 waste	 that	 afternoon.	 He	 recognized	 the	 two	 men	 as	 regular
visitors	(one	about	his	own	age,	the	other	older),	but	as	usual	no	acknowledgements
passed	between	them.	Just	unspoken	acceptance.
He	hadn’t	seen	the	couple	before	but	one	glance	from	beneath	the	shelter	of 	his

hood	told	him	all	he	needed	to	know.	They	were	new.
The	 woman,	 maybe	 twenties,	 thirties,	 was	 turning	 her	 face	 away	 from	 the

mounds	of 	trash,	the	bottles,	pulp	and	plastic	bags	containing	things	she’d	probably
rather	not	know.	Her	fingers	sealed	her	mouth.
The	 man	 was	 less	 fragile,	 trying	 to	 be	 enthusiastic	 and	 doing	 a	 great	 job	 of

pretending	to	ignore	the	overwhelming	stench	of 	slow	decay	that	first	hit	when	you
were	uninitiated.
What	they	both	were	though	was	desperate.	The	latest	fallout	from	Prosperity’s

resurrected	and	refurbished	spanking	new	American	Dream.
Your	choice,	folks.	Drop	in	or	drop	out.	What’s	it	gonna	be?
He	gave	 them	plenty	of 	 room,	 careful	not	 to	 tread	 too	close	 to	 the	 areas	 they

were	examining	with	polite	discomfort.	There	was	plenty	here	for	everyone.
By	now	he	was	no	longer	shocked	by	what	the	Outsiders	threw	away.	Fresh	food

that	 hadn’t	 reached	 its	 sell-by	 date	 was	 a	 common	 sight,	 as	 were	 dented	 but
unopened	 tins	 and	 cartons	 of 	 unfinished	 takeaway	meals.	Good	 food	 thrown	 to
waste.	Or	at	least	that’s	where	the	Outsiders	thought	it	was	going.	So	much	for	the
promise	to	turn	the	city	green.	Or	maybe	the	bits	that	mattered	were	green,	but	this
far	out	no	longer	registered	on	the	radar.	Still,	one	man’s	frivolity	was	another	man’s
survival,	and	at	least	he’d	be	able	to	take	back	another	sackful	today.
In	the	early	days,	one	sack	would	see	them	the	week,	but	with	numbers	growing

and	more	 staying	 long	 term,	 one	would	 barely	 stretch	 three	 days.	 Today	was	 his
third	trip	this	week.	They	probably	could’ve	managed	a	few	days	more,	but	 it	was
better	to	come	when	the	air	was	cool	like	it	was	today,	when	the	food	would	keep
good	for	longer.
A	faint	misty	rain	freshened	the	half 	of 	Jacob’s	face	not	hidden	by	his	hood.	He

was	always	tempted	to	throw	the	hood	back	and	raise	his	face	to	the	sky	on	days
like	these,	more	so	than	when	the	sun	beat	down.	But	he	didn’t,	not	out	here	in	the



daylight,	 not	 when	 at	 any	moment	 the	 peace	might	 be	 interrupted	 by	 a	 familiar
repetitive	 thrumming,	 like	 the	 blades	 of 	 a	 helicopter	 but	 on	 a	much	 smaller	 and
somehow	more	cowardly	scale.
There	was	no	set	timetable	for	the	comings	and	goings	of 	the	flying	plastic	boxes

that	hovered	and	circled	above	like	giant	insects,	each	with	a	large	wandering	glass
eye.	 Rather,	 days	 or	 even	weeks	might	 go	 by	without	 seeing	 any,	 and	 then	 there
might	be	two	or	three	in	one	day.	Random	seemed	to	be	the	favored	approach.	To
catch	them	out	perhaps,	or	just	as	a	reminder	that	they	were	tenants	of 	a	city	owned
and	controlled	by	a	higher	power	and	there	was	no	such	thing	as	freedom	here.
He	 would	 never	 give	 those	 jerks	 at	 HQ	 the	 satisfaction	 of 	 clocking	 his	 face.

Instead	he	savored	what	he	could	of 	the	fresh	breeze	blowing	in	from	the	coast	far
west	 of 	 the	 city,	 and	 looked	 forward	 to	 getting	 back	 to	 the	warehouse	where	 he
would	walk	in	the	sheltered	courtyard	free	of 	his	hood.
Pushing	 his	 hands	 through	 the	 layers	 of 	 soiled	 paper	 and	 plastic	 bottles,	 his

calloused	 fingers	 searched	 expertly,	 knowing	 without	 looking	 what	 they	 were
landing	upon.	When	they	brushed	up	against	something	ridged	and	cylindrical,	he
pressed	both	hands	 in	 through	the	grime	and	pulled	up	an	 industrial-sized	 tin,	 its
label	 part	 torn	 but	 the	 picture	 of 	mouth-watering,	 juice-gorged	 peach	 slices	 still
intact.	 Turning	 the	 tin	 upside	 down,	 he	 first	 checked	 the	 expiration	 date	 (Nov.
2031),	then	shook	it	to	check	for	leaks,	before	placing	it	into	the	hessian	sack.
The	men	in	the	Tribe	had	learned	by	now	to	appreciate	each	meal	that	came	their

way.	Between	growing	their	own	vegetables	and	scavenging,	they’d	not	often	gone
without	 a	 staple	 diet.	Desserts,	 however,	were	 a	 thing	 of 	 the	 past	 and	 no	 longer
missed.	But	every	now	and	then	there	was	a	day	like	today.	A	giant-tinned-peaches
day.	He	 smiled	 a	 little	 to	 himself 	 as	 his	 boots	 sought	 grip	 on	 the	 shifting	waste
beneath	 his	 feet.	 The	 brothers	 would	 enjoy	 dessert	 at	 tomorrow’s	 Appreciation
Night.
Though	the	doctrine	stated	that	Tribe	members	were	not	to	dwell	on	the	past	or

discuss	 the	 future,	 Jacob	had	been	anticipating	 this	month’s	meeting.	He	 felt	 sure
Michael	was	about	to	announce	something	big,	something	of 	importance	to	all	of
them.	He	had	hinted	at	it	during	last	month’s	Appreciation	but	it	had	been	clear	he
was	 taking	 his	 time	 to	 formulate	 his	 thoughts.	 Big	 decisions	 were	 scarce	 and
Michael	was	prone	to	ruminating,	so	whatever	he	had	in	mind	wouldn’t	be	revealed
in	a	hurry.	Jacob	knew	their	founder	would	want	to	be	sure	of 	all	his	facts	first,	be
certain	 he	 was	 doing	 the	 right	 thing	 by	 them	 all,	 before	 seeking	 their	 input	 or
cooperation.
Twenty	minutes	later	Jacob	gripped	the	half-full	sack	in	both	hands	and	swung	it



over	one	shoulder.	By	then	the	couple	had	already	 left.	First	outings	to	the	dump
were	usually	brief.	But	the	other	men	remained,	still	picking	up,	prodding,	throwing
back	or	keeping.
At	the	site’s	perimeter,	he	unhooked	the	wire	fencing,	pulling	it	back	just	enough

to	step	over	before	hooking	 it	 in	place	again	behind	him.	Security	never	was	 this
area	of 	 the	city’s	biggest	concern	–	 thefts	 from	the	 landfill	being	more	of 	a	help
than	a	crime,	he	imagined.	But	that	would	all	change	soon	enough.	The	high-rises
were	 expanding	 ever	 further	 out	 of 	 Brumont,	 the	 corporate	 sector	 of 	 Brumont
City,	and	 it	wouldn’t	be	 too	much	 longer	until	 they	hit	 this	part	of 	 town.	Already
one	 entire	 block	 of 	 ex-industrial	 units	 on	 the	 north-west	 side	 of 	New	Rathburn
had	been	demolished	to	make	way	for	gleaming	hyper-green	apartments	and	a	new
school.	He’d	heard	Portside	along	 the	east	 coast	was	no	different;	 although	some
areas	 of 	 the	 docks	 were	 apparently	 untouchable,	 since	 imports	 were	 more	 of 	 a
necessity	now	that	exports	were	not.
Where	 once	 there’d	 been	 manufacturing	 in	 New	 Rathburn	 and	 Portside,	 a

thriving	commercial	environment	supplying	a	global	market	with	consumer	goods
and	 local	workers	with	 a	 living,	were	 now	breeding	 towers	 of 	 polished	 steel	 and
glass.	 Glittering	 prizes	 to	 entice	 and	 reward	 the	 shiniest	 brains	 who	 were	 clever
enough	to	earn	their	way	to	the	top	of 	the	corporate	ladder,	 lining	the	pockets	of
their	benefactors	in	the	process.	However	much	the	Tribe	disconnected	themselves
from	 that	 old	 life,	 there	 was	 no	 mistaking	 Prosperity’s	 authority	 within	 the
boundaries	 of 	 their	 jurisdiction,	 delivered	 via	 the	 wrecking	 ball	 that	 crept	 ever
closer.
Five	 rich	men	 in	 a	 city	 of 	millions.	Who	would’ve	 thought	 they	 would	 do	 so

much	damage?
It	 had	 been	 a	 long	 twelve	 years	 since	Mayor	 Carson,	 a	 short,	 stout	man	 with

perspiration	issues,	red	cheeks	and	a	painted-on	smile,	had	thrown	in	the	towel	on	a
city	losing	control,	handing	over	the	keys	and	the	rights	to	Brumont	City	to	a	bunch
of 	 city	 guys,	 based	 solely	 on	 their	 track	 records	 for	 financial	 prowess	 and	 global
influence.	Handshakes,	broad	gleaming	smiles	and	booming	rhetoric	followed,	but
this	amalgamation	had	just	one	objective	in	mind	when	you	cut	through	the	grating
platitudes	 about	 success,	 and	 that	 was	 to	 nurture	 the	 financially	 productive	 and
drive	out	all	the	rest.
Jacob	walked	the	old	back	streets	and	tilted	his	face	to	the	falling	drizzle	for	the

briefest	of 	moments	to	clear	his	head	of 	all	that	nonsense	that	wasn’t	his	concern
any	more.
Even	now,	 after	 five	 years,	 he	 had	 to	 stop	himself 	 sometimes	 from	wandering



into	 a	 train	 of 	 thought	 that	 led	 him	 places	 he	 didn’t	 want	 to	 go,	 situations	 he
couldn’t	change.	Instead	he	turned	his	mind	to	his	breath,	to	the	soft	and	measured
motion	of 	air	flowing	in	and	out	of 	his	body,	filling	him	with	what	he	needed	and
disposing	of 	the	rest.
The	gentle	spray	of 	rain	helped	to	cleanse	him	of 	those	past	worries,	remind	him

they	were	 no	 longer	 relevant.	Not	 even	 the	 overgrown	 and	 litter-strewn	 pathway
could	threaten	the	peace	he	had	found	since	he’d	cut	ties	with	that	old	life.	He	often
thought	it	somehow	symbolic	that	here,	where	the	sun	rarely	found	its	way	between
the	 clamber	 of 	 empty	 factories	 and	 deserted	 office	 blocks,	 green	 grasses	 and
sometimes	flowering	plants	still	managed	to	push	their	way	up	through	the	cracks
in	the	concrete.	And	how	telling	it	was	that	they	did	so	now,	when	there	were	fewer
human	feet	around	to	trample	them	down.
His	eyes	fluttered	closed	and	he	smiled	a	little,	thankful	for	this	other,	simpler	life

he’d	been	given.
Which	was	when	he	failed	to	see	her	coming.
His	eyes	flew	open	at	the	sound	of 	footsteps.	He	ducked	his	head	and	returned

his	gaze	to	the	ground	as	he	walked	on,	tugging	at	the	hood	to	ensure	it	was	still	in
place.
Soles	 slapped	 against	 the	 sidewalk,	 drawing	 nearer,	 and	 fast.	 Small	 shoes,	 light

feet,	not	what	you’d	usually	expect	around	here.	He	sidestepped	to	avoid	whoever
was	coming	past	 in	such	a	hurry.	He	heard	panting,	knew	it	wouldn’t	be	a	runner
this	far	out	of 	the	city,	calculated	instead	this	was	something	he	didn’t	want	to	be
involved	in.	Crime	at	this	time	of 	day	in	these	parts	was	not	unheard	of,	but	bearing
witness	to	it	was.
He	pulled	again	at	his	hood,	to	signal	to	whoever	was	coming	that	he	was	seeing

nothing.	Still	the	steps	drew	nearer,	as	did	an	audible	tremor	in	the	breath	of 	their
owner.
He	picked	up	the	pace,	knew	by	the	shape	of 	the	sidewalk	that	he	would	soon	be

at	 the	 corner	 and	 could	 divert	 down	 the	 next	 street,	 making	 his	 position	 even
clearer.	 But	 whoever	 it	 was	 didn’t	 take	 the	 hint.	 The	 footsteps	 stuttered	 on	 the
concrete	 just	yards	 in	front	of 	him.	He	paused	as	 if 	to	turn,	perhaps	go	back	the
way	he’d	come,	then	braced	himself,	 ready	to	fight	for	the	sack	 if 	 that’s	what	this
was	about.	But	a	hand	gripped	his	arm,	and	instinctively	he	peered	up	just	enough
to	see	red	on	white.
He	tried	to	pull	away	but	she	gripped	hard,	fingers	plunging	into	the	fabric	of 	his

cloak	and	squeezing	the	skin	beneath.
‘Please,’	a	voice	hissed	through	gritted	teeth.



He	 yanked	 again	 at	 his	 arm,	 his	 eyes	 drawn	 to	 the	 wet	 red	 on	 white	 cotton,
struggling	to	keep	his	head	down,	face	hidden.
She	was	 strong.	He	 couldn’t	 shake	her	 free	but	 he	didn’t	want	 to	 see	her	 face,

couldn’t	let	her	see	his.	His	hood	shimmied	further	down	his	head	with	each	pull	on
his	arm.	He	dropped	the	sack	to	the	floor	and	tried	to	peel	her	fingers	away	with	his
free	hand	but	she	grabbed	for	that	too.	She	was	right	there	in	front	of 	him,	her	face
so	close	to	his	(when	had	anyone	last	been	this	close?)	and	getting	harder	to	avoid.
‘Please,’	she	spat	again.	Hot	breath	and	flecks	of 	warm	saliva	hit	his	chin.
He	yanked	again,	harder,	which	only	made	his	hood	drop	further	and	faster,	on	a

path	of 	 its	own	now,	one	he	was	powerless	 to	stop.	Fresh	air	hit	 the	back	of 	his
neck	and	without	thinking	he	looked	up.	But	 in	the	instant	his	gaze	made	contact
with	hers,	her	iron	grip	loosened.
Just	 before	 she	 dropped	 to	 the	 ground	 at	 his	 boots,	 she	 muttered	 something

unclear	but	which	sounded	very	much	like:	‘Help	me.’



2
	

Sada

Blue.	Blue	 like	 the	 ocean.	Or	 green	 like	 the	 tide.	No,	 blue.	Deep	 blue,	 azure	 blue,	 berry	 blue,
admiral	blue.	Dark,	half 	concealed,	afraid,	hidden,	hooded,	hiding,	hide	and	seek.
‘Jessica!’	Sada	shot	upright	gasping	for	air.
‘It’s	 alright.	 Jessica’s	 fine.’	A	woman	 approached	 from	 a	 long	 tunnel,	 her	 voice

growing	louder	and	clearer	until	it	was	right	beside	her	ear	making	her	jump.	‘Take
it	easy	now.	Everything’s	alright.’
Sada	didn’t	recognize	the	short	stout	woman	with	the	huge	glasses	and	bushy	red

hair	who	put	a	hand	to	her	shoulder	and	firmly	pressed	her	back	down	to	a	prone
position,	 but	 she	 sensed	 already	 that	 she	 didn’t	 like	 her.	 Her	 non-committal,
whinnying	voice	was	made	all	the	more	annoying	by	the	clattering	and	fussing	she
was	doing	with	something	Sada	was	unable	 to	see	behind	her.	Added	 to	 that	was
the	 confliction	 of 	 opposing	 scents	 clinging	 to	 her	 blue	 cotton	 top	 that	 were
attempting	and	failing	to	blend	together.
Orchid	Blossom	and	Bleach.
Sunrise	Blast	and	Antiseptic.
She	thought	of 	 the	 ladies’	changing	rooms	at	 the	rec.	Was	that	where	she	was?

Had	she	left	Jess	all	alone	in	the	pool?
Blue	pool...	azure...
Something	bleeped.	She	 jolted	back	 to	consciousness	 for	 the	 second	 time.	The

woman	lifted	Sada’s	left	hand.	Her	touch	was	warm	but	rough,	as	though	her	skin
had	 been	 buffed	 with	 sandpaper.	 She	 peered	 down	 to	 see	 the	 woman	 was
disconnecting	a	tube	of 	plastic	that	ran	from	somewhere	behind	her	all	the	way	into
a	piece	of 	tape	stuck	in	the	back	of 	her	hand.	And	that’s	when	it	hit.
‘Argh!’	She	touched	the	place	on	her	stomach	where	the	pain	radiated	from	and

tried	to	get	up.
‘Yeah,	 yeah,	 I	 know.’	 The	 woman	 fluttered	 around,	 putting	 her	 hands	 to	 her



shoulders	again	and	trying	to	get	her	to	lie	back	down.	But	now	she	was	properly
awake,	Sada	was	having	none	of 	it,	no	matter	how	much	pain	she	was	in.
‘Where’s	 Jess?	Where	 is	 she?’	 she	 snapped,	 with	 a	 little	 more	 aggression	 than

she’d	intended.
‘Now	why	don’t	you	just	settle	back	down	there?	Your	daughter’s	perfectly	safe.

She’s	outside	with	your	husband.	And	you	need	to	be	careful	you	don’t	burst	those
stitches	of 	yours	or	we’ll	be	starting	all	over	again.’
She	fought	against	the	nurse’s	strong	hands.	‘I	need	to	see	her.	How	long	has	she

been	here?	I	need	to	see	her.’
‘I	told	you,	she’s	fine.	Right	now	it’s	just	you	we’ve	got	to	take	care	of.’
Another	 blast	 of 	 Exotic	 Fruit	 Chlorine	 hit	 thanks	 to	 Pepper	 Ann’s	 close

proximity,	and	she	relented.	But	as	she	 lowered	herself 	back	down,	 the	searing	 in
her	abdomen	resonated	up	through	her	body	and	into	her	chest	as	if 	someone	had
poked	her	with	a	cattle	prod.	She	let	out	a	whimpered	expletive.
‘Okay,	 I	 know,	 sweetheart,’	 the	 nurse	 said,	 softer	 this	 time.	 Less	 velociraptor,

more	St	Bernard.
She	heard	the	soft	squelch	and	squeak	of 	foam	shoes	as	the	nurse	maneuvered

around	the	room	before	reappearing	at	her	side	and	putting	a	hand	to	her	arm.	‘I’ll
give	 you	 just	 a	 little	more	painkiller,	 but	 not	 too	much,	 okay?	 Some	nice-looking
fellas	outside	need	you	compos	mentis	so	they	can	have	a	chat	with	you.’
‘Don’t	 want	 to	 talk	 to	 anyone,’	 she	 mumbled,	 watching	 the	 liquid	 from	 the

syringe	empty	 into	the	space	where	the	plastic	tube	had	 just	been	evacuated	from
the	back	of 	her	hand.	 Something	was	wrong	 about	her	hand.	 It	 felt	 bare,	 lighter
than	 normal.	 But	 she	 was	 too	 tired	 to	 think	 about	 it.	 Her	 eyes	 fluttered	 closed
again.	She	forced	them	open,	instinct	telling	her	she	needed	to	stay	alert.
‘You	sure	about	that?’	the	nurse	said,	pressing	her	foot	to	the	rubber	pedal	of 	a

bin	and	throwing	the	syringe	in.	‘When	I	say	‘nice-looking’,	I	mean	one	is	real	nice-
looking.	None	of 	your	everyday-kinda-guy	nonsense.’
Sada	turned	her	face	away	from	the	nurse,	the	pain,	the	door	beyond	which	they

were	waiting	for	her.	Maybe	she	would	close	her	eyes,	pretend	to	sleep,	keep	them
away	a	bit	longer.	But	the	more	she	put	it	off,	the	more	they’d	make	her	wait	to	see
Jess.	They	weren’t	stupid.	It	wasn’t	St	Bernard’s	decision	to	keep	her	daughter	away
from	her,	 it	was	 those	guys.	And	 there’d	be	zero	chance	of 	seeing	her	until	 she’d
answered	all	their	questions.	In	the	right	order.	And	in	the	right	way.
Her	eyes	rested	on	the	light	coming	in	through	the	window.	It	was	still	daytime.

Did	 that	mean	she’d	been	 in	here	hours	or	days?	 It	 felt	 like	a	 lifetime.	Like	 she’d
overslept	and	no	one	had	thought	to	wake	her.	She	stared	out	at	the	cloud-covered



sky.	 Judging	 by	 the	 lack	 of 	 view	 out	 the	 window,	 they’d	 put	 her	 on	 one	 of 	 the
higher	 floors.	Not	 a	 rooftop	 in	 sight.	What	did	 they	 think	 she	would	do,	 escape?
Should	she	be	considering	it?
‘Do	you	remember	what	happened,	honey?’
The	nurse	was	by	her	 side	 again,	 in	 a	waft	 of 	Detergent	 Summer	Rain.	When

Sada	didn’t	reply,	she	went	on:	‘Only	these	nice	boys	are	asking	to	talk	to	you	now
you’re	awake	and	I’m	not	sure	how	long	I	can	put	them	off.	They’re	nice	and	all...
But	a	little	pushy.’
Sada	sighed.	‘Yeah.	I	know	exactly	what	they’re	like.’
She	wriggled	up	a	 little	 in	the	bed,	grimacing	as	her	wound	reminded	her	again

why	she	was	here.	But	pain	or	no	pain,	prostrate	was	not	the	position	from	which
she	wanted	to	deal	with	her	interrogators.	‘Let’s	get	this	over	with.’
With	 a	 look	 of 	 relief 	 the	 nurse	 patted	 her	 arm	 and	 hurried	 out.	 Almost

immediately	two	suited	men	entered	the	room	in	her	place.	The	shorter	of 	the	two
moved	over	to	the	window	and	peered	out	to	the	streets	below	before	taking	a	seat
on	the	ledge.	He	offered	something	of 	a	smile	but	she	ignored	it,	assuming	he	was
the	monkey.	She	looked	to	the	organ	grinder.
‘Ma’am.’	The	 tall	 and	presumably	 real	nice-looking	one	 stood	at	 the	bottom	of

the	bed,	finger	poised	over	his	digital	notepad,	preparing	to	beam	back	her	answers
to...	 What	 was	 it	 now?	 The	 Department	 of 	 Independent	 Criminal	 Knowledge
Subsection?	Or	was	it	the	Judiciary	Ensuring	Residents	Keep	Safe?	Something	like
that.
‘My	name	is	Officer	Paul	Giles	and	this	 is	Officer	Hank	Thompson.	We	realize

you’ve	been	through	a	terrible	ordeal	and	you	may	not	feel	like	doing	this	right	now.
But	most	criminals	are	caught	within	the	first	forty-eight	hours	after	the	crime,	and
we	know	you’ll	be	keen	for	us	to	apprehend	whoever	did	this	 to	you.	Any	 longer
than	forty-eight	hours	and	the	chances	of 	finding	them	are	significantly	reduced,	as
is	your	recall.’
Nice	speech,	Giles,	well	prepared,	but	not	 strictly	 true.	These	boys	wouldn’t	 forget	 in	a

hurry	that	somewhere	out	there	on	their	city’s	shiny	visage	was	a	speck	of 	dirt	with
a	–	for	once	–	valid	reason	for	removal.	But	at	least	she	now	knew	that	she	hadn’t
been	here	longer	than	two	days.
‘I	don’t	want	 to	make	 this	 any	harder	 than	 it	needs	 to	be,	ma’am,	 so	 if 	we	get

right	 down	 to	 the	 important	 stuff.	 Could	 you	 tell	me	 what	 your	 attacker	 looked
like?’
Sada	opened	her	mouth	to	talk	but	her	throat	was	drier	than	a	bowlful	of 	oats	in

a	sandstorm.	Her	words	flew	out	as	a	splutter.	Saliva	remnants	sprayed	across	the



bed	sheet,	ruining	any	chance	she	might	(never	have	wished	to)	have	had	with	Real
Nice-Looking.	 She	 could	only	 assume	 that	Velociraptor	 St	Bernard	had	observed
these	 two	 gentlemen	 through	 antiseptic-fogged	 lenses.	 Approaching	 handsome,
maybe,	but	real	nice-looking?	Or	maybe	Sada’s	own	Prosperity-fogged	lenses	were
filtering	out	the	good	bits.	She	should	at	least	try	to	play	nice.
‘Here,	 let	us	get	you	a	drink.’	Officer	Giles	nodded	to	his	partner	who	leapt	up

from	the	ledge	to	pour	a	beaker	of 	water	from	a	jug	at	her	bedside.
She	 wriggled	 further	 upright,	 thanking	 monkey	 Hank	 as	 she	 took	 the	 plastic

beaker	he	offered.	The	room-temperature	liquid	did	little	to	soothe	her	throat,	but
such	 was	 her	 desire	 to	 get	 this	 over	 with,	 she	 carried	 on	 regardless.	 ‘Male.
Caucasian.	Not	much	taller	than	me,	so	probably	about	five	nine,	six.’	She	coughed
again	to	clear	her	throat,	took	another	sip	of 	warm	water.	‘He	had	on	a	black...	uh...
What	are	they	called	again?’
‘Cloak.’
‘No,	not	a	cloak.	A	cagoule.	You	know,	one	of 	those	rainproof,	thin	jackets	that

were	all	the	rage	about	ten	years	back.’
‘Was	his	face	covered?’
‘Not	really.	He	had	the	hood	up	but	I	could	see	his	face	pretty	clearly.	Unshaven.

A	 lot	of 	patchy	stubble	but	not	quite	a	beard.	Not	old,	maybe	 twenty	something.
His	stubble	was	dark	but	his	hair	light,	fair.’
‘You	sure	it	wasn’t	a	cloak	he	was	wearing?’
She	shook	her	head.	‘No.	Not	a	cloak.’
Giles	glanced	toward	his	partner	on	the	ledge	and	frowned.	She	noticed	he	wasn’t

tapping	any	of 	this	into	his	tablet.
‘You	 realize,	Mrs	Anderton,	 that	he	extracted	your	SID	chip?	And	yet	 you	 still

seem	to	have	your	watch.	Did	he	try	and	take	it	during	the	struggle?’
He	nodded	 to	 a	 shelf 	beside	her	bed	where	 she	noticed	 someone	had	put	her

watch	in	a	plastic	bag,	defunct	now	without	its	accompanying	chip	to	pair	with.
So	that’s	what	was	missing.	Guess	that	made	her	temporarily	unidentifiable.
Free.
And	broke!
She	looked	to	her	bare	left	wrist.	‘He	tried,	but	I	wouldn’t	let	him	have	it.’
‘You	fought	him?’
She	clocked	again	the	look	that	passed	between	the	two	men.	‘You	think	I	should

have	played	nice,	Officer,	and	let	him	take	 it?	Handed	over	access	to	my	personal
history	and	entire	life	including	my	bank	account?’
He	studied	her	without	blinking.	She	glared	right	back.



‘Yeah,	maybe,’	he	said.	‘We	at	least	would	have	been	able	to	track	his	movements,
probably	 got	 him	 a	 lot	 quicker.’	His	 eyes	 flicked	 to	 the	 window	 and	 back	 again.
‘Look,	we’re	doing	all	we	can	here,	but	it	can	still	be	dangerous	for—’
‘For	a	gal	like	me?’	she	finished,	holding	the	gaze	of 	Officer	Dibble,	who	despite

being	at	least	ten	years	her	junior	had	clearly	been	an	early	graduate	of 	Prosperity’s
kick-your-wallflower-instincts-into-touch	program.
But	 then	 she	 pictured	 Jess	 sitting	 outside	 and	 suddenly	 she	 ached	 to	 see	 her.

Getting	pissed	like	this	wasn’t	going	to	help.
She	 put	 a	 hand	 on	 the	 bandage	 across	 her	 abdomen	 and	 lowered	 her	 eyes.

‘Maybe	 you’re	 right.	 I	 guess	 I	 forget	 how	 vulnerable	 I	 am,	 even	 in	 a	 city	 as
progressive	as	 this	one.	One	suggestion	 though,	Officer,	 for	your	superiors.	They
may	want	to	drop	a	memo	to	Influencer	Wagner	and	those	other	Prosperity	guys	to
hurry	 that	 chip	 injection	 technology	 along.	 Implant	 scars	 are	 just	 such	 a	 darn
giveaway.’
Organ-grinder	Dibble	sighed	 loudly,	either	at	 the	 truth	of 	her	statement	or	her

sarcasm,	she	wasn’t	quite	sure	which.	He	walked	around	the	bed,	his	polished	shoes
squeaking	against	the	sterile	floor	tiles	with	each	step,	and	pulled	a	chair	up	beside
her.
He	 looked	 to	 be	 considering	 his	 options	 for	 a	moment,	mind	 flitting	 back	 to

those	civilian	negotiation	classes	perhaps,	before	he	raised	his	head	again	and	said,
‘The	staff 	here	tell	me	the	man	who	left	you	for	dead	in	the	hospital	car	park	was
wearing	 a	 cloak.	 Is	 it	 possible	 you’ve	 got	 your	 attacker’s	 description	 wrong,	Mrs
Anderton?	Perhaps	your	memory’s	not	fully	recovered?’
Sada	 stared	 at	 the	 officer,	 trying	 to	 assess	 whether	 this	 was	 an	 attempt	 at

entrapment.	She’d	heard	about	them	doing	that.
She	remembered	her	attacker	clearly	enough,	what	he	looked	like,	what	he	wore.

It	 was	 her	 job	 to	 be	 observant,	 she’d	 been	 trained	 to	 do	 it	 without	 a	 second
thought.	And	she	knew	she	wasn’t	making	any	of 	that	up.	But	somehow	Giles	was
right.	There	had	been	a	man	in	a	cloak	–	how	had	she	forgotten?	He	had	pushed	her
away.
Officer	Giles	was	glaring	back	at	her,	unblinking,	still	waiting	for	her	response.
‘What	did	you	say?’	was	all	she	could	think	of 	to	fill	the	expectant	pause	and	give

herself 	more	time.
‘The	hospital	has	 footage	of 	your	attacker	dumping	you	a	hundred	yards	 from

the	doors	here	and	running	away.	And	I	have	to	say,	Mrs	Anderton,	we’ve	looked	at
it	too.	He’s	clearly	wearing	a	cloak.’
‘N-no,’	 she	 stuttered,	 her	medicated	 brain	 not	 able	 to	 process	 all	 her	 thoughts



quickly	enough.
‘We	can’t	see	his	face	all	that	well	on	the	footage,	what	with	it	being	covered	by

his	hood,	but	I’d	hazard	a	guess	he’s	a	little	older	than	you.	As	for	height,	I’d	have
said	six	three,	six	four.	He’s	no	shrinking	violet.	Wouldn’t	you	say?’
She	shook	her	head.	‘No.	That’s	not	him.’	Damn!	Why	couldn’t	she	think	quick

enough?	What	had	Velociraptor	given	her?
‘You’re	scared,	ma’am,	I	understand	that.’	He	leaned	forward,	spoke	more	gently,

either	misinterpreting	her	confusion	or	intentionally	goading	her,	she	couldn’t	seem
to	tell	which	and	that	was	disconcerting	too.	Usually	she’d	have	read	him	easily.
‘We	know	how	 this	works,	Mrs	Anderton.	But	you	can	 rest	 assured	we	will	get

this	man	and	take	him	off 	our	streets,	you	don’t	need	to	worry	about	that.	And	he
can’t	do	anything	with	 just	your	SID	chip.	Our	guess	 is	he	probably	got	 spooked
when	he	saw	all	that	blood,	realized	he’d	cut	deeper	than	he’d	meant	to,	hence	why
he	brought	 you	here	 and	 ran	without	 taking	 your	watch.	And	don’t	worry,	we’ve
erased	 the	 chip.	 You’ll	 be	 getting	 another	 real	 soon,	 before	 you	 even	 leave	 the
hospital.	So	you	see,	you’re	perfectly	safe.	There’s	really	no	reason	to	go	protecting
him	now,	is	there?’
Sada	 had	 the	 sudden	 urge	 to	 vomit	 all	 over	Dibbles’	 shiny	 black	 patent	 shoes.

From	 between	 clenched	 teeth,	 she	 repeated,	 ‘My	 attacker	 was	 about	 five	 nine,
twenties	maybe	thirties,	fair-haired,	and	wearing	a	thin,	hooded	raincoat.’
Despite	herself,	her	voice	wavered.	She	put	it	down	to	whatever	they’d	given	her.

She	 looked	at	 the	beaker	she	held	 in	her	hand,	half 	empty	now,	and	her	stomach
churned.	Her	hand	shook	as	she	returned	it	to	the	bedside	table.
‘I	saw	him.	Clearly.	You	haven’t	asked	me	yet	about	the	knife.	It	was	small,	a	bit

useless.	 Like	 a	 bread	 knife	with	 a	 serrated	 edge.	He	 cut	 twice.	No,	 three—’	Her
head	spun	and	she	felt	once	again	the	tearing	pain	rip	through	her	abdomen	as	 it
had	done	then.	‘I’m	gonna	be	sick.’
Thompson	was	on	his	 feet	without	being	prompted	 this	 time.	He	grabbed	 the

nearest	 receptacle,	 a	 wastepaper	 basket,	 and	 thrust	 it	 toward	 her,	 for	 which	 she
thanked	him	by	enthusiastically	decorating	it	with	the	contents	of 	the	water	beaker
and	remnants	of 	redundant	digestive	juices.
Officer	 Thompson	 cranked	 the	 tiny	window	 open	 and	 loosened	 his	 tie	 as	 she

wiped	her	mouth	with	the	back	of 	her	hand.	She	placed	the	bin	down	beside	the
bed	and	lay	her	head	back	against	the	pillow,	praying	the	room	would	stop	spinning
any	time	soon.	She	could	sense	Officer	Giles’s	impatience	but	she	didn’t	apologize.
Let	the	bastard	regret	not	letting	her	see	her	daughter	first.
‘Look,’	 he	 said,	 leaning	 in	 a	 little	 closer	 to	 her.	 ‘What	 you	 say	 here	 is	 in



confidence,	I	just	want	you	to	know	that.’
She	turned	her	head	to	 look	at	him,	noticing	how	less	real	nice-looking	he	was

becoming	by	the	second.	He	was	doing	his	best	to	appear	sympathetic,	if 	only	for
appearance’s	sake,	but	he	was	doing	a	pathetic	job.	No	Oscars	for	this	fly-by-night.
‘It	was	one	of 	them,	ma’am,	wasn’t	it?’	he	whispered.
She	 looked	 at	 him,	 her	 expression	 blank.	No	 use	 pretending	 the	 walls	 have	 ears,

sunshine.	Not	when	everyone	knows	those	ears	belong	to	the	people	holding	your	pay	check.
‘It’s	okay,’	he	went	on.	‘You	can	tell	me	and	Hank	here.’
Please	god,	she	thought,	the	only	thing	he	hasn’t	done	is	wink	yet.
‘You	know	who	 they	 are,	 don’t	 you,	Mrs	Anderton?’	He	nodded	 at	her	 as	 if 	 to

reassure	her	it	was	okay	to	comply,	perfectly	within	the	law	to	name	the	culprits	out
loud.	‘It	was	one	of 	those	tribe	members	did	this	to	you.	Wasn’t	it?’
She	glared	at	him,	at	his	head	bobbing	up	and	down.	It	made	her	 think	of 	 the

plastic	nodding	Alsatian	her	 father	had	put	 in	 the	back	of 	 their	 car	once	upon	 a
time.	Back	when	they’d	been	able	to	afford	a	car.	When	they’d	bought	it	with	notes
instead	of 	a	scan	of 	the	watch.	And	when	it	wasn’t	a	crime	to	drive	a	second-hand
motor	over	ten	years	old	through	the	city	streets.
But	 as	he	 continued	 to	nod,	 she	began	 to	 shake	her	head	 from	 side	 to	 side	 in

tandem.
‘No,	 Mr	 Giles,’	 she	 said,	 her	 voice	 firmer	 now.	 ‘It	 absolutely	 wasn’t	 a	 tribe

member	who	attacked	me.	Not	unless	they’ve	swopped	cloaks	for	cagoules.’
She	had	tried	not	to	bite	but	couldn’t	help	herself.	He	continued	to	stare	at	her,

and	even	when	the	change	in	that	stare	was	only	slight	it	didn’t	get	past	her.
Shit.
His	lip	curled	up	a	little	to	the	side	and	he	leaned	in	so	close	he	was	almost	on

the	bed.	She	resisted	giving	him	the	pleasure	of 	choking	on	his	over-applied	and	no
doubt	overpriced	aftershave,	 the	kind	 the	store	assistant	probably	 told	him	would
have	 the	 ladies	dropping	 to	 the	 floor	at	his	 feet	but	 stopped	short	of 	 telling	him
why.
‘You	sure	about	that,	Sada?’	His	tone	was	quiet,	icy,	and	he	didn’t	wait	for	a	reply.

‘You	work	 for	 the	City	 Times,	 right?	A	 journalist.	Not	 a	 bad	 job	 for...’	His	 gaze
roamed	down	to	her	chest	–	so	obviously	braless	beneath	the	thin	cotton	hospital
nightgown,	she	suddenly	realized	–	before	snaking	its	way	back	up	again.	‘Someone
like	you.’
Her	 heart	 beat	 faster	 and	 she	 was	 thankful	 she	 wasn’t	 hooked	 up	 to	 some

bleeping	 monitor	 that	 would	 misinterpret	 her	 feelings	 in	 the	 most	 heinous	 way
imaginable.



‘And	now	that	you’ve	split	from	your	husband	and	subsequently	the	luxury	and
comfort	of 	the	corporate	 lifestyle,	 things	can’t	be	easy	for	you.	You	must	feel	 the
pressure	to	keep	hold	of 	the	job	you’ve	got,	especially	with	all	the	new	boys	coming
out	of 	Princeton.	Young	guys	with	 fresh	 ideas,	energy,	 their	whole	careers	spread
out	 in	front	of 	 them	with	no	 interruptions,	no	time-outs	or...	 inconvenient	career
breaks.’
His	smooth,	moisturized	baby	face	was	dangerously	within	range	of 	a	fist	to	the

jaw,	but	she	knew	that	would	be	suicide.	There	were	far	too	many	things	at	stake	for
her	right	now	to	suddenly	become	Prosperity	enemy	number	one.
‘Bet	you	gotta	work	real	hard	to	keep	the	pay	checks	coming	in.’	He	frowned,	his

eyebrows	meeting	as	he	peered	at	his	electronic	tablet	as	though	somehow	it	held
all	the	answers	to	this	crazy	world	we	live	in.	He	looked	back	up,	meeting	her	gaze
squarely.	‘How	old’s	that	pretty,	young	daughter	of 	yours	again?’
Sada	had	already	begun	to	hawk	back	her	disgust	in	preparation	to	launch	at	him,

but	Giles	here	knew	when	he’d	hit	the	bullseye	and	now	relented.	He	leaned	back	in
the	 chair,	 stabbed	 once	 at	 the	 tablet	with	 his	 finger	 and	 looked	 up	 at	 her	with	 a
smile.	‘Now.	Let’s	try	again,	shall	we?’
Blue	eyes.
‘Was	your	attacker	wearing	a	cloak,	Mrs	Anderton?’
She	 cleared	 her	 throat.	 ‘Yes,’	 she	whispered,	 and	might	 have	 felt	 better	 if 	 he’d

leered	 at	 her	 but	 instead	 the	 kindly	 officer	 act	 was	 back	 on.	 He	 smiled
sympathetically	 and	 started	 that	nodding	 thing	again.	Quick	 learner,	 she	 imagined
him	thinking.
Deep	blue.	Ocean	blue.
‘And	what	else?’
‘Dark	hair.’
Giles	tapped	away.
‘Taller	than	me.’	She	cleared	her	throat	again.	‘And	his	hood	fell	back.	I	saw	his

eyes.’
He	looked	up	in	surprise,	as	 if 	she	herself 	were	the	one	with	her	finger	on	the

button	that	would	transfer	his	commission	bonus	into	his	account	this	month	and
not	his	superior	officer.	After	all,	the	eyes	were	the	next	best	thing	to	a	thumbprint
or	strand	of 	DNA,	a	sure-fire	way	to	identify	a	person	from	afar	through	a	roving
glass	lens.	An	expectant	finger	hovered	over	the	tablet.
Azure.	Berry.	Admiral.
‘Brown,’	 she	 said,	 and	watched	him	eagerly	 tap	 the	 screen.	 ‘A	 real	 light	brown.

Hazel	even.	Like	honey.’
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Jacob

There	 had	 been	 dreams.	 Nightmares	 too.	 He	 felt	 them	 on	 the	 edge	 of 	 his
consciousness,	along	with	the	memories	of 	yesterday.	But	it	was	easier	now	in	the
daylight	to	push	those	thoughts	aside	in	the	way	he’d	been	trained	to	do,	focusing
only	on	what	was	right	in	front	of 	him,	what	was	tangible	and	immediate.
It	 was	 a	 brighter	 day	 than	 the	 one	 before,	 coloring	 everything	 in	 a	 more

reassuring	 light,	 and	 helping	 to	 settle	 his	mind	 and	 lift	 his	mood.	Outside	 in	 the
square	 courtyard,	 sheltered	 from	prying	 eyes	 by	 layers	 of 	 overlapping	 corrugated
plastic	 sheeting,	 some	 of 	 the	 men	 were	 already	 pouring	 water	 into	 the	 chipped
porcelain	basins	dotted	around	the	perimeter	walls.
The	basins	were	a	by-product	of 	the	old	warehouse	and	while	the	taps	no	longer

delivered	 fresh	 water,	 the	 waste	 pipes	 emptied	 easily	 enough	 and	 so	 were	 still
connected	 to	 the	city’s	drainage	system,	for	now	at	 least.	Water	was	brought	daily
from	 the	 stream	 for	 the	 Tribe	 members	 who	 preferred	 not	 to	 brave	 the	 early
morning	 trek	 across	 three	 blocks	 of 	 industrial	 wasteland	 to	 bathe	 in	 the	 cool
Rathburn	River,	their	nearest	available	water	source.	And	though	the	Rathburn	also
served	 as	 their	 laundromat,	drinking	water	 came	 from	 the	 three	 large	water	butts
the	men	 had	 constructed	 to	 catch	 the	 rain	 that	 ran	 from	 the	 apex	 roof 	 along	 a
network	of 	plastic	guttering,	 terminating	three	quarters	of 	 the	way	down	the	rear
of 	 the	building.	An	 improvised	process	of 	 filtration	and	purification	followed	for
the	water	to	be	safe	to	drink.
With	hoods	still	covering	their	heads	from	the	journey,	the	men	who’d	made	the

trek	to	the	river	before	the	others	had	arisen	nodded	to	Jacob	as	they	passed	him,
and	he	thanked	them	for	their	duties.
He	breathed	 in	 the	 fresh	 fall	morning	air,	which	brought	 its	own	natural	 tonic,

washing	 away	 all	 that	 didn’t	 benefit	 his	 wellbeing	 in	 any	 way.	 At	 a	 free	 basin	 he
rolled	up	the	sleeves	of 	his	cloak	and	dipped	his	hands	into	the	cold	water,	cupping



them	 together	 to	 splash	 his	 face.	 Closing	 his	 eyes,	 he	 savored	 the	 simple	 but
refreshing	 sensation	 of 	 the	 trickles	 escaping	 down	 his	 throat	 and	 pooling	 at	 the
neck	of 	the	sweater	he	wore	beneath	his	cloak.
He	shook	the	water	from	his	hands	and	with	the	edge	of 	the	cloak	dabbed	at	his

damp	face	and	neck.	The	soft	material	was	warm	against	his	skin,	in	contrast	to	the
coldness	 of 	 the	 water.	 He	 held	 it	 there	 against	 his	 eyes,	 his	 cheeks,	 giving	 in
momentarily	to	the	conflicting	sensations	that	washed	over	him.	Mixed	feelings	of
comfort	and	suffocation,	of 	safety	and	terror,	memories	he	couldn’t	and	wouldn’t
remember.
A	flash	of 	red	on	white.
‘You	done	there,	brother?’
The	voice,	so	sudden	and	so	close,	startled	him.	He	whipped	the	cloak	from	his

face.
Rafe	stood	before	him,	the	long	sleeves	of 	his	own	cloak	already	turned	up	to	his

elbows,	 his	 black-inked	 skin	 on	 full	 display.	 The	 series	 of 	 interlinking	 chains,	 an
indelible	memento	from	a	former	life,	ran	from	the	back	of 	his	hands	all	the	way
up	his	arms	to	terminate	somewhere	unknown	beneath	his	clothing.
He	pointed	toward	the	sink.	‘The	basin,’	he	said,	unsmiling.	‘You	done	with	it?’
‘Yes,	yes	of 	course.	Sorry.’
Jacob	 stepped	 aside,	 noting	 Rafe’s	 grey	 eyes	 peering	 at	 him	 carefully	 as	 he

approached	the	white	porcelain	and	plunged	his	hands	in.	 ‘Michael	told	me	about
the	important	work	we	have	to	discuss	this	evening,’	he	said,	just	as	Jacob	was	about
to	leave.
He	hesitated,	turned	back.	‘He	did?’
The	black	swirls	of 	the	tattoos	quivered	beneath	the	water.
‘Oh,	you	didn’t	know?’	He	rubbed	his	hands	together	and	the	swirls	writhed	like

a	bundle	of 	snakes	released	from	a	sack.
‘I	know	he’s	been	considering	something.	I	suspect	he’ll	discuss	it	with	us	tonight

if 	he’s	ready—’
‘Right,’	Rafe	interrupted.	‘Ignore	me,	then.	I	assumed	you	had	talked	it	over	with

him.	Pretend	I	haven’t	said	anything.’
You	haven’t	said	anything,	Jacob	thought,	and	watched	as	his	fellow	Tribe	member

lowered	his	face	to	the	basin.
Rafe	had	been	with	them	barely	two	years	but	had	quickly	established	himself 	as

one	of 	the	more	vocal	members	of 	the	group,	not	one	to	hang	on	the	periphery	as
newer	members	often	did.	Jacob	knew	nothing	of 	his	life	before	the	Tribe,	though
if 	he	were	 inclined	he	 could	probably	make	 a	 few	guesses.	He’d	known	men	 like



him	in	the	past.
As	he	emerged	from	the	basin,	droplets	of 	water	ran	down	his	neck	and	dripped

from	his	dark	beard	to	the	stone	floor.
Jacob	waited	for	him	to	make	eye	contact	again	before	he	replied.	‘There	are	no

secrets	here,	brother.	All	will	be	discussed	in	due	course,	I’m	sure.’
Rafe	held	his	gaze	as	he	wiped	the	water	from	his	face	with	his	hands	then	shook

them,	spraying	flecks	of 	water	over	both	their	cloaks.	‘Of 	course.’
In	 a	past	 life,	 Jacob	doubted	he	would’ve	 given	 the	man	 stood	before	him	 the

time	of 	day.	But	 that	 life	was	no	more.	Here,	now,	 there	was	only	acceptance,	of
oneself 	and	others.	They	had	a	path	to	follow	in	the	Tribe,	duties	to	carry	out,	and
in	return	they	received	pacification,	an	untroubled	existence.	There	was	little	room
or	desire	for	anything	else.
Jacob	smiled	and	dipped	his	gaze	to	the	floor.	 ‘See	you	inside,	brother,’	he	said,

and	returned	to	the	warehouse	to	help	the	others	prepare	breakfast.
	

*
	

‘And	finally	to	the	last	and	fairly	momentous	item	on	the	agenda.	Most	of 	you	will
be	 aware	 by	 now	 that	 the	 need	 for	 us	 to	make	 a	 decision	 regarding	 our	 tribe	 is
growing	ever	more	urgent.’
Jacob	 looked	 around	 at	 the	 other	 members	 as	 Michael	 spoke.	 Earlier	 in	 the

afternoon	the	 tables	of 	 the	warehouse	canteen	had	been	pushed	back	against	 the
wall	so	the	men	could	sit	 in	a	circle	for	their	meeting.	No	head	table	or	hierarchy
here.	 All	 were	 equal,	 all	 important,	 all	 relevant.	 Michael,	 their	 elder	 statesman,
remained	 seated	 so	 as	 to	 maintain	 a	 communal	 atmosphere	 and	 to	 welcome
interaction	and	discussion.	Rafe	though,	Jacob	couldn’t	help	but	observe,	had	made
sure	to	secure	his	seat	to	the	right	of 	their	founder	as	he	always	did.
‘We	began	as	only	three.’	Michael	looked	to	Jacob	and	smiled,	though	the	hint	of

sadness	for	the	absent	third	member	was	not	lost	on	his	first	recruit.	‘Now	we	are
approaching	thirty.	And	fast.’	He	laughed,	unable	to	hide	the	delight	that	his	venture
was	proving	to	be	useful	to	so	many.	 ‘This	 is	wonderful.	This	 is	what	we	are	here
for.	There	is	clearly	a	need	and	we	are	meeting	that	need.	However,	such	advances
do	not	come	without	a	little	reorganization.	Whilst	one	of 	our	values	is	to	not	think
too	 far	 ahead	of 	ourselves,	when	 it	 comes	 to	our	 survival	we	have	 to	ensure	our
basic	needs	are	met,	and	this	sometimes	means	making	a	decision	about	what	may
lie	ahead.’
Some	of 	 the	newer	members	 looked	 from	one	 to	 another	but	Michael	 quickly

went	 on.	 ‘If 	 we	 continue	 to	 grow	 at	 the	 rate	 we	 are,	 and	 given	 the	 number	 of



similar	groups	forming	in	other	parts	of 	the	city	I	am	certain	that	we	will,	then	we
are	going	to	need	somewhere	larger	to	accommodate	us.’
Michael	paused	 to	 take	a	 sip	of 	water	 from	 the	cup	at	his	 feet.	Rafe,	who	had

nodded	along	to	Michael’s	words,	took	that	as	an	opportunity	to	speak.
‘Greater	than	the	concern	for	space	is	the	demolition	squad	creeping	ever	closer.

Almost	all	former	 industrial	units	 in	the	north	zone	have	now	been	replaced	with
high-rises,	 retail	 units	 and	 estates,	 schools,	 colleges.	 I	 hear	 large	parts	 of 	 the	 east
side,	 along	 the	 coast	 and	 close	 to	 the	 port,	 are	 also	 being	 targeted	 for	 so-called
regeneration.	We	know	they	are	aware	of 	our	presence	in	these	parts	and	we	know
how	they	feel	about	us.	It’s	only	a	matter	of 	time	before	they	force	us	out	too.’
‘Thank	you,	Rafe,’	Michael	interjected.	‘But	remember,	how	they	feel	about	us	is

irrelevant.	What	 they	 do	 is	 irrelevant.	 To	 our	 tribe,	 at	 least.	 The	 only	 thing	 that
matters	is	what	we	do	for	ourselves.’
‘Of 	 course.’	 Rafe	 looked	 to	 his	 hands,	 like	 a	 child	 who’d	 been	 given	 a	 simple

math	equation	and	responded	with	an	overly	complex	answer.
‘But	 you	 are	 quite	 right,	 brother	 Rafe,’	 Michael	 went	 on.	 ‘Prosperity’s

regeneration	scheme	is	a	concern	for	us	too.	Hence	why	now	is	a	good	time	to	put
some	plans	 into	action.’	Michael	 smiled	at	his	companion,	who	nodded	 in	 return,
his	authority	restored.
Jacob	 doubted	 he’d	 be	 capable	 of 	 the	 same	 diplomacy	 his	 friend	 and	mentor

bestowed	on	the	other	men,	though	perhaps	only	time	and	practice	would	tell.	But
with	only	twenty	years	separating	himself 	and	Michael,	he	was	glad	there	was	still
time	enough	yet	to	further	his	education.
‘What	does	everyone	think	about	this?’	Michael	asked,	looking	around	the	room.

‘Are	we	all	in	agreement	that	a	move	would	be	the	best	way	forward,	first	of 	all?’
Some	of 	the	men	nodded	and	muttered	their	approval.
‘I	have	a	question.’	One	of 	the	younger	members	raised	his	hand.
‘Sure,	 go	 ahead,	 Calvin.’	 Michael	 smiled.	 ‘There’s	 no	 need	 to	 raise	 your	 hand,

brother.	Just	go	ahead.’
‘If 	the	north	and	east	zones	are	no-go	areas,	and	they’re	already	moving	in	on	us,

then	where	can	we	go?	Isn’t	the	south	barren	land?’
‘Further	out	west,’	Rafe	chipped	in.
‘Why	not	go	out	of 	the	city	altogether?’	another	asked,	and	all	members	turned

expectantly	to	Michael	for	his	reply.
He	 ran	 a	 hand	 across	 the	 grey	 and	 black	 hairs	 coating	 his	 chin.	 ‘I	 understand

what	you’re	suggesting,	Daniel,	but	we	could	have	a	number	of 	problems	with	that.
For	one,	we	are	needed	as	close	to	the	city	as	possible.	If 	we	take	ourselves	too	far



away,	future	members	won’t	be	able	to	find	us;	we’ll	be	of 	no	use	to	them.	They’ll
be	 left	 to	 join	 other	 groups	 and	 we	 can’t	 know	 for	 sure	 what	 those	 groups’
intentions	 are,	whether	 they	 are	 serving	 their	members	 in	 the	way	we	are	 serving
ours.’
Jacob	cleared	his	throat	and	in	a	low	voice	added,	‘And	at	least	here	we	know	we

can	find	what	we	need	if 	we	have	to.	We	can	get	food	and	water	and	for	the	time
being	shelter	too.	We	don’t	know	if 	there	actually	even	is	anything	outside	the	city
for	 us	 any	 more.	 Maybe	 it’s	 built-up	 towns	 and	 villages	 where	 we	 wouldn’t	 be
welcomed.	Or	maybe	 it’s	 nothing	 for	miles.	What	 if 	 there’s	no	 shelter?	We’ve	no
transport,	we’re	all	on	foot.	At	least	here	we	can	easily	scout	the	area	and	move	on
again	if 	need	be.’
He	looked	to	Michael	who	nodded	for	him	to	go	on.
‘So	I	agree	with	Rafe,	I	think	we	should	look	further	west.	The	west	at	one	time

had	 more	 manufacturing	 units	 than	 any	 other	 quarter	 of 	 New	 Rathburn.’	 He
remembered	 it	well	but	some	of 	 the	younger	men	wouldn’t.	 ‘It’ll	 take	 them	some
time	to	get	 that	 far	out	no	matter	how	big	 their	diggers	are.	And	they	won’t	start
until	 they’ve	 got	 something	 to	 replace	 it	 with.	 Them	 corporates	 are	 good,	 but
they’re	not	that	good.’
A	ripple	of 	laughter	passed	through	the	group.	Even	Rafe	smiled.
‘Anyone	else?’	Michael	asked,	but	the	room	settled	to	quiet.	‘Okay,	brothers,	how

about	we	begin	by	checking	out	what	they’ve	left	behind	for	us	out	west	and	then
taking	a	decision	from	there?’
The	 men	 all	 nodded	 and	 voiced	 their	 agreement.	 Michael	 smiled	 and	 leaned

forward	in	his	chair.	‘In	that	case,	I	would	like	to	put	forward	a	suggestion.	If 	you
are	 all	 agreed,	 I	 would	 like	 to	 appoint	 Jacob	 the	 duty	 of 	 locating	 suitable	 new
premises	for	us.’
Jacob’s	gaze	shot	 to	Michael.	 It	wasn’t	 the	only	one.	Rafe’s	 smile	of 	a	moment

ago	 seemed	 to	 have	 been	wiped	 by	 the	 same	 confusion	 Jacob	 felt.	Regardless	 of
what	Rafe	had	or	hadn’t	known	about	Michael’s	intentions	this	evening,	clearly	this
part	of 	the	night’s	events	was	not	so	expected.
‘But	won’t	you	be	doing	it,	Michael?’
‘Your	legs	are	younger	than	mine,’	he	replied,	with	a	laugh.	But	it	was	a	joke	that

passed	uneasily	over	Jacob.	‘You’ll	be	able	to	get	around	the	units	quicker.	Besides,	I
trust	you	will	make	the	right	choice.	And	you	can	take	some	of 	the	members	with
you	to	help	you	make	an	assessment.’
Jacob	 was	 trying	 to	 read	 between	 the	 lines	 even	 though	 he	 knew	 he	 wasn’t

supposed	to.	While	he	rejected	the	idea	of 	a	higher	status,	Michael	as	the	founder



was	the	one	who	brought	about	the	bigger	decisions.	So	why	now	was	he	passing
this	baton	to	him?
Not	 only	 that,	 but	 to	 add	 to	 his	 concern	Michael	 was	 now	 holding	 his	 gaze,

willing	 his	 agreement.	 The	 room	was	 silent	 as	 the	men	waited	 his	 response.	 For
them,	the	business	matters	were	complete	and	the	food	and	whiskey	awaited.
‘Of 	course,	brother,’	he	replied,	without	breaking	eye	contact.	‘I’d	be	honored	to

take	on	the	role,	with	my	brothers’	assistance.’
‘Then	that’s	settled.	And	Rafe,’	he	turned	to	his	right-hand	man,	‘I’d	be	grateful	if

you	could	fulfil	some	of 	Jacob’s	tasks	in	his	absence.	If 	you	agree,	that	is.’
Having	recovered	it	seemed	from	this	unusual	twist	in	proceedings,	Rafe	leaned

back	 in	 his	 chair.	 ‘Yes,	 brother	Michael,	 of 	 course.	 I’m	more	 than	 happy	 to	 fill
Jacob’s	place.’
Michael	 clapped	 and	 rubbed	 his	 hands.	 ‘Well	 then,	 now	 the	 decision	 has	 been

made,	 let’s	 get	 on	with	 the	 important	 bit.	 I	 don’t	 know	 about	 you	 boys,	 but	 I’m
starving.’
The	 room	 filled	with	movement	 and	chatter	 as	 the	men	 rose	 from	 their	 chairs

and	made	for	the	tables	laid	out	end	to	end	beside	the	kitchen.	As	Jacob	followed,
he	 noticed	 only	Rafe	 remained	 behind	 in	 his	 seat,	 legs	 stretched	 out	 before	 him,
arms	crossed.
At	 the	 table,	he	picked	up	a	plate	 and	 thanked	Daniel	who	held	out	 a	bowl	of

rice	for	him,	all	the	while	convincing	himself 	that	the	smile	he’d	seen	beginning	at
the	 edge	 of 	 Rafe’s	 lips	 and	 ending	 as	 a	 glimmer	 in	 that	 steel	 grey	 glare	was	 just
another	figment	of 	his	recently	overactive	imagination.
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Sada

Sada	 grimaced	 as	 she	 pushed	 her	 way	 through	 the	 swing	 doors	 and	 into	 the
rumbling	hum	of 	the	busy	office.	The	familiar	waft	of 	perpetually	reheated	coffee
with	 an	 underlying	 hint	 of 	 printer	 ink	 that	 never	 faded	 even	 though	 they’d	 been
digital	for	almost	ten	years,	hit	her	senses	harder	than	normal.	She	raised	her	hand
to	her	lips	and	nose	to	stave	off 	a	wave	of 	nausea.
She’d	be	lying	if 	she	said	the	pain	in	her	abdomen	was	any	less	than	it	had	been

for	the	last	week,	and	indeed	she	had	lied,	to	the	doctor	at	the	hospital,	to	her	boss
on	the	phone,	and	to	her	estranged	husband	who’d	taken	this	as	an	opportunity	to
steal	 her	 daughter	 away	 for	 longer	 than	 their	 statutory	 visiting	 arrangements
stipulated.
She’d	managed	 to	 convince	 all	 but	 the	 latter	 that	 she	 was	 well	 on	 her	 way	 to

recovery	 and	 fit	 for	purpose	once	 again.	But	 it	was	 to	her	unbearable	 annoyance
that	Marcus	 still	 knew	her	 better	 than	 she	wished	he	 did.	He	 knew	 she	wouldn’t
want	Jess	to	see	her	 in	pain	and	had	played	on	that	until	she	relented	and	let	him
take	their	daughter	off 	her	hands	for	the	week.	She	would	not,	even	under	duress
of 	torture,	let	him	know	that	this	time	alone	by	herself 	was	actually	what	she	had
needed	–	to	get	her	head	around	what	had	happened,	to	properly	think	it	through,
and	to	decide	what	to	do	about	it.
Hurrying	over	the	carpet	tiles	to	her	cubicle	halfway	down	the	room,	she	quietly

rebuffed	 the	 nods	 and	 concerned	 enquiries	 from	 other	 desk-bound	 inmates	 and
threw	 herself 	 down	 into	 her	 chair,	 dipping	 her	 head	 to	 avoid	 any	 accidental	 eye
contact.	 She	dropped	her	bag	 to	 the	 floor,	 kicked	 it	 under	 the	desk,	 and	without
raising	her	head	she	reached	for	the	first	thing	in	her	in-tray.
‘Hey!’	A	voice	sprang	up	from	behind	her.	‘What	the	hell	are	you	doing	here?’
She	jumped	and	winced,	before	breathing	a	sigh	of 	relief.	‘Oh,	it’s	only	you.’
Alex	 sat	 on	 the	 edge	 of 	 her	 desk	 and	 smiled	 a	 broad	 grin.	 ‘Seriously,	 what	 in



god’s	name	are	you	doing	back	here	already?’
Slow	and	steady,	 she	 leaned	back	 in	her	chair	and	sighed.	 ‘Don’t	you	start.	 I’ve

had	enough	histrionics	 from	everyone	else.	You	of 	all	people	know	full	well	why
I’m	back	here	already.	Rent	to	pay.	Daughter	to	feed.	Career	to	cling	to	with	what’s
left	of 	my	blackened	soul.’
The	smile	faded	from	his	lips	and	he	shook	his	head.	‘This	place	is	unbelievable.’

He	 reached	 for	 the	 paperclips	 on	 her	 desk,	 his	 head	 bowed	 as	 he	 clipped	 them
together.	‘No	paid	sick	leave	then,	huh?’
She	stifled	a	laugh.	‘Paid	leave?	What	the	fuck	is	that?’
But	 Alex	 didn’t	 laugh	 with	 her.	 She	 studied	 his	 crestfallen	 face,	 so	 easily

embittered	for	one	so	young.	She	tapped	him	on	the	knee.	 ‘Hey,	 it’s	not	so	bad.	I
could	have	 stayed	at	home	a	 little	 longer,	but	 you	know	how	four	walls	drive	me
crazy.	Besides,	 I’m	not	 sure	 I	 could	 go	 the	whole	week	without	 seeing	 your	 fresh,
handsome	face,	my	young	apprentice.’
The	sly	grin	returned	to	his	lips	and	a	soft	pink	flush	rose	in	his	cheeks.
‘Sada,	 I	 stopped	 being	 your	 apprentice	 around	 two	 years	 ago	 now.	 Don’t	 you

remember?’	 he	 said,	 his	 question	 enunciated	 as	 though	 it	were	 her	marbles	 she’d
lost	 in	 the	knife	 attack	 instead	of 	 a	quarter	of 	her	blood	 supply.	 ‘But	 it	 certainly
wasn’t	 the	work	 you	were	missing.	What	 trash	 you	 got	 today?’	He	 peered	 at	 the
sheet	she’d	taken	from	her	in-tray.	‘Feature.	Ten	thousand	words.	The	Rise	and	Rise
of 	Carter	Lyle	Associates,’	he	read.
She	 groaned	 and	 rolled	 her	 eyes.	 ‘Urgh,	 no.	 More	 corporate	 bullshit	 brown-

nosing.	I	should	have	stayed	in	bed	after	all.’
‘Yeah,’	said	Alex,	getting	up	from	her	desk.	‘But	like	you	said,	then	you	wouldn’t

have	had	the	pleasure	of 	seeing	my	pretty	face.	Here,’	he	said,	stringing	a	paperclip
chain	around	her	wrist.	‘A	little	something	to	make	you	feel	better.’
‘Gee,	 thanks.	Fashionable	and	 practical.	 I	 knew	 I	 could	 count	 on	 your	 support

during	this	difficult	time.’	He	smiled	and	turned	to	leave.
‘Oh,	 wait,’	 she	 called.	 ‘You	 free	 later?	 Same	 time,	 usual	 place?	 Marcus	 has

commandeered	Jess	for	a	few	extra	nights.’
He	sat	back	down	on	the	edge	of 	her	desk.	‘Well	sure,	sugar.’
She	gripped	her	abdomen.	‘Please	don’t.	It’s	painful.’	She	waited	for	the	throb	to

subside	before	she	leaned	toward	him	and	asked	in	a	hushed	voice,	‘Alex,	what	do
you	know	about	the	tribes?’
She	pretended	she	didn’t	see	him	physically	flinch.
‘Not	enough	and	too	much,’	he	replied	after	a	moment,	peering	at	her	through

narrowed	eyes.



‘Great,’	 she	 said,	 leaning	 forward	 to	 switch	 on	 her	 computer	 and	 waving	 him
away.	‘I	want	to	know	all	of 	it.	Tonight	at	yours.’

	
*

	
Alex	came	into	the	sitting	room,	bare	feet	slapping	over	the	stone	tiles,	and	handed
Sada	 a	 cold	bottle	of 	beer.	He	dropped	down	 into	 the	 armchair	 across	 from	 the
sofa	where	she	sat	and	eyed	her	carefully.
Without	breaking	his	gaze,	he	swigged	from	his	own	bottle,	once,	twice,	and	then

after	the	third	mouthful,	put	the	bottle	on	the	low	coffee	table	between	them	and
leaned	forward	to	try	and	read	her	thoughts.	At	least	that’s	what	it	looked	like.
Judging	 by	 his	 expression,	 she	 could	 only	 interpret	 the	 results	 of 	 this	 intense

evaluation	as:	caution,	uncertainty,	concern,	caution,	dread.
‘What?’	she	said,	when	she	could	stand	it	no	more.
‘Why	do	you	want	to	know?	What’s	the	sudden	interest?	This	work-related?’
‘Hell,	no.’
‘Movement-related?’
‘No,	nothing	to	do	with	the	Movement.’	She	paused,	considering	how	best	to	go

about	this,	how	much	to	tell	him.	Like	her,	he	was	already	embroiled	in	enough	off-
duty	activity	to	get	himself 	in	serious	trouble	with	the	paper,	the	law,	his	family	and
those	 smiley	 chaps	 at	 Prosperity,	 let	 alone	 bringing	 him	 in	 on	 her	 own	 personal
issues	too.
‘It’s	 private,’	 she	 said.	 ‘Look,	 all	 I’m	 asking	 for	 is	 some	 information.	Whatever

you’ve	got.	Nothing	more	than	that.’
He	 laughed,	a	gentle	rattle	of 	sarcastic	amusement	that	reached	his	brown	eyes

so	they	glimmered,	though	not	necessarily	in	a	happy	way.	After	a	groan	and	a	sigh,
he	rubbed	his	hand	across	the	back	of 	his	neck.	A	psychologist	might	suggest	that
he	was	already	feeling	the	noose	scraping	against	his	youthful	skin.	Thankfully,	she
was	no	psychologist.
‘I	won’t	get	you	into	trouble,	Alex,	I	swear.	You	know	that.’
‘It’s	 not	me	 I’m	worried	 about.’	He	picked	up	his	 beer	 and	 took	 another	 swig.

‘Alright.	I	know	what	you’re	like	when	you’re	onto	something.	What	do	you	want	to
know?	But	you’ve	got	to	tell	me	why	you	want	to	know	first.’
She	kicked	off 	her	 shoes	 and	curled	her	 legs	beneath	her,	being	careful	not	 to

overstretch	her	stomach.	She	placed	a	hand	over	her	blouse,	felt	for	the	padding	of
the	fresh	bandage,	beneath	which	they’d	inserted	her	new	Secure	ID	chip	just	to	the
right	of 	the	wound.
They	 had	 asked	 her	 if 	 she	 wanted	 it	 implanted	 somewhere	 else,	 now	 that	 the



chips	were	smaller	than	they	used	to	be	–	just	one	centimeter	in	diameter,	compared
to	the	one-inch	chip	they	had	branded	her	with	ten	years	ago	when	the	system	was
first	 implemented	 and	 the	 city	 turned	 fully	 cashless.	But	 she	 rebuked	 the	popular
choice	of 	upper	arm,	inner	thigh	or	back	of 	the	neck,	and	had	the	chip	put	back	in
the	 same	 place;	 she	 already	 had	 enough	 battle	 scars	 as	 it	 was	 without	 adding
another.	 If 	 it	 wasn’t	 mandatory,	 and	 if 	 she	 didn’t	 need	 the	 money	 for	 Jess,	 she
might	well	have	refused	altogether	 just	 to	dig	her	heels	 in.	But	a	spell	 in	 the	cells
wasn’t	ideal	when	you	were	trying	to	be	a	responsible	parent.
And	 besides,	 she	 needed	 to	 keep	 on	 earning	 money	 for	 the	 plans	 she’d	 been

making	of 	late.
Sit	tight,	Blondie,	and	don’t	make	a	scene.	This	won’t	be	forever.
‘Oh	 my	 god!’	 Alex’s	 expression	 shot	 up	 another	 notch	 more	 intense	 than	 a

moment	ago.	‘A	tribe	did	this.	My	god,	I	should	have	guessed.’
She	tutted	and	rolled	her	eyes.	‘No,	not	that.’
‘They’re	dangerous	people,	Sada.	Unpredictable.’
‘It	wasn’t	them.’
‘Jesus.	It	really	is	a	wonder	you	got	out	of 	there	alive.’
By	the	look	on	his	face,	anyone	would	think	she’d	pulled	herself 	from	the	jaws

of 	an	alligator	using	only	a	toothbrush	for	leverage.
‘Barking	and	totally	wrong	tree,	Alex.’
‘Did	you	report	them?	You	can’t	afford	to	mess	with	that	lot,	Sada.	Do	you	know

what	you’re	getting—’
‘Alex!	 Will	 you	 stop?	 It	 wasn’t	 the	 tribes.	 It	 was	 a	 mugger,	 I	 told	 you.	 Some

random	desperate	 idiot.’	She	blew	out	a	sigh.	 ‘God	knows	I	can’t	even	blame	him
for	trying.	We	both	know	this	city	drives	them	to	it.’
Her	 voice	 at	 last	 getting	 through,	 he	 leaned	 back	 in	 his	 seat	 but	 looked

unconvinced.
She	 waited	 for	 him	 to	 calm	 a	 little.	 He	 was	 young,	 just	 twenty-three,	 and	 a

hothead	but	she	knew	the	type.	She’d	been	the	same	at	his	age.	He’d	argue	she	still
was	the	same,	but	he	hadn’t	known	her	back	then.	Though	she’d	never	tell	him,	she
admired	that	anger	about	him,	 that	 restlessness;	 it	meant	he’d	never	 lie	down	and
accept.	So	many	young	people	were	doing	just	that.	They	were	growing	up	believing
the	life	Prosperity	sold	them	was	right	and	good,	which	only	made	them	compliant,
robots,	 marionettes	 pulled	 on	 the	 strings	 of 	 five	 very	 wealthy	 and	 powerful
puppeteers.	The	saddest	thing	of 	all	was	that	they	couldn’t	step	outside	themselves
long	enough	to	see	what	was	happening.	Each	new	generation	knew	no	other	life.
‘The	 reason	 I’m	 asking	 is	 not	 because	 I	 was	 attacked	 by	 a	 tribe	member.	 But



because	I	was	saved	by	one.’
She	let	that	sink	in.	Waited	for	a	change	in	his	expression,	a	look	of 	disbelief 	or

utter	 bewilderment,	 a	 shake	 of 	 the	 head.	 But	 he	 just	 looked	 at	 her,	 anticipating
more.
‘After	 he’d	 found	 my	 scar	 and	 got	 the	 chip	 –	 Random	 Poor	 Idiot	 –	 almost

disemboweling	me	in	the	process,	I	got	free	from	him	and	ran.	I	knew	I	didn’t	have
long	because...	well,	I	just	knew.	I	thought	if 	I	stayed	there	I	was	done	for,	but	I	was
too	far	from	Main	Street	to	get	help.	And	then	I	saw	him.	So	I	ran	headlong	at	him.’
Replaying	the	events	out	 loud	 like	 this,	particularly	 to	Alex	who	had	seen	more

than	enough	bloodshed	in	his	young	life,	was	not	as	easy	as	she’d	thought	it	would
be.	She	took	a	large	mouthful	of 	beer	and	gulped	it	down,	relishing	the	feel	of 	the
cool	liquid	sliding	down	her	throat.	She	almost	felt	it	land	in	her	stomach,	soothing
the	spot	that	needed	it	most.
‘What	was	he	wearing?’	Alex	asked.
‘Black	cloak,	 just	 like	 they	 say.	 It	 covered	him	almost	 completely.	His	head,	his

arms,	his	body,	right	down	to	his	jeans	and	these	huge,	chunky	boots,	 like	the	old
Doc	Martens	we	used	to	wear.	Well,	I	did.	You	missed	that	era.’
‘What	did	he	do?’
Struggled,	fought,	pushed	her	away.
‘I	was	desperate,	so	I	grabbed	at	him.	Begged	for	his	help.	The	guy	didn’t	stand	a

chance.’	She	smiled.	It	would	have	been	funny	if 	it	wasn’t	so	tragic;	this	poor	man
besieged	by	a	 raging	 lunatic	covered	 in	her	own	blood.	 ‘And	I	saw	his	 face,	Alex.
Just	for	a	minute.	The	hood	he	wore	fell	back	off 	his	face.’
She	shook	her	head,	remembering	the	man’s	features,	the	prominent	nose,	set	of

his	jaw,	eyes	wide,	two	dark	blue	intriguing	kaleidoscopes.	It	had	all	come	back	so
clear	in	the	hours	after	her	conversation	with	Dibble	and	his	sidekick.
‘Do	you	know	what	I	saw	in	his	face,	Alex?	The	weirdest	 thing.’	He	raised	one

eyebrow	in	forced	anticipation.	‘Fear.	He	was	more	terrified	than	I	was.’
‘Not	entirely	surprising	given	the	state	you	were	in.	So	what	did	he	do?’
‘He	was	pushing	me	away.	Like	he	thought	I	was	attacking	him.	Like	I	would	hurt

him	in	some	way.’	She	frowned.	The	rest	was	foggy.	‘After	that	I	don’t	know,	I	must
have	passed	out.	It	was	only	when	I	was	questioned	by	the	officers	in	the	hospital
that	I	realized	what	had	happened.	He	took	me	to	the	hospital,	Alex.	He	saved	my
life.	He	could	have	just	walked	away.	Why	didn’t	he?’
‘How	can	you	be	sure	it	was	him	who	took	you	there?’
‘Spoken	like	a	true	investigative	journalist,	Hinckley.’	She	smiled	to	try	and	lighten

this	downturn	in	the	mood,	but	it	wasn’t	reciprocated.	‘The	hospital	had	footage	of



him	leaving	me	in	the	car	park,	just	outside	the	front	doors.	The	officers	assumed,
or	at	least	wanted	to	believe,	it	was	him	who	attacked	me.	I	mean,	where’s	the	sense
in	that?	If 	it	had	been	him,	he’d	have	taken	my	watch	when	I	was	flat	out	cold;	he
supposedly	already	had	 the	chip.	But	 they	explained	 that	away	by	painting	him	as
some	sort	of 	mugger	with	a	conscience.’
She	paused,	looked	down	at	her	hands,	recalling	the	feel	of 	thick	fabric	beneath

her	fingers,	her	fear	that	Jess	would	never	see	her	again.	‘They	wouldn’t	accept	my
description	of 	 the	 real	 attacker.	You	know	how	 this	works.	 If 	 they	 can	pin	 it	 on
someone	 they	 don’t	 like,	 some	 blot	 on	 their	 gleaming	 city,	 they	 will.	 Saves	 on
paperwork.’
He	leaned	forward,	banging	his	bottle	on	the	table.	 ‘Fucking	idiots!	Never	want

to	see	what’s	right	in	front	of 	their	noses.’
‘With	a	little	manipulation,	they	ensured	I	gave	them	what	they	wanted.	Except	I

didn’t.	I	gave	them	a	false	description	of 	Mr	Hooded	Hero.’
Alex	nodded	as	if 	she’d	done	the	right	thing	but	he	looked	tired,	and	he	was	far

too	young	to	be	that	tired.	He	downed	the	last	of 	the	beer	from	his	bottle,	returned
it	to	the	table,	and	ran	his	fingers	through	his	mop	of 	brown	hair.
‘The	cloaks	might	identify	one	particular	tribe,’	he	said	in	a	low	voice.	‘But	there

are	other	groups	with	similar	attire.	The	one	commonality	seems	to	be	concealing
their	 identities,	 hence	 the	 hoods.	 So	 some	 groups	 may	 wear	 hooded	 jumpers,
jackets,	some	even	masks	or	balaclavas	–	anything	that	covers	as	much	of 	the	face
as	possible.	Remember,	 these	are	people	who’ve	gone	off-grid;	 they	don’t	want	to
be	found.	And	DroneCams,	no	doubt,	are	even	more	of 	a	nuisance	to	them	than	to
us,	 so	 staying	 hidden	 is	 surely	 their	 priority.	 They’ll	 have	 done	 away	 with	 their
watches,	maybe	even	their	chips,	so	the	last	thing	to	protect	is	their	faces.’
‘Can’t	say	I	blame	them	for	that.	Who	in	their	right	mind	wants	to	be	tagged	like

cattle?’
He	nodded	as	though	his	head	were	made	of 	lead.	‘As	you	already	know,	they	live

on	 the	 outskirts	 of 	 the	 city,	 on	 the	 edge	 of 	 society	 of 	 course,	 either	 out	 on	 the
streets	or	more	likely	squatting	in	the	old	units	or	disused	buildings	in	the	industrial
areas.	I	know	that’s	where	I’d	go.	Not	much	is	known	about	them	other	than	they’re
all	male.	No	sign	of 	any	female	tribes,	at	least	not	yet,	but	it’s	only	really	a	matter	of
time,	 I	 expect.	 Members	 are	 various	 ages,	 and	 thought	 to	 be	 highly	 dangerous.
Where	 there’s	 crime,	 there’s	 a	 tribe	 or	 group.	 Prosperity	 may	 be	 claiming	 that
they’ve	cleaned	up	the	city,	but	all	they’ve	really	done	is	swept	the	dirty	bits	to	one
side.’
‘Or	under	 the	carpet,’	 she	said,	picking	at	 the	paper	 label	on	her	beer	bottle	as



she	 contemplated	 her	 own	 theories.	 ‘But	 who’s	 to	 know	 how	 much	 of 	 that	 is
Prosperity’s	bullshit?	These	 tribes	would	make	an	easy	 target.	A	crime	happens	 in
our	 pristine	 city,	 blame	 a	 tribe	 member.	 Track	 him	 down,	 lock	 him	 up,	 bonus
payment	for	the	nice	officers.	Two	birds,	one	stone:	they	get	the	plaudits	and	get	to
dispose	of 	another	rather	annoying	smudge	on	their	glass	and	concrete	landscape.
Smudges	 that,	 funnily	 enough,	 legally	 they	 can’t	 touch	 without	 good	 reason	 it
seems.	Although,	 surely	 it	 won’t	 be	 long	 until	 they	 find	 the	 loophole	 that	 allows
them	 to	 go	 bulldozing	 the	 whole	 damn	 lot	 of 	 them	 to	 dust	 without	 reprisal	 or
question.’
Alex	 got	 up	 from	 his	 chair	 and	 walked	 over	 to	 the	 window,	 pulling	 back	 the

curtain	to	peer	outside	to	the	darkened	street.	No	solar-powered	streetlights	for	this
part	of 	the	city	yet,	just	disconnected	ancient	electric	ones.
‘You	don’t	know	any	of 	that	for	sure,	Sada.	We’re	not	talking	about	innocent	kids

caught	up	in	a	wicked	grown-up	world	here.	From	what	I’ve	heard,	these	groups	are
best	avoided.	They’re	misfits,	remember?	Ex-cons,	dropouts.	Murderers,	for	all	we
know.	Live	and	 let	 live,	sure,	but	I	wouldn’t	want	 to	cross	 their	path.	And	neither
should	you.’
Sada	 saw	 the	 irony	 in	 his	words.	Hadn’t	 they	 always	 thought	 of 	 themselves	 as

misfits?	Two	fish	smaller	than	they	thought	they	were,	crazily	swimming	against	the
tide,	hoping	to	be	joined	sooner	or	later	by	a	whole	shoal	going	their	way?	But	she
chose	not	to	bring	this	up,	because	as	he	stood	there	by	the	darkened	window	she
saw	the	child	that	he	still	was	beneath	those	twenty-three	years,	and	despite	all	that
he’d	seen	and	all	that	he’d	become	because	of 	it.
She’d	 always	 felt	 there	 was	 no	 good	 age	 at	 which	 to	 watch	 your	 proud	 father

unleash	 the	 contents	 of 	 his	 head	 onto	 the	 walls	 of 	 the	 family	 sitting	 room,	 but
fourteen	seemed	particularly	cruel.	The	age	when	a	boy	is	 learning	what’s	 in	store
for	him	as	a	man	and	what	it’ll	take	to	pass	as	one.	Alex	had	watched	an	awkward
uncomfortable	shame	eat	away	at	his	father’s	soul	after	losing	the	job	that	had	kept
his	 family	 fed	 and	 reasonably	 happy	 up	 to	 that	 point.	 What	 followed	 for	 this
patriarch	was	depression,	grueling	and	unrelenting,	gnawing	away	like	a	cancer	until
not	even	those	he	loved	were	enough	to	stop	him	from	taking	the	gun	to	his	head;	a
gun	meant	to	protect	the	family	from	intruders	but	one	that	shattered	the	family	to
pieces	instead.
Young	Alex	had	been	 the	 first	 one	home	 from	 school,	 the	 first	witness	 to	 the

amount	of 	mess	one	bullet	 at	 close	 range	 can	make	 to	 your	 furniture,	wallpaper,
carpet,	windows,	in	fact	your	entire	life,	and	just	how	damn	hard	it	is	to	shift	once
it’s	there.



She	watched	him	now,	realizing	that	sometimes	she	forgot	how	he’d	never	really
been	given	the	chance	to	be	a	child	or	reckless	teen.	Three	difficult	years	after	his
father’s	 suicide,	 he’d	 been	 apprenticed	 at	 the	 newspaper	 under	 her	 guidance,	 his
mom	and	younger	sister	waved	off 	on	a	bus	going	west.	He	promised	to	send	half
his	wage	check	every	month,	and	had	never	yet	broken	that	vow	as	far	as	she	knew.
She	looked	around	the	poky	open-plan	apartment	that	he	insisted	was	more	than

enough	for	him	even	though	it	had	to	be	destroying	his	 income,	and	wondered	 if
his	mother	had	any	clue	to	the	burden	her	son	felt	it	his	duty	to	shoulder.
‘Okay,	Alex,’	she	conceded.	‘You’re	right.	I	should	just	leave	it	there.	What’s	done

is	done.	The	tribes	are	best	left	alone.’
She	rose	from	the	sofa,	picked	up	their	empties	and	threw	them	in	the	kitchen

swing	bin.	When	she	 looked	back	at	him	she	knew	full	well	he	didn’t	believe	 she
would	 just	 leave	 it	 there,	 but	 for	 now	 there	 were	 other	 things	 needing	 their
attention.
‘So.’	She	brushed	the	wisps	of 	her	petulant	hair	from	her	eyes.	 ‘This	revolution

ain’t	 gonna	 start	 itself,	 soldier.	You	 ready	 to	do	 some	moonlighting	 and	 save	 this
city	from	itself ?’
He	came	away	from	the	window,	forcing	a	smile.	‘Sure.	Printer’s	all	set	up.’
‘Great.’	She	slapped	her	hands	together.	‘I	was	thinking	this	time	our	fliers	should

say	 something	 along	 the	 lines	 of,	 “Prevent	 Prosperity	 prevailing!	 Stick	 it	 to	 the
money-grabbing	bastards.	Join	our	Movement.”	What	d’ya	think?’
He	laughed	as	he	reached	beneath	the	kitchen	drawer	for	the	key	to	unlock	the

basement.	 ‘That	would	be	honest	and	concise,	at	least.	But	somehow	I	think	we’ll
need	to	be	a	bit	more	subtle.’



5
	

Jacob

There	was	no	one	in	the	kitchen	so	Jacob	walked	on	through	to	the	sitting	room.
The	TV	was	on	but	 silent,	 some	daytime	game	show	with	an	orange-faced,	 slick-
haired	host	and	a	female	assistant	of 	indeterminable	age	crushed	into	a	green	dress
that	revealed	an	 impressive	amount	of 	cleavage	for	 this	 time	of 	 the	morning.	On
any	other	day	he	might	have	lingered	a	while	over	that,	but	today	he	was	distracted.
Two	half-filled	cups	of 	coffee	had	been	left	close	together	on	the	wicker	table	in

the	center	of 	the	room,	beside	his	mother’s	crochet	magazines	and	the	TV	guide.
Layers	of 	milk	had	risen	and	congealed	to	form	thick	rings	around	the	edge	of 	each
cup	and	across	the	surface	of 	their	contents.
Something’s	not	right.
The	patchwork	woolen	blanket	his	mom	always	wrapped	herself 	in	whenever	she

sat	to	watch	TV	had	been	thrown	back	over	the	arm	of 	the	chair	but	he	couldn’t
hear	her	movements	anywhere	in	the	house.
It	wasn’t	as	if 	she	was	out.	She	never	went	out	anywhere	these	days,	not	even	to

the	trash	cans	at	the	end	of 	the	drive.
‘Be	a	love,’	she’d	say,	tugging	on	his	arm,	‘pop	this	in	the	trash	before	your	dad

gets	 home	 and	 starts	 on	 about	 the	 smell.’	And	he	would,	 because	 none	of 	 them
wanted	his	dad	to	get	started.	Though	more	often	than	not	it	was	unavoidable;	he’d
always	find	something	to	‘start’	about.
Jacob	looked	around	the	room	but	as	much	as	he	tried	he	couldn’t	make	sense	of

anything.	Nothing	was	clear,	and	the	longer	he	looked	the	less	clear	it	became.	He
squinted	 his	 eyes	 at	 his	 father’s	 armchair	 but	 all	 he	 could	 really	 see	was	 a	 vague
outline	of 	the	seat	no	one	dared	sit	in	when	his	dad	was	around	and	no	one	wanted
to	when	he	wasn’t.
An	 old	 familiar	 weight	 dropped	 into	 his	 stomach,	 uncomfortable	 and

unwelcome.



There	was	something	in	his	hand.	He	looked	down	to	find	it	was	a	black	plastic
rectangle,	the	games	console	he’d	taken	from	his	brother’s	room	while	he	was	away
in	camp.	Of 	course.	His	brother	would	be	back	tomorrow	and	he	was	returning	it
before	he	found	it	was	gone.
His	 legs	 took	 him	 toward	 the	 stairs	 and	 now	 he	 saw	 with	 startling	 clarity	 the

worn	 brown	 and	 orange-flecked	 stair	 carpet	 beneath	 his	 battered	 white	 trainers.
With	each	step	he	wanted	to	stop,	a	growing	sense	of 	unease	spreading	upward,	his
legs	 growing	 heavier,	 his	 whole	 being	 weighing	 him	 down,	 even	 the	 console
growing	unbearably	lead-like	in	his	hand	so	that	he	imagined	he	felt	the	tendons	on
the	inside	of 	his	wrist	stretching	just	to	keep	hold	of 	it.
Halfway	to	the	first	floor	a	smell	hit	his	stomach,	one	so	fierce	it	travelled	from

his	nostrils	to	his	gut	and	back	up	to	his	throat	making	him	want	to	heave.	He	was
edging	closer	to	the	landing	and	to	the	door	he	didn’t	want	to	go	through.
Not	this	time.	Not	again.
He	wanted	 to	 turn,	 urged	 himself 	 to	 stop	 and	 go	 back	 down	 the	 stairs,	 back

through	the	rear	porch,	back	to	Kelly’s	house,	to	her	thin	pale	arms	and	scattered
beauty	spots,	to	the	smell	of 	her	bed	sheets,	to	the	night	they’d	spent	wrapped	in
each	other	while	her	parents	were	away.	Why	did	he	come	home?	Why	did	he	care
about	 the	 fucking	 console	or	what	his	 shit-for-brains	brother	would	 say	when	he
found	it	gone?
But	it	was	too	late.	He	was	already	there	at	the	white	door	with	its	chipped	paint,

and	his	trembling	fingers	were	turning	the	handle,	his	hand	hesitant	before	pushing
the	door	wide.	He	squeezed	his	eyes	shut	tight	to	what	he	couldn’t	remember	was
inside	even	though	the	smell	still	hit	 the	back	of 	his	 throat,	stripping	 it	 raw.	That
same	smell	that	carried	sometimes	on	the	breeze	from	the	meat	pastries	factory,	but
heavier,	rawer,	and	so	thick	it	clogged	his	senses	until	there	was	nothing	else	in	the
entire	world	but	that	stench.
And	even	with	his	eyes	closed	something	flashed	before	them.
Red.
Red	on	white.
He	edged	backward	out	of 	the	room,	away	from	the	image	he	didn’t	want	to	see

with	his	eyes	open	or	shut.	He	shuffled	back	a	step,	then	another,	until	he	knocked
up	against	 something	hard	 that	 took	his	 legs	 from	under	him.	It	was	 the	wooden
bannister	and	he	was	toppling	over	it.
Now	weightless,	he	was	falling,	away	from	the	room,	away	from	what	was	inside,

the	console	slipping	from	his	hand,	his	eyes	squeezing	shut	as	he	prepared	to	hit	the
stairs	beneath	with	all	his	weight.	And	as	he	anticipated	the	thump	that	would	surely



hurt,	someone	grabbed	for	him.	With	a	hand	on	each	arm	they	yanked	at	him	and
called	his	name.	Once,	twice,	louder.	So	loud	that	his	eyelids	flew	open	and	he	fell
straight	into	the	depths	of 	two	huge	and	bottomless	pale	green	pools.

	
*

	
‘Jacob.’
A	familiar	voice	called	across	the	hall.	Breakfast	had	finished	and	the	men	were

clearing	 away	 the	 dishes.	He	 paused	 in	 his	 sweeping	 and	 did	 his	 best	 to	 smile	 as
Michael	weaved	in	and	out	of 	the	tables	to	reach	him.	‘I	wondered	when	you	might
wish	to	draw	up	an	agenda	for	our	property	search.’
‘No	need,	brother.	I	thought	I’d	go	today.’
‘Really?	 So	 soon?’	 Michael	 frowned	 at	 his	 first	 protégé.	 ‘Are	 you	 sure	 you

wouldn’t	like	a	little	longer	to	plan,	discuss	options?’
‘I	see	no	reason	to	delay.	As	you’ve	specifically	assigned	me	this	task,	it’s	probably

best	I	begin	immediately.’
The	 unspoken	question	 in	 his	 reply	was	 thinly	 disguised	 and	Michael	 hesitated

before	replying.	‘Of 	course.	Well,	if 	you’re	sure.	If 	there	is	anything	you	need...’
Jacob	 looked	 around	 the	 room.	 ‘I’ll	 take	 some	of 	 the	others	with	me,	 if 	 that’s

okay.’
His	eyes	fell	upon	two	of 	the	youngest	recruits	who	were	chatting	and	laughing

as	they	walked	out	to	the	courtyard.	He	nodded	in	their	direction.	‘Perhaps	Daniel
and	Aaron.	 It	 will	 help	 them	 to	 feel	 involved,	 lay	 down	 roots	 within	 the	 Tribe’s
future.’
‘Great	idea.’	Michael	smiled.	‘I’ve	no	doubt	you’ll	bear	in	mind	practicalities	and

necessities	 as	 you	 look,	 Jacob.	 Immediate	 needs	 being	 water,	 food,	 warmth	 and
sanitation,	of 	course.’
Jacob	looked	around	them	at	the	dwelling	they’d	inhabited	for	the	past	five	years,

a	 building	 that	 looked	 on	 the	 surface	 as	 though	 it	 should	 have	 been	 condemned
years	 ago,	 but	 in	 practice	 had	 been	 adapted	 into	 functional	 albeit	 basic	 living
quarters.
‘You	 built	 an	 ingenious	 working	 model	 here	 in	 the	 warehouse,	 Michael.	 It’s	 a

good	example	for	me	to	base	the	search	on.’
‘We	built	it,	Jacob,	not	I	alone.’
He	gave	a	curt	nod	but	didn’t	agree.	Michael	had	been	the	one	to	 lead	them	in

those	early	years,	back	when	Jacob	had	barely	been	capable	of 	knowing	when	to	use
the	bathroom,	let	alone	how	to	construct	a	latrine	system	using	holes	in	the	ground
and	sawdust.



He	 and	 Samuel,	 the	 Tribe’s	 first	 two	members,	 had	merely	 rode	 along	 on	 the
coat-tails	of 	Michael’s	eccentric	vision	for	this	new	way	of 	life	because	anything	was
better	than	the	alternative	–	an	almost	inevitable	early	death.	For	one	of 	them	it	still
had	 been,	 before	 the	 new	 way	 of 	 life	 had	 properly	 come	 into	 effect,	 before	 its
potential	to	heal	could	be	fully	realized.
It	was	hard	for	him	to	contemplate	now	how	Samuel’s	act	of 	self-destruction	had

felt	 then	 like	 more	 of 	 a	 brave	 escape	 than	 a	 tragic	 loss.	 He’d	 cursed	 himself
repeatedly	at	the	time,	for	not	being	strong	enough	to	do	the	same.
Michael	touched	a	hand	to	his	arm.	‘Are	you	okay,	Jacob?’
Loosening	his	tight	grip	on	the	brush	handle,	Jacob	answered	with	a	small	smile,

but	silently	berated	his	wandering	mind.	‘A	bit	tired,	brother,	that’s	all.’
Michael	pulled	out	two	chairs	from	the	nearest	table	and	said	in	a	hushed	voice,

‘Here,	let’s	sit.	You	look	pale.	Would	you	like	to	talk?’
Jacob	sat	but	narrowed	his	eyes	at	his	mentor.	‘Michael,	you’re	not	to	ask	me	that.

Besides,	distraction	and	purpose	are	cures	of 	any	problem.’
But	Michael	didn’t	seem	to	immediately	agree	with	his	own	doctrine.	Instead	he

watched	him	closely.	Too	close,	Jacob	thought,	and	shuffled	in	the	plastic	seat.
‘For	you	I	make	an	exception,’	the	older	man	replied,	and	under	his	breath	added,

‘You	are	like	a	son	to	me,	Jacob,	you	know	that.	If 	you	need	me...’
Green	eyes	flashed	into	his	mind.	He	was	trying	hard	to	keep	them	out,	but	this

show	of 	comradeship	 from	Michael	wasn’t	helping.	Perhaps	he	 should	 tell	him,	all
about	the	Outsider	and	how	he’d	risked	everything	by	dropping	her	at	the	hospital,
how	he’d	had	nightmares	since,	ones	that	somehow	felt	like	they	were	once	real.
But	what	good	would	it	do	apart	from	deviate	him	further	from	his	path?	While

his	first	year	with	Michael	had	been	hard,	harder	than	anything	he’d	ever	done,	the
last	four	years	had	taught	him	a	way	of 	thinking,	of 	being,	that	removed	everything
that	 threatened	self-harm	or	destruction.	Through	meditation	and	mindfulness	he
had	 learned	 to	 control	 what	 affected	 him,	 and	 the	 person	 he’d	 become	 was	 the
person	he	wanted	 to	 continue	 to	be.	He	wouldn’t	 just	 throw	all	 that	 away	 for	 an
Outsider	he’d	never	see	again.
Better	to	pretend	it	never	happened	at	all.
‘Really,	Michael.	Lack	of 	 sleep	 is	all.’	He	 returned	Michael’s	gaze	and	smiled	as

best	he	could.	‘But	as	we’re	breaking	all	the	rules	of 	intrusive	communication,	can	I
ask	 why	 you’ve	 passed	 this	 new	 role	 onto	 me?	 Wouldn’t	 you	 prefer	 to	 do	 it
yourself ?’
Michael	didn’t	hesitate.	 ‘Well	 that’s	easy,	brother.	You	are	 the	 right	man	for	 the

job.	Besides,	I	need	to	train	you	up.	You’ll	guide	the	men	one	day.’



On	top	of 	everything	else	he’s	a	better	liar	than	me,	thought	Jacob.	But	remembering	the
Tribe’s	values	even	if 	his	mentor	didn’t,	he	chose	not	to	push	further.
‘That	will	be	a	long	apprenticeship	then,	brother,’	he	joked	instead.	But	even	as

Michael	 laughed,	 Jacob	 thought	 he	 saw	more	 than	 humor	 shining	 in	 his	 friend’s
dark	brown	eyes.

	
*

	
It	had	taken	them	best	part	of 	the	day	to	reach	the	large	industrial	quarter	further
outside	of 	the	city	and	to	root	around	the	empty	buildings	they	found	there.	But	as
the	three	men	walked	back	in	the	failing	 light,	Jacob	was	disappointed	they	hadn’t
come	across	anything	even	close	to	suitable.	Unsafe	floors	or	stairs,	lack	of 	grounds
for	 composting	or	 growing	 food	and	no	natural	water	 source	were	 all	 issues	 that
hindered	progress.
He	committed	the	area	to	memory	and	relented	instead	to	come	another	day	to

try	again.	Perhaps	this	move	would	not	be	as	easy	as	he	thought.	Or	was	it	that	he
simply	 didn’t	 have	 the	 vision	 Michael	 had?	 Would	 Michael	 have	 viewed	 the
buildings	 they’d	 seen	 today	with	 a	 different	 outlook?	 Perhaps	 he	would	 envisage
answers	to	the	problems	that	Jacob	simply	couldn’t.	He’d	discuss	it	with	him	later.
Maybe	persuade	him	to	come	and	see	for	himself.	And	let	him	know	that	he	wasn’t
the	right	man	for	the	job	after	all.
He	looked	up,	his	thoughts	interrupted	by	the	laughter	of 	his	two	associates.	The

Tribe	way	of 	 life	meant	that	 the	atmosphere	was	usually	calm	and	peaceful	at	 the
warehouse,	even	subdued.	So	to	hear	pure	unrestrained	laughter	was	pleasant	to	the
ears.
‘Share	the	 joke,	brothers?’	 Jacob	asked	with	a	smile	as	 they	squeezed	through	a

gap	in	a	corrugated	metal	fence.
Aaron,	their	newest	recruit,	 looked	to	the	floor	and	kicked	at	 loose	stones	with

his	oversized	boots.	Barely	nineteen,	he	was	also	their	youngest	ever	member.
They	 didn’t	 usually	 accept	 them	 into	 the	 Tribe	 so	 young.	 Michael,	 though

devoted	 to	 the	 tribe	 he’d	 created,	was	 loathe	 to	 take	 boys	 in	 before	 they’d	 had	 a
chance	to	 learn	for	themselves	what	 life	could	offer	them.	He	wanted	them	to	be
sure	when	they	joined	the	Tribe	that	they	knew	what	they	were	committing	to	and
what	they	were	leaving	behind.
But	Aaron	had	been	desperate,	 thrown	out	of 	his	home	by	a	family	who’d	run

out	of 	patience	with	his	shy	demeanor	and	overactive	imagination,	mistaking	it	for
laziness	 and	 a	 lack	 of 	 ambition.	 He’d	 been	 on	 the	 streets	 barely	 a	month	 when
Michael	saw	him	hovering	in	places	a	young	adult	shouldn’t.



‘A	boy	like	him	in	a	world	like	that	will	be	dead	within	three	months,’	Michael	had
said,	and	Jacob	knew	all	too	well	this	was	no	exaggeration.
Aaron,	 like	 the	 other	 members,	 had	 been	 both	 grateful	 and	 relieved	 for	 the

acceptance	 the	 Tribe	 provided,	 and	 had	 settled	 in	 well.	 But	 he	 was	 by	 far	 the
quietest	of 	their	group.
‘Couldn’t	 possibly	 share,	 Jacob,’	 Daniel	 replied	 to	 the	 request,	 and	 the	 pair

sniggered	some	more.
He	laughed	anyway.	 ‘Okay,	brothers.	Have	it	your	way.	I’m	only	glad	you’ve	got

more	out	of 	this	trip	than	I	have.’
‘Yes,	brother,	it’s	been	anything	but	fruitless,’	Daniel	said,	his	eyes	glinting.
Jacob	 noticed	 the	 shy	 smile	 and	 barely	 visible	 flush	 in	 Aaron’s	 cheeks,	 the

swagger	 in	Daniel’s	 stride,	his	cheeky	self-confidence	on	 full	display.	And	 just	 for
one	heartbreaking	moment	he	wondered	what	he	was	witnessing.
These	were	two	young	boys	for	whom	happiness	hadn’t	come	that	easy.	Christ,

he	understood	what	that	was	like.	But	now	the	Tribe	was	giving	them	what	it	was
always	meant	 to	 give	 them	 –	 a	 home,	 security,	 a	 place	 free	 from	 judgement	 and
expectation	–	so	much	more	than	either	of 	them	had	probably	ever	had.	It	didn’t
matter	who	they	were	as	people,	who	they’d	once	been,	not	even	who	they	might
still	become.	The	Tribe	gave	them	all	the	things	they	needed	to	live	a	 life	of 	pure
contentment.
Which	meant	no	heartache	allowed.
According	 to	 Michael’s	 doctrine,	 it	 was	 long-term	 intimate	 relationships	 in

particular	 that	 led	 to	 jealousies,	 resentments	 and	bitterness.	Destructive	 emotions
that	messed	with	people’s	heads,	with	who	they	really	were,	what	they	should	and
shouldn’t	do.
It	hadn’t	happened	in	the	Tribe	up	until	now,	but	the	values	of 	the	doctrine	were

clear.	Anyone	 forming	 a	 long-term	 relationship,	whether	 inside	or	outside	of 	 the
Tribe,	would	be	evicted	before	their	relationship	brought	upset	to	those	involved	or
others	in	close	proximity.
Jacob	 looked	 away	 from	 the	 pair.	 These	 boys	 were	 young	 and	 bashful,	 and	 it

probably	 didn’t	mean	 anything.	He	 knew	 suspicions	 of 	 a	 breach	 to	 the	 doctrine
were	supposed	to	be	discussed	with	Michael,	but	he	didn’t	think	he’d	be	able	to,	not
on	the	basis	of 	shy	smiles	and	flushed	cheeks.
Instead,	he	marched	ahead	of 	 the	two	boys,	his	boots	striking	the	ground	with

renewed	pace,	keen	 to	get	back	before	 it	got	 too	dark.	Or	at	 least,	before	he	was
witness	 to	 anything	 else	 that	would	make	 him	 have	 to	 be	 the	 one	 to	 bring	 their
happy	new	existence	so	abruptly	to	an	end.



6
	

Sada

It	hadn’t	been	an	easy	choice	to	come	back	here.	But	it	was	not	Alex’s	warning,	nor
the	thought	of 	what	she	might	find	that	had	almost	stopped	Sada	returning	to	the
scene	 of 	 the	 attack	 just	 over	 a	 week	 later.	 It	 was	 the	 memories	 of 	 the	 blade
puncturing	 her	 clothes	 and	 then	 skin	 with	 each	 of 	 its	 three	 tearing	 strikes,	 the
delving	 fingers	 that	 prodded,	 and	 her	 blood	 spilling	 from	 her	 quicker	 than	 she’d
known	it	could,	spreading	both	warmth	and	coldness	simultaneously.
Those	memories,	still	so	fresh	and	real,	were	the	ones	that	threatened	her	resolve

in	 the	 moment	 when	 she	 convinced	 herself 	 this	 was	 just	 another	 one	 of 	 those
things	she	could	handle.	But	here	she	was,	proving	that	she	wasn’t	afraid	to	face	her
fears	head	on.	Or	perhaps	that	her	stubbornness	had	once	again	won	over	sense.
She	nudged	this	last	thought	from	her	mind	as	she	hurried	down	the	narrow	side

street,	keeping	to	the	areas	most	well	lit,	of 	which	there	were	few.
The	 lane	 widened	 onto	 the	 perimeter	 of 	 the	 former	 industrial	 zone	 and	 she

peered	to	the	darkening	skies.	Should	a	DroneCam	pass	over	now,	the	sight	of 	her
returning	to	the	scene	of 	the	crime	would	surely	throw	up	a	few	questions,	and	no
doubt	another	meeting	with	Dibble	and	his	monkey.
But	perhaps	if 	this	venturing	came	crashing	down	around	her,	the	tribes	would

take	 pity	 on	 her	 and	 consider	 taking	 her	 in.	With	 her	 coat	 wrapped	 around	 her
body,	and	hood	covering	her	head,	she	could	almost	be	mistaken	for	one	of 	them
already.	 She	 smiled	 to	 herself 	 at	 the	 thought.	 She’d	 never	 felt	 like	 she	 properly
belonged	anywhere.	Certainly	not	here	any	more,	 in	this	city	so	far	removed	from
the	one	she’d	grown	up	in;	one	that	had	promised	opportunity	for	all	and	had	once
delivered	on	that	regardless	of 	gender,	color,	class	or	bank	balance.
Here	anyone	can	be	whatever	they	want,	had	been	the	‘old’	city’s	message.	Prosperity’s

claimed	to	be	much	the	same,	but	with	one	caveat	in	the	small-print:	Only	if 	we	think
you’re	good	enough.



She	 thrust	her	hands	 into	her	pockets,	 one	hand	hovering	 close	 to	her	healing
abdomen,	the	other	clutching	the	only	pocket-sized	weapon	she	could	find,	a	small
blade	with	a	freshly	sharpened	edge,	ready	to	use	at	a	touch	of 	a	button.	Admittedly
it	was	 no	weapon	 of 	mass	 destruction	 but	 it	might	 be	 enough	 to	 buy	 her	 some
time.	She	gripped	so	hard	her	fingers	were	hot	with	the	effort.	She’d	use	 it	 if 	she
had	to,	for	Jess’s	sake	if 	not	her	own.	Last	time	she’d	just	been	unlucky.	Caught	out
in	the	wrong	part	of 	town	scouting	for	a	story	for	the	Movement	about	forgotten
opportunities	in	the	wake	of 	Prosperity’s	pursuit	of 	financial	nirvana.	But	back	here
in	the	unknown	it	was	better	to	be	prepared	for	anything.
The	 light	was	growing	dim	as	she	turned	the	corner	onto	what	was	once	Crest

Street,	 a	 three-mile-long	 stretch	 of 	 factories	 and	 warehouses	 now	 affectionately
known	as	Quest	Street	due	to	the	squatters	who	sought	shelter	there.	Its	closeness
to	the	city	center	no	doubt	appealed	to	them,	though	probably	less	so	its	proximity
to	Prosperity’s	prying	eyes.
It	 wasn’t	 hard	 to	 spot	 the	 evidence	 of 	 residency.	 Discarded	 dirty	 and	 torn

sleeping	bags,	 crushed	cans,	 emptied	 food	packets,	 remnants	of 	 stone	 fire	pits.	 It
made	her	want	to	cry	just	as	much	as	it	made	her	nervous.	Cry	because	she’d	not
done	 anything	 about	 it.	 Not	 through	 the	 newspaper	 anyway,	 which	 should	 have
been	 the	perfect	place	 to	voice	her	concerns	but	had	become	 instead	a	means	 to
brainwash	 the	 converted.	 And	 nervous	 because	 it	 was	 a	 rough	 sleeper	 who’d
attacked	her.	She’d	been	sure	of 	that	by	his	unshaven	face,	hollow	eyes	and	rancid
aroma.
She	 cursed	 beneath	 her	 breath.	 Desperate,	 that’s	 what	 her	 attacker	 had	 been.

Desperate.	How	could	she	hate	him	for	that?	And	yet	somehow	she	still	did.	Her
survival	instincts	told	her	so.
Did	 that	 make	 her	 as	 bad	 as	 all	 the	 rest,	 then?	 Looking	 down	 her	 nose	 and

ignoring	them	as	though	they	weren’t	really	there,	as	though	the	only	attention	they
deserved	was	her	disapproval?	Christ,	she	hoped	not.
All	the	more	reason	for	her	to	come	back,	she	told	herself 	as	she	headed	further

away	from	the	main	city	streets.	Because	her	instincts	also	told	her	that	freedom	of
press	or	not,	she	had	to	find	out	what	they	were	not	seeing	when	they	were	tucked
up	 in	 their	 warm	 comfortable	 beds	 in	 the	 heart	 of 	 the	 city,	 their	 refrigerators
stacked	with	food,	their	clothes	clean	and	dry.	She	had	to	find	out	more	about	just
who	her	city	was	forgetting	about.
Avoiding	 the	 path	 where	 it	 happened,	 Sada	 picked	 up	 the	 pace	 and	 headed

instead	for	the	place	where	she’d	first	seen	the	tall	man	in	the	cloak,	the	one	who’d
chosen	to	help	her.	In	this	light	she	could	just	about	remember	the	way	she’d	come,



though	 it	 would	 be	 dark	 soon	 and	 there	were	 no	working	 streetlights	 back	 here.
That	should	scare	her	but	somehow	the	darkness	always	had	a	way	of 	making	her
feel	more	protected,	 less	visible	to	scrutiny	and	detection	perhaps.	If 	she	couldn’t
see	them,	they	couldn’t	see	her.
She	slowed	 to	a	 stop	when	she	 reached	 the	place	where	she’d	made	a	grab	 for

him.
‘Shit.’
It	was	unmistakable	even	in	this	light.	A	dark	patch	on	the	concrete	still	marked

the	 precise	 spot	 where	 she	 could	 have	 bled	 to	 death.	 She	 straightened	 up	 and
clasped	her	fingers	around	the	wire	fence	beside	her	to	steady	herself.
She	 suddenly	 felt	 weak	 and	 overwhelmed	 with	 tiredness,	 as	 though	 the	 blood

were	once	again	draining	away.	She	took	her	hand	from	the	fence	and	pressed	it	to
her	abdomen.	The	pain	there	was	weakening	now,	 just	a	dull	 throb	as	the	stitches
did	their	job	of 	connecting	her	again.	Physically,	at	least.
She	looked	around	her,	scanning	the	now	blue	and	black	landscape.	There	were

several	buildings	within	range	but	none	showing	any	signs	of 	life.	It	occurred	to	her
she	could	be	searching	until	gone	midnight	and	still	be	no	closer	to	finding	him.
She	steadied	her	breathing	and	thought	for	a	moment.	He’d	been	coming	up	this

path,	 not	 going	 down	 it	 as	 she	 was	 now.	 And	 he’d	 been	 carrying	 something.
Something	heavy	that	dropped	to	the	ground.	So	was	he	leaving	or	returning?
Either	way	she	had	to	make	a	quick	decision.	Standing	still	in	a	place	like	this	was

not	aiding	her	recovery	all	that	well,	and	she	was	starting	to	feel	unwell.	She’d	been
either	brave	or	stupid	to	come	back	here,	but	suicidal	she	wasn’t,	not	yet.	Thinking
he	was	more	likely	to	have	been	returning	home,	she	spun	round	and	headed	back
the	way	she’d	come.	To	the	right	was	barren,	overgrown	land.	If 	his	 tribe	resided
down	there,	he	wouldn’t	have	taken	this	path	but	probably	the	one	she	could	 just
about	 see	 running	 parallel	 further	 down.	 She	 turned	 left	 instead,	where	 a	 greater
abundance	of 	emptied	premises	persisted	in	staking	their	claim.
Approaching	the	first	brick	building,	which	loomed	high	above	and	casting	more

shadows	 than	 she	 wished	 to	 contemplate,	 she	 could	 just	 about	 make	 out	 in	 the
failing	 light	 the	 words	 ‘Jesus	 will	 return	 to	 save	 us’	 daubed	 in	 wide	 white
brushstrokes	across	the	brickwork.
‘Well,	he’ll	be	mightily	fucking	disappointed	when	he	sees	what	we’ve	done	to	the

place,’	she	muttered.
There	were	no	windows	left	in	this	one,	except	for	higher	up	on	the	fourth	floor

where	only	a	few	of 	the	panes	remained	intact	while	others	had	cracked	so	that	the
soft	breeze	whistled	 through	 them.	No	 signs	 either	of 	 anyone	having	been	 there



recently,	no	lights	or	noises	coming	from	inside.
Glancing	around	to	make	sure	no	one	was	following,	she	trotted	quickly	to	the

next	one.	Her	heart	thumped.	At	least	in	the	open	she’d	have	a	chance	for	a	head
start,	but	here	someone	could	be	hidden	behind	a	wall	and	she	wouldn’t	know.	Not
until	their	hands	were	on	her	throat.
Her	head	flipped	left	and	right,	eyes	scanning	desperately	for	signs	of 	movement.

She	could	turn	back.	Should	turn	back.	But	she	knew	how	annoyed	she’d	be	with
herself 	if 	she	did.	She	was	here	now,	she	might	as	well	try	and	do	what	she	came
for.
Come	on,	Blondie,	get	yourself 	together.
She	stopped	at	 the	next	building	and	stood	on	her	 toes	 to	peer	 in	 through	 the

broken	windows.	 Still	 nothing.	Not	 surprising	 given	 how	 uninhabitable	 the	 place
looked	with	half 	 its	brickwork	missing,	 likely	 to	 collapse	 in	 anything	greater	 than
the	backdraft	from	a	flock	of 	seagulls	before	a	storm.
Behind	 it	was	 a	patch	of 	wasteland	 cordoned	off 	with	more	 ramshackle	metal

fencing,	the	type	of 	barrier	that	had	been	put	there	for	a	purpose	once,	the	details
of 	which	would	now	never	be	known.	She	looked	back	in	the	direction	of 	the	city
and,	barely	able	to	hear	the	traffic	now,	realized	she’d	come	quite	a	way	already.
It	was	strange	to	see	the	city	from	this	viewpoint.	A	glow	hung	around	it	from

the	 streetlights,	 bars,	 shops,	 homes,	 and	 not	 forgetting	 the	 Prosperity	 billboard
podcasts	running	on	loop.	It	was	a	place	of 	light	and	life,	as	opposed	to	here,	where
there	was	 nothing	 but	 shadow	 and	 silence.	 Both	 so	 close	 to	 one	 another,	 yet	 so
distinct.
She	jumped	at	a	noise	behind	her,	gripped	the	blade	handle	tighter	 in	her	slick,

hot	palm.	But	it	was	just	an	empty	chip	packet,	shuffling	along	on	the	breeze.
She	 breathed	 deep	 to	 calm	 herself.	 She	 could	 turn	 around	 and	 be	 back	 in	 the

safety	 of 	 the	 city	 streets	within	 ten	minutes	 at	most.	Back	 in	 her	 bed	within	 the
hour.	She	glanced	again	toward	the	wasteland	and	beyond.	There	were	several	large
buildings	just	past	it	and	he	could	be	in	any	one	of 	them.	She	had	to	be	close	now.
She	made	her	decision,	picked	up	the	pace	and	half-walked,	half-trotted	alongside

the	barren	square	patch	of 	land.	On	route,	she	peered	around	at	the	sheer	number
of 	units	left	worthless	and	unproductive	as	a	consequence	of 	Prosperity’s	push	to
turn	 Brumont	 City	 into	 the	 world’s	 most	 influential	 and	 successful	 city	 of
excellence.	 Or,	 as	 she	 and	 Alex	 called	 it,	 the	 world’s	 most	 influential	 corporate
brothel.	Pimp	the	cleverest	brains	in	the	industry	and	reward	them	with	shiny	new
objects.
The	only	thing	more	sickening	than	Prosperity’s	vile,	deranged	scale	of 	success,



as	determined	by	how	much	money	a	worker	could	earn	in	a	month,	was	the	fact
that	 her	 husband	 was	 one	 of 	 them.	 A	 corporate.	 A	 monkey	 on	 a	 chain.	 A
Prosperity	hooker.
She	blew	out	a	sigh,	tried	to	calm	down.	Now	was	not	the	time	to	get	distracted.
The	first	unit	on	the	other	side	of 	the	wasteland	was	empty.	Through	the	open

door	 she	 could	 just	 about	 see	 the	 remnants	of 	machinery,	 rusted	now	and	partly
dismantled,	 by	 scrap	metal	 thieves	 probably	 or	 squatters.	 She	 part-jogged	 toward
the	next	one,	her	breath	quickening	as	her	desire	to	leave	and	go	home	to	lie	down
grew	 stronger	 by	 the	minute.	 This	 one,	 like	 the	 others,	 had	 been	 daubed	with	 a
veritable	rainbow	of 	colored	graffiti.	Why	are	male	genitalia	such	a	feature	 in	this
sort	of 	artwork,	she	considered.
But	 as	 she	 approached,	 she	 slowed.	 She	 thought	 she’d	 caught	 a	 flicker	 of

movement	inside.	She	backed	up	a	few	paces,	realizing	suddenly	that	if 	she	were	to
peek	 in	 through	 the	window	and	 someone	peeked	back	 they	may	not	be	 entirely
friendly	about	it.
Though	she	hated	to	entertain	the	thought,	she	was	–	 like	 it	or	not	–	a	female,

and	 the	 tribes	 as	 far	 as	 she	 knew	 were	 largely	 male.	 And	 according	 to	 Alex,
dangerous.	If 	she	went	missing	here,	who	would	know?
She	backed	up	to	a	wall	which	had	partially	collapsed,	and	stepping	carefully	over

the	rubble,	she	found	a	spot	to	crouch	from	where	she	wouldn’t	be	seen	but	could
still	observe.	She	 looked	around	 the	wall	 at	what	appeared	 to	be	a	 large	hall,	 two
stories	high.
The	throbbing	in	her	abdomen	hit	record	level	now	that	she’d	stopped	moving,

and	it	occurred	to	her	she	hadn’t	really	thought	this	through	particularly	well.
It	 was	 dark.	 She	 was	 incapacitated	 in	 an	 abandoned	 industrial	 unit	 on	 the

outskirts	of 	the	city.	What	the	hell	had	she	planned	on	doing	when	she’d	got	here?
Knock	on	the	door?	Ask	for	the	tall	man	with	the	blue	terrified	eyes?	And	what	did
she	even	want	him	for?
‘Jesus	Christ,	you	idiot,’	she	muttered	under	her	breath.	‘What	the	f—’
But	 her	 rumination	 was	 interrupted	 by	 Eminem	 in	 her	 pocket,	 declaring	 he

wasn’t	afraid	to	take	a	stand.
‘Fuck.’
She	let	go	of 	the	blade	she’d	forgotten	she	was	clutching,	and	grappled	for	her

cell	phone	with	sweaty	fingers.
‘Shit.	Fuck.’
Both	the	phone	and	her	hand	wouldn’t	come	out	of 	the	pocket	at	the	same	time.

They	were	stuck.	Why	the	hell	hadn’t	she	diverted	the	calls	to	her	watch	like	all	the



young	kids	did	these	days?
Eminem	 had	 passed	 the	 intro	 and	was	 vowing	 to	 try	 and	 get	 her	 out	 of 	 that

place.	Which	would	be	welcomed	 about	 now,	 but	more	 useful	would	be	 shutting
him	up.
‘Jesus.	Come	on.’	She	yanked	hard	and	the	phone	came	free,	tearing	the	stitching

of 	her	coat	pocket	in	the	process.
‘Bollocks!	What?’	she	hissed	into	the	phone.
‘It’s	 not	 Bollocks,	 it’s	 me,’	 the	 voice	 on	 the	 other	 end	 said.	 ‘Why	 are	 you

whispering?’
‘Alex.	What	do	you	want?’
Pause.	Followed	by,	‘Where	are	you?’
She	didn’t	answer.	The	front	door	of 	 the	warehouse	had	opened	and	someone

had	stepped	outside.	A	man.	He	was	wearing	a	cloak.	Her	mouth	dropped	open.
‘Sada?	...	Sada!’
‘God,	what?’	she	whisper-shouted.
Silence.	She	could	almost	feel	him	glaring	at	her	down	the	 line.	 ‘Where	the	hell

are	you?’
There	was	a	soft	glow	around	the	man’s	face	as	he	lit	a	cigarette.
‘It’s	not	him,’	she	muttered,	squinting	at	the	outline	of 	the	figure.
‘Who?	Sada...’
Exasperated	but	also	strangely	relieved,	she	leaned	back	against	the	wall,	placed

her	hand	on	her	coat	beneath	which	her	wound	was	stinging	 like	hell.	 ‘Look,	I’m
fine,	okay?	I	just	had	to	know.’
‘Shit,	Sada,	where	are	you?	I’m	coming	to	get	you.	Stay	there.’
‘Don’t	be	stupid,	I’m	fine.	I	have	a	knife.’
‘You	have	a	what?’
‘It’s	all	good,	okay?	You	don’t	have	to	come	and	save	me	from	the	baddies,	Alex.

The	good	news	is	I	think	I’ve	found	them.	I’ve	found	a	tribe.	They’re	closer	to	the
city	than	you	think.’
‘Great.	Now	go	home.	Please.	And	call	me	when	you	get	there.’
Silence.
‘Sada?’
‘Yes.	I’m	going.	I’ve	got	a	few	newsletters	to	drop	first—’
‘Forget	 the	 newsletters,	 it’s	 late.	 I’ll	 do	 them	 tomorrow.	 Just,	 please,	 go	 home.

And	will	you	use	your	goddamn	watch—’
She	hung	up	and	peered	around	the	wall	again.	She	could	just	make	out	the	glow

from	the	end	of 	his	cigarette.	His	hood	was	down	around	his	shoulders	but	it	was



too	dark	to	see	his	face.
It	was	 his	 height	 and	 stature	 that	 had	 informed	her	 this	wasn’t	 the	 same	man.

This	 one	 was	 a	 little	 shorter,	 and	 had	 a	 different	 way	 about	 him.	With	 his	 feet
planted	wide	and	his	shoulders	back,	this	was	clearly	no	frightened	wallflower.	He
leaned	 his	 head	 back,	 looking	 to	 the	 night	 sky	 as	 he	 took	 one	 last	 pull	 on	 the
cigarette	 before	 throwing	 it	 to	 the	 floor	 and	 crushing	 it	 beneath	 the	 sole	 of 	 his
boot.	He	exhaled	a	 lungful	of 	 smoke,	 seemed	 to	 look	 in	her	direction.	Her	heart
stuttered	then	thumped	in	her	chest.	Any	closer	and	he’d	have	heard	it.
With	slow,	measured	movements	she	returned	the	phone	to	her	pocket,	felt	for

the	blade	and	brought	it	out	before	her.	For	one	terrifying	second,	he	looked	to	be
taking	 a	 step	 toward	 her.	 But	 at	 the	 same	 time	 as	 her	 stomach	 somersaulted	 he
turned,	pulled	open	the	door	and	went	back	inside.
She	dropped	her	hand	to	her	side,	and	her	whole	body	sagged.
Just	 as	 soon	 as	 her	 breathing	 had	 steadied	 and	 she	 was	 sure	 no	 one	 else	 was

nearby,	 she	 crept	 out	 from	 behind	 the	 wall,	 hurried	 back	 out	 of 	 the	 estate	 and
toward	the	relative	safety	of 	the	city,	pleased	that	regardless	of 	whatever	she	would
decide	to	do	next,	at	least	now	she	knew	exactly	where	to	find	him.
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Jacob

He	wasn’t	aware	of 	anything	except	the	motion	of 	his	own	breath	as	 it	flowed	in
and	out	of 	his	body.	A	motion	so	simple	and	yet	one	so	vital.	He	envisaged	a	life
force	 flooding	 to	 every	 organ	 and	 cell	 as	 he	 inhaled	 slow	 and	 long,	 the	 oxygen
enriching	 his	 blood	 and	 the	 action	 of 	 it	 cleansing	 his	 mind.	 On	 the	 exhale,	 all
toxins,	unwanted	 thoughts	and	 feelings,	of 	which	 there’d	been	many	 this	 last	 few
weeks,	expelled	themselves	into	the	atmosphere	and	far	away	from	his	being.
Jacob	allowed	himself 	 to	 return	naturally	 to	 the	present,	noticing	how	 the	 soft

breeze	fluttered	his	hair	across	the	skin	of 	his	ear	lobes	and	neck.	When	he	inhaled
this	time,	he	consciously	identified	the	smells.	Air.	Soil.	The	wild	raspberries	they’d
managed	to	establish	some	years	back,	which	now	paid	off 	during	both	spring	and
fall	months.	And	beneath	all	of 	 this,	 just	a	hint	but	unmistakably	so,	 the	scent	of
burning	peppermint	and	thyme,	a	hand-rolled	herbal	cigarette	belonging	to	the	only
smoker	in	their	group.
He	brushed	over	the	image	of 	Rafe	that	appeared	fleetingly	in	his	mind.	His	eyes

remained	closed	and	he	 listened,	his	 awareness	growing.	The	chatter	 and	whistles
from	 the	birds	 came	 clearer,	 a	 relentless	 conversation	 that	 had	been	 there	 all	 the
time	somewhere	in	the	back	of 	his	consciousness,	but	which	he	only	now	allowed
himself 	 to	 acknowledge.	Added	 to	 that	were	 the	 voices	 of 	 the	men	working	 the
sparse	 vegetable	 patch	 in	 hard	 unhelpful	 soil,	 the	 clang	 of 	 their	 shovels	 hitting
stony	earth.
And	something	else.	He	listened	carefully,	tried	to	zone	in	on	it.	Something	soft,

gentle	and	rhythmic.	A	breath	that	wasn’t	his	own.
Opening	 one	 eye,	 then	 the	 other,	 he	 smiled.	 Squinting	 against	 the	 morning

sunlight,	he	could	just	make	out	the	outline	of 	a	 lone	figure	sat	on	the	stone	wall
before	him,	patiently	waiting.	He	got	up	from	his	seated	position	on	the	only	dry
patch	of 	ground	available	to	him.



‘You	 should	 have	 spoken,	 brother.	 I	 didn’t	 know	 you	 were	 there,’	 he	 said,
brushing	himself 	down	and	taking	a	seat	on	the	wall	beside	Michael.
‘Not	at	all,’	Michael	replied,	with	a	glint	in	his	eye.	‘I	would	never	disturb	a	man

so	at	peace	with	himself 	and	the	world.’
He	laughed,	and	in	doing	so	felt	another	degree	lighter.	‘Trying,	Michael,	trying.’
‘Well,	what	more	can	we	ask?’
The	 pair	 fell	 silent,	 though	 he	 sensed	 his	 mentor	 had	 approached	 him	 for	 a

reason.	 It	 had	 been	 two	weeks	 since	Michael	 had	 brushed	 his	 protests	 aside	 and
convinced	 him	 to	 continue	 his	 search	 for	 their	 new	 residence.	 Since	 then	 a	 few
potential	units	had	been	found.	He,	Michael	and	Rafe	had	discussed	at	 length	the
possibilities	 of 	 each,	 how	 they	 could	 reconstruct	 the	 manner	 of 	 off-grid	 living
they’d	managed	to	develop	at	the	warehouse	but	on	a	larger	scale,	one	that	would
benefit	their	growing	tribe.
They	had	no	way	of 	predicting	with	any	certainty	how	many	new	members	might

join	 them	 in	 the	 months	 and	 years	 to	 come,	 but	 news	 of 	 the	 next	 phase	 of
regeneration	 filtered	 through	 to	 them	 that	 included	 demolition	 of 	 outdated,
environmentally	damaging	apartment	blocks.	From	this	they	deduced	an	increase	in
numbers	might	 be	 expected	 in	 its	wake,	 and	 so	 they	 all	 agreed	 that	 bigger	 could
only	be	better.
‘There	was	something	I	wanted	to	discuss	with	you	alone,	Jacob.’
Michael’s	 voice	 was	 low.	 Jacob	 glanced	 back	 over	 his	 shoulder,	 his	 eye	 falling

almost	 immediately	upon	Rafe	who	was	 in	 the	courtyard	 leaning	against	 the	wall,
his	arms	crossed	and	eyes	fixed	in	their	direction.	He	held	his	gaze	a	moment	until
Rafe	pushed	off 	from	the	wall,	yanked	his	hood	over	his	head	and	walked	out	of
the	courtyard,	ducking	through	a	hole	in	the	fence	and	out	of 	sight.
‘I’m	all	ears,’	Jacob	prompted.
‘You	know	the	Tribe	does	not	dwell	on	what	is	to	come.’	He	paused,	glanced	at

Jacob	who	nodded	once.	‘Well,	there	is	something	I	need	to	address	while	we	have
the	opportunity.’
‘Sounds	serious.’
‘Not	serious,’	Michael	said,	in	a	lighter	tone.	‘Just	practical.	Shall	we	walk?’
Jacob	rose	and	purposely	directed	them	away	from	the	route	Rafe	had	taken.	He

couldn’t	be	sure	what	that	man’s	problem	was	of 	late	but	he	was	finding	it	harder	to
deny	he	was	 indifferent	 to	 it.	He	considered	mentioning	his	concerns	 to	Michael,
but	what	was	there	really	to	discuss	–	that	there	was	something	peculiar	about	the
way	he	was	acting,	nothing	more?	And	then	what?	Tensions	would	arise	within	the
group,	 and	 he	 didn’t	 want	 to	 be	 responsible	 for	 any	 decision	 Michael	 might	 be



forced	into	making.
So	 for	 now	 he	 would	 ignore	 Rafe’s	 stares	 and	 odd	 behavior,	 just	 as	 he’d	 also

chosen	to	ignore	the	growing	friendship	between	Aaron	and	Daniel.	There’d	been
brief 	 touches	 of 	 hands,	 intimate	 glances	 and	 gentle	 smiles	 that	 he	 tried	 not	 to
notice.	He	couldn’t	bring	himself 	to	speak	out	against	it,	not	when	they	were	both
so	happy.	For	now	at	least.
They	pulled	their	hoods	up	over	their	heads	as	they	left	the	warehouse	grounds

behind	and	strolled	down	the	barren	road.
‘Firstly,	 I	would	 like	 to	come	out	with	you	one	day	 to	see	 the	 furniture	 factory

unit	you	mentioned,’	Michael	began.	‘Of 	all	the	options,	that	one	sounds	as	though
it	may	have	most	of 	what	we	need.’
‘Absolutely,	you	should	come	and	take	a	look,	see	if 	you	agree	with	me.	It’s	only

downfall	 is	 that	 it’s	 in	 a	worse	 state	 than	 the	others,	 in	 that	 it	 needs	 a	 fair	 bit	 of
cleaning	up.	It’s	a	big	place,	but	with	all	of 	us	allocated	a	task	I’m	sure	we	could	get
it	 functional	 in	 just	a	matter	of 	weeks.	Two	months	at	most.	The	 rest	we	can	do
when	we’re	in	there.’
‘Great.	I	trust	your	judgement,	Jacob,	I	always	have.	Which	is	what	I	wanted	to

talk	about.’	He	paused	for	only	a	beat	but	it	was	enough	for	Jacob’s	calm	mood	to
momentarily	slip.	‘I	think	you	would	make	an	excellent	leader.	If 	you	wanted	to.’
Confusion	turned	to	mild	panic.	‘In	what	respect,	brother?	We	don’t	need	leaders

as	such,	and	you	are	the	closest	we	have	to	one	anyway.	We	don’t	need	more.’
‘But	what	if 	I	were	not	here?’
He	stopped	and	turned	to	his	friend.	‘Why	would	you	not	be	here?’
Michael	 shook	 his	 head	 and	 smiled.	 ‘What	 I	 mean	 is,	 we	 should	 make

contingency	plans.	For	if 	something	were	to	happen	to	me—’
‘What’s	going	to	happen	to	you?’
He	laughed,	the	skin	around	his	eyes	creasing	and	making	him	look	more	his	age

than	he	usually	did.	‘I’m	talking	hypothetically,	Jacob.’
‘We	don’t	do	hypotheticals	in	the	Tribe,	Michael.	What’s	going	to	happen	to	you?’

The	question	was	already	out	even	though	he	feared	the	answer.	‘Are	you	okay?	Are
you	unwell?’
‘I’m	 fine.’	 Again	 he	 laughed,	 shrugged	 off 	 Jacob’s	 concern	 and	 carried	 on

walking.	 ‘I’m	merely	 saying	 that	 you	would	 be	my	 choice	 to	 take	 over	my	 role	 if
need	be.	If 	indeed	it	were	my	choice,	which	of 	course	it	isn’t.	But	I	do	feel	it	could
be	your	choice,	Jacob,	if 	you	wanted	it	to	be.	There	is	a	lot	of 	respect	for	you.	They
would	listen	to	you.’
The	very	center	of 	his	stomach	twisted,	an	unpleasant	sense	of 	something	about



to	happen	that	he	wasn’t	going	to	like.	But	instead	of 	pushing	Michael	further,	he
walked	alongside	him	in	silence,	knowing	one	thing	for	certain	–	that	Michael	was
wrong.	He	wouldn’t	make	the	sort	of 	 leader	Michael	thought	he	would.	He	didn’t
have	the	ability	 to	put	 the	men	at	ease	 in	the	same	way.	Troubled	men.	Men	who
had	nothing	left	to	live	for,	nor	the	desire.
He	was	learning	to	be	patient	and	understanding	and	without	judgement,	sure,	but

it	wasn’t	always	easy.	Wasn’t	he	already	judging	Rafe	instead	of 	maybe	helping	him?
And	what	about	his	decision	not	to	raise	his	concerns	about	Daniel	and	Aaron?	He
thought	he	was	being	 fair	 to	 them,	but	was	he	 really?	The	values	of 	 the	doctrine
were	there	for	good	reason,	to	protect	the	men	from	harm.	Shouldn’t	he	be	more
faithful	to	those	values?
No	matter	what	Michael	 thought,	 Jacob	knew	he	could	never	 lead	 the	Tribe	 in

the	same	way.	Nor	did	he	even	want	to	lead	it.	But	as	his	uplifted	mood	of 	a	little
earlier	dissipated	 just	 as	 readily	 as	 it	had	materialized,	he	 felt	pretty	 sure	he	knew
someone	who	would.

	
*

	
It	was	a	perfect	day.	The	sun	blazed	down	from	a	cloudless	sky.	Everywhere	colors
were	strong	and	vivid.	Blue	above,	green	below	his	feet	and	on	the	trees,	the	blaring
white	of 	the	sun.	In	just	a	thin	t-shirt	and	shorts,	Jacob	felt	comfortable,	enveloped
in	the	warmth	of 	 the	day.	He	closed	his	eyes	 to	savor	 the	 tingle	of 	 the	sun’s	rays
beating	down	upon	his	eyelids,	to	revel	in	the	heat	washing	over	him,	the	supreme
contentment	of 	the	moment.
But	when	he	pried	his	lids	open	again	a	moment	later	he	noticed	just	how	bright

that	sun	really	was.
Unusually	bright.	Unnaturally	bright.
Sweat	prickled	beneath	his	armpits.	He	squinted	his	eyes	against	the	shimmering

orb,	 wishing	 he’d	 worn	 sunglasses	 or	 a	 hat.	 Had	 the	 sun	 ever	 been	 this	 strong
before?	 The	 longer	 he	 looked	 at	 it,	 the	 more	 his	 head	 grew	 heavy	 and
uncomfortable.	 A	 dull	 pain	 rankled	 at	 his	 brow.	He	 raised	 his	 hand	 to	 wipe	 the
sweat	 from	his	 forehead	but	 realized	he	was	holding	 something	 in	 that	hand.	He
turned	 away	 from	 the	 piercing	 sun	 for	 a	 moment	 and	 dropped	 his	 gaze	 to	 his
fingers.	There,	gripped	in	his	palm,	was	his	brother’s	game	console.	He	tried	to	look
up	again	but	the	sky	seemed	white	hot	all	over	now,	too	striking	for	the	human	eye.
Don’t	look	directly	at	it.	Isn’t	that	what	they	always	say?
With	his	head	bowed	he	 turned	so	 that	his	back	was	against	 the	blinding	glow,

and	in	that	instant	the	heat	cooled.	He	looked	up	expecting	to	see	home	but	finding



something	else	instead.
Goosebumps	 erupted	 along	 his	 arms	 and	 down	his	 spine.	Now	he	missed	 the

warmth	and	wanted	to	turn	back	again	but	his	eyes	were	fixed	to	the	house	in	front
of 	him.
It	was	one	of 	those	ramshackle	wooden	types	like	in	the	country	and	westerns.

The	kind	with	the	porch	out	front	and	a	swing	seat	 that	creaks	 in	 the	breeze.	He
couldn’t	help	but	smirk.	Maybe	John	Wayne	would	step	out	and	peer	at	him	down
the	barrel	of 	a	loaded	shotgun.
He	 raised	 his	 own	weapon,	 pointing	 two	 fingers	 toward	 the	 house,	 raising	 his

thumb	hammer	and	training	one	eye	down	the	sight	of 	his	thumbnail	to	the	door.
But	when	no	Wayne	emerged,	he	holstered	his	weapon	and	strode	up	to	the	house.
The	 door	 was	 open	 but	 he	 couldn’t	 see	 anything	 inside.	 He	 wasn’t	 even	 that

interested	 in	 looking	 but	 where	 else	 could	 he	 go,	 and	 anyway	 he	 had	 to	 do
something	with	 this	damn	console.	Maybe	someone	here	would	want	 it	or	maybe
they’d	know	where	he	could	 find	his	brother.	 It	had	been	a	while	since	he’d	seen
him	and	he	doubted	he’d	be	able	to	remember	what	he	even	looked	like.
It	was	a	dream,	of 	course.	He	knew	it	was.	Really	he	was	under	his	Ducati	quilt

trying	 to	 get	 a	bit	more	 shuteye	before	Mom	called	up	 the	 stairs	 for	 school.	But
seeing	as	the	dream	had	put	him	here,	he	might	as	well	go	inside	and	see	where	it
would	take	him.
He	reached	the	top	of 	the	porch	steps	and	then	he	saw	her.	Saw	Kelly.
She	was	 just	 inside,	dressed	 in	 the	 cream	 t-shirt	 and	 red	 jeans	 she	 always	wore

that	he	loved,	and	she	was	beckoning	him	in.	She	had	that	cute	smile	on	her	face,
the	little	smirk	with	a	tilt	of 	the	head	that	made	her	long	black	hair	slip	down	to	her
waist.	The	sort	of 	look	that	seemed	to	say	‘I’m	so	sweet’	and	‘I’m	so	not’	both	at
the	 same	 time.	His	heart	 slammed	 in	his	 chest,	 sending	 a	 thrill	 right	down	 to	his
shorts.
He	stepped	in	through	the	door	seeing	nothing	but	her,	and	he	was	glad	now	he

hadn’t	 turned	 away	 from	 the	 house.	 Her	 gentle	 brown	 eyes	 held	 his	 gaze	 as	 he
stepped	nearer.	He	could	already	imagine	the	feel	of 	her	soft	lips	on	his,	the	faint
taste	of 	strawberry	lip	balm.
The	games	console	hit	the	floor	after	slipping	from	his	fingers.	He	reached	up	to

touch	her	 cheek,	her	 soft,	 clear	 skin.	But	 as	he	did	 she	brought	her	head	upright
inch	by	inch.	And	her	inviting	smile	dropped	away.
It	was	a	change	so	sudden	he	stopped	dead.	The	sparkle	 in	her	eyes	was	being

replaced	with	something	else.	A	deadpan	glare.
He	wanted	to	look	around	him	at	what	had	caused	her	reaction	but	his	eyes	were



transfixed	on	hers,	on	the	way	they	were	shifting	now,	crumbling,	into	what	looked
like	pain.	Her	features	tumbled	into	an	expression	of 	horror	as	though	she	had	seen
something	 she’d	 never	 be	 able	 to	 un-see.	 She	 looked	 down	 and	 he	 followed	 her
gaze.	He	gasped	and	took	a	step	back.
It	wasn’t	 a	 cream	 t-shirt	 she	wore	but	 a	white	 blouse.	Only	 there	wasn’t	much

white	left	to	be	seen	because	a	patch	of 	red	was	blotting	rapidly,	spreading	its	way
across	her	stomach	and	up	to	her	chest.	More	than	that,	red	dripped	down	her	jeans
and	onto	the	floor	where	it	pooled	and	fanned	out.
Thick,	rich,	dark	red.
Blood.
It	 was	 blood,	 Jacob	 knew,	 and	 it	 was	 encircling	 him,	 spreading	 further	 as	 he

watched,	creeping	up	over	his	white	 trainers.	He	 looked	around	 the	room	for	 the
first	time	and	there	too	the	walls	were	daubed	in	red,	while	above,	it	dripped	from
the	ceiling	and	onto	his	t-shirt,	hot	and	burning.	He	heard	a	voice,	a	scream,	a	long
shuddering	groan,	and	realized	it	was	coming	from	him.	Kelly	grabbed	hold	of 	his
arms	and	shook	him.	She	was	trying	to	shut	him	up	but	he	couldn’t	stop	and	she
wouldn’t	let	go.	She	gripped	him	tighter	and	tighter,	though	he	tried	to	shake	free.
‘Get	off 	me,’	he	yelled	but	she	just	squeezed	again	until	her	fingernails	punctured

his	skin.	‘Fuck’s	sake,	Kel—’
He	stopped	when	he	noticed.
Kelly’s	hair	had	been	black	and	her	eyes	brown.	This	woman	clutching	him	was

fair,	 eyes	 green	 and	 pleading.	 She	was	 saying	 something,	 and	 though	 he	 couldn’t
hear	 the	 words,	 he	 could	 still	 make	 them	 out.	 ‘Help	 me,	 Jacob,	 help	 me,’	 she
repeated,	over	and	over.
He	 stared	 at	 her,	 knowing	he	 shouldn’t	make	 eye	 contact	 but	 not	 able	 to	 stop

himself.	And	with	his	 eyes	 fixed	on	hers,	he	 felt	 the	blood	 rising	 like	 floodwater,
creeping	up	his	legs	to	his	torso,	to	his	chest,	his	neck,	her	neck,	until	he	could	only
watch	helplessly	as	the	woman	before	him	sank	beneath	it,	her	eyes	still	pleading.

	
*

	
He	shot	upright	breathing	hard.	In	front	of 	him	was	Rafe,	gripping	his	arms	and
looking	at	him	with	something	between	interest	and	impatience.
‘Hey,’	he	whispered.	‘You	were	calling	out	in	your	sleep.’
Jacob’s	neck	was	damp	and	the	thin	woolen	blanket	had	tangled	round	his	torso.

He	ran	a	hand	across	his	wet	forehead,	memories	of 	red	and	green	flitting	behind
his	eyes.	‘Sorry,’	he	mumbled.	‘I	didn’t	mean	to	wake	you.	Calling	out?	Really?’
‘Yeah.	Real	distressed.’	Rafe	dropped	his	hands,	backed	off.	‘Something	bothering



you,	brother?’
‘No.’	He	pushed	his	fingers	through	his	hair.	‘Probably	something	I	ate.	Wasn’t	it

brother	Calum	who	cooked	tonight?’	He	attempted	a	smile	but	Rafe	wasn’t	so	easily
humored.
‘Whatever	 you	 say,	 Jacob.’	 He	 got	 up	 from	 the	 floor.	 ‘Perhaps	 you	 should

mention	it	to	Michael.’	The	lack	of 	empathy	in	his	tone	was	deafening.
‘Nothing	to	mention.	Just	a	nightmare,	brother.	We	all	get	 them	now	and	then.

Don’t	you?’
Even	in	the	dark	room,	Rafe’s	steel-eyed	glare	pierced	his	own.	Before	returning

to	his	bed,	he	said,	‘Not	like	that,	Jacob.	Not	like	that.’



8
	

Sada

Sada	sat	across	the	desk	from	her	boss	and	braced	herself 	for	what	was	to	come.
What	the	hell,	she	thought,	it	had	been	worth	a	punt,	even	though	deviation	from
the	Prosperity-approved	style	guide	was	never	going	to	earn	her	handshakes	from
her	 peers,	 lunch	 with	 Influencer	 Rivera	 or	 an	 engraved	 glass	 paperweight	 for
dedication	to	journalistic	endeavors.	Truth	or	no	truth.
Don	Mitchell	would	have	looked	just	as	much	at	home	behind	this	desk	in	this

building	housing	this	newspaper	seventy	years	ago	as	he	did	today.	In	fact	he	looked
less	at	home	today	than	he	would	have	seventy	years	ago.
Such	was	his	commitment	to	the	tradition	of 	his	job	description	that	he	still	wore

a	white	 shirt	 lined	with	 thin	blue	 stripes	 and	white	 collar,	 black	bow	 tie	with	 red
polka	dots,	 and	his	nametag	pinned	 to	 the	breast	 pocket	of 	 the	dark	 green	wool
blazer	currently	slung	over	the	back	of 	his	chair.	The	only	props	missing	from	this
picture	 were	 a	 green-visor	 hat	 and	 a	 cigar.	 Goddamn	 health	 and	 safety	 nuts,	 Sada
imagined	him	mumbling.
As	for	social	progression,	she	didn’t	think	he’d	really	advanced	all	that	far	in	that

regard	 either.	 If 	 she	 wasn’t	 so	 sickened	 by	 this	 paper	 he	 headed,	 with	 its
questionable	 role	 as	 purveyors	 of 	 public	 knowledge,	 she	 might	 have	 felt	 like
laughing.
Don	had	put	his	hands	together	as	if 	in	prayer	and	was	leaning	his	chin	on	them,

puffing	out	great	wafting	sighs	and	looking	at	her	with	the	deepest	of 	concern.	It
was	an	expression	he	always	seemed	to	save	especially	 for	her	and,	given	the	past
few	 weeks	 she’d	 had,	 it	 took	 all	 her	 limited	 composure	 not	 to	 tell	 him	 to	 just
fucking	well	get	on	with	it.
‘The	thing	is,	Sada,’	he	began	at	last.	‘You	haven’t	written	what	I	asked	for,	have

you?’
‘Oh?	In	what	way,	Don?’



He	 dropped	 his	 hands,	 reached	 forward	 with	 what	 appeared	 to	 be	 herculean
effort,	picked	up	a	printout	of 	her	offering	and	read:	 ‘Jack	Carter	and	Sandy	Lyle
may	 well	 be	 the	 latest	 in	 a	 long	 line	 of 	 corporate	 conglomerates	 pooling	 their
resources	and	brain	power	to	scale	the	dizzying	heights	at	the	top	of 	the	ladder	in
terms	of 	personal	and	professional	wealth	and	kudos.	But	at	what	expense	to	the
lowly,	green	corporate	straight	out	of 	college	with	his	foot	on	the	first	rung?’
Don	 threw	 the	 sheet	of 	paper	back	on	his	 desk	 and	 raised	 an	 eyebrow	at	her.

‘What	the	hell	is	this?	Your	angry	first	draft?’
The	chair	creaked	as	she	leaned	forward,	adopting	what	she	hoped	was	a	look	of

perplexity.	‘I’m	not	quite	sure	what	you	mean,	Don.	Carter	and	Lyle	are	indeed	the
latest	 to	benefit	 from	merging	 into	a	super-corporate,	as	 it	were.	But	my	research
and	 investigations	 reveal	 that	 the	 presence	 of 	 these	 conglomerates	 are	making	 it
harder	for	the	next	generation	to	actually	make	a	dent	in	the	marketplace.’
‘Yes,	so	you	explained.’	He	picked	up	the	sheet	and	read	from	it	again.	‘At	what

point	 will	 the	 financial	 market	 begin	 to	 witness	 the	 ground-shifting	 fallout	 from
major	money-spinners	monumentally	screwing	over	their	sons	and	heirs—’
‘Ah,	yes.	I	meant	to	change	that	last	bit.’
‘The	point	is,	Sada,	this	was	not	the	angle	I	intended,	as	I’m	sure	you	well	know.’
She	leaned	back	with	another	groan	from	her	chair,	and	mirrored	his	hands-to-

chin	pose.	 ‘I	 see.	You	wanted	 the	 ‘kiss	 the	ass	of 	 those	holding	 the	purse	strings’
angle	 as	 opposed	 to	 the	 ‘has	 anyone	 noticed	 our	 supreme	 financial	 institution	 is
eating	itself 	from	the	inside	out’	one.’
Don	glared	at	her	as	though	deliberating	a	very	precarious	river	crossing,	but	she

knew	deep	down	what	really	bothered	him	was	not	the	point	she	was	making	but
instead	how	crude	she	could	be.	Though	barely	past	sixty,	this	was	a	man	who	had
not	 adjusted	well	 to	 cuss	words	 passing	 the	 lips	 of 	what	 he	 perceived	 to	 be	 the
tender	gender.	By	 this	point	he	probably	never	would.	Which	 is	why	 she	enjoyed
letting	the	odd	one	slip	every	now	and	then.
She	returned	his	glare	with	a	straight	face.
‘Look,	Sada,’	he	began,	drawing	out	the	words.
Here	it	comes.
‘I	like	you,	I	really	do.’	Dollop	one.
‘There’s	no	denying	you’re	one	of 	the	best	writers	we’ve	got.’	Dollop	two:	she	was

THE	best.
‘But	my	hands	are	tied.’	Dollop	three.
‘You’ve	got	to	stick	to	the	script.’
She	ground	her	teeth	together	at	that	particular	dollop.



‘You	see	this	pile	here?’	He	pointed	to	a	War-and-Peace-sized	mound	of 	stapled
papers	 in	 his	 in-tray.	 ‘Job	 applications.	 Those	 bright	 young	 things	 you’re	 talking
about	in	the	financial	sector...	well,	there’s	plenty	of 	them	in	our	line	of 	work	too.
And	they’re	just	raring	to	go,	happy	to	please,	you	know	what	I’m	saying?’
Sada	had	heard	all	this	before.	Not	so	very	long	ago.	From	another	of 	this	city’s

‘great’	institutions.	She	got	up	and	took	her	rejected	offering	from	his	desk.	‘I	hear
you	loud	and	clear,	Don.	I’ll	write	it	again.	Just	how	you	like	it.’
She	left	his	office,	pulling	the	door	behind	her,	but	not	quick	enough	to	miss	his

parting	words.
‘Atta	girl.’
	

*
	

‘Thought	you’d	given	up?’
Sada	was	trying	to	hide	out	on	the	rooftop,	but	to	no	avail.	She	stared	out	over

the	midday	bustle	of 	the	city	streets,	a	calamity	of 	car	horns	and	voices	bouncing
from	one	building	to	another,	filtering	skyward	until	they	evaporated	in	the	open	air
above.	 She	 held	 a	 cigarette	 close	 to	 her	 lips.	 ‘Gossip	 and	 lies,	 Alex,’	 she	 replied,
without	turning	around.	‘All	gossip	and	lies;	you	know,	those	two	principles	we	live
our	lives	by.’
Alex	sighed	and	sat	down	on	the	edge	of 	an	air-conditioning	vent,	resisting	as	he

always	did	venturing	too	close	to	the	edge	of 	the	building.	‘That	bad,	huh?’
She	blew	out	a	lungful	of 	nicotine,	flicked	the	butt	over	the	edge	and	sauntered

over	to	sit	beside	him.	Amused	brown	eyes	snagged	her	attention.
‘What?’
‘That	could	have	hit	someone	down	there,’	he	said,	with	a	wry	smile.	‘They	could

be	burning	right	now.’
‘Well	 let’s	 hope	 it’s	Don	 fucking	Mitchell’s	 lunch	 break	 then,	 eh?	Right	 on	 the

bald	spot.’
He	laughed	and	shook	his	head,	but	his	amusement	was	only	temporary.	‘Why	do

you	do	it,	Sada?	Why	do	you	wind	him	up?’
‘Because	 it’s	 easy?	 And	 I’m	 bored?’	 She	 sighed	 and	 thrust	 her	 hands	 into	 her

pockets.	 ‘I	don’t	know.	Because	I	can’t	help	myself.	Because	one	day	he	might	tell
me	I’m	right,	that	I’ve	uncovered	something	vital	to	the	people	of 	our	city	and	we
should	tell	as	many	people	about	it	as	we	can	so	that	it’ll	make	all	the	difference	to
their	lives,	to	what	they	think	they	know.’
‘You	know	that’s	never	gonna	happen.’
Absolutely,	 she	 knew.	 But	 what	 she	 said	 was,	 ‘It	 could.	 Ain’t	 nothin’	 gonna



happen	if 	we	don’t	try	nothin’,	Mr	Hinckley.’	He	smiled,	but	just	like	her	joke	it	was
with	little	conviction.	‘Anyway,	that’s	what	our	Movement	is	for,	right?’
‘Yeah,	 I	 guess,’	 he	 replied,	 and	 looked	 skyward	where	 the	 clouds	were	 shifting

fast,	threatening	to	cover	the	sun	that	warmed	the	cool	fall	day.
She	ruffled	his	hair.	 ‘Not	 ‘I	guess’.	Don’t	you	give	out	on	me	now,	soldier.	The

Movement	is	nothing	without	your	energy	and	drive.	I	need	you.	To	help	me	save
the	world.’
He	 laughed	 again	 and	 this	 time	 she	was	 pleased	 to	 see	 the	 spark	 return	 to	 his

eyes.	It	was	true,	he	was	full	of 	drive,	but	all	too	quickly	he	could	become	deflated
and	that	was	what	worried	her	the	most.	She	should	know	that	every	time	she	came
up	 against	 the	 likes	 of 	 Don	 Mitchell	 and	 failed	 she	 wasn’t	 really	 helping	 Alex’s
morale.	She	berated	herself 	for	being	foolish	again.	As	much	as	she	hated	to	admit
it,	 Don	was	 right	 too	 –	 she	 had	 to	 stick	 to	 the	 script.	 She	 needed	 this	 job.	 For
Jessica,	for	Alex,	for	everyone	else	like	them	in	the	city,	ordinary	people	struggling
to	 live	 ordinary	 lives	 in	 a	 place	 so	 driven	 by	money	 that	 there	was	 no	 room	 for
anything	or	 anyone	else.	Without	 this	 job,	neither	 she	nor	Alex	would	be	 able	 to
afford	 to	 stay,	 let	 alone	 have	 access	 to	 the	 resources	 that	 allowed	 them	 to	 try	 to
make	 a	 difference	 in	 their	 own	 small	 way.	 Even	 if 	 all	 that	 meant	 was	 a	 few
anonymously	printed	 leaflets	 giving	people	 the	 truth	 they	deserved,	helping	 them
see	the	wood	for	the	trees	(or	the	prison	for	the	guards).
‘Speaking	of 	saving	the	world,’	she	said,	patting	him	on	the	knee.	‘I’ve	got	to	take

Jess	to	Marcus’s	tonight	so	I’ll	use	that	as	an	excuse	to	leaflet	drop	in	that	north-east
zone.	I’ll	do	as	much	as	I	can.’
‘Okay.	Message	me	when	you’re	done	so	I	know	you’re	back	safe.	And	will	you

link	up	your	damn	watch?’
‘My	phone	works	perfectly	fine.’
‘Sure,	until	 it	 runs	out	of 	battery	or	you	run	out	of 	credit.	Get	with	the	 times,

would	you?	Stop	being	so	predictably	stubborn.’
‘Okay,	Pops.’
‘Good,’	he	 said,	getting	up.	 ‘Now	for	Christ’s	 sake	can	we	get	off 	 this	 freaking

roof?’
Sada	 laughed,	got	 to	her	 feet	and	 linked	her	arm	 in	his.	 ‘Don’t	worry,	 tiger,	 I’ll

save	you	if 	you	fall	off.’
‘Yeah,’	 he	 said,	 pulling	 open	 the	 door	 to	 the	 stairwell.	 ‘But	 who’s	 gonna	 save

you?’
	

*
	



The	fresh	day	 turned	 into	a	cold	night,	giving	Sada	 the	perfect	excuse	 to	disguise
herself 	under	her	winter	coat	by	pulling	 the	fake	fur-lined	hood	close	around	her
face.	After	dropping	the	last	batch	of 	newsletters	in	through	the	open	doorway	of 	a
block	 of 	 residential	 apartments,	 she	 had	 hurried	 along	 the	 street	 as	 if 	 to	 return
home.	But	as	she	neared	Crest	Street,	the	temptation	to	go	and	take	another	 look
was	too	much	to	bear.
Over	the	past	two	weeks	since	she	was	last	there,	she	had	considered	her	options,

wondered	how	to	approach	the	tribe,	approach	him.	She	couldn’t	help	feeling	that
she	was	on	the	brink	of 	uncovering	something	important,	potentially	crucial	to	the
wellbeing	and	future	of 	the	city	and	those	within	it.	But	she	also	knew	she’d	have	to
be	careful	and	go	about	it	the	right	way.
She	hadn’t	 yet	 decided	on	what	 that	 right	way	was,	 but...	well,	 she	was	 already

here	now.	Glancing	nonchalantly	around	her	first,	she	turned	into	the	street	and	this
time	headed	straight	for	the	building	where	she’d	seen	Cloaked	Cigarette	Man.
It	was	easy	to	find	for	a	second	time	even	though	the	night	seemed	darker	than	it

had	 been	 before.	 She	 peered	 up	 from	 under	 her	 hood	 to	 see	 rolling	 clouds
beginning	 to	move	 across	 an	 ever-changing	 sky,	 a	 blue	 and	black	kaleidoscope	 in
constant	motion.	One	beautiful	 thing,	 at	 least,	 about	 this	 ass-end	of 	 the	city.	She
looked	back	to	the	road...	and	stopped	dead	in	the	middle	of 	the	street.
An	outline	of 	a	figure	was	right	in	front	of 	her.
He	or	she	was	standing	at	the	pavement’s	edge	and	seemed	to	be	looking	in	the

direction	of 	the	very	wall	she’d	been	about	to	use	as	cover	again.	They	hadn’t	seen
her	yet,	their	back	was	to	her,	but	they	could	only	be	mere	meters	away.	Whichever
way	 she	 moved	 now	 would	 likely	 signal	 her	 presence	 and	 then	 who	 knew	 what
would	happen.
She	fumbled	 in	her	pockets,	knowing	full	well	 it	wasn’t	 there	but	still	praying	 it

had	fallen	in	by	itself 	somehow.	She	hadn’t	intended	to	come	here	tonight	so	why
would	she	risk	walking	through	the	streets	of 	Brumont	with	a	weapon	in	her	pocket?
In	her	head	she	cursed	herself 	without	restraint.
She	didn’t	think	it	was	the	man	she’d	seen	before,	the	one	with	the	cigarette.	This

person	was	taller,	broader.	More	like...	But	then,	they	all	looked	the	same	didn’t	they
in	those	cloaks.
Her	heart	picked	up	 the	pace	 in	her	chest	and	warmth	rose	 like	a	wave	up	her

neck	to	her	cheeks.	He	had	half-turned	but	still	hadn’t	noticed	her,	maybe	couldn’t
see	her	standing	there	so	still	in	the	dark	road.	He	wasn’t	wearing	the	hood,	and	in
the	palest	of 	lights	coming	from	the	building	behind	him,	she	could	see	his	hair	was
thick,	 thicker	 than	 she’d	 remembered	 and	 long	 overdue	 a	 consultation	 with	 a



scissors	and	shaver.
She’d	known	it	was	him	though,	as	soon	as	his	head	had	turned.	The	memory	of

that	moment	may	have	been	sketchy	in	the	weeks	since,	but	her	brain	reconnected
the	 dots	 now	 and	 recognized	 him	without	 question.	He	 didn’t	 seem	 to	 be	 doing
anything,	other	than	looking	to	the	sky,	breathing	in	the	night	air.
Quietly	 she	 lifted	 each	 foot	 and	 took	 off 	 her	 shoes	 so	 as	 not	 to	 draw	 his

attention	before	she	was	ready.	Then	on	stockinged	feet	she	edged	closer	to	where
he	stood	with	his	back	to	her	again	now,	his	face	turned	upward.	The	gap	between
them	 narrowed	 and	 she	 still	 hadn’t	 thought	 of 	what	 to	 say.	A	 terrifying	 thought
gripped	her.	What	if 	he	didn’t	recognize	her?
But	with	less	than	three	yards	to	go	he	turned,	and	glared	right	at	her.
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Jacob

There	was	only	one	thing	Jacob	knew	for	certain.	This	time	he	wasn’t	asleep.	The
breath	caught	in	his	throat	as	his	eyes	landed	squarely	on	the	two	green	depths	that
had	 haunted	 his	 conscious	 and	 subconscious	 thoughts	 ever	 since	 he’d	 first	 been
caught	by	them	three	weeks	before.
It	took	only	a	heartbeat	for	his	mind	to	rush	through	a	multitude	of 	possibilities

and	outcomes	before	he	remembered	who	he	was	and	where	he	was.	He	yanked	the
hood	of 	 his	 cloak	over	 his	 head	 and	 as	 far	 down	over	 his	 eyes	 as	 he	 could,	 and
turned	for	the	warehouse.
‘Don’t,’	 came	 a	 voice	 from	 beside	 him,	 followed	 by	 a	 flash	 of 	movement.	He

took	a	step	back	out	of 	reach.	‘Wait,’	the	voice	said,	and	this	time	fingers	brushed
across	his	arm	so	that	he	turned	toward	their	owner	instinctively.	‘I	want	to	talk—’
His	 next	move	was	 also	 instinctive.	He	 reached	 out,	 grabbed	 for	 her	 arm	 and

marched	her	away	from	the	door.	If 	someone	were	to	hear	from	inside,	come	to	see
what	 was	 happening,	 then	 he’d	 have	 to	 explain.	Where	 would	 he	 start	 when	 he
wasn’t	 even	 sure	by	now	what	had	 really	happened	or	what	his	mind	might	have
conjured	up.
She	was	breathing	fast.	Short,	quick	pants.	But	with	his	head	bowed	to	the	floor

all	he	could	see	were	two	thin	legs	and	shoeless	feet	trying	to	keep	up.
‘What	are	you	doing?’	she	was	asking,	and	there	may	have	been	a	tremor	in	her

voice	but	he	filtered	it	out.	Either	way	he	didn’t	answer,	didn’t	trust	himself 	to,	or
even	know	how	 to.	 Instead	he	 carried	on,	pulling	her	by	 the	 arm	until	 they	were
round	the	back	of 	the	warehouse	and	its	courtyard.
‘Please...	I	just	want	to	talk—’
She	stumbled	as	they	hurried	along,	and	he	clearly	heard	the	shake	in	her	voice

this	time.	He	was	frightening	her.
‘I’m	not	going	to	hurt	you,’	he	mumbled.



She	 yelped	 and	 he	 stopped.	 She	 picked	 up	 her	 foot	 and	 rubbed	 at	 her	 toes.
‘Stone,’	she	said.
‘Why	are	you	here?’	He	spoke	louder	now	they	were	out	of 	earshot	of 	the	others.
‘Because	of 	you,’	 she	said,	as	 though	the	answer	were	obvious.	And	even	from

beneath	the	hood	he	could	feel	her	eyes	on	him,	pleading	again.
‘Put	your	shoes	on.’
As	 soon	as	 she	had	he	pulled	her	by	 the	 arm	again,	down	 the	 lane	behind	 the

courtyard	 and	outbuildings,	 across	 the	 road	 and	undercover	where	no	one	would
see	them.
The	smell	of 	urine	was	unapologetic	in	the	dim,	dank	underpass.	The	place	was

empty	bar	for	one	long-abandoned	armchair,	a	small	pile	of 	rusting	beer	cans	and
the	 spray-decorated	 walls,	 which	 at	 least	 added	 a	 bit	 of 	 color	 to	 the	 otherwise
lifeless	 concrete	hole	 in	 the	wall.	He	 let	 go	of 	her	 and	paced.	The	 sound	of 	her
panting	 breath	 was	 distracting.	 He	 could	 still	 hear	 the	 hint	 of 	 a	 quiver	 in	 those
gasps	and	it	was	unnerving.
‘You	can’t	be	here.’	He	turned	and	looked	at	her	as	directly	as	he	could	through

the	hood.
‘Okay.	I	understand.’
He	pointed	out	into	the	open.	‘Turn	left	out	of 	here,	then	left	again.	It	will	take

you	back	to	the	city.’
‘Yes,	okay,	I—’
‘Good.’	He	tugged	at	his	hood	and	marched	from	the	underpass,	cursing	under

his	breath	when	he	heard	her	footsteps	trotting	after	him.
‘But	wait—’
He	 spun	 round.	 She	was	 closer	 than	 he	 thought	 and	 she	 almost	 collided	with

him.	‘What	do	you	want	from	me?’	he	snapped.
‘I...’	She	hesitated,	and	he	hoped	she’d	give	up	now,	turn	around,	go	home.	So	he

had	frightened	her,	so	what?	If 	that	was	the	only	way	to	get	rid	of 	her.	Except	she
still	wasn’t	leaving,	frightened	or	not.	‘I	just	want	to	thank	you.	For	what	you	did.’
‘You’ve	done	that	now.’	He	turned	as	if 	to	leave	again	but	she	stepped	in	front	of

him.	Jesus!	He	felt	the	tremble	in	his	hands	and	was	grateful	it	was	too	dark	for	her
to	notice.
‘You	could	have	just	left	me.’
‘I	should	have,’	was	the	first	thing	that	came	to	mind	and	out	of 	his	mouth	at	the

same	time.	But	even	blatant,	brutal	honesty	didn’t	seem	to	deter	her.
‘Why	didn’t	you?’
No	 ready	 answer	 came	 to	 mind,	 and	 the	 memory	 of 	 that	 afternoon	 had



disrupted	him	enough	already	without	examining	it	in	closer	detail.	At	least	today	it
wasn’t	white	she	wore.	Would	this	now	be	in	his	nightmares	tonight?	Her	returning
like	this?	He	looked	to	the	floor,	wanting	to	record	as	little	detail	about	this	scenario
as	 possible.	 Without	 detail,	 it	 couldn’t	 haunt	 him.	 ‘I	 have	 to	 get	 back.	 They’ll
wonder	where	I	am.’
‘Of 	course,’	she	said,	but	made	no	move	to	leave	herself.
‘You	can’t	stay	here.	You’ll	get	me	into	trouble.’
‘I	understand.	I	know	all	about	trouble.’	She	laughed,	a	half-laugh;	half 	amused,

half 	nervous.	He	walked	around	her	but	she	called	out,	‘Can	I	meet	you?	Another
day?’
‘No.’
‘Please.’
He	stopped,	his	heart	jumping	in	his	chest,	his	eyelids	suddenly	heavy,	unbearably

so.	In	his	pocket,	his	fingernails	dug	into	his	palm.	‘Why?’
‘To	talk.’
‘I	don’t	talk.’
That	half-laugh	again.	‘I	can	see	that.’
He	started	walking	but	 there	was	something	very	wrong	with	this.	Not	 just	her

being	here	and	him	talking	to	her	(Christ,	when	did	he	even	last	have	a	conversation
with	 a	woman?).	 But	 something	 else	wasn’t	 right.	He	 knew	 deep	 inside	 it	 hadn’t
been	 right	 since	 the	moment	 she’d	 gripped	his	 arms	 and	begged	 for	 her	 life.	He
may	have	brushed	those	nightmares	off 	in	front	of 	Rafe,	but	they	were	signaling	to
him,	linking	him	to	his	past,	dredging	something	up	he	didn’t	want	or	need	to	know
about.
He	 slowed	 to	 a	 stop,	 glanced	 back.	 She	was	 still	 there,	 waiting,	 and	 his	 hands

wouldn’t	stop	trembling	even	when	he	clenched	them	deep	in	his	pockets.	What	if
she	grabbed	him	again?	What	if 	she	turned	up	unannounced	at	the	warehouse?	It
wouldn’t	take	much	for	Rafe	to	have	him	thrown	back	onto	the	streets.	He	couldn’t
live	without	the	Tribe,	couldn’t	even	consider	it,	not	now.	The	Tribe	had	saved	him.
Michael	had	saved	him.	Michael,	his	father	figure...	What	would	he	do	if 	he	saw	him
now?	What	would	he	expect	him	 to	do?	He	wanted	him	 to	be	 leader	one	day,	 to
replace	him.	How	wrong	about	that	he	was.
He	hung	his	head	and	sighed,	his	breath	shaking.	There	was	only	one	way	to	get

her	to	leave.	Perhaps	too,	he	convinced	himself,	there	was	a	chance	it	would	settle
the	unrest	that	their	regrettable	encounter	had	stirred	in	him.
‘Just	once,’	he	relented.
Even	without	looking	at	her,	he	knew	she	was	smiling	as	she	said,	 ‘Great.	Wait,



let	me	just	get	your	number.’
‘No	phones.’
‘Really?	Why	not?’
‘Tomorrow	night.	There’—he	indicated	back	to	the	underpass	with	a	slight	nod

of 	his	head—‘nine	o’clock.’	And	when	he	walked	on	this	time	she	didn’t	follow.
He	might	have	expected	to	feel	relief 	that	he’d	shaken	her	off.	But	although	he

sensed	 an	 overwhelming	 torrent	 of 	 emotions	 heading	 in	 his	 direction,	 relief 	was
not	one	of 	them.

	
*
	

He	didn’t	rush	back	to	the	warehouse.	Not	when	he	couldn’t	be	certain	his	actions
and	 inner	 turmoil	 weren’t	 visible	 for	 all	 to	 see,	 tattooed	 along	 the	 lines	 of 	 his
forehead	or	radiating	out	from	the	quake	of 	his	 fingers.	He	wished	now	he’d	 just
left	her,	the	Outsider.	After	all,	what	was	one	more	dead	body	round	this	way?	One
more	victim,	one	more	statistic.	One	less	to	worry	about.
As	he	rounded	the	corner	of 	 the	warehouse,	he	still	 shook	all	over.	He	walked

past	the	thin	yellow	glow	from	the	windows	which	cast	his	shadow	as	an	ominous
companion,	and	on	to	the	next	empty	unit.	It	was	a	place	he’d	come	to	many	times
in	the	early	years	to	be	by	himself,	though	it	had	been	some	time	now	since	he’d	last
felt	the	need	to	return.
The	 heavy	 wooden	 door	 was	 seized	 half 	 shut.	 He	 squeezed	 round	 it,	 just

managing	to	push	himself 	inside.	In	the	darkness	he	edged	forward	across	shattered
glass	and	debris	to	where	he	knew	the	stairs	would	be,	and	treading	carefully	on	the
worn	 and	 fragile	 boards,	 he	 felt	 his	 way	 up	 three	 flights	 of 	 stairs	 to	 the	 large
expanse	of 	the	empty	room	at	the	top.
His	feet	skimmed	over	disintegrated	plaster	littering	the	floor	as	he	made	his	way

to	 the	 spot	 by	 the	 window	 he	 both	 loved	 and	 hated	 in	 equal	 measure	 and	 for
different	reasons.
Wrapping	the	cloak	tight	around	himself,	he	perched	on	the	edge	of 	the	frame.

The	wide,	paned	window,	barely	holding	on	before,	was	now	completely	gone	and
from	up	here	the	chill	on	the	breeze	was	biting.
He	looked	down	to	the	empty	roads	below,	the	landscape	of 	redundant	factories,

warehouses	and	offices,	and	then	beyond	to	where	the	tallest	buildings	blocked	out
the	light	and	activity	at	the	heart	of 	Brumont,	a	glass	and	steel	wall	separating	one
part	of 	the	city	from	another.
She	 was	 out	 there	 somewhere.	 Finding	 her	 way	 back	 home	 through	 this

unwanted	part	of 	 town	where	 all	 the	desperate	 and	 sometimes	dangerous	people



hid,	one	of 	whom	she’d	already	met	with	not	so	very	long	ago.	What	would	make
her	return	just	weeks	later,	and	in	the	middle	of 	the	night,	to	the	place	where	she’d
almost	been	killed?
Bravery	 or	 stupidity	were	 the	 only	 answers	 he	 could	 come	 up	with,	 neither	 of

which	did	much	to	settle	his	concerns.	If 	she	were	either	of 	those	things,	what	else
might	she	be	capable	of?
Leaning	back	against	 the	window	frame,	he	 lifted	his	heavy	boots	 to	 rest	upon

the	ledge.	He	lowered	his	hood	to	feel	the	bitter	breeze	wash	over	him,	maybe	clear
his	 head,	 make	 his	 route	 clear	 again.	 By	 rights,	 he	 shouldn’t	 be	 having	 these
thoughts,	shouldn’t	need	to	be	contemplating	anything.	His	place	in	the	Tribe	had
been	so	assured,	a	way	of 	life.	Was	all	that	threatened	now?	Was	that	why	he	was	so
unnerved?
Michael’s	 doctrine	was	 certainly	 truer	 than	 Jacob	had	 thought	 –	 there	was	 one

root	cause	of 	 imbalance	 in	 the	human	psyche	and	that	was	other	people.	But	 the
Tribe	had	been	established	 to	 accept	 everyone	 in	 its	midst	 as	 equal.	 It	 refused	 to
judge,	 to	 question,	 assume	 or	 influence.	 All	 those	 things	 that	 shaved	 away	 at	 a
person	until	they	became	only	a	two-dimensional	copy	of 	somebody	else;	until	they
forgot	entirely	who	they	might’ve	been.
Now	 with	 only	 one	 action,	 one	 stupid	 spur-of-the-moment	 reaction,	 he	 had

already	let	in	thoughts	he	didn’t	want	to	have.	If 	he’d	known	what	would	be	set	in
motion	by	acting	on	instinct	alone,	he’d	have	walked	away	from	her	that	day	instead.
Yet	what	choice	did	he	have	than	to	see	her	again	now?	Even	when	what	he	really
wished	was	to	be	left	alone	to	carry	on	his	duties	for	the	Tribe	as	he’d	become	used
to.
There	 was	 one	 consolation	 in	 all	 of 	 this	 at	 least,	 one	 glimmer	 of 	 hope	 that

despite	 this	 lapse	 in	 his	 focus	 all	would	 soon	 return	 to	 normal.	 She	might	 know
where	they	lived	now	but	they	wouldn’t	be	there	for	much	longer.	The	factory	was
more	than	two	miles	away	and	she’d	be	unlikely	to	find	him	again	once	they’d	left.
As	he	raised	his	hood	again,	feeling	comforted	by	its	warmth	around	his	ears,	he

only	hoped	he	would	be	able	to	keep	it	together	until	then.
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Sada

‘Jesus,	Sada.	I	told	you	not	to	get	involved,	let	alone	turn	up	there.	Alone.’
Alex	was	more	furious	than	she’d	expected.	He	paced	his	small	sitting	room	like

a	tiger	in	a	dog	enclosure.
It	 was	 only	 when	Hooded	Man	 had	 left	 and	 she’d	 returned	 back	 through	 the

desolate	alleyways	that	it	occurred	to	her	just	how	much	danger	she’d	put	herself 	in.
When	she	was	younger	and	only	responsible	for	herself,	she’d	had	nothing	to	lose,
but	now	it	was	different.	Now	there	was	everything	to	 lose.	Once	back	under	the
relative	safety	of 	the	city	lights,	she’d	looked	up	to	the	glass	giants	towering	above
her,	reflecting	neon	signs	of 	bars	in	unnaturally	vivid	and	misshapen	colors	and	the
giant	screen	with	Influencer	Wagner’s	grinning	face	churning	out	Routes	to	Success
scenarios.	And	amid	this	distorted	but	no	less	truthful	mirror-image	of 	the	city,	an
image	had	sprung	to	mind	that	put	her	careless	actions	into	perspective.	It	was	of
Jessica,	 twenty	 years	 from	 now,	 imprisoned	 in	 one	 of 	 those	 high-rises,	 a	 toddler
nipping	at	her	ankles	and	another	in	her	arms,	her	hair	a	riot	and	the	dinner	to	fix
before	the	provider	came	home.	And	in	her	dull	sunken	eyes	would	be	hatred,	for
the	one	woman	who	 could’ve	 got	 her	 away	 from	 this	 if 	 only	 she	hadn’t	 been	 so
selfish	 and	 arrogant.	 It	 was	 then	 that	 Sada	 had	 crossed	 the	 street	 to	 Alex’s
apartment	block	instead	of 	going	straight	home.
‘Look,	it’s	okay,’	she	said,	her	voice	calm	in	the	hope	he’d	pick	up	on	the	vibe.	‘I

know	 what	 I’m	 doing.	 He’s	 not	 going	 to	 hurt	 me,	 I’m	 sure	 of 	 that.	 I’m...’	 She
sighed,	 at	 the	 ineffectual	 words	 and	 at	 the	 exhaustion	 overtaking	 her.	 She	 didn’t
know	he	wouldn’t	hurt	her,	not	entirely.	He	certainly	hadn’t	been	pleased	to	see	her
again;	even	with	all	her	blood	in	its	right	place	this	time.
Taking	off 	her	coat,	 she	sat	on	 the	arm	of 	 the	sofa.	 ‘I’m	doing	 the	 right	 thing

here,	Alex.	I’m	telling	you	so	that	you’ll	know	where	I	am	and	when.	That	way	you
can	be	sure	I’m	safe.’



He	 snorted	 but	 dropped	 into	 the	 armchair,	 progress	 at	 least	 from	 the	 pacing.
‘Now	I’m	going	to	have	to	come	with	you.’
‘No.’	She	slid	off 	the	arm	and	onto	the	sofa.	‘I’ll	be	fine.	I	honestly	think	you’re

wrong	about	them.	About	him	at	least.	I	don’t	think	he’s	violent.’
‘Violence	 isn’t	 something	you	can	always	 see,	Sada.’	Frustration	was	 still	 etched

on	his	face.	Or	was	he	hurt,	that	she	hadn’t	included	him	in	her	plans?	Youth	could
be	cruelly	unforgiving.
‘I	 realize	 that,’	 she	said,	her	voice	 low	and	calm	so	 that	he’d	 listen	and	not	 just

react.	‘Look,	I	only	saw	his	eyes	for	the	briefest	of 	moments.	You	know	how	they
keep	them	hidden,	right?	But	there	was	something	about	them.	The	last	time	I	said
it	was	fear,	but	now	I’m	not	so	sure.	It’s	like	he’s	guarding	something.’
‘A	guilty	conscience.’
She	 looked	down	at	her	hands.	She	knew	how	careless	all	 this	was	sounding	to

him,	but	none	of 	 them	really	knew	much	about	 these	people.	 In	 that	 regard,	 the
tribes	 were	 doing	 a	 great	 job	 of 	 keeping	 to	 themselves.	 But	 what	 if 	 there	 was
something	they	were	all	getting	horrifically	wrong?
‘I’ll	keep	you	on	speed	dial,	okay?	Link	my	watch	to	yours,	so	you’ll	know	exactly

where	 I’ll	 be.	They	 could	help	us,	Alex.	And	we’re	 journalists,	 remember?	 Isn’t	 it
our	job	to	know	what’s	going	on	in	our	own	city?’
‘Sure,	 but	 not	when	 you	know	 it	won’t	 pass	 the	Don	Mitchell	 seal	 of 	 approval

anyway.’
She	raised	her	eyebrows.	‘This	isn’t	for	him	and	you	know	it.	But	the	Movement’s

seal	of 	approval	would	be	helpful	at	least.’
‘Maybe.’	He	relented	just	a	little.	‘But	I	know	one	thing.’
‘What’s	that?’
‘I	haven’t	got	a	cat	in	hell’s	chance	of 	stopping	you.’
She	smiled	and	winked.	‘You’re	learning	fast,	kiddo.	Learning	fast.’
	

*
	

She	 stepped	 into	 her	 apartment	 and	 threw	 her	 keys	 on	 the	 side	 table.	Now	 that
she’d	 arranged	 a	 meeting	 with	 a	 potentially	 psychopathic	 serial	 killer	 (if 	 Alex’s
concerns	were	anything	to	go	by),	and	put	in	place	a	safety	backup	(in	case	he	was
right),	 there	was	 only	 one	 other	 thing	 she	 had	 to	 do	 and	 it	was	 going	 to	 be	 the
hardest	of 	all.
After	 leaving	 the	 underpass	 behind,	 it	 had	 occurred	 to	 her	 that	 her	 daughter

currently	 spending	 quality	 time	 at	 her	 dad’s,	 wasn’t	 scheduled	 to	 be	 there	 again
tomorrow	night.	After	very	little	deliberation,	she	concluded	that	an	outing	to	the



rear	end	of 	the	city	to	meet	a	potentially	volatile	–	and	fairly	large	–	stranger	would
probably	not	pass	as	an	‘educational	field	trip’,	though	it	most	surely	would	class	as
an	irrational	and	foolish	parenting	faux	pas	that	could	potentially	end	her	maternal
duties	 prematurely.	 Still,	 she	 supposed	 even	 if 	 she	 had	 remembered	 at	 the	 time,
negotiation	was	probably	not	Hooded	Man’s	forte.
She	could	 leave	 Jess	with	Alex	but	 she’d	 so	 far	 resisted	with	every	bone	 in	her

body	burdening	a	young	man’s	life	with	her	family	affairs,	and	she	wasn’t	about	to
deflect	on	 that	now.	At	 twenty-three,	Alex	 should	be	out	knocking	back	 shots	he
couldn’t	handle	and	making	out	with	strangers	he	couldn’t	resist	handling.	And	while
she	was	pretty	certain	he	wasn’t	actually	doing	either	of 	those	things	currently,	she
wasn’t	going	to	be	the	one	responsible	for	taking	that	privilege	away	from	him.
She	 took	a	cold	beer	 from	the	 fridge,	 cracked	off 	 the	 top	and	knocked	back	a

long,	refreshing	and	much-needed	swig	before	dropping	onto	a	stool	at	the	kitchen
counter	to	make	the	dreaded	call.
As	usual	he	answered	on	the	first	ring,	leaving	her	no	time	to	take	a	breath.	‘Yo.

What’s	up?’
‘I’m	sorry	to	call	so	late.	Hope	I	don’t	wake	her.’
‘Hell,	no.	She’s	just	picking	a	book	to	read.’
Sada	glanced	at	her	watch.	‘Marcus,	it’s	ten	thirty.	She	has	school	tomorrow.’
‘Blah,	blah,	blah,	yes,	Mom.’
She	heard	Jess	 laughing	in	the	background	and	could	picture	Marcus	rolling	his

eyes.	He	was	so	damn	annoying	but	she	couldn’t	help	but	smile	at	the	sound	of 	her
daughter’s	giggling.	Parenting	was	the	one	thing	she	couldn’t	pull	punches	with	him
over.	He’d	always	put	Jess	first.
Marcus	sighed	and	 the	sound	reverberated	 in	her	ear.	 ‘Well,	you	know,	Sada,	 in

comparison	 to	 you,	 I	 get	 a	 pitiful	 amount	 of 	 quality	 time	with	 our	 daughter.	 So
sometimes	we	just	make	the	most	of 	every	minute.	Don’t	we,	pumpkin?’
She	heard	Jess’s	eager	agreement	and	couldn’t	really	argue	with	that	even	though

the	 undertone	 was	 infuriating.	 ‘Well,	 funnily	 enough,’	 she	 began,	 ‘I	 was	 actually
wondering	if 	you	may	want	to	have	her	an	extra	night.	I’ve	got—’
‘Wait,	what?’	Marcus	 interrupted.	 ‘What’s	 that?	Mom	says	 Jess	can	stay	another

night?’
The	sound	of 	her	daughter’s	squeal	travelled	through	the	air	waves	and	straight

to	Sada’s	heart.
‘Mom?	Is	this	really	true?’	Marcus	over-exaggerated.
She	wanted	 to	hate	him,	 she	 really	did,	but	 she	could	almost	 see	 Jess’s	 amused

face	from	three	blocks	away.	‘Yes,	Marcus.	I	have	work	to	do	and	would	be	grateful



—’
‘You	 don’t	 have	 to	 be	 grateful,	 or	 even	 ask,’	 he	 interrupted	 again,	 his	 voice

suddenly	sincere.	‘She’s	our	daughter,	Sada,	remember?	Here	is	her	home	as	much
as	there.’
‘Yes,	right.	Thank	you.	Are	you	able	to	pick	her	up	from	school	or	would	you	like

me	to?’
‘It’s	 fine,	 I’ll	get	her.	Do	you	hear	 that,	pumpkin?	Daddy’s	on	school	 run	again

tomorrow.’
Once	again	Sada	heard	the	excitement	 in	her	daughter’s	voice,	and	pictured	her

jumping	 up	 and	down	on	 the	 spot.	Or	 on	 the	 sofa,	 knowing	Marcus.	There	was
some	whispering	and	shuffling	and	then	Jess	was	on	the	line.	‘Love	you,	Mommy.’
A	lump	rose	in	her	throat	along	with	something	else.	Shame	maybe,	or	guilt	for

choosing	a	stranger	over	her	daughter,	one	who	could	put	all	their	lives	at	risk	for
all	she	knew.	‘I	love	you	too,	sweetheart.	I’ll	see	you	in	a	few	days.’
‘Right,	 that’s	enough,	pumpkin,’	she	heard	Marcus	say,	and	then,	 ‘My	god,	have

you	seen	the	time?	Why	aren’t	you	in	bed?	Tomorrow’s	a	school	day.’
She	 laughed	quietly	 in	 time	with	her	daughter,	 thought	 she	heard	 the	patter	of

footsteps	running	away.	And	then	he	was	back	on	the	line.	‘Yeah,	I	think	she’s	okay
with	that.’
‘Right.	Great,	well—’
‘You	okay?	You	sound	a	bit	weird.	Or	wired.’
‘I’m	fine.’
‘Have	they	caught	the	bastard	yet?’
It	took	her	a	moment	to	realize	who	he	meant.	‘No.	I’m	not	holding	my	breath.’

She	thought	of 	the	officers	who	had	visited	her	in	the	hospital,	their	insinuations,
her	false	description.	Her	stomach	flipped.	It	was	only	right	she	should	see	Hooded
Man	again	if 	only	just	to	warn	him	to	keep	a	low	profile...	even	lower	profile.
Marcus	grunted.	‘Yeah,	well.	One	day	perhaps	our	law	enforcement	will	surprise

you,	Sada.	But	I	guess	journalists	and	the	law	aren’t	meant	to	mix,	are	they?’
She	gritted	her	teeth.	‘On	the	contrary,	Marcus.	Our	rag	loves	them	and	supports

them	in	all	that	they	do	to	keep	our	streets	clean	of 	nasty	sorts	of 	people.’
‘Okay,	Sada,	whatever.	Have	it	your	way.	I’ll	see	you	at	the	weekend.’
He	hung	up	before	she	had	a	chance	to	do	it	first.	She	threw	the	phone	across

the	room	to	the	sofa	and	rubbed	her	face	with	her	hands.	The	sooner	she	and	Jess
were	away	from	this	place	the	better.
She	 had	 been	 stowing	 Marcus’s	 maintenance	 payments	 and	 a	 fifth	 of 	 her

monthly	wage	in	a	separate	account	for	over	a	year	and	a	half 	now,	but	it	still	didn’t



feel	 like	 enough.	 She	 wanted	 to	 be	 sure	 that	 when	 she	 and	 her	 daughter	 finally
broke	free	from	this	city,	they	could	rent	a	place	and	afford	to	eat	even	if 	work	was
hard	to	come	by.	Maybe	she’d	even	hold	off 	looking	for	a	job	for	a	while.	Give	her
daughter	all	her	time	for	once	not	just	some	of 	it.
She	 walked	 to	 the	 bathroom	 and	 turned	 on	 the	 taps,	 thinking	 of 	 the	 rapport

Marcus	had	with	Jess.	It	was	the	only	barrier	 to	their	 leaving.	He’d	never	agree	to
their	going,	so	there	was	only	one	other	way	that	she	knew	of.	It	would	devastate
him,	of 	course,	there	was	no	getting	away	from	that.	It	could	devastate	Jess,	but	she
was	 young,	 she’d	 get	 over	 it.	 She	 would	 come	 to	 understand,	 hopefully	 and
eventually,	 why	 her	 mother	 had	 taken	 her	 away	 from	 a	 life	 that	 offered	 her	 an
uncertain	and	unethical	future,	one	with	no	real	chance	to	be	herself.	And	Marcus
could	visit,	she	wasn’t	going	to	cut	him	out	of 	their	lives.	They	just	wouldn’t	be	here.
Then	there	was	Alex.
Alex	was	the	only	one	who	knew	of 	her	plans,	but	despite	her	best	efforts	so	far

he	hadn’t	agreed	 to	 leave	with	her.	Nor	did	he	seem	overly	keen	on	going	 to	 live
with	his	mother	and	sister.	In	fact,	he	didn’t	seem	to	want	to	leave	the	city	at	all,	and
that	worried	 Sada	 a	 hell	 of 	 a	 lot	more	 than	 she	 let	 on	 to	him.	 If 	 he	 stayed,	 this
angry	young	man	whose	life	had	been	tragically	interrupted	so	early	on,	she	feared
the	city	would	eventually	swallow	him	whole	as	it	had	done	countless	others.	And
for	 what?	 For	 the	 sake	 of 	 a	 few	 pamphlets	 shoved	 through	 doors	 that	 in	 all
likelihood	went	no	further	than	the	trash	can?
Sada	took	a	towel	from	the	cupboard	as	the	small	bathroom	filled	with	steam	and

tiredness	 fogged	 her	 thoughts.	Maybe	Hooded	Man	 and	 his	 tribe	 had	 come	 into
their	lives	at	the	right	time	and	for	a	reason.	Which	made	it	all	the	more	crucial	she
speak	to	him	and	find	a	way	to	break	through	his	concrete	facade.
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Jacob

After	a	restless	night	and	unwanted	breakfast,	Jacob	sat	at	the	edge	of 	the	courtyard
on	a	bench	of 	upturned	plastic	crates	waiting	for	Michael	to	join	him.	In	contrast	to
his	mood,	it	was	a	bright	day	and	the	sun	provided	a	welcome	blanket	to	the	cold
air	beneath.
He	pulled	 his	 hood	down	 to	 his	 cheekbones,	 leaned	 back	 against	 the	wall	 and

closed	his	eyes.	He	wouldn’t	be	able	 to	meditate	so	didn’t	even	 try.	This	past	 few
weeks	had	made	seeking	peace	so	much	harder	than	it	had	been	in	a	long	while,	and
though	 he’d	 tried	 to	 block	 out	 the	 things	 that	 were	 unsettling	 him,	 his	 attention
span	was	weak	and	resolve	weaker.
Now,	after	last	night,	there	was	no	use	pretending	that	all	of 	this	would	just	go

away.	She	wasn’t	just	going	to	go	away.	Even	when	he	tried	to	focus	on	the	doctrine
–	those	guidelines	he’d	learned	to	recite	daily	until	they	were	ingrained	in	his	every
cell	 –	 it	was	her	 face	 that	 appeared	 behind	 his	 eyes	 along	with	 other	 images	 that
came	and	went	fleetingly,	ones	he	couldn’t	quite	place	and	didn’t	want	to.
A	 shadow	 crossed	 over	 him,	 blocking	 out	 the	 warmth	 of 	 the	 sun’s	 rays.	 He

smiled,	 pushing	 back	 his	 hood.	 But	 it	 was	 not	Michael	 stood	 above	 him	 as	 he’d
expected.	He	pulled	himself 	upright.
‘Brother	Rafe,’	he	greeted	him,	shuffling	across	the	crates	to	allow	his	compatriot

to	sit.
Rafe	didn’t	budge.	‘I	hear	you’re	taking	Michael	to	the	factory	today.’
Jacob’s	move	had	put	him	back	into	the	sunlight	and	he	had	to	squint	to	look	at

the	man	towering	over	him.	‘Yes,	that’s	right.’
‘Then	I’d	like	to	come	too.’
Is	he	asking	for	permission?	He	guarded	his	eyes	with	his	hand	to	be	better	able	to

read	 Rafe’s	 expression.	 But	 it	 gave	 little	 away.	 ‘Can’t	 see	 why	 not,	 brother,’	 he
replied.



Rafe	nodded	once	and	sat	beside	him,	but	said	nothing	more	as	they	waited	for
Michael	who	arrived	moments	later.
‘Ah,	boys,	nice	morning,’	he	said,	though	he	rubbed	his	hands	together	to	stave

off 	the	underlying	chill.	‘Perfect	for	our	scouting	mission,	Jacob.	Are	you	ready?’
Jacob	got	to	his	feet.	‘Ready	when	you	are.’
‘Excellent.’	He	turned	to	Rafe	who’d	also	stood.	‘Rafe,	I	wonder	if 	you	wouldn’t

mind	overseeing	 the	harvesting	of 	 the	 vegetables	while	we’re	 gone.	 Some	of 	 the
men	have	not	done	it	before	and	we	can’t	afford	to	lose	any	just	now.	Ideally	we’ll
want	to	take	as	much	with	us	as	we	can	when	we	move.’
As	 quickly	 as	 the	 disappointment	 flashed	 across	Rafe’s	 face	 it	was	 gone	 again,

hidden	beneath	a	veneer	of 	authority	and	purpose.	‘Of 	course,	Michael.	You	want
someone	you	can	trust.	I	understand.’
Michael	 hesitated	 before	 giving	 a	 slight	 nod	 of 	 the	 head.	 ‘Indeed.	 Thank	 you,

Rafe.’	He	turned	back	to	Jacob.	‘Shall	we?’
Jacob	gestured	 for	Michael	 to	 lead	 the	way	 as	 they	 left	 the	 courtyard	 and	Rafe

behind.	They	walked	in	silence,	but	once	clear	of 	the	warehouse	Michael	seemed	to
relax	his	guard.	‘He’s	an	odd	one,	that	one.’
He’d	been	so	lost	 in	thought	that	for	a	moment	Jacob	wasn’t	sure	who	Michael

was	referring	to.
‘Rafe,’	he	confirmed.	‘He	has	a	troubled	past.’
Jacob	 remained	 quiet,	 fearful	 of 	 saying	 something	 he	 shouldn’t,	 or	 finding	 out

more	than	he	wanted	to	know.
‘He	means	well.	I	believe	he	understands	our	values	and	of 	course	he’s	been	with

us	some	time	now.	Yet	something	still	simmers	underneath	with	him.’
Though	 careful	 to	 appear	 interested,	 inside	 Jacob	wondered	whether	his	 astute

mentor	could	read	him	as	well	as	all	that.	Could	Michael	see	what	simmered	inside
of 	him	right	now?
‘He’s	 one	 to	 watch,’	 he	 went	 on.	 ‘Of 	 all	 our	 members,	 he	 is	 the	 one	 who

concerns	me	most.	 I	 fear	 there’s	 an	 unpredictability	 about	 him.	 You	 and	 I	 have
known	each	other	a	 long	 time	and	I	get	 the	 sense	 that	Rafe	 thinks	 this	makes	us
closer	 than	 I	 am	 to	 the	other	members,	 including	him.’	He	paused,	 in	 thought.	 ‘I
suppose	he’s	right.	But	that’s	not	the	point.	All	brothers	are	treated	equally.	If 	there
is	to	be	any	point	of 	tension	–	let’s	for	argument’s	sake	say	jealousy	–	then	he	will
have	to	be	dismissed	from	the	group.’
‘You	think	it’s	that	bad?’	Jacob	asked,	though	it	was	relief 	not	concern	that	was

his	 first	 response.	 Not	 relief 	 Rafe	 might	 leave	 the	 group,	 but	 that	 his	 own
suspicions	 about	 his	 fellow	 brother	 weren’t	 merely	 a	 figment	 of 	 his	 own	 recent



paranoia.
‘I	speak	only	in	confidence,	Jacob.	Between	you	and	I.’
He	nodded.	‘Of 	course.’
‘He’s	 done	 nothing	 I	 can	 pinpoint,	 which	 makes	 things	 trickier.	 He’s	 not

disagreed	with	me	or	rejected	his	duties.	Yet	I	sense	his	unease,	an	unease	that	I’d
hoped	would	have	gone	now	after	almost	 two	years	of 	meditation	and	Tribe	 life,
but	I	don’t	think	it	fully	has,	or	at	least	of 	late	it	seems	to	be	re-emerging.	You’ve
sensed	it	as	well,	haven’t	you?	To	be	alert	is	all	I’m	suggesting.’
Jacob	looked	to	the	floor	as	he	walked,	feeling	the	weight	of 	his	own	conscience

bearing	 down	 on	 him	 as	 if 	 he	 too	 were	 hiding	 something	 from	 this	 man	 who
trusted	him	so	implicitly.
‘In	 the	meantime	 I’ll	 continue	 to	 allocate	 responsibility	 to	 him.	 This	 seems	 to

counter	any	grievances	he’s	withholding.	It	gives	him	the	purpose	he	craves.’
‘Yes,	brother.	We	know	well	enough	how	duty	and	occupation	relieve	tension.’	A

part	of 	 the	doctrine	he	himself 	 should	be	concentrating	on	now	more	 than	ever.
And	in	an	effort	to	dissipate	his	own	troubled	mind,	for	the	rest	of 	their	journey	he
turned	his	attention	and	the	conversation	away	from	the	mental	and	emotional,	and
toward	the	practical	implications	of 	the	upcoming	move.

	
*

	
Several	hours	later	they	were	treading	the	same	path	back,	content	in	the	knowledge
they’d	 found	 the	 right	 property,	 one	which	would	 enable	 them	 to	 continue	 their
refuge,	at	least	for	the	foreseeable	future.	There	was	work	to	do,	but	overall	Michael
was	pleased.	The	foundations	of 	the	building	were	firm	and	the	close	proximity	of
a	fast-flowing	river	would	enable	better	crop	and	vegetable	production	than	they’d
been	able	to	establish	in	their	current	location.
Just	 as	 Jacob	 predicted,	 Michael	 was	 buoyant	 with	 ideas	 for	 how	 they	 could

convert	this	rundown,	abandoned	old	building	into	fully	functioning	living	quarters
befitting	 a	 small	 army.	 Half 	 an	 hour	 into	 the	 walk	 back	 and	 his	 mentor	 hadn’t
stopped	making	plans.	He	was	relieved	too	that	even	his	own	mood	had	lifted	from
the	 one	 he’d	 staggered	 from	 bed	 with	 that	 morning.	 As	 the	 day	 wore	 on,	 the
thought	 of 	 leaving	 the	warehouse	 behind	 and	moving	 on	 to	 a	 new	 environment
filled	 him	 with	 renewed	 hope	 and	 vigor	 for	 this	 lifestyle	 he’d	 come	 to	 feel	 so
liberated	 within.	 The	 strain	 of 	 recent	 weeks	 would	 soon	 be	 put	 behind	 him	 for
good.
‘In	 all	 honesty,	 Jacob,	 I	 think	 this	move	may	 be	 just	what	we	 need.	 It’s	 a	 new

opportunity.’



He	smiled;	his	mentor	had	read	his	thoughts.	 ‘I	agree.	It’s	the	right	thing	to	do.
For	all	of 	us.	Perhaps	it’s	what	Rafe	needs	too.’
‘We’ll	 need	 to	 coordinate	 the	 move.	 That’s	 something	 we	 could	 ask	 Rafe	 to

consider,	make	him	feel	more—’
Jacob	looked	up	to	see	what	had	interrupted	him.	His	immediate	thought	was	to

look	 for	drones,	but	 they	 surely	wouldn’t	 come	out	 this	 far,	 and	he	 could	 see	no
sign	of 	any.	‘What	is—’
Michael	lifted	his	finger	to	indicate	he	was	listening	for	something.
He	heard	nothing	but	watched	as	Michael	crept	up	to	the	window	of 	a	partially

derelict	 two-story	office	block	and	peered	 in	 through	a	broken	pane,	 turned	back
and	 motioned	 for	 him	 to	 follow.	 Stepping	 around	 a	 shower	 of 	 broken	 glass
scattered	 across	 the	 stone	 floor,	 Jacob	 crept	 in	 through	 the	 half-open	 doorway
behind	him,	and	as	he	did	he	heard	the	sound	of 	stuttered	heavy	breathing	coming
from	 one	 of 	 the	 rooms.	 He	 pushed	 back	 his	 hood	 when	 Michael	 indicated	 he
wanted	to	whisper	something	to	him.
‘In	there,’	he	said	and	pointed	toward	a	wooden	door,	its	blue	paint	peeling	and

brass	handle	broken.	‘He	has	a	piece	of 	glass,	Jacob.’	Michael	nodded	once,	brown
eyes	fixed	on	his,	urging	him	to	understand	his	meaning.	‘He	needs	your	help.’
‘Me?’	His	heart	rate	leapt.	‘I	won’t	know	what	to	do—’
‘You	will.’	Michael’s	glare	bore	 into	his	and	he	nodded	again.	 ‘Keep	your	hood

off 	your	face.	Let	him	see	your	eyes.	Talk	to	him.	You	can	help	him.’
He	felt	weak	and	uneasy	but	knew	not	to	argue	the	point.	There	was	no	time	for

that.	Perhaps	 the	man	had	already	done	what	he	 intended.	What	 then?	Would	he
walk	in	through	the	door	and	find	him	already	dying?
Color	flashed	through	his	mind	as	he	stepped	closer	to	the	door.
Red	on	white.
A	blood-filled	room.
His	hand	trembled	as	he	reached	for	the	handle	and	pushed	the	door	open	just

enough	to	pass	through.	He	had	been	here	before,	but	another	door,	another	time.
Sudden	movement	 from	 the	 corner	of 	 the	 room	made	 the	breath	 catch	 in	his

throat.	But	relief 	came	with	it	when	he	saw	it	was	just	the	man	jumping	to	his	feet.
No	red,	no	blood.	Not	yet.
‘Who	the	fuck	are	you?’	the	man	shouted,	spittle	flying	from	his	mouth.
He	was	a	thin	man,	just	a	little	shorter	and	younger	than	Jacob.	A	tattered	navy

sweater	hung	 limp	from	his	bones	and	he	seemed	 to	be	quivering	out	of 	control
beneath	it.	A	large	shard	of 	glass	was	gripped	in	his	right	hand	and	he	was	panting
in	loud	heaving	gasps.	Sweat	glistened	on	his	forehead	and	ran	in	a	line	past	his	ears



to	his	neck.
Jacob	held	up	his	hands,	hoping	the	man	was	too	far	gone	to	notice	how	much

they	shook.	‘It’s	okay.	I’m	not	going	to	hurt	you.’
‘What	 the	 fuck	 do	 you	 want?’	 He	 waved	 the	 glass,	 though	 not	 Jacob	 felt,	 or

perhaps	just	hoped,	with	any	intentions	of 	harming	him.
‘Nothing.’	He	 took	 a	 step	 forward.	 ‘I	was	 passing,	 heard	 someone	 in	 here	 and

thought	I’d	see	who	it	was.	These	buildings	are	usually	empty.’
‘Stay	 away,’	 the	 man	 yelled	 again,	 swaying	 from	 one	 foot	 to	 the	 other	 on	 old

sneakers.	‘There’s	nothing	here.	It’s	all	been	taken.’
‘I	don’t	want	anything.	I’m	not	stealing.	Look...’	He	gestured	to	the	floor	in	front

of 	him.	‘I’ll	sit	here.’
‘No!	Just	go.’
As	 he	 was	 about	 to	 lower	 himself 	 to	 the	 floor	 sunlight	 flashed	 off 	 the	 glass,

catching	 his	 eye	 and	 drawing	 his	 attention	 to	 the	 line	 of 	 blood	 beginning	 to
elongate	and	drip	from	the	man’s	fingers.	The	gentle	tap	it	made	as	it	met	the	stone
floor	might	just	as	well	have	been	a	thunder	crack.	It	echoed	through	his	skull.	The
room	spun	 and	he	 stumbled	 forward,	 grabbing	 for	 something	 to	hold	on	 to,	 but
finding	nothing	within	reach.
‘Stop!	No	closer.’	The	man’s	voice	was	higher,	frantic.
‘S-sorry,’	 Jacob	stuttered,	 leaning	forward,	placing	his	hands	on	his	knees	to	try

and	steady	himself.	‘It’s	the	b—’
‘What?’
‘B-blood.’	 He	 put	 a	 hand	 to	 his	 mouth,	 tried	 to	 breathe	 through	 the	 urge	 to

throw	up	his	sparse	breakfast,	while	with	the	other	he	pointed	to	the	man’s	fist.	The
man	looked	down,	saw	how	the	glass	had	bitten	into	him,	and	loosened	his	grip.	He
grimaced	as	the	pain	suddenly	hit	home.
Jacob	knelt	down	on	the	hard	floor,	thankful	it	was	so	cold.	He	spread	his	fingers

and	 pressed	 his	 palms	 into	 the	 stone,	 waiting	 for	 the	 nausea	 to	 pass.	 When	 he
looked	up	 again,	 the	man’s	 breathing	was	 less	 urgent	but	 he	hadn’t	 let	 go	of 	 the
glass.
‘Please	leave,’	the	man	uttered,	quieter	than	before.
But	it	was	all	he	could	do	to	stop	himself 	from	losing	consciousness	let	alone	get

to	his	feet	and	walk.	While	he	breathed	slow	and	deep	through	the	fog,	he	thought
how	awful	it	would	be	if 	Michael	had	to	come	in	here	and	rescue	him	before	saving
this	poor	desperate	man	from	going	over	 the	edge.	But	by	some	twisted	 luck,	his
inability	to	act	or	speak	seemed	to	be	diffusing	the	situation.	He	peered	up	through
stinging	 eyes	 when	 he	 heard	 movement	 across	 the	 room;	 watched	 as	 the	 man



dropped	 down	 onto	 a	 plastic	 chair,	 the	 glass	 shard	 slipping	 from	 between	 his
fingers.	It	rang	out	as	it	clattered	to	the	floor,	the	sound	bouncing	off 	the	bare	walls
unable	to	find	a	way	out.
Relief 	 flooded	through	Jacob’s	body,	not	 least	because	 it	meant	 there	would	be

no	more	blood.
As	his	muscles	relaxed	and	head	cleared,	he	felt	better	able	now	to	 look	at	 this

man	who	cradled	his	head	between	his	 fingers,	 and	as	he	did	he	 recognized	him.
Not	who	he	was	or	his	name,	but	the	masked	power	that	had	taken	control	of 	him,
robbing	him	in	an	 instant	of 	all	 rationality,	all	sense	of 	what	 life	had	been	before
and	his	place	within	 it.	 It	was	a	sensation	Jacob	had	once	thought	unique	only	 to
him,	 until	 the	 Tribe	 had	 grown	 and	 with	 it	 his	 understanding.	 A	 communal,
unspoken	understanding.	A	questioning	eye,	a	recognizable	silence.	Now	here	it	was
again...
This	was	a	man	so	frightened	and	alone	with	what	he	saw	 in	himself 	 that	he’d

come	to	a	place	where	the	odds	of 	being	found	were	surely	nil,	and	with	the	sole
premeditated	intention	of 	ending	the	despair	that	just	being	alive	meant	for	him.
When	he	was	once	where	this	man	was	now,	it	had	been	Michael	who’d	come	to

his	aid.	Michael	who	with	perseverance	had	brought	him	back	to	life.	Michael	who
had	selflessly	nurtured	in	him	new	reasons	to	stay	alive.	How	had	he	begun?
‘I’m	Jacob,’	he	said,	starting	with	the	basis	of 	all	human	connections.	 ‘You	look

like	I	did	five	years	ago.’	The	man	didn’t	move,	his	chin	resting	upon	his	chest	as
though	 his	 head	 were	 filled	 with	 concrete.	 ‘In	 fact,	 you	 are	 at	 least	 conscious.	 I
wasn’t.’
The	words	were	not	easy	to	speak	but	here	between	the	two	of 	them	as	strangers

it	 felt	 acceptable	 to	 say	 them,	 albeit	 his	 voice	 sounded	 detached	 from	 his	 body,
unreal.	 The	 man	 raised	 his	 head.	 His	 eyes	 were	 barren	 and	 bloodshot.	 Not	 the
drug-induced	emptiness	he’d	once	been	used	to	seeing	in	the	eyes	of 	those	around
him,	but	something	worse.	A	sober	desolation.
‘Heroin,’	Jacob	clarified.	‘Or	any	variation	of 	it.	I	took	something	or	another	for

more	than	thirteen	years,	not	really	caring	whether	it	killed	me	or	not.’	He	dropped
his	gaze	to	the	floor	in	front	of 	him.	‘I	didn’t	fear	what	it	would	do	to	me.	I	didn’t
fear	death.	I	wouldn’t	have	even	known	or	cared	it	was	happening.’
The	man	slid	from	the	chair	to	the	floor,	propping	his	back	against	the	wall,	his

spine	perhaps	too	weak	to	hold	him	upright	much	longer.	‘There’s	nothing	left	for
me,’	he	said,	his	voice	quiet	and	ragged.	‘I’ve	lost	everything.’
‘No,’	Jacob	snapped,	surprising	even	himself.	‘It’s	been	taken	from	you.’
The	man	 shook	 his	 head.	A	 tear	 ran	 down	 his	 unshaven	 cheek.	 ‘You	 have	 no



idea.’
‘What’s	your	name?’
‘Doesn’t	matter.’
‘It	matters	to	me.’
Dull	green	eyes	dragged	his	way,	lashes	slick	with	tears.	‘You	don’t	know	me.’
‘I	know	enough.’	He	got	to	his	feet	and	brushed	himself 	down.	‘But	if 	you’ll	let

me,	I	can	help	give	you	back	some	of 	the	things	they’ve	taken	away.’
The	man	tried	to	dismiss	him	with	a	 laugh	but	 it	only	went	as	far	as	a	splutter.

Jacob	 stopped	 in	 front	 of 	 him	 and	 held	 out	 his	 hand.	 ‘Let	 me	 help	 you,’	 he
repeated.
Again	the	man	could	only	shake	his	head	while	 tears	dripped	from	his	creased,

worn	 face.	But	 Jacob	wouldn’t	 relent,	 couldn’t	 leave	him	here	now,	 like	 this.	This
man’s	life	had	been	ripped	apart	and	decimated	until	it	amounted	to	nothing	more
than	 a	 gruesome	early	death	within	 the	 cold	 and	hollow	brick	walls	of 	 an	 empty
building	 in	 an	 abandoned	 part	 of 	 one	 of 	 the	 world’s	 wealthiest	 cities.	 It	 didn’t
matter	what	had	happened,	only	that	yet	again	it	had.	And	wasn’t	this	what	they	did,
the	Tribe?	Picked	up	the	pieces	Prosperity	discarded?
‘Please.	Let	me	try,’	Jacob	said,	his	arm	still	outstretched.	‘What’s	your	name?’
The	man’s	heavy	gaze	 landed	back	on	 Jacob,	one	 that	didn’t	 really	believe	help

was	possible,	but	nor	did	it	believe	that	anything	worse	could	happen	than	already
had.	From	between	cracked	dry	lips,	a	tired	voice	said,	‘Scott.’
He	had	barely	begun	to	raise	his	trembling	hand	when	Jacob	gripped	it	firmly	in

his	own	and	pulled	him	to	his	feet.
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Sada

Hooded	Man	had	 said	nine	but	Sada	wasn’t	 taking	 any	 chances.	 She	was	 there	 at
eight.	It	was	a	clear	night	and	the	unusually	bright	full	moon	gave	everything	a	glow
that	 made	 the	 place	 feel	 a	 little	 less	 sinister	 than	 it	 actually	 was.	 She’d	 had	 no
problem	 finding	 the	 underpass	 again.	 It	 seemed	 this	 abandoned	 part	 of 	 the	 city
with	 its	maze	 of 	 deserted	 roads	 and	 alleyways	 was	 becoming	more	 familiar,	 and
with	that	familiarity,	for	better	or	worse,	came	a	lessening	of 	fear.
She	 explored	 the	 delights	 of 	 her	 environment	while	 she	waited,	 stepping	 over

pieces	of 	rotten	wood	and	defiant	weeds.	It	was	not	an	underground	route	that	led
anywhere,	 at	 least	not	 any	more.	A	wall	of 	bricks	 and	 rubble	had	plugged	up	 its
path	and	looked	like	it	had	done	for	some	time.	She	scrunched	up	her	nose	at	the
heady	concoction	of 	damp	wood,	mold	and	stale	urine,	and	with	some	interest	but
no	real	surprise	spied	a	small	pile	of 	narrow	plastic	tubes,	their	needles	long	dried
and	rusted,	next	to	a	blackened	patch	of 	earth	in	the	corner.
As	she	wondered	just	how	long	it	had	been	since	they	were	used	her	heart	sank,

though	 it	wasn’t	 the	 users	 that	 sickened	 her,	 but	 the	 healthy,	wealthy	 jerk-offs	 in
their	comfy	top-floor	apartments	who	were	deaf 	and	mute	to	the	ones	who	needed
help	the	most.	Ignore	them	and	they’ll	eventually	go	away	–	hadn’t	the	motto	gone
something	 like	 that?	As	 indeed	 they	 seemed	 to	have	done,	 though	 the	odds	were
slim	that	they’d	moved	on	to	a	new	and	better	place.
The	one	damp	and	grimy	armchair	unceremoniously	dumped	 there	god	knows

when	looked	a	great	deal	 less	inviting	than	the	floor.	So	Sada	found	a	dry	spot	of
concrete	near	 to	 the	entrance,	 folded	her	 coat	beneath	her	 and	 sat	herself 	down,
holding	onto	her	abdomen	as	she	did	so.	Pure	instinct,	of 	course,	the	stitches	had
been	removed	weeks	ago.
She	felt	in	her	pocket	for	her	cell	phone	and	pulled	it	out.	8.17,	the	screen	read.

She	quickly	tapped	out	a	text	to	Alex,	realizing	that	she’d	once	again	accidently	and



on	purpose	forgotten	to	link	it	to	her	watch.
I’m	here.	Early	but	fine.	Text	later.
Almost	immediately	he	replied.	Be	careful,	Lois.
She	smiled	at	his	nickname	for	her,	and	tapped	out:
Don’t	think	you’ll	need	your	red	panties	tonight,	Superman.
Her	phone	buzzed	with	his	reply.	Hope	not.	They’re	on	a	heavy-soiled	cycle.
Smiling,	she	put	the	phone	back	into	her	pocket.	She	patted	the	other	side	of 	her

coat.	Yes,	the	knife	was	there.
She	 didn’t	 fear	 Hooded	 Man.	 At	 least	 she	 didn’t	 think	 she	 did.	 It	 was	 the

desperadoes	 she	needed	protecting	 from.	Yes	 and	 the	 criminals	 too,	 she	 thought,
and	smirked	to	herself;	it	was	hard	to	see	their	law	enforcement	officers	as	anything
but	desperadoes.	And	even	after	the	attack	she	could	still	say	with	all	honesty	that
she	 feared	 their	 inept	 myopic	 judicial	 system	 more	 than	 the	 poor	 guys	 actually
committing	the	crimes.
She	pulled	her	knees	up	to	her	chest	and	rested	her	chin	on	them.	It	was	quiet

here	 compared	 to	 the	 continuous	 rumble	of 	 activity	 in	 the	 city.	Almost	peaceful.
She	should	at	least	be	able	to	hear	him	coming.	That	is,	if 	he	was	still	coming	at	all.

	
*

	
She	 needn’t	 have	 arrived	 early.	 It	 was	 gone	 9.15	 when	 she	 heard	 the	 crunch	 of
heavy	 soles	 upon	 stone,	 and	 although	 she	 was	 wrapped	 up	 warm,	 the	 cold	 had
begun	to	seep	through	her	layers	and	poke	at	her	skin.	She	rose	to	her	feet,	thought
about	 hiding	 in	 the	 shadows	 of 	 the	 underpass	 but	 one	 look	 at	 the	walls	 of 	 this
place	 was	 enough	 to	 put	 her	 off 	 that	 idea.	 She’d	 rather	 risk	 her	 body	 and	 life
instead.
The	footsteps	neared.	She	put	her	hand	 in	her	pocket	and	wrapped	her	fingers

around	the	handle	of 	the	blade	just	in	case.	But	for	all	that,	she	was	calm.	He	hadn’t
hurt	her	before	so	it	was	unlikely	he’d	do	so	now.	Hell,	he	had	saved	her	life,	why
on	 earth	would	he	 take	 it	 away	 again?	And	 anyway,	 all	 inklings	 of 	 fear	 had	been
usurped	by	her	 impatience	at	being	kept	waiting...	Though	she’d	probably	 let	 that
slide	for	now.
‘Make	it	quick,’	was	his	greeting	as	he	rounded	the	corner	into	the	underpass,	his

hood	once	again	pulled	up	over	his	head	so	she	could	only	see	his	mouth	and	the
end	of 	his	nose.	But	 that	was	enough.	 It	was	clear	his	mood	was	no	different	 to
yesterday.
‘Do	you	want	to	sit	down?	I	found	a	dry	spot.’	She	pointed	to	the	floor.
‘No.’	He	was	moving	from	one	foot	to	the	other,	already	eager	to	be	gone.



‘I...	wanted	to	properly	thank	you—’
‘You’ve	done	that.	Anything	else?’
‘Well,	to...	uh.’	Christ,	she	couldn’t	think	now.	Struggling	to	talk	wasn’t	usually	a

problem	she	had	but	his	agitation	was	contagious.
‘I’ve	got	to	go.’
‘Wait,	what?	You’ve	only	just	got	here.’	Seventy-five	minutes	just	for	this?	Now	hang	on

a	minute.	‘I’ve	been	waiting	in	this	shithole	for	over	an	hour	inhaling	piss	fumes.	You
can’t	even	allow	me	five	minutes	of 	your	time?	And	would	you	mind	not	jigging;	do
you	need	the	bathroom	or	something?’
And	there	it	was,	hallelujah!	Her	voice	had	returned.
He	 stopped	 fidgeting	 and	 stood	 perfectly	 still.	 She	 had	 the	 feeling	 that	 if 	 she

could	see	his	eyes	he’d	be	looking	directly	at	her	now,	maybe	glaring,	which	at	least
was	more	than	he’d	done	so	far.
She	 held	 up	 her	 hands.	 ‘I’m	 sorry.	 I	 have	 a	 big	 mouth.’	 She	 paused,	 maybe

expecting	him	to	agree,	or	even	disagree.	But	he	remained	motionless,	his	lips	a	taut
line.
‘Look,	at	 least	before	you	hurry	off 	 just	 listen	 to	me.	 I	need	 to	warn	you.	The

hospital	have	video	footage	of 	you	taking	me	there.	And	the	law	being	the	useless
senseless	jerks	they	are	assumed	you	were	the	one	who	attacked	me.	I	tried	to	tell
them	otherwise,	but...	well,	I’m	sure	you	know	how	this	works.’	She	didn’t	know	if
he	did	actually,	but	still	it	was	better	to	keep	this	brief 	if 	they	were	on	a	time	limit.
Goddamn	 it,	 this	 felt	 like	 a	 game	 of 	 Perfection.	 ‘Look,	 I	 gave	 them	 a	 false
description	so	they	wouldn’t	come	looking	for	you	specifically.	But	I	wouldn’t	put	it
past	them	to	use	the	incident	as	an	excuse	to	frame	one	of 	your...	um...	colleagues.’
He	 hadn’t	moved	 in	 all	 this	 time	 and	 she	was	 beginning	 to	wonder	 if 	 he	was

going	to	at	all	when	eventually	he	said	‘Right’	and	turned	to	leave.
‘Wait,’	she	called,	and	to	her	surprise	he	stopped	and	turned	back.
‘You’ve	said	what	you	wanted.	Now	please,	leave	me	alone.’
His	voice	was	quiet,	serious,	agitated	–	all	the	things	it	had	been	previously.	But

now	 she	 was	 sensing	 something	 else.	 Something	 her	 journalistic	 instinct	 wasn’t
about	to	let	go.	Early	as	it	was	in	their	rendezvous,	it	looked	like	she	was	going	to
have	to	play	her	trump	card.
As	predicted	he	turned	again	to	walk	away,	which	is	when	she	said,	‘I’ve	heard	all

about	your	tribes.	You’ve	got	quite	the	reputation	in	the	city.’	He	stopped	but	didn’t
turn.	 ‘Somewhere	between	gypsy	 scavengers	 and	dangerous	 criminal	 underworld.’
She	 was	 sure	 his	 shoulders	 hunched	 a	 little.	 ‘Why	 the	 secrecy?	 You	 boys	 got
something	 to	hide?	Or	 is	 it	 that	 you	 think	you’re	better	 than	 the	 rest	of 	us?	Not



worthy	to	look	at	you—’
He	spun	round	and	marched	at	her	so	fast	that	she	stumbled	backward	until	she

bumped	against	the	wall	of 	the	underpass.	Her	hand	scrambled	for	the	knife	in	her
pocket.	She	whipped	it	out	in	front	of 	her,	pressing	the	button	to	release	the	blade
which	 shot	up	with	 such	 force	 she	was	 just	 as	 surprised	 as	him.	He	 stopped	 just
inches	from	the	sharpened	steel	edge.
‘What	are	you	doing?’	he	growled.
‘What	the	fuck	are	you	doing?’
‘Putting	you	straight,’	he	said,	as	though	it	were	obvious.
Heat	rushed	to	her	cheeks.	She	wasn’t	usually	one	to	blush	so	easily	but	here	she

was	making	a	fool	of 	herself,	and	despite	his	lack	of 	conversation	she	felt	somehow
as	though	he	knew	more	than	her.	Knew	that	she	was	way	out	of 	her	depth.
She	waited	for	him	to	laugh	at	her	but	he	didn’t.	She	kind	of 	wished	he	would.
‘I’m	 sorry.’	 She	 folded	 the	knife	 and	 returned	 it	 to	her	pocket.	 ‘Girl	 gotta	 take

care	of 	herself 	out	here.	Please,	go	on,	set	me	straight.	I	want	to	know.’
But	 instead	 of 	 going	 on,	 he	 just	 stood	 there.	 She	 stared	 back	 at	 the	 hood,

watching	it	rise	and	fall	with	his	breathing	and	deduced	he	was	fuming.	Or	terrified.
She	had	just	pulled	a	knife	on	him.
She	turned	her	head	a	little	left	and	right,	wondered	if 	he	could	actually	see	her

through	the	heavy	material	but	somehow	she	doubted	he	could.	They	were	so	close
that	the	urge	to	reach	out	and	pull	off 	that	damn	hood	was	almost	unbearable;	they
could	 only	 really	 have	 half 	 a	 conversation	 this	 way.	 But	 regardless	 of 	 how	 she’d
done	it,	she	had	at	least	hooked	him	and	now	she	just	had	to	keep	him	there.	She
waited	patiently.	It	paid	off.
‘We’re	 not	 any	 of 	 those	 things,’	 he	 said	 at	 last.	 ‘We’re	 not	 causing	 anyone	 any

harm,	and	no	one	can	cause	us	any	harm.	That’s	all	you	need	to	know.’
He	turned	from	her	but	didn’t	 leave.	Instead	he	walked	outside	the	entrance	of

the	underpass	and	took	in	a	lungful	of 	air,	exhaling	long	and	slow.
‘I	didn’t	mean	to	offend	you,’	she	said,	and	meant	it.
‘You	couldn’t.’
‘What?’
‘Offend	me.’
‘Oh.’	Jesus,	he	wasn’t	making	this	easy.	‘That’s	good	to	know.’
He	bowed	his	head.	‘I’ve	said	enough	already.	You’ve	got	what	you	came	for.	You

can’t	come	here	any	more.	Do	you	understand?’
And	once	again	he	was	cutting	off 	all	her	options,	fast.	‘I’m	Sada,’	she	tried.
‘Do	you	understand?’



She	stepped	outside	the	underpass.	‘What’s	your	name?’
‘No	names.’
‘No	names?	That	must	be	awkward.’
He	sighed,	crossed	his	arms.	‘Of 	course	we	have	names.	You	just	don’t	need	to

know	it.’
‘Oh.	I	told	you	mine.	And	if 	I	can’t	come	here—’
‘This	 has	 to	 stop.’	 His	 voice	 rose	 higher,	 and	 as	 it	 did	 the	 tremble	 beneath	 it

became	clear.	‘You	can’t	be	here,	I	can’t	talk	to	you,	you	can’t	follow	me—’
‘Wait,	wait,	wait.’	She	held	up	her	hands,	softened	her	voice.	 ‘I’m	not	following

you,	okay?’	He	turned	away,	but	at	least	he	was	still	here.	‘You	saved	my	life.	I	have
only	gratitude	for	you.	I	don’t	want	to	cause	you	any	harm.’
He	snorted.	‘But	you	are.	You	already	have.’
‘In	what	way?	Help	me	understand,	so	I	can	put	it	right.’
He	 shook	 his	 head.	 ‘You	 don’t	 need	 to	 understand.	 You	 don’t	 need	 to	 do

anything.’	He	turned	back	to	her,	and	now	his	voice	was	low	and	guarded	again,	as
though	he	didn’t	trust	it	not	to	defy	him.	‘Please.	Promise	me	you’ll	stay	away	from
the	warehouse.	There’s	nothing	for	you	there,	and	I	don’t	want	to	have	to	explain
what	happened.	If 	you	don’t	want	to	cause	harm,	then	you’ll	promise.’
She	didn’t	need	to	see	his	eyes	 to	recognize	 the	fear	emanating	from	him.	This

close	 she	 could	 sense	 it	 coming	 from	his	 every	pore.	He	was	more	 afraid	of 	her
than	she	was	of 	him.	But	why?	He	didn’t	know	anything	about	her.
Whether	he	could	see	her	or	not,	she	nodded.	‘Of 	course.	I	promise.’
And	when	he	didn’t	immediately	move,	she	asked,	‘What’s	your	name?’
She	waited	for	 the	comeback,	his	 instant	refusal,	but	 this	 time	he	hesitated	and

she	wasn’t	about	to	let	that	go.
‘Just	a	name.’
She	saw	the	rise	and	fall	of 	his	shoulders	when	he	sighed,	the	movement	of 	his

mouth	as	if 	debating	with	himself 	whether	to	say	it	or	not.
At	last	but	barely	audible,	he	uttered,	‘Jacob.’
She	smiled	and	nodded.	‘Jacob.	I	like	it.	Is	that	your	real	name	or	a	tribe	name?’
He	stiffened.	Her	luck	had	run	out.
‘Don’t	come	again,’	he	said.	And	this	time	when	he	strode	away,	 it	was	clear	he

had	no	intention	of 	turning	back.
‘I’ll	 be	 here	 tomorrow.	 Same	 time,’	 she	 called	 after	 him,	 but	 there	 was	 no

response.
She	stared	after	him,	watching	how	he	walked	with	his	head	bowed,	eyes	to	the

ground.	My	god,	she	thought,	if 	this	guy	is	a	clue	to	tribe	membership,	then	what



the	hell	kind	of 	lives	are	these	men	coming	from?	The	painful	truth	was,	of 	course,
she	already	had	a	fair	idea.
She	pulled	 up	 the	 collar	 on	her	 coat,	 sent	Alex	 a	message	 to	 let	 him	know	he

could	stand	down,	and	left	the	underpass	in	the	opposite	direction	Jacob	had	taken.
As	she	tripped	over	the	unkempt	roads	back	to	the	city	streets,	she	smiled	a	little	to
herself.	All	things	considered,	it	had	gone	quite	well.	Some	progress	had	been	made
at	 least.	 And	 he’d	 only	made	 her	 promise	 not	 to	 go	 to	 the	warehouse,	 he’d	 said
nothing	about	anywhere	else.
‘Nice	 to	meet	 you,	 Jacob,’	 she	muttered	 to	 herself.	 ‘I	 look	 forward	 to	 learning

more	about	you	and	your	fellow	man.’
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Jacob

When	 Jacob	woke	 from	 the	 nightmare	 this	 time,	 sunlight	was	 already	 filtering	 in
through	 the	 threadbare	 curtains.	 To	 his	 relief 	 the	 six	 other	 Tribe	members	 who
shared	the	room	with	him,	 including	Rafe	and	now	Scott,	had	already	 tidied	 their
bed	mats	and	left	for	breakfast.
He	pulled	himself 	upright,	peeling	 the	blanket	 from	his	sweat-soaked	back.	He

ran	his	hand	over	his	face,	across	the	thin	stubble	around	his	chin	and	throat,	and
caught	 the	smell	of 	sweat	coming	from	his	own	body.	It	would	 take	more	 than	a
rinse	in	the	basin	to	freshen	up.	He’d	have	to	take	a	trip	out	to	the	stream	later	to
bathe.
It	had	been	a	restless	night,	his	mind	churning	over	the	events	of 	recent	weeks

and	his	conversation	with	the	Outsider	last	night.	As	their	words	came	back	to	him
again	this	morning	he	dropped	his	head	 into	his	hands.	What	had	made	him	give
her	his	name?	He	hadn’t	wanted	to	tell	her	anything.	Hadn’t	wanted	to	establish	any
sort	of 	connection.	And	now	there	were	names;	she	knew	his	and,	worst	of 	all,	he
knew	hers.	He’d	heard	it	 in	his	sleep.	Heard	her	saying	it	over	and	over,	drilling	 it
into	his	head	so	that	it	would	be	impossible	to	forget.
He	felt	something	welling	up	inside	him,	like	an	irritation	in	the	gut,	something

deep	and	unpredictable	that	he	daren’t	give	a	chance	to	show	itself.	If 	he	gave	in	to
it	he	knew	he’d	want	to	smack	his	palm	against	his	forehead	or	his	forehead	against
the	wall,	find	a	way	of 	knocking	some	sense	into	himself,	of 	re-establishing	the	line
of 	thought	he’d	spent	five	years	cultivating	only	to	now	have	destroyed	in	a	matter
of 	weeks	by	some	stupid	mistake.	And	giving	 in	would	also	put	him	on	 that	 fine
line	again,	never	knowing	which	way	or	when	he	might	drop.	And	he	would	drop.
There	would	be	no	controlling	it,	just	as	he	hadn’t	been	able	to	control	it	before.
He	stood	up,	walked	to	the	window,	unhooked	the	feeble	excuse	for	a	curtain	and

peered	out	at	the	landscape	before	him.	Over	the	years	he’d	grown	to	look	past	the



desolation,	 the	 concrete	 emptiness,	 seeing	 instead	 a	 welcome	 division	 between
those	 caught	 within	 the	 city	 cogs	 and	 their	 own	 free	 and	 untroubled	 existence.
Today	though,	with	the	black	clouds	a	reminder	that	winter	beckoned	not	far	away,
he	 saw	only	 that	 the	city’s	overbearing	presence	crept	ever	closer,	 threatening	 the
space	between	them	with	each	new	day	that	passed.
Running	his	hand	through	his	hair,	he	drew	in	a	deep	breath	and	tried	to	reassure

himself 	that	things	were	not	as	bad	as	all	that.	After	all,	she’d	promised	not	to	come
to	the	warehouse,	hadn’t	she?	And	so	there	was	no	need	to	ever	see	her	again.	He
looked	north,	across	to	the	underpass	that	led	nowhere,	and	further	north	to	where
the	tall	metal	cranes	staked	their	claim	on	the	land	like	a	child’s	flag	 jabbed	into	a
sandy	turret.	They’d	need	to	get	to	work	on	the	factory	right	away.	The	Tribe	had
already	increased	by	one	new	member	this	week.	Who	else	was	out	there,	like	Scott,
like	all	of 	them	had	been,	empty,	alone,	left	with	nothing?	For	that	reason,	and	now
others,	they	needed	to	be	gone	as	soon	as	possible.	For	everyone’s	sake.

	
*

	
After	he’d	bathed,	the	brutally	cold	act	of 	which	helped	to	bring	him	more	to	his
senses,	he	took	Daniel	with	him	to	the	factory	site.	They’d	need	to	spend	more	time
on	the	grounds	and	 the	 land	around	 the	 factory	 in	order	 to	salvage	anything	 that
would	 save	 them	 the	 inconvenience	 of 	 bringing	 materials	 on	 the	 two-mile	 trip
unnecessarily.
He’d	thought	to	bring	Scott	as	a	way	of 	keeping	him	occupied,	but	Michael	felt

the	urge	to	act	impulsively	might	still	be	strong	with	the	day-old	Tribe	member,	and
until	 that	urge	passed	he	preferred	 to	keep	a	close	eye	on	him.	 Jacob	understood
and	 had	 been	 peering	 round	 the	 breakfast	 hall	 for	 another	 companion	 when
Michael	had	touched	him	on	the	arm	and	nodded	toward	the	corner	of 	the	room
where	Daniel	sat	alone.	The	young	boy	was	using	his	spoon	to	prod	at	the	contents
of 	the	breakfast	bowl,	though	little	was	actually	making	it	onto	the	spoon	and	into
his	mouth.	Jacob	had	looked	to	Michael	questioningly	but	received	only	a	shrug	in
response.
Now	 as	 they	 neared	 the	 factory,	 he	 gave	 up	 trying	 to	 distract	 Daniel	 from

whatever	was	concerning	him.	For	once,	this	normally	chatty	Tribe	member	seemed
to	have	 little	enthusiasm	for	 talking.	His	hood	remained	pulled	 far	down	over	his
face	 despite	 there	 being	 no	 one	 else	 in	 sight	 and	 the	DroneCams	 having	 already
completed	 their	 rounds	 half 	 an	 hour	 before.	 Though	 he’d	 answered	 Jacob’s
questions	and	replied	to	his	conversation,	it	was	clear	that	he	did	so	only	because	he
felt	 he	 had	 to.	But	 to	 ask	Daniel	what	was	wrong	would	 be	 breaking	 the	Tribe’s



value	of 	 respect	and	non-judgement,	 so	 instead	he	dropped	 the	conversation	and
they	walked	the	final	half-mile	in	silence.
Not	wishing	 to	 add	 any	more	weight	 to	 his	 already	 creaking	 conscience,	when

they	 reached	 the	 factory	 he	 suggested	 they	 begin	 by	 scouting	 the	 area	 together
rather	than	go	their	separate	ways.	Such	was	Daniel’s	mood	that	he	was	reluctant	to
leave	him	on	his	own.
‘There’s	an	old	gymnasium	just	down	past	here.’	He	pointed.	 ‘If 	we	take	a	look

round	these	grounds	first,	see	if 	there	are	any	pieces	of 	metal,	plastic,	or	tools	we
could	use,	and	then	we’ll	head	over	to	the	gym	before	we	 leave.	I	 think	we’ll	 find
lots	in	there	unless	it’s	already	been	taken.’
His	companion	nodded,	but	as	the	pair	searched	the	area,	Jacob’s	concern	grew

until	he	could	keep	it	to	himself 	no	longer.	‘Are	you	well,	Daniel?’
The	young	man	nodded	beneath	his	hood.	‘Yes,	brother.’
‘Why	don’t	you	put	your	hood	down?	There’s	no	one	here,	and	I	don’t	 imagine

the	DroneCams	are	able	to	come	out	this	far.’
Daniel	 reached	 for	 his	 hood	 and	 pushed	 it	 back.	 He	 offered	 a	 smile	 but	 his

furrowed	brow	defied	the	weak	attempt.
‘Are	you	 looking	 forward	 to	 the	move?’	 Jacob	asked,	 spotting	 a	 tube	of 	plastic

guttering	among	the	reeds	and	reaching	to	retrieve	it.
‘We	can’t	talk	of 	the	future,	brother.’
‘Of 	 course	 not.’	 Jacob	 stood	 corrected.	 ‘Making	 conversation,	 that’s	 all.	 You

don’t	have	to	reply,	Daniel.’
The	 boy	 bent	 to	 pick	 up	 a	 discarded	 bucket,	 examined	 it,	 noted	 the	 broken

handle	 and	 holes	 drilled	 into	 the	 bottom	 and	 dropped	 it	 again.	 ‘I’m	 indifferent,
brother.	As	long	as	I’m	with	the	Tribe	it	doesn’t	matter	where.’
His	 voice	 wavered	 at	 the	 end	 of 	 his	 sentence	 but	 Jacob	 pretended	 he	 hadn’t

noticed.
‘Yes,	you’re	absolutely	right.	Though	I’m	not	sure	how	many	more	of 	us	in	one

bedroom	I	can	cope	with.’	He	laughed	and	was	pleased	to	see	his	companion	smile
a	little	too,	even	if 	it	didn’t	quite	reach	his	eyes.
By	 the	 time	 they	 reached	 the	 gymnasium,	 the	 thin	 conversation	 had	 dried	 up.

They	stepped	silently	 in	 through	 the	heavy,	 rusted	metal	doors	and	 into	 the	main
foyer,	littered	as	all	these	buildings	were	with	pieces	of 	stone,	glass,	plaster,	and	the
remnants	of 	other	visitors	on	their	own	scouting	mission	at	one	 time	or	another.
The	door	squealed	shut	behind	them,	echoing	around	the	bare	walls.	Before	them
were	two	corridors.
‘Shall	I	take	this	one,	Daniel,	and	you	try	that	one?	We	can	meet	back	here.’



‘Of 	course.’
He	watched	as	Daniel	took	the	corridor	to	the	left,	saw	him	yank	his	hood	back

up,	and	wondered	if 	he	would	find	anything	of 	any	use	even	if 	it	were	actually	right
there	in	front	of 	him.	Concerned	but	unable	to	do	anything,	he	concentrated	on	his
own	task.	It	wouldn’t	do	to	leave	with	nothing.	It	was	a	fair	walk	out	here	and	back,
and	 he	 didn’t	 want	 any	 visit	 now	 to	 be	 a	 wasted	 one.	 They’d	 compiled	 a	 small
bundle	of 	 items	from	the	yards	around	the	factory	that	would	likely	be	useful	for
something,	 but	 he	 didn’t	 want	 to	 have	 to	 revisit	 the	 places	 they’d	 already	 been.
Every	trip	out	here	needed	to	bring	them	a	step	closer	to	the	final	move.
At	 the	end	of 	 the	corridor,	he	pulled	on	another	heavy	 swing	door	 and	 found

himself 	 in	 the	 changing	 rooms.	He	 reached	up	 to	 the	metal	 frame	once	used	 for
hanging	clothes	and	found	it	came	away	from	the	floor	easily.	The	scrape	of 	metal
across	 tile	 was	 almost	 deafening	 against	 the	 silence	 of 	 the	 old	 building.	 They
wouldn’t	be	able	 to	dismantle	 these	without	 tools,	but	at	 least	he	knew	they	were
here.	Likely	 there	would	be	 an	 identical	 room	adjacent	 to	 this	one;	one	 for	male,
one	female.
He	examined	 the	 tiles	on	 the	 floor	and	walls,	 some	salvageable	perhaps,	others

broken,	mold-ridden	or	attached	to	their	surface	so	well	they	would	only	splinter	if
retrieved.	Up	against	one	wall	was	a	row	of 	around	fifty	metal	 lockers.	He	looked
more	closely,	to	his	dismay	noticing	that	many	of 	them	were	locked	and	keyless.	He
scanned	 the	 floor,	 under	 benches,	 but	 all	 the	 keys	must’ve	 been	 taken	when	 the
place	closed	for	the	last	time.	Perhaps	they	were	keys	owned	by	the	gym	members
themselves,	ones	now	lying	forgotten	in	the	bottom	of 	a	drawer	or	a	plaything	for
restless	toddlers.	There	were	one	or	two	lockers	still	open	but	he	doubted	they’d	be
of 	much	use,	not	when	they	were	all	attached	together	in	pillars	of 	five.
He	 heard	 a	 noise	 from	 the	 next	 room,	 the	 unmistakable	 scrape	 of 	 boots	 over

concrete.	He	zigzagged	around	the	overlapping	sequence	of 	 tiled	walls	and	pillars
and	 out	 into	 the	 vastness	 of 	 a	 disused	 swimming	 pool.	 His	 eyes	 widened	 as	 he
looked	up	to	 the	high	ceiling	way	overhead	and	the	old	strip	 lights	 that	still	hung
there,	now	unused	and	unusable.	On	one	side,	the	wall	was	tiled	all	the	way	to	the
roof 	with	what	once	had	depicted	colorful	scenes	of 	an	adventurous	life	at	sea,	but
were	now	faded,	bland,	and	a	whole	lot	less	enticing.	Opposite	were	four	floor-to-
ceiling	 windows,	 each	 containing	 rows	 of 	 smaller	 panes	 which	 altogether,	 he
imagined,	let	in	enough	light	to	warrant	foregoing	the	strip	lights	altogether.
He	looked	across	the	empty	pool,	empty	that	is	of 	water	but	filling	instead	with

leaves,	 chunks	 of 	 debris	 and	 a	 creeping	 mold	 that	 was	 eking	 its	 way	 up	 what
appeared	to	have	been	sea-blue	tiles	in	a	past	existence.



The	pool	curved	down	to	its	deepest	point	on	the	opposite	side	from	where	he
stood	 and	 was	 overlooked	 by	 a	 diving	 board	made	 of 	 no	more	 than	 a	 wooden
plank,	certainly	now	not	one	that	would	pass	health	and	safety	regulations.	Beneath
the	board	sat	Daniel,	his	boots	hanging	limp	and	heavy	over	the	edge	of 	the	drop.
Jacob’s	 own	boots	 crunched	over	broken	 tile	 and	plaster	 until	 he	 reached	 the	 far
end	and	crouched	to	sit	beside	him.
The	 young	man’s	 gaze,	 angled	 down	 toward	 the	 bottom	of 	 the	 pool,	 failed	 to

conceal	the	sheen	that	covered	his	eyes	and	must	have	blurred	his	vision.
‘You’re	not	well,’	Jacob	said,	still	resisting	what	he	really	wanted	to	ask.
Daniel	rubbed	a	fist	across	his	nose	and	sniffed.	He	looked	out	across	the	pool,

seemed	to	be	deep	in	thought,	then	asked,	‘Can	you	swim,	brother?’
The	question	took	him	by	surprise	and	for	a	second	he	couldn’t	remember	if 	he

could	or	not.	‘Yes,	actually.	A	little.	At	least	I	used	to.	How	about	you?’
‘Junior	Champion,	Rathburn	Elementary,	2020.’
‘Wow,	really?	That’s	wonderful.’
‘Is	it?’
Jacob	peered	at	him.	‘Isn’t	it?’
Daniel’s	 snigger	 was	 heavy	 with	 sarcasm.	 He	 looked	 down	 at	 his	 hands.	 ‘Not

much	use	to	me	now,’	he	said.	But	then	his	throat	reddened	and	he	glanced	up.	‘I’m
sorry,	brother.’
‘It’s	okay.’
Jacob	looked	out	across	the	redundant	pool,	at	the	ladders	that	dropped	down	to

the	 murky	 depths,	 and	 noticed	 how	 the	 dirt	 and	 mold	 started	 from	 the	 lowest,
deepest	level	before	edging	their	way	upward,	slowly	suffocating	everything	that	lay
beneath.	The	 grime	was	 ground	 in	 at	 those	 depths,	 had	become	part	 of 	 the	 tile,
while	the	ones	nearer	the	surface	maintained	something	of 	their	original	color.	But
for	how	much	longer?
‘We	 try	 to	 live	 by	 the	 doctrine	 as	 best	we	 can,’	 Jacob	 said,	 his	 voice	 quiet	 and

almost	lost	in	the	cavernous	room.	‘But	that	doesn’t	mean	it’s	always	easy.’
He	 was	 only	 a	 young	 boy.	 How	 could	 they	 deny	 him	 the	 feelings	 that	 came

naturally?	Were	they	even	right	to	do	so?
‘What’s	bothering	you,	Daniel?’
The	boy’s	head	rose	to	look	at	his	peer,	brown	eyes	glistening.	‘You	can’t	ask	me

that.’	His	voice	cracked.
‘It’s	only	us	two	here.	You’re	clearly	upset.	Let	me	help.’
Daniel’s	 head	 dropped	 and	 a	 tear	 escaped	 down	 to	 his	 chin,	 dripped	 onto	 his

hands.	 He	 brushed	 it	 away,	 eyes	 flicking	 to	 Jacob	 as	 though	 he	 wanted	 to	 say



something	but	daren’t.	They	were	breaking	the	values,	both	of 	them	were.	But	after
the	week	he’d	had,	Jacob	could	bear	the	tension	no	longer.
‘Is	it	Aaron?’
A	 look	 of 	 astonishment	 crossed	 his	 face,	 but	 mixed	 with	 something	 else,

something	Jacob	hadn’t	seen	in	a	while.
‘You’ve	nothing	to	feel	guilty	about,	brother.’
Daniel	hesitated,	stumbled	over	his	words.	‘I’m	guilty	of 	breaking	the	values.’
Jacob	 saw	 the	 difficulty	 that	 speaking	 those	 words	 caused	 him,	 saw	 how	 the

cacophony	of 	mixed	emotions	crumbled	his	normally	open	and	sunny	demeanor.
Wasn’t	this	what	the	Tribe	was	supposed	to	protect	against,	precisely	these	feelings
of 	shame	and	guilt?
‘Has	anything	happened?’	he	asked,	trying	to	hold	his	gaze	while	he	had	his	trust.

But	again	Daniel	hesitated.	‘It’s	okay.	This	is	just	between	you	and	me.’
‘But	Michael—’
‘You	and	me,	Daniel.	And	see?’	He	held	up	his	hands.	‘Now	we’re	both	breaking

the	values,	so	you	have	nothing	to	fear.	Are	you	having	a	relationship	with	Aaron?’
‘No.’	His	reply	was	quick,	but	his	eyes	swamped	with	tears.	‘But	I	want	to.’
‘Does	he?’
Daniel	nodded,	and	again	a	 tear	spilled	over.	 ‘We	know	what	 the	doctrine	says.

We’d	have	to	leave.	But	neither	of 	us	want	that.’	His	expression	was	one	Jacob	had
seen	more	than	once	lately.	One	of 	despair.	One	of 	pleading.
He	looked	down	past	his	black	jeans	to	the	bottom	of 	the	pool,	a	depth	of 	ten

meters.	What	would	Michael	do?	Michael	would	ask	one	or	both	of 	them	to	leave,
surely	there	was	no	doubt	about	that.	What	would	he	do,	he	thought	disparagingly,
he	who	should	one	day	be	leader?
He	examined	the	pool	floor	but	there	were	no	answers	there.	What	harm	could

these	boys	do?	They	were	happy	together	and	also	happy	within	the	Tribe,	with	its
doctrine	 to	 protect	 them,	 bring	 them	 peace,	 contentment	 and	 the	 freedom	 they
craved.	Yet	growing	ever	more	 audible	 to	 Jacob	was	 the	voice	 in	 the	back	of 	his
head,	 questioning	 the	 doctrine’s	 promise	 to	 its	members	 and	whether	 the	 values,
created	to	liberate,	were	in	fact	doing	just	the	opposite.
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Sada

Sada	returned	to	the	underpass	the	next	night	and	the	night	after	that	but	there	was
no	 sign	 of 	 him.	 By	 Sunday	 Jess	 had	 returned	 from	 her	 dad’s,	 meaning	 there
wouldn’t	be	another	chance	to	try	again	for	three	days.	She	lay	on	the	sofa	with	her
daughter	cuddled	in	her	arms,	watching	Disney’s	Beauty	and	the	Beast	for	the	second
time	that	day,	and	wondered	if 	that	really	would	be	the	last	she’d	see	of 	him.
The	 thought	was	disheartening.	He	was	key	 to	her	 finding	out	more	 about	 the

tribes,	 what	 they	 represented	 and	 what	 they	 offered,	 all	 of 	 which	 piqued	 her
journalistic	 interest	 as	well	 as	 her	 human	one.	By	most	 people’s	 accounts,	 a	 tribe
member	would	tear	your	heart	out	with	their	teeth	soon	as	look	at	you,	but	this	one
hadn’t,	and	she	wanted	to	know	why.	Who	knew	how	many	tribes	there	were,	how
many	members	 and	 just	 what	 they	 were	 capable	 of 	 in	 large	 numbers.	Quite	 the
movement,	she	imagined.
‘Mommy?’	Jess	interrupted	her	thoughts.
‘Yes,	sweetheart?’
‘Why	does	the	beast	hide	away	in	the	castle?’
‘Well,	because	he’s	not	quite	the	same	as	everyone	else.	So	he	thinks	people	won’t

like	him.	That	maybe	they’ll	hurt	him.’
Her	daughter	sighed.	 ‘Well	that’s	 just	stupid.	Of 	course	they	wouldn’t	hurt	him.

He’s	lovely.’
Sada	 smiled	 and	 kissed	 her	 daughter’s	 fair	 hair.	 ‘You’re	 quite	 right,	 sweetheart.

The	silly	beast	must	have	got	 it	 all	wrong,’	 she	 said,	 thinking	how	brain-numbing
Disney	sentiments	could	be.	And	also	how	brutally	truthful.

	
*

	
Wednesday	 proved	 to	 be	 another	 wasted	 trip	 under	 cover	 of 	 darkness,	 and	 by



Saturday	Sada	was	getting	restless.	She	paced	the	empty	shelter,	cigarette	 in	hand,
footsteps	echoing	off 	the	walls	as	the	rain	teemed	down	outside,	and	decided	it	was
time	 to	 think	 of 	 an	 alternative	 plan.	 On	 Friday	 she	 would	 skip	 the	 underpass
altogether	 and	 head	 straight	 for	 the	 warehouse	 instead.	 She	 wouldn’t	 break	 the
promise	 she’d	 made	 him,	 but	 if 	 nothing	 else	 perhaps	 she	 could	 observe	 their
movements	from	a	distance,	learn	more	about	them	that	way.	She	peered	first	at	her
watch,	9.30,	then	up	at	the	dark	heavy	sky.	The	rain	showed	little	sign	of 	stopping.
‘Jesus.	What’s	 the	point?’	she	muttered,	 throwing	the	cigarette	butt	out	 into	the

rain.	Pulling	up	the	hood	of 	her	coat,	she	stepped	from	the	cover	of 	the	underpass
and	into	the	downpour.
She	 couldn’t	hear	 anything	over	 the	 tapping	of 	 raindrops	on	her	 coat,	but	 just

before	she	turned	into	the	next	street	something	made	her	stop	and	look	back.	As
she	did,	she	caught	sight	of 	the	black-cloaked	figure	ducking	into	the	shelter	she’d
just	left.
Mouth	agape,	she	threw	her	hands	up	 in	exasperation.	She	ran	back,	cursing	as

she	 landed	 in	puddles	that	 threw	water	up	her	trouser	 legs.	Once	back	 inside,	she
flung	back	her	hood.
‘Why	 didn’t	 you	 shout	 after	 me?’	 she	 said,	 panting,	 rain	 dripping	 from	 the

disheveled	 strands	of 	hair	 around	her	 face.	 She	 shook	 the	 rain	 from	 the	 arms	of
her	coat	and	pushed	her	wayward	hair	back	from	her	face.	When	she	looked	up,	his
back	was	to	her.
Though	the	dark	clouds	had	made	the	light	dimmer	than	usual	in	the	underpass

tonight,	 she	 could	 still	 make	 out	 the	 droplets	 of 	 rain	 clinging	 stubbornly	 to	 the
thick	material	of 	his	cloak.	He	was	motionless	and	quiet.
‘Jacob?’	she	asked,	taking	a	step	toward	him	when	he	didn’t	reply.
‘Why	 are	 you	here	 again?’	 he	 said,	 before	 she	 got	 too	 close.	 ‘I	 told	 you	not	 to

come.’
‘Why	are	you?’
He	didn’t	reply	or	turn	round	but	she	sensed	something	was	different	about	his

demeanor	this	time.	She	had	the	urge	to	reach	out	and	touch	him	on	the	arm,	on
the	shoulder,	let	him	know	she	was	a	friend.	This	man	who	had	acted	so	selflessly
to	help	her	when	he	could’ve	very	 easily	 and	without	 reprisal	 left	her	 to	die,	had
surely	come	back	here	knowing	he	might	see	her	again.
She	took	another	step	nearer	but	pushed	her	hands	down	deep	into	her	pockets

so	as	not	to	scare	him	half 	to	death.	‘Are	you	alright?’
‘I	should	be.’	His	voice	was	so	low	she	could	barely	hear	him	over	the	sound	of

the	rain	thundering	on	the	concrete	path	outside.



She	stepped	around	to	face	him.	His	hood	still	covered	his	eyes	but	his	mouth
was	parted	as	though	he	had	more	to	say.	His	lips	were	fuller	than	she	remembered,
perhaps	because	the	tension	of 	before	seemed	to	be	gone	from	them.
‘I	don’t	understand,’	she	said.
‘You	wouldn’t.’
‘Then	explain	it	to	me.’	She	dared	to	lean	a	little	closer,	trying	to	catch	a	glimpse

of 	 where	 his	 eyes	 were	 in	 shadow	 beneath	 the	 hood.	 ‘Perhaps	 I	 can	 help	 you,
Jacob.’
He	spun	away	from	her,	an	action	so	quick	and	unexpected	that	she	gasped.
‘I	shouldn’t	be	doing	this,’	he	mumbled,	marching	to	the	underpass	entrance	and

the	teeming	rain.
‘Oh,	okay,	there	it	is	again,’	she	said,	loud	enough	for	him	to	hear	her	above	the

downpour.	‘That	word	of 	all	words.	Shouldn’t.	Do	you	know	how	much	I	hate	that
word,	Jacob?	And	with	good	reason.’
It	 had	 the	 desired	 effect.	He	 stopped	 just	 short	 of 	where	 the	 rain	would	 soak

him.
‘It	implies	someone	else	has	control	of 	you	and	what	you	do.’
She	saw	his	head	drop,	waited	for	him	to	start	walking	again.	At	least	if 	he	did,

her	parting	shot	would	give	him	something	to	think	about,	or	maybe	show	him	that
they	were	both	on	the	same	side.	But	instead	he	did	something	that	surprised	even
her.	He	raised	his	hands	to	the	edge	of 	his	hood.	She	saw	him	hesitate,	think	about
stopping	perhaps,	but	 then	 inch	by	 inch	he	pushed	 the	 thick	cloth	back	 from	his
head	and	laid	it	to	rest	upon	his	shoulders.	Rivulets	of 	rain	slid	over	the	material	to
the	floor,	other	drops	clung	to	the	mop	of 	brown	hair	which	curled	where	it	lay	on
the	back	of 	his	neck	and	across	his	ears.
He	 turned	 and	 came	 back	 in,	 walking	 over	 to	 the	 wall	 where	 he	 kicked	 away

rubble	and	bark	with	his	boot	and	took	off 	his	cloak,	folding	it	inside	out	to	lay	on
the	concrete.	He	gestured	for	her	 to	sit	and	as	she	did	he	walked	 to	 the	opposite
wall,	clearing	a	patch	to	sit	on	himself.	Once	he’d	rested	his	elbows	on	his	knees,	he
glanced	up.
Funny,	 she	 thought,	 how	 even	without	 his	 hood	he	 looked	 as	 though	he	were

peering	out	from	under	it.
‘You	know,’	she	said.	‘I	don’t	claim	to	know	what	it’s	really	like	to	live	outside	of

the	city,	though	god	knows	it	can’t	be	much	worse	than	living	 inside	 it.	But	what	I
really	wonder	about	is’—she	looked	around	the	walls	of 	their	shelter—‘what	is	the
significance	of 	the	erect	phallus	in	twenty-first-century	graffiti?’
She	looked	back	to	him	for	an	answer,	hoped	for	a	smile,	received	instead	a	slight



nod	of 	the	head	and	unfurrowing	of 	the	brow.	Better	than	nothing.	But	all	too	soon
the	frown	returned.
Without	 his	 cloak	 he	 looked	 so	 much	 less	 threatening.	 The	 hooded	 cloaks

depicted	 an	 unknown	 quantity.	 Hidden	 strength.	 Power.	 Probably	 danger.	 But	 in
dusty	black	jeans	and	a	grey	Harvard	sweatshirt,	he	was...	well,	just	a	man.
‘What	makes	 a	Tribe	member?’	 she	 asked,	her	voice	 calm	and	controlled	 so	 as

not	to	spook	him,	send	him	running.
He	hesitated,	then	muttered,	‘Someone	who’s	in	trouble.’	He	looked	at	the	floor

rather	than	her,	 though	she	could	still	make	out	the	blue	of 	his	eyes,	a	refreshing
glimpse	of 	color	after	the	hood’s	monotone	barrier.	‘Someone	who’s	lost	their	way.
Hit	rock	bottom.’
‘Men?’
‘Yes.’
‘And	what	does	your	tribe	offer	these	men?’
‘Sanctuary.’
‘In	what	way?’
When	he	 looked	up	 she	noticed	 for	 the	 first	 time	 the	 fine	 lines	 that	pitted	his

skin,	across	his	forehead	and	around	his	eyes.	Did	whatever	lay	behind	those	eyes
warrant	a	lifetime	of 	hiding	them	beneath	a	hood?	Maybe	it	did.
He	hadn’t	replied;	she	was	going	too	fast	for	him.
‘I’m	sorry.	Shall	I	tell	you	something	about	me?’
He	shrugged	and	looked	to	his	hands,	the	skin	of 	which	were	toughened	and	dry,

the	fingernails	barely	there.
‘Well,	now.’	She	stretched	her	legs	out	on	the	cloak,	still	warm	from	where	it	had

been	wrapped	around	him.	 ‘I’m	thirty-seven.	Aquarius.	 I	 love	Thai	 food	and	cold
beer...	Oh,	wait,	 that’s	my	 dating	 profile.’	 She	 coughed	 and	 started	 again.	 ‘Daddy
was	a	union	man,	Momma	was	a	high	school	dropout.	Daddy	drank	himself 	to	an
early	grave	twenty-three	years	after	Momma	took	off 	for	a	new	life	elsewhere,	and
three	 months	 after	 his	 livelihood	 was	 taken	 away	 from	 him	 by	 our	 glorious
Prosperity	 Influencers	 in	 their	 best	 suits.’	 She	 spread	 out	 her	 arms	 and	 smiled.
‘What	you	see	before	you	 is	 a	 result	of 	 those	 two	 fine	and	dandy	 folks	and	 their
sum	of 	lifetime	experiences.’
She	 laughed	even	 though	 this	was	a	 reality	 that	had	often	brought	her	 to	 tears.

The	man	across	from	her,	however,	didn’t	laugh	or	even	raise	a	sympathetic	smile.
Jeez,	he	wasn’t	an	easy	nut	to	crack.
‘Guess	I	could’ve	used	some	sanctuary	myself,’	she	muttered.	‘So	why	only	men?’
He	rubbed	at	the	stubble	on	his	chin.	‘For	the	reasons	you	just	mentioned.’	She



looked	 at	 him	 questioningly.	 ‘A	 lot	 of 	 the	men	who	 come	 to	 us	 have	 had...	 bad
experiences.	They	come	to	get	away	from	that.’
‘Ah,’	 she	 teased.	 ‘So	 it’s	 women	 you’re	 getting	 away	 from.	 I	 know	 a	 good

alternative	 to	 that.	 It’s	called	monkhood.	 In	 fact...’	She	picked	up	a	corner	of 	 the
cloak.
‘No.	We	don’t	worship	anyone.	We	don’t	discuss	religion,	or	pray.	And	we’re	not

strictly	celibate.	We	just	resist	any	form	of 	relationship	with	Outsiders.’
She	raised	an	eyebrow.	‘But	you	do	have	relations	with	Outsiders?’
He	pushed	the	back	of 	his	hand	across	his	nose,	sniffed.	‘Some	have.’
‘Interesting.’	She	tilted	her	head.	‘So	why	did	you	join?’
His	eyes	darkened,	meaning	she	had	asked	the	wrong	thing.
‘It’s	okay,’	she	 jumped	in.	 ‘You	don’t	need	to	answer.	I	ask	too	many	questions.

And	I	count	as	an	Outsider,	right?	You’ve	been	kind	enough	to	share	some	of 	this
with	me,	Jacob.	I	appreciate	it.’
His	eyes	were	downcast	but	she	felt	just	the	smallest	hint	of 	a	breakthrough.	If

she	was	patient,	perhaps	in	time	he	would	reveal	more.
‘You	know,	I	have	a	dau—’
In	her	pocket,	Eminem	kicked	off.	The	man	opposite	 jumped	to	his	feet	at	the

interruption.	She	retrieved	the	phone	from	her	pocket	with	one	hand	while	holding
up	the	other.	‘It’s	okay.	It’s	just	my	partner.	I’ll	be	two	seconds.’
She	stood,	walked	to	the	back	of 	the	underpass	and	hit	Answer.	‘Alex...	Yeah	I’m

fine.	 I	 said	 not	 to	 call...	 Because	 I	 forgot,	 okay?	Besides	 I	 have	 a	 ton	of 	 credit...
Look,	it’s	all	good.	I’ll	speak	to	you	tomorrow.	Sure.	Bye.’
She	 hit	 End	 Call	 and	 put	 the	 phone	 back	 in	 her	 pocket.	 ‘I’m	 so	 sorry,	 Jacob.

Where	were	we?’
‘You	don’t	live	with	your	partner?’	he	asked,	and	it	took	her	a	moment	to	realize

what	he	meant.
‘Oh	god	no.	Alex	is	just	a	kid.	I	mean,	he’s	my	work	partner.’
He	was	watching	her	as	though	thinking	this	through.	The	lines	around	his	eyes

looked	more	pronounced	here	in	the	shadow	of 	the	underpass	roof.	 ‘What’s	your
work?’
Shit!
She	hesitated,	looked	to	her	feet,	shrugged	as	though	it	were	nothing	much	and

then	mumbled	her	reply.
He	tilted	his	head.	‘What	was	that?’
She	cleared	her	throat.	‘I’m	a	journalist.’
He	stood	unmoving	for	a	while,	absorbing	that	little	nugget	as	she’d	thought	he



might.	And	just	as	all	good	citizens	react	when	they	hear	this	news,	he	made	a	grab
for	his	cloak	and	marched	from	the	underpass	straight	out	into	the	rain,	pulling	his
hood	back	over	his	head	as	he	went.
‘Goddamn	it!’	She	threw	her	own	hood	up	and	ran	out	into	the	rain	after	him.



15
	

Jacob

He	 had	 almost	 forgotten	 what	 frustration	 felt	 like.	 The	 kind	 that	 starts	 in	 the
middle	of 	your	gut	and	spreads	up	through	your	body	until	it	sticks	in	your	throat
so	you	want	to	yell	without	constraint.	Funny	how	he	should	forget	when	it	was	a
state	of 	being	that	had	once	consumed	him	every	single	moment	of 	every	day,	and
nights	 too.	Its	 reappearance	now	was	 like	someone	 loosening	 the	 lid	on	a	 jar	 that
had	 been	 sealed	 a	 long	 time	 ago	 to	 prevent	 the	 contents	 escaping.	He’d	 thought
whatever	 those	contents	were	would	be	 long	dead	and	decayed	by	now,	but	what
had	stirred	in	him	weeks	ago	had	threatened	that	assumption.	And	now	with	each
day	that	came	he	couldn’t	help	feeling	that	a	part	of 	himself 	was	giving	way	again,
going	under.
Even	with	his	hood	up,	 the	driving	 rain	pelted	his	 face,	dripped	along	his	 chin

and	managed	to	find	a	way	in	to	run	down	the	neck	of 	his	sweatshirt.	He	no	longer
cared	if 	she	was	following	or	not.	Or	even	if 	she	followed	him	all	the	way	back	to
the	warehouse	and	shouted	from	the	rooftops	what	he’d	got	himself 	involved	in.	It
was	all	too	late	now	anyway.	He	might	as	well	assume	his	life	of 	the	last	five	years
was	over.
His	boots	 thumped	 against	 the	wet	 concrete,	 his	 breathing	 growing	 faster.	 She

had	played	him.	And	he’d	fallen	so	easy.	He	thought	about	what	Michael	would	say,
his	friend	and	mentor,	the	one	who’d	taught	him	how	to	be	at	peace	with	himself,
something	he	never	would’ve	 thought	was	possible.	But	he	had	been	at	peace.	He
had	 slept	 well,	 ate	 well,	 and	 was	 happy	 in	 his	 duty.	 Now,	 with	 the	 snap	 of 	 her
fingers,	all	that	was	gone.	He	had	exposed	the	Tribe,	opened	it	wide,	and	for	her,	an
Outsider.	From	five	years	of 	Tribe	 teachings	 to	 total	desolation	 in	 the	space	of 	a
few	weeks.
By	 the	 time	he	 reached	 the	heavy	wooden	door	he	couldn’t	 tell	 if 	his	 face	was

wet	with	rain	alone	or	whether	his	frustration	had	spilled	over	into	something	more.



He	 ran	 up	 the	 three	 flights	 of 	 stairs	 and	marched	 into	 the	 empty	 room,	 flinging
back	 the	 sodden	hood,	 his	 breath	wheezing	heavily.	No	 sooner	 had	he	 got	 there
than	he	heard	a	noise	behind	him.	He	spun	round	to	see	her	reach	the	landing.
‘You’re	not	the	only	one	hiding,	you	know.’	She	stumbled	into	the	room,	her	face

shining	with	 rain,	 hair	 pasted	 to	 her	 neck,	 and	 for	 some	 inexplicable	 reason	 she
looked	almost	as	angry	as	him.
‘Not	hiding,’	he	seethed,	between	clenched	teeth.
‘Running	away,	then.	That’s	what	you’re	all	doing,	isn’t	it?	Running	from	a	world

gone	crazy.	I	get	that.’
‘We’re	not—’	he	started	but	then	stopped.	Her	green	eyes	blazed	but	it	was	not

anger	aimed	at	him,	he	realized.	 ‘Why	are	we	still	having	 this	conversation?	We’re
done	now,	okay?	You’ve	got	more	than	enough	to	ruin	me.	To	ruin	us.’
Her	mouth	dropped	open,	eyes	widened	as	if 	he’d	hit	her.	‘My	god.	I	don’t	want

to	ruin	you,	Jacob.	Or	the	Tribe.	You	saved	my	life,	for	fuck’s	sake.’
He	 looked	away,	 fearful	of 	 just	how	much	more	damage	she	could	do	while	at

the	 same	 time	 knowing	 the	 worst	 of 	 it	 had	 already	 been	 done.	 His	 nightmares
would	have	a	field	day	with	this.	He	walked	over	to	the	glassless	window.
The	rain	was	easing	at	last,	thinning	to	a	light	spattering	that	blew	on	the	breeze,

nothing	 like	 the	downpour	of 	moments	 ago.	Echoes	of 	 the	 city	 lights	 came	 into
view	as	the	clouds	lifted	and	the	night	sky	seemed	to	brighten.	He	considered	how
long	 it	 would	 be	 before	 he	 was	 out	 there	 somewhere,	 alone	 again,	 fending	 for
himself.	He	wouldn’t	 join	another	tribe,	couldn’t	disrespect	Michael	by	doing	that.
Besides,	he’d	failed	this	time,	the	chances	were	he’d	do	it	again.
‘Alex	 and	 I	work	 together	 on	 the	City	 Times,	 but	 not	 out	 of 	 choice,’	 she	was

saying	behind	him,	even	though	he	didn’t	want	to	hear	it.	‘We	have	our	own	reasons
for	 working	 there,	 one	 of 	 which	 is	 money.	 In	 this	 twisted	 excuse	 for	 a	 city,	 we
unfortunately	need	money	to	exist,	and	to	earn	that	money...’
He	turned	when	she	stopped.	Her	voice	sounded	less	sure	than	earlier,	and	now

it	 caught	 in	 her	 throat.	 She	 was	 still	 stood	 there	 in	 her	 dripping	 wet	 coat,	 hair
sticking	up	 at	 ridiculous	 angles	where	 she’d	brushed	 it	back	 from	her	damp	 face.
She	 was	 staring	 down	 at	 her	 hands,	 her	 anger	 drenched.	 And	 her	 expression
brought	it	all	back	to	him.	Those	feelings	he’d	gladly	allowed	the	Tribe	to	unburden
from	him.	The	kind	of 	negativity	he	wanted	nothing	more	to	do	with.
‘We	 just	do	as	we’re	 told.’	She	choked	 the	words	out.	 ‘We’re	 told	what	 to	write

and	we	comply.	If 	we	don’t	we	lose	our	jobs.	Believe	me,	Jacob,	the	shit	rag	I	work
for	wouldn’t	want	to	write	about	yours	or	any	other	tribe.	They	would	rather	just	go
on	pretending	you	don’t	exist.	All	it	cares	about	is	keeping	Prosperity	happy	and	the



pay	checks	coming	in.’
He	didn’t	know	if 	he	could	trust	her	or	whether	he	was	being	the	world’s	biggest

idiot	but	he	could	be	certain	of 	that	look	she	wore	because	he’d	seen	it	a	thousand
times,	in	himself 	and	in	the	other	men	when	they	first	came	to	the	Tribe.	A	weary
frustration.	An	anger	with	no	outlet.
She	 came	over	 to	 the	window	 and	 sat	 on	 the	 ledge,	 facing	 him.	 ‘I	 spent	 three

years	 training	as	a	 journalist.	What	drove	me	was	 truth.	To	me,	 journalism	meant
finding	 the	 truth	 and	 giving	 that	 to	 people	 to	 make	 of 	 it	 what	 they	 would.	My
father	had	been	swallowed	up	by	deceit	and	disrespect	his	entire	life,	right	up	until	it
killed	 him.	 There	 were	 things	 going	 on	 he	 knew	 but	 was	 gagged	 from	 speaking
about.	Under-the-table	handshakes,	backhanders.	In	the	end	you	could	say	they	shut
him	up	for	good.’
She	 looked	 out	 at	 the	 same	 view	 he’d	 spent	 so	many	 hours	 gazing	 at	 as	 he’d

adjusted	to	a	new	way	of 	thinking,	the	Tribe’s	way.
‘I	figured	as	a	journalist	I’d	be	able	to	speak	for	him	and	all	the	others	too.	But	it

wasn’t	to	be.	Two	years	into	my	apprenticeship	it	became	clear	that	those	same	dirty
hands	that	replaced	my	father	with	money-men	were	also	cradling	the	presses	too
and	every	other	publishing	house	in	this	place.	So	I	had	to	find	another	way.’
He	was	about	to	ask	what	other	way	but	stopped	himself 	in	time.	This	wasn’t	his

problem.	He	was	kicking	himself 	 just	 for	 still	 being	here,	but	 if 	he	 left	he	might
squander	the	only	chance	to	diffuse	the	precarious	situation	he’d	put	Michael	and
the	others	in.
‘It’s	 simple	 really,’	 she	 said,	 turning	 to	 look	 at	 him	 as	 though	 he’d	 asked	 the

question	anyway.	 ‘What	we	can’t	say	 in	public,	Alex	and	I	say	 in	private.	It’s	 like	a
short	alternative	news	sheet.	We	call	 it	 the	Movement,	 for	want	of 	a	better	word.
Hardly	original,	I	know.	But	it’s	our	way	of 	getting	the	truth	to	people.’
So	he	was	right.	She	couldn’t	be	trusted.
‘We	print	 the	old-fashioned	way	and	deliver	anonymously	at	night.	 If 	 they	 find

out,	it’ll	be	our	heads	on	the	block.	Maybe	literally.’
Her	eyes	scanned	his	as	though	trying	to	gauge	what	he	was	thinking.	He	got	up,

moved	away	from	the	window.
So	 the	newspaper	wouldn’t	 expose	 the	Tribe	 but	maybe	 she	 and	 this	Alex	 still

would.	He	pulled	the	hood	over	his	head	and	shivered	as	drops	of 	cold	water	ran
down	 his	 neck.	 Just	 as	 suddenly	 his	 anger	 was	 threatening	 again	 but	 this	 time
directed	at	himself 	for	starting	this,	for	going	back	to	the	underpass,	revealing	his
identity.
‘Why	are	you	telling	me	all	 this?’	he	asked	when	her	footsteps	came	nearer.	He



moved	away	from	them.
‘Because	for	some	reason	I	feel	I	can	trust	you,’	she	said,	her	voice	soft.	 ‘And	I

want	you	to	trust	me.’
‘Why?’	he	snapped.	Though	he	might	have	been	out	of 	city	society	a	long	time,

he’d	never	been	a	fool.	But	despite	his	agitation,	she	stepped	in	front	of 	him.	He
flinched	as	he	felt	the	movement	of 	his	hood.	But	she	reached	up	and	tried	again,
pushing	it	back	just	enough	to	look	at	him.	To	reel	him	in.
‘Because	I	think	we	can	help	each	other.’
It	was	like	being	back	there	in	the	dream.	Green	eyes	hooking	him	while	blood

rose	 up	 his	 legs	 to	 swallow	 him	 whole.	 His	 chest	 ached	 with	 tension.	 He	 was
holding	his	breath,	he	knew,	but	 she	was	standing	 too	close,	uncomfortably	close
and	he’d	frozen.
‘I	don’t	need—’
‘Okay,	okay.’	She	held	up	her	hands	and	took	a	step	back.	‘I	think	you	–	the	Tribe

–	could	help	us.’
He	snorted	to	disguise	his	relief 	at	having	breathing	space	again.	‘And	by	‘us’	you

mean	you	and	this	guy	Alex.	Grand	army	of 	two.’
‘Which	is	why	we	need	you.’
He	laughed,	unable	to	stop	himself.	She	had	no	idea	of 	the	life	he	had	now,	or

his	abhorrence	for	the	life	he’d	had	then.	The	kind	of 	life	she	was	still	living.	What
made	her	think	he’d	want	to	return	to	that?
‘One	woman	and	a	kid	on	crusade,’	he	muttered.
He	looked	up	just	as	the	shadow	crossed	over	her	eyes.	It	was	a	look	he	felt	was

familiar,	 though	he	couldn’t	 recall	where	he’d	seen	 it	or	 from	whom.	A	 long	 time
ago	perhaps,	back	when	a	look	would	hurt	him.
‘And	by	help,’	he	went	on,	his	voice	a	low	rumble	despite	the	turmoil	inside,	‘you

mean	take	on	the	wealthy	and	powerful	and	overthrow	the	government.	Or	do	you
simply	want	to	borrow	our	cloaks	for	disguise?	Or	employ	us	to	deliver	clandestine
newspapers	to	yellow-bellies	who’d	sooner	sell	their	own	children	than	turn	on	the
hand	that	feeds	them?’
She	had	started	to	back	away	as	his	voice	rose.	Hadn’t	expected	him	to	know	so

much,	it	seemed.	Or	perhaps	she’d	thought	him	incapable	of 	speaking	it.
‘Don’t	you	see?’	he	said,	walking	toward	her,	anger	driving	him	on.	‘We	live	away

from	all	that	for	a	reason.	And	Christ,	it’s	not	because	we’re	damn	ignorant.’
She	 looked	 at	 him	 for	 the	 longest	 time,	 that	 bottled	 frustration	 she	 carried

reigniting	 behind	 her	 green	 eyes.	He	 tore	 his	 gaze	 away	 and	walked	 back	 to	 the
window,	counting	 five	 seconds	before	her	 footsteps	 retreated	 from	 the	 room.	He



listened	as	she	tapped	quickly	down	the	stairs	and	out	the	door,	where	he	watched
the	lone	figure	hurry	from	the	building	with	her	head	down,	not	looking	back.

	
*

	
In	the	thirty	minutes	between	her	departure	and	his	return	to	the	warehouse,	Jacob
had	 attempted	 to	 get	 a	 grip	on	what	was	happening	 to	him.	He	 couldn’t	 be	 sure
what	had	made	him	drift	in	the	direction	of 	the	underpass	earlier	that	evening,	but
he’d	been	surprised	to	catch	sight	of 	her	walking	away	in	the	rain,	and	then	more	so
when	 she’d	 returned	 again.	He’d	 thought	by	now	 she	would	have	 stopped	 trying.
Perhaps	 that’s	 why	 he’d	 gone	 there,	 to	 make	 sure	 she	 was	 gone.	 What	 other
explanation	was	there?
And	 then	 for	 some	 reason	he	 couldn’t	 fathom	but	 now	 cursed	himself 	 for,	 as

soon	as	she’d	spoken	he’d	suddenly	wanted	to	spill	it	all.	Speak	his	concerns	about
the	 Tribe	 out	 loud.	 Have	 someone	 else	 listen	 as	 he	 talked.	 Maybe	 have	 that
someone	 tell	him	what	 to	do	at	 the	end	of 	 it,	because	what	had	not	 so	 long	ago
seemed	so	perfectly	clear	to	him	was	now	sliding	from	his	grasp	and	he	wasn’t	sure
how	to	stop	it.
The	 point	 was	 he	 hadn’t	 really	 thought	 anything	 through	 at	 all,	 certainly	 not

taking	down	his	hood.
Now	 with	 hindsight	 he	 could	 pinpoint	 that	 as	 the	moment	 when	 he’d	 lost	 all

control.	Because	after	that	she’d	got	to	him,	riled	him,	and	he’d	had	to	lash	out	just
to	get	her	to	back	off 	again.	God	knows	what	sort	of 	danger	he	could’ve	put	the
Tribe	in.	So	she	was	a	journalist	and	that	was	bad	enough,	but	what	if 	she’d	been	an
officer,	a	trap?	How	long	before	Prosperity	started	cleansing	on	a	mass	scale?	How
long	before	 the	DroneCams	came	over	and	picked	him	out	as	 their	most	wanted
brutal	 attacker,	 or	 worse	 still	 picked	 one	 of 	 the	 others	 out	 instead	 for	 the	 same
crime?
But	what	else	could	he	do	now	except	trust	what	she’d	said	about	not	getting	him

into	 trouble.	 And	 there	 was	 at	 least	 every	 chance	 he’d	 never	 see	 her	 again	 after
tonight.	He	would	 just	 have	 to	 return	 to	 his	 duties,	 refocus	 his	 attention	 on	 the
tasks	 that	 lay	 ahead,	 pretend	 all	 this	 had	 never	 happened	 and	 hope	 things	would
return	to	normal	soon	or	at	least	once	they’d	moved.	What	alternative	was	there?
He	repeated	this	to	himself 	like	a	mantra	as	he	walked	the	short	distance	back	to

the	warehouse,	 even	muttering	 it	 under	 his	 breath,	 hoping	 it	would	 sink	 into	 his
conscience	somewhere.	There	was	still	a	lot	to	be	done,	he	reminded	himself,	and
an	ever-increasing	need	to	move	quickly.	Now	more	than	ever	he	wanted	to	be	far
away	from	here.



‘Ah,	there	you	are	at	 last.’	Michael	greeted	him	as	he	came	in	through	the	door.
‘Rafe	and	I	thought	you	had	left	us.’
His	 heart	 thumped	 in	 his	 chest.	 ‘Why	 would	 you	 think	 that?’	 he	 replied,	 too

quickly	judging	by	the	looks	on	their	faces.	He	pushed	back	his	hood,	made	a	point
of 	glancing	to	the	clock.	‘I	didn’t	realize	how	late	it	was.	I	was	just	walking.’
‘No	need	to	explain,	brother,’	Michael	said,	getting	up	from	his	seat	beside	Rafe

at	the	table.	‘I’ll	get	you	a	glass.	You	can	join	us.’
‘Actually,	I	think	I’ll	just	head	to	bed.	I’ve	worn	myself 	out.’
He	could	feel	Rafe’s	watchful	grey	eyes	on	him	but	resisted	their	interrogation.
‘As	 you	wish,’	Michael	 said,	 but	 to	 Jacob’s	 dismay	his	mentor	 approached	him.

‘You	are	well,	Jacob,	I	hope?’
‘Of 	course.’	He	avoided	the	older	man’s	gaze.	‘Just	not	as	young	as	I	thought.’	He

tried	to	laugh	but	the	attempt	sounded	feeble	even	to	his	own	ears.
Michael	smiled	and	patted	him	on	the	arm.	 ‘Same	here,	brother.	Before	you	go

then,	might	I	just	have	a	quick	word?	It’s	important.’
He	couldn’t	help	but	look	at	Michael	then,	knew	when	he	was	being	serious.	He

nodded,	 though	 he	 was	 not	 entirely	 sure	 he’d	 be	 able	 to	 cope	 with	 any	 more
tonight.	He	glanced	to	Rafe	who	tilted	his	chin	up,	a	gesture	indicating	he	knew	full
well	what	this	was	all	about.	Had	they	been	talking	about	him	before	he	returned?
Had	he	been	seen	with	her?
‘What’s	this	about,	brother?’	he	asked,	trying	to	keep	the	anxiety	from	his	voice.
Michael	motioned	to	the	table	and	returned	to	his	seat.
He	looked	again	to	Rafe	as	he	pulled	out	a	chair.	The	man’s	expression	remained

unchanged.	He	knows	 something.	This	 is	 it.	He	 ran	his	hand	across	his	 face,	debated
just	telling	all	before	they	had	the	chance	to	question	him.	At	least	that	gave	him	the
upper	hand.	Honesty:	now	wasn’t	that	an	important	Tribe	value?	It	should	be.
‘Look,	Jacob...’	Michael	began,	then	stopped,	hesitated.	‘Are	you	sure	you	are	not

unwell?’
‘I’m	fine,	brother.’	He	felt	his	patience	slipping.	His	jaw	tensed,	heart	beat	heavier

in	his	chest.	‘Can	we	be	quick	with	this?’
There	was	 a	pause	before	Michael	 said,	 ‘Of 	 course.	 I	must	 let	 you	get	 to	 your

bed.	It’s	about	tomorrow.’
‘Tomorrow?’
‘Yes.’	Concern	etched	itself 	across	Michael’s	forehead.	‘You	are	starting	the	clean-

up	at	the	factory	tomorrow,	aren’t	you?	And	you	were	going	to	take	Scott	this	time?’
He	 calmed	 a	 little,	 though	 was	 only	 now	 realizing	 how	 warm	 it	 was	 in	 the

warehouse	with	his	cloak	on.	He	longed	to	leave	the	room	so	he	could	take	it	off.



‘That’s	right,	brother,’	he	said	as	the	blood	drained	from	his	face	along	with	the
tensions	of 	the	last	few	hours.	He	wiped	a	hand	across	his	forehead.	It	was	clammy.
‘I	don’t	think	he	should	go.’
‘What?’
‘Scott.	He	is	still	very	raw,	I	feel.’
Michael’s	voice	had	dropped	to	barely	a	whisper	and	Jacob	looked	up	to	see	him

nod	 toward	 another	 table	where	Scott	 sat	 alone,	 a	 glass	of 	water	before	him,	his
head	in	one	hand	and	his	hood	hiding	his	face.
‘It’s	been	a	few	weeks	already.	I	would	have	thought	he’d	be	starting	to	adapt	to

our	way	of 	life	by	now,	but	he’s	extremely	distanced.	Rafe	and	I	are	concerned	that
the	trip	out	to	the	factory	might	be	detrimental	just	now,	even	if 	you	detour	so	as	to
avoid	where	we	found	him.’
Jacob’s	eyes	 remained	on	 the	solemn	figure.	Scott	was	 suffering,	 that	was	clear.

And	just	what	exactly	had	the	Tribe	done	so	far	to	heal	him?	From	here	it	looked
like	 nothing.	They	had	brought	 him	here	 supposedly	 as	 an	 escape	 from	 the	 dark
place	he’d	been	 in	when	they	found	him.	Jacob	himself	had	brought	him	here.	But
for	what	means?
‘I	should	talk	to	him,’	he	said,	feeling	responsible	for	the	man’s	continued	misery.
‘What?’	Rafe’s	astonishment	snapped	him	out	of 	his	thoughts,	but	it	was	Michael

he	turned	to.
‘He’s	very	low,	Michael,	you’re	right.	Taking	him	with	us	is	not	what	he	needs.	He

needs	to	talk	to	someone.’
From	beside	him	came	a	snort	of 	laughter	but	Jacob	ignored	it,	his	gaze	fixed	on

Michael	 whose	 expression	 didn’t	 change	 even	 while	 he	 watched	 his	 protégé
carefully.
‘That’s	not	how	it’s	done	here	remember,	 Jacob.	He	needs	more	time,	 that’s	all.

To	readjust	to	a	new	way	of 	thinking,	to	leave	his	past	behind	him.’	Michael	smiled
though	his	eyes	relayed	something	else.	Confusion,	concern,	disappointment;	it	was
hard	to	tell	which.	 ‘Within	days	or	perhaps	weeks	he	will	have	dismissed	that	past
life	and	be	ready	to	join	us.	In	time	to	help	us	with	the	move.	Until	then	we’ll	watch
him	closely.	Don’t	you	think,	brother?’
The	 question	 hung	 dangerously	 in	 the	 air.	 Jacob	 could	 almost	 feel	 Rafe’s

excitement	at	this	new	turn	of 	events,	his	blatant	questioning	of 	the	doctrine.	His
eyes	 grew	 heavy	 and	 he	 felt	 an	 overwhelming	 desire	 to	 close	 them,	 though	 he
daren’t	 for	 fear	 of 	 revealing	 too	much,	 or	 seeing	her	 eyes	waiting	behind	his	 lids,
frustrated,	hurt,	disappointed.
‘Yes,	brother,’	he	relented.	 ‘You’re	right.’	He	rose	from	his	chair.	 ‘And	you	were



also	right	that	I’m	not	feeling	too	well.’
‘I	 understand,’	 Michael	 replied,	 his	 tone	 implying	 ill	 health	 was	 a	 perfectly

acceptable	 explanation	 for	 acting	out	of 	 character.	 ‘Get	 some	 rest,	 Jacob,	we	will
speak	again	tomorrow.’
He	 nodded	 before	 leaving	 the	 room,	 all	 too	 glad	 to	 get	 away	 from	 that	 ever

present	penetrating	glare	on	the	back	of 	his	neck.



16
	

Sada

Sada	was	not	usually	one	to	walk	away	from	a	problem,	no	matter	what	obstacles	it
threw	up	for	her.	But	in	the	days	since	her	last	conversation	with	Jacob	she’d	come
to	the	conclusion	that	the	tribes	were	one	challenge	too	far	and	not	one	she	should
be	taking	on	right	now.	These	were	men	who	 it	was	clear	had	been	molded	from
rejection	and	heaven	knows	what	else.	 If 	 Jacob	was	anything	 to	go	by,	 they	were
loaded	with	more	baggage	than	she	could	have	imagined	or	would	know	what	to	do
with.	And	while	it	gnawed	at	all	her	instincts,	this	meant	Alex	had	been	right.	They
were	dangerous.
None	of 	this	rationale,	however,	was	making	it	any	easier	to	leave	behind.
It	 had	 been	 a	 hard	 night	 to	 come	 to	 terms	 with	 and	 she’d	 rolled	 their

conversation	 over	 in	 her	 mind,	 running	 through	 all	 the	 things	 she	 could’ve	 said
instead	that	might	have	afforded	a	different	outcome.	But	none	of 	 it	changed	the
reality.	One	minute	he	was	dropping	his	mask,	the	next	bearing	down	on	her	with	a
vehemence	 she’d	 found	 overbearing	 and,	 if 	 she	 were	 completely	 honest	 with
herself,	frightening.	When	she	left	him	behind,	she	had	stepped	out	into	the	damp
night	air	feeling	smaller	than	she’d	ever	done	in	her	life.	She	had	always	felt	she	was
the	one	on	the	morally	correct	side	of 	the	fence	–	from	which	she	could	snigger,
sneer,	protest,	 argue	with,	 secretly	plot	 against	 the	ones	who	were	destroying	 this
place	and	little	by	little	everyone	in	it.	But	the	way	he’d	looked	at	her,	and	the	way
he’d	spoken,	had	made	her	feel	like	she	was	one	of 	them.	And	the	awful	truth,	which
she	kept	coming	back	to,	was	that	he	was	technically	right.
Tonight,	 after	 dropping	 Jess	 at	 her	 dad’s,	 Sada	 had	 walked	 the	 four	 blocks	 to

Alex’s	 apartment	 in	 something	 of 	 a	 daze.	 She’d	 been	 trying	 to	 avoid	 her	 young
counterpart	 at	 work	 and	 the	 conversation	 that	 would	 ensue.	 But	 when	 she’d
returned	from	lunch	earlier,	she’d	found	his	note	tacked	just	inside	her	bottom	desk
drawer	where	he	knew	she	stashed	her	cigarettes	and	chocolate.



On	 the	 note,	 in	 Alex’s	 typically	 elaborate	 handwriting,	 was	 scrawled:	 Extra
curricular.	8PM.	Mine.	Bring	snacks.	She	had	 torn	up	 the	note	and	peered	back	over
her	shoulder.	He’d	winked	and	smiled.
All	 she	 really	wanted	 to	do	was	go	home	and	cuddle	up	with	 Jess	on	 the	 sofa,

maybe	watch	some	more	Beauty	and	the	Beast	in	which	‘doing	the	right	thing’	would
be	clear	and	unproblematic	and	good	would	unconditionally	come	through	 in	 the
end.	But	 there’d	be	no	hiding	 from	Alex	 for	 long,	 and	 that	would	mean	 at	 some
point	telling	him	how	she	was	really	feeling.	That	it	was	all	so	pointless,	so	trivial,	so
cowardly.	And	in	doing	so	she’d	be	destroying	the	one	thing	he’d	managed	to	retain
from	his	youth	when	all	else	had	turned	to	shit.
Her	 stomach	 turned	 as	 she	 walked	 the	 final	 steps	 to	 his	 door	 that	 evening.

Because	no	matter	how	she	might	be	feeling	right	now,	she	couldn’t	bear	to	be	the
one	to	take	away	his	hope.

	
*

	
‘How’s	Marcus?’	he	asked	with	a	glint	in	his	eye,	as	they	lounged	in	the	easy	chairs
of 	 his	 basement.	 The	 thirteen-by-ten-foot	 room	 counted	 as	 bonus	 space	 in	 his
poky	 one-bedroom	 abode	 and	 was	 comfortably	 adequate	 to	 accommodate	 the
mechanical	 printing	 press	 they’d	 salvaged	 from	 one	 of 	 Prosperity’s	 publishing
victims.	The	poetry	of 	this	act	of 	salvation	from	an	 institution	gagged	of 	 its	free
speech	hadn’t	been	lost	on	either	of 	them;	a	greater	sign	of 	what	they	needed	to	do
couldn’t	have	been	clearer	even	if 	they’d	asked	for	one.	But	what	had	only	meant	to
be	a	six-month	newsletter	campaign	had	been	extended	by	Alex	to	twelve	months.
He	 was	 keen	 to	 see	 the	 results	 of 	 their	 actions	 over	 a	 longer	 period	 and	 Sada,
fearing	he	wouldn’t	 stop	until	 he	had,	 reluctantly	 agreed.	 She	was	 concerned	 that
their	luck	would	eventually	run	out,	but	her	choices	included	either	leaving	him	to	it
or	sticking	with	him	where	she	could	keep	an	eye	on	him.	There	was	no	real	choice
about	it.
She	didn’t	 reply	 to	his	 inflammatory	question	about	her	estranged	husband	but

glared	at	him	over	the	top	of 	her	beer	bottle.
‘What?’	He	laughed.	‘Have	I	always	got	to	be	the	mature	one	in	this	break-up?’
‘Don’t	even	go	there,	sunshine.	Not	with	the	week	I’m	having.’	A	sentiment	she

immediately	regretted	voicing.
‘Why,	what’s	up?’
She	shrugged	it	off.	‘Nothing	of 	interest.	Normal	every	day	shit	stuff.’
‘Ah	yeah,	that	stuff.	It	won’t	be	forever.	Not	for	you	especially.	You	any	closer	to

buying	that	plane	ticket	to	Outta’here?’



She	took	a	swig	from	the	bottle,	welcoming	the	opportunity	to	lose	a	little	brain
sensation.	‘Not	close	enough.	Another	twelve-month	maybe.’
‘Uh-huh.’	He	stared	at	her	 as	 though	deep	 in	 thought.	She	 imagined	his	 young

mind	revving	into	action.	The	Movement	could	do	a	lot	in	twelve	months.	Before
he	 could	 even	 think	 about	 asking,	 she	 got	 up	 and	 looked	 busy	 at	 the	 ancient
printing	press,	checking	the	 inks	were	all	present	and	paper	 loaded.	It	was	a	hefty
old	thing	but	it	served	a	purpose.	She	was	as	always	thankful	for	Alex’s	basement,
where	no	one	would	hear	the	heavy	clunk	and	grind	when	the	old	dear	dragged	and
kicked	itself 	into	action.
‘Hope	you	got	yourself 	a	suitcase,’	she	said,	without	turning	round.	‘For	when	it’s

time	to	go.’
He	laughed.	‘Yeah,	whatever	you	say.’
She	hadn’t	been	joking,	but	she	smiled	a	little	anyway.	‘Was	worth	a	try.	Still,	I	got

time	yet.’	She	 turned	and	winked,	but	he	 looked	down	at	his	bottle,	picked	at	 the
label.	‘I	mean,	what’s	to	keep	you	here?’
He	 shook	his	head,	 the	 smile	he	 returned	 lacking	 all	 humor.	 ‘We’re	not	having

this	conversation,	Sada.’	He	peered	up	from	beneath	long,	dark	lashes.	‘Don’t	make
my	week	as	shit	as	yours.’
She	 nodded.	 It	 was	 the	 second	 time	 this	 week	 she’d	 been	 put	 in	 her	 place.

Relenting	the	conversation,	she	returned	to	her	seat	where	she	knocked	back	a	hefty
few	mouthfuls	of 	beer,	hoping	he	had	more	in	the	refrigerator	because	right	now
she	needed	all	the	numbing	she	could	get.
‘Sorry,’	he	said,	a	slight	flush	rising	to	his	cheeks.	He	got	up	and	came	to	sit	on

the	floor	by	her	chair,	as	always	the	one	to	diffuse	conflict	before	it	fully	emerged.
He	rested	his	head	against	the	wall.	‘You	know	what’s	keeping	me	here.	All	this.’	He
gestured	toward	the	press.
Her	voice	was	quiet	as	she	said,	‘But	do	you	think	it’s	enough?’
‘Don’t	 you?’	His	 response	was	 immediate	 as	 if 	 he	 already	 knew	her	 answer	 to

that	and	had	been	waiting	for	the	chance	to	challenge	it.
Annoyed	 at	 herself,	 she	 tried	 to	 smile	 but	 knew	 the	 attempt	was	pitiful.	There

was	no	wriggling	out	of 	this	one.	Now	that	the	question	had	been	raised,	he	wasn’t
going	 to	 let	 it	 go	 until	 she	 gave	 her	 honest	 response.	 And	 isn’t	 that	 what	 he
deserved,	what	they	were	all	lacking,	some	honesty?
‘I’m	not	entirely	sure,’	was	the	best	she	could	give.
She	waited	for	his	disappointment,	maybe	anger,	but	he	surprised	her	by	leaning

toward	her	and	placing	his	hand	on	hers.	 ‘What	really	happened,	Sada?	With	your
hooded	friend.’



Young	he	might	be,	but	he	could	 read	her	 frighteningly	well	 sometimes.	Either
that	or	he	was	denying	her	the	option	of 	doubting	their	 little	venture.	She	tapped
his	hand	and	got	to	her	feet.	 ‘More	beers	first,’	she	said,	collecting	his	empty	and
jogging	up	the	stairs	to	the	kitchen.
When	she	returned,	he	was	sitting	sideways	in	her	chair,	his	long	thin	legs	slung

over	the	arm,	sneakered	feet	tapping	out	the	rhythm	of 	a	silent	song.	He	raised	an
eyebrow	for	her	to	answer	his	question	as	soon	as	she	stepped	down	from	the	last
stair.
‘It	was	a	dead	end.’	She	handed	him	a	bottle.	‘That’s	it.’
She	 walked	 to	 the	 press	 and	 started	 unloading	 and	 reloading	 the	 inks	 for	 no

purpose	whatsoever.
‘Okay,	 have	 it	 your	 way,’	 he	 said	 behind	 her,	 but	 she	 could	 hear	 the

disappointment	in	his	voice.
‘So	let’s	make	a	start	then,	hey?’	she	said.
‘Thought	you	said	there	was	no	point.’
So	he	hadn’t	 let	 it	drop.	She	turned	but	he	was	looking	to	his	bottle	and	not	at

her,	his	cheeks	enflamed	with	his	own	defiance.
‘That’s	not	what	I	said	and	you	know	it.	Don’t	spin	a	spinner,	buddy.’
He	cracked	a	smile.	‘What	the	hell	does	that	even	mean?’
‘What!	I	forgot	to	teach	you	that	one?’	She	held	her	hands	out	 in	exasperation.

‘Oh	come	on.	You	have	some	serious	gaps	in	your	education,	mister.	You	must’ve
been	sick	that	day.’
He	laughed	but	quickly	his	gaze	returned	to	his	bottle	where	he	picked	again	at

the	label	with	his	thumbnail.	‘So	anyway,	it’s	a	good	job	I	got	plenty	more	ideas.’
‘Oh	yeah?’	She	leaned	against	the	printer’s	bulky	frame.	‘What	are	those	then?’
He	swung	his	legs	to	the	floor,	put	the	bottle	down	by	his	feet	and	looked	up	at

her	with	what	she	could	only	interpret	as	pure	glee	in	his	eyes.	Her	heart	fell	 into
her	stomach.
‘Well,	I’ve	been	doing	my	own	digging	and	you’re	never	gonna	believe	what	I’ve

found?’	He	must	have	seen	concern	flash	in	neon	lights	across	her	face	because	he
went	on	without	waiting	for	an	answer.	‘There	are	gangs	out	there,	Sada,	gangs	of
people	just	like	us.	They	think	and	feel	the	same	way	we	do	and	they’ve	had	enough.
They’re	getting	ready	to	take	action.’
She	held	up	her	hands.	‘Woah	there,	tiger.	What	do	you	mean	gangs,	what	gangs?

You	mean	the	tribes—’
‘No,	 not	 tribes;	 tribes	 just	 want	 to	 be	 left	 alone.	 I	 mean	 protesters.	 Ordinary

people	 like	 you	and	me,	 ready	 to	make	a	 stand.	They’ve	been	gathering,	over	 the



past	few	months.	Years	maybe.	And	now	they’re	everywhere.	I	swear	you	wouldn’t
believe	it.’
‘I	don’t	believe	it.	Why	haven’t	we	heard	of 	them	before,	and	how	are	you	hearing

about	them	now?’
‘Because	they’ve	been	well	hidden	like	us.	Who	knows,	maybe	it	was	one	of 	our

newsletters	that	initiated	it.	It’s	possible.	And...	Well,	you	don’t	need	the	details,	but
I’ve	got	my	sources	and	they’re	reliable.	Besides,’	he	raised	his	eyebrows	but	avoided
her	gaze,	‘I’ve	been	to	see	some	of 	them.’
‘Jesus,	Alex.’
This	was	all	she	needed	right	now.	She	lowered	herself 	to	the	floor,	leaned	back

against	the	cold	metal	of 	the	press.	 ‘So	you	harassed	me	about	the	tribes,	but	you
went	ahead	and	did	this	without	even	telling	me.’
He	looked	at	his	hands.	‘I	knew	you’d	react	like	this.’
‘Damn	right.’
She	was	angry,	but	did	she	really	have	the	right	to	be?	After	all	wasn’t	he	just	like

her?	Going	 after	 a	 story	with	 a	modicum	of 	 truth	 for	 a	 change,	 something	 that,
hell,	might	even	make	a	difference	somehow,	to	someone.	She	sighed.	‘Go	on.’
‘There	are	hundreds	of 	them	out	there,	Sada,	maybe	thousands	if 	we	throw	the

net	 wider.	 They’re	 made	 up	 of 	 all	 sorts,	 not	 just	 squatters.	 Most	 are	 employed
workers	 on	 the	 lower	 rungs.	 Librarians,	 baristas,	 waiters,	 hairdressers.	 They’re	 all
drowning	in	taxes	–	on	their	wages,	on	their	properties	–	but	what	can	they	do?	If
they	fail	to	pay,	what	else	is	there	for	them?’	She	nodded	along	to	this	familiar	old
story.	‘So	their	hands	are	tied.	Just	like	ours.’
‘And	what	are	they	planning	to	do?’
He	 took	 a	 short	 swig	 from	 the	 bottle.	 ‘They	 wouldn’t	 say.	 They’re	 still	 a	 little

nervous	of 	me,	being	connected	to	the	Shitty	Times	and	under	Prosperity’s	thumb,
as	 it	were.	But	 I	 get	 the	 feeling	 it’s	 gonna	be	 something	big.	They’re	 biding	 their
time,	Sada,	just	like	we’ve	been.’
We’ve	only	been	dropping	leaflets	is	what	we’ve	been,	she	wanted	to	say	but	couldn’t	hurt

him.	 She	watched	 as	 he	 threw	 his	 head	 back,	 gulping	 down	 the	 contents	 of 	 the
bottle,	 and	 for	 some	 reason	 sadness	 fell	 around	 her	 like	 an	 unbearably	 heavy
blanket.
There	was	a	time	when	being	twenty-three	meant	you	had	the	world	at	your	feet

but	without	 the	 responsibility.	 It	was	 arguably	 the	 one	 and	only	 time	 in	 your	 life
when	 you	 could	 taste	 freedom,	 almost	 believe	 it	 existed.	Why	 then,	was	 this	 boy
spending	the	best	years	of 	his	 life	fighting	for	the	chance	to	speak	and	be	heard?
Fighting	against	a	 system	that	didn’t	 allow	him	to	be	appreciated	 for	who	he	was



and	what	he	could	be	capable	of.	Fighting	for	all	the	thousands	of 	others	who	felt
just	 like	him,	restrained,	rebuked.	Tears	filled	her	eyes	and	she	turned	her	head	to
blink	them	away.
‘This	is	a	huge	breakthrough,’	he	said,	and	the	optimism	in	his	voice	cut	through

her	all	the	more.
He	was	waiting	for	her	response,	yet	the	events	of 	the	last	few	weeks	had	shifted

something	 in	her	 and	 she	 just	 couldn’t	 seem	 to	 feel	 the	 same	 enthusiasm	he	did.
Instead,	something	about	this	felt	wrong,	dangerous.	Prosperity	was	bigger	than	all
of 	 them.	Money	 was	 bigger	 in	 this	 city	 than	 all	 of 	 them.	Maybe	 Jacob	 had	 been
closer	to	the	truth	than	he	knew.	Perhaps	she	was	too	cowardly	to	be	anywhere	but
on	the	‘them’	side.	And	anyway,	wasn’t	she	planning	just	to	run	away?	What	did	that
say	about	her?
‘I’m	 telling	 you,	 Sada,’	 he	went	 on,	 his	 voice	 quiet,	 defying	 its	message,	 ‘it	 can

happen.	 There’s	 real	 hope	 now.	 They	 would	 have	 to	 listen,	 wouldn’t	 they?’	 He
dropped	his	gaze	to	his	lap,	his	cheeks	heated,	looking	like	a	kid	who’d	just	flipped
the	 bird	 at	 his	 cantankerous	 old	 grandparent.	 ‘Besides,’	 he	 muttered.	 ‘If 	 we’ve
nothing	else	to	have	and	nothing	else	to	lose,	we	can	at	least	still	try.’
She	 got	 up	 from	 the	 floor	 to	 wrap	 her	 arms	 around	 his	 shoulders.	 It	 took	 a

moment,	but	at	 last	he	relaxed	in	her	grip.	And	grip	she	did,	holding	onto	him	as
she	thought	his	mother	would	if 	she	heard	her	son	talk	like	this.	She	knew	full	well
what	he	meant	by	those	words.	It	meant	she	had	no	chance	of 	ever	convincing	him
to	leave	here.	To	‘try’	was	all	he	had.	More	than	that,	she	sensed	it	was	all	he	actually
wanted.	Not	the	outcome,	just	the	fight.
She	wiped	at	her	eyes	before	letting	him	go.	‘Right	then.’	Getting	to	her	feet,	she

returned	to	the	printer.	‘What	are	we	waiting	for,	soldier?	I’ve	told	you	before,	this
damn	revolution	ain’t	starting	itself.’
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Jacob

Sitting	 among	 the	 circle	 of 	 his	 fellow	 Tribe	 members,	 Jacob	 felt	 entirely
disconnected.	 It	 seemed	 that	 in	 the	 five	weeks	 since	 the	 last	 Appreciation	Night
when	Michael	had	handed	the	reins	of 	the	new	move	over	to	him,	everything	had
changed.
He	glanced	awkwardly	 around	 the	 room,	 fearful	of 	making	eye	contact	 in	case

the	others	should	read	there	his	doubts	about	his	ability	to	carry	out	this	task.	Or
worse	than	that,	his	faltering	dedication	to	the	doctrine.	Guilt	and	shame	nudged	at
him,	two	of 	the	very	emotions	the	Tribe	had	been	established	to	eradicate.	He	was
meant	to	feel	at	peace	here,	free	from	scrutiny	and	expectation,	yet	that	peace	had
been	 tested	 from	 the	 moment	 the	 Outsider	 stepped	 across	 his	 path.	 Now
everything	he’d	come	to	accept	felt	as	though	it	were	spiraling	from	his	grasp,	and
he	wasn’t	entirely	sure	he	had	the	strength	of 	mind,	or	even	the	will,	to	stop	it.
Be	a	man.
The	 words	 sprang	 into	 his	 head	 from	 nowhere.	 A	 man’s	 voice.	 A	 flicker	 of

memory.
He	looked	across	the	room.	They	were	watching	him	lately,	Michael	and	Rafe,	he

knew	they	were.	He	 felt	 their	eyes	on	him	everywhere	he	went.	Michael’s	 interest
would	be	 fueled	by	misguided	concern	 for	his	 first	 trainee,	but	Rafe’s...	well,	who
knew	what	Rafe’s	were	fueled	by.
He	was	sure	 too	 that	Rafe	wouldn’t	have	been	shy	about	 informing	Michael	of

the	night	terrors	he’d	been	experiencing.	The	ones	that	woke	his	roommates.	The
ones	everyone	bar	Rafe	chose	 to	 respectfully	pretend	 they	hadn’t	heard.	After	all,
the	values	stated	that	one	man’s	pain	was	no	business	of 	another’s	unless	that	man
chose	to	share	it.	But	Rafe	was	clever;	he	would	disguise	his	revelations	as	concern
for	the	safety	of 	the	Tribe.	And	who	knows	what	he	might	have	called	out	during
those	 blood-soaked	 nightmares	 that	 Rafe	 would	 claim	 were	 the	 product	 of 	 an



unstable	crazy	man,	a	threat	to	them	all.
He	 looked	 to	Scott	who	 sat	 quiet	 and	 still,	 lost	 in	his	own	 thoughts	 as	 always,

then	across	the	room	to	where	Daniel	and	Aaron	sat	side	by	side,	their	eyes	fixed	to
the	floor	in	front	of 	them	but	their	lips	moving	almost	in	unison.	A	fleeting	smile
rose	to	Aaron’s	lips	but	just	as	quickly	fell	and	was	lost.
His	 gaze	 traced	 around	 the	 circle	 of 	men	 until	 it	 landed	 on	 those	 black-inked

hands.	The	fingers	were	clasped	loosely	together,	resting	on	the	lap	of 	their	owner
as	though	no	matter	what	was	going	on	with	everyone	else,	he	at	least	was	in	a	state
of 	relaxed	peacefulness.	His	dark	grey	cloak	and	shirt	beneath	was	opened	wide	at
the	neck	to	reveal	more	of 	his	permanent	suit	of 	black	armor,	and	his	cool	glare
was	fixed	straight	ahead,	at	him.
The	smallest	hint	of 	a	smirk	pulled	at	the	corner	of 	those	thin	lips.	But	despite

the	unrest	and	niggling	agitation	so	quick	to	rise	inside	him	these	days,	Jacob	looked
away.	It	wouldn’t	do	any	good	to	hand	Rafe	an	opportunity	to	shoot	him	down	just
now,	not	when	his	position	within	the	Tribe	was	precarious	enough	already.	Until	he
could	pull	himself 	together,	he	knew	he	would	have	to	keep	his	head	down	and	stay
out	of 	trouble.
‘Evening,	brothers,’	Michael	said,	taking	his	place	in	the	only	empty	seat,	beside

Rafe.	 ‘Before	 we	 get	 to	 our	 main	 discussion	 point,	 I	 just	 want	 to	 very	 quickly
welcome	our	newest	member,	brother	Scott,	to	our	Appreciation	Night.’
Barely	 lifting	his	head,	 Scott	 attempted	 a	 smile,	 crossed	one	 leg	over	 the	other

and	fixed	his	gaze	to	a	spot	on	the	floor	in	front	of 	him.
‘You	will	find,	Scott,’	Michael	went	on,	disregarding	the	poor	man’s	discomfort,

‘that	these	nights	we	hold	occasionally	are	no	great	performance.	They	are	merely
for	us	to	address	anything	we	feel	is	important	as	a	group.’
Jacob	 imagined	 himself 	 standing	 up	 and	 addressing	 whether	 the	 Tribe	 values

were	as	solid	as	Michael	thought	they	were,	but	quickly	pushed	the	image	from	his
mind.	He	wouldn’t	purposely	hurt	Michael,	not	at	any	cost.
‘More	than	anything,’	their	mentor	went	on,	‘it’s	a	chance	to	eat	the	best	food	we

can	find	and	drink	some	home-brew.’	A	ripple	of 	a	cheer	spread	around	the	group.
‘So,	speaking	of 	which,	let’s	get	straight	to	business	so	we	can	get	on	with	the	good
bit.	Jacob	informs	me	that	the	clean-up	of 	the	new	factory	has	proceeded	well,	so
we	can	now	start	assembling	a	functional	living	space.	And,	brother	Rafe,	I	believe
you	visited	the	factory	today?’
Rafe,	unlike	Michael,	rose	to	his	feet	to	speak.	‘Yes,	brother	Michael.	I	carried	out

my	own	recce	on	the	building	this	morning	and	am	pleased	to	confirm	that	Jacob’s
right,	we’re	now	ready	for	the	next	stage.’



As	Michael	 placed	 a	 hand	 to	 his	 arm	 and	 thanked	 him	 for	 his	 input,	 Rafe	 sat
down	again,	his	gaze	and	smile	once	again	fixed	in	place,	solely	for	him	it	seemed.
Jacob	held	the	glare	 this	 time,	but	otherwise	refused	to	bite.	Rafe’s	swipe	at	his

authority	meant	little	to	him.	He’d	never	asked	for	this	role	of 	project	manager,	nor
did	he	care	 if 	anyone	else	were	 to	 take	 it	off 	his	hands.	Besides,	 if 	 it	was	his	 fall
from	grace	Rafe	was	looking	for,	then	he’d	be	pleased	to	learn	he	was	doing	a	good
enough	job	of 	that	all	by	himself.	He	drew	his	weary	eyes	away	from	the	steel	leer
and	back	to	the	speaker.
‘In	 that	 regard	 then,	 if 	 everyone	 is	 in	 agreement,	 we	 will	 allocate	 groups	 to

certain	 tasks.	And	 if 	 these	groups	alternate	days	at	 the	 factory,	no	one	will	get	 in
anyone	else’s	way.	Plus	of 	course	it	means	some	of 	us	will	remain	here	to	continue
our	normal	daily	tasks.	To	a	degree,	life	goes	on	as	normal	until	the	day	we	leave.’
‘Do	you	have	a	date	in	mind	yet?’	Jacob	asked,	feeling	all	eyes	turn	to	him,	while

he	kept	his	on	their	mentor.
Michael	hesitated.	‘Well,	it’s	hard	to	predict,	Jacob.	You	know	how	much	work	is

to	 be	 done	 on	 the	 factory.	 And	 though	 we	 know	 very	 well	 what	 threatens	 our
position	here,	I’m	not	aware	yet	of 	any	impending	danger.’	He	turned	to	his	right-
hand	man.	‘Are	you,	Rafe?’
Aside	from	the	glint	 in	his	eyes,	Rafe’s	expression	was	one	of 	bemusement.	He

mock-frowned,	shook	his	head.	‘No,	brother.’
‘In	that	case,	we	would	be	loathe	to	put	a	precise	date	on	it	just	yet.	Rather,	we

will	know	when	we	are	ready.	I	suspect	we	will	know	more	in	the	coming	weeks.	Do
you	agree?’
It	may	have	made	more	sense	for	Michael	to	have	asked	him	 if 	he	knew	of 	any

impending	danger	since	he	was	the	one	that	brought	 the	question	up,	but	 that	he
asked	Rafe	instead	was	revealing.	He	attempted	something	of 	a	smile	and	nodded
his	agreement,	and	Michael	moved	on.
Of 	 course,	 Jacob	 could	–	 and	 should	–	 announce	 to	 the	 group	 that	 there	was

indeed	an	urgency	to	their	departure,	seeing	as	one	of 	them	could	be	pinned	at	any
moment	for	the	attempted	murder	of 	a	female	Outsider.	And	even,	that	he’d	been
spilling	all	 their	secrets	to	a	 journalist	of 	the	city’s	only	remaining	news	publisher.
These	were	certainly	points	that	were	highly	relevant	to	the	group.	Yet	he	knew	full
well	he	wouldn’t	speak	of 	them.
What	kind	of 	a	Tribe	member	did	that	make	him?	What	kind	of 	a	man?
Alternatively,	 and	 no	 doubt	 with	 less	 of 	 a	 reaction	 from	 the	 group,	 he	 could

stand	 up	 and	 discuss	 the	minutiae	 of 	 his	 own	 input	 on	 the	 project	 so	 far,	 thus
establishing	his	own	mark	of 	authority.	But	he	knew	he	wouldn’t	do	that	either.	He



was	 increasingly	 less	 inclined	 to	 do	 anything	 that	 could	 be	 misconstrued	 as
authoritarian.	It	didn’t	hurt	to	demonstrate	to	Michael	that	he’d	been	wrong	about
him	as	a	future	inheritor	of 	the	group.	These	past	weeks	in	particular	had	proven
that	he	was	too	easily	led	and	so	couldn’t	be	trusted	to	preach	a	doctrine	he	himself
could	 not	 uphold.	 What	 kind	 of 	 leader	 questioned	 the	 very	 foundation	 their
existence	was	built	upon?
So	let	him	look	to	Rafe	instead.	It	would	be	a	goddamn	relief.
As	 Michael	 divided	 the	 tasks	 between	 groups	 of 	 five	 and	 discussions	 ensued

about	the	possibilities	and	practicalities	of 	each,	Jacob	noticed	the	frequency	with
which	Michael	appeared	to	be	evading	his	gaze.	And	as	the	night	wore	on,	he	found
it	harder	to	stay	focused	on	the	conversation.
No	one	had	ever	left	an	Appreciation	Night	early	and	he	supposed	it	wouldn’t	do

his	case	any	good	if 	he	were	to	be	the	first.	Yet	suddenly	he	was	tired	and	craved
solitude,	 time	 away	 from	 here,	 away	 from	 their	 voices,	 away	 from	 his	 own	 head.
More	than	once	he	lost	the	thread	of 	the	discussion	and	had	to	fumble	for	answers
when	questioned	about	something.	So	it	came	as	a	huge	relief 	to	him,	and	probably
everyone	else,	when	Michael	called	an	end	to	the	meeting.	He	rose	from	his	chair
along	with	the	other	men.	But	while	they	headed	to	the	tables	for	food	and	whiskey,
he	headed	straight	for	the	door,	throwing	his	hood	over	his	head	on	the	way.
‘Wait.’
He	hesitated	on	hearing	the	voice	behind	him.	Michael	was	approaching	with	an

expression	on	his	face	that	was	less	than	reassuring.	The	older	man	glanced	behind
him	as	he	neared.	Following	his	gaze,	Jacob	noticed	Rafe	 lurking	nearby	with	one
eye	on	the	two	of 	them.	Michael	took	him	by	the	arm	and	gestured	to	the	door.
Outside,	the	cold	night	hit	and	they	both	gasped	a	little	at	its	freshness.
‘Over	here,’	Michael	said,	wrapping	his	cloak	tighter	and	walking	away	from	the

door,	across	 the	courtyard	to	a	plastic	bench.	With	reluctance	Jacob	followed	and
sat	next	to	him,	feeling	like	a	boy	meeting	with	the	school	counselor.	Some	memories
just	never	go	away.
‘What’s	going	on,	Jacob?’
After	weeks	of 	tension,	that	was	all	it	took	for	the	knot	in	his	stomach	to	untie.

He	leaned	forward,	put	his	head	in	his	hands.	He’d	never	been	built	for	deceit,	not
when	sober	anyway,	and	certainly	not	in	front	of 	this	man,	the	only	one	he’d	ever
felt	real	loyalty	toward.	A	loyalty	he	had	tested	of 	late.
‘I	don’t	know,’	was	the	most	honest	thing	he	could	think	to	say.
He	waited	 for	 some	 reprisal,	 a	 lecture	 of 	 concern,	maybe	 even	 a	warning,	 but

what	he	got	instead	was	Michael’s	hand	upon	his	back	followed	by	silence	and	then



finally,	‘Whatever	it	is,	all	will	be	fine.’
‘I’m	not	so	sure,’	he	said,	unable	to	look	at	the	man	who	had	put	all	his	faith	in

him	and	got	it	so	horribly	wrong.
‘I	won’t	pry	unless	you	want	to	talk.’	His	voice	was	quiet	and	honest,	as	though

Jacob	could	say	anything	and	it	would	be	okay.
He	lifted	his	head.	Michael’s	expression	was	neutral,	giving	nothing	away.	But	his

eyes	 were	 more	 forgiving	 than	 they’d	 seemed	 earlier	 beneath	 the	 yellow	 solar-
powered	lights	of 	the	warehouse.
‘I’m	having	doubts.’
Michael’s	calm	exterior	didn’t	change,	even	as	he	asked,	‘About	the	Tribe?’
He	 hesitated,	 knowing	 what	 his	 answer	might	 do	 to	 the	 one	 person	who	 had

accepted	 him	 so	 completely	 and	 without	 question.	 But	 which	 also	 meant	 he
deserved	honesty.	He	nodded.
‘I	 thought	 so.’	Michael	 looked	down	at	his	hands	but	only	 for	a	moment.	 ‘Is	 it

Rafe?	He	is	a	handful,	I	realize.	I’m	not	blind	to	it,	Jacob,	I’m	just	keeping	an	eye	on
him.’
‘No,’	he	said,	taken	aback	that	this	should	be	his	first	line	of 	thought.	‘It	doesn’t

concern	Rafe	at	all.	He’s	testing,	yes,	but	nothing	I	can’t	handle.’
A	glimpse	of 	relief 	seemed	to	flutter	across	the	older	man’s	face,	though	it	was

quickly	 replaced	with	concern.	 ‘Well	 then,	do	you	 think	 it’s	 anything	 I	 could	help
with?’
As	much	 as	 it	 rankled,	he	dismissed	 the	hypocrisy,	 the	 favoritism	perhaps,	 that

allowed	Michael	to	discuss	Jacob’s	problems	but	not	address	Scott’s.	There	was	no
point	compounding	these	issues	at	a	time	when	Michael	was	trying	to	help,	nor	was
there	any	real	point	in	spilling	out	all	the	details.	Wasn’t	it	enough	that	he	knew	he
had	concerns	about	the	Tribe	and	his	place	within	 it?	He	couldn’t	bear	to	burden
Michael	with	the	specifics	of 	his	thoughts,	to	have	to	see	the	look	that	would	cross
his	 face	 if 	he	spoke	about	 the	Outsider	and	 the	 threat	 she	posed,	 the	shame	that
Daniel	and	Aaron	felt	about	their	feelings	for	one	another,	and	his	own	worry	that
maybe	the	doctrine	was	letting	them	down	after	all.	So	instead	he	shook	his	head.
‘I	don’t	think	so,	brother.’
When	he	again	caught	 the	 loosening	of 	 the	muscles	around	Michael’s	eyes	and

mouth,	that	subtle	glimpse	of 	relief,	it	became	clear.
Michael	 didn’t	 want	 to	 have	 to	 show	 him	 the	 door.	He	 didn’t	 want	 him	 gone

from	Tribe	 life,	from	his	 life.	He	didn’t	want	to	get	rid	of 	him	no	matter	what	he
might	or	might	not	have	done;	he’d	rather	bend	the	rules	for	him.	Furthermore,	he
didn’t	want	to	be	in	a	position	where	it	was	clear	to	the	Tribe	that	he	favored	one



member	more	than	the	others.	Which	he	quite	clearly	did.
This	realization	should	have	brought	comfort	but	 it	didn’t.	 Instead	 it	brought	a

much	bigger	problem	to	do	deal	with.
How	could	he	possibly	stay	in	a	society	whose	principles	he	questioned?	Yet	how

could	he	leave	that	society	when	he	was	bound	by	an	unconditional	gratitude	to	its
owner?
A	thought	began	to	niggle	at	the	back	of 	his	mind,	one	he	had	struggled	to	keep

at	bay	ever	since	his	argument	with	Sada.	Now	it	thrust	itself 	to	the	forefront	of 	his
consciousness	as	though	pleading	for	him	to	take	notice.
The	Tribe	was	meant	to	represent	a	life	of 	freedom.
Yet	increasingly	as	each	day	passed,	he	felt	he	was	no	more	free	now	than	he	had

ever	been.
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Sada

When	she	was	a	little	girl,	after	her	mom	had	left	but	before	things	got	really	rough
with	her	dad,	Sada	would	sometimes	daydream	about	what	 it	would	be	 like	 to	be
the	wearer	of 	one	of 	those	glorious,	elegant	wedding	dresses	that	clung	to	the	body
before	descending	from	the	waist	into	shimmering	satin	waves.	She	would	imagine
her	golden	hair	falling	in	curls	off 	her	shoulders,	one	hand	gripping	a	simple	floral
posy	while	 the	other	 gently	held	 the	 skirt	 above	her	 ankles.	And	 she	would	 float
through	a	mass	of 	awestruck	guests	like	a	gracious	heroine	bound	for	an	incredible
life	that	everyone	would	be	jealous	of.
It	was	not	the	wedding	itself 	she	longed	for.	Heck	no.	Nor	the	husband.	But	she

couldn’t	deny	that	she,	like	a	million	other	girls,	wanted	to	experience	how	it	would
feel	to	be	that	beautiful	and	that	admired,	if 	only	for	a	few	hours.
Now	 she	 was	 older	 and	 had	 more	 sense,	 the	 thought	 of 	 such	 empty-headed,

unambitious	pomp	sickened	her.	Not	least	because	her	wish	had	indeed	come	true,
only	unfortunately	it	had	come	with	the	husband	and	vows	as	an	all-inclusive,	non-
negotiable	package.	Overall,	what	her	daydream	had	ultimately	cost	her	hadn’t	been
the	best	of 	trade-offs.	And	yet	as	she	glanced	at	her	daughter	skipping	along	beside
her,	 fair-haired	 ponytail	 swinging	 side	 to	 side,	 she	 reminded	 herself 	 that	 some
things	were	worth	the	trouble.
‘Oh,	look.’
Sada	 peered	 with	 little	 enthusiasm	 in	 through	 the	 store	 window	 at	 what	 her

daughter	 had	 stopped	 so	 abruptly	 for.	 ‘Don’t	 you	 have	 enough	 telescopes,
sweetheart?’	she	said,	trying	to	nudge	Jess	away	from	the	window.
‘Not	that	one.’
‘Well	no,	of 	course	not.	You	can’t	have	every	one.	Come	on,	Jess,	we’ve	got	 to

get	going.’
‘Please,’	her	daughter	whined.	‘Can	I	just	have	a	look?’



Sada	 thought	about	protesting	but	wasn’t	 really	 in	 the	mood	for	dealing	with	a
mid-street	tantrum	at	this	time	of 	day.	‘Okay,	but	only	if 	you’re	real	quick.	Your	dad
will	be	waiting.’
Jess	squealed	and	pulled	her	 in	through	the	store’s	double	doors,	which	obliged

by	opening	 automatically	 to	 draw	 them	 in.	Once	 inside	 though,	 she	dropped	her
mother’s	hand	and	took	off 	down	the	aisle.
As	Sada	bumped	and	squeezed	past	other	shoppers,	 trying	to	keep	up	with	her

daughter,	her	phone	vibrated	in	her	pocket.	She	retrieved	it	just	as	she	caught	sight
of 	 Jess	 at	 the	 back	 of 	 the	 shop,	 and	 while	 heading	 that	 way	 she	 glanced	 at	 the
screen.	It	was	Alex,	informing	her	he	was	meeting	with	one	of 	the	gangs	he’d	talked
about.	She’d	told	him	that	he	needed	to	use	her	as	a	backup,	to	keep	her	up-to-date
at	all	 times	on	where	he	was	and	when,	and	she	was	pleased	 to	see	 that	 for	once
he’d	listened	to	her.	She	texted	him	to	be	careful	and	he	promised	to	let	her	know
when	he	was	home.
‘Mom,	 Mom,	 look.’	 Jess	 was	 hopping	 around	 a	 red	 and	 silver	 telescope	 on	 a

tripod	that	was	almost	twice	the	size	of 	her.	‘This	is	so	much	better	than	mine.	You
can	see	everything	with	 it.	Look,’	 she	prompted,	showing	Sada	 the	 label,	 the	only
part	of 	which	she	actually	clocked	was	the	price.
‘Jesus	Christ!	How	much?’
‘Yeah,	but	see	what	it	can	do?	You	can	see	the	craters	on	the	moon	with	it.	Look,

it	says	so.’
‘Sweetheart,	I’d	expect	to	see	little	green	men	too	for	that	price.’
Her	daughter’s	excitement	evaporated.
‘Now	come	on.	Dad’s	waiting.’
Sada	walked	back	down	the	aisle	but	when	she	looked	back	her	daughter	wasn’t

following.
‘Jess.	I	said	Dad’s	waiting.’	Still	she	didn’t	move.	‘Jess!’
With	a	face	that	would	melt	the	sun,	negating	any	need	for	telescopes,	Jess	slunk

down	 the	 aisle,	 pushing	 past	 the	 hand	 that	 was	 offered.	 Back	 out	 on	 the	 busy
sidewalk,	Sada	grabbed	for	her	wrist.	She	didn’t	want	 to	have	 to	waste	more	 time
trying	 to	 find	 her	 runaway	 offspring	 in	 the	 Friday	 crowds,	 or	 have	 to	 explain	 to
offspring’s	 father	 that	 she	was	 incapable	 of 	 keeping	 control	 of 	 their	 not-even-a-
teen-yet	daughter.
Once	 they	were	out	of 	 the	melee	of 	 shoppers	 and	onto	 the	quieter	 residential

streets,	she	glanced	down	at	her	daughter’s	sullen	face.
‘I’m	 sorry,	 Jess,	 but	 it	was	 a	 ridiculous	price.	Three	hundred	dollars	 for	 a	 kids’

telescope.’



‘It	was	a	good	one.	And	it	wasn’t	for	kids.’
‘Well	all	the	more	reason	why	it’s	not	for	you	then.’
She	glanced	again	at	the	puffed-out	pink	cheeks	and	realized	Marcus	was	going

to	love	this.	She	had	two	blocks	in	which	to	console	her	daughter	so	that	they	were
all	smiles	by	the	time	they	got	to	Daddy’s	place.
Think	quick,	Blondie.
‘Sweetheart.	 It	might	have	been	a	good	one	but	shops	 like	 that	will	overcharge

you	 and	 you	 have	 to	 think	 about	 it	 reasonably.’	Still	moody.	 ‘Besides,	 it’s	 not	 even
your	birthday	or	Christmas	 yet.’	Moody.	 ‘And	 you	do	have	 two	 telescopes	 already;
one	at	Dad’s	and	one	at	ours.’	Strangely,	even	moodier.	Sada	was	losing	patience.	‘Well	I
guess	you’ll	just	have	to	start	saving.’
‘Dad’ll	buy	it	for	me,’	she	mumbled.
It	was	at	this	point	that	all	attempts	at	consolidation	were	scrapped.	She	stopped

and	spun	her	daughter	toward	her.
‘No,	Jess.	It’s	not	all	about	the	money.	It’s	the	principle.	That’s	a	stupid	amount

of 	money	 to	 spend	 on	 a	 toy.	 I	won’t	 do	 it	 and	 I’m	 quite	 certain	 your	 dad	won’t
either.’
She	wasn’t	at	all	certain	about	that,	but	she	had	to	drive	home	to	Jess	the	point

she	was	making.	Three	hundred	dollars	would	be	better	spent	on	getting	them	out
of 	 this	 shithole	 and	 away	 to	 their	 new	 life,	 but	 that	 wasn’t	 a	 justification	 her
daughter	would	 comprehend	 at	 this	 point.	Maybe	 in	 ten	or	 fifteen	 years,	 but	 not
right	now.
By	the	look	on	Jess’s	face,	Sada	knew	she	still	wasn’t	getting	through.	Maybe	she

was	asking	too	much	of 	a	seven-year-old	to	understand	such	principles.	Or	was	 it
that	this	seven-year-old	had	been	born	into	a	world	where	expensive	meant	good?
She	shivered	at	the	thought	and	gave	Jess	a	gentle	tug.	They	walked	on	in	silence.
As	they	turned	the	corner	onto	her	father’s	street,	 Jess	 twisted	her	hand	out	of

Sada’s	loose	grip	and	ran	the	rest	of 	the	way	to	his	apartment	building.	By	the	time
Sada	 pushed	 through	 the	 heavy	 doors	 into	 the	 foyer,	 Jess	 was	 already	 in	 the
elevator.	And	as	its	doors	began	to	close	before	she	could	reach	them,	her	beautiful
golden-haired	princess	leaned	forward	and	stuck	her	tongue	out.
Sada	sighed	and	rolled	her	eyes,	thought	about	leaving	Jess’s	bag	with	Reception

but	then	she’d	have	Marcus	phoning	her,	and	sometimes	 it	was	 just	better	to	face
him	head	on,	much	in	the	same	way	as	ripping	a	plaster	off 	a	hairy	forearm.	With
another	 huge	 sigh,	 she	 pressed	 the	 button	 beside	 the	 elevator	 and	 waited	 for
purgatory	to	come	get	her.
As	 she	 stepped	 from	 the	 elevator	 on	 the	 penthouse	 floor,	Marcus	was	 already



leaning	against	 the	door	 jamb	waiting	 for	her.	He	still	wore	 the	 shirt	 and	 tie	he’d
probably	left	work	in,	though	he’d	have	freshened	up	as	he	always	used	to	when	he
came	home.	A	splash	of 	water	to	the	face,	a	scrub	of 	the	hands	with	antibacterial
soap.	Transitioning	from	office	to	home,	he	used	to	say.	Scrubbing	away	the	shame,
she	used	to	say,	and	he	would	scowl	at	her.
He	wasn’t	scowling	now.	Even	from	twenty	paces	away	she	could	see	the	smirk

on	his	face.	Without	saying	anything	she	marched	toward	him,	held	out	Jess’s	bag
for	him	to	take	and	turned	to	leave	again,	but	not	without	catching	the	waft	of 	his
aftershave.	An	 expensive	 one,	 she	 presumed,	 bought	 for	 himself 	 or	maybe	 a	 gift
from	someone	else;	he’d	never	had	trouble	attracting	attention.
‘Hey,	wait,’	he	called	after	her.	She	thought	about	ignoring	him	but	what	was	the

point?	They	had	to	keep	up	some	level	of 	communication	after	all,	even	if 	 it	was
just	Morse	code.	Preferably	Morse	code.
‘What	have	you	done	this	time?’	he	asked,	humor	oozing	from	his	every	cleansed

pore.
She	 reluctantly	 walked	 back,	 if 	 only	 because	 she	 didn’t	 want	 to	 shout	 this

conversation	across	the	hallway.	‘She	saw	a	telescope	she	wanted	in	the	store.	I	told
her	it	was	too	expensive.’
‘How	much	was	it?’
‘Too	expensive.’
‘Yeah,	sure.	How	much?’
She	shuffled	from	one	foot	to	the	other,	pushed	her	hair	from	her	face.	 ‘Three

hundred.’
Marcus	gestured	somewhere	between	a	nod	and	shake	of 	 the	head.	 ‘Must	have

been	a	good	one.’
‘Yes,	 it	probably	fucking	was,’	she	seethed,	careful	not	to	raise	her	voice.	 ‘I	told

her	no,	Marcus.’
He	held	up	his	hands.	‘Okay,	I	get	it.	No	three-hundred-dollar	telescopes—’
‘We	have	to	put	on	a	united	front	on	some	things—’
‘Sada.	It’s	fine.	I’ve	got	it.’
She	eyed	him	carefully	and	then	judging	him	to	be	serious	turned	to	leave	but	he

stopped	her	again.	‘So	you	want	to	come	in	for	a	bit?’
‘No	thanks.’
‘What,	you	have	somewhere	to	be?’
Exasperated,	she	walked	back	to	his	doorway	where	he	stood	now	with	the	door

wide	open	and	his	hands	in	his	trouser	pockets.	Master	of 	all	he	procured.
‘What	do	you	want,	Marcus?’



‘Nothing.	Like	you	said,	united	 front	and	all	 that.	Wouldn’t	hurt	 for	 Jess	 to	see
that	we	can	get	along	sometimes.’
‘But	we	can’t,’	 she	said,	 looking	at	him	perplexed.	Even	more	so	when	she	saw

what	 looked	 like	disappointment	pass	over	his	 eyes.	Though	 she	must	have	been
mistaken	about	that,	because	just	as	quickly	it	was	replaced	by	something	a	lot	less
sympathetic.
‘When	will	you	get	over	yourself,	Sada,	and	stop	fighting	everyone?’
Her	agitation,	already	very	near	the	surface,	wouldn’t	take	much	to	bubble	over.

She	 stared	 at	 his	 clean-shaven	 face,	mussed-up	but	 somehow	 still	 neat	 black	 hair
and	full	lips	and	thought,	as	she	occasionally	did	with	much	bewilderment,	that	she
had	 loved	him	once;	had	been	 inexplicably	drawn	 to	him	 to	 the	point	where	 she
couldn’t	bear	to	be	in	a	room	with	him	and	not	be	right	beside	him.	She	had	known
too,	when	they	fell	in	love	at	eighteen,	who	he	was	and	what	he	was	becoming,	but
it	 hadn’t	 stopped	her.	His	 career,	 his	wealth,	 his	 ambition	hadn’t	 been	 a	problem
back	 then.	 The	 moment	 it	 had	become	 one,	 she	 couldn’t	 precisely	 pinpoint	 any
more.
‘Look,’	he	lowered	his	voice	and	pulled	the	door	behind	him,	‘whatever	you	think

of 	me,	Sada,	I	don’t	want	you	getting	hurt.’
‘What	are	you	talking	about?’
He	looked	down	at	the	floor	as	though	gathering	the	right	words.	She	hated	that

he	usually	found	the	ones	that	got	to	her.
‘I’m	worried	 about	 you.’	 He	 glanced	 behind	 him	 into	 the	 apartment	 and	 then

lowered	his	voice	again.	‘What	are	you	involved	in?’
She	took	a	step	back.	‘I	don’t	know	what	you’re	talking	about.’
He	reached	into	his	shirt	pocket	and	pulled	out	a	sheet	of 	paper	she	recognized

before	he’d	even	unfolded	it.	She	 looked	up	at	him,	her	face	expressionless,	or	so
she	hoped.
‘This	was	passed	to	me	by	one	of 	my	colleagues	 today.’	He	held	the	newsletter

between	thumb	and	forefinger	as	if 	just	being	within	range	of 	it	might	incriminate
him.
She	 shrugged.	 But	 this	 was	 Marcus;	 they	 hadn’t	 been	 together	 for	 seventeen

years,	married	 for	 fifteen,	 not	 to	 learn	 everything	 there	was	 to	 know	 about	 each
other.	That	didn’t	mean	 she	would	give	him	 the	privilege	of 	honesty	 though.	He
could	use	this	against	her	at	the	drop	of 	a	hat	if 	he	felt	like	it.
‘I’m	not	stupid,	Sada.	It’s	got	you	written	all	over	it.’
‘Don’t	be	ridiculous.’	She	attempted	exasperation.	‘What,	you	think	I’m	some	kid

on	a	mission	to	save	the	world?’	As	soon	as	she	said	it,	Jacob’s	scowling	face	came



to	mind.
‘You	used	to	be.’	An	almost	sad	smile	lifted	the	corner	of 	his	lips.
‘Yeah	well,	that	was	before	I	had	the	voice	choked	out	of 	me.	I’m	not	going	to

bother	now,	am	I?	What	would	be	the	point?’
His	blue	eyes	studied	her,	their	flat	paleness	in	such	contrast	to	Jacob’s	shadowy

depths.	‘You	tell	me.’
‘I’ve	got	things	to	do,’	she	mumbled,	avoiding	his	glare	and	even	more	eager	to

leave	now	than	she	had	been	when	she’d	first	arrived.
‘Sada,’	he	called	after	her.
She	 pressed	 the	 button	 for	 the	 elevator	 and	 the	 door	 opened	 immediately.

Stepping	 inside	 she	 glanced	 back	 to	 see	 him	 still	 standing	 in	 the	 doorway.	 The
image	triggered	a	memory	of 	how	he	would	wait	there	like	that	for	her	every	night
as	she	returned	from	work	in	the	days	before	Jess.	She	would	ride	the	elevator	then
with	 that	 nervous-excited	 anticipation	 of 	 the	 doors	 sliding	 open	 and	 seeing	 him
there,	smiling	and	waiting.
Now	all	she	felt	was	tired	and	alone.
He	called	down	the	hall.	‘Will	you	please	just	take	care	of 	yourself ?’
She	didn’t	reply	as	the	elevator	doors	slid	shut.
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Jacob

Immersing	himself 	 in	 the	factory	preparations	was	all	 Jacob	could	do	to	keep	his
mind	from	churning	over	the	fragility	of 	his	situation.	When	he	wasn’t	preoccupied,
his	thoughts	would	jump	between	the	events	of 	the	last	few	weeks	and	the	visions
that	 sickened	 him	 now	 on	 an	 almost	 nightly	 basis.	 And	 the	 more	 his	 mind
wandered,	the	more	he	feared	the	descent	into	a	mental	quicksand	he	wouldn’t	have
the	strength	of 	body	or	mind	to	pull	himself 	out	from.
More	than	that,	he’d	begun	to	feel	things	he	hadn’t	for	a	long	time.	Cravings	for

what	he	knew	would	unravel	 this	 commotion	 in	his	brain	 for	 a	while.	Take	 away
those	 taunting	 visions	 he	 saw	 at	 night	 and	 when	 he	 closed	 his	 lids	 during	 the
daytime.
Amid	all	the	faded	half-memories	of 	a	blotted-out	past,	he	could	still	recall	with

unfaltering	 clarity	 the	 itch	 that	 would	 burn	 in	 his	 chest,	 crawl	 up	 and	 down	 his
limbs	and	through	his	head	until	he	got	the	relief 	his	body	needed.	And	with	that
relief 	would	come	blissful	rest,	peaceful	sleep,	a	quiet	non-existence,	at	 least	for	a
short	while.
Knowing	that	he	would	no	longer	be	able	to	find	what	his	body	would	welcome

back	 like	an	old	friend	only	added	to	 the	restlessness	 that	crept	 through	his	body
now,	making	meditation	an	impossibility.
Despite	the	Appreciation	Night	confession,	Michael	hadn’t	broached	the	subject

since,	but	had	carried	on	as	though	the	conversation	hadn’t	happened	at	all.	Perhaps
if 	he	were	ever	questioned,	Michael	would	deny	all	knowledge	of 	it.	And	today,	as
his	mentor	joined	him	in	constructing	the	outdoor	compost	latrines	and	shelter,	it
was	as	if 	nothing	had	changed	and	their	future	was	just	as	assured	as	it	ever	was.
It	was	a	fine	day	and	Michael	had	agreed	to	an	unprecedented	number	of 	Tribe

members	all	working	on	the	factory	together,	with	only	one	team	left	behind	at	the
warehouse	 instead	 of 	 the	 usual	 two.	 It	 was	 the	 first	 sign	 that	 Michael	 was	 now



attaching	a	greater	sense	of 	urgency	to	this	move	than	he	had	before.	Maybe	that
had	 something	 to	do	with	 the	other	night,	maybe	not,	but	whatever	his	mentor’s
motivation,	it	suited	Jacob	well	enough.	To	sit	still	for	too	long	was	to	think.
The	 teams	 worked	 throughout	 the	 day	 on	 their	 five	 most	 important	 living

requirements.	Water	accessibility,	food	preparation	areas,	lighting,	sleeping	quarters
and	toilet	facilities.	Much	of 	the	furniture	had	been	left	behind	when	the	workers
were	 shipped	out,	which	meant	 the	Tribe	wouldn’t	need	 to	bring	 tables,	 chairs	or
cupboards	from	the	warehouse.	Simply	washing	the	dust	and	mold	off 	those	that
remained	would	be	sufficient.
The	factory	housed	two	floors	and	several	large	rooms	so	they	would	no	longer

all	need	to	convene	in	one	main	hall	as	they	currently	did,	but	would	have	access	to
several	living	areas.	On	the	ground	floor	was	a	canteen	with	the	kitchen	just	off 	it,
two	water	 closet	 rooms	with	 five	 large	 basins	 in	 each	which	 could	 be	 filled	with
water	 so	 they	wouldn’t	 have	 to	wash	 outdoors,	 and	 offices	with	 desks	 and	 filing
cabinets.	The	desks	could	be	useful	for	any	number	of 	purposes,	while	the	cabinets
would	make	 clothes	 drawers	when	moved	 to	 the	 bedrooms	 on	 the	 second	 floor.
There	were	three	large	empty	rooms	upstairs	that	had	once	been	used	for	storage,
now	ample	room	for	the	sleeping	quarters	of 	at	least	double	their	current	numbers.
Some	of 	the	windows	were	missing	or	cracked	but	would	need	only	boarding-up	to
make	draught-proof.
As	the	day	drew	to	a	close,	Jacob	wandered	across	the	main	shop	floor,	weaving

in	and	out	of 	the	old,	 long-rusted	metal	machinery,	once	used	to	assemble	dining
room	tables	and	chairs	for	city	dwellers	and	beyond.	He	looked	down	the	long	line
of 	 cranks	 and	 shafts,	 cutters,	 sanders	 and	 conveyor	 belts,	 picturing	 the	 workers
stationed	at	each	point,	too	busy	at	their	own	stage	in	the	production	process	to	be
able	to	converse,	too	much	noise	anyhow	to	be	able	to	hear	one	another.	They	had
all	done	their	dues,	twelve-hour	shifts	five	days	a	week	for	their	wage,	a	two-week
holiday	and	a	handful	of 	public	days	off.	Had	it	bought	them	the	lives	they	wanted,
Jacob	wondered,	but	he	knew	the	answer	to	that	already.	Where	were	they	now	was
the	real	question,	and	how	many	were	still	living	in	the	city?
He	turned	on	hearing	a	noise	behind	him.	Michael	had	gathered	all	the	men	and

they	were	preparing	 to	 leave.	He	smiled	at	 Jacob.	 ‘Some	useful	materials	here,	do
you	think,	Jacob?’	His	voice	echoed	around	the	vast	room.
He	nodded.	 ‘Metal,	of 	course,	 if 	we	can	remove	any	of 	 it.	Some	of 	the	cranks

and	pulleys	certainly.	The	conveyor	belt	is	rubber;	will	have	its	uses	I	should	think.
All	the	wood	is	too	rotten	by	now	though.	There’s	a	large	roomful	of 	half-prepared
furniture	just	back	there’—he	pointed	to	a	door	on	their	left—‘but	nothing	of 	any



use.	It’s	run	through	with	rot	and	woodworm.’
‘Okay.’	Michael	patted	him	on	the	arm.	‘Well	it’s	a	good	start.	And	we’ve	got	a	lot

done	today,	but	enough	is	enough.	Down	tools.	We’ll	gather	up	what	we	can	bring
from	the	warehouse	and	return	in	a	few	days.’
The	days	were	shorter	now	and	it	was	dark	by	the	time	they	headed	out	of 	the

factory.	Rafe	pulled	the	heavy	wooden	doors	closed	behind	him	and	ran	a	chain	and
padlock	through	them.	Jacob	hardly	saw	the	point.	If 	someone	wanted	to	break	in,
it	 wouldn’t	 be	 difficult.	 Besides	 which,	 a	 padlock	 only	 alerted	 passersby	 to	 the
possibility	of 	something	worth	stealing.	But	he	wasn’t	about	to	question	or	debate
the	issue.	He	had	little	enthusiasm	left	for	either.
Many	 of 	 the	 men	 walked	 in	 silence,	 tired	 from	 the	 exertions	 of 	 the	 day	 and

looking	forward	to	getting	back	to	the	warehouse	for	food	and	bed.	He	was	glad	to
observe,	though,	that	Scott	was	in	quiet	conversation	with	a	couple	of 	the	men,	and
on	occasion	he	heard	the	low	rumble	of 	laughter	coming	from	their	direction.	He
looked	to	Michael,	who	had	also	noticed	and	smiled	and	nodded	as	 if 	to	confirm
what	he	knew	would	happen	eventually.
What	would	most	days	take	Jacob	about	an	hour	to	walk,	took	the	group	closer

to	two	this	time.	The	delay	was	due	in	some	part	to	the	weariness	of 	the	men	but	in
large	part,	he	noted	with	concern,	to	their	mentor	having	to	stop	more	than	once	to
rest	and	catch	his	breath.	He’d	got	to	the	factory	before	Michael	this	morning	and
so	couldn’t	be	sure	whether	it	was	the	day’s	physical	labor	that	had	worn	him	out	or
the	length	of 	the	walk.	He	would	imagine	it	was	the	former.	Michael	was	only	in	his
fifties,	far	from	old.
Each	time	they	stopped,	he	couldn’t	help	but	grow	more	concerned,	recalling	the

conversation	they’d	had	weeks	ago	in	which	Michael	had	referred	to	the	next	leader
of 	the	Tribe	after	him.
He	wondered	too	if 	Michael	still	felt	the	same	as	he	did	then	about	his	preferred

candidate,	or	indeed	even	–	judging	by	the	way	his	right-hand	man	pandered	to	his
every	whim	–	if 	he’d	since	had	the	same	discussion	with	any	other	members	of 	the
Tribe	aside	from	him.	He	very	much	hoped	he	had.
By	the	time	they	stepped	into	the	warmth	of 	the	warehouse,	Michael	was	leaning

heavily	on	Rafe	who	helped	him	 to	 a	 seat	before	 striding	 to	 the	kitchen	 to	 fetch
water.
‘Are	you	alright,	Michael?’	Jacob	took	the	chance	to	ask	while	Rafe	was	out	the

way.
Michael	nodded,	tried	to	take	long	slow	breaths	but	stuttered	and	coughed.	The

usually	 fine	 lines	around	his	eyes	burrowed	much	deeper	and	his	 skin	was	almost



the	color	of 	his	white	beard.
‘There	you	go,	brother.’	Rafe	returned,	holding	out	a	plastic	beaker,	from	which

Michael	gulped	the	contents	in	one	go.	He	coughed	again,	brown	eyes	watering.
‘I’ll	get	another.’	Rafe	took	the	cup	back	to	the	kitchen.
Jacob	pulled	out	a	chair	opposite	his	mentor.	‘You’re	not	well.’
But	even	as	he	said	it,	Michael’s	breathing	calmed	and	he	looked	to	be	gathering

himself.
‘Really,	Jacob.	I’m	fine	now.	Getting	old	is	all.’
‘You’re	not	old,	Michael.	Far	from	it.’
Cold	fingers	reached	across	the	table	and	patted	him	on	the	hand.	‘I’m	older	than

you,	my	boy.’
He	didn’t	return	the	smile,	but	lowered	his	voice.	‘I	hope	this	isn’t	because	of 	me

—’	he	began,	but	Rafe	had	returned	with	more	water	and	Michael	waved	away	the
notion.
‘All	is	fine	and	good,	Jacob.	We’ve	made	leaps	and	bounds	today.	It	won’t	be	long

now.	We’ll	soon	be	gone	from	all	this.’
He	noted	 the	 implication	behind	 those	words,	 the	 reassurance,	 and	nodded	his

understanding.
‘Food	will	be	 ready	soon,	brother	Michael,’	Rafe	said,	 taking	a	seat	beside	 their

mentor.	 ‘There’s	 a	 hurry	 on	 in	 the	 kitchen.	 It’s	 only	 the	 three	 of 	 them	 and	 they
didn’t	know	for	sure	what	time	we’d	get	back.’
‘Of 	course,	that’s	understandable.	We	can	wait,	I’m	sure.’
‘Why	only	 three?’	 Jacob	asked.	He	 looked	 toward	 the	kitchen	and	 then	around

the	room	at	the	men,	all	seated	now,	glad	to	rest	and	waiting	replenishment.	‘Didn’t
five	stay	behind?’
When	 there	 was	 no	 immediate	 reply,	 he	 looked	 back,	 just	 catching	 the	 silent

exchange	 of 	 glances	 between	 his	 companions.	 Michael	 picked	 up	 his	 cup	 and
sipped	at	the	water.	Jacob	turned	back	to	the	group,	scanned	the	faces,	saw	Calvin
and	Josh	hurry	from	the	kitchen	with	bowls	of 	steaming	soup.
‘The	thing	is,	Jacob—’
‘Where’s	 Daniel?’	 He	 scanned	 the	 room	 a	 second	 time,	 a	 knot	 tightening

somewhere	in	his	gut.	‘Aaron?’
‘They’ve	gone.’
It	was	Rafe	who’d	answered,	but	Jacob	looked	to	the	one	who’s	opinion	he	was

more	concerned	with.	‘Gone	where?’
Michael	 ran	a	hand	across	his	beard,	his	 face	still	unnaturally	pale.	 ‘I	had	 to	 let

them	go,	Jacob.’



The	air	grew	heavy	with	the	smell	of 	vegetable	soup,	and	his	stomach	turned.	He
couldn’t	 take	his	 eyes	 from	Michael’s,	 even	 as	 he	 fought	 the	 rising	unease.	 ‘Why?
Where?’
The	older	man	raised	his	palms	as	if 	to	calm	him,	silence	him.	‘It	transpires	they

were	having	a	relationship.’
‘And?’	Panic	and	anger	trembled	through	him	despite	the	pounding	in	his	chest

that	warned	him	he	could	be	in	danger	of 	crossing	the	line.	A	look	passed	between
Michael	 and	 Rafe,	 one	 of 	 surprise.	 And	 yet	 again	 Jacob	 recognized	 another	 old
feeling	resurfacing.	The	urge	to	hit	someone	or	something.
‘You	know	the	values,	Jacob,’	Michael	said,	his	voice	low	so	only	they	could	hear.

‘Long-term	intimate	relationships	are	destructive.	Inevitably	they	turn	to	bitterness
—’
‘We	were	meant	to	be	their	one	safe	place.’
Jacob’s	glare	remained	on	Michael	even	when	Michael	glanced	toward	the	other

men	in	the	room,	holding	up	his	hand	as	if 	to	allay	their	concerns.
‘Where	have	they	gone?’	he	asked,	drawing	Michael’s	attention	back.
‘That’s	not	our	problem	now,’	came	the	reply	from	the	man	beside	them.
Jacob’s	 fist	 slammed	on	 the	 table.	 The	 plastic	 beaker,	 now	 empty,	 toppled	 and

rolled	to	the	floor.	He	turned	his	glare	on	Rafe,	on	the	grey	eyes	that	taunted	and
reveled	 in	 this	 outburst	 that	 would	 surely	 signal	 his	 demise	 from	 the	 Tribe	 any
minute	now.
‘How	 do	 you	 even	 know	 about	 this?’	He	 turned	 back	 to	Michael,	 seeing	 only

sadness	there	in	his	eyes.	‘Did	they	tell	you?	Ask	to	leave?’
Michael	 shook	 his	 head,	 looked	 down	 to	 his	 hands,	 fingers	 clasped	 together.

‘Rafe	saw	them.	Together.’	When	he	lifted	his	gaze	to	meet	Jacob’s	again,	there	was
something	uncertain	about	it,	almost	apologetic.	Was	he	doubting	his	own	doctrine?
Jacob	fought	to	keep	his	breathing	in	check	as	he	looked	between	the	two	men.

One	he	held	in	the	highest	regard	who	asked	only	for	tolerance	and	duty.	And	the
other	whose	face	he	could	quite	easily	reconfigure	with	his	fist	right	now.
He	got	up	from	his	chair,	leaned	across	the	table	toward	Rafe,	this	time	the	slight

sneer	playing	at	the	corner	of 	his	own	lips.	You’ve	wanted	a	fight,	you	son	of 	a	bitch.	Now
you’ve	 got	 one.	 Rafe	 got	 to	 his	 feet,	 slow	 and	 deliberate,	 until	 their	 faces	 were	 just
inches	from	each	other.
‘Jacob.’	Michael’s	hand	pressed	to	Jacob’s	chest,	as	though	to	stop	him	getting	any

closer.	His	voice	was	quiet	beside	him.	‘This	is	not	like	you—’
‘Yes	it	is,	Michael,’	he	said	under	his	breath,	not	taking	his	eyes	from	their	point

of 	fury,	not	flinching	even	when	the	smirk	on	the	man’s	face	before	him	curled	his



fingers	into	a	fist.	‘Don’t	you	remember?	Don’t	you	recognize	me?’
‘Please,	Jacob.’
Though	 the	 blood	 pounded	 through	 his	 veins	making	 his	 neck	 hot	 and	 every

inch	of 	him	readied	himself 	to	release	what	was	within,	it	was	the	crack	in	Michael’s
voice	that	snapped	his	attention	from	his	rage.	He	turned	to	look	at	him,	saw	worry
in	his	features	and	something	else.	He	looked	old.	So	much	older	than	his	years.	His
face	was	drawn,	eyes	heavy.
Yes,	relationships	are	destructive,	aren’t	they,	Michael,	was	what	he	really	wanted	to	say.

But	he	couldn’t	hurt	him	any	more	than	he	already	had.	He	turned	from	the	table,
knocking	over	the	chair	as	he	pushed	past	it	and	marched	out	into	the	cold	night	air
without	looking	back.
He	threw	the	hood	over	his	head	as	he	strode	across	the	courtyard	and	round	the

back	 of 	 the	 warehouse,	 knowing	 where	 he	 was	 heading	 but	 not	 knowing	 why.
When	he	reached	the	underpass,	he	ducked	into	the	shadows	where	no	one	would
see	him	even	if 	they	came	looking,	and	he	slid	down	to	put	his	head	on	his	knees.
He	tried	to	calm	himself 	but	flashes	of 	the	last	few	weeks	kept	repeating,	rotating
like	an	unremitting	spin	cycle	in	his	head.	How	did	all	this	even	start?	How	had	it
got	to	this?
He’d	followed	the	Tribe	values	until	now,	hadn’t	had	issue	with	them.	And	now,

judging	by	the	look	on	Michael’s	face,	he	had	just	torn	them	to	shreds	in	front	of
everyone.	Yet	how	could	he	agree	that	sending	Daniel	and	Aaron	back	out	on	the
street	 was	 the	 right	 thing	 to	 do?	 The	 Tribe	was	meant	 to	 be	 sanctuary,	 freedom
from	 the	 constraints	 of 	 social	 stereotypes	 and	 expectation,	 but	 was	 it	 really	 that
much	different	to	the	poisoned	way	of 	 life	beyond	the	tower	blocks?	Hadn’t	 they
themselves	 judged,	and	acted	on	that	 judgement,	by	evicting	two	members	whose
relationship	they	assumed	would	at	some	point	become	destructive	and	bitter?
Destructive	and	bitter.
There’d	been	nothing	of 	 that	 in	 the	way	Daniel	and	Aaron	had	 looked	at	each

other.	Jacob	could	barely	remember	what	those	sorts	of 	feelings	even	felt	like	any
more.	Only	now	was	he	beginning	 to	 realize	 that	he	probably	never	would	again,
not	while	he	devoted	himself 	to	the	Tribe.
He	banged	the	back	of 	his	head	against	the	wall	of 	the	underpass.	Once.	Twice.

Three	times.	Still	the	anger	didn’t	dissipate.	From	the	corner	of 	his	eye	he	glimpsed
the	rusty,	used	syringes	 that	had	once	brought	pain	relief 	 to	some	poor	bastard	a
long	time	ago,	and	he	squeezed	his	eyes	shut	to	the	memories	of 	what	that	felt	like
too.
This	had	all	begun	with	her.	The	nightmares,	the	restlessness,	the	doubt.	It	had	all



returned	when	 she	 forced	herself 	onto	 the	 scene.	Michael	had	been	 right,	he	had
acted	out	of 	character	–	the	character	he	had	become,	that	is.
Now	he	just	needed	to	figure	out	whether	having	nothing	more	to	do	with	her

would	allow	him	to	get	a	grip	on	whatever	was	happening	to	him.	Or	whether	what
he	really	needed	was	to	see	her	again.



20
	

Sada

Sada	stifled	a	yawn	as	she	sat	across	from	her	boss,	waiting	for	him	to	scan	through
her	latest	feature.	It	was	all	bullshit,	of 	course.	Regurgitated	crap	about	a	new	multi-
national	heading	 into	 town	and	all	 the	wonderfulness	and	 joy	 this	would	bring	 to
the	city	that	no	one	bar	those	at	the	very	top	would	ever	benefit	from.	Don	should
love	it.
She	leaned	forward,	eased	back	one	of 	the	tiny	metal	balls	on	the	desk	ornament

that	 when	 released	 would	 set	 off 	 a	 chain	 reaction	 across	 a	 series	 of 	 other	 balls
continuously	 until	 the	most	 anxious	 person	 in	 the	 room	 launched	 it	 through	 the
window.
She	let	the	ball	drop...
Don	 slapped	 her	 article	 down	 on	 the	 desk	 with	 a	 wallop	 and	 stared	 at	 her

expressionless.	She	stared	back.	The	balls	clanged.
‘Brilliant,’	 he	 exclaimed,	 fixing	 a	broad	but	pathetic	 false	 grin	on	his	 face.	Dear

god,	 I	 can	 smell	 him	 from	 here	 today.	 Some	 cheap	 and	 nasty	 eau	 de	 cologne,	 she
imagined.	‘This	is	spot	on,	Sada.	More	of 	this,	please.’
She	smiled,	equally	brief 	and	false,	and	rose	from	her	chair.
‘Wait	a	minute,’	he	called.	‘I	want	to	have	a	word	about	something	else.’
Ah,	joy.	The	balls	clanged	one	side,	 the	other,	one	side,	 the	other.	With	a	heavy

heart,	she	returned	to	her	seat.
‘What	is	it,	Don?’	she	said	with	a	sigh.
Clang,	clang,	clang—	His	hand	shot	out	and	stopped	the	ball	mid-motion.
‘The	thing	is,	I’ve	been	hearing	some	things	lately.’
‘Could	be	tinnitus.’
No	smile.	Not	even	a	twitch.	‘Yes,	very	funny.	But	what	I’ve	actually	been	hearing

isn’t	so	hilarious.’
She	glanced	up	at	the	clock.	‘Will	this	take	long,	Don?	Only	I	have	to	collect	my



daughter	soon.’
‘No,	no.’	He	leaned	back	in	his	chair	and	pulled	open	his	desk	drawer.	When	he

returned	his	hand	to	the	desk	he	was	holding	the	latest	copy	of 	the	Movement.	She
could	 just	make	out	 their	 new	byline:	Giving	Voice	To	The	Voiceless.	Her	 heart	 rate
increased	but	her	face	remained	deadpan.
‘I’m	guessing	you	know	what	this	is.’
‘Indeed	I	do.’
He	 flipped	 it	over	 in	his	hand.	 ‘There	are	no	names,	 funnily	enough.	Someone

who	 wants	 to	 remain	 anonymous.’	 He	 glared	 at	 her,	 waiting	 for	 some	 sort	 of
response.	 She	 didn’t	 have	 one;	 it	 wasn’t	 a	 question.	He	went	 on,	 ‘Someone	who
knows	what	they’re	doing,	judging	by	the	copy	quality.	But	I’d	say	it’s	an	old	press.
You	don’t	 see	 this	 font	 any	more,	 as	 you	know,	 and	 the	 ink	has	 run	 a	bit.	Pretty
sloppy	work.’
She	peered	at	the	newsletter	as	though	looking	at	it	this	close	for	the	first	time.

‘Yes,	you	could	be	right.’
‘The	thing	is,’	he	went	on	and	leaned	back	in	his	seat.	‘Whoever’s	doing	this	isn’t

going	to	achieve	much.	I	mean,	for	a	start,	an	anonymous	protest	isn’t	exactly	very
promising	now,	is	it?	Stinks	of...	cowardice,	wouldn’t	you	say?’	He	wrinkled	his	nose.
She	would	say	she’d	 like	 to	put	her	 fist	 to	his	greasy	 jaw	 in	an	abrupt	and	hard

manner.	‘Cowardice	is	rife	in	this	city,	Don,’	she	said	instead.
‘You	wouldn’t	know	who’s	doing	this,	Mrs	Anderton,	would	you?’
‘Hell	no,	Don,’	she	returned,	ignoring	his	formality.
His	smile	had	a	sly	edge,	as	though	he	knew	far	more	than	he	was	letting	on.
‘Didn’t	 think	so,’	he	said.	 ‘Not	with	you	having	a	husband	 in	high	places	and	a

daughter	in	that	good	school.	It’s	not	really	something	you’d	get	much	out	of 	now,
is	it?’
She	would	get	 a	 lot	out	of 	 taking	 the	 silver	balls	 and	 ramming	 them	where	no

balls	had	ever	gone	before,	that	she	knew	of,	or	wanted	to	know	of.	Slimy	bast—
‘Absolutely	not.’
He	made	a	show	of 	scrunching	up	the	paper	and	throwing	it	across	the	room	to

the	wastepaper	basket.	He	missed	and	 it	 landed	with	all	 the	other	misses	 littering
the	floor.	Sada	got	up,	 ignoring	the	glare	meant	to	disarm	her,	and	left	before	the
thought	of 	more	ways	to	seriously	damage	other	parts	of 	his	anatomy	got	her	into
trouble.

	
*
	

As	the	elevator	descended	as	 if 	from	hell	back	to	earth	 in	some	sick	gravitational



reversal,	Sada	already	knew	she	would	 take	 the	blame	for	 this	 if 	 they	were	 found
out.	Not	that	she’d	tell	Alex	that,	of 	course;	he	could	be	an	obstinate	son	of 	a	bitch
when	he	wanted	to	be.
She	hurried	 through	 the	 revolving	door	 that	 spat	her	onto	 the	pavement	while

tapping	out	a	text	to	warn	him.	He	was	on	assignment	and	wouldn’t	appreciate	the
interruption,	 but	 where	 his	 safety	 was	 concerned	 she	 wasn’t	 taking	 chances.	 He
needed	to	know	to	watch	his	step.
The	cool	late-afternoon	air	was	a	refreshing	relief 	after	the	stuffy	confines	of 	the

office	building.	Clicking	Send	on	the	text	to	Alex	she	reconsidered	the	conversation
she’d	just	had	with	Him	Upstairs.	He	didn’t	actually	insinuate	it	was	her.	Could	it	be
that	he	was	just	implying	she	would	know	who	was	involved?	Or	was	it	a	warning
by	proxy?
Not	that	it	was	much	of 	a	warning;	what	could	Don	do?
But	then,	he	was	in	the	paw	of 	the	mighty	Prosperity,	and	that	had	to	give	him

some	sway.	Sometimes	she	was	blinded	by	his	bumbling	exterior	to	the	fact	that	he
was	 head	 of 	 the	 one	 and	 only	 newspaper	 left	 functioning	 in	 this	 city.	 That	 fact
alone	gave	him	quite	 a	bit	of 	 clout,	 at	 least	where	 the	 security	of 	his	 employees’
futures	were	concerned.
She	turned	off 	Main	Street	and	down	Central	Avenue	toward	Jess’s	school	just	as

her	phone	vibrated	in	her	pocket.	It	was	Alex,	promising	to	call	later	when	he	was
back	 home.	 She	 considered	 tapping	 a	 reply,	 but	 decided	 against	 pestering	 him
further	and	pushed	the	phone	back	into	her	pocket.	She	checked	her	watch.	There
were	 still	 another	 fifteen	minutes	before	 Jess	would	be	out	 from	her	 after-school
Telescopes	 and	 Tiaras	 Club,	 a	 venture	 intended	 to	 get	 more	 girls	 interested	 in
science.	They	already	had	Jess	at	Telescopes.	The	Tiaras	were	just	a	bonus.
She	slowed	the	pace	to	a	stroll	but	by	doing	so	became	aware	of 	 the	footsteps

behind	her,	matching	her	pace.	 In	 the	city	 street	 she	might	not	have	noticed,	but
here	on	the	avenue	where	there	were	few	people	around,	and	after	 the	unnerving
chat	she’d	just	had	with	Don,	all	her	senses	were	heightened.
Her	 gaze	 flitted	 to	 the	 residential	 apartment	 blocks	 on	 either	 side,	 silently

questioning	why	 in	hell	 there	was	no	one	around	at	 this	 time	of 	day.	Where	were	
the	buggy	brigade?	Or	the	sneaky	shoppers,	rushing	home	to	stash	the	goods?	
	What,	this	darling?	It’s	been	in	the	wardrobe	for	years.
The	afternoon	light	had	grown	dim	but	not	enough	for	the	street	lights	to	come

on	yet,	instead	coating	everything	in	a	muted,	eerie	hue.	But	what	was	clear	was	that
with	every	step	she	took,	another	echoed	just	meters	behind	her.	She	quickened	the
pace;	the	echo	quickened	too.	Male,	for	sure.	Those	were	heavy	soles,	not	heels,	but



they	 were	 some	 way	 back	 yet.	 Her	 breath	 quickened.	 She	 opened	 her	mouth	 to
breathe	 easier,	 and	 also	 in	 readiness	 to	 scream	 her	 lungs	 out	 if 	 she	 had	 to.	 She
wouldn’t	be	hurt	again.	In	her	pocket,	her	hand	covered	her	abdomen	and	she	felt	a
tingle	 where	 the	 knife	 had	 gone	 in.	 Her	 other	 hand	 reached	 for	 her	 keys	 and
maneuvered	them	so	that	the	apartment	key	was	clasped	between	her	knuckles.
Jess’s	school	was	another	block	away	but	the	apartments	were	closer.	If 	she	had

to,	she’d	run	there	and	bang	holy	hell	on	the	doors.	Surely	someone	would	be	in.
She	picked	up	the	pace	a	little	more	and	so	did	the	person	behind,	coming	closer

now	and	quickly.	She	couldn’t	do	this.	She	couldn’t	get	hurt	again.	She	upped	her
speed	to	a	jog,	her	low-heeled	shoes	clopping	noisily	against	the	sidewalk,	but	still
the	heavy	steps	came	ever	closer	until	they	sounded	like	they	were	right	behind	her.
Picking	it	up	to	a	run,	her	breath	came	loud	and	rasping.	But	when	her	heel	struck
the	 edge	 of 	 the	 sidewalk	 sending	 her	 stumbling	 she	 yelped.	A	hand	 grabbed	 her
arm.	She	swung	her	other	arm	blindly,	the	key	clipping	her	attacker	across	the	face.
He	cried	out	and	let	go.
Which	was	when	she	saw	the	thick	black	hood.
‘Jesus	Christ!	Are	you	fucking	crazy?’	she	yelled.
He	held	a	hand	to	his	face	where	a	line	of 	blood	sprang	up.
‘Shit.’	 She	 panted,	 trying	 to	 catch	 her	 breath.	 She	 stepped	 toward	 him.	 ‘What

were	you	doing	sneaking	up	on	me	like	that?’
She	lifted	her	still-quivering	hand	to	Jacob’s	face	but	he	backed	away.
‘It’s	fine,’	he	grumbled,	pushing	at	her	hand	and	dabbing	his	cheek	with	the	edge

of 	his	hood.	‘I	was	trying	not	to	scare	you.’
Her	mouth	dropped	open.	 ‘Well,	 you	did	 a	 fucking	 awful	 job.’	 She	 clasped	her

hand	 to	 her	 chest	 in	 an	 effort	 to	 aid	 the	 calming	 of 	 her	 racing	 heart.	Her	 lungs
burned	as	she	sucked	 in	more	breath	 than	she	needed.	 ‘What	are	you	even	doing
here?’
He	tugged	at	the	hood	hovering	over	his	eyes	so	that	she	couldn’t	see	anything

above	the	mid-point	of 	his	nose.	He	hesitated,	mumbled.	‘I...	I’m	not	sure.’
He	turned	as	if 	to	leave	but	she	grabbed	his	arm.	‘Wait.	It’s	okay.’	He	had	come

to	her	for	a	reason,	whether	he	knew	what	that	was	or	not.	‘Look.	I	have	to	get	Jess
now,	 but	 I’ll	 be	 free	 on	 Wednesday.	 I	 could	 come	 and	 see	 you	 then?	 In	 the
underpass?’
He	 looked	to	the	floor	at	his	 feet	as	 though	searching	for	 the	right	answer.	He

seemed	so	out	of 	place	here,	so	lost	and	uncertain	on	the	wrong	side	of 	the	city.
‘Are	you	okay?’	she	asked,	taking	a	step	closer,	but	once	again	he	retreated.
‘Wednesday,’	he	mumbled,	barely	looking	up,	and	walked	away.



‘Jacob,’	she	called.	He	half-turned.	‘I’m	really	sorry.	About	your	face.’
He	nodded	once	 and	 left	 across	 the	 avenue,	 down	 a	 side	 lane	 she	 hadn’t	 even

known	 existed.	 She	 stared	 at	 the	 empty	 road	 long	 after	 he’d	 gone,	 not	 knowing
what	exactly,	if 	anything,	she	could	possibly	do	to	help	him.	But	feeling	a	renewed
sense	of 	anticipation	and	hope	that	she	now	recognized	had	been	missing	for	some
weeks.

	
*

	
When	 she	 arrived	 at	 the	 underpass	 this	 time,	 he	was	 already	 sat	 against	 the	wall
waiting.	He	leapt	to	his	feet,	pushing	his	hood	down	and	taking	off 	his	cloak	to	lay
on	the	floor	for	her	as	he’d	done	the	time	before.
She	 tucked	 her	 hair	 behind	 her	 ears	 and	 tried	 not	 to	 stare	 too	 long	 as	 she	 sat

herself 	 down	 on	 the	 rough	 material.	 The	 mark	 her	 key	 had	 left	 still	 zigzagged
across	 his	 cheek,	 and	 though	 he	 was	 wearing	 the	 same	 sweatshirt	 and	 jeans	 as
before,	 there	 was	 something	 different	 about	 his	 demeanor	 this	 time	 that	 she
couldn’t	quite	place.
‘You	look	very	tired,’	she	said,	and	thought	she	saw	the	smallest	hint	of 	a	blush

rise	to	his	otherwise	pale	cheeks.
‘I	don’t	sleep	all	that	well.’	He	crouched	to	sit	on	the	hard	ground	opposite	her.
‘Sorry	to	hear	that.	And	I’m	sorry	again	about	your	cheek.’
His	hand	reached	up	and	he	ran	a	finger	over	the	scab.	‘It’s	fine.’
‘It’s	just	that	I’d	had	this	really	shit	day—’
She	stopped.	Her	mouth	was	running	away	from	her	again.	But	he	just	watched

her,	as	though	waiting	for	more.
She	pulled	her	knees	up	to	her	chest	and	rested	her	arms	on	them.	‘My	boss	is	a

right	dick.	He	thinks	he	knows	more	than	he	actually	does	about	what	goes	on	in
this	city.’	She	looked	around	the	desolate	underpass,	her	eyes	landing	on	the	rusting
needles	still	 lying	 in	the	dirt.	 ‘The	place	makes	me	sick	to	my	stomach.	We’re	 just
feeding	people	bullshit	that	has	nothing	to	do	with	them	or	their	lives,	not	the	real
people—’
‘So	why	do	it?’
She	turned	back,	surprised	at	his	interruption,	his	question.	‘Because	I	need	the

money.’
His	lips	thinned,	head	nodded	as	if 	he	knew	something	she	didn’t.
‘To	feed	my	daughter,’	she	finished.	And	on	seeing	his	surprise	she	immediately

felt	guilty	for	snapping;	he	wouldn’t	have	known.	‘You	should	meet	her.	You	might
frighten	the	pants	off 	her	in	this	cloak	but—’



He	 got	 up	 from	 the	 floor,	walked	 over	 to	 the	 entrance	 and	 leaned	 against	 the
wall,	his	back	to	her.
Okay,	maybe	not.
‘Anyway,	more	 than	 that,’	 she	went	 on,	 looking	 to	 the	 finger	 on	 her	 left	 hand

where	she	sometimes	still	imagined	she	could	see	the	outline	of 	a	ring.	‘I	need	the
money	to	take	us	away	from	here.	As	soon	as	I	have	it,	we’ll	be	gone.’
He	turned,	arms	crossed.	‘Where	will	you	go?’
With	 brows	 pulled	 in,	 his	 blue	 eyes	 darkened.	 Not	 concern	 but	 curiosity,	 as

though	she	might	know	of 	a	place	they	could	all	escape	to,	where	everything	was
wonderful	and	they	could	leave	the	city	far	behind.	She	looked	back	to	her	hands.
Except	that	wasn’t	strictly	true,	was	it?	There	was	no	great	big	plan	beyond	just

packing	up	and	going.	She	couldn’t	even	know	for	sure	that	leaving	the	city	behind
wouldn’t	be	harder	than	she	expected,	whether	she	would	really	be	able	to	let	it	go
as	easily	as	she	thought	she	could.
She	 massaged	 the	 palm	 of 	 her	 hand,	 pushing	 her	 thumb	 into	 the	 ache	 that

eighteen	years	of 	writing	and	typing	had	warranted,	and	she	shrugged.	‘Anywhere.
So	 long	 as	 it’s	 far	 from	 here.	 Pick	 a	 road	 and	 go.’	 She	 laughed	 to	 disguise	 how
ineffective	 her	 grand	 plan	 sounded,	 how	 tenuous.	 And	when	 he	 turned	 his	 back
again,	 she	silently	 thumped	her	 forehead	with	her	palm	and	rolled	her	eyes.	They
fell	into	silence.
She	should	have	thought	about	how	difficult	he	made	conversation,	should	have

come	prepared	perhaps.	But	she	had	come	with	nothing.	No	expectation.	Not	even
a	clue	why	he’d	come	looking	for	her	again	after	trying	so	hard	to	get	rid	of 	her.
‘And	the	father	too?’
‘What?’
He	was	facing	her	again,	his	arms	still	crossed.	 ‘Your	daughter’s	father,’	he	said,

waiting	for	an	answer.
He	was	 bolder,	 that’s	what	was	 different	 about	 him.	He	 had	 come	 to	 her	 this

time,	not	the	other	way	around,	and	that	seemed	to	have	changed	things.
‘We’re	separated—’
‘I	gathered	that.’	He	walked	back	into	the	underpass,	crouched	to	the	floor	again,

his	long	legs	splayed	in	front	of 	him.
‘You	did?	How?’
He	shook	his	head,	not	willing	to	expand	further.	Christ,	he	was	annoying.
‘I...	don’t	 really	agree	with	his	 lifestyle.	And	I	don’t	want	 Jess	getting	used	 to	 it

either.’
‘He’s	a	bad	person?’



‘No,	not	like	that...’
‘A	criminal?’
‘God	no—’
‘So	he	hurts	her?’
‘No!	Will	you	stop?’	She	glared	at	him.	‘I	have	my	reasons.’
‘Ah,	okay,	I	get	it.’	There	was	a	definite	lift	at	the	edge	of 	his	lips.
‘What	 do	 you	 get?’	 A	 little	 too	 bold	 was	 what	 he	 was	 getting	 and	 she	 wasn’t

entirely	sure	what	to	make	of 	it.
He	brushed	the	back	of 	his	hand	across	his	nose.	 ‘Daddy’s	a	rich	kid.	He’s	not

invited	on	the	road	trip.’
His	 face	broke	 into	a	smile	when	he	saw	the	 look	on	her	 face	and	deduced	he

was	right.	If 	she	hadn’t	been	so	irritated	with	him	she	would’ve	been	pleased	to	see
that	smile,	 the	first	 time	 it	had	put	 in	a	genuine	appearance.	It	changed	his	whole
face,	she	would	have	thought.	Might	have	even	considered	how	it	made	him	look
pretty	handsome.	Instead	he’d	stepped	over	the	line.
‘He’s	many	more	things	besides,’	she	said,	getting	up	from	the	floor.	‘That’s	just

one	of 	them.’
She	walked	to	the	entrance	to	breathe	in	the	freshness	of 	the	night	air.	Looking

up	at	the	clear	black	sky,	she	willed	the	tears	that	sprang	to	her	eyes	to	disappear.
He	had	probably	said	less	than	a	hundred	words	to	her	in	the	time	she’d	known

him,	and	yet	in	that	slim	space	he	seemed	to	have	found	a	way	to	take	everything
that	was	critical	to	her	life	and	plans	and	reduce	it	to	a	simple,	ridiculous,	child-like
tantrum.	Christ,	what	was	she	even	doing	here?
‘Look,	was	there	something	you—’
When	she	spun	round	he	was	pulling	the	cloak	back	on	and	lifting	the	hood.	He

yanked	it	down	past	his	eyes,	folded	his	arms	and	leaned	back	against	the	wall.
He’s	getting	ready	to	walk	again.
Returning	to	where	he	stood,	she	just	caught	his	mumbled	apology.	She	tried	to

peer	under	the	hood	but	his	eyes	were	too	far	in	the	shadow	of 	the	cloak.	‘Why	did
you	come	looking	for	me,	Jacob?’
He	dipped	his	head	but	didn’t	reply.
‘Is	there	something	I	can	help	you	with?’
Still	 no	 answer.	 She	 forced	herself 	 to	 resist	 reaching	up	 and	pushing	 the	hood

back,	willing	to	bet	that	whatever	he	wanted	would	be	right	there	in	his	eyes,	unable
to	be	hidden	entirely.
‘Is	 it	 the	Tribe?	You	said	 I	couldn’t	be	here	before,	now	you	come	 looking	 for

me.	Has	something	happened?’



There	was	 nothing	 for	 a	moment.	No	movement,	 no	 response,	 just	 silence,	 as
though	 the	 rest	 of 	 the	world	were	 dropping	 away	 around	 them.	And	 then,	 as	 if
someone	 somewhere	 had	 thrown	 a	 switch,	 he	 lifted	 his	 head	 and	 straightened
himself.
‘I	shouldn’t	have	bothered	you,’	he	said,	and	walked	to	the	entrance.	‘I’ll	take	you

back.’
She	 threw	 up	 her	 hands	 in	 silent	 exasperation,	 but	 this	 at	 least	 was	 further

progress.	As	 she	hurried	after	him,	 she	 reflected	on	where	once	 she	had	pursued
him,	this	time	he	had	pursued	her.	More	than	that,	he’d	asked	her	questions,	shown
the	 smallest	 hint	 of 	 interest,	 which	 meant	 the	 balance	 was	 tipping.	 And	 as
frustrating	 as	 it	was,	 she	was	 just	 going	 to	have	 to	be	patient.	Because	 somehow
being	with	him	 in	any	capacity	was	 filling	her	with	a	 sense	of 	hope	–	 for	change
maybe,	or	some	sort	of 	threshold	that	could	be	passed	–	that	without	him	she	was
stripped	of.
‘You	 okay	 from	 here?’	 he	 asked,	 when	 they	 reached	 the	 lane	 leading	 to	Main

Street.
‘Yes.	Thank	you.’	She	pushed	her	hands	into	her	pockets.	Still	his	hood	covered

his	 eyes	 and	 she	 wondered	 again	 if 	 he	 could	 see	 anything	 of 	 her	 through	 that
material	or	whether	he	was	just	staring	at	her	feet.	‘But	now	that	you	know	an	awful
lot	about	me,	next	time	I	want	to	hear	about	you.’
‘Next	time?’	he	muttered.
‘No	fancy	tricks	 though,	or	I	might	have	to	buy	you	a	cell	phone.	Friday	 is	my

next	free	day.	Same	time,	usual	place.’
She	walked	away	before	he	could	reply.	When	she	reached	Main	Street	she	turned

just	in	time	to	catch	him	ducking	back	down	the	lane	from	where	they’d	come.	He
must	have	waited	until	she	got	to	the	streetlights.	She	couldn’t	help	smiling	as	she
headed	for	home.
It	was	another	two	blocks	before	she	became	aware	of 	the	presence	behind	her.

She	might	have	put	it	down	to	paranoia	and	a	fairly	traumatic	few	weeks,	but	when
she	 hurried	 across	 the	 street	 behind	 a	 bus	 and	 into	 the	 foyer	 of 	 an	 apartment
building,	 she	saw	 the	man.	He	was	wrapped	almost	entirely	 in	a	knee-length	grey
coat,	woolen	hat	and	scarf,	so	she	couldn’t	get	a	good	look	at	him.	He	had	stopped
in	the	middle	of 	the	sidewalk	and	was	peering	in	all	directions,	before	looking	to	his
watch,	on	which	he	must	have	made	or	taken	a	call,	judging	by	the	way	he	held	his
wrist	 out.	 She	watched	 from	 behind	 the	 pillar	 until	minutes	 later	 he	 disappeared
down	Christchurch	Street	in	the	direction	of 	Municipal	Hall.
After	another	fifteen	minutes	of 	pretending	to	be	preoccupied	with	her	phone,



she	pulled	up	her	hood	and	headed	back	out	into	the	open,	hurrying	the	remaining
block	toward	home.



21
	

Jacob

Much	to	at	least	one	member’s	agitation,	Jacob	hadn’t	yet	been	dismissed	from	the
Tribe	after	his	outburst	and	clear	flouting	of 	the	doctrine’s	values.	He	was,	for	now
anyway,	still	living	in	the	warehouse	and	carrying	out	his	daily	duties,	including	the
ongoing	renovation	of 	the	factory	in	preparation	for	their	move.
While	 he	 avoided	 too	much	 interaction	with	 any	 of 	 the	members,	 he	 kept	 his

distance	particularly	from	Michael,	who	he	knew	he’d	put	in	a	difficult	position,	and
of 	course	Rafe,	around	whom	he	could	no	longer	trust	himself 	to	remain	civil.	All
of 	which,	he	was	beginning	to	realize,	made	a	mockery	of 	the	Tribe’s	purpose	and
his	place	within	it.
He’d	thought	that	perhaps	seeing	Sada	again	and	reminding	himself 	what	life	was

like	on	the	other	side	of 	the	city	would	make	his	path	clearer	again.	But	all	 it	had
done	was	confuse	matters	more.
The	right	thing	to	do	would	be	to	leave	the	Tribe.	He’d	disgraced	the	man	who

saved	 him	 and	 devalued	 the	 doctrine,	 and	 as	 such	 he	 was	 filled	 with	 shame,	 an
emotion	that	had	no	place	existing	in	their	community.	He	was	also	still	struggling
to	reconcile	the	failings	of 	the	Tribe	values	that	he’d	once	held	in	such	high	esteem,
a	division	that	only	led	to	further	uncertainty	and	questions.
Daniel	 and	 Aaron	 had	 been	 shamed	 by	 the	 Tribe	 for	 simply	 wanting	 to	 be

together.	So	if 	the	Tribe	resisted	relationships	of 	an	intimate	nature,	then	what	of
those	 of 	 a	 platonic	 nature,	 of 	 friendships	 or	 family	 ties?	Did	 they	 not	 have	 the
potential	 to	 turn	 destructive	 too?	Weren’t	 they	 already	witnessing	 that?	Or	was	 it
simply	that	he	was	purposely	looking	for	issues,	turning	against	a	lifestyle	that	only
months	earlier	he	had	revered.
To	stay	seemed	impossible	now	that	the	damage	had	been	done.	And	yet	to	leave

and	return	to	his	old	way	of 	living	filled	him	with	a	terror	that	left	him	breathless.
He’d	wondered	once	in	the	middle	of 	the	night	after	waking	soaked	in	sweat	from



another	blood-fueled	nightmare,	whether	Sada	had	come	into	his	life	for	a	reason.
Perhaps	she	was	a	sign	that	a	life	outside	the	Tribe	was	once	again	possible.	But	the
more	he	saw	of 	her,	the	clearer	it	became	that	she	was	just	another	displaced	and
unfulfilled	 soul	 like	 all	 the	 rest	 of 	 them.	 She’d	married	 a	man	with	 a	wealth	 she
rejected,	 was	 working	 for	 a	 paper	 whose	 morals	 she	 despised,	 and	 lived	 in	 the
shadow	of 	a	parent	whose	life	she	would	forever	lament.
So	 nothing	 had	 changed.	 Life	 outside	 the	 Tribe	 was	 still	 as	 difficult	 as	 he

remembered	it.
	

*
	

The	 day	 before	 he	was	 due	 to	meet	with	 her	 again	 he	walked	 to	 the	 landfill	 site
alone,	picking	his	way	 through	 the	rubble	and	stubborn	weeds,	having	 left	before
the	others	had	got	up	from	bed.	He	hadn’t	been	able	to	face	sharing	the	same	space
as	them	for	another	awkward	breakfast.	Most	of 	the	men	would	be	polite;	they	had
far	too	much	respect	both	for	him	and	the	doctrine	to	raise	any	concerns.	But	Rafe
was	another	matter,	and	there	was	every	chance	he’d	keep	pressing	the	trigger	now
he’d	seen	what	damage	it	could	do.
So	instead	he’d	risen	early,	nudged	Scott	and	whispered	that	he’d	be	out	gathering

food	 today.	Scott	had	nodded	and	asked	no	 further	questions.	For	 the	briefest	of
moments	he	thought	about	asking	if 	this	newest	member	would	join	him,	but	then
remembered	he’d	caused	enough	trouble	amongst	them	all	as	it	was.	Better	to	deal
with	this	alone.
The	clouds	hung	heavy	overhead	and	there	was	a	stiff 	breeze	carrying	the	sounds

of 	the	early	morning	city	 traffic	down	through	the	empty	estate	 toward	him.	The
echo	 of 	 a	 distant	 siren	 sent	 a	 shiver	 down	 his	 spine	 and	 he	 wrapped	 the	 cloak
tighter.	 As	 always	 in	 broad	 daylight	 he	 looked	 to	 the	 floor,	 to	 his	 heavy	 boots
thumping	over	 the	 concrete,	 and	glanced	up	only	now	and	 then	 to	 see	what	was
ahead.	 Once,	 amongst	 the	 morning	 bird	 chatter,	 he	 heard	 the	 deceptive	 gentle
thrumming	of 	the	plastic	eye	passing	overhead.	It	hovered	for	a	moment	or	two	in
the	air	above	him	before	moving	on	again.	From	beneath	the	edge	of 	his	hood,	he
caught	the	last	glimpse	of 	it	as	it	circled	back	toward	the	city.
He	feared	the	airborne	black	boxes	more	now	he	knew	what	they	could	mean	–

for	him,	or	for	one	of 	the	others.	Might	Prosperity	come	for	him	when	he	walked
alone	 like	 this?	 Or	 start	 patrolling	 these	 deserted	 streets,	 searching	 the	 empty
premises	 at	 random?	They	 hadn’t	 yet,	 but	what	was	 to	 stop	 them?	 It	was	 only	 a
matter	of 	 time.	None	of 	 them	were	safe	 in	 the	warehouse,	not	any	more.	But	he
was	the	only	one	of 	them	who	knew	it.



He	glanced	all	around	him,	tugged	the	hood	down	further	and	marched	quicker.
	

*
	

He	was	too	early	at	the	site.	The	arrival	and	departure	of 	refuse	trucks	could	still	be
seen	from	the	road,	so	he	continued	on	instead	past	where	the	men	were	working,
turning	down	a	narrow	alley	toward	the	bridge	under	which	he	could	shelter	for	a
while	until	they	left	for	the	day.
Relieved	to	see	there	was	no	one	else	there,	he	sat	with	his	back	against	the	wall,

keeping	 his	 hood	 up	 should	 anyone	 come	 passing	 by,	 though	 it	 had	 long	 since
stopped	 being	 a	 beauty	 spot	 by	 the	 looks	 of 	 it.	 Even	 the	 ducks	 seemed	 to	 have
upped	sticks	for	something	better.
He	leaned	his	head	back	and	closed	his	eyes.	Not	sleeping	well	at	night	meant	an

almost	 overwhelming	 tiredness	 filled	 him	most	 days.	 How	 easy	 it	 seemed	 in	 the
daytime	 for	 the	body	 to	want	 to	 switch	off,	 to	 shut	 down	 and	 relieve	him	of 	 all
conscious	thought,	yet	the	night	brought	nothing	but	restlessness.	At	least	last	night
he	hadn’t	cried	out	in	his	sleep,	or	he	didn’t	think	he	had.	Often	it	was	Scott	now
who	gently	nudged	him	awake,	perhaps	before	anyone	else	could	notice	and	make	a
deal	of 	it.
He	was	desperate	 to	sleep	but	 feared	 it	at	 the	same	time.	The	visions	his	mind

painted	 were	 simultaneously	 ridiculous	 and	 so	 real	 that	 when	 he	 woke	 he	 swore
sometimes	 they	 were	 much	 more	 than	 just	 the	 ramblings	 of 	 a	 conflicted	 and
sensitive	 subconscious	 mind.	 It	 was	 all	 he	 could	 do	 to	 put	 it	 down	 to	 the
hallucinations	of 	a	once	heavily	drug-addled	brain.
It	was	near	here	where	Michael	had	first	found	him.	The	details	were	sketchy.	He

couldn’t	 remember	 Michael	 talking	 to	 him	 or	 carrying	 him	 to	 the	 warehouse,
although	he	had	supposedly	been	half-conscious,	the	other	half 	delirious.	What	he
hadn’t	 forgotten	 though	 was	 how	 it	 had	 felt	 to	 be	 wrenched	 from	 the	 daily
injections	his	body	had	depended	on,	torn	from	the	cocoon	that	had	protected	him
for	 so	 many	 years.	 The	 cold	 had	 bitten	 down	 on	 his	 bones	 so	 that	 he	 shook
uncontrollably	even	while	his	skin	burned	hot	enough	that	he	could	barely	breathe.
He’d	 clawed	 at	 his	 arms	 to	 stop	 the	 itching,	which	 he	 imagined	 to	 be	 tiny	 black
beetles	crawling	beneath	the	surface	of 	his	skin,	moving	up	and	down	his	limbs	and
across	his	stomach,	stick-like	legs	tapping	at	his	flesh	incessantly	until	he	wanted	to
scratch	the	skin	clean	off.	He	remembered	wanting	to	scream	but	his	throat	being
so	raw	that	no	sound	ever	came	through,	or	perhaps	it	did	now	and	then,	or	at	least
he	 imagined	 it	 did.	 Real	 and	 unconscious	 were	 intertwined.	 The	 only	 thing	 he
recalled	with	any	degree	of 	clarity	about	that	time	was	wanting	it	to	end.



He	 sat	 upright	 and	 pushed	 the	memories	 from	 his	mind.	He	was	 at	 least	 free
from	 that	 now.	He	wasn’t	 the	 same	 person	 he	was	 then.	He	 couldn’t	 be;	 he	 had
come	too	far.	If 	he	were	offered	a	hit	now,	he	wouldn’t	take	it.
Wouldn’t	he?	Once	an	addict,	always...
He	 got	 to	 his	 feet	 and	 walked,	 not	 knowing	 where,	 just	 going	 somewhere,

anywhere.	He	 passed	 the	 site	where	 the	men	 still	worked,	 and	 avoiding	 the	 road
which	 would	 take	 him	 back	 to	 those	 memories,	 he	 slipped	 down	 past	 an	 old
cafeteria	and	motel	that	had	once	served	local	factory	men	but	now	like	everything
else	around	here	had	been	left	to	rot.
He	glanced	sideways	in	through	the	window,	noticing	first	the	polystyrene	cup	on

the	floor	among	the	dust	and	grit,	a	line	of 	steam	rising	up	from	it.	With	his	head
down,	he	peered	again	to	his	right	as	he	passed	the	doorway	and	caught	a	glimpse
of 	movement	 from	 inside.	He	hurried	on,	more	so	when	he	heard	 the	metal	and
glass	door	squeal	as	it	opened	and	banged	shut	again.
‘Hey,’	a	forceful	voice	called.	He	walked	on	as	though	he	hadn’t	heard,	but	there

was	something	familiar	in	that	voice.	He	stopped,	turned.
‘Daniel.’
The	young	boy	he’d	known	for	best	part	of 	a	year	had	discarded	the	heavy	black

cloak	of 	the	Tribe	in	favor	of 	a	navy	hooded	jacket	that	he’d	zipped	right	up	to	the
throat.	He	held	Jacob’s	gaze	a	moment	before	throwing	up	the	hood,	perhaps	out
of 	 habit,	 and	 turning	 to	walk	 down	 a	 lane	 running	 alongside	 the	 building.	 Jacob
followed,	Daniel’s	 quick	 long	 strides	 a	 precursor	 of 	 what	 was	 to	 come.	Halfway
down	the	lane,	he	spun	round.
‘I	trusted	you,’	he	said,	pointing	his	finger.
Jacob	threw	back	his	own	hood	and	held	up	his	hands.	 ‘It	wasn’t	me,	Daniel.	 I

wouldn’t	have	done	that,	I	swear.’
He	 laughed	 but	 the	 humor	 was	 substituted	 with	 something	 less	 friendly.	 So

different	 from	 the	 reserved	 ambience	 of 	 the	Tribe.	But	 then	 there	were	 no	 such
restrictions	or	rules	here.	‘In	confidence,	you	said,’	he	spat,	with	the	smallest	hint	of
a	tremble	in	his	voice.	‘Just	you	and	me,	you	said.’
Jacob	stepped	toward	him,	noted	that	below	the	anger	his	narrowed	brown	eyes

shone	with	something	more.
‘And	I	meant	it.	I—’
‘I	wouldn’t	have	fucking	said	anything	to	you	if 	you	hadn’t	insisted,’	he	went	on,

tearing	 his	 gaze	 away	 and	 pacing	 back	 and	 forth	 across	 the	 narrow	 alleyway.	 ‘I
wouldn’t	have	put	you	in	that	position.’
‘I	know.	Please,	Daniel.	I	swear	to	you	 it	wasn’t	me.’	He	tried	to	keep	his	voice



calm.	‘It	wasn’t	me,	brother.’
He	stopped	the	frantic	pacing,	glared	and	shook	his	head,	his	cheeks	enflamed.

‘I’m	not	a	brother	any	more.’
Jacob	felt	his	whole	body	sag	under	his	heavy	shoulders,	sleeplessness	pulling	on

his	eyes.	‘I	know.	And	I’m	so	sorry,	Daniel.	It	wasn’t	my	choice.	Is	not	my	choice.	I
wouldn’t	have	seen	you	and	Aaron	out	on	the	streets,	not	for	anything.’
Daniel	 leaned	back	 against	 the	wall,	 swiping	his	 palm	 across	 the	 corner	 of 	 his

right	eye.
‘Are	you	both	okay?’	He	gestured	toward	the	motel.	‘You’re	staying	here?’
It	took	a	moment	but	at	last	Daniel	nodded,	though	his	eyes	were	still	cautious.

‘If 	it	wasn’t	you,	how	did	they	know?	We	were	still	deciding	what	to	do,	how	to	tell
Michael.	We	weren’t	doing	anything	wrong.’
Jacob	stepped	closer.	‘I	know.	Of 	course	you	weren’t.’	He	hesitated,	but	recalling

that	enough	things	had	been	left	unsaid	lately,	he	decided	on	the	truth.	‘Rafe	said	he
saw	you.	Together.’
‘Rafe?’
Puzzlement	 crossed	 the	 young	 boy’s	 face	 first,	 then	 deep	 thought,	 and	 finally

realization.	A	deep	flush	spread	up	his	throat.
Jacob	gripped	his	arm.	 ‘Listen	to	me,’	he	said,	and	waited	for	Daniel	 to	 look	at

him.	‘You	two	have	done	nothing	except	be	happy.	It’s	not	you	that’s	in	the	wrong.
It’s	the	values.	I’m	not	sure	how	yet,	but	they’re	not	right.	And	Rafe...	Rafe	is...’
He	couldn’t	go	on,	not	when	his	 thoughts	weren’t	clear	enough	to	himself 	yet.

He	 sighed	and	pushed	his	hand	 through	his	hair.	All	he	knew	was	 that	 they’d	 let
these	boys	down,	and	that	couldn’t	be	right.
‘There	are	 lots	of 	us	here,’	Daniel	 said	after	a	moment,	his	voice	quiet,	calmer.

‘We’re	a	group	but	not	a	tribe.	There	are	no	values	as	such,	just	some	house	rules.
And	the	collective	belief 	is	that	we	belong	in	society,	not	out	of 	it.’	He	smiled	a	little
but	Jacob	felt	it	was	both	a	sad	and	hopeful	smile	at	the	same	time.
Relieved	to	learn	his	friends	were	at	least	not	alone,	he	patted	Daniel	on	the	arm

and	 returned	 the	 smile.	 ‘I’m	 pleased	 to	 hear	 you’re	 both	well,	 brother.	 I’ve	 been
worried	about	you.’
And	 this	 time	Daniel	didn’t	 correct	him,	 surprising	him	 instead	by	asking,	 ‘But

are	you	happy	there,	Jacob?’
He	looked	to	his	young	friend’s	face,	where	all	the	anger	of 	a	moment	ago	had

dissipated	 and	 been	 replaced	 instead	 with	 a	 sincerity	 that	 somehow	 made	 the
question	all	the	harder	to	address.	He	tried	to	form	some	sort	of 	response,	if 	even
just	 to	ease	his	 friend’s	 concerns.	But	he	 found	 that	once	again	he	wasn’t	 able	 to



find	one.
	

*
	

‘They’re	not	rules,	they’re	values.	They’re	meant	to	keep	us	safe.’
‘Yeah,	I	have	plenty	of 	them	too,’	Sada	said,	‘but	they	don’t	keep	me	safe.	Quite

the	opposite,	in	fact.’
Jacob	 had	 waited	 for	 her	 in	 the	 underpass	 before	 taking	 her	 to	 the	 place	 he

preferred	 to	 visit	 when	 he	wanted	 to	 be	 alone.	 The	 same	 one	where	 last	 time	 a
glimpse	of 	the	real	him	had	sent	her	away.
The	air	was	bitter	 tonight,	a	hint	at	 the	winter	 that	was	 just	around	the	corner,

and	while	there	was	barely	one	complete	pane	of 	glass	left	in	any	of 	the	windows
on	the	top	floor	of 	the	empty	offices,	they	were	still	at	least	more	sheltered	than	in
the	underpass	and	could	move	out	 to	 the	stairwell	 if 	 they	got	 too	cold.	For	him,
being	above	the	streets	and	surrounding	buildings	was	the	attraction	of 	this	room,
as	though	it	gave	him	the	advantage	of 	perspective,	or	at	least	the	illusion	of 	it.
She’d	 wanted	 to	 know	 more	 about	 the	 Tribe.	 And	 right	 now	 it	 felt	 he	 had

nothing	 left	 to	 lose	 but	maybe	 everything	 to	 gain	 from	 talking	 it	 through	with	 a
non-member,	 an	Outsider,	 someone	who	might	 tell	 him	what	 he	 should	 do.	Tell
him	the	Tribe	was	incredible	and	he	should	stick	with	it.	Tell	him	his	concerns	were
right,	he	should	get	away,	return	to	life	where	sometimes,	on	very	rare	occasions,	it
was	possible	for	the	ups	to	outweigh	the	downs.
‘So	what	are	we	talking	here?’	she	asked,	wrapping	his	cloak	over	her	lap	where

she	sat	with	her	legs	curled	up	beneath	her	on	the	floor.	‘Thou	shalt	not	kill.	Thou
shalt	not	covet	thy	neighbor’s	dog—’
‘Not	like	that.’
‘What	do	you	mean	by	keep	you	safe?’
He	got	up	from	the	window	ledge,	feeling	the	cold	air	filter	through	his	sweater

and	 suddenly	missing	 the	 warm	 protection	 of 	 the	 cloak.	 He	 crouched	 to	 sitting
below	the	window,	rested	his	elbows	on	his	knees.	‘Safe	from	emotional	harm.’
When	she	didn’t	respond,	he	dared	to	look	up	at	her,	expecting	one	of 	her	jokes

perhaps	 or	 a	 snort	 of 	 laughter	 but	 instead	 she	 was	 just	 watching	 him,	 her
expression	serious,	brow	furrowed	in	concentration.	‘Go	on,’	she	urged.
‘The	 boys	 that	 come	 to	 us	 have	 been	 hurt	 in	 some	way.	Usually	 they	 are	 low.

Emotionally.	Mentally.’
She	was	nodding,	as	 if 	she	understood,	though	he	doubted	very	much	that	she

could.	‘And	you?’	she	asked.
He	 lifted	 his	 hand	 to	 his	 mouth,	 rubbed	 the	 edge	 of 	 his	 fist	 across	 his	 lips,



wondered	just	how	much	to	say	and	where	to	begin.	He	thought	of 	the	state	he	was
in	when	Michael	found	him,	the	days	afterward	when	he	screamed	as	everything	left
his	 system	 and	 the	 months	 of 	 bitter	 rage	 that	 followed.	 Then	 he	 thought	 of
Samuel,	ten	years	younger	but	just	as	messed	up.	Michael	had	saved	his	life	too,	had
promised	him	something	 that	became	 the	Tribe	but	 it	hadn’t	 come	soon	enough.
Neither	of 	them	could	save	him	the	second	time.
Jacob	pressed	his	palm	against	the	cold	floor.	He	felt	Samuel’s	presence	just	as	he

always	 felt	 it	 here,	 in	 this	 spot,	 the	 last	 place	 he’d	 been	 alive.	He	 lifted	 his	 hand,
rubbed	it	across	eyes	that	stung.	‘It	was	an	easy	choice	to	join.’
‘Is	it	a	choice?’
He	looked	up,	wondered	what	she	meant.	‘No	one	has	to	be	here.	New	members

come	 along	 and	 if 	 they	 like	 what	 the	 Tribe	 offers,	 they	 stay.	 If 	 they	 don’t,	 they
leave.’	It	sounded	so	simple,	and	it	used	to	be.	Still	was	perhaps.
‘So	 you’re	 offering	 an	 alternative	 lifestyle	 for	 those	 who	 have	 rejected,	 or	 been

rejected,	by	society.’
‘Yes.’
‘So	long	as	you	disguise	yourselves.’
‘No	disguises.	We	don’t	need	to	hide.’
‘You’re	dressed	in	black	all	over,	with	your	head	and	eyes	covered.	You’re	doing

nothing	but	hide.’
‘Not	from	each	other,’	he	snapped.	‘We	protect	ourselves	from	them	out	there’—

he	pointed	a	thumb	behind	him—‘watching	us,	waiting	for	us	to	put	a	foot	wrong.
Among	ourselves	we	can	be	who	we	are,	without	judgement,	without	expectation.’
And	even	as	he	said	it	he	knew	that	wasn’t	exactly	true.
‘So	the	cloaks	are	a	political	statement.’
‘No.’	He	 shook	his	head,	 frustration	 rising.	 ‘We’re	not	a	political	outfit.	Politics

has	nothing	to	do	with	this.’
‘But	 you’ve	 chosen	 to	 separate	 yourselves.	That’s	political.	Everything	we	do	 is

political.’
‘For	you	maybe.’	He	got	to	his	feet.
Wasn’t	this	why	the	Tribe	existed?	Why	they	kept	to	themselves?	Because	others

just	 didn’t	 get	 it.	 He	 should’ve	 known	 her	 urban	 attitudes	 and	 Prosperity
conditioning	wouldn’t	allow	her	to	understand.
‘I’m	sorry,	okay?’	she	said.	‘I’m	just	trying	to	make	sense	of 	it.’
‘Well	 I	 guess	 you	 can’t.	And	 you	don’t	 need	 to.’	He	 sat	 back	on	 the	 ledge,	 not

caring	now	about	the	cold	air,	the	goosebumps	rising	on	his	arms.
She	came	to	sit	on	the	ledge,	resting	against	the	opposite	frame,	and	offered	him



his	cloak.	When	he	shook	his	head,	she	wrapped	it	round	her	shoulders.
‘How	do	you	manage	for	food?	What	do	you	eat?’
‘We’re	resourceful.’
‘You	steal.’
He	snorted	a	laugh.	‘We	make	use	of 	what	others	waste.’
‘And	clothes,	warmth,	light—’
‘Same.	Natural	resources	or	discarded	ones.	We’re	self-sufficient.	We	take	nothing

from	no	one.’
She	 nodded	 and	 they	 sat	 in	 silence	 for	 a	moment,	which	 suited	 him	 fine.	Her

preconceptions	were	setting	him	on	edge,	and	it	was	exhausting	to	defend	who	they
were,	what	they	did	and	why.
But	then	she	said,	‘Given	this	city,	your	tribe	sounds	incredibly	idyllic.’	She	tilted

her	head	 to	one	 side.	 ‘But	 something’s	not	 right,	 is	 it?	You	wouldn’t	be	here	 if 	 it
was.’
He	 could	deny	 it	 but	 he’d	 already	broken	 so	many	 values	 that	 there	 no	 longer

seemed	any	point.	He	looked	at	her	expectant	face	and	wondered	just	when	he	had
last	confided	in	a	woman,	about	anything.	Some	drug-induced	ramblings	probably
along	the	way,	but	before	that?	He	wasn’t	sure	he	ever	had.	Maybe	Kelly...	Or	maybe
not	even	her.
‘We	let	some	members	down,’	he	said,	pushing	his	recent	nightmarish	visions	of

Kelly	from	his	mind.
‘In	what	way?’
The	wail	of 	a	siren	filtered	its	way	from	the	city	and	Jacob	shivered	at	the	sound

of 	 it,	closed	his	eyes,	some	memory	nudging	at	his	consciousness	but	not	one	he
wanted	to	acknowledge.
‘You’re	cold.’	She	leaned	forward,	removing	his	cloak	from	her	shoulders.
He	held	up	his	hand	to	stop	her.	The	siren	faded.	‘We	had	to	let	them	go	from

the	Tribe,	for...’
For	what,	liking	each	other?
‘You	didn’t	agree	they	should	go.’
She	was	 trying	 to	help	him	find	 the	words	and	 in	a	way	he	was	glad.	Of 	more

concern	was	that	he	saw	on	her	face	the	same	expression	he’d	seen	on	Daniel’s	the
day	before.	It	was	as	though	all	the	values	the	Tribe	offered	were	right	there	in	her,
but	without	the	restraint	and	self-control	that	went	with	them,	without	the	barrier
to	questions.	Had	he	noticed	before	that	the	values	even	had	barriers?
He	held	her	gaze	as	he	shook	his	head.
‘So	 there’s	 upset	 in	 the	 ranks.’	 She	 clicked	 her	 tongue	 against	 her	 teeth.	 ‘My



specialty.’
‘Exactly.	It	might	be	normal	for	you,	but	that’s	not	the	Tribe	way.	The	Tribe	takes

us	away	from	that,	or	is	supposed	to.’
‘But	people	can’t	agree	all	 the	 time,	Jacob.	Even	monks	who’ve	taken	a	vow	of

silence	get	pissed	with	each	other.’
He	 thought	 about	 that	 and	 failed	 to	 suppress	 the	 gentle	 laugh	 that	 defied	 his

mood	of 	late.	‘In	what	way?’
‘Well	 I	 don’t	 know.’	 She	 laughed	 too	 and	 her	 eyes	 brightened	 in	 response.

‘Flatulence	has	the	power	to	offend	in	any	language,	even	the	language	of 	silence.’
‘Yeah.’	The	smile	still	nudged	at	his	lips.	‘I	guess	it	does.’
He	turned	away	from	her	gaze	and	looked	out	over	the	pitiful	landscape,	tried	to

remember	when	he’d	last	laughed,	certainly	not	in	this	last	few	weeks.	He	couldn’t
imagine	now	ever	being	able	to	laugh	with	the	other	Tribe	members	again,	not	with
Michael	or	Rafe	at	least.
‘You	should	smile	more	often,’	she	said,	her	voice	soft,	pleasing,	female.	‘It	suits

you.’
Despite	 the	 cold	 a	 rush	 of 	 heat	 flared	 around	 his	 ears	 and	 throat.	He	 got	 up

from	the	ledge.	‘It’s	getting	late.	I’ll	walk	you	home.’
‘No.’	Her	reply	was	quick.	Too	quick.	No	protest,	pause	or	hesitation.	She	held

out	his	cloak	without	looking	at	him.	‘It’s	fine.	I	can	take	myself 	back.’
‘What’s	wrong?’
This	time	she	did	hesitate,	her	eyes	narrowing	as	if 	deciding	what	to	say	and	how.

‘I	think	I	might	have	been	followed	last	time.	It’s	okay,	I	ditched	him.	But	it	might
be	better	if 	we	separate	here.’
He	thrust	the	cloak	back	at	her.	‘Put	this	on	and	pull	up	the	hood.’
‘No,	you	can’t.	You	need	it.	They’ll	still	be	looking	for	you.’
‘Just	do	it.’	He	walked	from	the	room	to	the	stairs,	hoping	she	wasn’t	as	foolish	as

she	was	obstinate.
	

*
	

They	 took	 a	 different	 route	 this	 time,	 one	 that	 brought	 them	 round	 the	 back	 of
Sada’s	apartment	block	without	being	seen.	He	might	have	been	out	of 	the	city	for
years,	but	it	seemed	his	mind	could	still	recall	the	shortcuts	and	back	alleyways	with
disturbing	 clarity.	When	 they	 reached	her	 building,	 she	 slipped	off 	 the	 cloak	 and
handed	it	to	him.	They’d	walked	back	at	a	brisk	pace	and	in	silence,	but	now	as	he
pushed	his	arms	into	the	cloak	sleeves	he	asked,	‘Who	would	be	following	you?’
She	raised	her	eyebrows.	 ‘Well	now,	 infinite	possibilities.’	When	he	didn’t	 laugh,



she	sighed	and	added,	‘First	thoughts	would	be	it’s	Movement-related.’
‘That	could	be	dangerous	for	you?’
‘Hell	 yeah.	 But	 it’s	 okay	 because	 I	 got	 this.’	 She	 pulled	 her	 hand	 out	 of 	 her

pocket,	 a	 key	 pinched	 between	 her	 fingers.	 ‘Okay,	 just	 kidding.	 Actually	 I’ve	 got
this.’
She	pulled	her	other	hand	out,	 in	which	she	held	the	small	red	pocket	blade	he

had	witnessed	 in	 action	 before	 and	was	 just	 as	 concerned	 to	 see	 now	 as	 he	was
then.
‘And	that’s	not	dangerous?’	he	asked.
‘Only	in	the	wrong	hands,	buster.’	Again	she	tutted	and	sighed	when	he	didn’t	go

along	with	 her	misplaced	 humor.	 ‘I’m	 a	 journalist.	 I’m	 used	 to	 being	 hyper-alert,
sniffing	out	bullshit	and	keeping	a	low	profile.	I’ll	be	fine.	I’ll	drop	by	Wednesday	if
you	can	make	it.’
She	 turned	 to	 leave	 but	 as	 she	 did	 his	 brain	 made	 a	 connection	 of 	 its	 own

bidding.	‘Wait,’	he	called	out,	and	as	she	obliged	he	found	himself 	asking,	‘Can	you
find	people?’
She	didn’t	answer	right	away	and	he	was	already	wishing	he	hadn’t	asked.	He	was

about	to	tell	her	to	forget	it	when	she	said,	‘I	can	try.	Who	you	looking	for?’
But	he	hadn’t	thought	this	through.	Hadn’t	really	thought	it	at	all,	just	spoken	on

impulse,	an	act	that	both	thrilled	and	terrified	him	at	the	same	time.
‘Someone	 from	 your	 past?’	 she	 offered,	 her	 voice	 gentle	 and	 encouraging	 but

with	a	trace	of 	something	else.	Something	he	never	asked	for	and	didn’t	want.
‘It	doesn’t	matter.’	He	turned	to	leave.
‘Family?’
‘I	said	it	doesn’t	matter,’	he	repeated	over	his	shoulder,	louder.	‘I	shouldn’t	have

asked.	Go	on	in.’
But	 somehow	 he	 knew	 she	 was	 still	 standing	 there,	 watching	 him	 with	 an

inquisitive	but	pitying	look	as	he	walked	back	into	the	darkness	cast	by	the	wall	of
high-rises	dividing	her	life	from	his,	her	perfume	still	clinging	to	the	cloak’s	fabric.
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Sada

Her	daughter	sprinted	from	one	piece	of 	equipment	to	the	next	with	all	the	veracity
of 	someone	who’d	spent	twenty-three	hours	in	solitude	to	every	hour	of 	yard	time.
After	only	fifteen	bum-numbing	minutes	sat	on	the	cold	park	bench,	Sada	was	out
of 	breath	just	from	catching	the	vibes	from	Jess’s	exhilaration.
The	sky	was	cloudless	and	sun	doing	its	best	to	warm	an	otherwise	bracing	day.

They’d	set	out	this	morning	cocooned	in	warm	coats,	scarves	and	gloves,	items	of
winter	wear	which	Jess	was	discarding	piece	by	piece	and	piling	on	her	mother’s	lap.
It	was	fall	break	and	Marcus	had	pre-booked	the	week	with	his	daughter	to	make

up	 for	 the	 hours	 he	 didn’t	 get	 to	 see	 her	 during	 the	 usual	 school	 week.	Which
reduced	Sada’s	 share	of 	 the	holidays	down	 to	only	 a	 few	hours.	But	 she	 couldn’t
deny	him	even	if 	she	wanted	to.	A	cranky	boss	for	whom	childcare	didn’t	register
on	his	unashamedly	narrow	empathy	radar,	and	an	overexcited	daughter	who’d	been
planning	this	week	with	her	daddy	for	weeks,	meant	the	decision	was	already	out	of
her	hands.	Besides,	wasn’t	it	the	least	she	could	do	to	let	the	two	of 	them	spend	this
time	together	while	they	had	the	chance?	But	even	as	she	thought	it	she	had	to	look
away	from	her	daughter	before	she	started	questioning	her	own	motives	again.
She	reminded	herself 	 that	she	wouldn’t	be	cutting	Marcus	off 	altogether.	She’d

tell	him	where	they	were	when	they	were	settled,	and	if 	he	wanted	to	visit	he	could.
But	she’d	be	firm	about	it.	Make	it	clear	they	wouldn’t	be	returning	to	the	city.
How	Jess	would	react	would	be	something	she’d	deal	with	at	the	time.	But	then,

kids	were	fickle;	she’d	get	over	 it.	And	anyway	she	was	an	adventurer,	curious	like
her	mother.	She	would	relish	the	freedom	of 	her	new	life,	a	freedom	this	city	only
allowed	her	within	 the	confines	of 	 this	 small	patch	of 	green,	and	even	 then	only
while	she	was	within	a	certain	age	bracket.
For	a	moment,	Sada	considered	leaping	on	the	equipment	herself,	breaking	a	few

social	 barriers	 and	 showing	 the	 kids	 that	 possibility	 was	 infinite,	 not	 conditional.



But	it	was	around	about	then	that	the	first	DroneCam	of 	the	day	appeared,	doing
its	 rounds	 just	 meters	 above	 them,	 the	 pathetic	 rattle	 of 	 its	 motor	 having	 been
drowned	 out	 by	 the	 children’s	 unrestrained	 laughter.	 All	 thoughts	 of 	 infinite
possibility	left	her	in	a	hurry,	and	she	was	reminded	instead	about	the	text	message
she’d	received	over	breakfast	this	morning.
Officer	Giles	is	committed	to	finding	the	instigator	of 	the	crime	carried	out	against	you	on	23rd

September	 2030	 and	 wishes	 to	 invite	 you	 to	 Central	 Control	 from	 where,	 under	 a	 cloak	 of
anonymity	(here	she	had	choked	on	her	cereal)	it	is	highly	likely	you	will	be	able	to	identify
the	perpetrator	from	a	number	of 	suspects	under	observation.	Mrs	Anderton	is	advised	to	contact
Central	Control	at	her	earliest	convenience.
She	read	the	message	one	last	time,	delving	into	the	anatomy	of 	every	word	and

insinuation.	Since	when	had	‘highly	likely’	become	legal	terminology?	She	had	been
tempted	 to	 reply	 that	as	 it	was	highly	 likely	Officer	Giles	would	yet	again	strong-
arm	 Mrs	 Anderton	 into	 identifying	 an	 innocent	 man,	 it	 was	 highly	 unlikely	 Mrs
Anderton	would	be	attending	Ground	Control	any	time	soon.	But	instead	she	did
the	right	thing;	she	deleted	the	message	and	shoved	the	phone	back	in	her	pocket.
The	park	in	the	midst	of 	the	concrete	jungle	was	busy	this	morning.	Sada	looked

at	 the	 well-dressed	 kids	 squealing	 with	 unbound	 excitement	 as	 they	 pushed	 and
pulled	 at	 swings	 and	 skidded	 backward	 down	 the	 slide.	 One	 kid	 dangled	 upside
down	from	a	monkey	bar	until	his	mother	came	 to	 retrieve	him.	Not	one	dad	 in
sight,	she	observed.	All	busy	at	work	while	the	wives	and	girlfriends	did	their	duties,
acting	 out	 their	 lives	 of 	 servitude.	 And	 it	 was	 acting,	 no	matter	 how	much	 they
might	deny	 it	 to	 themselves.	At	 least	 that’s	 how	 it	 had	 felt	 for	her	 in	 the	 year	of
leave	she’d	taken	after	Jess	was	born.	Marcus	had	hoped	that	a	year	would	be	more
than	 enough	 to	 persuade	 her	 to	 exchange	 her	 pen	 and	 voice	 recorder	 for	 dinner
parties	 and	 Jimmy	Choo’s,	 but	 she’d	 always	 known	 its	 effects	would	be	 quite	 the
opposite.
It	 struck	her	how	 immaculate	 they	 all	 looked	 for	 a	morning	of 	 frivolity	 in	 the

great	outdoors.	The	mothers’	 clothes	and	even	 the	children’s	were	all	branded	no
doubt,	 though	there	was	 little	chance	of 	her	knowing	one	designer	 from	another.
Marcus	would	have	 loved	her	 to	have	 favored	Gucci	 or	 fawned	over	Prada,	 as	 if
perhaps	that	might	have	made	her	more	of 	a	woman.	But	how	could	she,	when	it
meant	nothing	to	her.	And	the	more	he	pushed,	the	more	she	resisted.	The	boxes
he	 brought	 home	 after	 work,	 filled	 with	 tissue	 paper,	 plastic	 pockets	 of 	 air,	 and
pieces	 of 	material	 she	 could	have	bought	 for	 a	 tenth	of 	 the	price,	 had	 remained
stacked	one	upon	the	other	at	the	back	of 	the	walk-in	wardrobe	where	she	dumped
them.	Unpacked,	unused.



Even	 now,	 she	 couldn’t	 bear	 the	 thought	 of 	 being	 just	 another	 link	 in	 such	 a
brittle	chain.	The	way	these	women	carried	themselves,	the	way	they	spoke	to	their
children,	even	the	way	they	addressed	each	other,	it	was	all	part	of 	this	life	that	had
been	created	for	them	by	someone	else,	whether	they	realized	it	or	not.
But	there	was	another	word	Sada	considered	as	she	watched	them	posturing	and

preening	each	other’s	 feathers.	One	 that	was	 so	much	more	 tragic	 than	 servitude.
And	 that	 was	 compliance.	 These	 city	 wives	 were	 not	 chained	 to	 their	 lives,	 they
actually	had	a	choice.	They’d	all	had	a	choice.	They	chose	money.
But	 that	 was	 cynical,	 she	 berated	 herself.	 They	 chose	 forfeiting	 talent	 and

knowledge,	giving	up	on	dreams,	 resisting	opinion,	 to	comply	with	a	 lifestyle	 that
guaranteed	 their	 futures	 and	 that	 of 	 their	 children.	 Marriage	 to	 their	 corporate
husbands	meant	their	kids	would	never	have	to	be	without,	even	though	it	meant
they	themselves	would	never	really	be	with	–	with	confidence,	respect,	desire,	power.
Did	that	not	make	them	honorable?
She	wanted	to	hate	these	women,	she	really	did,	but	how	could	she	when	she’d

been	there	once	too;	though	she	liked	to	think	she	married	a	city	boy	for	love	and
nothing	else.	Coming	from	a	single-parent,	working-class	family,	money	had	always
been	a	necessity,	not	a	 luxury.	She	never	chased	 it	and	never	wanted	 it.	And	even
when	she’d	had	it,	all	it	did	was	stifle	her,	like	it	stifled	these	women	into	perfume-
fogged	clones	of 	one	another.	A	heavy	waft	of 	which	hit	Sada	as	one	of 	the	moms
sat	on	the	bench	beside	her.
The	woman	tucked	her	dark	green	woolen	coat	beneath	her	with	far	 too	much

grace	for	a	mother	of 	demanding,	energetic	young	children,	and	smiled	at	Sada	who
attempted	to	smile	back	despite	the	perfume	cloud.	She	shuffled	along	the	bench	to
make	more	room	and	to	locate	a	pocket	of 	oxygen	that	would	allow	her	to	refrain
from	coughing.
‘Which	one	is	yours?’	the	woman	asked,	articulating	her	consonants	in	a	way	that

drilled	through	Sada’s	brain.
She	pointed.	‘Jess.	On	the	climbing	frame.	Blonde	hair,	blue	sweater.’
‘I	 see	 her.	 She’s	 beautiful,’	 the	 woman	 said	 and	 smiled.	 Her	 teeth	 had	 been

whitened;	no	one’s	teeth	are	that	white.	Hubby	must	be	doing	well	enough	to	have
hit	the	first-class	dental	treatment	incentive.
‘Yes,’	Sada	said.	‘Imaginative	and	clever	too.	I’ve	high	hopes	for	her.’
‘That’s	 wonderful.’	 The	 woman	 turned	 her	 head	 toward	 the	 other	 end	 of 	 the

park,	her	mass	of 	brown	curls	barely	budging	out	of 	place.	 ‘Mine	 are	Harry	 and
Robert,	on	the	swings	in	the	navy	coats.’
Sada	peered	round	a	couple	of 	moms	who	were	passing	with	their	buggies.	‘Ah,



twins.	Lucky	you.’	She	laughed	and	her	new	friend	smiled,	rolled	her	eyes.
‘Yes,	they	can	be	a	handful.	But	what	can	you	do?’
Lock	them	in	the	basement,	force	feed	them	Marmite	and	Wheel	of 	Fortune	re-

runs	until	it	breaks	them	–	was	what	Sada	wanted	to	say,	but	knew	that	her	humor
didn’t	always	translate	that	well.	Now	might	be	one	of 	those	times.	‘Are	you	local?’
she	asked	instead.
‘Forty-second	Avenue.’	She	pointed	west,	and	Sada	didn’t	bother	 to	tell	her	she

knew	precisely	where	that	was	and	should	have	guessed	from	the	cut	of 	her	coat.
‘And	you?’
‘Charlestown	 Road,’	 she	 said,	 taking	 great	 delight	 in	 pointing	 in	 the	 opposite

direction.	‘Do	you	know	it?’
She	already	knew	that	answer	but	couldn’t	resist.	The	woman	looked	puzzled,	or

unsure	 how	 to	 be	 diplomatic	 perhaps.	 Could	 this	 be	 a	 new	 situation?	 Talking	 to
someone	who	comes	from	the	wrong	part	of 	town?
‘Lovely	 little	block	of 	apartments,’	 she	went	on.	 ‘Reasonably	priced.	Well,	what

counts	 for	 reasonable	 round	 here.	 And	 a	 great	 view	 over	 toward	 the	 mall	 on	 a
sunny	day.’
‘Oh.	No.	I	don’t	think	I	know	it.’	The	woman	smiled	anyway,	and	Sada	thought

how	 very	 gracious	 she	was...	 That	 is,	 right	 up	 until	 she	 asked,	 ‘Where	 does	 your
husband	work?’
Bingo!	There	she	is.
‘We’re	separated,’	Sada	announced,	whipping	the	ring	finger	of 	her	left	hand	up

in	front	of 	her	to	demonstrate	its	lack	of 	precious	metal.
‘Oh,	I’m	so	sorry	to	hear	that,’	she	said,	and	genuinely	did	appear	apologetic,	as

though	the	whole	terrible	affair	had	been	her	fault.	Sada	noticed	how	she	looked	to
her	own	children	and	 then	 sought	out	 Jess	who’d	moved	onto	 the	 slide	now	and
was	 merrily	 running	 up	 it	 rather	 than	 coming	 down	 as	 the	 other	 mothers	 were
trying	to	convince	her	to.
‘Don’t	 be	 sorry.’	 Sada	 beamed	 a	 smile.	 ‘It’s	 perfectly	 fine.	 We’ve	 never	 been

happier.’
‘But	your	poor	daughter—’
‘She’s	not	at	all	poor.	Not	emotionally	or...	otherwise.’
‘It	must	have	been	very	hard	for	you.’
‘Living	with	the	bastard,	yes.	But	we’re	alright	now.’
Sada	 couldn’t	 help	 noticing	 how	 this	 information	 had	 thrown	 her	 new

companion	into	some	sort	of 	flux.	A	mixture	of 	confusion	and	sadness	deepened
the	grooves	around	her	eyes	that	layers	of 	foundation	and	powder	had	been	applied



to	conceal.
‘Really,’	she	added,	feeling	she	should	alleviate	 this	dilemma	she’d	 inflicted	with

her	coarseness.	‘We’re	much	happier	apart	than	together.	Jess	too.’
‘I	 just	 can’t	 imagine,’	 she	 said,	 looking	 to	her	 boys	who	were	 fighting	over	 the

hobby	horse.	‘Their	father	is	at	the	office	a	lot,	so	it’s	mostly	me	and	them,	I	guess.
But	that’s	how	it	goes,	isn’t	it?’	She	smiled	again	and	Sada	had	to	work	hard	to	not
challenge	 this	 rhetorical	 question.	 ‘And	 anyway,	 I’m	 usually	 glad	 of 	 the	 rest	 once
he’s	gone	in	the	morning.’	She	laughed,	a	thin	rattle.	 ‘The	most	important	thing	is
that	 the	 boys	 have	 everything	 they	 need.	 And	 a	 lot	 they	 don’t.	 So	 we	 can’t
complain.’
Again	Sada	said	nothing,	just	fixed	the	smile	and	made	a	mental	note	to	drop	the

next	Movement	newsletter	round	to	Forty-second	Avenue.
‘I’d	better	rescue	them,	they’re	getting	rowdy.’	She	got	up	from	the	bench.	Eager

to	get	away	all	of 	a	sudden	perhaps.	‘Take	care	now.’
‘Sure,’	Sada	said,	squinting	into	the	sun.	‘You	too.’
She	watched	the	woman	with	the	immaculate	hair	grapple	with	her	sons	before

brushing	down	their	coats	and	kissing	one	then	the	other	on	the	cheek.	Each	with	a
hand	 in	hers,	 the	 trio	 strolled	 from	 the	park	 and	Sada	wondered	 as	 they	 left	 just
when	 exactly	 the	 switch	 in	 status	 between	 mother	 and	 sons	 would	 occur,	 and
whether	they	would	cope	with	it.
Would	 those	 boys	 become	 like	 their	 father?	 Would	 they	 be	 clever	 enough,

wealthy	enough?	And	what	would	become	of 	 them	 if 	 they	weren’t?	Would	Mom
and	Dad	love	both	boys	the	same	if 	 little	Harry	grew	up	to	be	a	multi-millionaire
entrepreneur	and	Robert	a	hairstylist	and	Friday-night	go-go	dancer?
Sada	 looked	 to	 Jess	 and	 considered	 whether,	 contrary	 to	 what	 she’d	 always

believed	 about	 this	 city,	 being	 born	 a	 girl	 was	 a	 lot	 more	 favorable	 than	 the
alternative.	 And	 by	 the	 time	 Jess	 ran	 up	 to	 her,	 cheeks	 flushed	 pink	 and	 eyes
brimming	with	excited	vigor,	she	knew	that	it	was	almost	time	for	them	to	leave	this
city.	Money	or	no	money.

	
*
	

‘It’s	Daddy,’	Jess	yelled,	jumping	up	and	down	by	the	window	where	she’d	planted
herself 	since	they	got	back	from	the	park.	‘I	see	him.’	She	banged	on	the	window.
‘Jess,	 stop	 it.’	Sada	passed	by	 the	mirror	and	quickly	glanced	 in.	 ‘He	won’t	hear

you	from	five	floors	up	and	you’ll	weaken	the	glass.’	She	tucked	back	some	strands
of 	hair	 that	had	sprung	 loose	 from	her	hairband	and	straightened	her	collar.	 ‘Go
and	get	your	shoes	and	your	bag.	And	make	sure	you’ve	packed	everything.’



‘I’ll	check.’	She	skipped	through	the	sitting	room	to	her	bedroom.
Sada	 glanced	 round	 the	 room,	 plumped	 a	 few	 cushions	 and	 straightened	 the

magazines	 and	 books	 strewn	 across	 the	 coffee	 table.	 ‘Hurry	 up,	 Jess,’	 she	 called,
wanting	to	make	this	transaction	as	quick	as	possible.
Marcus	 hadn’t	 questioned	 her	 further	 about	 the	 newsletter	 but	 it	 was	 another

good	reason	to	make	these	exchanges	swift.	And	besides	the	Movement,	she	didn’t
want	to	give	him	any	cause	to	question	her	that	might	lead	to	suspicion	about	her
plans.	He	had	an	uncanny	way	of 	knowing	when	something	was	on	her	mind	and
right	now	there	were	so	many	things	he’d	have	himself 	a	party.
When	the	tap	at	the	door	came	she	still	jumped	even	though	she	expected	it.	Jess

bolted	from	her	bedroom	and	slid	across	the	wooden	floor	tiles	to	the	front	door.
‘Jess.	Your	bag,	your	shoes.	I	told	you	to	get	them.’
Her	daughter	turned	the	key	in	the	lock	and	pulled	on	the	handle.	The	door	was

barely	open	before	she	was	leaping	into	his	arms.	He	caught	her	with	a	fake	grunt
of 	 exhaustion.	 Sada	 turned	 to	 her	 desk	 and	 the	 papers	 on	 it	 she’d	 forgotten	 to
shuffle	and	sort.
‘Right,	sweetheart,’	she	heard	him	say	as	he	came	in	through	the	door.	‘Theatre’s

booked	for	five	so	we	haven’t	got	much	time.	Grab	your	stuff.	Oh,	and	don’t	forget
that	book	you	were	telling	me	about.	The	one	with	the	ancient	dragon	families	and
the	blood-fest	curse.	We	have	got	to	read	that.’
‘I	forgot.’	She	ran	back	to	her	room,	socked	feet	thumping	over	the	floor.
‘You	okay?’	he	asked,	as	soon	as	Jess	was	gone.
‘Sure,’	 she	 said,	half-turning	with	papers	 in	her	hand,	 important	ones	probably.

She	did	a	double-take.	‘You	didn’t	come	from	work?’
He	looked	down	at	his	faded	blue	jeans	and	casual	shirt	and	smiled,	a	broad	grin

that	echoed	his	daughter’s	excitement.	‘Not	today.	Thought	it	would	be	nice	for	Jess
to	know	she’s	had	me	for	the	entire	week.’
She	nodded	and	tried	to	smile	but	was	a	long	way	from	his	enthusiasm	right	now.

He	looked	relaxed,	incredibly	relaxed,	and	he	was	watching	her	closely.	She	turned
back	to	her	desk	and	he	moved	away,	circling	the	room.
‘You	had	enough	of 	this	place	yet?’
From	his	muffled	voice,	she	guessed	he	was	over	by	the	window	peering	out	to

the	laundromat	below.
She	glanced	to	the	heavens.	‘Nope.’
‘How	about	your	Green	Check,	you	had	it	done	this	year?	This	place	has	got	to

be	crippling	you	in	Green	Tax.	That	what	my	money’s	paying	for?’
‘Your	money	is	your	daughter’s,	Marcus,	not	mine.’



‘Come	on,	Sada,	swallow	your	damn	pride.’	His	voice	grew	louder	as	he	turned
from	the	view.	‘There	are	new	apartments	up	for	sale	by	me,	all	top	of 	the	range,
energy	 efficient.	Zero	Green	Tax,	 Sada.	Zero!	They’d	 be	 so	much	more	 suitable.
More	room.’	Wait	for	it...	‘I’d	get	it	for	you.’
She	turned	but	kept	her	voice	level.	‘No.’
‘Will	you	think	about	Jess?’
‘I	always	do.’
This	argument	was	out	of 	date	and	she	had	other	things	to	think	about.
‘I	 mean,’	 he	 wandered	 toward	 the	 open-plan	 kitchen,	 ‘do	 you	 even	 have	 a

dishwasher?’
‘Sure,	and	she’s	pretty	energy	efficient	for	a	seven-year-old.	Here	she	comes	now.’
Jess	 came	 skipping	 back	 into	 the	 room	with	 her	 shoes	 and	 coat	 on,	 backpack

slung	over	her	shoulder	and	book	in	her	hand.	‘Ready.’
‘No	you’re	not.’	Marcus’s	lips	curled	up	one	side	of 	his	face.
‘What?’	Jess	said,	her	laughter	echoing	around	the	room.
Yeah	Dad,	what	now?
‘You’ve	forgotten	about	Mom.’
‘Oh	yeah.’	Jess	ran	toward	her,	backpack	bouncing	against	her	back.
Sada	caught	hold	and	hugged	her	daughter	tight	even	when	she	tried	to	wriggle

free.	Once	she	had	her,	letting	go	was	a	lot	more	difficult.
‘It’s	 okay,	Mom,’	Marcus	 said,	 coming	 to	 take	hold	of 	his	daughter’s	hand.	 ‘I’ll

take	good	care	of 	her,	I	swear.	We’ll	call	you	tonight.	And	every	night.	Won’t	we,
sweetheart?’
After	they’d	 left,	closing	the	door	behind	them,	Sada	sank	to	the	floor,	wishing

more	than	anything	that	Marcus	would	give	her	a	reason	to	make	her	plans	to	leave
so	much	easier	than	he	currently	was.
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Jacob

Where	not	so	long	ago	Jacob	might	have	been	eager	 to	make	this	 transition	from
one	phase	of 	Tribe	 existence	 to	 another,	 his	 conversations	with	Daniel	 and	Sada
now	cast	doubt	over	what	the	future	under	Michael’s	doctrine	might	look	like.
Yet	 even	 as	 he	 questioned	 it,	 he	 struggled	 to	 contemplate	 the	 alternative.	 Just

these	past	weeks	alone	had	been	enough	to	summon	the	nightmares	of 	a	past	he
didn’t	want	to	confront.	And	he	reminded	himself 	that	Sada’s	world	was	not	one	he
could	be	sure	he’d	survive	in.	It	hadn’t	been	then,	so	why	would	it	be	now?	All	that
awaited	him	out	there	was	a	struggle	there	was	no	knowing	he	could	cope	with.
But	despite	his	mood,	his	attention	to	detail	on	the	new	accommodation	didn’t

waver.	If 	nothing	else,	he	could	at	least	ensure	Michael	and	the	men	were	moved	to
safety	before	he	made	 any	big	decisions;	 that	 is,	 providing	 they	weren’t	made	 for
him	in	the	meantime.
While	 two	teams	 labored	downstairs,	clearing	out	debris	and	scrubbing	at	dust-

ingrained	 tables	 and	 chairs,	 he	 worked	 alone	 upstairs,	 fixing	 wooden	 panels	 to
plastic	 sheets	 over	 broken	 windows,	 securing	 their	 sleeping	 quarters	 from	 the
elements.	He’d	been	hammering	used	nails	with	a	makeshift	mallet	for	over	an	hour
when	he	heard	footsteps	on	the	stairs	just	outside	the	room.	He	didn’t	need	to	turn
to	know	who	it	was.	A	peppermint	scent	preceded	his	visitor.
He	went	on	with	his	work	as	boots	thumped	and	scraped	over	the	dusty	wooden

floor	planks	behind	him,	coming	to	a	stop	at	the	glassless	window	beside	the	one
he	was	working	on.	Rafe	rested	his	hands	on	the	lintel	above	to	peer	out,	and	it	was
hard	to	miss	the	slight	smirk	he	seemed	to	wear	permanently	these	days.	Promising
himself 	he	wouldn’t	rise	to	it	this	time,	Jacob	picked	up	a	sheet	of 	clear	plastic,	held
it	against	a	gap	 in	one	of 	the	panes	and	sliced	a	square	with	the	rusting	penknife
he’d	found	in	the	tool	room	downstairs.
‘Doing	a	grand	job	there,	brother,’	his	unwanted	companion	said,	pushing	away



some	broken	glass	with	his	cloak	and	sitting	on	the	wooden	ledge.
He	didn’t	reply	but	heard	the	scrape	of 	stick	against	stone	followed	by	the	flare

of 	a	flame	as	Rafe	lit	a	cigarette.	He	heard	the	exhale,	knew	he	would’ve	got	a	lot
more	smoke	directed	his	way	if 	it	wasn’t	for	the	gentle	breeze	that	sent	it	away	from
him	 instead.	 Still,	 the	 smell	 of 	 burning	mint	 and	 herbs	 was	 strong,	 so	 strong	 it
almost	 masked	 the	 more	 familiar	 hint	 of 	 tobacco	 that	 he	 detected	 beneath	 it.
Where	it	had	come	from	would	be	less	easy	to	detect;	certainly	he’d	not	found	any
at	the	landfill.
He	picked	up	several	nails	from	the	floor,	began	hammering	the	plastic	sheet	in

place.	Only	when	he	paused	to	retrieve	more	nails	did	Rafe	speak.	‘Jacob,	can	I	have
a	word	before	you	go	on?’
He	ran	through	his	options	before	deciding	he	would	only	face	more	trouble	 if

he	refused.	The	request,	though	undoubtedly	brimming	with	personal	motive,	was
at	least	politely	made.	He	put	down	the	mallet.
‘Will	you	sit?’	Rafe	asked,	gesturing	to	the	ledge	beside	him.
‘I’m	good	here,	thanks.’
Blowing	out	 a	 cloud	of 	 smoke,	Rafe	 crushed	 the	butt	beneath	his	boot	before

flipping	it	out	the	window.	Running	a	hand	along	his	dark	beard,	he	sent	the	black
armor	across	his	arm	quivering.
‘I	realize,	brother,	things	haven’t	been	easy	for	you	lately.’
‘In	what	way?’
‘I	only	want	to	make	sure	that	all	our	members	are	well.’
Jacob	clamped	his	teeth	together	to	resist	the	urge	to	point	out	that	Daniel	and

Aaron	weren’t	so	kindly	treated.
‘The	 doctrine,	 as	 you	 know,	 brother,	 states	 that	 conflict	 destroys	 the	 male

character—’
‘As	 does	 judgement,’	 he	 shot	 back,	 and	 Rafe	 could	 no	 longer	 hide	 the	 smile

nudging	 the	 edge	 of 	 his	 lips,	 though	 he	 did	 his	 best	 to	 disguise	 it	 as	 something
more	friendly.
‘Course,’	he	said,	and	nodded.	‘Just	that,	if 	you	think	something’s	not	right	within

our	 Tribe,	 Jacob,	 it	 would	 probably	 be	 better	 for	 everyone	 if 	 you	 raise	 your
concerns	before	they...	Well,	before	they	make	themselves	known	in	other	ways.’
Jacob	glared	at	him.	‘You’re	right,	Rafe.	And	I’d	like	to	suggest	the	same	goes	for

you.	 You’ve	 not	 been	 yourself 	 lately.	 I’m	 not	 the	 only	 one	 who’s	 noticed.’	 He
watched	that	fixed	smile	falter	a	little.	They	both	knew	who	Michael	would	choose
if 	he	was	forced	to.	Hadn’t	he	already	done	so?	Shouldn’t	he	be	gone	by	now	and
not	still	standing	here,	building	for	their	future?



Rafe	nodded	and	rose	from	the	ledge,	walking	with	slow,	deliberate	steps	to	the
door.	But	when	he	reached	it	he	hesitated	and	turned	back.
‘You	know,	brother,’	he	 said,	 leaning	a	hand	against	 the	wooden	door	 frame.	 ‘I

once	heard	that	doubt	signals	the	beginning	of 	the	end	of 	all	relationships.	Once	it
gets	 in,	 it	 can’t	be	 so	 easily	 removed.	Like	woodworm.’	He	glanced	 to	 the	 frame,
broke	off 	a	piece	with	ease.	 ‘Even	 the	strongest	of 	wood	 isn’t	 resistant	 to	 it.’	He
crumbled	the	wood	between	his	fingers,	letting	the	splinters	fall	to	the	floor.	Then
with	a	slight	nod	of 	the	head,	he	left	Jacob	alone.

	
*
	

They	say	an	addict	 can	never	 remove	 that	 label	 regardless	of 	how	 long	he’s	been
clean.	 No	 matter	 the	 process,	 the	 fight,	 the	 physical	 torment,	 mental	 pain,
conditioning	and	tolerance,	one	hit	is	all	that’s	needed	to	take	him	back	there	to	the
shell	of 	a	living	thing	his	drug	of 	choice	once	turned	him	into.
After	 five	 years	 of 	 recovery,	 that	 never	made	more	 sense	 to	 Jacob	 than	 it	 did

right	now.	Even	 the	hint	of 	Rafe’s	 tobacco	had	 taunted	him	with	 the	promise	of
something	 intoxicating,	brain-numbing,	momentarily	 relieving,	 so	 that	he’d	 forced
himself 	to	resist	inhaling	the	second-hand	smoke	his	lungs	cried	out	for.
As	they	walked	back	from	the	factory	that	evening,	his	desire	to	get	away	burned

in	his	empty	chest.	He	dropped	out	of 	the	group	under	the	precept	of 	looking	for
nails	 in	 a	 disused	manufacturer’s	 on	 the	 other	 side	 of 	 the	 estate.	 Ignoring	Rafe’s
curious	stare,	he	split	from	them,	making	sure	before	he	headed	toward	the	city	that
he	was	not	being	followed.
It	was	a	warm	night	despite	the	approach	of 	winter	and	he	walked	with	his	hood

thrown	back,	grateful	to	feel	the	fresh	air	ruffle	his	hair	and	catch	the	back	of 	his
neck.	He	hoped	 it	would	help	 to	wash	away	Rafe’s	words,	his	 thinly	veiled	 threat
and	 the	niggling	concern	 that	he	was	probably	 right.	Commitment	was	one	 thing
but	it	only	ran	so	deep.	It	was	never	entirely	unconditional.	Already	Michael	spoke
with	him	 less	now	 than	he	used	 to,	 and	when	 they	did	 speak	 it	was	with	 care	 as
though	one	or	other	or	both	were	 treading	across	 a	very	 thin	 shard	of 	glass	 that
could	cut	deeply	or	shatter	beneath	them	at	any	moment.	Was	he	naïve	to	think	that
in	 time	 all	 this	would	 just	 pass	 over	 and	 things	would	 return	 the	way	 they	were?
That	 a	 change	 of 	 setting	 alone	 would	 be	 enough	 to	 repair	 the	 cracks	 that	 had
splintered	his	belief 	in	the	Tribe’s	purpose?
He	walked	quick,	 his	 feet	 already	 knowing	where	he	wanted	 to	 go	before	he’d

allowed	himself 	to	consciously	think	it.	Though	he’d	not	come	this	way	in	at	least
five	 years,	 it	 seemed	 he	 hadn’t	 forgotten	 the	 route.	 He	 marched	 with	 purpose,



certain	of 	his	path	as	the	familiar	sights	of 	the	old	downtown	came	into	view,	but
less	certain	with	each	step	of 	his	reasons	for	being	there.	He	had	nothing	on	him
of 	course,	hadn’t	 carried	money	or	needed	a	wallet	 for	 some	 time.	But	 that’s	not
really	what	he	was	coming	for.	Was	it?
Forty-five	 minutes	 later,	 his	 confident	 pace	 slowed	 as	 he	 neared	 the	 alleyway

where	 it	 had	 all	 begun.	 And	 as	 he	 rounded	 the	 corner,	 he	 stopped,	 his	 heart
slamming	 into	 his	 chest.	 The	 old	 building	 was	 still	 standing,	 its	 black	 exterior
rundown	 and	 rotten	 now	 but	 otherwise	 almost	 exactly	 as	 it	 was	 all	 those	 years
before.	Even	its	sign,	‘The	Alleycat’,	was	still	daubed	in	its	gold	lettering	above	the
frosted	windows.	But	 there	were	no	 lights	 on	behind	 the	 glass,	 the	double	 doors
were	chained	and	bolted,	no	one	hung	around	its	doors	trying	to	get	in	or	fighting
to	get	out.
All	the	same,	he	hadn’t	been	prepared	for	the	sight	of 	it.	He	assumed	they’d	have

pulled	 it	 down	by	now,	made	 room	 for	 something	more	palatable.	 It	would	have
made	it	easier	to	imagine	the	life	he’d	had	then	had	never	really	existed	at	all.	But
not	even	Prosperity	wanted	to	touch	this	part	of 	town	just	yet	it	seemed.
His	 legs	 trembled	 and	 he	 took	 a	 step	 back	 to	 lean	 against	 the	wall.	Memories

were	coming	back,	more	than	he	could	handle.	Images	of 	The	Doctor	putting	an
arm	around	his	younger	self 	–	too	young	to	be	in	there,	too	young	for	all	that	had
happened	and	all	that	came	after	–	buying	him	a	drink,	taking	him	under	his	wing.
Or	so	his	broken,	vulnerable	mind	had	thought.
Sinking	to	the	damp	stone	floor,	he	fought	the	nausea	welling	up	in	his	gut,	but

still	he	couldn’t	 take	his	eyes	from	the	old	place.	It	had	been	all	he	had	once,	 the
only	place	he’d	felt	safe.	It	was	only	now	he	recognized	that	he	couldn’t	have	been
less	safe.
Despite	the	years	in	between,	he	remembered	The	Doctor’s	face	well.	The	ear-to-

ear	smile	and	clear	blue	eyes,	promising	to	take	care	of 	him,	promising	to	give	him
everything	he	wanted	 and	 take	 away	 all	 that	he	didn’t.	And	he	hadn’t	 reneged	on
that	 score.	 At	 sixteen,	 beer	 and	 whiskey.	 Pills	 and	 coke	 by	 seventeen.	 Nineteen,
heroin.	Twenty-four,	anything	he	could	cook	and	shoot	into	any	last	vein	he	could
find,	anywhere	on	his	dying	body.
It	 had	 taken	 away	 everything	 he’d	 wanted	 to	 forget.	 And	 a	 hell	 of 	 a	 lot	more

besides.
He	dropped	his	 head	 to	 his	 hands,	 curled	his	 fingers	 in	 his	 hair,	 taking	 a	 long

deep	breath	to	fight	the	sickness	threatening	to	flood	into	his	throat.	It	wouldn’t	be
the	 first	 time	 he’d	 lain	 in	 this	 alleyway	 choking	 on	 vomit	 or	 sleeping	 off 	 an
overload.	 By	 the	 time	 Michael	 had	 found	 him	 thirteen	 years	 after	 that	 first



encounter	with	The	Doctor,	he’d	already	lost	eight	of 	his	nine	lives.	But	back	then
living	or	dying	wasn’t	his	concern.	Just	scoring.
So	what	was	his	concern	now?
His	 vision	 blurred.	 He’d	 believed	 The	 Doctor	 would	 take	 care	 of 	 him.	 Had

believed	The	Doctor’s	 friends	were	 his	 friends	 too,	 his	 new	 family.	 But	 in	 reality
he’d	had	no	one.	No	one	who	was	willing	to	help	him	when	he’d	gone	too	far.	No
one	who	 picked	 him	 up	 off 	 the	 floor	 and	made	 sure	 he	 could	make	 it	 through
another	day.	No	one	who	cared	enough	to	tell	him	he	needed	help.
No	one	until	Michael.
Jacob	lowered	his	hands	to	his	wet	face.	With	his	eyes	still	closed,	it	wasn’t	those

heady,	 foggy	days	of 	drink	 and	needles	 and	oblivion	he	 thought	of 	now,	but	 the
man	who’d	saved	him	from	them.	The	man	who	hadn’t	known	anything	about	him
or	where	he	came	from.	Hadn’t	known	what	he	was	capable	of 	or	how	troubled	he
was.	And	none	of 	that	had	mattered.	Unconditionally	Michael	had	offered	a	helping
hand.	More	 than	 that,	 he’d	 taken	 charge	 of 	 his	 recovery	when	 he	wasn’t	 able	 to
make	 that	 decision	 himself.	 Michael	 was	 the	 only	 one	 who	 had	 helped.	Was	 still
helping.
He	wiped	his	face	with	his	hand,	looked	one	last	time	to	the	place	that	had	been

set	 on	 destroying	 him,	 then	 got	 to	 his	 feet	 and	 began	 the	 long	walk	 back	 to	 the
warehouse	and	the	Tribe	he	owed	his	life	to.
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Sada

Sada	 was	 later	 than	 usual	 getting	 to	 the	 underpass.	 She	 had	 waited	 first	 for	 the
nightly	phone	call	from	Jess,	after	which	she’d	had	to	pull	herself 	together	enough
to	get	out	of 	the	house	and	make	the	lonely	walk	to	meet	with	Jacob	as	she’d	said
she	would.	Her	daughter	had	only	been	gone	two	days	but	it	was	already	feeling	like
two	weeks.	 She	missed	 her	 like	 crazy,	more	 so	 now	 that	 she	 knew	 their	 plans	 to
leave	would	have	to	be	brought	forward.
Not	only	was	she	starting	to	worry	for	their	safety,	she	was	also	concerned	about

Alex.	He	was	 still	meeting	with	 these	 gangs	 she	 knew	next	 to	nothing	 about	 but
whose	plans	she	feared	were	a	lot	more	radical	than	their	own	had	been.	He	was	a
young	vulnerable	kid,	no	matter	how	much	he	acted	like	he	wasn’t.	Which	was	more
than	 reason	 enough,	 she	 convinced	 herself,	 to	 hurry	 down	 the	 city’s	 back	 streets
again	to	speak	to	the	only	person	she	could	think	of 	who	might	be	able	to	help.
When	 at	 last	 she	 ducked	 out	 of 	 the	 spitting,	 non-committal	 rain	 and	 into	 the

cover	of 	their	meeting	point,	she	couldn’t	have	been	more	relieved	to	see	him	there
waiting.	Admittedly,	he	 looked	less	than	welcoming	with	his	arms	folded	and	eyes
shielded	beneath	their	cloth	guard,	but	that	was	nothing	unusual.
‘Hey,’	 she	 said.	Without	 a	 word	 he	 dropped	 his	 arms	 and	 gestured	 for	 her	 to

follow.
It	was	all	she	could	do	to	jog	behind	his	wide	strides	just	to	keep	up.	She	thought

about	 asking	 what	 this	 was	 all	 about	 but	 she	 was	 getting	 better	 these	 days	 at
knowing	when	to	speak	and	when	to	shut	up	around	him.	She	wrapped	her	woolen
coat	further	around	her	and	did	her	best	not	to	trip	as	they	skirted	past	weeds	and
stone	debris	only	visible	in	the	darkness	when	she	was	moments	from	catching	her
foot	on	them.	Twice	she	stumbled	and	almost	went	over	but	managed	to	keep	from
yelping	and	making	a	scene.	For	whatever	reason,	getting	to	their	destination	with
the	least	amount	of 	fuss	possible	seemed	to	be	the	objective	of 	this	brisk	exercise.



By	 the	 time	 they	 stopped	 and	 Jacob	 heaved	 open	 the	 door	 of 	 a	 small	 office
block,	ushering	her	inside,	she	was	out	of 	breath	and	had	to	lean	forward,	resting
her	 hands	 on	 her	 knees	 to	 settle	 herself.	 He	waited	 patiently...	Well,	 for	 all	 of 	 a
second,	before	mumbling	from	beneath	the	hood,	‘This	way’,	and	marching	up	the
stairs	without	her.
She	heaved	a	huge	sigh	but	hesitating	wasn’t	an	option,	not	when	he	was	the	one

who’d	 brought	 the	 torch.	 She	 trudged	 up	 the	 two	 flights	 of 	 steps	 behind	 him
before	entering	a	room	barely	big	enough	to	hold	its	two	desks	and	filing	cabinet,
all	neatly	draped	in	a	thick,	musty-smelling	shroud	of 	dust.
‘Jesus	Christ,’	she	puffed.	‘Are	we	in	training	for	something?	‘Cause	I	gotta	say,	I

think	I’m	ready.’
Jacob	placed	the	torch	on	the	filing	cabinet	and	pulled	a	wheeled	chair	out	from

behind	one	of 	the	desks.	He	ran	his	sleeve	across	it	to	wipe	the	top	layer	of 	dust
off 	and	pushed	it	across	the	floor	to	her.	She	sat	without	caring	if 	it	was	infested
with	dust	mites,	or	spiders,	or	anything	else	that	might	do	her	harm.	And	while	she
took	a	minute	to	catch	her	breath,	she	watched	him	push	the	desks	up	against	the
wall,	clearing	space	in	the	middle	of 	the	room.
‘Not	 a	 bad	 place,’	 she	 said,	 when	 her	 breathing	 had	 slowed	 enough	 to	 string

words	together.	‘This	our	new	meeting	point?	Not	sure	I’d	find	it	again.	But	at	least
it	doesn’t	smell	like	a	restroom.’
He	didn’t	 answer	 right	 away	but	 seemed	 to	be	peering	 into	 the	dim	corners	of

the	room	as	though	making	sure	he	hadn’t	missed	anything.
‘You’ll	be	safe	here,’	he	said	at	last.
‘Safe?’	She	 looked	round	the	room,	processing	what	he	might	mean.	When	her

gaze	returned	to	him,	her	nerve	endings	prickled,	as	if 	perhaps	he	knew	something
she	didn’t.	‘Take	off 	your	hood.’
He	didn’t.
‘Just	take	it	off.	Please.	I	can’t	talk	to	a	coat.’
As	his	fingers	gripped	the	edge	of 	the	hood	and	folded	it	back,	he	turned	to	the

window,	then	pulled	on	its	latch.
‘This	 window	 opens	 easy	 enough.	 Like	 this.’	 He	 demonstrated	 and	 closed	 it

again.	‘It’s	big	enough	for	you	both	to	get	through	–	you	and	your	daughter	–	if 	you
need	to.	The	first	floor	is	just	below	the	window	and—’
‘Why	the	hell	would	I	need	to	go	out	the	window?’
‘—there	are	refuse	bins	beneath	which	you	should	be	able	to	get	down	to	easily.

Worst	 care	 scenario,	 if 	 you’re	 followed	 here,	 that’s	 going	 to	 be	 your	 best	 escape
route.’



All	the	while	he	spoke	his	voice	was	low	and	quiet	and	he	kept	his	back	to	her.
‘Then	what?’	she	asked,	when	it	seemed	he’d	finished.
‘I	haven’t	thought	that	far	yet.	I’ll	need	to	scout	the	area	a	bit	more.’
‘Okay.	Some	plan	this	is.’
‘I’m	serious,’	he	snapped,	spinning	round	to	face	her.	‘Do	you	have	any	idea	what

danger	you	might	have	put	yourself 	 in?	You	think	Prosperity	won’t	 find	out	what
you’ve	been	doing?	They’re	probably	watching	you	already.’
‘Yes.	Thank	you.	I’m	fully	aware—’
‘Then	you’ll	be	glad	of 	somewhere	to	come	if 	you	need	to	escape	that	danger,	if

only	temporarily.’
His	hair,	so	dark	in	this	light,	covered	his	ears	in	thick	curls,	and	even	while	the

pale	white	 light	 from	 the	 torch	 reduced	 everything	 in	 the	 room	 to	blandness,	 his
blue	eyes	were	immune,	their	color	more	prominent	than	she’d	seen	them	before.
She	thought	about	Jess,	about	the	plans	she’d	made	that	her	daughter	had	no	idea

of 	yet,	the	ones	that	would	tear	her	away	from	her	father	and	her	friends	and	the
only	life	she’d	ever	known.	And	for	just	the	briefest	of 	moments	she	considered	it
might	 be	 better	 for	 everyone	 if 	 she	 were	 to	 go	 alone.	 But	 just	 as	 quickly	 she
remembered	what	the	real	purpose	of 	their	leaving	was.	This	was	not	about	her.	It
was	about	her	daughter.
‘Thanks,’	she	said,	dipping	her	head	to	her	lap	where	her	hands	were	folded	one

in	the	other.	‘I	appreciate	it.	But	we’ll	be	gone	soon.	Things	are	happening	fast	and
the	sooner	we	go	now,	the	better.’
She	looked	up	when	he	didn’t	reply,	noticing	that	despite	the	intensity	of 	his	stare

he	still	 looked	tired	and	pale,	as	 though	this	city	drained	the	 life	 from	him	a	 little
more	each	time	she	saw	him,	just	as	it	was	draining	her.
‘Why	don’t	you	come	with	us?’	she	asked.	He	shook	his	head	but	she	went	on,

‘There	are	places,	where	you	can	be	free,	freer	than	here.	Your	tribe	too.	You	could
still	live	as	you	want.	But	without	this...’	She	mimed	pulling	up	the	hood.
He	moved	away	from	the	window,	sat	on	the	floor	against	the	wall.	‘Those	places

are	in	books.	They’re	not	real.’
‘Because	you’d	know	that,	wouldn’t	you?’	She	smiled	even	though	his	obstinacy

was	rattling	her	again.	‘Without	your	watches	and	internet	connection,	you’d	know
all	about	what	life	is	like	out	there.	Do	you	have	any	idea	how	things	have	changed,
Jacob?	Do	you	have	any	idea	what’s	beyond	this	city?’
He	rubbed	a	finger	over	his	bottom	lip.	‘Life	is	life.	No	matter	where	you	are.’
She	shook	her	head	and	looked	away	from	him	toward	the	window.	She	knew	he

was	right.	But	when	your	problems	started	with	the	place	you	were	living	in,	then



surely	removing	yourself 	from	that	place	was	the	first	answer.	Why	was	no	one	but
her	willing	to	make	the	change?	What	invisible	hold	did	this	city	have	over	them	all?
Looking	back	to	the	man	sat	half 	in	shadow	under	the	torchlight,	she	wondered

just	what	sort	of 	life	he’d	come	from	that	made	the	one	he	lived	now	seem	the	best
option.	What	 could	have	driven	him	out	of 	 society	 so	 completely?	He	gave	 little
away	 in	his	expression	and	demeanor.	Some	might	say	he	carried	himself 	with	an
unassuming	 quiet	 confidence,	 but	 she’d	 interviewed	 hundreds	 of 	 people	 in	 her
career	and	knew	when	the	real	story	wasn’t	being	told.	Whatever	his	was,	he	wanted
to	 tell	 it.	 She	could	 almost	 feel	 it	 seeping	 from	him.	He	 just	didn’t	know	how	 to
start.
‘What	is	it	you	really	want,	Jacob?’
His	 eyes	 flicked	up	 to	hers	 as	 though	he’d	been	 lost	 in	 thought	 elsewhere	 and

forgotten	she	was	there.	‘Nothing.	I	want	nothing.’
‘Everybody	 wants	 something.	 Even	 monks	 want	 something.	 Buddhists	 want

something.	Everyone	has	a	goal,	Jacob,	otherwise	what’s	the	point?’
‘The	point	is	to	want	for	nothing.’
‘What	about	when	you	were	a	child?	What	did	you	want	 to	be	when	you	grew

up?’
It	was	the	slightest	of 	movements	and	quick,	but	his	whole	body	jerked	when	she

asked	the	question,	as	though	she’d	prodded	him	with	a	hot	poker.
‘I	don’t	think	about	then.’
‘Come	 on,’	 she	 said,	 her	 voice	 teasing	 but	 her	 instincts	 piqued.	 ‘What	 was	 it?

Pilot?	Fireman?	Astronaut?	No,	don’t	tell	me,	teach—’
‘To	 forget,’	 he	 snapped,	 and	 his	 blue	 eyes	 flared	 before	 plunging	 again	 into

shadow.	‘That’s	what	I	want.	That’s	all	I	want.’
She	recognized	the	complex	mix	of 	fear	and	fury	in	his	eyes,	the	same	she’d	seen

that	day	he	saved	her	and	again	when	she	first	spoke	to	him	outside	the	warehouse.
It	was	 both	 terrifying	 and	pitiful	 at	 the	 same	 time,	 and	 she	 considered	 how	very
little	she	really	knew	perhaps	about	what	went	on	in	some	people’s	lives.	She	always
assumed	 she’d	 heard	 it	 all	 by	 now,	 that	 nothing	 could	 shock	 or	 surprise	 her	 any
more,	but	what	if 	it	could?	Despite	everything,	her	own	father	had	loved	her.	He’d
kept	her	fed	and	he’d	kept	her	safe	even	after	being	landed	without	choice	with	the
weight	 of 	 single	 parenthood.	Being	mom,	 dad	 and	 breadwinner	was	 undoubtedly
not	 the	 life	 he’d	 envisaged	 for	 himself,	 yet	 he	 never	 complained.	Mommy	 issues
aside,	she’d	only	ever	really	known	love.	Even	Marcus...
‘Where	are	your	family,	Jacob?’	she	asked	quietly,	so	as	not	to	scare	him	away.
Though	not	quiet	enough.



He	got	up	from	the	floor,	brushing	the	dust	from	his	hands	on	the	cloak.	‘Won’t
you	listen?’	His	voice	was	low,	brusque.	‘What	kind	of 	journalist	are	you?’
He	strode	from	the	room	and	for	a	moment	she	thought	he’d	gone	again,	until

she	 heard	 the	 echo	 of 	 boots	 from	 somewhere	 beyond	 the	 hallway.	 She	 got	 up,
picking	up	the	torch	and	following	the	sound	into	a	larger	room	opposite.	He	was
sat	 at	 a	desk	 at	 the	 front	of 	 the	 room,	his	hands	 clasped	 together	on	 its	 surface,
hood	back	in	place	over	his	face.
‘I’m	sorry.’	She	placed	the	torch	on	the	edge	of 	the	desk.	‘I’m	an	idiot.	You	know

that	about	me	already.’
He	didn’t	 reply,	 just	 tilted	his	 head	 away	 from	her.	 She	walked	 across	 the	 long

narrow	 room,	 filled	 with	 rows	 of 	 plastic	 chairs	 and	 tables	 just	 large	 enough	 for
holding	a	laptop	or	tablet.	She	ran	her	finger	over	them	as	she	weaved	up	and	down
the	aisles,	collecting	years	of 	dust	on	her	skin.	It	must	have	been	a	training	room	or
meeting	 facility	 once.	 She	 wondered	 who’d	 sat	 in	 these	 seats	 and	 what	 they’d
learned,	whether	it	had	been	worth	it.
Pulling	out	one	of 	 the	 chairs	 in	 the	middle	of 	 the	 row,	 she	 sat	 and	 folded	her

hands	in	her	lap.	‘No	prizes	for	guessing	what	I	wanted	to	be.	Guess	you	could	say
all	my	dreams	came	true.	Despite	the	odds.’
She	raised	her	tired	eyes	to	the	ceiling	for	a	moment	and	then	looked	back	to	him

at	the	front	of 	the	room,	his	broad	frame	filling	the	desk	space.	She	could	almost
see	him	as	a	teacher,	without	the	creepy	hood	of 	course.	‘So	what	can	you	teach	me
today,	Sir?’
He	 lifted	 his	 head	 a	 little,	 enough	 to	 be	 able	 to	 see	 where	 she	 was	 maybe.

‘Nothing	you’d	wanna	know.’
‘Surprise	me.’
‘It	would.	But	not	in	a	good	way.’
He	 raised	his	hands	 to	his	hood	 and	pushed	 it	 back	 from	his	 face	once	 again,

letting	 it	 slide	 back	 to	 fall	 across	 his	 shoulders.	 She	waited	 for	 him	 to	 say	more,
perhaps	begin	his	story,	but	all	that	followed	was	silence.
‘I	know	someone	else	who	won’t	 leave	 this	damned	city	behind.’	She	smiled	as

she	 thought	 of 	Alex.	 ‘He’s	 a	 good	 kid.	A	 little	 lively.	 But	 he’d	 be	 good	 for	 your
Tribe,	I’m	sure.’
‘Doesn’t	sound	like	he’s	ready.’
‘What	do	you	mean?’
‘If 	he’s	lively,	he	doesn’t	need	the	Tribe.’
‘Alex	 has...	 He’s	 had	 a	 troubled	 background.’	 She	 chose	 her	 words	 carefully,

feeling	he	might	 recognize	 that	 at	 least.	 ‘And	now	he’s	 involving	himself 	 in	 stuff



I’m	not	sure	he	can	handle.	I’m	worried	for	him.	For	what	will	happen	to	him	when
I’m	gone.’	He	was	holding	her	gaze,	 listening	carefully.	 ‘He	has	no	one	else	who’ll
watch	out	for	him.’
‘What	stuff?’
‘Gangs.	Not	tribes,	I	don’t	think.	These	are	political.	Angry	types,	you	know?’	She

shivered,	folded	her	arms	across	her	chest.	 ‘If 	you	think	I’m	in	danger,	 I	dread	 to
think	what	he’s	in.’
Jacob	 shook	his	 head.	 ‘They’re	 not	 likely	 to	be	 tribes.	Ours,	 at	 least,	 is	 past	 all

that.	But	he’d	have	to	find	his	own	way	to	us	when	he’s	ready.	Which	by	the	sound
of 	it	he	will	be	eventually.	When	he	stops	being	angry.’
She	sighed	and	looked	away.	She	wasn’t	sure	Alex	would	ever	stop	being	angry,

nor	could	she	see	him	agreeing	to	give	up	the	good	fight	to	live	a	monk’s	existence
on	the	perimeter	of 	society.
She’d	barely	seen	him	at	all	lately,	not	since	they	both	agreed	it	was	best	to	lay	off

the	 newsletters	 for	 a	 while	 after	 Don’s	 insinuations	 and	 her	 concerns	 at	 being
followed.	She’d	even	suggested	the	time	had	come	for	them	to	stop	altogether,	that
maybe	they’d	done	their	bit	and	should	now	put	safety	first.	He	agreed	she	should
step	back	but	had	said	nothing	about	himself.
Whether	he	liked	it	or	not,	she	would	need	to	speak	to	him,	get	to	the	bottom	of

what	his	plans	were	and	at	least	tell	him	where	to	find	the	Tribe.	A	sanctuary,	Jacob
had	called	it.	A	safe	place.
‘When	are	you	leaving?’	he	asked,	snapping	her	from	her	thoughts.
‘Sooner	than	expected.	Next	couple	of 	weeks	maybe.’
‘Why	sooner?’
She	shrugged.	 ‘I	don’t	really	know.	I	guess	everything	 just	feels	so	unsettled,	so

uncertain.’	She	hesitated.	‘And	I’m	scared.’
‘Of 	what?’
Tears	prickled	behind	her	eyes	though	she	didn’t	know	why.	Maybe	because	what

she	was	 saying	 out	 loud	was	 the	 first	 thing	 that	 came	 to	mind	 rather	 than	 being
filtered	as	her	thoughts	normally	were.	Or	maybe	because	after	all	the	planning,	she
was	now	on	the	cusp	of 	acting	on	the	biggest	decision	of 	her	life	with	no	idea	if 	it
was	right	or	not	and	no	idea	whether	she	could	actually	go	through	with	it.
She	shrugged	again,	 laughed	to	cover	her	ineptitude	and	swiped	at	the	tear	that

hadn’t	yet	fallen	from	the	corner	of 	her	eye.
‘We’re	moving	too.’
‘You	are?’
‘Not	 far.	We’re	growing	 in	numbers,	 so	we	need	somewhere	bigger.	Plus,	we’re



going	before	we’re	pushed	out.’	He	pointed	a	 thumb	over	his	shoulder,	 indicating
the	city	and	those	who	controlled	and	steamrollered	it.
‘When	are	you	going?’
‘Next	couple	of 	weeks	maybe,’	he	said,	 imitating	her	own	words,	and	when	she

laughed	a	small	smile	lifted	the	edge	of 	his	lips	too,	shifting	that	harrowed	look	he
carried,	if 	only	for	a	moment.
‘Well,	 there	 are	 enough	 empty	buildings	 longing	 for	 some	company	 again.’	 She

looked	around	at	the	bare	walls.	 ‘My	old	school’s	not	too	far	from	here.	Plenty	of
room	for	you	lot	in	there.’
‘We’ve	already	found	somewhere.	And	anyway	there	are	some	places	we	won’t	go.

Schools	are	one	of 	them.’
‘Does	it	matter?	An	old	school	would	be	perfect.	All	the	rooms,	desks,	canteens,

open	space—’
‘It	matters	to	some,	okay?	Not	me,	but	to	some.’	The	crook	of 	his	finger	pressed

against	his	lip	as	his	face	clouded.	‘No	schools,	no	churches.’
Sada	thought	about	that,	about	what	he	was	really	saying.	And	as	he	dipped	his

head,	blocking	her	from	his	line	of 	sight	perhaps,	she	looked	at	the	waves	of 	brown
locks	 crisscrossing	 the	 top	 of 	 his	 head	 and	 felt	 guilt	 slide	 over	 her	 like	 quick-
thawing	ice.	If 	ever	in	the	short	time	she’d	known	him	she	wanted	to	reach	out	and
smash	that	impenetrable	barrier	between	them,	this	occasion	was	the	most	difficult
to	resist.
She	had	bitched	about	her	boss	and	stamped	her	foot	over	the	 lack	of 	fairness

she	had	 to	endure,	 the	moral	high-ground	 that	narrowed	her	choices,	 and	he	had
listened	 –	 all	 the	 while	 carrying	 knowledge	 of 	 injustices	 far	 heavier	 than	 hers.
Whoever	 said	 this	 was	 a	 man’s	 world	 had	 seriously	 misinterpreted	 the	 facts.	 It
seemed	there	was	no	hiding	from	ignorance,	least	of 	all	her	own.
‘You’re	not	really	free,	are	you?’	she	said,	her	voice	quiet	but	hollow	in	the	empty

room.	‘Any	of 	you.	You’re	all	angry.	The	Tribe	is	your	statement,	your	stand.’
For	a	moment	he	didn’t	move,	though	she	thought	she	caught	a	subtle	shake	of

the	head,	a	slight	smile	at	the	corner	of 	his	mouth.	Then	he	got	up	from	the	desk
and	raised	his	head	to	look	at	her.	Not	a	smile	then,	but	a	smirk.
‘Now	you’re	judging,’	he	said,	his	voice	a	rumble,	his	glare	steady	but	seeming	to

pass	 right	 through	 her.	 ‘This	 is	 why	 we	 have	 the	 Tribe.	 To	 get	 away	 from
judgement.’	 He	 snorted.	 ‘I	 don’t	 need	 to	 explain	 to	 you	 what	 we	 are.	 It	 doesn’t
matter	to	you	or	anyone	else.	It	only	matters	to	us.’
When	his	voice	 rose,	 she	got	up	 from	her	 seat	 and	walked	 to	 the	 front	of 	 the

room	where	he	stood.	She	tried	to	catch	his	gaze	but	he	ducked	his	head	away	from



the	light	of 	the	torch,	away	from	her.
‘It	does	matter,	Jacob.’	She	gripped	the	edge	of 	the	desk	to	resist	reaching	out	to

him.	‘We	judge	because	it	matters.	Because	we	all	matter.’
He	took	a	step	toward	the	window	but	just	as	swiftly	turned	back.	‘You	think	I’m

not	free,	but	you’re	the	one	doing	all	the	hiding	and	running.’	His	voice	was	louder,
firmer,	his	eyes	defiant,	their	intensity	taking	her	by	surprise.	‘So	your	little	printing
venture	 eases	 your	 conscience.	Makes	 you	 feel	 like	 you’re	 not	 entirely	 compliant
with	everything	Prosperity	does.	But	you	can’t	even	put	your	name	to	it.	You	can’t
commit.’
‘You	know	why.	My	hands	are	tied.’
‘Only	by	you.’
‘Jessica—’
‘Sure,	 Jessica,’	he	 interrupted,	 the	name	 strange	coming	 from	his	 lips.	 ‘So	what

are	you	teaching	her,	huh?	What	is	she	learning	from	Mommy?’	There	was	a	spark
in	his	eye	that	she’d	seen	once	before;	 it	had	frightened	her	then.	 ‘Oh	yeah,	that’s
right.	That	it’s	okay	to	have	principles,	so	long	as	you	hide	them	away	and	do	what
you’re	told—’
Her	hand	was	across	his	face	even	before	she	knew	what	she	was	doing.	Barely	a

moment	 ago	 she’d	wanted	 to	 cry	 for	 him,	 now	 all	 she	 saw	was	what	 damage	 he
could	do.	Everything	she	had	done,	she’d	done	for	Jess,	for	her	daughter.	Everything.
No	one	else	mattered	to	her	as	much	as	she	did.	No	one	even	came	close.
Her	palm	tingled	as	the	blood	rushed	into	it.
‘Fine	one	you	are	to	tell	me	about	judging,’	she	seethed,	as	her	throat	constricted.

She	marched	from	the	room	before	the	tears	could	fall.



25
	

Jacob

The	first	thing	Jacob	felt	was	overwhelming	relief.	He	hadn’t	quite	reached	the	steps
of 	the	country-and-western	house	when	someone	he	knew	well	blocked	his	path.
‘Hey,	how	you	doing,	pal?’	An	arm	went	round	his	shoulder,	patted	his	bare	arm

just	below	the	sleeve	of 	his	t-shirt.	‘Haven’t	seen	you	in	ages.’
Jacob	returned	the	smile.	He	hadn’t	really	wanted	to	go	 inside	anyway,	 truth	be

told,	and	it	was	good	to	see	a	friendly	face.	It’d	been	a	long	time.
‘So,	my	old	friend,	how’s	about	coming	with	us,	then?’
He	looked	around	but	couldn’t	see	anyone	else.
‘Couple	of 	cold	ones,	don’t	you	think?’
The	idea	was	welcoming.	He’d	been	having	a	tough	time.	And	now	he	came	to

think	about	it,	he’d	love	a	beer.	When	was	the	last	time	he’d	had	one?
‘Sure,’	he	heard	a	voice	say.	His	own.
‘That’s	the	way.’	His	friend	beamed	from	ear	to	ear,	clapped	him	on	the	shoulder.
Jacob	turned	around	and	with	his	friend’s	backing	they	stepped	past	the	bouncers

and	 into	 the	 crowded	bar	with	 ease.	 It	was	 a	 familiar	 sight	 and	he	 grinned	 to	be
back.	Music	blared	over	the	speakers,	so	loud	it	thumped	through	his	chest,	some
obscure	Skrillex	dance	thing.	The	air	was	heady	with	smoke	and	spirits.	It	was	like
coming	home.
The	Doctor	 turned	back,	shouted	over	 the	noise	 into	his	ear.	 ‘Actually,	I’ve	got

something	a	bit	stronger	for	you	out	back.’	He	winked.
Jacob	pushed	through	the	crowd,	heard	someone	laughing.	He	looked	about	him

before	realizing	it	had	been	so	long	he	hadn’t	recognized	that	laughter	as	his	own.
The	Doctor	glanced	back	and	smiled,	waving	him	onward	through	the	crowd.	His
heart	ballooned.	He’d	missed	this,	really	missed	it.
He	followed	his	friend	through	a	black	wooden	door	and	into	the	room	beyond.

It	was	dark	in	there	and	quieter.	Cigarette	smoke	hung	in	the	air	with	no	window	to



escape	through.	Jacob	breathed	it	 in,	felt	a	restlessness	growing	within	him	mixed
with	excitement.	He	shuffled	between	one	foot	and	the	other	as	The	Doctor	threw
himself 	 down	 on	 the	 battered	 leather	 sofa	 beside	 two	 guys	 who’d	 already	 been
sampling	the	refreshments	by	the	looks	of 	them.
A	noise	 from	the	corner	of 	 the	 room	caught	his	attention	and	he	peered	over,

seeing	a	girl	slide	to	a	prone	position	across	the	floor,	a	pool	of 	vomit	circling	the
tiles	around	her	head	like	some	artist’s	depiction	of 	a	halo.	The	devil’s	angel.
‘Never	mind	that,	pal.	Here	you	go.’
Jacob	 had	 wanted	 to	 say	 he	 thought	 he	 knew	 the	 girl	 but	 he	 was	 already

distracted	by	what	The	Doctor	was	 laying	out	 for	him	 across	 the	 glass	 table	 top.
Tap,	tap,	tap.	He	had	chopped	and	sorted	two	short	neat	lines,	looking	up	with	that
lopsided	grin	that	meant	the	game	was	on.	The	Doctor	was	nothing	if 	not	precise.
‘First	course,	sunshine.	Just	a	little	K	bump	to	get	you	nice	and	relaxed,’	he	said,

offering	 the	 grainy	 white	 powder	 to	 him.	 ‘You	 deserve	 it.	 After	 all	 you’ve	 been
through.	Careful,	mind.	This	one’s	got	a	kick	on	her.’
He	 approached	 the	 table,	 sat	 next	 to	 his	 old	 friend.	 As	 he	 did,	 The	 Doctor

nudged	him.	 ‘Hey.	And	I’ve	got	something	else	for	 later	on.	You’re	gonna	 love	 it.
It’s	all	yours,	man.	‘Cause	you’re	my	pal.	You	know	that,	right?’
Jacob	 nodded	 and	 smiled.	He	 leaned	 toward	 the	 table,	 blocked	 his	 left	 nostril

with	his	index	finger	and	inhaled	fast.	He	blocked	the	right	one	and	did	the	same,
brushing	his	knuckles	over	his	nose,	savoring	that	moment	before	he	knew	it	would
hit.	The	Doctor	clapped	him	on	the	back	again,	and	Jacob	smiled	a	big	broad	grin,
resting	back	against	the	leather	couch	and	waiting	for	all	the	bad	stuff 	that	had	been
going	on	to	leave	his	body,	leave	his	mind.	He	closed	his	eyes,	felt	himself 	melting
into	the	chair	beneath	him,	everything	dissolving	away,	all	but	the	peaceful	warmth
and	serenity	of 	contentment—
‘Jacob!’
‘Sure,’	 he	 said,	 and	 felt	 the	 smile	 across	 his	 own	 lips	 widen,	 splitting	 his	 face

through	the	middle	and	relaxing	the	muscles	in	his	jaw.
‘Jacob!’	 The	 voice	 yelled	 louder	 in	 his	 ear	 and	 this	 time	 he	 shot	 forward,	 eyes

flying	open.
In	front	of 	him	was	a	tube	of 	plastic,	held	between	thumb	and	forefinger.	And

inside	the	tube,	magnified,	was	every	particle	that	added	up	to	the	entire	molecular
structure	of 	the	amber	 liquid.	His	eyes	followed	along	the	tube	to	the	needle	and
the	sharp	sculpted	tip	that	carried	just	the	tiniest	drop	of 	fluid	balancing	on	its	top.
He	reached	for	the	syringe	but	couldn’t	grasp	it.	Tried	again,	leaning	forward	in	the
chair,	but	 it	moved	out	of 	his	 reach,	getting	 less	clear	now	as	 it	moved	away.	He



already	knew	how	it	would	feel,	the	pinprick	piercing	the	skin	on	his	forearm,	the
press	of 	the	plastic	plunger	and	the	intense,	rich,	beautiful	warmth	that	would	rush
up	his	arm	before	pulsing	off 	in	all	directions,	to	his	head,	his	gut,	his	chest,	taking
over	all	other	sensation	and	sending	his	body	and	mind	over	the	edge	together.	He
jumped	forward	in	the	seat,	desperate	to	grab	hold	of 	the	syringe	but	it	was	yanked
from	him	one	final	time,	and	his	legs	like	lead	wouldn’t	take	him	any	further.
‘What	 the	 fuck,	Doc—’	he	began,	but	 stopped	when	he	noticed.	 It	wasn’t	The

Doctor’s	face	he	saw	beside	him	but	someone	else’s.
‘Michael?’
‘It’s	okay,	brother,’	Michael	said,	smiling,	though	his	brows	were	furrowed.	‘This

will	take	everything	away.	You’ll	feel	brand	new	after	it,	I	promise	you.’
‘What	are	you	doing	here?’
‘Taking	care	of 	you,	son.	Haven’t	I	always?’
The	syringe	came	back	into	sight.	He	was	holding	it	up	for	Jacob	to	take.
‘It’s	strong	stuff,	mind,’	he	went	on.	 ‘You	think	you	can	handle	it,	pal?’	Michael

brought	the	needle	closer.
He	reached	for	it	in	slow	motion,	fearing	it	would	disappear	if 	he	went	too	fast.

But	 as	his	 fingertips	brushed	 the	plastic,	he	heard	a	whimper	 from	 the	corner	of
the	room.	His	head	was	heavy,	almost	too	heavy	to	hold	up,	but	he	forced	it	to	turn
in	 the	 direction	of 	 the	 noise.	The	 girl	 on	 the	 floor	was	 getting	 up.	Her	 hair	was
everywhere,	covering	her	face,	but	he	remembered	who	it	was	now.
‘Don’t	 worry	 about	 her,	 son,	 she’s	 good,’	 said	 the	 voice	 beside	 him.	Michael’s

voice.	‘Here.	Take	a	hit.	One	is	all	you	need.’
He	ignored	the	voice	and	tried	to	move	toward	the	girl,	tried	to	reach	out	to	help

her	up.	She	was	crying,	he	could	hear	her	sobbing,	but	no	one	was	helping	her.	He
tried	to	speak,	to	say	her	name,	but	the	word	wouldn’t	come	out.
‘Here	you	go,	pal,’	the	voice	kept	repeating.
He	stretched	as	far	forward	as	he	could,	his	skin	almost	tearing	with	the	effort.

At	last	his	fingers	brushed	the	girl’s	arm.	It	was	enough.	She	turned	her	body	in	his
direction,	 wobbling	 on	 shaky	 legs.	 And	 as	 she	 straightened,	 he	 saw	 the	 scarlet
smudges	on	her	white	cotton	blouse,	more	down	her	neck,	and	 the	 two	red	 lines
that	ran	from	her	nose	to	her	lips.	Her	cheeks	were	blood-streaked	where	her	tears
should	 have	 been,	 and	 she	 raised	 her	 quivering	 hands,	 turning	 her	 palms	 out	 to
show	 him	 how	 the	 thick	 blood	 ran	 from	 her	 fingers	 and	 dripped	 to	 the	 floor.
Finally,	her	eyelids	lifted	until	two	wide	pools	of 	bottomless	green	ocean,	met	with
his.	And	she	pleaded,	silent	and	helpless.

	



*
	

Jacob	sat	in	the	courtyard	in	the	early	hours	of 	the	morning	and	looked	up	to	the
cloudless	black	sky.	There	was	only	a	sliver	of 	a	moon	tonight	but	an	abundance	of
stars	whose	clarity	for	some	reason	brought	a	lump	to	his	throat.	The	cool	air	dried
the	sweat	still	clinging	to	his	skin	after	he’d	woken	in	terror,	and	he	shivered	now
and	pulled	the	cloak	tight	around	him.
He	didn’t	know	how	to	make	the	nightmares	stop.	Didn’t	know	what	it	was	they

were	trying	to	tell	him,	other	than	bringing	back	pieces	of 	a	past	it	only	taunted	him
to	remember.	Come	with	us,	Sada	had	said	yesterday	before	he’d	 spoken	 the	words
that	hurt	her.	But	could	he	really?	What	sort	of 	life	awaited	him	outside	of 	the	city?
A	world	that	would	force	him	back	to	his	past?	He	would	need	to	be	strong	enough
to	resist	what	might	be	offered	to	him	when	he	got	there.	Would	he	go	looking	for
it,	given	the	chance?	Once	an	addict...
Be	a	man,	son.
He	leaned	forward,	rested	his	head	in	his	hands.	He	couldn’t	leave	Michael.	The

dream	 had	 been	 wrong	 about	 that,	 his	 conscience	 replacing	 The	 Doctor	 with
Michael	 in	 some	 bizarre	 Freudian	 reversal	 of 	 real-life	 events.	 Or	 was	 his	 brain
trying	 to	 tell	 him	 that	 he’d	 been	 naïve	 to	 exchange	 one	 pusher	 for	 another,	 the
drug-pusher	 for	 the	 doctrine-pusher?	 He	 didn’t	 like	 to	 think	 so,	 but	 he	 hadn’t
thought	at	 all	back	 then,	had	he?	 Is	 it	 a	 choice,	Sada	had	 asked	him	and	he’d	been
annoyed	 at	 her	 question.	 Now	 he	 could	 see	 his	 annoyance	 was	 because	 her
implications	 had	 been	 valid.	Had	 he	 just	 been	 blinded	 by	Michael’s	 benevolence,
brainwashed	into	an	existence	that	went	against	the	natural	order	of 	things?	And	if
so,	then	what	was	he	supposed	to	be	doing	instead?
He	sat	upright	and	leaned	his	head	against	the	wall	behind	him,	touching	the	spot

on	his	face	where	she’d	slapped	him.	And	who	could	blame	her?	She	had	at	 least
seen	a	little	of 	who	he	really	was.	Perhaps	it	would	be	enough	for	her	to	retract	her
offer	and	at	least	take	that	option	away	from	him,	reduce	his	choices	once	again.
He	had	wanted	her	gone	once	and	now	she	probably	was.	Which	only	 left	him

with	two	choices.
Stay	with	the	Tribe	and	bury	the	nightmares.	Or	leave	it	and	confront	them.
	

*
	

It	 was	 only	 Thursday,	 not	 their	 usual	 meeting	 night,	 but	 he	 left	 the	 factory
refurbishments	early	and	with	brisk	long	strides	made	his	way	to	the	underpass.	If
she	went	to	the	office	instead	he	would	at	least	see	her	come	by	this	way.	It	was	just



getting	dark	as	he	sat	himself 	down	on	the	cold	concrete	floor	and	prepared	for	a
wait	that	was	likely	to	reap	no	reward.	Still,	he	had	to	try	to	sort	out	this	mess	he’d
gotten	into,	put	it	to	rest	once	and	for	all.	He	feared	another	night	going	by	without
at	 least	 having	 done	 that.	 And	 if 	 not	 tonight,	 he’d	 come	 every	 night	 until	 she
returned.	If 	she	did	at	all.
But	barely	twenty	minutes	later	he	heard	hurrying	footsteps	approach.	He	got	up

just	as	she	entered	the	underpass	and	stopped	sudden,	her	mouth	open,	appearing
almost	 as	 surprised	 as	 he	 was	 that	 they	 were	 both	 there.	 Neither	 said	 anything
immediately,	then	just	as	she	took	a	breath	to	begin,	he	spoke	first.	‘I	wanted	to	say
sorry.’
She	looked	first	to	the	floor	and	then	back	to	him.	‘Yes,	me	too.	I	shouldn’t	have

hit	you.	I’m	not	usually	a	violent	person.’	The	spark	had	gone	from	her	voice,	that
whisper	of 	humor	or	sarcasm	that	often	laced	her	words.
‘We	all	are	when	pushed.’
‘It’s	 no	 excuse.’	 She	 folded	 her	 arms.	 ‘You	 were	 right.	 Neither	 of 	 us	 have

understood	each	other	very	well.’
Her	seriousness	made	her	seem	different.	No	air	of 	confidence	or	sharp-witted

retorts,	 no	 curious	 glare	 or	 feigned	 exuberance.	 This	 was	 the	 real	 Sada	 he	 was
seeing.	 The	 unmasked	 one,	 perhaps.	 And	 somehow	 this	 unsettled	 him	 far	 more
than	the	theatrics	had.	He	hadn’t	expected	this	swift	retreat	from	her,	but	it	would
at	least	make	what	he	had	to	say	a	lot	easier.
‘We	 can’t	meet	 any	more,’	 he	 stated,	 as	 clear	 and	 firm	 as	 she’d	 spoken	 to	him.

‘You	know	where	the	shelter	is	if 	you	need	it.	You	and	your	daughter	can	go	there
and	be	safe,	at	least	for	a	little	while.	But	I’m	sorry,	I	can’t	help	your	friend.’
He	waited	 for	 her	 agreement	 and	 understanding.	 But	 it	 never	 came.	 Instead	 a

small	smile	nudged	at	the	edge	of 	her	 lips.	She	shook	her	head,	 looked	about	the
underpass	as	though	seeing	it	for	the	first	time.	Or	the	last.	And	when	her	gaze	at
last	returned	to	his,	there	was	no	sign	of 	humor	there.
‘You’re	 no	 different,	 are	 you?	 You	 and	 your	 tribe.	 You’re	 just	 another	 one	 of

those	 elite	 groups	 looking	 down	 on	 the	 rest	 of 	 us,	 convinced	 we’re	 all	 doing	 it
wrong	while	 you’ve	 got	 everything	 figured	 out.	Well	 fuck	 you,	 Jacob.	Thanks	 for
what	you	did	for	me,	but	fuck	you.’
Her	voice,	low	and	steady,	made	the	words	she	spoke	seem	all	the	more	forceful.

She	turned	and	walked	away,	but	this	wasn’t	 the	way	 it	was	supposed	to	go.	More
bad	feeling	would	only	stoke	the	nightmares	so	they’d	never	end.
‘I	never	wanted	 this,	 remember?’	he	called,	and	she	stopped.	 ‘I	was	clear	about

that.	 This	 is	 why	 the	 Tribe	 exists.	 So	 we	 don’t	 have	 to	 deal	 with	 everyone’s



emotions,	expectations,	pressure—’
‘Pressure,’	 she	 laughed	 the	 word	 and	marched	 back	 toward	 him,	 stopping	 just

inches	from	his	face.	‘Jesus	fucking	Christ.	Do	you	have	any	idea	what	real	pressure
is?’
Her	green	eyes	weren’t	pleading	now.	They	were	raging.
‘It’s	having	a	boss	you	can’t	stand	to	be	in	the	same	room	with	but	who	can	take

the	rug	from	under	your	feet	with	just	the	click	of 	his	fingers.	It’s	having	a	husband
who	refuses	to	divorce	you	and	would	do	anything	to	claim	you	back	and	stick	you
on	 the	shelf 	with	his	other	prizes.	 It’s	knowing	 that	a	 friend	 is	getting	himself 	 in
over	his	head	and	not	being	able	to	stop	it	even	though	you	know	it	can’t	end	well
and	you’re	gonna	feel	like	you’ve	let	him	down.	And	most	importantly	it’s	having	a
little	 girl	who	depends	 –	 depends	–	on	 you	 to	 show	 her	 how	 she	 can	 be	 the	 best
person	she	possibly	can	in	a	world	that	will	make	her	life	difficult	if 	she	wants	to	do
anything	other	than	pop	out	babies	for	some	money-blinded,	snot-nosed	idiot	with
less	 intelligence	 and	 common	 sense	 in	 his	 entire	 body	 than	 she’s	 got	 in	 her	 little
finger.’
She	swiped	at	the	tears	that	had	risen	with	her	fury	and	her	chest	heaved	with	the

emotions	swelling	there.	He	sensed	there	was	so	much	more	to	come	if 	he	pushed
further.	But	she’d	been	wrong	about	one	thing.	They	had	understood	each	other.	He
understood	that	frustration	and	rage,	and	recognizing	it	in	her	somehow	tempered
his	own.
He	forced	himself 	to	not	look	away	as	he	said,	‘Pressure	is	feeling	you’ve	defied

the	person	who	saved	your	life	even	though	they	knew	nothing	about	what	sort	of
place	you’d	come	from	and	cared	for	you	unconditionally	while	you	took	them	to
hell	 and	 back.’	 He	 paused,	 swallowed	 over	 his	 dry	 throat.	 ‘It’s	 knowing	 that
something	 so	 bad	 happened	 to	 you	 once	 that	 you	 buried	 it	 down	 deep	 and	 you
daren’t	examine	your	nightmares	in	case	they’re	the	key	to	the	memories	you	don’t
think	you’ll	be	able	to	handle.	It’s	knowing	that	however	many	years	you	claim	to
have	been	clean,	you’re	only	ever	one	hit	away	from	returning	to	the	shit-pit	of 	filth
and	oblivion	you	had	to	be	dragged	out	of 	by	somebody	else	because	you	weren’t
able	to	do	it	for	yourself...’
His	voice	hitched	and	he	coughed.	He’d	never	 said	 the	words	out	 loud	before.

Maybe	not	even	 in	his	head.	But	however	 they	may	have	sounded,	she	didn’t	bite
back,	nor	shift	her	gaze	to	spare	him	his	discomfort.
‘How	did	that	person	save	your	life?’	she	asked,	barely	above	a	whisper.
As	 the	memory	 returned	he	 looked	down	 to	his	 feet.	 ‘I	was	going	cold	 turkey.

Not	through	choice.	I	couldn’t	get	hold	of...’	He	ran	a	hand	over	his	mouth.	These



were	 not	 things	 he	 wanted	 to	 put	 into	 words,	 not	 in	 front	 of 	 her.	 ‘The	 usual
suppliers	had	disappeared.	The	streets	were	clean.’
‘But	 not	 replaced	 with	 anything,’	 she	muttered.	 ‘I	 remember.	 Another	 scandal

brushed	under	the	carpet	as	though	it	had	never	happened.’
‘Michael,	the	founder	of 	our	tribe,	took	me	from	the	street.	Literally.	He	carried

me	five	blocks	 to	 the	warehouse	and	 took	care	of 	me.	Not	 just	 then	when	I	was
withdrawing,	but	 in	 the	months	 after,’—he	 looked	up—‘when	 I	was	 even	angrier
than	you	are	now.	But	he	never	gave	up	on	me.	Not	once.’
His	 throat	 tightened	 and	he	 clamped	his	mouth	 shut.	The	 slightest	of 	 tremors

wound	its	way	through	his	body,	signaling	that	these	were	things	he	shouldn’t	talk
about.	He	could	hear	her	breath	in	the	silence,	the	air	still	heavy	with	their	words.
She	 wiped	 a	 hand	 across	 her	 nose	 and	 sniffed.	 ‘I’m	 so	 sorry,	 Jacob.	 For	 this

fucked-up	city	that	pisses	all	over	the	ones	it	should	be	protecting.’	She	paused,	her
voice	 uncertain,	 as	 if 	Prosperity’s	 shame	were	her	 own.	 ‘And	 for	making	 you	 say
what	you	really	didn’t	want	to.’
When	she	lifted	her	hands	to	his	face	he	resisted	the	instinct	to	flinch	away	from

her	 touch.	But	 it	was	his	 cloak	 she	 reached	 for.	 Slowly	 she	brought	 the	hood	up
over	his	head,	her	fingers	brushing	along	his	hair	as	she	did	so,	and	pulled	it	down
his	forehead	just	far	enough	that	he	could	still	see	her.
For	a	moment	as	she	held	her	hands	there,	he	caught	the	flowery	scent	of 	lotion,

sensed	the	warmth	of 	her	skin	close	to	his,	almost	closed	his	eyes	to	it.	But	all	too
soon	 she	 took	her	 hands	 away,	 his	 cheeks	 hit	with	 the	 cool	 air	 their	 absence	 left
behind.	 She	 smiled,	 a	 small	 forced	grimace,	before	 she	 turned,	pushed	her	hands
into	her	pockets	and	stepped	out	of 	the	underpass,	back	into	darkness.
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Sada

She’d	wanted	to	say	goodbye	before	she	walked	away,	but	hadn’t	trusted	herself 	to
say	 it.	Her	face	crumpled	now	and	in	silence	she	cried	 into	the	cool	night	air,	 the
tears	sliding	unimpeded	down	her	cheeks.	She	didn’t	even	know	if 	 it	was	him	she
cried	for	or	herself 	or	both	of 	them,	she	just	knew	she	couldn’t	stop.	It	was	not	just
sadness,	but	anger	burning	in	her	gut,	so	much	that	she	wanted	to	scream.	She	was
a	journalist,	for	fuck’s	sake.	This	is	why	she’d	become	a	journalist.	To	bring	stories
like	this	out	into	the	light,	to	inform	people	what	was	going	on	under	their	noses.
And	she	had	known	about	the	drugs	clean-up,	known	about	the	methadone	clinic
closures,	but	hadn’t	been	allowed	to	report	on	it.
Jacob’s	 tribe	 was	 not	 one	 of 	 the	 jumped-up,	 pissed-off 	 gangs	 of 	 dangerous

criminals	Prosperity	made	 them	 all	 out	 to	 be.	These	were	men	who	had	 for	 one
awful	reason	or	another	been	left	desolate.	He	had	needed	help	and	no	one	gave	it,
at	least	not	the	ones	who	should	have.	Which	was	why	instead	they’d	been	forced	to
turn	to	each	other.
She	brushed	the	tears	from	her	face	as	she	hurried	into	the	lane	and	fumbled	in

her	pocket	 for	her	 cell	 phone.	Her	 fingers	had	barely	 touched	 it	when	 the	heavy
footsteps	 ran	 up	 behind	 her.	 She	 swiped	 at	 her	 face	 a	 second	 time,	 turning	 and
expecting	 to	 see	 Jacob.	 But	 all	 she	 saw	was	 a	 flash	 of 	movement	 before	 a	 large
warm	 hand	 clamped	 over	 her	 face,	 pressing	 against	 her	 mouth	 and	 yanking	 her
head	back	so	that	she	lost	her	footing.	A	strong	arm	grabbed	her	round	the	middle
and	 squeezed	 as	 it	 lifted	 her	 off 	 her	 feet.	 She	 tried	 to	 scream	 but	 the	 hand	was
clamped	so	tight	over	her	mouth	she	could	barely	even	breathe,	nor	move	her	lips
to	bite	down	on	skin.
Arms	 flailing	 but	 struggling	 to	 find	 purchase	 on	 anything,	 she	 was	 shuffled

backward	and	in	through	a	door	into	even	deeper	darkness.	She	kicked	out	with	her
legs	 in	 all	 directions,	 wishing	 to	 Christ	 she’d	 worn	 her	 heels	 and	 not	 her	 damn



sneakers.	 They	 fumbled	 for	 a	 minute	 in	 the	 narrow	 doorway	 as	 her	 attacker
struggled	to	get	her	through	it.
‘Fuck’s	sake,’	a	low	angry	growl	spat	in	her	ear.	‘Stop	fucking	fighting.	I’ve	got	a

knife.’
Whether	 he	 did	 or	 not	 she	 couldn’t	 know,	 but	 the	 memory	 of 	 her	 tearing

abdomen	was	 all	 it	 took.	 She	 stopped	 struggling,	went	 limp	 and	 let	 him	pull	 her
inside.	She	breathed	heavily,	trying	to	suck	in	air	through	sealed	fingers.
He	 pulled	 her	 into	 another	 room	 where	 he	 slammed	 the	 door	 shut,	 and	 in

tandem	 with	 her	 managed	 to	 push	 something	 heavy	 across	 the	 doorway.	 It	 was
almost	pitch	black	in	the	room	except	for	a	shard	of 	light	that	came	in	through	a
gap	 in	 the	boarded-up	window	and	 it	 took	some	moments	 for	her	eyes	 to	adjust.
Once	he’d	 blocked	 the	 door,	 he	 took	 the	 hand	 from	her	mouth	but	 immediately
slammed	the	same	hand	to	her	throat	and	pushed	her	up	against	the	wall.	She	cried
out	as	her	head	hit	brick.	He	squeezed	on	her	windpipe,	put	his	lips	to	her	ear.
‘Now	listen	to	me.	I’m	not	going	to	hurt	you.	You	understand?’	She	closed	her

eyes	despite	 the	dark,	wanting	 to	cry,	wanting	 to	 run.	The	pain	 in	her	 throat	was
excruciating	and	she	wheezed	as	she	tried	to	breathe.
‘I’m	gonna	let	you	go	and	you’ll	be	real	quiet.	Understand?	You	can’t	get	out	of

here	and	there’s	no	point	screaming.	I	just	want	to	ask	some	questions.	Okay?	Got
it?’
He	 lessened	 the	pressure	on	her	 throat	 and	 she	nodded.	He	 let	 go	 and	 took	 a

step	 back.	 She	 slumped	 forward,	 propping	 her	 hands	 on	 her	 shaking	 knees	 and
gulped	in	sharp	breaths,	trying	to	fill	her	straining	lungs.	Her	head	ached,	her	throat
stung,	and	panic	flooded	through	her	with	the	thought	that	no	one	knew	where	she
was.	 She’d	 come	here	on	 a	whim	 tonight.	 She	hadn’t	 told	Alex,	 and	 Jacob	would
assume	she	was	almost	home.	If 	she	died	here	no	one	would	know.	She	thought	of
Jess	and	a	whimper	escaped	from	her	throat.
In	the	darkness,	all	she	could	see	of 	the	figure	in	front	of 	her	was	a	shadow.	And

not	one	that	seemed	any	taller	than	her.	She	shot	forward	and	threw	up	her	leg	to
kick	him	where	it	would	do	the	most	damage	but	all	her	foot	met	with	was	his	coat
as	he	jumped	back.	The	thump	to	her	jaw	followed	a	split	second	later	and	sent	her
reeling	 to	 the	 floor.	 Pain	 shot	 through	 her	 gums	 and	 up	 into	 her	 ears	 and	 head.
Blood	 flooded	 her	 mouth,	 dribbling	 out	 onto	 the	 concrete.	 Before	 she	 could
recover,	something	smashed	into	her	hip	and	she	doubled	over.	She	tried	to	curl	up
to	protect	 herself 	 from	more	but	movement	 sent	 flames	 shooting	 through	 every
nerve	up	and	down	her	body.	Tears	slid	down	her	cheeks.	She	spat	the	blood	from
her	mouth.	And	 then	he	was	 there	again	 right	beside	her.	She	cried	out	when	he



slammed	his	fist	down	on	the	concrete	next	to	her	head.
‘I	 said	 I	 wouldn’t	 hurt	 you,’	 he	 shouted.	 ‘Why	 didn’t	 you	 listen?	 Fuck!’	 He

smacked	 his	 hand	 against	 the	 stone	 again	 and	 she	 yelped	 even	 though	 it	 wasn’t
meant	for	her.	‘I	didn’t	want	to	do	this.’	She	heard	him	shuffle	away	across	the	floor
but	not	out	of 	reach.	 ‘Fuck!’	There	was	a	dull	thud,	as	though	he	were	hitting	his
head	 against	 the	wall.	 She	 tried	 to	 peer	 across	 at	 him	but	 it	was	 too	 dark	 to	 see
anything	other	than	an	outline.	‘Stupid.	Stupid,’	he	repeated,	each	time	followed	by
a	thud.
She	 thought	 about	 reaching	 into	 her	 coat	 pocket	 for	 her	 phone	 but	 she	 didn’t

dare	move.	With	the	pain	she	was	in,	nothing	would	be	done	furtively	right	now.	A
match	struck	and	for	an	instant	light	flooded	the	room	in	an	orange	glow.	She	saw
him	 then,	 sat	 beside	 her	 on	 the	 floor,	 and	 as	 he	 raised	 the	 match	 to	 light	 his
cigarette	she	had	to	stop	herself 	from	crying	out.	Though	it	was	a	different	color,
grey	 instead	of 	black,	 the	cloak	he	wore	was	 the	 same	style	 as	 Jacob’s.	The	hood
was	pulled	up	over	his	head	but	wasn’t	covering	much	of 	his	face.	By	match	light,
she	could	clearly	make	out	 the	dark	beard	and	 long	 thin	nose,	 the	Celtic	patterns
ink-stamped	on	the	back	of 	his	hands.	He	shook	the	match	and	the	room	plunged
back	into	darkness	again	except	for	the	glow	from	the	cigarette.
He	exhaled	slowly.	‘Sit	up.’
With	steady	movements,	 she	 lifted	herself 	 from	the	 floor.	Blood	rushed	 to	her

head	and	she	swayed	with	the	heaviness	of 	it.	She	raised	her	hand	to	her	forehead
as	it	pounded,	leaned	back	against	the	wall,	grateful	to	have	something	to	prop	her
up.
‘Here.’	He	offered	her	the	cigarette.
She	was	 ready	 to	 refuse	but	her	quivering	hands	 informed	her	 it	was	 just	what

she	needed.	Reaching	out	into	the	darkness	she	took	it	from	him,	trying	hard	not	to
touch	his	 fingers	with	her	 own.	As	 she	 took	 a	 deep	 inhale,	 grimacing	when	pain
stabbed	at	her	face	again,	he	lit	another	for	himself.	She	exhaled	the	earthy	metallic
taste	of 	blood	mixed	with	tobacco	and	something	else,	an	aftertaste	of 	mint.
‘What	do	you	want?’	Her	voice	rasped	through	her	raw	throat.
The	tip	of 	his	cigarette	glowed	brighter,	then	dimmed	again.
‘To	know	what	you’re	doing	with	Jacob.’
It	surprised	her	to	hear	his	name	coming	from	this	man’s	mouth,	a	man	so	very

different	 to	 the	 one	 she’d	 just	 been	 getting	 to	 know	 of 	 late,	 yet	who	 seemed	 to
come	from	the	same	place.	 Is	 this	what	Jacob	meant	when	he	said	she	would	get
him	in	trouble?
‘Who’s	 Jacob?’	 she	 tried,	 and	 the	outline	of 	his	head	against	 the	wall	 tilted	her



way.
‘Don’t	 fuck	 around,’	 he	 said,	 voice	 low	 and	 weary.	 ‘Don’t	 piss	 me	 off,	 okay?

Please.’
She	took	another	drag	on	the	cigarette	to	give	her	time	to	think.	‘I’ve	been	trying

to	find	out	about	the	tribes,’	she	said,	exhaling	smoke	around	her	words.	‘Your	tribe,
right?’
‘Why?	What’s	it	to	you?’
‘I’m	a	journalist.’
‘Again,	what’s	it	to	you?’
Her	 head	 throbbed	 and	 her	 throat	 was	 unbearably	 hot	 but	 she	 had	 to

concentrate.	Had	to	try	and	cover	both	her	own	back	and	his.
‘I	thought	it	would	make	a	good	story.	Human	interest.	But	I	got	nothing.’
‘You’re	lying.’
‘I’m	not,	I	swear.’	She	coughed	to	try	and	strengthen	her	voice	but	it	only	made

her	throat	hurt	all	the	more.	‘Your	man	is	a	closed	book.	He	won’t	talk.’
‘You	screwing	him?’
‘What?’
‘You	heard.’
‘I’m	married.’
‘So,	are	you?’
She	turned	away,	threw	the	cigarette	butt	across	the	room.	The	sparks	scattered

and	died	out.	She	tried	to	align	what	Jacob	had	told	her	about	the	Tribe	with	this
twisted	idiot,	but	then	a	sanctuary	for	troubled	souls	who’d	lost	the	will	to	live	was
never	likely	to	be	a	walk	in	the	park	was	it.	It	couldn’t	be	as	easy	as	flicking	a	switch,
not	even	in	Brumont	City’s	answer	to	the	promised	land.
‘Will	you	tell	me	about	the	Tribe?’	she	ventured.
His	 boot	 dug	 into	 the	 floor	 as	 he	 put	 out	 the	 cigarette.	 ‘No.	 How	 long	 you

known	Jacob?’
‘Not	 long.	 I	 ran	 into	 him	 a	 few	weeks	 ago	while	 I	 was	 round	 these	 parts.	 I’d

heard	about	your	tribes	and	wanted	to	see	what	I	could	find.	But	he	didn’t	want	to
talk.	Still	doesn’t.	He	told	me	tonight	not	to	come	looking	for	him	again.	The	Tribe
is	important	to	him.’
She	felt	his	eyes	on	her	even	in	the	darkness	and	with	a	hood	over	his	face.
‘You’re	lying	to	me,’	he	growled.
‘I	swear	I’m	not.’	Her	voice	trembled	though	she	tried	to	keep	it	steady.	‘You’ve

just	beaten	the	 living	shit	out	of 	me.	You	could	do	anything	to	me.	Why	would	I
lie?	I	just	want	to	get	far	away	from	here.’	Well,	that	bit	was	true	at	least.	‘To	tell	you



the	 truth,	 Jacob’s	 an	 awkward	 son	of 	 a	bitch.	He’s	 a	dead	 end.	 I	 just	want	 to	 go
home.	I’m	done	with	you	lot.’
She	held	her	breath	as	she	waited	for	his	response.	She	didn’t	have	to	wait	long.

He	 shuffled	 across	 the	 floor	 toward	 her.	 Wafts	 of 	 stale	 cigarette	 smoke	 and
peppermint	permeated	his	cloak,	 stifling	her	as	he	brought	his	 face	close	 to	hers.
She	had	 to	 fight	hard	not	 to	 flinch	away.	She	closed	her	eyes	 in	 the	dark,	 felt	his
breath	on	her	cheek,	on	her	neck	as	he	peered	down	to	her	blouse.	The	hood	of 	his
cloak	brushed	her	chin.	A	tear	welled	in	the	corner	of 	her	eye	and	she	was	at	least
glad	he	couldn’t	see	it.	Please	god,	not	this.
‘You’re	right,’	he	whispered.	‘I	could	do	anything	to	you.’
Despite	herself 	a	whimper	sprang	from	her	throat.
‘So	do	me	a	favor.’	He	lifted	his	head,	put	his	lips	to	her	ear	so	they	brushed	her

skin.	‘Stay	away,’	he	articulated.	‘Stay	away	from	Jacob,	and	stay	away	from	our	tribe.
Got	that?’
She	swallowed	over	the	soreness	in	her	throat,	nodded	quickly.
‘Because	I’ll	know	if 	you’re	still	hanging	around.	And	if 	you	are...’	He	ran	his	lips

from	her	 ear	 to	her	neck	 and	back	 again,	 the	bristles	of 	his	beard	 scratching	her
skin.	‘I’ll	fucking	find	you.	And	it	won’t	be	just	you	I	come	visit,’	he	put	his	mouth
back	to	her	ear	and	whispered,	‘it’ll	be	that	daughter	of 	yours	too.’
She	flinched	then,	jumping	away	from	him	despite	the	throb	in	her	head,	despite

the	pain	running	up	from	her	hip	to	her	chest.	She	shuffled	away	as	far	as	she	could
to	the	other	side	of 	the	room,	wanting	to	scream,	wanting	to	at	least	try,	but	all	she
could	do	was	quietly	cry.	He	laughed,	a	high-pitched	giggle	as	though	he’d	poked	a
rabbit	 with	 a	 stick	 and	 watched	 it	 run.	 She	 pulled	 her	 knees	 to	 her	 chest	 and
trembled,	her	mind	racing	but	her	body	freezing	with	fear.
He	got	to	his	feet,	pushed	aside	the	heavy	object	he’d	blocked	the	door	with.	It

scraped	across	the	floor,	a	rumble	that	drilled	through	her	head.
‘Wait	ten	minutes,’	his	outline	said	from	the	doorway.	‘Then	leave.’
She	heard	him	turn	the	door	handle,	prepared	herself 	to	grab	for	her	phone	as

soon	as	he	was	gone,	when	he	stopped	and	turned.
‘Oh,	by	the	way,’	he	said,	cheerful,	as	though	they	were	old	acquaintances.	 ‘Was

nice	meeting	you	at	last,	Sada.’
He	shut	the	door	behind	him	and	she	waited	with	her	breath	held	until	she	heard

him	 slam	 the	 front	door.	As	 soon	 as	he	did,	 she	 threw	herself 	 forward	onto	her
hands	 and	knees	 and	 retched,	 throwing	up	 a	mixture	of 	bile	 and	blood	onto	 the
hard	 stone	 floor.	 She	wiped	 the	 back	 of 	 her	 hand	 across	 her	mouth,	 pulled	 her
phone	 from	her	pocket	 and	with	 trembling	 fingers	punched	 in	 the	 speed	dial	 for



Alex,	preying	to	a	god	she’d	never	believed	in	before	that	he	was	nearby.
	

*
	

‘Jesus,	Sada.	We	really	should	go	to	the	hospital.’
Alex	walked	 into	 the	bedroom	 just	 as	 she	was	 examining	 the	bruise	 above	her

right	hip.	She	pulled	her	pajama	shirt	down	and	hobbled	over	to	the	bed.	Waving	a
hand	at	him,	she	climbed	under	the	covers	with	slow	careful	movements,	biting	her
tongue	to	stop	from	crying	out.	It	would	only	make	him	fuss	more.
As	she	lay	her	head	on	the	soft	pillow,	she	exhaled	a	sigh	of 	relief 	to	finally	not

be	upright	and	moving	any	more.	Every	part	of 	her	ached.	All	she	needed	now	was
quiet,	but	Alex	was	causing	some	sort	of 	commotion	on	the	floor	next	to	the	bed.
She	turned	her	head,	grimacing	as	it	throbbed.	‘What	are	you	doing?’
‘What	does	it	 look	like?’	He	shook	out	a	thin	blue	blanket	he’d	pulled	from	the

wardrobe.	‘I’m	taking	the	floor	tonight.’
‘Don’t	be	stupid,	you	don’t	have	to	do	that,’	she	mumbled,	eyelids	heavy.
‘Alright,	you	take	the	floor	and	I’ll	take	the	bed.’	He	peered	at	her	out	the	corner

of 	his	eye.	She	stuck	her	tongue	out.	Taking	a	cushion	from	the	rocking	chair	she’d
nursed	 Jess	 in,	 he	 threw	 it	 on	 the	 floor	 beside	 the	 blanket.	 ‘I’m	 not	 leaving	 you
alone,	Sada.’
She	closed	her	eyes.	He	hadn’t	stopped	fretting	since	the	moment	he’d	found	her

leaning	against	the	door	jamb	of 	the	building	her	attacker	had	dragged	her	into	less
than	an	hour	before.	As	he	more	or	less	carried	her	sore	and	aching	body	back	to
her	 apartment,	 he’d	 checked	 every	 five	minutes	 that	 they	weren’t	 being	 followed.
Once	 inside	he’d	 locked	and	chained	 the	door,	drawn	all	 the	curtains	and	poured
her	a	whiskey	 that	had	seared	her	windpipe	but	which	he’d	 said	would	numb	 the
pain.	It	had	certainly	done	that,	but	he	rejected	her	request	for	a	few	more	shots	to
numb	everything	else.
He	 clicked	 on	 the	 lamp	 beside	 her	 bed	 and	 she	 opened	 her	 eyes	 again.	 She

watched	as	he	turned	the	ceiling	light	switch	off 	at	the	wall	and	crawled	under	the
blanket	in	his	jeans	and	t-shirt.	He	lay	his	head	on	the	cushion,	facing	her.
‘Leave	that	lamp	on,’	he	said,	‘so	I	can	keep	an	eye	on	you.’
‘Okay,	 Pops.’	 She	 tried	 to	 smile	 but	 her	 swollen	 jaw	 stopped	 her.	 She	 groaned

instead.	‘What	the	hell	am	I	gonna	tell	Marcus?	What	the	hell	will	I	tell	Jess?’
The	thought	that	man	might	know	her	daughter’s	name	let	alone	her	own	made

her	want	 to	 throw	up	 again.	 She	hadn’t	 told	Alex	 that	 bit,	 nor	 that	 this	 time	her
attacker	really	was	one	of 	the	Tribe	members.	She	only	told	him	that	he’d	followed
her	from	her	meeting	with	Jacob.



‘More	importantly,	what	are	you	going	to	do	now?’	Alex	said.	‘This	is	the	second
time	you’ve	been	attacked	in	less	than	two	months,	Sada.	You’re	not	safe	wandering
those	back	streets	alone,	no	matter	what	your	reasons.	 In	fact,	 I	wonder	 if 	you’re
safe	at	all.’
She	tried	to	roll	her	eyes	but	even	that	hurt.	‘Two	separate	incidents.’
‘You	 don’t	 know	 that	 for	 sure,	 and	 anyway	 that’s	 not	 the	 point.’	 He	 propped

himself 	up	on	his	elbow.	 ‘You’re	getting	heat	 from	Don,	heat	 from	these	 tribes	 I
told	you	not	to	get	mixed	up	in,	and	now	Marcus	 is	asking	questions.’	She	 took	a
breath	to	interrupt	but	he	wasn’t	done.	 ‘If 	you’re	going	to	go,	then	go	now,	Sada.
Please.	While	you	can	and	before	anything	else	kicks	off.’
‘What	do	you	mean	anything	else?’	She	 tried	 to	 raise	her	head	 from	 the	pillow

but	it	was	too	painful.	‘What’s	going	on?’
‘I	just	mean	before	you	get	into	any	more	trouble.	You	seem	to	attract	it.’
He	put	his	head	back	on	 the	cushion	and	closed	his	 eyes.	Taking	 the	hint,	 she

kept	quiet	and	just	watched	him	a	moment.
How	young	and	peaceful	he	looked.	What	a	shame	he	rarely	looked	that	content

while	awake.
‘Come	with	us,	Alex,’	she	whispered,	not	sure	whether	he	was	asleep	yet.	But	he

pulled	his	eyes	open	again,	slowly	shook	his	head.
‘I	can’t,’	he	whispered	back.	‘I’m	needed	here.’
‘We	need	you.	I	need	you.’
‘What?’	 He	 lifted	 his	 head	 from	 the	 cushion.	 ‘The	 great	 Sada	 Anderton,

Journalist	of 	the	Year	2017	and	18?’	His	eyes	sparkled	and	a	grin	spread	across	his
face.	‘Hell,	she	don’t	need	no	one,	sugar.’
She	 laughed	 even	 though	 it	 hurt	 and	 even	 though	 she	 knew,	 to	 her	 own

frustration	and	annoyance,	that	what	he	said	was	no	longer	strictly	true.
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Jacob

He	waited	until	the	others	had	left	for	the	factory	before	rising	from	his	bed.	There
were	four	teams	working	at	the	site	today	now	that	it	was	almost	complete	and	they
would	soon	be	ready	to	make	the	final	move.	It	was	only	his	own	team	who	stayed
behind	at	the	warehouse	this	time	to	carry	out	the	day-to-day	duties	in	the	absence
of 	the	others.
The	cold	room	made	him	shiver	as	he	pulled	on	his	jeans	and	socks	and	reached

for	a	clean	sweater.	He	gathered	up	his	dirty	clothes	into	a	pile,	ready	to	wash	in	the
basins	outside	when	the	temperature	rose	a	few	notches	later.	Peering	through	the
window,	 he	 saw	 the	 other	members	 of 	 his	 team	 already	 at	 work,	 emptying	 dirty
water	 and	 bringing	 fresh.	 He	 reached	 for	 his	 cloak,	 pushing	 his	 arms	 into	 the
sleeves	and	lifting	the	hood	over	his	head	just	to	warm	him	a	little.
Downstairs	the	breakfast	dishes	had	all	been	cleared,	bar	one	which	had	been	left

out	just	for	him.	He	walked	through	the	hall	and	out	into	the	courtyard	to	visit	the
latrine	around	the	back	of 	the	building.	On	his	return	he	saw	Scott	washing	at	one
of 	 the	basins,	 and	 approached	 the	one	next	 to	him,	 throwing	back	his	hood	and
rolling	 up	 his	 sleeves	 to	 sink	 his	 hands	 and	 wrists	 into	 the	 freezing	 water.	 He
rubbed	his	fingers	together	in	the	water	first,	then	splashed	a	handful	onto	his	face.
‘Jesus!’	He	gasped	as	a	thousand	tiny	needles	pierced	his	skin	and	took	his	breath

away.
Scott	laughed	beside	him.	‘You	okay?’
‘Winter’s	definitely	here	then.’	He	rubbed	at	his	face	with	the	edge	of 	his	cloak.

‘Oh,	 hey	 wait,’	 he	 called,	 pushing	 his	 sleeves	 down	 and	 catching	 up	 with	 his
companion	 who	 was	 already	 walking	 back	 toward	 the	 main	 hall.	 ‘Have	 you	 had
breakfast,	brother?’
‘A	while	ago,	yes.	You	had	a	lie	in.’
‘Right,	yes.	Sorry	about	that.’	In	all,	he’d	probably	had	less	sleep	than	anyone	else.



‘No	need	to	apologize.’
‘Will	you	sit	with	me	then,	while	I	have	mine?’	He	gestured	to	the	table	where	a

plate	of 	fruit	and	bread	awaited.
Scott	 hesitated,	 looked	 to	 the	 kitchen	 as	 though	 there	 was	 something	 he	 was

meant	to	be	doing,	but	then	nodded	and	pulled	out	a	chair.
‘How	are	you	finding	it	here,	brother?’	He	asked	as	he	bit	into	a	partially	bruised

apple.
Scott’s	green	eyes	dipped	toward	the	table	where	he	clasped	his	hands	together.

‘Everyone’s	been	really	good	to	me.’
Jacob	took	another	bite	from	the	apple	and	as	 its	soft	flesh	disintegrated	 in	his

mouth	 into	 a	 tasteless,	 watery	 mush,	 he	 put	 it	 back	 on	 the	 plate.	 He	 had	 little
appetite	this	morning	anyway.
The	scrape	of 	ceramic	against	wood	echoed	up	to	the	high	beams	above	as	he

pushed	 the	plate	away.	 ‘And	how	are	you	really	 finding	 it?	Do	you	feel	any	better
here?’
Cautious	eyes	evaluated	his	own.	‘I’m	not	all	that	familiar	with	the	doctrine,	but	I

thought	we	weren’t	supposed	to	talk	like	this.	I	thought	you	weren’t	supposed	to	ask
me	questions.’
‘No.	I’m	not	supposed	to	ask.	But	I	am	asking.’
Scott	didn’t	reply	but	turned	his	gaze	back	to	his	hands,	where	Jacob	noted	the

slight	tremble	in	his	fingers.
‘Were	you	a	smoker,	brother?’	he	asked.
‘No.’
Leaning	back	in	his	seat,	he	saw	that	beneath	the	table	Scott	was	tapping	his	heel.

He	looked	back	up	at	the	man	who	kept	his	head	bowed.	He’s	already	fighting	the	urge
to	raise	his	hood	and	he’s	only	been	here	a	few	weeks.
‘Drugs?’
He	jerked	his	head	up.	‘You’re	not	supposed	to	ask.’
‘I’m	not	supposed	to	do	a	lot	of 	things.’	Jacob	pushed	his	chair	back	and	got	to

his	feet.	‘Come	with	me.’
‘What?’
‘Come	on.’
He	pulled	his	hood	over	his	head	as	he	made	for	the	door,	hoping	Scott	would

follow	as	he	left	the	warehouse	behind.	Glancing	around	him	once	to	make	sure	no
one	else	was	about,	he	walked	across	the	road	to	the	building	opposite,	in	through
its	heavy	wooden	door	and	up	the	three	flights	of 	stairs	to	the	empty	room	above.
At	the	window,	he	pushed	back	his	hood,	pleased	to	hear	the	footsteps	on	the	stairs



behind	him.	He	turned	to	sit	on	the	floor	by	the	wall,	the	spot	where	Sada	had	sat
not	so	long	ago	covered	by	his	cloak.
The	first	thing	Scott	did	when	he	came	into	the	room,	his	hood	pulled	over	his

head,	was	walk	to	the	window	and	look	out	across	the	industrial	wasteland	toward
the	city.	He	stayed	that	way	in	silence	as	the	minutes	ticked	by,	no	indication	from
his	motionless	body	 as	 to	what	might	be	going	on	 inside	his	head,	 though	 Jacob
was	willing	to	gamble	it	would	be	a	lot	less	still	and	quiet.
‘It	never	goes	away,	does	it?’
Scott	turned,	his	eyes	barely	visible	below	the	edge	of 	the	hood.	‘What	doesn’t?’
‘The	past.’
‘Isn’t	that	what	all	this	is	for?’	He	tugged	at	the	cloak	he	wore.
Jacob	 couldn’t	 answer	 that,	 not	 fully	 anyway,	 and	 not	 without	 giving	 away	 his

doubts.
Scott	crouched	to	sit	on	the	floor	beneath	the	window,	folding	his	hands	together

and	clamping	them	between	his	knees.	To	stop	the	restlessness;	a	guess	confirmed	a
moment	later.
‘It	was	drink.	Drink	was	my	problem.	Still	is.’	He	inhaled,	looked	to	the	ceiling	as

he	exhaled,	as	though	he	were	fighting	that	yearning	in	his	gut	right	now.
Same	feeling.	Different	medicine.
‘It	took	everything	from	me.’	He	snorted.	‘No.	I	lost	everything.’
‘What	did	you	lose?’
‘Wife.	Kid.	House.	Car.’	He	shrugged,	smiled	a	hopeless	smile,	as	though	all	he’d

done	was	bet	on	black	and	the	bastard	had	come	up	red.	‘Everything	that	matters
and	a	lot	that	doesn’t.’
‘And	what	came	before	the	drink?’
Scott’s	gaze	flicked	to	his.	‘What	do	you	mean?’
‘What	did	it	substitute?’
‘What	did	your	addiction	substitute?’
Jacob	held	up	his	hand.	‘Sorry.	I	shouldn’t	have	asked.	It’s	not	my	place.’
‘Not	your	place	to	have	asked	me	anything.’
He	nodded	and	smiled	wryly.	‘Says	the	doctrine.	You’re	quite	right.’
‘What?	You	don’t	agree?’
He	 expected	 to	 see	 confusion	 or	 anger	 in	 Scott’s	 expression,	 maybe	 even

derision,	but	it	looked	instead	like	curiosity.	A	genuine	question.	To	which	he	gave	a
genuine	answer.
‘I’m	not	so	sure	any	more.’
Scott	raised	his	eyebrows.	‘Shit.	I	thought	you	guys	had	it	all	sorted.’



‘We	do.	Well,	I	thought	we	did.	Until	recently.’
‘What	happened	recently?’
Sada	sprang	to	mind.	Dreams	of 	Kelly	drowning	in	blood.	Scott	with	a	shard	of

glass	to	his	wrist.	Crying	outside	The	Alleycat.	Sada	slapping	him.	Sada	pitying	him.
‘I	 guess	 I’m	 just	 wondering	 if 	 there’s	 a	 better	 way	 of 	 doing	 things.’	 He	 was

relieved	to	see	Scott	nod,	but	hoped	he	wouldn’t	ask	for	details.	‘You’re	the	newest
member,	what	do	you	think?’
‘It’s	not	really	for	me	to	say.	I	haven’t	been	here	long	enough	to	have	an	opinion.’
‘Of 	course	you	have.	Everyone	has	an	opinion	no	matter	how	long	they’ve	been

with	us.’	But	not	always	the	right	to	express	it.	‘Are	we	helping	you,	Scott?’
‘Well	I’m	still	alive.’	He	attempted	a	smile,	but	avoiding	the	question	was	enough

of 	an	answer	for	Jacob.
He	thought	of 	Samuel.	Forever	young,	forever	troubled	Samuel.
‘The	last	thing	we	want	to	do	is	let	you	down.’
Scott	looked	to	the	floor	and	shook	his	head.	‘You	don’t	owe	me	anything.’
‘Yes	we	do.	I	do.	I	stopped	you	doing	what	you	wanted.	Did	I	even	have	a	right

to	do	that?’
There	was	 no	 answer,	 not	 from	 Scott	 and	 nor	 did	 he	 have	 one	 himself.	Does

anyone	have	the	right	to	interfere	in	another’s	misery?	They	call	 it	helping,	saving,
but	 is	 it	 really?	Or	 is	 it	 just	prolonging	 the	agony?	Would	he	have	been	better	off
not	being	found	by	Michael	that	day,	just	left	to	waste	away	instead,	to	disappear?
‘I’m	not	sure	I’d	have	gone	through	with	 it.’	Scott	dipped	his	chin	to	his	chest.

‘Probably	would	have	fucked	that	up	too.’
Jacob	 studied	 this	 man	 and	 thought	 how	 much	 alike	 they	 were.	 Different

circumstances	perhaps,	but	both	had	been	pushed	to	a	place	they	couldn’t	be	sure
they	would	ever	entirely	 return	 from,	no	matter	how	much	 they	 shoved	away	 the
memories	and	pretended	all	was	well.
He	 leaned	 forward	 and	 pulled	 his	 cloak	 off,	 stifled	 by	 it	 despite	 the	 winter

temperature.	He	threw	it	to	one	side	and	pushed	up	the	sleeves	of 	his	sweater.
‘Michael	thinks	I	could	lead	the	Tribe	one	day,’	he	said,	for	no	other	reason	than

it	was	nice	to	talk.	Like	this.	Like	normal.
‘You’d	be	good	at	it.’
‘That’s	what	he	said.’	He	gave	a	derisive	laugh.	‘He	couldn’t	be	more	wrong.’
‘Why?’
Still	 smiling,	 he	 shook	 his	 head.	 ‘It	 all	 made	 so	much	 sense	 in	 the	 beginning.

Michael	had	this	idea,	and	everything	was	so	fucked	up	out	there	that	it	seemed	like
the	right	thing	to	do.	Just	hole	up	and	take	care	of 	each	other,	and	while	we’re	here



draw	up	a	set	of 	values	to	live	by	that	would	stop	any	of 	us	from	hurting	anyone	or
getting	hurt	ourselves.	Put	ourselves	in	this	bubble.
‘Michael	picked	out	the	feelings	that	seemed	to	do	the	most	damage	and	vowed

to	 remove	 all	 that	 negativity	 from	 our	 lives	 here.	 A	 harmless	 existence.	 And	 it
seemed	to	work,	for	a	bit.	Or	maybe	we	just	convinced	ourselves	it	did.’
He	ran	his	hand	through	his	hair.	Despite	the	guilt,	 it	felt	good	to	tell	someone

his	concerns,	someone	who	might	understand.
‘You’re	clean	here	though,	right?	Sober,’	Scott	said,	stretching	his	legs	out	before

him.	 ‘You	 eat,	 drink,	 wash,	 sleep.	 It	 was	 enough	 for	 you	 once	 otherwise	 you
wouldn’t	have	stayed	this	long.	Is	it	not	enough	now?’
It	was	only	as	he	struggled	to	formulate	an	answer	that	he	realized	the	tables	had

turned.	Hadn’t	he	brought	Scott	here	to	help	him	talk	through	his	problems?
‘Maybe	 it’s	 enough	 to	 start	 with,’	 he	 found	 himself 	 saying,	 not	 wishing	 to

elaborate	 further.	 ‘But	never	mind	me,	what	about	you?	Where	are	your	wife	and
child,	Scott?’
His	 companion	 scratched	 at	 his	 forehead,	 but	 it	wasn’t	 enough	 to	 disguise	 the

shadow	that	fell	across	his	features.	‘With	a	man	who	looks	after	them	better	than	I
can.’	He	nodded	toward	the	window.	‘Somewhere	in	the	middle	of 	all	that.’
‘If 	you	could	get	them	back,	would	you?’
‘Not	her.	Not	now,	I	don’t	think.	But	my	son—’
Jacob	nodded	as	Scott	broke	off,	 and	against	 all	 the	values	of 	 the	doctrine,	he

said,	‘One	day	you’ll	find	your	boy	again.’
Scott	sniffed,	rubbed	his	sleeve	across	his	nose.	‘What	would	he	want	with	me?’

He	shook	his	head	and	laughed.	‘I’ve	got	nothing	left	to	give.’
‘Do	we	always	have	to	give	something?	Are	we	not	enough	just	being?’
Two	pale	green	eyes	shone	with	humor.	‘That,	my	friend,	is	your	doctrine	talking.’
Jacob	laughed.	‘Yeah.	I	suppose	you’re	right.	At	least	something	stuck,	huh?’
The	smile	took	longer	to	fade	from	Scott’s	face	this	time,	and	Jacob	felt	he	was

beginning	to	see	a	glimpse	of 	who	this	man	really	was	or	who	he	could	be.
‘Look,	Scott.	The	doctrine	says	we	shouldn’t	reflect	on	the	past	or	examine	the

future.	But	if 	you	ever	want	to...’
‘Sure,’	he	muttered,	before	pulling	himself 	to	his	feet.	He	looked	out	toward	the

city	once	more	before	turning	his	back	on	it.	Picking	up	the	cloak	from	the	floor,
he	held	it	out	to	Jacob.	‘For	what	it’s	worth,	I	still	think	you’d	make	a	great	leader.
And	there’s	nothing	that	says	the	doctrine	can’t	evolve.	With	time.’
Jacob	took	the	cloak	and	clasped	the	hand	Scott	held	out	to	pull	him	to	his	feet.

Shrugging	the	cloak	back	on,	he	clapped	a	hand	to	his	friend’s	shoulder.



‘It’s	worth	a	lot,	brother.	A	hell	of 	a	lot.’
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Sada

As	she	cracked	open	her	third	tub	of 	ice	cream	in	three	days,	Sada’s	phone	vibrated
twice	 on	 the	 kitchen	 counter.	 Although	 she	 was	 getting	 sick	 of 	 the	 taste	 of
Raspberry	Scoop,	it	had	done	wonders	for	her	throat,	and	as	Jess	was	due	home	in
a	few	hours,	she	wanted	to	give	herself 	the	best	opportunity	to	cover	all	evidence
from	Thursday	night.
The	bruises	on	her	jaw,	neck	and	side	were	still	visible,	although	the	swelling	had

reduced	 the	 color	 of 	 them	 from	 a	 disturbing	 shade	 of 	 purple	 to	muted	 hues	 of
green	and	yellow.	While	 it	was	easy	 to	hide	 the	ones	on	her	side	and	neck	with	a
chunky	turtleneck	sweater,	the	sock	to	the	jaw	would	be	something	she’d	just	have
to	deal	with.
It	 was	 Marcus’s	 reaction	 that	 concerned	 her	 more	 than	 Jess’s.	 Lashings	 of

foundation	weren’t	going	to	cover	it,	neither	was	‘I	tripped	over	the	rug’.	Time	was
running	out	and	she	still	hadn’t	thought	of 	an	excuse	good	enough	to	get	past	her
estranged	 husband’s	 attuned	 bullshit	 detector;	 she	 always	 said	 he’d	 make	 a
wonderful	journalist.
She	picked	up	the	phone,	saw	Alex’s	face	appear	on	the	screen.
‘Jesus,	 Alex.	How	many	more	 times	 you	 got	 to	 check	 up	 on	me?’	 She	 smiled

though	and	clicked	on	his	message.	But	as	she	read	it	she	froze,	the	spoon	halfway
to	her	mouth.	She	put	it	down	and	read	the	message	again.
Can	you	come	round.	As	soon	as	possible.	Need	to	speak	to	you.
Blood	drained	from	her	face.	Something	wasn’t	right.	It	didn’t	sound	like	him	for

a	 start;	 it	wasn’t	 how	he’d	 usually	 phrase	 his	 texts.	And	 to	miss	 out	 the	 question
mark...	He	was	a	journalist,	for	fuck’s	sake.	She	didn’t	reply	but	her	legs	trembled	as
she	 grabbed	 her	 keys	 and	 coat	 and	 hurried	 out	 the	 door.	 Two	 seconds	 later	 she
rushed	 back	 in	 and	 threw	 open	 the	 kitchen	 cutlery	 drawer.	 Several	 small	 spoons
leapt	out	with	 the	 force	of 	 the	ejection	and	clattered	 to	 the	 tile	 floor.	Her	hands



fumbled	before	grabbing	the	pocket	blade.	She	rushed	back	out,	slamming	the	door
behind	her.
Throwing	her	coat	on	as	she	went,	she	almost	stumbled	down	the	five	flights	to

the	 ground	 floor	 and	 rushed	 out	 into	 the	 street.	 It	 was	 a	 bright,	 sunny	 Sunday
afternoon	 and	 there	 were	 plenty	 of 	 people	 out	 walking,	 mostly	 families	 and
couples,	nothing	out	of 	the	ordinary.	Glancing	all	around,	she	part-jogged	the	three
blocks	 to	 Alex’s	 apartment	 building	 so	 that	 by	 the	 time	 she	 pushed	 her	 way	 in
through	the	heavy	glass	door	she	was	panting.	Maybe	she	should	have	tried	calling
him.	She	checked	her	phone.	No	more	messages.
Slowing	as	she	walked	the	narrow	ground-floor	corridor	to	his	door,	she	peered

back	 over	 her	 shoulder.	 But	 there	 was	 no	 one	 in	 sight.	 She	 took	 out	 the	 knife,
flicked	the	blade	as	quiet	as	possible,	then	carefully	put	her	hand	and	the	knife	back
in	her	 pocket.	 She	placed	her	 ear	 to	 the	 door	 but	 could	hear	 nothing	 inside,	 not
even	 the	TV	or	Alex’s	 retro	 record	player.	As	 she	eased	down	on	 the	handle,	 the
door	 clicked	 softly	 open.	 Her	 heart	 rate	 surged;	 the	 pulsing	 throb	 in	 her	 jaw
returned	as	if 	it	had	only	just	been	hit.	He	always	kept	his	door	locked.
Taking	the	blade	from	her	pocket	again,	she	stepped	into	the	room,	keeping	the

door	open	in	case	she	needed	to	get	out	quick.	The	curtains	were	shut	but	as	it	was
a	bright	day	the	room	was	still	light	enough	to	see	no	one	was	there.	Her	sneakers
sank	into	the	spongy	carpet	as	she	tiptoed	across	the	floor	to	Alex’s	bedroom.	The
door	was	open	 and	 she	 could	 see	his	bed,	 the	duvet	 cover	 thrown	back,	 the	bed
empty.	She	peered	around	the	door	toward	the	bathroom,	but	there	was	no	sign	of
him	there	either.
Back	in	the	sitting	room	an	empty	plate	and	coffee	cup	lay	on	the	table	as	though

he’d	just	been	having	breakfast.	She	put	her	hand	to	the	cup.	Still	warm.	Something
buzzed	 in	 the	 kitchen	 and	 she	 jumped	 and	 spun	 round,	 holding	 the	 knife	 up	 in
front	of 	her.	Her	breath	caught	 in	her	 throat	 as	 she	peered	closer	 to	 the	kitchen
counter,	on	which	the	one-inch	screen	of 	Alex’s	watch	was	lit	up	with	a	picture	of
Charlotte,	his	sister.	Sada	waited	for	it	to	stop	buzzing.	Now	was	definitely	not	the
right	time	for	chit	chat.
But	at	least	now	she	knew	what	she	had	to	do.	She’d	noticed	it	from	the	corner

of 	 her	 eye	 as	 she	 stepped	 into	 the	 kitchen.	 Her	 hands	 trembled	 almost	 out	 of
control	and	she	 fought	 the	desire	 to	 turn	and	run,	call	 the	police	 instead,	 instinct
and	experience	telling	her	she’d	be	better	leaving	them	out	of 	this.
She	clutched	the	blade	in	her	palm	and	turned	to	the	basement	where	the	door

had	been	left	open.	If 	Alex	were	down	there,	and	if 	for	some	bizarre	reason	he’d
taken	 off 	 his	watch	 and	 left	 it	 out	 here	 on	 the	 kitchen	 top,	 then	 he	would	 have



come	back	up	on	hearing	it	buzz.	And	if 	he	wasn’t	down	there,	the	door	would	be
closed	and	locked.	Fear	gripped	her	chest.	She	clamped	her	hand	over	her	mouth	to
stop	from	making	a	sound.	At	the	top	step,	her	legs	shook	with	the	effort	of 	taking
her	where	she	was	terrified	to	go.
By	the	fifth	step,	she	saw	him.
‘No!’
Her	legs	gave	way	beneath	her,	dropping	her	to	the	step.	The	blade	slipped	from

her	 fingers	 and	 clattered	 down	 the	 stairs.	His	 back	was	 to	 her	 but	 there	 was	 no
movement	from	his	body	except	for	a	gentle	sway	from	side	to	side,	accompanied
by	 the	 creak	 of 	 the	 ceiling	 board	 holding	 all	 his	 weight.	 She	 reached	 for	 the
bannister,	 heaving	 herself 	 up	 again	 and	 stumbled	 down	 the	 rest	 of 	 the	 stairs.
Rushing	to	him,	adrenalin	forcing	her	 into	action,	she	grabbed	at	his	 legs,	tried	to
push	him	up,	take	the	weight	off 	the	noose,	but	for	how	long	and	what	good	would
it	do.	He	wasn’t	moving.	He	wasn’t	conscious.
‘God.	God,’	she	repeated,	trying	to	think.
She	 spun	 round,	 grabbed	 the	pocket	blade	 from	 the	bottom	step	where	 it	had

landed	and	pushed	 the	armchair	over	 to	him.	Standing	on	 the	chair	 she	stretched
but	couldn’t	reach	high	enough.	He	swayed	her	way	and	she	caught	a	glimpse	of 	his
face.	His	skin	white,	lifeless.
‘Don’t	you	dare,	Alex!	Don’t	you	fucking	dare.’
She	 stepped	 onto	 the	 arm	 of 	 the	 chair	 but	 still	 it	 wasn’t	 enough	 to	 reach	 the

noose	that	dropped	barely	ten	inches	from	where	it	was	tied	to	the	light	fitting.	She
leapt	back	down,	her	 gaze	 jumping	 from	one	 thing	 to	 another	 around	 the	 room.
Spying	the	boxes	of 	A4,	she	rushed	to	grab	first	one	and	then	another.	She	placed
them	side	by	side	on	the	armchair	and	climbed	on	top.	Gasping	and	sobbing,	she	at
last	caught	hold	and	began	to	saw	through	what	she	recognized	as	the	rubber	belt
from	the	printing	press.
‘Come	on!’	she	yelled,	sobs	choking	in	her	tender	throat.
It	took	a	while	but	bit	by	bit	the	knife	began	to	slice	through.	She	reached	down

and	pulled	his	body	against	her	with	one	arm	while	she	hacked	at	the	belt	with	the
other,	not	quite	knowing	how	she	was	going	to	be	able	to	hold	him,	just	frantic	to
get	him	down	one	way	or	another.
‘Help	me	out,	Alex.	Please.	Please!’
Both	her	 arms	 ached	with	 the	 strain	but	 finally	 the	 rubber	 began	 to	 tear	 itself

and	under	 the	weight	 of 	 both	of 	 them	 it	 gave	way.	He	dropped	heavily	 and	 she
went	with	him,	crying	out	as	they	hit	the	edge	of 	the	armchair	before	sliding	to	the
floor.	 Ignoring	 the	 jolt	 to	 her	 already	 sore	 body,	 she	 lay	 him	 down	 flat	 and



scrambled	to	rip	what	was	left	of 	the	noose	from	his	neck.
‘Alex.	Alex.’	Her	 fingers	 fluttered	 over	 his	 bruised	 skin,	 trying	 to	 find	 a	 pulse.

‘No.’	Her	head	fell	to	his	chest.	‘Please,	no.’
With	tears	dropping	to	his	t-shirt,	she	tilted	his	head	back	and	opened	his	mouth.

Putting	her	ear	 to	his	 lips,	she	tried	to	calm	her	quivering	breath	enough	to	 listen
for	the	merest	sign	of 	his,	but	she	could	neither	hear	nor	feel	one.	She	squeezed	her
eyes	tight.	Too	young,	he	was	too	young	for	this.
‘No,	kiddo,	you’re	not	doing	this.’	She	shook	him.	‘You’re	not	leaving	me.	Come

on,	Alex.	Come	on!’
She	scrambled	 in	her	coat	pocket	 for	her	cell	phone	and	with	 fumbling	 fingers

managed	to	dial	the	numbers	she	needed.
He	had	urged	her	to	leave	before	anything	else	kicked	off.	Is	this	what	he	meant?

Had	 he	 been	 preparing	 for	 this?	 She	 scanned	 the	 room	 but	 saw	 no	 evidence	 of
their	undercover	operation,	no	leaflets	left	hanging	around,	no	practice	pieces	in	the
bin.	Had	he	cleared	it	away	so	she	wouldn’t	be	implicated?	All	that	was	left	was	the
ancient,	 oversized	 and	 now	malfunctioning	 printing	 press,	 the	 one	 they’d	 hoped
might	be	the	beginning	of 	something	new,	some	change,	some	savior.
Her	 body	 began	 to	 tremble	 all	 over.	 She	 looked	 back	 to	 the	 boy	 who	 had

depended	 on	 her	 for	 guidance,	 who	 had	 seen	 in	 her	 a	 reflection	 of 	 his	 own
embittered	rage	and	had	taken	comfort	from	that	mutual	recognition.	She’d	thought
that	by	sticking	close	to	him	she	could	protect	him.	But	had	she	in	fact	done	just
the	opposite,	shepherding	him	directly	into	the	face	of 	danger?
As	she	waited	for	 the	paramedics	 to	arrive,	she	placed	her	shaking	hands	upon

his	sternum	and	started	compressions	on	his	fast	cooling,	lifeless	body.
	

*
	

‘My	god,	what	happened	to	your	face?’
Sada	hadn’t	wanted	to	call	him	but	all	of 	a	sudden	she’d	been	terrified.	For	Jess

as	much	 as	 herself.	 She	 jumped	 up	 from	her	 seat	 in	 the	 private	waiting	 room	 as
Marcus	came	in	through	the	door,	relieved	at	last	to	see	a	familiar	face.	But	then	she
saw	he’d	come	alone.
‘Where	the	hell	is	Jess?’	She	looked	over	his	shoulder	to	see	if 	she	was	dawdling

outside	the	room.
He	held	up	his	hands.	‘Woah,	it’s	okay.	She’s	downstairs.’
‘Fuck’s	sake,	Marcus.	Are	you	sure?	Are	you	sure	she	is?’
‘Of 	course.	I	 just	 left	her	 there.’	He	stepped	closer	but	she	backed	away.	 ‘Sada.

She’s	fine.	She’s	being	looked	after	in	the	children’s	center.	Probably	parenting	half



a	dozen	kids	as	we	speak.’
She	looked	at	him	a	moment,	trying	to	decide	what	to	do.	The	memory	of 	her

attacker’s	voice	flashed	into	her	mind,	his	lips	on	her	neck.
‘I	 have	 to	 get	 her.’	 She	 hurried	 forward,	 but	 before	 she	 could	 get	 to	 the	 door

Marcus	caught	hold	of 	her	arm.
‘Hey,	it’s	okay.	She’s	okay.’	He	held	up	his	watch.	‘Look.	I’ll	call	her.	I’ve	given	her

my	old	phone.’
He	tapped	a	number	 into	the	screen	and	held	the	watch	up	so	they	could	both

hear	 it	 connecting.	 She	 stared	 at	 the	 screen	 through	 tear-filled	 eyes.	On	 the	 third
ring,	Jess’s	picture	appeared.
‘Hi	Dad.	Have	you	found	Mom?’
The	tears	spilled	over	at	the	sound	of 	her	daughter’s	voice,	and	her	legs	gave	way.

As	she	sank	to	the	floor,	she	barely	heard	Marcus’s	reassuring	words	to	Jess	but	in
an	instant	he	was	there,	his	arms	wrapping	round	her.	Out	of 	instinct	she	began	to
resist	his	comfort,	but	with	little	fight	 left	to	push	him	away	this	time	she	gave	in
and	rested	her	head	upon	his	 shirt,	his	body	warm	 in	contrast	 to	 the	coolness	of
Alex’s.	She	closed	her	eyes.
‘I	 didn’t	 bring	 her	 up	here,’	 he	whispered	 into	 her	 hair,	 ‘because	 I	 didn’t	 think

you’d	want	her	knowing	what	happened.’	His	heart	beat	against	her	cheek.	A	strong
and	steady	rhythm.	‘What	the	hell’s	going	on,	Sada?’
She	 shook	 her	 head,	 ruffling	 his	 shirt.	 ‘I	 don’t	 know.	 They’re	 still	 working	 on

him.’
‘That’s	not	what	I	mean.’	He	tightened	his	arms.	‘Who	hurt	you?’
Despite	 his	 best	 attempts	 to	 keep	 her	 there,	 she	 pulled	 away.	Wiping	 the	 tears

from	her	cheeks,	she	eased	herself 	from	the	floor	to	a	chair.
‘That’s	not	 important,’	she	said,	tucking	her	hair	behind	her	ears,	her	voice	thin

and	uneven.
‘You	look	terrible,	Sada.’
She	heard	the	irritation	in	his	voice;	that	she	was	keeping	something	from	him.
‘He	looks	a	hell	of 	a	lot	worse.’	A	sob	caught	in	her	throat	as	the	image	of 	Alex’s

lifeless	swaying	body	came	back	to	her.
‘Course.	 I’m	 sorry.’	He	 reached	 for	 her	 hand	 but	 she	 pulled	 it	 away.	His	 palm

dropped	with	a	slap	against	his	jeans	and	he	sighed.	‘I’m	just	worried	about	you.’
‘And	I’m	just	worried	about	him.’
Marcus	rose	from	the	floor	and	strode	to	the	water	cooler	in	the	corner	of 	the

room.	He	filled	two	plastic	cups	and	brought	one	over.	She	muttered	thanks	but	as
the	cool	liquid	hit	her	throat,	she	remembered	about	the	bruises.	She	reached	up	to



tug	 at	 her	 high-neck	 sweater,	making	 sure	 he	 wouldn’t	 see	 what	 was	 beneath.	 A
bruised	face	she	might	now	be	able	 to	wriggle	out	from	under	 the	circumstances,
but	a	bruised	neck	wasn’t	fooling	anyone.	She	knew	she	only	had	two	choices.	Tell
him	everything	and	he	would	at	best	call	the	police	before	hiding	her	and	Jess	away
in	 his	 apartment;	 at	 worst	 take	 Jess	 away	 from	 her	 because	 she	was	 becoming	 a
danger	to	herself 	and	everyone	around	her.	Or,	she	could	tell	him	nothing	and	take
his	daughter	far	away	from	this	city,	to	safety,	and	as	quickly	as	possible.
‘I	just	can’t	believe	it,’	Marcus	interrupted	her	thoughts.	‘He	didn’t	seem	the	type.’
Sada	 looked	up	with	heavy,	weary	eyes,	 ready	 to	rebuke	his	unhelpful	platitude,

but	then	realized	that	would	only	 lead	to	telling	him	the	truth.	Not	just	about	the
Movement	and	the	tribes	and	the	gangs.	But	the	truth	about	what	she’d	found	on
the	 back	 of 	Alex’s	 head	 as	 she’d	 cradled	 him	 in	 her	 arms	 before	 the	 paramedics
arrived.	The	truth	about	 the	message	he’d	supposedly	sent	meaning	she	got	 there
while	his	coffee	and	his	body	were	still	warm,	when	he	still	had	the	smallest	chance
of 	pulling	through.	The	truth	that	she	was	so	far	out	of 	her	depth	right	now	that
she	was	 losing	 control.	 And	 the	 greatest	 truth	 of 	 all,	 that	 she	was	 about	 to	 risk
hatred	and	embitterment	from	the	one	person	in	her	 life	she	would	do	absolutely
anything	within	her	power	to	protect.
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Jacob

A	moving	 date	 of 	 Friday	was	 agreed,	 just	 two	 days	 away.	They	would	 spend	 the
morning	shifting	the	last	of 	their	belongings	and	materials	over	to	the	factory,	while
in	the	afternoon	some	of 	the	men	would	scavenge	for	food	at	the	landfill	site	in	the
hope	of 	finding	enough	to	last	the	weekend.	After	that,	Jacob	would	continue	his
twice-weekly	trip	to	the	site	for	rations,	albeit	a	longer	walk	and	from	the	opposite
direction.
They’d	 already	 begun	 preparing	 a	 patch	 of 	 ground	 adjacent	 to	 the	 factory	 for

growing	 fruit	 and	vegetables,	but	with	winter	upon	 them	 they	wouldn’t	 expect	 to
see	 a	 return	 for	 some	months.	 Instead	 they	would	have	 to	manage	portions	until
they	 could	 build	 enough	 resources	 to	 sustain	 them	 comfortably.	 But	 no	 one	was
concerned.	They’d	managed	 through	hardships	before	and	always	 found	a	way	 to
get	by.	They	would	do	so	again.
Since	 his	 talk	 with	 Scott	 several	 days	 before,	 he’d	 been	 feeling	 more	 positive

about	 the	 move	 and	 his	 place	 within	 the	 group.	 Right	 now	 the	 Tribe	 members
honored	 their	 founder	 and	 his	 intentions,	 but	 that	 didn’t	 have	 to	 mean	 that	 the
Tribe	couldn’t	adapt	and	change	as	time	went	on.	Scott’s	words	had	lifted	his	spirits,
loosening	the	confines	of 	the	doctrine	that	had	only	become	visible	to	him	in	this
last	 few	 months.	 But	 for	 now,	 he	 too	 would	 respect	 and	 devote	 his	 time
unconditionally	to	the	man	who	had	once	done	the	same	for	him.
In	 a	 better	 frame	 of 	 mind,	 he	 spoke	more	 often	 with	 the	 other	 men	 as	 they

prepared	to	leave	their	home	behind,	and	reveled	in	the	strong	sense	amongst	them
that	they	were	entering	a	new	stage	of 	the	Tribe’s	evolution.	He’d	even	thought	he
caught	Michael	 looking	to	him	and	smiling	on	occasion,	as	 if 	he	was	relieved	this
difficult	dip	in	his	recovery	had	thankfully	passed	them	all	by.
So	 it	 came	 as	 a	 surprise	 then,	when	Michael	 pulled	him	 to	one	 side	 as	he	was

clearing	away	the	breakfast	dishes	and	asked	if 	he	could	have	a	quiet	word.	When



asked	what	about,	Michael	avoided	answering,	suggesting	instead	they	meet	upstairs
away	from	the	others	in	fifteen	minutes.	A	tremor	of 	anxiety	passed	through	him,
but	he	was	better	able	to	reason	with	himself 	just	lately.	While	it	had	been	a	testing
few	months,	he	was	coming	through	it;	whatever	else	he	came	up	against,	he	was
certain	he	could	deal	with	that	too.
But	as	soon	as	he	walked	into	the	room	his	optimism	wavered.
Rafe	 stood	 with	 his	 back	 to	 the	 window,	 arms	 crossed,	 feet	 apart	 and	 firmly

planted.	Braced,	 it	 seemed,	 to	 clear	whatever	was	 lodged	 in	his	 chest.	Across	 the
room,	 their	 mentor	 sat	 on	 an	 upturned	 crate	 against	 the	 wall,	 his	 cheeks	 ashen,
concern	embedded	in	his	brow.
Jacob	sighed.	‘Okay,	let’s	have	it.’
‘Jacob,’	Michael	warned.
‘It’s	fine,	brother	Michael,’	he	said	and	smiled.	Regardless	of 	what	was	about	to

occur,	he	felt	somehow	more	energized	than	he	had	in	a	while,	more	capable.	Be	a
man,	son.	 ‘I	can	see	that	our	brother	has	something	he’d	like	to	discuss.	And	as	we
are	all	adults	here,	I	say	we	just	get	to	the	point.	We	have	a	lot	of 	work	to	do	today.’
‘Won’t	you	at	least	sit	down?’	Michael	asked.
He	was	about	to	reply	in	the	negative	when	he	noticed	how	drawn	and	tired	his

benefactor	looked.	He	eyed	him	closely	for	a	moment,	but	Michael	only	gestured	to
one	of 	the	beds,	giving	nothing	else	away.
‘Of 	course,	brother.’	He	lowered	himself 	to	a	cross-legged	position	on	his	own

blanket.
‘You	are	right,	Jacob.	It	is	Rafe	who	would	like	to	discuss	a	point	with	you.	So	if

it’s	alright,	I’ll	let	him	explain.’
‘Thank	you,	brother,’	Rafe	began,	but	Jacob	was	still	studying	Michael.	Why	had

he	not	noticed	before	how	unwell	his	friend	was	looking?	Had	he	been	so	wrapped
up	 in	 himself 	 that	 he’d	 failed	 to	 see	 the	 deep	 lines	 etched	 around	 his	 eyes,	 the
hollowed	 cheeks	 and	 complexion	 stripped	 of 	 all	 color?	 Michael	 avoided	 his
evaluation,	turning	instead	to	Rafe	who	Jacob	realized	was	still	talking.
‘...	all	of 	which	is	not	only	out	of 	character	but	also	falls	outside	the	regulations

of 	the	doctrine.’
‘They’re	not	regulations,’	Jacob	said.
‘Guidelines,	parameters,	whichever	word	you	prefer.	It’s	irrelevant—’
‘It’s	not	irrelevant.	The	language	we	use	defines	what	we	do,	who	we	are	and	how

we	act	and	 feel.	That’s	what	 the	doctrine	 informs	us.	Use	 the	wrong	words	often
enough	and	incorrect	meanings	get	attached	to	them,	which	results	in	a	breakdown
of 	communication.’



‘That’s	 enough,	 Jacob.’	 Michael	 interrupted	 this	 time,	 raising	 his	 hand	 to	 his
forehead.	‘You	wished	for	Rafe	to	be	quick,	so	please	let	him.’
Jacob	noted	the	tone,	and	interpreted	Michael	was	just	as	eager	as	himself 	to	get

this	impromptu	meeting	over	with.	He	turned	back	to	Rafe	and	raised	his	eyebrows.
‘It’s	 the	place	of 	 every	one	of 	us	 to	be	 alert	 to	discontent	within	 the	Tribe	or

disruption	 to	 the	 doctrine.	 As,	 for	 example,	 was	 the	 case	 with	 former	 members
Daniel	and	Aaron.’	He	paused,	but	Jacob	wasn’t	about	to	bite	at	such	a	cheap	shot.
‘And	unfortunately,	on	further	examination,	it	seems	my	concerns	were	correct.’
Jacob	still	hadn’t	caught	up	with	the	beginning	of 	the	conversation	and	so	was	a

little	confused	when	Rafe	didn’t	 immediately	continue.	He	looked	to	Michael	who
was	now	resting	all	his	weight	against	 the	wall	as	 if 	he’d	slumped	there.	Dragging
his	gaze	back	to	Rafe,	he	said,	‘I’m	sorry,	what?	Have	I	missed	something	here?’
Rafe	 heaved	 a	 sigh,	 uncrossed	 his	 arms	 and	 leaned	 against	 the	 window	 ledge,

crossing	one	booted	ankle	over	the	other.
‘It’s	only	right	that	you	should	leave,	Jacob.’
‘No,	we	haven’t	decided	that.’	Michael	held	up	his	hands.
‘On	what	grounds?’
‘It’s	okay,	 Jacob,’	Michael	 said,	his	 face	seeming	even	paler	 than	a	moment	ago.

‘Rafe,	you	are	jumping	to	conclusions.’
‘We	agreed.’
‘We	 absolutely	 did	 not	 agree.’	Michael	 spoke	with	 a	 restrained	 vehemence	 that

Jacob	 hadn’t	 heard	 from	him	before,	 and	which	 seemed	 to	 take	 the	 breath	 from
him.	He	put	his	hand	to	his	forehead	again,	swayed	a	little.
Jacob	jumped	to	his	feet	and	crossed	the	room	to	crouch	beside	him	as	Michael

took	several	deep	breaths,	exhaling	slowly.
‘It’s	okay.	It’s	just	a	migraine.’
‘Then	you	should	lie	down,	Michael.	We	can	do	this	another	time.’
‘No!’	Rafe’s	voice	echoed	around	the	room.	‘We	do	it	now.	Before	the	move.	This

has	to	be	sorted.’
‘He’s	not	well,’	Jacob	seethed.
‘I’m	 fine.’	Michael	 tapped	his	hand	and	 tried	 to	 smile.	 ‘Rafe,	we	haven’t	 agreed

anything	yet.’
Rafe	snorted	and	shook	his	head	as	though	he’d	been	denied	by	an	unfair	system

once	again.	And	while	Jacob	felt	the	niggling	urge	to	wipe	the	smirk	from	his	face
with	 one	 good	 hard	 thump	 that	 he’d	 been	waiting	 a	 long	 time	 to	 get	 out	 of 	 his
system,	the	welfare	of 	his	mentor	came	first,	and	this	was	clearly	causing	him	some
distress.



He	said,	calmer	this	time,	‘On	what	grounds,	Rafe?’
‘Abuse	of 	the	doctrine.’
‘Precise	grounds?’
‘Your	relationship	with	an	Outsider.’
Jacob	 said	 nothing	 right	 away	 but	 could	 only	 gape	 as	 he	 tried	 to	 think	 of 	 an

appropriate	response	–	The	truth?	A	lie?	–	while	at	the	same	time	wondering	exactly
what	Rafe	thought	he	knew.	He	looked	to	Michael	whose	gaze	had	dropped	to	the
hands	he	held	clasped	in	his	lap,	then	back	to	the	man	breaking	open	a	whole	new
hornet’s	nest.
‘I	have	no	idea	what	you’re	talking	about,’	he	said	at	last,	wary	of 	getting	ahead

of 	 himself 	 and	 jeopardizing	 everything	 for	 no	 good	 reason.	 ‘And	 what	 did	 you
mean	earlier	when	you	said	‘on	further	examination’?’
‘I	followed	you.’
‘You	what?’
‘It	 was	 for	 the	 good	 of 	 the	 Tribe.’	Grey	 eyes	 glanced	 toward	Michael.	 ‘And	 it

seems	I	was	right	to	do	so.’
Jacob	 ran	 his	 hand	 through	 his	 hair,	 trying	 to	 keep	 calm	 for	 the	 sake	 of 	 their

mentor,	 but	 it	 wasn’t	 easy.	 He	 got	 to	 his	 feet,	 weary	 now	 of 	 these	 games	 and
insinuations.	‘So	exactly	what	is	it	you	thought	you	saw?’
‘Not	what	I	thought	I	saw,	brother.	I	did	not,	nor	have	I	ever,	hallucinated.’	Rafe

laughed,	and	Jacob	noted	the	nod	to	his	past	and	present	nightmares.	‘Nice-looking
girl.	Woman,	I	should	say.	Blonde,	slim,	about	your	age.	I	could	certainly	see	why
you’d	be	 tempted.	But	 to	go	back	more	 than	once...	Well,	 that’s	not	 just	 sex	now,
brother,	is	it?	And	given	your	unusual	behavior	of 	late,	it	wouldn’t	be	so	far-fetched
to	draw	the	conclusion	that	you’ve	quite	clearly	established	a	relationship	with	her.’
Rafe’s	eyes	glimmered,	a	glint	of 	light	off 	steel.	‘Which	would	make	it	time	for	you
to	go.’
‘Rafe,’	Michael	hissed.	‘Let	Jacob	respond.’
But	he	couldn’t	respond.	Not	straightaway.	He	paced	the	room,	wanting	to	leave

and	get	out	into	the	fresh	air	away	from	this	idiot	who	had	infiltrated	their	peaceful
group	and	who	he	could	no	longer	pretend	to	like.
Yet	wasn’t	he	being	a	hypocrite	to	think	that	way?	Though	he	hadn’t	defied	the

doctrine	to	the	degree	Rafe	suggested,	he’d	still	defied	it	in	some	ways.	He’d	had	 a
relationship	 with	 Sada,	 albeit	 not	 intimate	 or	 even	 affectionate,	 but	 he	 had
conducted	 a	 relationship	 in	 terms	 of 	 ongoing	 communication	 with	 someone
outside	the	Tribe.	And	that	was	enough	to	constitute	dismissal	under	the	doctrine’s
values	as	they	currently	stood.	Rafe	was	right.



He	stopped	pacing.	‘Michael.’	He	waited	for	his	friend	to	meet	his	gaze	and	when
he	reluctantly	did,	he	went	on.	‘I	have	met	with	someone	on	several	occasions.’	He
ignored	Rafe’s	snort	of 	triumph.	‘It	came	about	by	way	of 	circumstances	out	of 	my
control.	 However,	 I	 haven’t	 had	 a	 relationship	 with	 her	 other	 than	 brief
conversation.	 She’s	 leaving	 the	 city	 very	 soon,	 and	 she	 doesn’t	 know	 the
whereabouts	of 	our	new	 accommodation.	 I’ve	 told	her	nothing	 about	 the	Tribe.’
Only	this	last	part	was	a	lie,	and	only	so	as	not	to	hurt	Michael’s	feelings.
‘It	makes	 no	 difference	 ifs	 and	 buts,’	 Rafe	 said.	 ‘The	 damage	 is	 done	 and	 you

must	leave.’
‘Rafe!’	Michael	 shouted,	 startling	 them	 both.	 ‘It	 is	 not	 you	who	will	make	 the

final	decision.	I	will.	We	have	already	lost	two	other	members.	At	this	rate,	we	won’t
need	to	move	at	all.’
The	man	opposite	 them	rose	slowly	 from	the	window	 ledge	and	walked	 to	 the

center	of 	the	room,	his	expression	serious,	all	smirks	and	smugness	gone.
‘Have	you	not	 taught	us	 to	 live	by	the	values	of 	 the	doctrine,	brother	Michael?

Your	doctrine?’	His	voice	was	a	 low	growl,	his	glare	penetrating.	 Jacob	shot	him	a
look,	stepping	closer	to	Michael	whose	outburst	seemed	to	have	sapped	the	last	of
his	energy.	‘Are	you	now	suggesting	that	you,	brother,	have	the	power	to	bend	those
values	 to	 suit	 your	 own	 wishes	 and’—he	 looked	 to	 Jacob	 with	 disgust
—‘preferences?’
Jacob	took	another	step	closer.	‘You’re	overstepping	the	line.’
‘As	you	have	done,’	Rafe	shot	back.	‘On	more	than	one	occasion.	Yet	somehow

here	you	are.	Still	here.’
‘That’s	enough,’	Michael	said,	getting	unsteadily	to	his	feet.	‘This	is	not	what	we

are	about.’	He	lifted	his	hand	to	his	head	but	waved	Jacob	away	when	he	reached
out	to	him.	‘I	need	to	think	this	through.	We	all	need	to.	It’s	our	final	Appreciation
Night	 tonight	 and	 just	 for	 now	 I	 would	 like	 all	 of 	 us	 to	 be	 there.’	 He	 glanced
between	the	two	of 	them,	his	eyes	pleading.	‘The	other	men	don’t	need	this	upset
on	the	verge	of 	our	move.	We’ll	discuss	this	again	afterward.	Do	you	agree?’
‘Yes,	brother.’
‘Rafe?’
The	muscles	in	his	jaw	flexed	as	he	clamped	it	tight,	steel	eyes	shining	now	only

with	pure	fury.	Jacob	glared	at	him,	refusing	to	look	away	or	back	down	no	matter
how	this	might	end.
‘It’s	him	or	me,’	Rafe	mumbled	between	gritted	teeth.	He	threw	up	his	hood	and

marched	from	the	room,	slamming	the	door	behind	him.
‘I	need	to	lie	down,	Jacob.’	Michael’s	whole	body	sagged.



Jacob	put	an	arm	around	his	mentor	and	walked	with	him	into	the	other	room
where	he	helped	him	to	the	floor	and	onto	his	narrow	bed.	He	took	Michael’s	cloak
from	 around	 his	 shoulders	 and	 folded	 it	 into	 a	 pillow	 to	 put	 beneath	 his	 head.
Pulling	the	blanket	over	him,	Jacob	promised	to	return	with	water.	Michael	nodded
but	had	already	closed	his	eyes.
At	 the	 top	 of 	 the	 stairs	 Scott	was	 passing	 and	 took	 hold	 of 	 his	 arm.	 ‘I	 heard

what	was	said,’	he	whispered.	Jacob	dropped	his	head	but	Scott	gripped	tighter	and
went	on,	‘You	still	have	my	backing.	Whatever	happens.’
Jacob	looked	up	to	his	friend	who	nodded	to	show	he	meant	what	he	said.	It	was

an	 unexpected	 gesture	 and	 one	 which	 after	 the	 confrontation	 with	 Rafe	 was
gratefully	 received.	 But	 unable	 to	 put	 words	 to	 this	 gratitude,	 he	 simply	 nodded
back.	Then	he	turned	and	hurried	down	the	stairs.	The	quicker	he	fetched	Michael
the	water,	the	quicker	he	could	get	out	of 	here.	There	was	something	he	needed	to
do.
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Sada

‘But,	Mom,	it’s	Wednesday.	Won’t	Daddy	be	wondering	where	I	am?’
Sada	tugged	at	the	hand	of 	her	daughter	who	had	slowed	to	ask	her	hundredth

question.	‘No,	sweetheart.	He	knows	we’re	going	away	on	vacation.’
This	wasn’t	true	of 	course,	but	how	else	was	she	supposed	to	get	Jess	to	pack	a

bag	with	only	her	most	favorite	clothes	and	toys	and	leave	her	home	in	a	hurry.
She	had	parked	Alex’s	car	five	blocks	away	on	the	edge	of 	the	city,	 loaded	with

their	bags	ready	for	when	 it	was	time	to	 leave,	and	was	now	speed	walking	 in	the
opposite	direction	toward	the	old	industrial	zone	with	her	very	inquisitive	and	less-
than-impressed	daughter	 in	 tow.	This	was	clearly	not	what	 the	seven-year-old	had
envisaged	when	the	mother	had	said	vacation.
Sada	 had	 known	 as	 she’d	 left	 the	 hospital	 on	 Sunday	 night	 that	 there	 was	 no

longer	any	doubt	they	had	to	leave	and	leave	immediately.	It	had	been	difficult	and
frightening	to	wait	the	three	days	until	today,	but	she	knew	she	couldn’t	go	without
seeing	Jacob	one	last	time	before	they	left.	And	that,	at	least,	had	given	her	time	to
pack	and	pool	her	money	together	into	an	account	she’d	be	able	to	withdraw	funds
from	after	they’d	passed	out	of 	the	city’s	boundaries.	The	watch	that	connected	the
chip	 in	her	abdomen	to	her	city	 footprint	was	 lying	 in	pieces	beneath	 the	 tires	of
Alex’s	 car	 –	 an	 adieu	 she	 knew	 he’d	 be	 proud	 of.	 Finally,	 to	 allay	 her	 daughter’s
complaints	she	had	explained	they’d	be	meeting	an	old	friend	first	who	was	going
to	give	them	directions	to	their	rental	villa.
‘Can	I	call	him?’	Jess	asked.
‘Who?’
‘Daddy.’
‘Not	now.	When	we	get	 there	or	 in	 a	 few	days.	Come	on.’	She	 tugged	at	 Jess’s

hand	again.	After	her	 last	visit	here,	she	absolutely	didn’t	want	 to	be	 loitering	any
longer	than	necessary.



By	the	time	they	reached	the	underpass,	Sada	noticed	her	daughter	was	panting
from	the	effort	of 	trying	to	keep	up	with	her.	They	ducked	into	the	shadows	of 	the
wall.
‘Are	you	okay,	sweetheart?’	She	smoothed	her	hand	over	her	daughter’s	hair.	‘I’m

sorry	for	going	so	fast.’
‘We’re	not	waiting	here,	are	we?	It	stinks.’
Sada	 looked	 around	 at	 the	 rotten	 armchair,	 the	 obscene	 graffiti	 and	 discarded

needles,	 and	 realized	 after	 so	 many	 visits	 she’d	 kind	 of 	 become	 oblivious	 to	 its
abhorrence.	And	its	aroma.
‘You’re	 right.’	 She	 thought	 for	 a	 moment,	 then	 rummaged	 in	 her	 handbag,

cursing	herself 	for	not	carrying	a	marker	pen.	‘This	will	have	to	do,’	she	muttered	to
herself,	clicking	 the	button	 to	open	 the	pocket	blade	and	scratching	 it	against	 the
stone	wall.
‘What	are	you	doing?’	Jess	complained	behind	her.	‘Can	we	go	now?’
‘Just	a	sec...	There.’
She	 folded	 the	blade	 and	dropped	 it	 into	her	pocket.	Peering	out	 into	 the	dim

light,	she	made	sure	no	one	was	following,	then	pulled	on	her	daughter’s	hand	again
and	hurried	out	of 	the	underpass	in	the	direction	of 	Jacob’s	escape	route,	praying
she’d	remember	the	way.

	
*

	
‘But	why	do	we	have	to	meet	your	friend	here?’	Jess	whined,	tiptoeing	and	swaying
around	 the	 furniture	 in	 the	 little	 office,	 careful	 not	 to	 brush	 anything	 with	 her
clothes.	‘Why	couldn’t	she	come	to	the	park	or	something?’
‘He.	And	he	lives	near	here,	so	this	is	easier	for	him.’
Sada	pushed	one	of 	the	desks	across	the	door.
‘What	are	you	doing?	Now	he	won’t	be	able	to	get	in.’
She	stood	upright	and	sighed.	‘The	door	doesn’t	have	a	lock,	so	we	have	to	use

this	instead.	He’ll	knock	when	he	comes	so	we’ll	know	it’s	him.’
‘Couldn’t	we	have	gone	to	his	house?’
‘Jess,	please.	Enough	questions.’
Her	 daughter	 frowned	 and	 walked	 over	 to	 the	 window,	 pulling	 a	 face	 as	 she

looked	out.	‘I	wouldn’t	want	to	live	here.’
‘Well	you	don’t	have	to,	do	you?’	she	snapped,	and	immediately	felt	guilty.	‘Look,

not	everyone	is	as	lucky	as	us,	you	know	that.	They	don’t	all	have	apartments	to	live
in,	with	TVs	and	microwave	ovens.’
‘Or	vacations.’



‘Yes,	 or	 vacations.	 Now	 will	 you	 come	 away	 from	 the	 window,	 please?	 Here,
come	and	sit	down.	I’m	sure	he	won’t	be	long.’	She	used	a	tissue	from	her	bag	to
wipe	down	the	 leather	chair	 for	her	daughter	 to	sit	on.	 ‘Why	don’t	you	read	your
book?’
‘Don’t	want	 to,’	 she	 said	with	a	hefty	 sigh,	 and	sat	gingerly	on	 the	edge	of 	 the

seat	as	though	its	unfamiliarity	might	rub	off 	on	her	clothes.
‘Well	you	might	want	to	eventually.	You’ll	soon	get	bored.’
Jess	crossed	her	arms	and	dipped	her	chin	to	her	chest.	‘Some	vacation.’
‘Don’t	start,	Jess.	Not	now.’
While	her	daughter	pouted,	Sada	cleared	a	spot	on	the	floor	to	sit,	and	pulled	her

phone	from	her	bag.	It	would	be	so	much	easier	if 	she	could	just	text	Jacob.	It	was
only	four	thirty	and	they	could	be	waiting	hours	before	he	finds	them,	 if 	he	even
comes	at	all.	He	might	have	been	resolute	that	their	last	meeting	was	the	final	one.
She	 only	 hoped	 that	 if 	 he	 was	 coming	 that	 he	 arrived	 before	 Marcus	 started

calling.	Despite	what	 she’d	 told	 Jess,	 she	was	 still	 expected	 to	drop	her	 round	his
place	at	eight.	She	had	already	lied	and	said	that	Jess	would	be	at	a	friend’s	tea	party,
so	that	he	wouldn’t	try	to	pick	her	up	from	school	like	he	normally	would.
She	leaned	back,	resting	her	head	against	the	wall	and	closed	her	eyes.	Right	now

she	missed	Alex,	wished	more	than	anything	that	she	could	call	him	up	or	text	him.
He	was	 the	only	one	who	knew	where	 she	was	 coming	 from	and	where	 she	was
trying	to	get	to	and	didn’t	despise	her	for	it.	The	only	one	who	would	be	telling	her
she	was	doing	the	right	thing.	And	she	would	be	insisting	now,	with	hindsight,	that
he	came	as	well.	She	would	be	refusing	to	have	 it	any	other	way,	even	 if 	 it	meant
she	had	to	blackmail	him	or	pick	him	up	and	carry	him.
She	thought	of 	the	questions	she’d	fielded	at	the	hospital,	the	responses	she	gave

the	officers,	his	mother,	and	the	conclusions	they’d	all	but	drawn	for	themselves.
A	young	boy	alone	in	the	city.	Buckling	under	financial	pressures.	Echoing	his	father’s	fate.
All	lies,	of 	course.	Not	Alex.	None	of 	that	was	really	Alex.
‘Mom,	I’m	hungry,’	Jess	said,	interrupting	her	thoughts.	‘Can	we—’
‘Ssh!’	Sada’s	eyes	flew	open	and	she	leaned	forward,	holding	up	her	hand	to	stop

Jess	talking.	She	put	a	finger	to	her	lips,	then	motioned	for	her	to	get	up	from	the
chair	 and	 come	 closer.	As	her	 daughter	 did	 as	 she	was	 told,	 they	both	heard	 the
scrape	of 	wood	against	concrete	coming	from	downstairs.
‘It’s	him,’	Jess	announced,	her	thin	voice	ringing	around	the	room.	Sada	clamped

a	hand	over	her	mouth.
‘It’s	okay,’	she	whispered.	‘Quiet	for	a	second.	Just	in	case.’
She	reached	into	her	pocket,	wrapped	her	fingers	around	the	blade.	If 	it	was	him



again,	she’d	be	ready	this	time.	That	bastard	wouldn’t	be	touching	either	of 	them.
Blood	rushed	in	her	ears	and	heart	expanded,	her	breath	growing	quicker	with	each
step	that	landed	on	the	stairway.	The	heavy	footsteps	came	to	a	stop	on	the	other
side	 of 	 the	 door.	 After	 a	 moment	 of 	 silence,	 the	 handle	 turned,	 door	 nudged
against	the	desk.
‘Anyone	there?’	a	voice	called	through	the	narrow	gap.
Sada	blew	out	 the	breath	she’d	been	holding	and	released	her	grip	on	both	her

daughter	and	the	blade	in	her	pocket.	She	jumped	to	her	feet.
‘In	here,’	 she	called	back,	gripping	 the	edges	of 	 the	desk	 to	pull	 it	clear	of 	 the

door.	It	rumbled	as	it	juddered	over	the	floorboards.
His	 broad	 frame	 filled	 the	 doorway	 and	 she	 smiled	 to	 see	 him	 again,	 her	 first

genuine	 smile	 in	days.	On	 seeing	 Jess,	 he	pushed	back	his	hood	 and	quietly	 said,
‘Hey.’
‘Jacob,	this	is	Jess.	Jess,	this	is	my	friend	Jacob	I	was	telling	you	about.’
Her	daughter	eyed	him	with	caution,	offering	a	polite	but	wary	smile.	He	nodded

in	 reply	 and	 Sada	 interpreted	 that	 meant	 perhaps	 non-adults	 were	 out	 of 	 his
comfort	zone.
‘Listen,	 Jess,’	 she	passed	her	bag	 to	her	daughter,	 ‘why	don’t	you	sit	back	 there

and	 read	 your	 book	 while	 Jacob	 and	 I	 sort	 everything	 out,	 okay?	 I’ll	 be	 two
minutes.’
With	a	sigh	that	would	flatten	the	Amazon	rainforest,	Jess	reached	into	the	bag

and	pulled	out	her	book.	Knowing	how	short	her	daughter’s	attention	span	could
be,	 Sada	 didn’t	 waste	 time.	 She	 walked	 through	 to	 the	 other	 room	 and	 Jacob
followed.
Once	inside,	he	said,	‘You	told	her	about	me?’
‘Yes.	Like	how	you’re	going	to	give	us	directions	to	your	rental	villa.’
‘Oh.	Right.’	He	narrowed	his	eyes.	‘What	happened	to	your	face?’
So	the	extra	foundation	she’d	applied	had	failed	to	hide	the	slowly	fading	bruise

then.	She	ducked	away	from	his	scrutiny	and	walked	to	the	back	of 	the	room,	as	far
from	Jess’s	earshot	as	possible.	Slumping	down	 into	a	plastic	chair,	 she	 rubbed	at
her	eyes.	The	strain	of 	the	past	week	threatened	to	take	over	now	she	was	no	longer
alone.
‘So	you	got	my	message.’
‘I	 did,’	 he	 said,	 following	her	 to	 the	back	of 	 the	 room.	 ‘A	 fine	 and	more	 than

adequate	addition	to	the	erect	phallus	installation.’
‘I	was	going	for	impressive	with	a	sympathetic	undertone.	And	directional.’	She

tried	to	smile	but	it	didn’t	feel	natural	and	she	didn’t	have	the	strength	to	be	false,



not	with	him,	not	today.
He	pulled	out	the	chair	beside	hers.	‘What	happened?’
She	lifted	her	tired	eyes	to	his,	noticing	the	irony	of 	how	much	better	he	looked

compared	 to	 recent	weeks,	while	 she	undoubtedly	 looked,	 certainly	 felt,	 so	much
worse.
Deep	blue	eyes	held	her	gaze,	questioning,	curious,	not	hiding	any	more.	So	what

had	happened?	And	where	should	she	start	when	she	didn’t	trust	herself 	to	speak?
Not	when	she’d	been	thinking	of 	Alex.	Thinking	of 	 the	man	who’d	attacked	her.
Thinking	of 	Marcus	and	Jess	and	how	she	was	about	to	rip	their	worlds	apart.	Her
vision	blurred.
‘Sada?’	He	leaned	toward	her.
It	was	the	first	time	he’d	spoken	her	name.
‘Someone	tried	to	kill	Alex.	They	hung	him	in	his	basement.	I	found	him.’	Her

voice	trembled	as	the	image	of 	his	motionless	body	resurfaced,	just	as	it	resurfaced
several	 times	every	day	and	night	since	 it	happened.	 ‘It	was	 like	 they’d	planned	 it.
They	wanted	me	to	find	him,	Jacob.	I	think	it	was	a	warning.	For	him.	For	me.	And
before	you	say	it,	no,	he	didn’t	do	it	to	himself.’	Her	hand	shook	as	she	pointed	to
the	back	of 	her	own	head.	‘There	was	a	lump,	about	here.	They’d	knocked	him	out
first.	So	he	wouldn’t	struggle	maybe.	He’s	alive,	but	barely.’
Jacob	dropped	his	head	and	blew	out	a	sigh	so	heavy	she	felt	his	breath	on	her

hands.
‘They	don’t	know	yet	if 	there’s	permanent	brain	damage	but	it’s	likely.	All	I	know

is	we’re	definitely	not	safe	now.’	She	glanced	to	the	door.	‘And	I	have	to	protect	her,
don’t	I?’
He	inched	closer	and	for	a	moment	she	thought	he	was	going	to	cover	her	hands

with	his.	But	he	hesitated,	clasped	them	in	front	of 	him	instead.	‘Do	you	know	who
did	it?’
‘It	must	be	connected	to	the	Movement	but	I	don’t	know	who	specifically.	Maybe

someone	at	the	newspaper	or	Prosperity	wanting	to	shut	us	up.	We	know	that	stuff
goes	on	but	we	can’t	prove	 it,	not	 to	anyone	who’ll	 listen.	Or	maybe	 these	gangs
he’s	been	involved	with	lately.’
‘I	 don’t	 know,	 Sada.	 I	 don’t	 think	 it’s	 something	 the	 gangs	would	 do.	Most	 of

them	are	like	us,	they	just	want	to	be	able	to	live.	You	said	before	he	was	on	their
side.	They	wouldn’t	hurt	him	if 	he	was	trying	to	help	them.’
‘Then	it’s	one	of 	our	own.	But	that’s	no	real	surprise,	is	it?’	She	smiled	through

her	 tears,	 shook	her	head.	 ‘I’ve	 got	 to	 get	out	of 	here,	 Jacob.	 I	 can’t	 do	 this	 any
more.	I	give	up,	they	win.	Game’s	over.	I	just	want	to	be	gone	before	I’m	next.	Or



before	they	get	to	her,	one	way	or	another.’
She	watched	as	he	hung	his	head	again.	She’d	give	anything	to	know	what	he	was

thinking.	Did	he	really	want	any	of 	this?	Did	he	care?	He	hadn’t	asked	for	it.	This
was	after	all	what	he	and	the	Tribe	had	freed	themselves	from,	wasn’t	it?	None	of
this	was	even	his	concern	any	more.	More	fool	her	 for	being	part	of 	Prosperity’s
money	mill	for	so	long	and	then	for	trying	to	go	up	against	it;	perhaps	that’s	what
he	thought.
‘I’m	sorry,	Jacob.	For	bulldozing	my	way	into	your	life.	I	had	no	right	to.	But	I’ll

soon	be	gone,	and	you’ll	be	rid	of 	me.’
They	were	sat	so	close	that	when	he	looked	up	this	time,	she	could	see	the	flecks

in	his	eyes,	the	subtle	variations	of 	deep	blue	that	had	made	her	think	of 	them	as
kaleidoscopes.	She	waited	for	him	to	look	away	as	he	normally	would	after	only	a
few	 seconds,	 but	 this	 time	 he	 held	 her	 gaze	 and	 she	 tried	 but	 failed	 again	 to
decipher	what	he	was	thinking.
‘Do	you	know	where	you’ll	go?’	he	asked.
‘Not	really.	Head	west,	see	how	far	we	get.’
‘On	foot?’
‘I’ve	got	Alex’s	car	parked	a	few	blocks	away.’
‘With	plenty	of 	charge?’
‘Yes,	full.’
‘And	your	watch?’
‘It	had	a	little	accident.’
He	 nodded.	 ‘Then	 you’ll	 need	 to	 go	 tonight.	Wait	 until	 it’s	 properly	 dark	 first.

About	 ten.	 Drive	 slowly	 so	 as	 not	 to	 attract	 attention.	 Maybe	 wear	 a	 hood,
something	to	cover	your	face...’	He	stopped	when	she	smiled.	‘What?’
‘It	almost	sounds	like	you	care.’
His	forehead	creased.	‘Don’t	get	ahead	of 	yourself.’
He	broke	 the	gaze,	 looked	 to	 the	 floor,	 and	she	 felt	 again	 like	 she	was	on	 that

tightrope	he	always	made	her	walk.	The	one	where	 it	 sometimes	 felt	 it	was	all	or
nothing	with	him.
‘Come	with	us,’	she	whispered,	before	she	even	realized	she’d	thought	it.
‘I	can’t.’
‘You	can,	 Jacob.	No	one’s	stopping	you.	Not	 the	Tribe.	They’d	 let	you	go.	You

said	yourself 	you’re	there	by	choice.’
‘I	owe	them—’
‘And	 you’ve	 repaid	 them,	 a	 hundred	 times	 over,’	 she	 snapped.	 But	 quickly

regretted	it	when	she	saw	the	look	of 	reproach	on	his	face.



‘Don’t	ask	me	for	anything,	Sada.	I	can’t	give	it.’	The	shadow	she’d	seen	so	many
times	before	fell	over	his	eyes	again	now.	‘You	don’t	know	me.’
‘I	know	what	I	see.	And	I’m	not	asking	you	for	anything.	I’m	asking	you	to	come

with	us	for	your	own	sake.’
He	laughed,	sarcastic	and	weary.	‘You	really	wouldn’t	want	that.’
‘You	saved	me,	Jacob.	Don’t	you	remember?	Jessica	still	has	her	mom	thanks	to

you.	Now	I	want	to	save	you.’
‘What	if 	I	don’t	need	saving?’
He	said	it	like	he	meant	it,	but	the	certainty	in	his	eyes	from	earlier	had	gone.	She

saw	hesitation	instead,	confusion.
‘Then	I	guess	I	got	you	all	wrong.’
They	sat	in	silence,	the	air	so	still	and	quiet	she	could	hear	his	gentle	breathing.

So	he	had	saved	her	life,	but	he	was	part	of 	a	society	so	far	removed	from	her	own
that	 right	 now	 she	 didn’t	 know	 how	 to	 break	 through	 the	 divide	 that	 separated
them,	and	he	didn’t	know	how	to	step	over	it.	But	to	think	this	would	be	their	last
conversation	was	all	too	much	to	process,	especially	at	a	time	when	everything	else
was	being	ripped	from	her	grasp.
Aside	 from	Alex,	 Jacob	 had	 been	 the	 only	 other	 person	 since	 her	 father,	 and

Marcus	once	upon	a	time,	who	she’d	spoken	to	so	openly.	Whether	that	gave	her
the	right	to	tell	him	the	truth	about	the	man	who	had	threatened	her,	or	whether	it
would	be	 less	 selfish	 to	 say	 nothing	 and	walk	 away,	 she	wasn’t	 sure.	But	 her	 link
with	 him	 was	 so	 tenuous,	 and	 yet	 at	 the	 same	 time	 so	 strong,	 that	 all	 rational
thought	was	leaving	her.
‘Look,	I’ve	got	to	go,’	he	said,	but	didn’t	move	to	get	up.	‘I’ve	got	to	get	back	for

something.’
‘Right.’	 She	 panicked,	 fumbling	 over	what	 to	 say,	 the	 right	 thing	 or	 the	wrong

thing.	But	with	all	 the	other	choices	she	was	making	 tonight,	 she	was	 running	on
pure	instinct	now.
‘Get	your	things,	Jacob,	then	come	back,’	she	blurted	out.
He	dropped	his	head,	slowly	shook	it.
‘Have	a	think	about	it	at	least.	We’ll	be	here	until	eleven.	We	won’t	leave	before

then.	Come	with	us,	please.	We’ll	wait.’
‘Don’t	wait,’	he	snapped.	‘Just	leave,	as	soon	as	it’s	dark.’
He	 put	 his	 head	 in	 his	 hands.	 She	 was	 tormenting	 him,	 she	 knew	 that,	 but

suddenly	walking	away	from	him	seemed	like	the	hardest	part	of 	this	so	far.
‘You’re	not	as	safe	as	you	think	you	are,	Jacob.’
It	took	a	moment,	as	though	he	were	trying	to	make	sense	of 	her	words,	then	he



raised	his	eyes	to	hers.	‘What	do	you	mean?’
Tears	of 	frustration	blurred	her	vision.	‘Just	trust	me.’
He	tilted	his	head,	glanced	at	her	sideways.	‘Tell	me	what	you	mean	by	that.’
A	 tear	 spilled	 over	 to	 run	 down	 her	 cheek.	 It	 dripped	 onto	 her	 sweater.	 She

reached	up	and	put	her	hands	to	the	collar	wrapped	high	around	her	neck	and	eased
the	knitted	fabric	down,	swallowing	the	lump	that	had	risen	in	her	throat.	When	he
leaned	forward	to	make	sense	of 	the	marks	that	would	be	almost	indecipherable	in
this	dim	light,	she	raised	her	chin,	looking	up	over	his	shoulder	to	the	ceiling	above.
Another	 tear	 slid	 down	 past	 her	 ear	 and	 she	 swallowed	 again.	 She	 felt	 his	warm
breath	on	her	neck	as	he	peered	in	closer,	and	then	with	the	barest	of 	touches	his
fingers	brushed	along	her	throat.
‘They	got	to	you	too?’
She	pulled	the	sweater	back	up	around	her	neck.
‘Not	 them.’	 Her	 voice	 faltered	 but	 she	 watched	 him	 carefully,	 anticipating	 the

shift.	‘One	of 	yours.’
The	 lines	 over	 his	 forehead	 deepened	 as	 his	 brows	 pulled	 in,	 and	 confusion

darkened	his	eyes.	He	was	doubting	her.
‘After	I	left	you	last	week.’
He	 leaned	 back	 in	 the	 chair,	 eyes	 scanning	 the	 floor.	 She	 imagined	 his	 mind

replaying	the	events	of 	the	last	time	they’d	spoken.
‘He	wore	a	cloak,	Jacob.	Like	yours.’
His	head	was	dipped	but	eyes	lifted	to	hers.
‘And	on	his	hands—’
He	was	up	out	of 	the	chair	before	she	could	finish,	marching	to	the	front	of 	the

room,	slamming	 into	the	desks	as	he	past	 them.	Then	he	stopped	 just	as	sudden.
She	could	hear	his	breathing,	heavy	and	fast.
She	came	up	behind	him.	‘Jacob.’
He	slammed	his	fist	down	on	the	nearest	table.	She	jumped.
‘Mom?’	Jess	called	from	the	other	room.
Sada	rushed	to	the	door.	‘It’s	okay,	sweetheart,’	she	shouted	across	to	her.	‘Jacob

dropped	something.	I’ll	just	be	a	minute.’
She	closed	the	door	halfway,	went	back	to	where	he	stood	with	his	back	to	her.

‘Please,	Jacob.	Just	come	with	us.	Away	from	here.’
She	reached	out	 to	touch	his	arm	but	as	her	fingers	brushed	his	cloak	he	spun

round.	His	 eyes	blazed	as	he	glared	at	her,	 though	 this	 time	 she	knew	 for	 sure	 it
wasn’t	 her	 he	 was	 seeing.	 He	 opened	 his	 mouth	 to	 speak,	 but	 no	 words	 came.
Instead,	 pushing	 past	 her,	 he	 strode	 from	 the	 room	 and	 ran	 down	 the	 stairs,	 his



boots	thundering	on	the	hollow	boards.
She	 called	 from	 the	 landing	 but	 her	 voice	 echoed	 off 	 the	 empty	 walls	 and

disappeared.	He’d	already	reached	the	bottom	and	left	without	turning	back.



31
	

Jacob

Just	months	 before,	 serenity	 had	 been	 the	 only	 thing	 channeling	 through	 Jacob’s
mind	and	body.	Now	with	seeming	ease	 it	had	been	obliterated	by	an	unbearable
burning	 rage.	He	 ran	 back	 to	 the	warehouse,	 letting	 the	 anger	 claim	 him,	 letting
himself 	be	taken	over	by	it	even	though	he	knew	he	wouldn’t	be	able	to	control	it
or	direct	where	 it	 led.	When	he	reached	the	warehouse	he	 thrust	open	the	doors,
slamming	 them	 into	 the	 stone	 wall	 and	 drawing	 the	 attention	 of 	 the	 few	 Tribe
members	who	lingered	in	the	hall	prepping	the	room	for	their	Appreciation	Night.
‘Where’s	Rafe?’	His	voice	echoed	around	the	room.	No	one	had	seen	him	or	at

least	no	one	was	saying.
Crossing	the	hall,	he	threw	his	hood	back	off 	his	face	and	climbed	the	stairs	two

at	 a	 time.	He	 checked	 his	 room	 first	 and	 then	 the	 room	where	 he’d	 left	Michael
earlier.	He	was	still	there,	stood	at	the	window	and	pulling	on	his	cloak.
‘Jacob.	I	saw	you	run	across	the	courtyard.	Are	you—’
‘Where’s	Rafe?’
‘I	 don’t	 know.	 I	 haven’t	 seen	 him	 since	 our	 conversation	 earlier.	 What’s

happened?’
Jacob	paced	the	room,	running	through	options,	trying	to	think	where	he	might

have	gone,	and	knowing	too	how	he	was	making	Michael	feel	with	this	display.	But
it	was	far	too	late	for	that.	He	was	no	longer	able	or	willing	to	hide	it.
‘He’s	playing	us,	Michael.’	He	 turned	 to	his	mentor,	unafraid	now	 to	 speak	 the

truth.	‘He’s	playing	us	all.	It’s	not	right.’
Michael	came	across	the	room	toward	him	but	he	moved	away.	He	wasn’t	ready

to	have	his	 anger	 cooled	 yet.	He	wanted	 to	deal	with	Rafe	while	he	was	 still	 this
mad.	He	 ran	a	hand	across	his	mouth,	 recalling	how	 this	 self-devouring	 fury	had
once	been	a	far	too	familiar	feeling.	It	was	so	easy	to	slip	back	into	it	again.
‘Jacob,	you	need	to—’



‘No,	Michael,	not	this	time.	Throw	me	out	if 	you	have	to	but	you	can’t	ask	me	to
calm	down,	not	after	what	he’s	done.’
Michael	held	up	his	hands.	‘Okay,	we’ll	talk	this	through.	Just	you	and	I.	But	you

need	to	tell	me	what	it	is	he	has	done	so	I	can	deal	with	it.	Okay?’
After	 a	 moment,	 Jacob	 nodded	 once.	 Despite	 himself,	 he	 could	 already	 feel

Michael’s	decisiveness	taking	the	edge	off,	just	as	it	had	done	so	many	times	in	the
beginning.	How	poetic	that	it	should	do	so	again	now	that	he	was	on	the	brink	of
leaving.
Michael	 removed	 some	 clothes	 from	 a	 crate	 in	 the	 middle	 of 	 the	 room	 and

pushed	it	in	front	of 	another,	gesturing	for	him	to	sit	opposite.
‘You	need	to	tell	me	everything	this	time,	Jacob,’	he	said,	so	hushed	that	anyone

more	than	a	few	feet	away	wouldn’t	have	heard.	‘I	don’t	know	what	to	do	next	so	I
need	you	to	be	straight	with	me.	And	don’t	 leave	anything	out	for	my	sake;	I	can
deal	with	it.’
He	looked	so	much	better	than	he	did	just	hours	earlier,	despite	the	concern	that

creased	 his	 forehead	 and	 put	 his	 eyes	 in	 shadow.	 Jacob	 couldn’t	 imagine	 being
anywhere	else	than	here	after	all	this	time,	but	he	recalled	Sada’s	words	before	he’d
left	too	angry	to	speak,	and	wondered	if 	he	thought	about	it	hard	enough	could	he
envisage	a	life	away	from	here?	A	life	with	her,	perhaps?
He	pressed	his	finger	to	his	lips	as	he	considered	where	to	start.	‘Look,	Michael.

You	have	 a	decision	 to	make	 tonight	 and	 I’ll	 respect	 that	decision	whatever	 it	 is.’
Michael	opened	his	mouth	to	speak.	‘No.	Let	me	finish.	You	have	the	other	men	to
think	about	now	and	that’s	important.	I’m	not	the	only	one	here.	You	must	respect
the	doctrine	you	established.	But	I’ll	always	be	grateful	for	what	you—’
‘Stop.	Please.’	Michael’s	voice	was	forceful	this	time,	and	Jacob	saw	the	weariness

from	earlier	hadn’t	completely	left	his	eyes.
‘Okay,’	he	relented,	looking	to	the	floor.	‘But	I	need	to	warn	you	about	Rafe.	He’s

dangerous	and	I’m	afraid	he	might	do	something.	Whatever	his	reasons,	he’s	intent
on	 disrupting	 the	 group	 –	 or	 me,	 at	 least.	 I’ll	 accept	 the	 consequences	 of 	 my
actions,	Michael,	 but	please	 think	 about	Rafe’s	position	here	 too	 and	whether	 it’s
beneficial	to	the	other	men.’
The	older	man	rubbed	at	his	eyes.	‘I	don’t	trust	him,	Jacob.	I	had	hoped	to	turn

him	around.	He’s	 got	 a	 very	 troubled	past.	But	 then,	haven’t	we	 all?	 I’m	 just	not
sure	 any	 more	 that	 we’re	 enough	 to	 help	 him.	 There’s	 something	 unpredictable
about	him	and	we	don’t	know	for	sure	what	he’s	capable	of—’
‘I’ve	a	fair	idea.’
Michael	raised	his	eyebrows	in	question.



‘The	woman	we	 spoke	 about	 earlier.	 She’s	 leaving	 the	 city	 today.	He	 hurt	 her,
Michael.	Attacked	her.	I	saw	the	bruises.’	He	pointed	to	his	throat,	then	rubbed	his
fingers	 across	 his	mouth	 to	 stop	 himself 	 saying	 aloud	what	 he	 really	 thought	 of
their	fellow	brother.	‘She’s	an	Outsider,	for	Christ’s	sake.	Nothing	to	do	with	us.	He
could	get	us	all	put	away.	It	wouldn’t	take	much.	Not	at	the	minute.’
Michael’s	 eyes	 narrowed.	 ‘What	 do	 you	 mean?’	 he	 asked,	 and	 when	 Jacob

hesitated	his	voice	grew	louder.	‘All	of 	it,	Jacob.	I	need	to	know	all	of 	it.’
He	got	up	to	move	away	from	his	mentor’s	questioning	gaze,	and	to	assemble	his

thoughts	 into	 an	order	 that	would	make	 them	 less	hurtful,	 less	destructive	 to	 the
Tribe.	That	Michael	waited	without	urging	him	on	made	it	all	the	more	difficult	to
find	the	right	words.	Ever	the	patient	one,	he	had	tolerated	a	lot	over	the	years.	He
shouldn’t	need	to	tolerate	deceit.
No	less	certain	about	how	to	say	it,	Jacob	leaned	against	the	wall	for	support	and

just	began.	He	explained	how	he	had	met	Sada	and	taken	her	 to	 the	hospital,	 the
blood	he	couldn’t	seem	to	shift	from	his	hands,	the	nightmares	and	visions	it	had
induced,	and	the	officers	out	to	frame	him.	He	told	him	he’d	known	about	Daniel
and	Aaron	before	Rafe,	but	hadn’t	believed	they	deserved	to	 leave.	And	he	ended
with	his	fears	about	the	doctrine	and	his	own	place	within	the	Tribe.
The	way	out	Sada	had	offered,	the	one	he	would	need	to	take	tonight,	he	kept	to

himself.
When	he	was	finished	he	looked	up	to	see	Michael	holding	his	head	in	his	hands,

and	knew	it	was	all	over.	He	slid	to	the	floor,	put	his	head	to	the	wall	and	closed	his
eyes,	pushing	back	 the	despair	 that	 threatened	 just	on	 the	edge	of 	his	control,	all
thoughts	of 	Rafe	evaporated.
Michael	 now	 knew	 everything	 he’d	 done,	 every	 abuse	 of 	 the	 doctrine,	 every

threat	he’d	kept	hidden,	the	danger	he’d	failed	to	warn	them	about.	The	outcome
of 	 his	 revelation,	 the	 one	 he’d	 imagined,	 was	 now	 a	 reality.	 He	 had	 let	 Michael
down.	He	had	let	them	all	down.
Don’t	you	wanna	be	a	man,	son?
‘Jacob,’	a	voice	said	from	some	distance	away,	but	when	he	pulled	his	eyes	open,

Michael	was	right	there	on	the	floor	beside	him,	the	weariness	fading	from	his	eyes,
replaced	by	something	surer,	almost	fierce.
‘Listen	to	me,	Jacob,’	he	said,	his	face	close,	his	voice	quiet	but	firm.	‘We	need	to

be	careful.	We	have	the	other	members	to	think	of,	 the	Tribe’s	future;	and	I	know
that	 still	means	 something	 to	 you.	A	 few	words	 in	 the	wrong	 ear	would	be	 all	 it
would	 take	 for	 Prosperity	 to	 bring	 us	 down.’	His	 dark	 brown	 gaze	was	 resolute,
unblinking.	‘We’re	going	to	have	to	play	into	Rafe’s	hands.	We’re	going	to	have	to	let



him	take	control.’
	

*
	

The	men	assembled	in	the	hall,	for	the	most	part	oblivious	to	the	day’s	events	and
the	 decision	 that	 would	 be	 put	 before	 them	 that	 evening.	 For	 them	 the	 final
Appreciation	 Night	 in	 the	 warehouse	 was	 a	 celebratory	 occasion,	 as	 it	 would’ve
been	for	Michael	and	Jacob	had	events	not	spiraled	in	this	direction.	Instead	it	was
the	most	uncertain	gathering	the	pair	had	experienced	in	five	years,	heightened	by
an	outcome	that	was	wholly	unknown.
It	had	 taken	every	ounce	of 	willpower	 Jacob	had	 left	 in	him	not	 to	 fly	at	Rafe

and	 wrap	 his	 hands	 around	 his	 throat	 when	 he	 strode	 into	 the	 room	 moments
before	the	meeting	began.	He	dared	not	even	catch	his	eye	for	fear	of 	giving	in	to
that	urge,	or	at	the	very	least	giving	away	what	he	knew.
Out	of 	 routine,	 the	other	members	had	 left	a	seat	 free	next	 to	Michael	 for	 the

man	who	had	become	his	 unofficial	 sidekick.	And	 as	 their	mentor	 rose	 from	his
chair	 to	begin	the	meeting,	his	pale,	sallow	skin	was	unnervingly	obvious.	So	very
different	from	the	vibrant	man	he	used	to	be.
Leaving	Michael	under	 any	circumstances	would	be	hard,	but	 leaving	him	with

Rafe	would	be	even	harder.	In	the	hours	between	his	discussion	with	Michael	and
the	meeting,	Jacob	had	sat	in	the	third-floor	room	opposite	the	warehouse,	staring
in	the	direction	of 	the	city	and	then	toward	the	building	where	Sada	waited	with	her
daughter,	and	thought	about	where	he	would	be	before	the	night	was	over.
In	 one	 sense,	 whatever	 happened	 next	 would	 be	 out	 of 	 his	 control.	 And	 in

another,	it	was	all	within	his	grasp.	Whatever	the	decision	tonight,	he	could	walk	of
his	 own	 accord	 anyway,	 get	 in	 the	 car	 with	 Sada,	 free	 from	 the	 values	 of 	 the
doctrine,	free	from	troubled	souls,	free	from	the	city,	free	to	experience	life	again...
But	what	kind	of 	life	would	that	be?	On	the	contrary,	to	stay	would	be	effortless	if
there	 were	 no	 Rafe.	 It	 would	 be	 everything	 he’d	 already	 become	 used	 to.	 There
would	be	no	need	 to	change,	no	pressure	 to	put	 thoughts	 into	words,	or	 feelings
into	 examination.	And	 there	would	never	 again	be	Sada,	 a	 thought	 that	he	didn’t
have	the	capacity	to	acknowledge	or	question	right	now.
Michael	coughed	and	the	room	settled	to	quiet.
‘Brothers,	it	is	fitting	that	we	should	gather	here	tonight	on	the	penultimate	night

in	this	our	lovely	home.’	He	swept	his	arm	around	the	room	and	tried	to	smile.	 ‘I
would	 like	 to	 thank	all	of 	 you	 for	 your	work	over	 the	 last	 few	months.	 It	 is	 as	 a
result	of 	your	incredible	efforts	that	we	are	able	to	move	so	swiftly.	Tomorrow	and
Friday	I	am	sure	there	will	be	lots	to	do,	but	I	wanted	to	let	you	all	know	now	how



very	grateful	I	am	to	you.’
Michael	 looked	 to	 no	 one	 in	 particular	 as	 he	 spoke,	 while	 he	 himself 	 stole	 a

glance	at	Rafe	who	sat	with	his	legs	stretched	out	in	front	of 	him,	arms	crossed	and
hood	 covering	 his	 head.	 The	 other	members	 wouldn’t	 be	 blind	 to	 this	 diversion
from	his	usual	composure	and	barely	concealed	authority.
‘However,’	Michael	went	on,	clearing	his	throat	again.	‘I	deeply	regret	that	before

we	leave	for	better	things,	we	have	to	face	a	very	difficult	decision.’	Jacob	caught	the
stirred	movements	of 	the	group	out	the	corner	of 	his	eye,	Rafe	included.	‘It	is	not	a	
decision	that	I	am	happy	to	make	myself 	this	time,	and	so	with	the	doctrine	firmly	
in	my	mind	–	as	I	am	sure	it	is	in	all	of 	yours	–		I	would	like	to	pass	that	decision	
over	to	you.’
Michael	took	a	sip	of 	water	from	the	cup	on	the	floor	beside	him.	The	room	was

silent	but	for	the	persistent	low	hum	from	the	overhead	bulbs.
‘You	 will	 all	 know	 that	 brother	 Jacob	 here	 has	 been	 alongside	 me	 since	 the

beginnings	of 	the	Tribe.’	All	eyes	shifted	to	him,	but	he	kept	his	on	Michael.	‘It	is
no	secret	that	he	has	been	an	absolute	tower	of 	strength	in	establishing	the	group.
And	with	his	gentle	unassuming	nature,	he	has	been	someone	that	new	members	of
the	 group	 have	 always	 been	 drawn	 to,	 even	 when	 no	 words	 were	 needed	 to	 be
spoken.’
The	tremor	in	his	friend’s	voice	was	unmistakable.	Jacob	couldn’t	bear	to	look	at

the	man	who	had	put	that	tremor	there,	but	still	he	saw	him	out	the	corner	of 	his
eye,	shifting	in	his	seat,	crossing	and	uncrossing	his	arms.
‘So	it	is	with	a	very	heavy	heart	that	I	must	report	Jacob’s...	indiscretion—’
‘Disrespect,’	Rafe	interrupted,	his	voice	muffled	beneath	the	shelter	of 	the	hood.
Michael	 hesitated,	 then	 held	 his	 nerve.	 ‘Thank	 you,	 Rafe,’	 he	 said	 quietly.

‘Disrespect	 of 	 the	 doctrine.’	 There	 was	 more	 movement	 as	 a	 roomful	 of 	 heads
turned	to	Jacob.	‘It	would	appear	that—’
‘It	has	been	proven.’	The	interruption	was	a	little	louder	this	time.
‘Uh,	yes...	that	Jacob	has	maintained	a	relationship	with	an	individual	outside	of

the	Tribe.’
‘An	 Outsider.’	 Rafe	 pushed	 the	 hood	 back	 to	 direct	 his	 disgust	 toward	 the

accused.	‘A	woman.’
Michael	 took	 another	 drink.	 ‘So.’	 He	 coughed.	 ‘In	 light	 of 	 which,	 you	 will

understand	 it	 is	hard	 for	me	 to	dismiss	our	brother	 so	 readily.	However,	we	have
committed	to	the	doctrine	and	thus	must	follow	it	as	far	as	we	are	able.’
‘Indeed,’	 Rafe	 jeered,	 and	 Jacob	 fought	 the	 urge	 to	 disclose	 Rafe’s	 own	 little

indiscretion	to	the	already	stunned	group.



‘So,	 brothers,	 whilst	 I	 am	 disheartened	 to	 put	 this	 on	 you	 at	 this	 stage	 in	 our
progress,	 I	 feel	 it	 only	 right	 that	 we	 should	 hold	 a	 vote	 –	 myself 	 and	 Jacob
excluded,	of 	course	–	 to	decide	whether	you	feel	 it	 is	 fair	 for	Jacob	to	either	stay
and	continue	our	journey	with	us,	or’—he	hesitated—‘or	go.’
The	discomfort	of 	the	group,	made	evident	by	the	sound	of 	shuffling,	was	the

only	noise	in	the	room.	No	one	spoke.
‘Whilst	we	usually	make	decisions	publicly	by	way	of 	a	show	of 	hands,’	Michael

went	 on.	 ‘I	 feel	 it	 is	 only	 fair	 on	 all	 our	 members,	 Jacob	 included,	 that	 you	 are
allowed	 to	 vote	 privately.	There	 are	 squares	 of 	 paper	 on	 the	 table	 just	 there.’	He
pointed	across	the	room.	 ‘If 	you	could	each	go	up	one	at	a	time	and	either	put	a
tick,	 indicating	 Jacob	 should	 stay,	 or	 a	 cross	 that	 he	 should	 leave,	 on	 the	 paper.
Then	fold	the	paper	and	place	your	slip	in	the	box.	Thank	you.	Please,	go	ahead.’
As	the	men	each	made	their	way	to	the	table	to	place	their	vote	before	returning

to	their	seat,	Jacob’s	eyes	remained	to	the	floor.	To	make	it	less	uncomfortable	on
his	fellow	brothers,	he	raised	his	hood,	which	also	made	it	easier	to	avoid	the	look
he	knew	he	would	see	on	Rafe’s	 face	when	 it	was	his	 turn	 to	vote.	He	closed	his
eyes	and	marveled	for	a	moment	at	just	how	quickly	his	entire	life	seemed	to	have
descended	 into	 chaos,	 again.	 If 	 the	men	 voted	him	out,	 he	would	 be	 gone	 from
here	 immediately.	Ironically,	 if 	 they	voted	for	him	to	stay,	he	had	a	much	tougher
choice	to	make.	And	on	the	eve	of 	the	move,	 it	felt	right	that	now	should	be	the
time	for	him	to	make	it.	It	was	almost	as	if 	the	events	of 	the	past	few	months	since
Sada	appeared	on	the	scene	were	all	directing	him	toward	a	course	of 	action	that	he
never	would’ve	contemplated	otherwise.
He	clasped	his	hands	in	front	of 	him.	He	should	have	felt	nervous,	worried.	Yet

strangely	he	was	calmer	than	he’d	been	in	weeks,	as	though	something	were	taking
him	over.	His	meditative	training	coming	to	the	fore	again	perhaps,	or	relief 	that	all
truths	were	now	out	 in	 the	open.	Maybe	 it	was	 just	 acceptance	 that	 the	 toughest
decision	of 	his	Tribe	 existence	was	out	of 	 his	 hands	 entirely.	Rejection	 from	 the
brothers	might	come	as	a	relief 	–	the	decision	made	for	him.
As	 all	 the	 men	 reassembled,	 Michael	 asked	 Calvin	 to	 bring	 the	 box	 over	 and

count	 up	 the	 votes.	 He	 was	 doing	 everything	 properly	 in	 order	 to	 avoid	 Rafe’s
provocation.
There	was	silence	aside	from	the	shuffle	of 	paper	as	Calvin	counted.	Then	he	did

so	a	second	time.	‘Done,	brother	Michael.’
Jacob	sat	upright	and	took	a	deep	breath	as	he	folded	back	his	hood.	He	looked

to	Michael	who	glanced	his	way	only	briefly,	but	not	before	Jacob	saw	again	how
weak	and	worn	he	looked.	It	crossed	his	mind	for	a	moment	that	perhaps	he	meant



more	to	Michael	than	he	realized.	More	than	the	Tribe	itself ?
‘Thank	you,	Calvin.	Can	you	tell	the	group	the	results	out	of 	twenty-six	votes?’

Michael’s	voice	stumbled	over	the	last	few	words	as	if 	it	took	the	last	of 	his	energy
to	speak	them.
Jacob	let	his	eyelids	close,	wished	for	the	silence	in	the	room	to	be	over.
‘The	members	have	voted	twenty-one	votes	to	five’—he	heard	the	rustle	of 	the

paper	as	Calvin	held	both	piles	up	for	the	group	to	see—‘for	Jacob	to	stay.’
A	 collective	 sigh	went	 around	 the	 group	 as	 though	 everyone	 in	 the	 room	had

been	holding	their	breath.	Almost	everyone.	As	Jacob	opened	his	eyes	he	saw	only
the	two	piercing	grey	daggers	that	this	time	he	couldn’t	look	away	from.
‘Well,	 a	 fair	 vote,’	Michael	 was	 saying	 hesitantly,	 rising	 to	 his	 feet.	 ‘We	 can	 all

agree	then—’
‘I	don’t	agree,’	Rafe	mumbled,	his	gaze	unflinching.
‘Now,	Rafe...’
‘I	said	I	don’t	agree,	brother	Michael.’	His	chair	 toppled	as	he	got	unsteadily	 to

his	feet,	dragging	his	glare	from	Jacob	to	Michael.	 ‘So	what	now?	Eh?’	He	took	a
step	toward	Michael	who	backed	away.
‘Enough.’	Jacob	got	up.	‘The	vote	was	democratic.	It	can’t	be	disputed.’
Rafe	 peered	 back	 over	 his	 shoulder,	 his	 mouth	 breaking	 into	 a	 grin,	 as	 Jacob

approached.
‘Look,	Rafe,	you’re	clearly	not	happy	about	something	in	the	Tribe	any	more.’	He

stopped	 just	 yards	 from	 him,	 wanting	 to	 pummel	 him	 but	 wanting	 to	 protect
Michael	 more.	 ‘So	 why	 not	 do	 what	 you	 said	 you	 would.	 It	 was	 you	 or	 me,
remember?’
The	man	before	him	turned,	his	face	amused,	eyes	glinting	with	something	Jacob

thought	was	familiar	but	couldn’t	quite	place.
‘Oh	yeah.	That’s	right.	I	remember	now.’
Jacob	held	his	gaze	at	the	same	time	as	he	felt	the	tension	coming	from	Michael,

his	escalating	unease.
‘But	the	thing	is,’	he	added,	brushing	his	knuckles	over	his	nose,	‘that	was	before

this.’
The	blade	flashed	as	it	caught	the	reflection	of 	a	light	bulb	on	its	way	from	his

cloak	to	Michael’s	throat.	It	took	less	than	a	second	for	the	silence	in	the	room	to
rip	apart	with	the	cacophony	of 	chairs	scraping	across	the	floor	as	the	other	men
jumped	to	their	feet.
‘For	 fuck’s	 sake,	Rafe,’	 Jacob	spat	 in	a	 low	voice.	 ‘What’s	 the	point	 in	 this?’	He

edged	 forward	 but	 the	 warning	 in	Michael’s	 eyes	 stopped	 him,	 as	 did	 the	 blade



pressing	to	his	mentor’s	skin.
The	smile	of 	a	moment	ago	had	dropped	from	Rafe’s	face	and	in	 its	place	was

something	 far	 worse.	 Now	 Jacob	 recognized	 it,	 wondered	 how	 he	 could’ve
forgotten	 so	easily.	But	 then	 it	had	been	a	while	 since	he’d	 last	 seen	 that	 look.	A
look	that	meant	Rafe	was	acting	on	more	than	just	adrenalin.
‘You	never	wanted	me	here,’	he	said	in	a	low	growl.	‘None	of 	you.’	He	swung	the

knife	 to	 gesture	 all	 of 	 them	and	 Jacob	had	 to	 lean	back	 to	 avoid	 getting	 swiped.
Then	 the	edge	of 	 the	knife	was	back	at	Michael’s	 throat	and	a	whimper	escaping
from	his	 lips.	 It	was	 close	 enough	 against	 his	 skin	 that	 it	 indented	 the	 flesh,	 less
than	a	millimeter	 from	breaking	 through.	Unable	 to	 talk,	Michael	 silently	pleaded
with	Jacob.	But	he	took	a	step	closer	anyway.
‘You’re	wrong	about	that,	Rafe.	You	were	always	welcome	here.	Everyone	is,	you

know	that.	We	don’t	know	anything	about	where	you	came	from	or	who	you	once
were,	if 	that’s	what	this	is	about.	We	don’t	even	need	to	know	any	of 	that.’
‘He	 knows.’	 The	 knife	 pressed	 so	 close	 against	 Michael’s	 windpipe	 that	 Jacob

knew	he	was	holding	his	breath.	Rafe	laughed,	though	by	now	his	eyes	were	glazing
over,	probably	drifting	in	and	out	of 	focus.
‘Please,	 Rafe.’	 He	 edged	 closer.	 ‘What	 good	 will	 this	 do?	 You	 can	 leave	 now

without	any	trouble.	Or	you	can	do	this	and	it	will	haunt	you	forever.	I	can	promise
you	that.’
‘Really?’	The	life	and	amusement	returned	to	the	grey	eyes	as	though	they’d	been

snapped	awake.	‘How	would	you	know?	Has	the	Tribe	not	allowed	you	to	put	your
past	behind	you?	Has	it	not	succeeded	in	its	quest,	my	brother...	Jacob?’
Jacob	 glared	 at	 him,	 fighting	 to	 remain	 calm,	 fighting	 to	 keep	 control	 of 	 the

situation.
‘It	haunts	us	all,	brother,’	he	whispered.
Rafe	loosened	his	grip	on	Michael,	lowering	the	knife	inch	by	inch	from	his	neck.

‘I	 guess	 you’re	 right	 then,’	 he	mumbled,	 as	 the	 glaze	 returned	 to	 his	 eyes.	 ‘What
good	would	it	do?’
Slowly	 Jacob	 reached	 a	 hand	 up	 to	 retrieve	 the	 knife.	 But	 the	 subtle	 twitch	 in

Rafe’s	 fingers	wrapped	 around	 the	plastic	 handle	 and	 the	 flex	of 	his	 hand	bones
were	a	warning	signal.	In	the	same	moment	Jacob	clocked	this	action,	Rafe	lashed
out.	Unable	to	react	quick	enough	he	waited	for	the	blade	and	the	pain	to	hit.	But	it
was	Michael	who	the	knife	plunged	into	as	he	jumped	between	the	two	men.
‘Michael,’	Jacob	cried,	catching	hold	of 	him.
Shock	gave	way	to	pain	across	the	older	man’s	face,	and	Jacob	struggled	to	hold

him	as	he	crumpled	to	the	floor.



‘What	the	fuck	have	you	done?’	he	yelled	up	at	Rafe	who	stood	frozen,	his	eyes
hovering	 somewhere	 between	 realization	 and	 lifelessness.	 The	 bloody	 knife
dropped	 to	 the	 floor	 with	 a	 clang	 that	 echoed	 around	 the	 room	 and	 up	 to	 the
ceiling	beams.	There	was	movement	as	some	of 	the	men	rushed	to	make	a	grab	for
Rafe	but	he	was	already	running	for	the	door.
‘Should	we	go	after	him?’	Scott	cried,	as	the	front	doors	banged	shut.
‘No,’	Michael	tried	to	shout,	then	coughed	and	winced.	‘Let	him	go.	Just	let	him

go.’
But	still	they	waited,	poised	to	run,	until	Jacob	signaled	them	to	leave	it.	‘We	need

a	doctor.	An	ambulance.’
‘No,’	Michael	shouted	again,	as	loud	as	his	voice	would	allow.	‘It’s	just	a	scratch.’
Jacob	tried	not	to	look	at	the	knife	as	he	lay	Michael	on	the	floor.	But	he’d	barely

removed	his	mentor’s	cloak	when	he	caught	sight	of 	his	own	hand,	coated	with	the
thick,	dark	red	imprint	of 	Michael’s	blood.	Something	flashed	into	his	mind	and	he
reeled,	his	head	spinning.
Red	on	white.
He	saw	blood,	lots	of 	it,	enough	to	cover	an	entire	room,	but	it	wasn’t	Michael’s.

His	ears	began	to	ring	as	his	head	spun,	his	vision	narrowed.	There	were	voices	but
he	couldn’t	make	out	what	they	were	saying;	one	might	have	been	his	own.	Hands
gripped	his	shoulders.	An	arm	around	his	waist	tugged	at	him.	‘Get	him	away,’	he
thought	he	heard	a	voice	say.	Michael’s	voice.	But	it	was	all	too	far	away,	in	another
time,	another	place.
‘Breathe	 slowly,	 son,’	 another	man	was	 saying.	No	one	he	 knew.	 ‘You’ve	had	 a

terrible	shock,	but	you’re	gonna	be	okay.	You’re	safe.’
Hands	pulled	him	across	the	floor.	He	was	in	motion	but	wanted	to	stop,	wanted

to	throw	up.	He	retched.
Be	a	man,	son.	What’s	the	matter	with	you?
‘You’re	gonna	be	okay,’	the	man	said	again.	But	he	didn’t	think	he	would,	didn’t

think	he	 ever	would,	 and	he	wanted	 to	 run.	He	wanted	 to	 run	 further	 and	 faster
than	he’d	ever	done	before,	so	no	one	would	catch	him	and	no	one	would	know.
His	head	hit	wood	with	a	gentle	thud.	At	last	it	was	all	over.



32
	

Sada

Sada	placed	her	coat	over	her	daughter	who	had	dozed	off 	while	curled	in	the	desk
chair.	For	the	last	few	hours	since	Jacob	had	left,	Jess	had	done	nothing	but	whine,
about	being	cold,	about	being	hungry,	about	being	tired.	But	the	ordeal	had	at	last
paid	off 	when	she	exhausted	herself 	into	unconsciousness.
It	 was	 almost	 8.30.	 Sada	 could	 only	 hope	 her	 daughter	 would	 sleep	 soundly

enough	 to	pass	 the	 remaining	hours	while	 she	waited	 for	him	 to	 return.	She	was
almost	certain	he	would.	If 	not	to	make	the	journey	with	them,	then	at	least	to	say
goodbye.	 Or	 maybe	 even	 to	 thank	 her	 for	 repaying	 him	 for	 saving	 her	 life	 by
monumentally	screwing	up	his.
She	pulled	her	knees	up	to	her	chest	where	she	sat	on	the	floor	against	the	wall,

and	yanked	her	sweater	sleeves	down	over	her	hands.	For	all	he	had	done	for	her,
she	had	 acted	 selfishly.	 She	had	 told	him	 about	 the	 attack	 for	her	own	purposes.
Not	 to	 save	 him,	 but	 to	 save	 herself.	 She	 hadn’t	 wanted	 him	 to	 go;	 she	 hadn’t
wanted	to	leave	everything	and	everyone	behind.	And	in	being	that	selfish	she’d	put
her	own	needs	before	his.	How	could	he	forgive	her	for	that?
The	phone	buzzed	 and	 vibrated	on	 the	 floor	 beside	 her	 and	 she	 jumped	 even

though	she’d	expected	the	call.	A	photo	of 	Marcus’s	smiling	face	lit	up	the	screen.
The	odds	were	poor	he	was	actually	smiling	right	now	though,	and	would	be	even
less	so	in	approximately	three	minutes.
‘Yeah?’	she	said,	pressing	Answer	and	stepping	out	into	the	corridor.
‘So	where	are	you	guys?	Thought	you	said	eight.’
‘Yeah,	I	know.	I’m	sorry.	The	party’s	running	late.’
‘I	 should	say.	Didn’t	know	we	had	a	 teenager	already.	They	are	seven-year-olds,

right?’
‘Well,	technically	eight	now.’	She	peered	back	around	the	door	when	she	thought

she	heard	Jess	move,	but	seeing	her	still	fast	asleep,	she	crossed	the	corridor	to	the



other	room.	‘Look,	I	think	it’ll	be	pretty	late	by	the	time	we	get	out	of 	here.	Why
don’t	I	take	her	home	and	you	can	come	round	first	thing	in	the	morning	to	take
her	to	school?’
‘No,	she’ll	be	disappointed.	We’ve	got	her	book	to	finish	and	we	said	we’d	do	it

tonight.	She’ll	be	fine.	Bring	her	round	when	the	party’s	done.	Or	I’ll	come	and	get
her	if 	you	want.’
‘To	be	honest,	Marcus,	 she	 looks	exhausted.	Have	her	 tomorrow	night	 instead,

then	you’ll	get	the	whole	night	with	her.’
It	 went	 quiet	 on	 the	 other	 end.	 She	 was	 pushing	 it,	 she	 knew,	 but	 surely	 she

hadn’t	been	rumbled	already.
‘Why	are	you	talking	so	quiet?’
‘I’m	not.’	She	rolled	her	eyes.	He	never	did	make	things	easy	for	her,	and	she	was

far	too	drained	for	this.	 ‘It’s	 just,	you	know,	someone	else’s	house.	I	don’t	want	to
shout.’
‘I	don’t	hear	the	kids.’
‘What?’
‘The	kids,	Sada.	The	party	kids.’
‘Well,	they’re	playing	a	game	right	now,	that’s	why.’
‘What,	Midnight	at	the	Mortuary?’
‘Don’t	be	ridiculous.’
‘It’s	a	kids’	party,	for	Christ’s	sake.	They	should	be	either	screaming,	fighting	or

crying.’
The	exhausted	sigh	was	out	before	she	could	stop	it.	‘This	one’s	more	civilized.’
Again	there	was	a	pause	at	the	other	end.	But	she	knew	if 	she	listened	carefully

enough	she’d	hear	 the	cogs	 turning.	She	closed	her	eyes	and	silently	pleaded	with
him	to	let	it	go.
‘Okay.	I’ll	see	her	tomorrow,’	he	said,	and	a	relief 	so	overwhelming	weakened	her

legs	so	she	had	to	lower	herself 	onto	one	of 	the	thin	plastic	chairs.
‘But	put	her	on	first.’
‘What?’
‘I	said	put	her	on,	I	want	to	talk	to	her.’
She	looked	to	the	bare,	paint-flaked	walls	for	inspiration,	but	nothing	came.	‘Not

right	now,	Marcus.	I	said	they’re	playing	a	game.’
‘Yeah,	Midnight	Mortuary,	I	got	it.	But	just	for	a	minute.	She	won’t	mind.’
‘Look,	Marcus,	 I	 have	 to	 go.’	Her	 breath	was	 quickening	 and	 keeping	 a	 steady

voice	was	 getting	harder.	 She	wanted	 this	 over	with.	 ‘I’ll	 get	 her	 to	 call	 you	 later
when	we’re	back	home.	I’ve	got	to	go,	Marcus.’



‘Where	is	she,	Sada?	Where	are	you?’
Her	heart	slammed	in	her	chest.	‘I	told	you.’
‘You’re	lying	to	me.’	Irritation	mixed	with	concern	deepened	his	voice.
‘Don’t	be	 stupid.	Why	would	 I?	Look,	 I	 think	 they’re	 finishing	up	now.	 I’ll	 call

you	later.’
She	was	about	to	hang	up	when	he	said,	‘Don’t,	Sada.’
For	a	second	she	wondered	what	it	was	he	meant.	Don’t	call	later,	don’t	hang	up,

don’t	take	his	daughter,	what?
‘Please	don’t,’	he	said	again,	quieter	 this	 time,	and	a	 lump	rose	 to	her	 throat	so

that	she	couldn’t	reply,	couldn’t	 think	what	to	say.	Keep	on	 lying	or	tell	 the	truth.
Which	would	be	worse	for	him?	For	her?
‘Where’s	Jessica,	Sada?	I	want	to	speak	to	her.’
That	he	used	their	daughter’s	full	name,	and	that	she	clearly	heard	the	fear	in	his

voice	this	time,	brought	the	tears	to	her	stinging	eyes.
‘She’s	okay,	Marcus.’
‘God!’	he	cried	out.	‘What	have	you	done?	Where	are	you?’
A	tear	rolled	down	her	chin	to	her	neck,	stopping	at	the	top	of 	her	sweater.	She

couldn’t	speak,	but	heard	his	uneven	inhale	before	he	went	on.
‘Look,	I	know	you’re	scared.	I	don’t	know	about	what,	but	I	know	you’ve	been

involved	with	something.	I	can	help	you.’	He	paused	and	she	heard	him	suck	in	his
breath.	Please	don’t	let	him	be	crying.	She	closed	her	eyes.	‘Whatever	it	is,	I’ll	help	you.
Just	please...	please	don’t	take	her	from	me.’
His	voice	cracked	and	she	covered	her	mouth	with	her	hand	so	as	not	to	sob	into

the	phone.	She	should	at	least	maintain	some	pretense	at	control,	for	his	sake.
‘It’s	okay,’	she	managed	to	say.	 ‘I’m	not	taking	her	from	you,	I	swear.	We’re	just

having	a	break.	A	vacation.	When	we	get	there,	I’ll	call	you.’
She	heard	a	noise	from	the	other	end,	a	thud,	as	though	he’d	hit	something.
‘Where	are	you	going?’	he	said,	his	voice	hoarse.
‘I	 don’t	 know	 for	 sure	 yet.	 But	 I	 promise,	Marcus,	 I	will	 call	 you.	We	 can	 talk

then.’
‘We	could	have	talked	now,’	he	shouted.	‘How	could	you	do	this?	You	know	how

much	she	means	to	me.’
‘I’m	not	taking	her	from	you,’	she	repeated,	her	voice	shaking	as	it	rose	a	level.
‘Of 	 course	 you	 are.’	 She	 heard	 another	 sharp	 intake	 of 	 breath,	 imagined	 him

steeling	 himself 	 to	 deal	 with	 this,	 deal	 with	 her.	 ‘My	 god,	 do	 you	 hate	 me	 that
much?’
The	question	hung	on	the	line	like	a	piece	of 	bad	static.



Well,	do	I?
‘I	don’t	hate	you,’	she	whispered.	 ‘I	 just	hate	what	you	stand	for.’	And	that	was

the	truth,	pathetic	and	flimsy	as	it	sounded	now.	‘And	I	don’t	want	that	for	her.’
‘Please	 put	 her	 on,	 Sada.	 I	 know	 you	 love	 her	 and	 if 	 you	 don’t	 hate	me,	 then

please,	just	let	me	talk	to	her.’
She	swung	round	at	a	noise	from	across	the	corridor,	her	daughter	asking	for	her.

‘I’ve	got	to	go.	I’ll	call,	I	promise.’
‘Goddamn	it,	Sada,	no.	Put	her	on,’	he	yelled,	frantic	now.	She’d	never	heard	him

so	panicked,	so	afraid.
Jess’s	voice	grew	louder	as	she	came	into	the	room.
‘Don’t	 take	her	away	from	me,’	her	father	continued	to	shout	down	the	phone.

‘Don’t	you	do	this.	I’ll	come	looking	for	you.	I	swear.	I’ll	take	her	from	you.	I’ll—’
‘Mom?’
Sada	 pressed	 End	 and	 with	 quivering	 fingers	 turned	 the	 phone	 off 	 so	 that	 it

wouldn’t	ring	again.	She	brushed	the	tears	from	her	face,	 thankful	at	 least	 for	 the
dim	light.
‘Can	we	go	now,	Mom?’
‘Soon,	sweetheart.’	She	pocketed	the	phone.
‘I	 don’t	 want	 to	 go	 on	 vacation	 any	 more.	 Can	 we	 just	 go	 home	 and	 leave

tomorrow?	I	don’t	think	Jacob’s	coming	with	us	anyway.’
Sada	pulled	her	daughter	into	her	arms	and	squeezed	her	tight.	‘But	imagine	how

awful	 it	would	 be	 if 	 he	 came	back	with	 his	 bag	 all	 packed	 and	 found	 us	 already
gone.	He’d	have	to	go	home	with	no	vacation	to	look	forward	to.	I	promise	it	won’t
be	much	longer,	sweetheart.	If 	he’s	not	here	by	eleven,	we’ll	go.	Okay?’
She	kissed	the	top	of 	Jess’s	head	and	squeezed	her	eyes	shut,	knowing	she	had	to

focus	 only	 on	 what	 was	 ahead	 of 	 them.	 This	 part	 was	 always	 going	 to	 be	 the
hardest	in	so	many	ways.	But	to	hear	him	like	that,	to	picture	him	pacing	the	room
in	sheer	panic,	not	knowing	what	to	do,	where	to	look.	And	Marcus,	usually	so	in
control	of 	everything.	What	had	she	done?	Had	she	even	thought	about	how	cruel
it	would	be?
But	it	was	too	late,	it	was	done.	She’d	come	this	far	and	had	to	go	through	with

the	rest	of 	 it	now.	If 	she	 turned	around	and	went	home,	Marcus	would	never	 let
Jess	out	of 	his	sight.	She	had	to	stay	resolute.	The	decision	had	been	made	a	long
time	ago	and	it	had	been	made	for	all	the	right	reasons,	she	reminded	herself.	She
was	not	 the	bad	guy	here.	 It	would	 just	be	up	 to	her	 to	prove	 that	what	 she	was
doing	was	in	their	daughter’s	best	interests,	and	Marcus	would	see	that.	Eventually
he	would.



‘Come	on,’	she	whispered.	‘Let’s	curl	up	and	keep	warm	while	we	wait.’
Side	by	side	they	strolled	back	into	the	small	office.	Sada	sat	in	the	chair,	pulled

her	daughter	onto	her	lap.
‘You	know,	I’ve	heard	there	are	places	where	we’re	going	that	have	twenty-four-

hour	 hamburger	 stalls.	 Great	 big,	 greasy,	 unhealthy	 burgers	 that	 you	 can	 eat	 no
matter	what	time	of 	night	it	is,	and	no	one	to	tell	you	it’s	bad	for	you.’
‘Really?’	Jess	said,	lifting	her	head,	tendrils	of 	fair	hair	brushing	Sada’s	chin.
‘Sure.	You	know	what	that	means,	don’t	you?’
Her	daughter	grinned.	‘We	can	get	one	on	the	way?’
‘Uh-huh.’
As	 Jess	 lay	 her	 head	 back	 down,	 Sada	 pulled	 her	 coat	 over	 the	 two	 of 	 them.

Another	 two	 hours.	 She	 silently	 prayed	 that	 he’d	 come	 before	 then.	 Because	 she
couldn’t	comprehend	 leaving	and	never	 seeing	him	again.	And	because	 right	now
she	felt	so	incredibly	alone	and	unsure.	As	though	she	were	falling	into	a	pit	from
which	no	one	would	bother	listening	to	her	call	for	help.



33
	

Jacob

He	opened	his	eyes.	As	his	focus	adjusted	to	the	low-lit	room,	he	saw	Michael	lying
on	the	foam	bed	beside	his	own,	awake	and	smiling	at	him.	It	took	only	a	moment
for	the	memory	of 	what	happened	to	resurface,	and	when	it	did	he	shot	upright	on
the	bed	far	too	quick.	His	ears	rang	and	he	held	onto	his	head	as	blind	spots	blotted
his	sight.
‘Take	it	easy,	Jacob.	A	few	deep	breaths.’
Jacob	did	as	he	said,	swallowing	over	a	rising	nausea.	Then	as	soon	as	he	was	able

he	leaned	toward	Michael,	whose	cloak	had	been	placed	under	his	head	and	several
blankets	laid	over	him.
‘Are	you	okay?’	he	said,	his	voice	hoarse	and	throat	dry.
Michael	still	smiled,	looking	more	at	rest	now	than	he’d	done	for	weeks.	‘Nothing

to	worry	about.	A	surface	scratch,	that’s	all.	Jamie	did	an	excellent	job	of 	stitching
and	bandaging.’
‘There	was	a	lot	of—’	He	broke	off,	pressing	his	fist	to	his	mouth	as	the	urge	to

throw	up	swelled	again.
‘Yes,	 it	often	looks	worse	than	it	really	 is,’	Michael	replied,	and	Jacob	sensed	an

undertone	to	the	words	but	was	too	fuzzy	to	make	the	connections.	 ‘I	assure	you
everything	is	fine	now.	More	importantly,	are	you	feeling	better?’
He	rubbed	at	his	eyes.	‘What	happened?’
‘You	passed	out.	It’s	the	sight	of...	well,	you	know.	It	seems	to	trigger	something

in	you.’
‘Trigger	 what?’	 he	 said,	 even	 though	 he	 sensed	 he	 already	 knew,	 just	 not	 the

details.	‘I	saw	things.	Visions.	Heard	voices.’	He	dipped	his	head,	pushed	his	fingers
across	his	forehead.	‘It’s	all	a	bit	of 	a	blur.	I	don’t	know	what	it	means.’
‘It	 doesn’t	 have	 to	 mean	 anything.	 Don’t	 examine	 it,	 Jacob,’	 Michael	 said,	 his

voice	soft,	calm.	‘Not	unless	you	really	want	to	go	there.’



And	 Jacob	 knew	 what	 he	 meant	 by	 there.	 ‘We	 don’t	 talk	 about	 the	 past	 or
speculate	on	the	future,’	he	murmured.
The	 touch	 of 	 Michael’s	 hand	 on	 his	 head	 was	 gentle.	 ‘That’s	 right,’	 he	 said,

though	quietly	added,	‘But	none	of 	us	are	immune	to	either	one.’
Then	what’s	the	point	in	trying	to	bury	the	past	when	we	can	never	really	escape	it?
He	lifted	his	head	and	looked	around	the	room,	lit	only	by	a	single	solar-powered

lamp	on	the	floor	beneath	the	window.	It	was	empty	apart	from	the	two	of 	them.
The	 other	 beds	 were	 still	 untouched.	 He	 could	 just	 make	 out	 the	 men’s	 voices
coming	from	the	hall	downstairs	and	wondered	whether	they	were	discussing	Rafe,
Michael,	or	his	own	dramatic	reaction	to	the	events.
‘God!	What	time	is	it?’	he	said,	his	heart	thudding	against	his	chest.
‘I	don’t	know.	Not	late,	I	don’t	think.	We’ve	only	been	here	about	an	hour.	You

haven’t	slept	for	long.’
Relief 	took	his	breath	away.	He	looked	around	for	his	boots,	found	them	at	the

top	of 	the	bed	and	as	he	pulled	them	on,	Michael	said,	‘I	need	to	talk	to	you,	Jacob.’
He	was	tempted	to	go	on	with	his	task,	not	wanting	to	talk,	not	wanting	to	hear

any	more,	but	something	in	Michael’s	voice	told	him	he	couldn’t	just	ignore	him.
‘I	thought	you	said	it	was	just	a	scratch.’
‘It	is;	it’s	not	about	that.	There’s	something	else.’
He	didn’t	reply,	but	felt	the	blood	draining	from	his	face	again.	He	was	weak	and

tired	and	not	at	all	sure	he	could	deal	with	whatever	he	was	about	to	be	told.
‘We	need	you,	Jacob,	to	take	us	into	this	next	new	phase	of 	ours.’
It	was	almost	as	if 	the	man	could	read	his	thoughts,	as	if 	he	knew	what	he	might

be	about	to	do,	the	decision	he	was	about	to	make.
‘In	 our	 uncertain	world	we	may	 always	 have	 to	 be	willing	 and	 ready	 to	move,

change	or	adapt.	But	essentially	our	values	will	remain	the	same.’	He	hesitated,	as	if
choosing	his	words	carefully.	‘There	are	improvements	to	be	made,	Jacob,	I	see	that
now.	 And	 we	 need	 someone	 strong	 and	 committed	 enough	 to	 carry	 the	 men
through	those	changes.	That	someone	is	you.’
After	 everything	 he’d	 confessed?	Everything	 he’d	 done?	 Jacob	 shook	his	 head.

‘I’m	sorry,	Michael.	You’re	wrong.	It’s	not	me,	it’s	you.	It	always	has	been.’
It	 was	 difficult	 to	 be	 sure	 in	 the	 poor	 light,	 but	 he	 thought	 his	mentor’s	 eyes

shone	a	little	more	than	they	should	in	this	poor	light.	He	looked	away	from	him,
pulling	on	his	other	boot	and	lacing	it	quick,	eager	to	be	gone	from	the	room	and
this	conversation.	He	needed	to	feel	the	night	air	on	his	skin,	to	feel	free	to	make
his	choice.	Complications	wouldn’t	help	with	that.
He	got	up	from	the	bed	and	reached	for	his	cloak,	but	as	he	pushed	his	arms	into



the	sleeves,	Michael’s	hoarse	voice	cut	through	the	air.
‘I’m	afraid	I	won’t	be	here	much	longer.’
Jacob	stopped.	 ‘What	do	you	mean?’	he	snapped,	his	agitation	still	 too	close	to

the	surface.
‘Please,’	Michael	whispered.	‘Come	closer.	I	don’t	want	to	have	to	tell	the	entire

Tribe	what	is	only	meant	for	you.’
The	 older	 man’s	 impatience	 was	 unnerving,	 his	 tone	 out	 of 	 character.	 With

reluctance	Jacob	lowered	himself 	back	to	the	bed,	his	blood	thundering	through	a
chest	too	tight.
‘I’m	dying,	Jacob.’
‘You’re	not	dying,	Michael—’
‘Yes	I	am,’	he	shot	back,	the	sharp	‘s’	hissing	through	his	teeth.	‘I’ve	known	for

some	time	that	something	isn’t	right.’
‘You’re	just	under	the	weather.	With	the	move	and	everything.’
‘I’ve	 been	 breathless,	 losing	weight,	 for	months	 now.	 I	 have	 constant	 pain,	 no

appetite...	and	there’s	blood—’
‘Then	we	need	to	get	you	a	doctor.’
‘No,	will	you	listen	to	me?’	Michael	almost	shouted,	frustration	raw	in	his	voice.

‘That	is	not	the	way	it’s	done	here,	and	it’s	not	what	I	want.	But	that	isn’t	why	I’m
telling	 you	 all	 this...’	 He	 trailed	 off,	 struggling	 to	 pull	 himself 	 upright	 but	 only
managing	to	get	halfway.
Jacob	reached	for	him.	‘What	are	you	doing?	You	should	stay	down.’
Michael	gasped	as	he	rested	on	his	elbow	and	grabbed	for	Jacob’s	hand.	Even	in

the	low	light,	Michael’s	gaze	pinned	his	own,	determined	to	get	his	full	attention.
‘The	point	is,’	he	said,	his	voice	steadier	now	but	his	breathing	quick.	‘When	I’m

gone,	 the	 Tribe	 will	 need	 another	 ambassador	 and	 that	 is	 you.	 You	 are	 the	 one.
Don’t	 shake	 your	 head,	 Jacob.	 You	 think	 I’m	 only	 saying	 this	 out	 of 	 some
misplaced	 loyalty,	but	you	couldn’t	be	more	wrong.	I	see	 in	you	what	you	are	not
willing	to	see	in	yourself.	Trust	me.’	The	grip	on	Jacob’s	hand	tightened.	‘There	are
men	out	 there	who	need	 this	 tribe.	Some	are	already	here,	others	will	 follow,	you
know	 they	 will,	 it’s	 inevitable.	 You	 can	 encourage	 these	 boys	 and	 men	 into	 a
peaceful,	hardworking	and	mindful	existence.	Take	care	of 	 them,	keep	 them	safe.
Give	them	the	life	they	deserve.’
Jacob	dropped	his	head,	a	 suffocating	heat	 rising	up	his	neck	 to	his	 throat.	He

swallowed	 hard.	 He	 could	 neither	 bear	 the	 thought	 of 	 losing	 Michael	 nor	 the
thought	of 	being	the	one	to	take	the	Tribe	forward.	He’d	never	considered	it,	never
wanted	 it.	He’d	only	ever	 thought	 things	would	stay	as	 they	were.	For	 the	second



time	tonight	he	felt	the	almost	overwhelming	urge	to	run.
He	slipped	his	hand	from	beneath	Michael’s.	Sada	would	still	be	waiting	for	him.

He	 could	walk	 away	 and	 not	 have	 to	 face	 any	 of 	 this.	Not	watch	Michael	waste
away,	not	have	to	stand	in	front	of 	the	men	and	lead	them,	not	be	someone	else’s
guiding	 light	 as	 Michael	 had	 been	 for	 him	 and	 so	 many	 others.	 He	 wasn’t	 like
Michael;	he	didn’t	have	the	same	temperament,	the	same	drive,	the	same	strength.
All	he	had	was	a	fragile	sense	that	everything	could	come	apart	so	easy	and	horribly,
and	 that	was	no	basis	 from	which	 to	 lead	men	 to	a	 life	 fulfilled.	And	 if 	he	went,
then	another	member	would	simply	step	up,	maybe	Scott,	maybe	one	of 	the	others.
There	were	far	more	vocal	candidates	here	than	he	was.	All	would	not	be	lost,	and
Michael	at	least	would	not	have	to	deal	with	the	pity	and	pain	that	Jacob	wouldn’t
be	able	to	disguise	as	his	mentor	and	closest	companion	slipped	away	from	him.
‘I	need	 some	 fresh	air,’	he	mumbled,	 getting	 to	his	 feet	 and	avoiding	Michael’s

gaze	for	fear	of 	his	expression	somehow	giving	away	his	thoughts.
As	Michael	lay	back	on	the	bed	with	a	gasp,	Jacob	walked	from	the	room,	but	not

quick	enough	to	miss	the	calm	and	tired	voice	telling	him,	‘There	is	only	one	person
I	would	trust	to	replace	me,	Jacob.	And	that	is	you.’

	
*
	

He	returned	to	the	glassless	window	ledge	and	let	the	night	air	hit	his	face.	Pushing
back	the	hood	at	first,	he	felt	the	breeze	cool	his	cheeks	and	ruffle	his	hair,	then	as
it	whispered	over	his	throat	and	neck	he	discarded	the	cloak	altogether,	throwing	it
to	the	floor.
He	 looked	 out	 over	 the	 desolate	 industrial	 landscape	 and	 beyond	 to	 the	 city,

trying	to	imagine	life	like	this,	without	the	need	to	wear	a	cloak	every	time	he	went
outside;	 how	 exposed	 it	 would	 feel	 but	 also	 unhindered,	 free	 from	 the	 threat	 of
Prosperity’s	prying	eyes.
He	 could	 see	 now	 how	 it	 had	 occurred	 to	 Sada,	 the	 assumption	 that	 he	 was

hiding,	that	he	too	was	trapped,	chained	to	a	way	of 	life	regardless	of 	what	that	life
was.	She’d	been	right.	The	Tribe	thought	they	were	free,	but	what	did	that	mean?
Was	 anybody	 ever	 free?	 Freedom	 for	 them	 had	 meant	 disconnecting	 from	 the
stresses	 of 	 society,	 escape	 from	 judgement	 and	 pressure	 from	 others.	 But	 from
where	he	stood,	freedom	now	looked	like	leaving	the	Tribe	and	all	Michael	had	said
behind,	taking	a	ride	to	somewhere	far	away,	indulging	in	the	thrill	and	excitement
of 	powerful	emotions	and	feelings,	the	type	that	had	gotten	abandoned	along	with
all	the	negative	ones.
He	 rose	 from	 the	window	 ledge,	 recalling	 the	manner	 in	 which	 he’d	 left	 Sada



earlier	and	berating	himself 	for	keeping	her	waiting	so	long.	His	boot	trod	on	the
edge	 of 	 the	 cloak	 as	 he	 strode	 past	 it	 and	made	 for	 the	 doorway.	But	 just	 as	 he
reached	 it	he	 saw	a	cloaked	 figure	coming	up	 the	 second	 flight	of 	 stairs,	 swaying
unsteadily	with	each	heavy	step.
Slow	and	quiet,	he	retreated	back	into	the	room,	sweeping	the	cloak	up	from	the

floor	and	backing	up	behind	a	stone	supporting	pillar	just	as	the	figure	shuffled	up
the	 third	 set	 of 	 stairs	 and	 into	 the	 room.	 The	 heavy	 scent	 of 	 cigarette	 smoke
arrived	with	him.
Staggering	to	a	stop	in	the	middle	of 	the	room,	Rafe	raised	a	cigarette	to	his	lips.

Then	he	walked	 forward	 again,	 stopping	when	he	 reached	 the	open	window	 and
flicking	 the	cigarette	away.	His	cloak	 fluttered	around	his	 legs	 in	 the	breeze	as	he
leaned	his	thighs	against	the	window	ledge.
Jacob	parted	his	 lips	 to	breathe	without	 sound	as	he	watched	 from	behind	 the

pillar.	He	thought	of 	Michael,	of 	Sada,	of 	what	this	man	had	done	to	the	security
of 	 their	Tribe.	But	 even	 as	he	 thought	 it,	 a	noise	 came	 from	Rafe,	 some	kind	of
hollow	sob	as	he	gripped	his	hair	between	his	fingers	and	dropped	onto	his	knees,
the	inked	armor	on	his	hands	trembling.
His	own	unease	grew.	Time	was	getting	on	and	he	had	to	get	 to	Sada	before	 it

was	too	late.	He	looked	to	the	doorway	but	knew	that	in	the	silence	of 	this	room,
just	one	move	would	alert	Rafe	to	his	presence	and	then	there	was	no	knowing	how
this	would	end.	He	looked	back	to	Rafe	who	had	gotten	to	his	feet	again	and	was
now	lifting	a	boot	to	the	ledge.	His	fingers	clasped	the	wooden	lintel	and	he	lifted
himself 	 up	 so	 that	 he	 stood	 with	 unsteady	 knees	 bent,	 filling	 the	 space	 once
occupied	by	glass,	 a	 twenty-five-foot	drop	beneath	him.	More	 than	enough	 to	do
the	job,	thought	Jacob,	recalling	the	one	who	had	managed	it	all	those	years	ago	in
the	beginning.	The	one	they	hadn’t	been	able	to	save	from	himself.
Small	 quivering	 noises	 came	 from	 Rafe	 with	 each	 exhale,	 like	 a	 child	 in	 the

exhausted	 aftermath	 of 	 a	 screaming	 tantrum.	 His	 legs	 shook	 with	 the	 effort	 of
keeping	him	 there,	 and	he	held	his	head	up,	perhaps	 so	 as	not	 to	be	deterred	by
what	lay	waiting	below.	As	every	part	of 	him	seemed	to	shake,	he	peeled	one	hand
from	 the	 frame	and	held	 it	out	 in	 front	of 	him	 to	keep	balance.	His	deep	 inhale
could	be	heard	from	inside	the	room.
But	Jacob	could	watch	no	more.
‘Rafe.’
The	 man	 on	 the	 ledge	 teetered	 almost	 uncontrollably,	 his	 free	 hand	 grasping

again	for	the	lintel	and	clutching	it	to	stop	from	losing	his	balance	and	going	over.
His	gaze	shot	behind	him,	eyes	and	mouth	wide,	breath	panting	and	spluttering.



Jacob	was	 across	 the	 room	 in	only	 a	 few	strides,	his	hand	outstretched.	 ‘Come
down.’
‘Get	away	from	me,’	Rafe	spat,	his	grey	eyes	so	much	less	threatening	than	they’d

seemed	earlier	in	the	night.	His	face	and	beard	were	wet	with	tears.
‘You	don’t	need	to	do	this.	You’re	not	thinking	straight.	Come	on,	take	my	hand.’
‘Stop!	Leave	me	alone.’
But	Jacob	couldn’t	leave.	How	could	he?
‘This	 is	 a	 trick.’	Narrowed	 eyes	 peered	 around	 the	 room	 as	 though	 there	were

more	of 	them	waiting	for	him.	His	foot	gave	way	on	the	ledge	and	a	piece	of 	wood
splintered,	broke	free	and	silently	fell.
‘It’s	not	a	trick,	Rafe.	I’m	here	alone.’	Jacob	took	a	step	closer,	his	hand	almost	to

Rafe’s	cloak	now.	‘It’s	just	you	and	me.’
‘After	what	I’ve	done,’	he	said,	spit	flying	from	his	mouth.
‘Take	my	hand.’
Grey	 eyes	 flicked	 to	 the	 outstretched	 hand	 but	 still	 he	 clung	 to	 the	 lintel,	 as

though	Jacob	might	rush	for	him	at	any	minute	and	take	the	decision	from	him.	He
turned	back	to	the	drop,	peering	down.	Jacob	would	only	need	to	grasp	for	Rafe’s
cloak	now	and	he’d	be	able	to	pull	him	back	inside.	But	that	wasn’t	his	decision	to
make.	If 	it	were	him,	he	wouldn’t	want	anyone	else	to	take	that	choice	away.
It	was	only	when	he	felt	the	cool	palm	land	in	his	warm	one	that	he	gripped	firm

and	helped	him	down	from	the	ledge.	Once	back	inside,	Rafe’s	legs	could	hold	him
up	no	longer	and	he	crumpled	to	the	floor,	his	back	against	the	wall.
Jacob	crouched	to	the	hard	floor	beside	him.	‘What	have	you	taken?’	he	asked.
There	was	no	reply,	just	a	sniff 	and	a	shake	of 	the	head.
‘You	can’t	fool	an	addict,	Rafe.	I	knew	as	soon	as	I	saw	you	earlier.’
Breath	 still	 coming	 quick,	Rafe	 pressed	 the	 heels	 of 	 his	 hands	 to	 his	 eyes	 and

rubbed.
‘Pills,’	he	muttered,	and	dropped	his	hands	to	his	lap.	‘I	don’t	know	what	they	are.

Nothing	you	would’ve	seen	before.’
‘In	return	for	what?’	And	when	no	reply	came,	he	asked	again	but	 louder.	 ‘For

what,	Rafe?’
‘Nothing	the	first	few	times.	Just	for	kicks,	no	strings.’	He	sniffed,	glanced	up	and

then	away	again.	‘After	that,	whatever	they	needed	me	for.	Errands	and	stuff.’
Jacob	got	up	from	the	floor.	He	ran	his	hands	over	his	face	and	blew	out	a	sigh,

both	 at	 the	 knowledge	 there	 were	 drugs	 still	 to	 be	 had	 out	 there	 and	 at	 Rafe’s
naivety.	 He	 looked	 out	 the	 window	 to	 the	 offices	 where	 Sada	 and	 her	 daughter
would	be	preparing	to	leave	if 	they	hadn’t	gone	already.	If 	he	was	quick,	he	could



still	catch	them.
‘How	is	he?’
Jacob	clenched	his	teeth,	recalling	Michael	dropping	to	the	floor,	features	altered

by	fear.	‘He’ll	be	fine,	Rafe.	Turns	out	you’re	not	much	of 	a	swordsman.’
‘Not	 much	 of 	 anything,’	 came	 the	 mumbled	 reply,	 and	 Jacob	 couldn’t	 bring

himself 	to	object.	‘Why	didn’t	you	just	let	me	jump?’
His	 eyes	 lifted	 to	 the	 night	 sky	 and	 he	 sighed.	 ‘Because	 I’m	 a	 regular	 hero	 at

saving	people,	didn’t	you	hear?’	he	mumbled,	half 	to	himself.	‘And	anyway,	you	still
can.	I	just	wanted	to	make	sure	you’d	thought	it	through	first.’
‘And	what	if 	I	have?’
‘Then	I	couldn’t	stop	you	if 	I	tried.	Which	I	wouldn’t.’
He	turned	away	from	the	window	and	looked	to	the	man	who	only	a	few	hours

ago	 he	 was	 ready	 to	 tear	 limb	 from	 limb.	 He	 felt	 none	 of 	 that	 rage	 now,	 even
though	he	should.	He	should	be	positively	shaking	with	 it,	because	yet	again	here
was	Rafe	getting	in	his	way,	making	things	awkward,	demanding	attention.
He	should	already	be	gone	by	now,	should	be	running	from	the	room,	leaving	all

this	 behind,	 and	 not	 giving	 a	 shit	what	 happened	 to	 the	man	 sat	 at	 his	 feet,	 not
caring	 if 	 he	 tipped	 himself 	 over	 the	 ledge	 to	 redecorate	 the	 alleyway	 below,
restoring	harmony	to	the	Tribe	and	allowing	him	to	walk	away	from	all	this	with	a
guilt-free	conscience.
So	why	wasn’t	he?
Because	he	knew	that	if 	he	were	really	going	to	leave,	he’d	have	done	it	by	now.

He	knew	too	that	there	was	something	in	Rafe	he	recognized.	If 	he’d	held	a	mirror
to	his	own	 face	 five	years	 ago,	he’d	have	 seen	 something	of 	 the	man	before	him
now.
Jacob	crouched	to	the	floor	and	looked	to	the	sorry	figure,	the	dry	lips	and	beads

of 	sweat	breaking	out	across	his	forehead,	and	he	thought	of 	something	Sada	had
once	asked	him.
‘What	is	it	you	want,	Rafe?’
His	gaze	lifted,	eyes	robbed	of 	their	usual	clarity	and	dulled	instead	with	a	hollow

emptiness,	a	coming-down	look	that	Jacob	was	all	too	familiar	with.	Rafe	shook	his
head.	Just	like	Jacob,	he	had	no	real	answer,	had	probably	not	thought	about	it	in	a
while.
‘What	did	you	want	from	the	Tribe	then?	From	me?’
His	eyes	dipped	in	and	out	of 	focus	as	he	tried	to	contemplate	the	question,	or

the	answer.	‘I	dunno.	I	thought	I	was	doing	the	right	thing,	upholding	the	values...’
He	trailed	off,	but	not	before	Jacob	caught	the	slur	in	his	words.	‘It	doesn’t	matter



now,’	he	mumbled,	eyes	damp.	‘It’s	all	over.	Back	on	my	own	again.’
‘You	still	have	the	Tribe.’
He	shook	his	head.	‘Not	any	more.’
Jacob	 rubbed	 his	 hands	 over	 his	 tired	 eyes,	 starting	 to	 feel	 as	 rough	 as	 Rafe

looked.	 ‘The	 Tribe	 is	 many	 things,	 Rafe,’	 he	 said,	 when	 his	 eyes	 and	 thoughts
refocused.	 ‘A	 sanctuary,	place	of 	 recovery,	 a	 calming	 atmosphere.	 It’s	 also	 a	 great
forgiver.	We	don’t	discuss	what’s	gone	before.	Remember?’
‘They	wouldn’t	all	forgive.’	Rafe’s	head	remained	dipped	but	his	lips	curled	up	in

a	self-derisive	sneer.	‘And	I	don’t	know	if 	I	can	recover.’
Jacob	 got	 up	 from	 the	 floor	 and	 strode	 to	 the	 pillar	 to	 retrieve	 his	 cloak.	He

pulled	it	on,	raised	the	hood	over	his	head,	and	returning	to	Rafe	held	out	his	hand.
‘Shall	we	at	least	try,	brother?’
	

*
	

It	was	gone	midnight	by	 the	 time	he	nudged	open	 the	door	 to	 the	offices	where
he’d	left	her	behind	several	hours	ago.	Hours	that	now	felt	like	days.	As	he	climbed
the	stairs,	one	heavy	step	at	a	time,	he	wondered	what	she	would	think	if 	she	were
still	here	and	heard	he	was	late	because	he’d	been	saving	the	man	who	attacked	her.
That	he’d	gambled	 their	 last	chance	 to	speak	because	he’d	been	explaining	 to	 the
other	 members	 and	 to	 Michael	 why	 Rafe	 still	 needed	 their	 help	 and	 why	 they
should	accept	him	back	into	the	fold.
With	each	stomp	of 	his	tired	feet	he	wasn’t	sure	any	more	if 	he	wished	she	were

still	there	or	not.	But	as	he	looked	first	in	one	room	and	then	the	other	to	no	avail,
a	 weight	 descended	 in	 his	 gut,	 one	 so	 heavy	 that	 he	 dropped	 into	 the	 battered
leather	chair	that	had	seated	her	daughter	not	so	long	ago.	The	chair	was	cool.	They
must	have	left	at	eleven	as	she’d	said.
He	 fell	 back	 in	 the	 seat,	 let	 his	 leaden	 eyelids	 close.	 Straightaway	 green	 eyes

flashed	into	his	mind.	The	same	green	eyes	that	had	haunted	him	so	much	in	those
weeks	after	she’d	first	clung	 to	him	pleading	for	her	 life,	and	then	 later	when	she
kept	 appearing	 and	wanting	 to	 talk,	 wanting	 to	 form	 something	with	 him.	What
exactly?	A	bond?	A	communication?	A	relationship?	All	those	things	that	ordinary
people	did,	that	Outsiders	did.	But	she	wasn’t	to	know	how	very	different	his	world
was	from	hers.	And	by	the	time	she’d	come	to	understand	it,	she’d	already	got	what
she	 wanted.	 She’d	 attached	 herself 	 to	 him.	Not	 only	 that,	 but	 she’d	 planted	 the
germ	 of 	 something	 Tribe	 life	 protected	 against.	 She	 had	 made	 him	 care	 about
something	other	than	the	life	he	belonged	to.	Now,	just	as	quick,	she’d	taken	it	away
again.



He	opened	his	eyes	and	leaned	forward	in	the	chair.	It	would	take	all	his	strength
now	to	refocus	on	the	Tribe	and	what	he	had	to	do	next.	A	new	and	difficult	phase
lay	ahead,	particularly	with	Rafe	returning,	and	he	had	to	be	mentally	prepared	to
carry	them	all	through	it.	Losing	Michael	would	be	hard	on	them	all,	not	just	him,
but	he	would	have	to	be	the	one	to	make	it	bearable.
He	 swallowed	 hard.	 The	 future,	 if 	 he	 thought	 about	 it,	 loomed	 large	 and

terrifying,	but	he	had	found	his	way	to	peace	before	and	he’d	have	to	do	so	again.
What	alternative	was	there,	now	that	she	was	gone?
Exhaustion	was	taking	him	over.	All	he	wanted	to	do	was	close	his	eyes	and	sleep

but	he	feared	that	too,	now	more	than	ever.	He	got	up	from	the	chair	and	walked
from	the	room.	At	the	top	of 	the	stairs	he	hesitated,	looked	across	the	small	hall	to
the	other	 room	where	he’d	 turned	 from	her	earlier	unable	 to	 find	 the	words	 that
would	make	up	for	what	Rafe	had	done.	What	Rafe	had	done	because	of 	him.
And	he’d	hurt	her	himself 	too,	that’s	why	she’d	struck	out	that	time.	Which	made

him	no	different	 to	 everyone	 else	 in	her	 life.	The	doctrine	was	 right.	We	 all	 hurt
each	other	in	the	end.	But	both	inside	the	Tribe	as	well	as	outside	it.
Turning	from	the	top	step,	he	went	back	to	that	room	where	they’d	last	spoken.

The	tables	were	still	out	of 	position	from	where	he’d	knocked	them	earlier	 in	his
hurry	to	leave.	If 	only	he	could	have	done	that	last	visit	with	her	differently.	If 	only
he	hadn’t	let	his	temper	take	him	over,	robbing	them	both	of 	a	civilized	goodbye.
He	ran	his	finger	along	the	edge	of 	the	large	desk	at	the	front	of 	the	room,	only

stopping	when	he	saw	something	lying	in	the	middle	of 	it,	something	he	was	sure
hadn’t	been	there	earlier.	In	the	dim	light	he	could	just	make	out	a	folded	piece	of
paper	with	a	pen	on	 top.	He	 reached	 to	pick	 it	up,	unfolded	 it.	He	could	 see	 the
words,	their	beautifully	arranged	patterns,	but	not	decipher	them	in	the	darkness.
He	strode	back	across	the	hall	to	the	smaller	room,	where	the	moonlight	shone

through	a	narrow	window,	and	held	the	note	up	to	the	light.
Ice	seeped	into	his	veins	as	he	read	the	words	she’d	left	him.
	

If 	I	couldn’t	help	you	to	open	your	heart	again,	Jacob,	perhaps	this	will:
Paul	Thomas	Humphreys,	Apt	12,	431	Castle	View	Avenue,	East	Brumont.
The	other	surviving	member	of 	your	immediate	family.
We	all	need	someone	who	knows	us	better	than	anyone	else,	Jacob.
Please	take	care.	And	once	again	thank	you,	with	all	my	heart.
Sada.

	
He	 read	 the	words	 again	 and	 then	 a	 third	 time,	 staring	 at	 the	name	written	 so

bold	and	real	on	the	page.	His	brother’s	name.	Pain	shot	through	his	head	and	he



clutched	his	forehead	until	it	passed.	He	looked	to	the	note	again.	How	could	she
have	known?	How	much	had	she	known?	All	of 	it?	He	gasped	for	breath,	leaned	on
the	back	of 	the	chair.
Of 	course.	She’s	a	 journalist.	She	could	find	out	anything	about	anyone.	And	it

would	have	been	easy	once	she	started,	because	hadn’t	they	been	splashed	all	over
the	newspapers,	 their	entire	family?	Hadn’t	 their	business	become	everyone	else’s?
And	hadn’t	his	whole	world	ripped	apart	in	just	that	one	moment,	as	it	had	tried	to
again	in	these	last	few	months	since	she’d	got	her	hands	to	him?	As	it	threatened	to
again	right	now...
Another	 pain	 shot	 through	 his	 head,	 this	 time	 accompanied	 by	 a	 memory	 so

strong	it	almost	took	the	floor	from	under	him.	A	room	once	so	familiar	now	made
unfamiliar.	His	parents’	room.	Blood-streaked	walls,	three	bodies,	two	piled	on	top
of 	each	other,	the	third	at	his	feet.
He	stumbled	forward	onto	the	floor,	choking	bile	from	his	empty	stomach.
Be	a	man,	son.	His	 father’s	voice	echoed	 in	his	head.	Usually	 followed	up	with	a

fist	 to	 the	cheek,	a	steel-capped	boot	 to	 the	back	of 	 the	knee.	His	 legs	weakened
now	at	the	memory	of 	it.	As	they’d	weakened	then.
What’s	the	matter	with	you,	boy?	Don’t	you	wanna	be	a	man?
He	always	said	it.	Not	to	Paul	though,	not	yet.
Not	any	more.
Jacob	wiped	a	hand	across	his	mouth,	thumped	his	head	with	his	fist	once,	twice.

His	 breath	 came	 shallow	 and	 quick,	 gasping	 for	 oxygen	 as	 rage	 built	 inside	 him
once	 more.	 Looking	 with	 disgust	 to	 the	 note	 grasped	 in	 his	 violently	 trembling
hand,	he	hawked	back	the	vile	taste	in	his	mouth	and	spat	it	to	the	floorboards.	He
pulled	himself 	to	his	feet,	curled	his	hand	into	a	fist	to	crush	the	paper,	and	as	he
marched	from	the	room	he	threw	her	message	to	the	dust-strewn	floor.
He	descended	the	stairs	and	pulled	the	heavy	door	so	hard	behind	him	it	shook

the	frame	holding	it	precariously	in	place.	And	it	was	as	he	was	striding	back	toward
the	warehouse	under	an	empty	black	sky	that	clarity	at	last	hit	him	with	all	the	force
of 	a	driverless	freight	train.
The	doctrine	was	right.	Burying	the	past	wasn’t	such	a	bad	thing.	Not	when	there

was	one	thing	so	much	worse	than	that.
Remembering	it.
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