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FOREWORD

Welcome to Titans, Cranes & Monsters’ Games Part II:
The Kingdom. Here’s a summary of the story so far …

Having had his memory and strength taken from him,
Sam Royle struggled on through life with delusory
visions, jotting down his manic imagination and strange
dreams. Sam was kidnapped and taken to Infinity
Research where, Doctor Vincent Carter, an ageing
imprisoned scientist, and Annie, a hyper-intelligent
child hologram, set about healing Sam.

At the end of Sam’s story, the cold-hearted scientist
named Doctor Monroe intended to make one last with‐
drawal of serum from the man in the box. Sam set free
the strange grey being known as Adam free from the
cube. Adam defeated the soldiers, but Monroe escaped.

During the battle, Doctor Carter was fatally
wounded by a stray bullet. With his final words he told
Sam where to find his long-lost love, Hope Farrow.
With the laboratory about to self-destruct, Sam had to



leave, and when he discovered that Annie could not go
with him, he had no choice but to follow Adam to the
surface.

Meanwhile Lydia Jacobs awoke to the last words of
her father. She put on his exo-suit and faced the soldiers
ordered to execute her. Lydia escaped into the sewers,
where she found the grave smugglers and their leader,
Markus Vance. Lydia fought alongside the smugglers on
a supply run at a temporary Union compound known
as Nexa. Alongside Gabriel Vance she defended the
sewer entrance from a number of Union soldiers, but
Gabriel was killed. Lydia escaped once again into the
tunnels and flooded the Union force as Markus Vance
and the remaining grave smugglers came to the rescue.

The Kingdom’s fall into chaos began with the Chief
of Defence, Nathan Sahl, who to save his family, placed
blind faith in the right-wing continent abroad known as
the Union. Nathan traded everything for his family’s
survival. For a moment, he appeared to have solved
every problem, but in reality, he had caused many more.

Nathan succeeded in bringing the Titan back to life,
but it came at great cost. The Union’s offer was too good
to be true, as with it came the destruction of the King‐
dom’s Great House along with the supposed death of his
close friend Evelyn Owen. Nathan’s lies led to Evelyn’s
husband Drake confronting him at the public funeral.
In the end, Nathan confessed to Drake that Evelyn was
still alive, and Nathan is now desperately hoping that
Rose pulls through. Now he must face the true weight
of his promises to the Union whilst balancing his rela‐
tionships with those he loves.
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So, this is where our story continues, and I promise that
there will be more tales of revenge, sequences of action, and
many sinister surprises. You will also learn much more
about the Union, the Crane and the mysterious Ministry of
Men. Many questions from the first book will be answered,
and many more are to be raised. I hope you’re ready,
because Sunlight was only the beginning, and welcome
to the Kingdom …
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I

PROLOGUE

n the Union capital, Pinnacle, in the great state of
Purity were the winding back streets of old town. A

number of crooked buildings with flats above and shops
at the bottom, on streets of cobbled stone. The shop
fronts were a dull grey in the shadows of the tall
gleaming white and silver ever-expanding city centre
buildings. In the darkness man made his way through
the fog as rain trickled off his large navy raincoat. He
kept his head low as he trudged along the streets, and
only looked up when his walk came to an end under a
green and white striped canopy. There a dark wooden
door awaited him; the windows were steaming, and a
sign swung above his head in the wind which read:
Mother Mercy’s Fortunes.

The man took off his hood to reveal himself as High
Councillor Rogan, head of the Union Council and the
most powerful man in the world. But power didn’t take
away his age, and under the lamplight of an antique
shop, he looked like any other man past his prime. He



rang the doorbell, and a man named Leo opened the
door. Leo was bald and of average stature; he wore
round circular glasses, and Rogan was soon reminded
that the man never seemed to smile or frown. Rogan
didn’t like his neutrality at all; he had never seen Leo’s
eyes and could never quite tell what the man was
thinking.

“Ah, good evening, High Councillor Rogan, we’ve
been expecting you.”

Rogan mumbled, swept back his thinning white
hair and took off his coat.

“Why so glum?” asked Leo before pushing his
glasses up to the bridge of his nose.

“Well, Leo, I’m here, maybe that’s why.”
Leo chuckled. “She’s expecting you; would you care

for a cup of tea?”
“Your tea might be the only remedy …”
Leo nodded and then Rogan watched him make his

way to the kitchen without the sound of the slightest
footstep. Alone in the shop, Rogan found the room to
be cramped and cosy, the walls were striped green and
white, with wooden beams in between. Strange orna‐
ments covered many shelves: dream catchers, pickled
parts in jars, stone tablets and parchments. It was a
place of mystery, overlooked in plain sight and sought
out by the very few. Rogan walked down the long,
crooked hallway, stooping for the low-beamed ceiling.
The smell of incense took hold as he made his way,
watching the uneven floor in case he lost his footing.

At the end he opened a thick wooden door and
smoke poured out to impair his view. The room was
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another odd collection of jewels and sacred treasures; of
glass vials and artefacts which Rogan didn’t want
anything to do with. He saw a silhouette sitting at the
other side of a desk smoking a thin cherry-flavoured
cigar and as if by magic the smoke around her began to
part and Mother Mercy revealed herself. Her long grey
curly hair was braided in parts and piled high in a green
and purple bandana with silver sequins; she wore purple
lipstick and eyeshadow. Her blouse was white, and she
accessorised it with bangles down her wrists and dream-
catcher earrings. Her multicoloured corset flowed into a
beautiful skirt, and she threw fortune cards from one
hand to the other as her tired hazy eyes observed the
cards laid out on the table laid out on the table and she
failed to give Chief Councillor Rogan even a glance.

Rogan hovered in the doorway as he reminded
himself that not a single part of him liked it here and
that he longed for a day where he would not have to
come.

“Are you going to stand there all day, Tobias?”
Rogan walked into the centre of the room; she had

used his first name – but he wouldn’t rise to it. Despite
his distaste for her, when Mercy extended her hand,
Rogan bent down to kiss it over the desk.

“Mother Mercy, the Voice,” he said whilst bowing
his head. She took another drag of her cigar and exhaled
the smoke for it to catch on the walls and further
darken the wallpaper.

“Overseer, Councillor, Rogan, Tobias, whatever it is
you prefer to be called these days, it doesn’t matter …”

There she went, saying it again without a care in the
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world. No one else would dare to be so dismissive of
High Councillor Rogan, but Mother Mercy was the
leader of the Ministry of Men, their Voice. She was
almost never seen but was always heard. Few knew
where to find her, and even if they did, they never made
it within a hundred miles of her with the wrong
intentions.

“Are you going to stand there all day or take a seat?”
she asked. Rogan pulled the old creaky wooden chair
forward and sat down perfectly straight, he tried to give
nothing away. “Well, do go on, I don’t have all day …”

“Then I’ll waste no time. The old ways are dead, the
Kingdom Ministry is no more, and for too long did the
Kingdom sector keep our Titan. Our man on the other
side is doing well.”

“Spare me your personal opinions Tobias, can we
trust him?”

Rogan hesitated. “As much as I trust anyone …”
“Would you put your life on it?”
“No.”
“Good, never do. Fools say trust’s about faith, but

the faithful are blind. Nathan Sahl has been a member
of the Ministry for ten years, low level as he is, and he’s
done as told, so far.”

“Once we have the Titan, he doesn’t matter,” said
Rogan shaking his head.

“The oracle eye begs to differ.” At that moment,
Mercy let the last card fall from her hand. She put down
her cigar and pushed a small wooden jewellery box
along her table with great struggle.

The hairs on Rogan’s neck raised, and after Mercy
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tapped her long dark nails on the box’s edge she lifted it
open. There lay the oracle eye: a strange purple and gold
metal from beyond this world, an ancient artefact of
untold power never meant for mortal men.

“Do you wish for another vision?” asked Mercy.
“No,” Rogan replied whilst stopping himself from

shivering. He didn’t want to see what the stone had to
offer, never again.

“Not many Ministry members refuse …”
“I didn’t like what I saw the first time.”
“The end of the world?” asked Mercy, but Rogan

didn’t hear her. A cold sweat took over, and the heavy
beating of his heart. The sound of death and destruc‐
tion, of the end. Mercy snapped the box shut as Rogan
came back to the room. “I said, the end of the world?”

“Yes,” he replied. He felt a slight draft behind him,
which caused him to turn, but when he did, he saw it
was only Leo bringing tea. Leo moved without a
sound and placed the tray down on Mercy’s desk
without so much as a ripple in a cup. Then he
departed again.

“It’s a strange thing, the oracle eye; it shows us not
what we want to see, but what we need to. Then it’s up
to us to make sense of it. If only we had the second, the
pair, then we could see everything, and we could stop
the end.”

Rogan didn’t like the idea of anything beyond the
realm of the here and now; he hated to believe in the
supernatural, even if he had seen it for himself. “Indeed,
Mercy, but forgive me: why have I been summoned?”

Mercy laughed before shaking her head. “You were
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never really one for casual conversation, were you, High
Councillor? Well, two reasons.

“The first?”
“We spotted … them.”
“Who?”
“Grey.” Mercy shuddered.
“I don’t believe it.”
“Nor did I until I saw that little grey suit and

wretched umbrella.” The very idea of Grey seemed to
make Mercy shake and her face redden. A photograph
slid across the table in her fingers, and sure enough,
there he was, all in grey, with his umbrella.

“Where?”
“In Sovereign; he’s still in the Kingdom somewhere,

though Lord knows where.”
“Why? What does he want? Where was he last

seen?”
“I don’t know what he wants. But I believe he has

found the other oracle eye. He disappeared before the
Red Night. He left no trace, and now I think he’s using
the other oracle eye, to hide. I don’t know what he’s
planning, that awful spineless swine, but whatever it is,
it’s a risk to us, to the survival of the Ministry, and to
the very survival of mankind. When you have the Titan,
use it to find him. We can’t have this Sahl do it, it’s far
above his rank. We’ve been blind without both oracle
eyes for too long, and now the Ministry must see before
it’s too late.”

“I’ll make sure of it, Mercy. The second reason?”
“The eye has taken quite a liking to Nathan Sahl. I
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don’t quite understand why … but make sure he gets
here in one piece; I’d rather like to meet him.”

Rogan hesitated. “Consider it done.”
Rogan drank his tea despite it being too hot; he

wanted to leave, to return to where he was in control.
Everything about this place was at odd angles, and
everything on the walls was overwhelming to a man
with such obsessive compulsion. He had always assumed
that Mother Mercy was intentionally trying to get to
him, to remind him that she was the one in charge.

“I must be going,” he said.
“Can I interest you in another glance at the future?”
“No, thank you. If you stare too long, it’ll make you

blind.”
“What was it that made the great High Councillor

Rogan so afraid?”
“I’m not afraid of anything, and my place is in the

here and now, not in the realm of prophecies. But if you
must know, it was the end, darkness,” he replied.

“That’s what we’re here to stop. Never forget the
sacrifice, never forget what we fight for, for if we do, the
fight is lost. Now, I need to know if I can count on you,
Rogan, everything is about to change, and I need you.”

“You can count on me as you’ve always counted
on me.”

Rogan felt Mercy piercing stare, he tried to keep
face, but he knew that she could see things others could
not. “I knew I could,” she replied. “For now, anyway,
you must be late for your paper council – go on, get
going.”
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“Yes, Mercy.” Rogan nodded, and made his leave.
He wandered the streets from where he came. His hood
was high and his mind busy as he tried to shake the
looming thought of the end of the world. As he stood
there in the rain, he realised that Mercy had something
which he didn’t. Mercy was hidden in plain sight: she
could go anywhere, do anything, be anyone. Rogan,
however, could not. He knew then that true power
didn’t have to be seen, that no one ever truly knew those
with real power, only their scapegoats. But they were
always there, always watching. It had taken him too
many years to realise that fame and fortune were
nothing compared to power, to the position of the Voice
in the Ministry of Men.
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1

THE BEGINNING

he Titan blotted out the sun as it soared across
the sky. Dust clouds swirled in the giant black

shadow; and when it was gone, there was sunlight. Sam
lay in his grey overalls, laughing to himself as he
watched the Titan take the sun and give it back once
more, leaving a dry scorching heat in its wake. Lying in
the dust, he crawled and tried to catch his breath. Strug‐
gling with all his might, his legs trembled as he hoisted
himself up to stand. He turned to see the Titan a mile
above him. Despite his ordeal, it was breath-taking to
see such a large aircraft hovering above Earth, a second
red sun soaring across the sky.

The Titan’s hum shook the earth, and only when it
was far enough away was Sam able to concentrate on
anything else. Realising that he was alone, he looked
across the vast desert and spied a silhouette in the
distance. It was Adam the immortal, and without any
alternative options, Sam went after him.

Smoke bellowed from Infinity Research’s ventilation



shafts as he staggered past them, and just as everything
began to calm there was another rumble. This time the
noise came from below, an earthquake of fire and fury.
He turned to see the elevator chamber blast doors
through which he had escaped. They were expanding
like a balloon, and smouldering, turning red hot. Sam
dived for cover as they exploded with a roar. The doors
flew high into the air as flames and smoke billowed, and
for a moment he was trapped. It felt like he was in
battle again, in a war zone, waiting helplessly for the
next lot of artillery … but nothing happened. With
heavy breaths Sam got to his feet, brushed off his over‐
alls and clutched his satchel tight to his chest. The
contents were all that he held dear: his notepad and
Carter’s puzzle cube. As he stared at the molten elevator,
he knew that everything below had been destroyed.
Carter wouldn’t be there to bury, and Annie wouldn’t be
there to save …

The explosion left his ears ringing, a severe reminder
of the headaches. He coughed and tried to wipe the
dust off, but it was everywhere. Sam could taste blood
in his mouth, and he felt the ache in his muscles. His
senses were over-stimulated, but his feelings hit him
hardest: the loss of Annie and Carter was still fresh in
his mind. Who knew strangers would leave such feel‐
ings of loss and remorse? As quickly as they came they
were gone, and all that remained was the far-away
stranger, almost out of sight, a silhouette against a back‐
drop of the hills and the mighty Titan. Sam hobbled as
fast as he could towards Adam, but he was so far ahead.

“Stop!” Sam shouted across the airfield, but Adam
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kept moving. “Stop!” Sam continued to hobble, and
Adam halted, but he didn’t turn around; instead, he
appeared to be thinking, working out some great equa‐
tion in his mind. It took time to catch up, and when
Sam did, he gasped for breath, his hands on his knees,
hunched over as he searched for the right words.

“Annie said that you could help me,” he gasped, but
Adam didn’t reply.

Instead, Adam stared out into the bright blindness
of the sun. Twenty years of being locked away does
strange things to any man, even an immortal. Free
again, with bare feet on the ground, a breeze against his
grey skin and the scent of fresh-ish air, Adam was obliv‐
ious to anything else. This was his moment, his
liberation.

“Can you hear me? I’m trying to talk to you –”
“Ahh,” he said after exhaling. “Smell that? That’s the

sweet scent of freedom – and yes, I can hear you, but
no, I don’t want to.”

When Adam turned around, Sam saw his glowing
green emerald eyes, his grey skin, and the strange mark‐
ings all over his body. He tried not to stare but it was
impossible, as he had never seen anyone like it. Adam
was gazing right at the sun, his eyes wide as he smelt
the air.

“Then why didn’t you stop? After everything, Annie
said y-you could help me.”

Adam looked the mortal up and down, “No – no
thanks, no. I’m on my own from here on in.” With one
quick glance the stoic stranger seemed to see right
through Sam, all his weaknesses and his lack of strength.
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“I s-saved your life back there, I got you out,” said
Sam, trembling.

“Saved me? I didn’t see you kill any guards; I didn’t
see you charge into battle. All you did was cower and
almost wet yourself.”

“I let you out …”
“And do you expect some sort of grand prize, a pat

on the back for a job well done in unleashing a monster
like me upon the world? What if the spirally grey man
feasts on puppies? It is obvious that you didn’t have any
idea what you were doing, so how can you take any
credit?”

Sam wanted to speak, but his expectations were
quickly crushed by the stranger and replaced by confu‐
sion and worry. Adam’s judgemental green eyes only
seemed to make it worse.

“If you have something to say, say it. I may have
eternity, but not nearly enough time for you.”

“I-I don’t know what to say.” Sam shrugged. So
much had happened, so much, and so very quickly.

“Saying I don’t know what to say is a self-defeating
paradox; if you don’t know what to say, don’t say
anything!”

There was silence, a strange stalemate between the
pair. One, a silver-haired immortal having trouble
adjusting to the world outside his cell, and the other a
gaunt and hopeless individual.

“Thank you for saving my life, I suppose – though I
don’t know if I really care for it anymore, or ever did.”

“You really are a glass half full. It wasn’t my inten‐
tion, remember that; and remember that it won’t
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happen again.” Adam turned and began to walk away
once more but Sam followed, hovering like a bad smell.

The last thing Adam wanted in the whole wide
world was another mortal sidekick. They all latched on
the same way, standing around, pestering him with
foolish intentions and good wishes. For thousands of
years his companions did nothing but stupidly get
themselves killed, for love, for war or religion.

As Adam expected, Sam continued to follow close
behind, so he picked up speed and listened to Sam
wheeze in the heat whilst limping like an elderly man. It
surprised Adam just how much his weak frame would
push on; he had thought a brisk walk over the empty
airfield would finish him quick, but Sam had more
determination than he had expected.

Around them, all that was left in the Titan’s wake
was trucks, supply crates, half-empty tents, so Adam
began to rummage through various supplies and ignore
the wheezing of his stalker. Every time Sam came close,
he moved again in the hope that he’d give up. It went
on like this for quite a while until Adam had had
enough; he ripped off a truck door and threw it down as
a warning; it skidded, tearing up the ground, and
slowed to a halt right in front of Sam’s feet, but the poor
fool didn’t budge.

He’s still there, I think he’s actually still there. Adam
continued to rummage and hoped that when he looked
up next time Sam would be gone.

“My father’s name,” said Sam, to Adam’s disappoint‐
ment. “Why did you say my father’s name?”

“I didn’t.”
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“You did, you called me Jonathan; you called out
my father’s name before asking for the grenade belt,
back in the laboratory.”

Adam stopped what he was doing, sighed, and
turned around to look at Sam, and for the first time he
looked at him properly. He saw Jonathan, with Liz’s
eyes, and that pained him. “I knew your mother and
father. We tried to get out of Infinity Research, but we
didn’t get far enough, I’m sorry.” He shook his head and
stared down at the floor.

Sam didn’t know what to say. Since his memories
had been unlocked by Dr Carter’s machine, he felt
strange. He went from feeling nothing to feeling the full
force of losing his parents. At one time, he didn’t know
or care for them, but now he felt something, he felt
love.

“I get it, I don’t look like the most capable. I’ll die
out here if you leave me, I know that much for sure, but
you – you don’t know anything about the world you’re
walking into. Maybe I can help.”

“Look, kid,” sighed Adam, “everything dies, every‐
thing except me. Every person I’ve ever known. So, run
far and fast as you can before they come for me.”

“But –”
“But nothing. All I want, all I need, is to be alone!

Do you understand?”
It was at that moment Sam had a thought, a

memory. It was déjà vu: he had seen this immortal
before somewhere, or this scene, this desert. Sam looked
down to see the satchel in his grasp. In silence he with‐
drew his notepad and began to flick through the pages.
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Adam turned to rummage once more, but as soon as
he bent down to open another crate, he heard the flut‐
tering motion of something being thrown. In a split
second he turned around and caught the notepad mid-
air. There, on that very page, was an image to make even
Adam shudder – but he remained in control, despite
seeing the drawing of a figure, of himself complete with
spirals all over his body stood as he was standing now
staring down at a notepad.

Adam didn’t react, didn’t so much as blink. He
approached Sam, passed the notepad back and walked
on without saying anything.

“What does it mean?”
“Nothing.”
“It sure doesn’t look like nothing.”
“It means nothing! There are hundreds of thousands

of dreamers in this world who can do exactly what
you’ve done. This isn’t fate, this is nothing special.”

“You’re lying,” said Sam.
“No, I’m telling you what you need to hear.”
“But not the truth. What does it mean?”
Adam made a fist; all he wanted was peace and fresh

air. Somewhere quiet, free from twenty years of pain –
all he wanted was a darn tree to sit under, and here was
this pale, malnourished, and soon to be sunburnt fool
refusing to leave him alone.

“It means that I saw your parents die, that you’ve
got bad news written all over you. Go! Get out of here
and bask in your freedom. Go far away, find someone to
love and make the most of the little time you have left,
because some of us don’t have that privilege.”
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“Then you’re a coward!” Sam ran forward to push
the immortal, throwing feeble fists at his chest in a flare
of anger and desperation. “I have nothing, don’t you
understand!”

Adam bore the outburst, the shouting in his face
and the flailing fists on his chest. When he could take
no more, he hit Sam’s chest with a light palm; it sent
him up into the air and crashing back down to earth.
Winded, Sam sat in the desert dust in disbelief.

“You hit me, you actually hit me.”
“How are you even surprised? You hit me at least

ten times.”
Sam shook himself off, picked up his notepad,

placed it back in his satchel and began to rise. Thirsty
and hungry in the beating sun, he said nothing more
and swallowed his pride. He retreated, walking further
into the desert in the direction of the far-away hillside.
He didn’t say anything else to Adam, didn’t beg, bargain
or persuade, just walked away with his pride intact.

At first Adam watched with delight as the weedy
thing wobbled away and into the distance. But then he
felt something … The palm to Sam’s chest had not just
been a warning, it had revealed to him the strength of a
human heart, who a person really was, and in that
moment, he knew that despite his weaknesses Sam was
strong. In an instant, Adam had gained a glimpse into
Sam’s life. It didn’t show him everything, but it showed
him the darkness and the struggle. Even so, Adam
watched Sam fade into the sands. He could finally exist
as he had been destined to be, forever alone.
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I

2

HOSPITAL

n the Kingdom’s capital city, Sovereign, close to the
smouldering wreck of the Great House, stood

Sovereign Central Hospital. It was a tall gloomy
building of grey-rendered stone, Sovereign’s eyesore, but
also its pride. It was the only hospital in Sovereign that
offered free care to any individual whether rich or poor,
without insurance – that was, until the day of the
funeral. With the news of Rose Sahl’s arrival, chaos
followed. Patients were pulled from their beds as the
building was fortified and guards were stationed all
around. All but one patient from the top two floors
were moved downstairs to be crammed alongside each
other, tents were set up outside to treat the hundreds
desperately in need of care, and barbed wire fences were
erected.

Within the hospital, a nurse raced back and forth
moving patients, under tremendous pressure. Her pony‐
tail was tied back out of the way as she darted past the
dull yellow walls in her mint-green scrubs. Way past the



end of her shift, she was without available cover an
wouldn’t be going home any time soon. Her legs were
beyond tired, and she couldn’t remember the last time
she had eaten. She was angry to see the hospital floors
so empty apart from the stomping of Union soldiers,
and the emblem of the dreaded Crane everywhere she
looked. To cap it all, despite her protests she was
assigned to the new arrival: the culprit who had caused
the clearance of the top two floors.

A young doctor stood alongside the nurse as he
shook his head at the new patient’s bedside. Having
collapsed at the funeral, Rose Sahl was in a coma. There
was no explanation as to why, no illness pinpointed but
the doctor and the nurse had a theory. One had to only
to look outside to see the barbed wire, the watchtowers
being erected, and those lying ill in tents in the cold, to
wonder what kind of stress it may cause the loved ones
of the man responsible. A dark cloud was lowering over
Sovereign Central and it was only getting darker.

Nathan Sahl rushed to the scene in his convoy.
Though he had made peace with his best friend, Drake,
their reunion had done little to settle his stomach. There
was only one thing on his mind as he arrived at
Sovereign Central, the wellbeing of his beloved wife,
Rose. Not Drake, not the Union, not Rogan or any
other danger – just Rose.

He marched through the checkpoint with an array of
armed guards and entered the busy courtyard. He passed
endless green tents without time to think, and then
powered up the steps. There were no warm welcomes or
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kind smiles from either side; the staff would only speak
when spoken to, and in his presence most of the soldiers
didn’t speak at all. Nathan stopped for no one and so no
one questioned him; the staff remained calm, did as they
were told, and carried on as best they could, albeit with
their heads down. Everything was a busy white noise,
and as he passed through the doorway, he could hear the
full force of his endless worries in his mind.

Following the dull yellow walls, he found the stair‐
case. His feet were heavy and his hands were numb as
he climbed step after step. He reached Rose’s ward and
headed inside. The room had the largest, widest window
overlooking Sovereign; you could see the Town Bridge
in all its glory, the canal, and hills for miles beyond the
city. It was a view fit for a queen, and he turned to see
his own. Rose looked like an angel, but he couldn’t
wake her.

Nathan took off his long heavy jacket to reveal a
black Union combat vest over a white armoured shirt.
He took her hand, so small and pale in his, leant over,
closed his eyes and began to pray.

“Sir, you shouldn’t be in here,” said a nurse from
behind, with no hesitation or kindness in her voice. She
knew who he was: the Chief of Defence, the chief of the
whole damn nation, and she knew how terrified she
should be; but her patients were everything, and so she
stood defiant for this place was hers, not his.

Nathan could feel her glare despite his inability to
take his eyes off Rose. “Do you know who I am?” he
asked, cold, calm and collected. The doctor nodded,
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unable to utter a word, but the nurse remained stern
despite the site of his holster.

“I do, and quite frankly I don’t appreciate your
hostile takeover of our hospital. There are people down‐
stairs dying, people who need access to the machines
…”

Nathan stood up and turned around; the doctor
stepped back, but the nurse stood firm. He was a foot
taller than either of them and appeared heavy set in his
armoured vest, with his black and gold gun in its
holster. To their surprise, he didn’t raise his voice, flare
his nostrils, or use his brutish strength. He rested his
mighty hands upon his hips and took a deep breath.

“Well, what do you need?” he asked, and the nurse
looked back in disbelief.

“Blankets, generators, heaters, and access to the
bottom floor for treatment. This isn’t some military
camp; this is a hospital.”

“Consider it done. Whatever you want, it’s done. If
you need anything else, come directly to me,
understood?”

“Understood …”
Nathan turned back to take Rose’s hand. “How is

she?” he asked.
“Her vitals are fine but she’s in a coma, and we may

have to operate if she doesn’t pull through soon.”
“Operate?”
“For the baby.”
“How soon?”
“That’s up to her.”
Nathan continued to hold Rose’s hand, moving his
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fingertips gently up and down her forearm. Back and
forth, the way it helped her sleep at night. “She’s strong,
you know. She’s always been strong. People think I’m
the tough one, but no. It’s her.”

“I’m sure she is, Chief.”
“Please, call me Nathan.”
“Of course, Nathan.”
“I respect that this is your domain. I’m your guest,

and if you give me hospitality, I’ll give you mine. May I
have five minutes with her?” The nurse looked at the
clock; visiting hours were over, but such formalities had
gone out of the window.

“I suppose I can allow it.” She nodded and took her
leave with the doctor close by her side.

Nathan stayed at Rose’s side; he leant in close and
sat in silence for a few minutes. He had promised
himself he wouldn’t show weakness, and he wouldn’t, no
matter how much he wanted to. He had to stay strong
and think ahead to make it through, for her, for his
child.

“I love you, Rose, I’ll fix this. I’ll stop at nothing.
Everything I’ve done, everything I’m doing, is for us. I
need you to know ... you’re all that matters to me.”

Nathan made a fist, and then he stopped himself.
For the first time in his life, he didn’t know what to do.
He prayed to the old God and tried to ignore the events
in his mind: the fire, the priest and the funeral. All
those ghosts stared down at him, endless ghosts.

“Tell me this wasn’t your curse, priest.” Nathan tried
to blame the Council too, even Baylor and the
Ministry; he would do anything to bury the fact that it
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was he himself who had made this happen. He stayed
by Rose’s side for as long as he could, without food or
sleep. It took a knock on the door to startle him back to
the room, but he ignored it. The knocking didn’t stop,
and the door creaked open.

“Who is it?” he asked.
“Sir, there’s something you need to know,” replied

Caleb from the other side.
“I don’t care.”
“The Titan’s online. It is on the –”
“Get out,” Nathan commanded, and the door

closed behind him. Alone again, Nathan sat for a while
until he fell asleep in the chair. Having forgotten to take
his pills, he began to dream the same dream he always
did. He saw Rose, he saw his child, but the little one
would not stop crying, no matter what he did. People
were coming, but not the living, only the souls of those
he had taken. He blocked the door and held them back
in desperation; he had to protect his family. When he
did awake in a cold sweat, he found that Rose was still
asleep.

Nathan left the room without looking back. He
headed downstairs to an old staffroom made into a
temporary base of operations. Upon entering, he found
Caleb Walker sitting with a look of concentration on
one side of the main desk; his armour was hung up at
the other end of the room, sodden and covered in dirt.
A camping mat was rolled out, and all the furniture had
been pushed to the walls. The room stank of cigars, and
Caleb’s muddy boots were just by the table with a trail
of mud crossing the floor. He was staring down at a
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map of the Hospital and surrounding area, and he was
so distracted by it that he didn’t look up. He twisted
open a half empty bottle of bourbon to his right and
finally took his eyes off the map to pour two glasses
before sliding one over.

“I’m not myself; I know this isn’t your fault,”
confessed Nathan before he took a seat.

Caleb withdrew a box of smokes, pulled two from
the packet, lit them both, placed one in an ashtray and
pushed it forward for Nathan to take. Then he went
into his pack and pulled out a heavy carton before
throwing it across the desk. It was a ration pack of
grudge, a grey substance halfway to gruel but more
solid, and it contained every nutrient the human body
needed. Nathan looked at it; it had been years since he
had eaten any. He wasn’t hungry and the thought of
chowing down on grudge made him sick.

“Eat it, in one go, otherwise you won’t be able to
stomach it,” said Caleb.

Nathan eyed the tin again, looked back at his
companion, then he tore off the lid and downed the
grey dough-like substance whole. He took a sip of
bourbon to wash it down and lifted the cigarette. The
smoke hit his throat hard but masked the taste well
enough.

“It never gets easier.”
“Never,” Caleb chuckled, “though I hear they do a

berry flavour now.”
“Great …”
“I understand, Nathan, you know I do, but Rose

will be okay and there are threats, real threats all around

The Kingdom 23|



us. The girl, Jacob's daughter, she bested me. She has a
suit, silver and orange, her father’s; she drowned my
men, good men, in the sewer. I only just managed to
make it out of there alive. She’s working for the grave
smugglers – Markus Vance.”

“Union soldiers raided the grave smugglers’
outposts, there aren’t any left.”

“Vance isn’t dead, that girl isn’t dead.”
“No, but if they’re all that’s left, it won’t take long

before they are captured. They’ve no way to hide and
nowhere to run to.”

“Then let me catch them –”
“No, I need you here.”
“Chief, the grave smugglers were always your

biggest threat. And this girl. She poses a risk.”
“Our forces will maintain a perimeter here, a tight

line around our location. The rest are to board and
secure the Titan.” Nathan spoke with conviction, but he
hadn’t seen the flood, the rush of water as it consumed
Caleb’s men.

“What about Infinity Research, the air base?
Monroe barely made it out alive. What are we going to
do if he comes?”

“That was the Ministry’s crime, not ours; I killed his
enemies, the Ministry of Men. He will go as far away as
possible for fear of capture; his twenty years broke him.
The rest of them are gone, the ghostly girl, Carter, all of
the subjects, and Royle …”

“But the girl … I’m going to kill that bitch person‐
ally; I’ve thought about it a lot, she made me look a
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fool. No one makes me look a fool,” said Caleb, slam‐
ming his fist down upon the table.

“No. I won’t give orders for you to go after her; I
need you here. The Titan will be gone soon, and I can’t
trust anyone else.”

“I don’t belong here, we’re men of war, Nathan. I’m
no good sitting here behind a desk waiting for some‐
thing that’ll never happen.”

“Is that all we are, all we’ve ever been, men of war?
What kind of men we will be when there’s peace? I need
you here, Caleb, it’s not up for discussion.”

“You had peace. You had everything you wanted
…” Caleb stopped himself. “I’m sorry.”

“No, you’re honest and I need that now more than
ever. When Rose awakes, the Kingdom falls and we go
to the Union as clean men and heroes, together.”

Nathan had made up his mind: he wanted peace,
not war. The Union held such promise, a haven where
he could be a part of something greater, something new,
with Rose and their child. He dreamt of a bright, safe
tomorrow, a perfect world for his family.

Caleb, however, didn’t share the same dream; he only
wanted to fight. If he couldn’t fight, he would stop to think.
Think about the family he had, the family that was lost …
He saw a lot of his younger self in Nathan and wanted
things to be different for him. All he had left was the dream
of dying upon the battlefield, forever in fear of the idea of
growing old and being forgotten. He just wanted his name
on a plaque alongside his father and his father before him.

“Where’s Drake – has he seen Evelyn?” asked
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Nathan, interrupting Caleb’s trail of thought. The
mention of that name didn’t appear to please him, and
he looked back at Nathan unsure of what to say.

“No. He’s still on the roof.”
“What’s he doing up there, is he safe?”
“He hasn’t grown the balls to jump yet.”
“Caleb.”
“What? He’d do us all a favour.” Caleb sighed, “our

boys have been keeping a close eye.”
“I need to speak with him.”
“But we haven’t even talked about the evacuation

plan …”
Nathan stood up and walked out of the door without

so much as a thank you. He made his way to the stairwell,
and then to the rooftop. There, a pleasant red late-morning
sun boasted in the sky with strokes of blue and orange. It
was bright, brighter than Nathan ever remembered. He saw
Drake’s silhouette sitting on the edge of Sovereign Central’s
high wall. Nathan walked along the rooftop and took a seat
alongside him, then he peered over the edge to the drop
below. “I thought you were afraid of heights?” he observed.

“I was, but I don’t feel it anymore. Do you see the
hill?” asked Drake, with a shiver in his voice, having sat
out in the cold all night with just a blanket, still in his
funeral suit.

Nathan looked towards the steep hillside, having
forgotten that it was this close to the hospital. “The park
where we used to play …” For a moment it took him
back to a time when his mother used to call him in after
long hours of play; and, with bitterness, his father. “I’m

26 KRISTIAN JOSEPH|



sorry, I wish none of this had happened. I would trade it
all to go back.”

“There’s no going back,” Drake warned, looking at
the hillside with his own fond memories.

“When are you going to see her?”
“Soon … I just haven’t built up the courage. She’s

everything to me.”
“I know. Maybe when this is all over, the four of us

could – could have dinner.”
“I still haven’t forgiven you, you know, not yet; I’m

still angry.” Drake pulled his hands through his thin‐
ning blonde hair. “Angry because somehow I find
myself feeling sorry for you. Or maybe I just feel sorry
for Rose.”

Nathan went to retrieve a cigarette to make amends,
but Drake shook his head. There was so much he
wanted to say, so much anger at what Nathan had done,
but he couldn’t even show it, he was too exhausted.
Before they could say anything else, the most peculiar
hum echoed across the city, growing louder and deeper.
Then something from the clouds cast the city into
shadow as it blotted out the hillside and the sun itself.
Nathan took to his feet and turned around, taken aback
by the grand red spherical wonder, as it hovered by. A
moment later a call came through on his earpiece,
another interruption, giving him little time to think. It
was an unknown number.

“Who is this?”
“Nathan, it’s Monroe, we have the Titan. The labo‐

ratory’s gone, we left nothing behind.” Monroe awaited
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his response, but Nathan didn’t say anything, he didn’t
know what to say.

“Are you alright?” asked Monroe.
“I’m – I’m still here, aren’t I?”
“Good; we need you to be strong, we need you to

be here, Chief.”
Nathan paused for a moment on the rooftop and

looked around at the cityscape in shadow. He thought
of Rose; he didn’t want to leave her – but then he saw
the Titan. There it was, like a red star in the sky, the
most powerful machine in the whole of human history,
floating over Sovereign, and it was calling his name. It
gave him goosebumps; it brought promise.

“I’ll be there within the hour … but if Rose wakes,
I’ll need to leave.”

“I understand.”
Nathan watched the beast floating high in the sky as

the hospital rumbled below his feet. He turned and
began heading back to the fire exit. Drake called
after him.

“Where are you going?”
“To the Titan.” Nathan didn’t look back; he headed

downstairs and was escorted out of the building to an
armoured truck to begin his journey.

Drake stayed on the roof and watched him go. He
thought about Evelyn, whether she would be awake,
what to say to her, and he wondered – he wondered if
she would ever understand.
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3

TO LIVE FOREVER

ust settled in the fierce heat of the desert airfield.
With silence for miles and fresh air on his grey

skin, Adam felt alive again. The wind was like heaven as
he fought the memory of the box from hell. There was
no slacking of his pace, no fatigue as he rummaged for
hours, ripping open containers and tearing off truck
doors. He tried to salvage anything that might be of use.
He needed a vehicle and only a few armoured trucks
had not been taken aboard the Titan. Modern and
interactive, they had no keys and could only be oper‐
ated by an authorised soldier, all of which had left with
the Titan or had burned down below. He could run and
he could run fast, but blending in would be the way
to go.

His search kept his mind off captivity, off the bane
of his existence. Being trapped in the box had given him
twenty years to think things over, but he had never
considered the mental damage it may have caused. He
was over-thinking: his enhanced mind fluttered



bringing forth irate and impulsive thoughts. He tried
hard to keep rummaging, to keep moving forward, to
blot out the voices in his head but as they became
louder; he moved faster still and began to throw things
around to drown them out.

The thought of Doctor Carter lying on the floor and
bleeding out, of his white lab-coat turning red stained
his mind.

“Rest in peace, old man, you didn’t deserve it.”
Adam remembered Carter for the man he once was. A
promising young scientist with hopeful ideas of using
Adam’s blood to end world suffering. Now, he was
nothing but a pile of ashes, cremated and swallowed by
the laboratory’s fail-safe. The lab took everything from
everyone who went inside: it took Carter, Jonathan,
Elizabeth – and hell, it took her, too.

“Annie, I …” He wiped a tear from his eye, unable
to bear the thought; he didn’t even say goodbye, and
though he blamed it on a moment of madness, in truth
a farewell would have broken him.

Adam tore through box after box burying his feel‐
ings. He found Union uniforms, enough guns and
ammunition for a small army, but no keys. It had been a
strange sight to see an airfield so full of vehicles, ammu‐
nition and tents abandoned so quickly. As Adam
rummaged, his mind raced; he didn’t need to sleep, eat
or rest. For him, life was constant, infinite, and that
plagued him. Whenever he stopped, the same fears
would face him again: the anxiety of an eternity alone
and no one to share it with. With every blink of an eye,
everyone around him grew a little older. It seemed that
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all he wanted was to be alone, but when he was, he felt
lost, for it was others who had always kept him going.
Many people dreamt of being immortal, but the reality
was quite the opposite. It was a lonely life, filled with
lost loves and no bright future. Human interaction was
pointless – everything seemed pointless.

“What am I even doing? Haven’t I done enough?”
he asked himself whilst staring into a partially shattered
mirror that hung from a large transport crate. He took a
rock and threw it so hard that he smashed his warped
reflection to pieces and the rock passed through the
crate. With a moment’s silence, dark thoughts took over
and there seemed no purpose to his endless existence.

Adam continued to rummage; it was only when he
went through one particular soldier’s discarded back‐
pack that he saw something that made him feel human
again, a closed chessboard of dark mahogany and light
oak. It made him stop, and he let go a tear that trickled
down his grey cheek.

“Annie,” he said. A tremendous guilt overcame him
as he realised that upon leaving the box he had left
behind his humanity. She was a child and his only
company, having visited him many times within the
cube. At times she was frustrating, at others she made
him laugh. She had meant more to him than anything
else during those twenty years, but freedom had made
him forget that. Picking up the board, Adam blew off
the sand and wiped it clean. Then he placed it inside the
backpack and slung it over his left shoulder.

He had to clear his mind; he wasn’t thinking
straight. He climbed the abandoned guard tower with
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ease, made his way onto the scalding roof, sat himself
down, legs crossed, and closed his eyes. Great monks
once taught him the power of meditation and it had
taken years for him to master. First came the breathing,
always the breathing, deeply through the nose and out
through the mouth, longer and deeper until he entered
a state of peace he had almost forgotten. When he
opened his eyes, they turned a violent, glowing white.
The irate over-thinking went away, but he saw faces
from his past, and there were many. Old friends, lovers
… and he had promised never to love.

Meditation was how he lasted in the cube for days,
weeks, months and years. In his own world he saw
things no other could see, as if he could speak to those
now passed. In the cube he discovered a new level of
meditation that no mortal could attain, and so he sat
with his eyes closed trying to get back there. Yes, he was
there, for a moment … but then the cube fell to pieces
around him and something happened that had only
occurred once before in his life …

When Adam opened his eyes, he was in a vast
jungle. He had been here before, and it was a place he
didn’t want to be. It was the last time he had seen
Jonathan and Elizabeth Royle, when they were on the
run together. He turned to see them, desperate and
tired, fatigued by endless marathons through never-
ending forest without sleep, the sound of dogs and heli‐
copters close behind them every night.

In his dream-like state, sound melted away and time
froze still. John and Liz stood like statues in front of
him and Adam moved freely around them to take in the
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moment. It felt like yesterday, that hopeless struggle and
impossible battle to escape the soldiers, all under the
direction of the Ministry of Men. He knew what was
coming: the dogs, the soldiers, the inability to leave his
friends behind – and worst of all, the box. Having come
so far, the end was near. Despite the chaos of it all, every
worry seemed to end when he saw her eyes, those blue
eyes that could speak a thousand words. Eyes that even
in such danger brought peace, and eyes that today he
had sent away.

Adam looked on as Liz came to life in front of him
and suddenly he was the one who couldn’t move.
Breaking her statuesque pose, she turned before slowly
walking toward him and gently placing a soft hand on
his cheek. She had a strange white glow about her, as
someone else had, a long time ago. Somehow, he knew
what she would say.

“Old friend,” she whispered.
“Liz, why aren’t you running?”
“Because what’s done is done. I’m not really here,

I’m in here,” she said, tapping him on the forehead.
Adam felt weakened by her touch, shrouded in shame
by the visit of her ghost.

“I miss you, Liz.”
“I miss you too, but I’m gone.”
“I’m sorry –”
“Don’t be, what’s done is done, you know what you

have to do now.”
“I can’t. Not again …”
“You have to help Sam, like we helped you.”
“I can’t.”
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“But helping those who need it is who you are, who
you really are, not this charade. What’s stopping you?”

“I have no one, I can’t lose anyone else. I must be
alone.”

Liz smiled. “The man who pushes everyone away
needs them the most.” Adam hung his head; her words
cut deep. She was right, although he would never admit
it. “He needs you and you need him, more than you
know,” she continued.

“I can’t watch another friend, another Royle, die.”
“He’s the dreamer, Adam; he is the one.” She said

this with such calm, such hopefulness, but Adam shook
his head.

“Liz,” he said. “I’ve seen many dreamers over many
millennia, and every single one failed.”

“This one is different.”
“He’s your son, of course you think he’s different.

They were all bloody different, though, great warriors
and messiahs with a self-righteous cause, all leading to
inevitable failure. I won’t do it.”

Liz smiled where Adam frowned. “Then do it for
me,” she said. “He can’t do it on his own; be there for
him when he loses, when they all lose.”

“Liz –”
“Promise me.”
Adam was silent; he didn’t want this again: the false

hope, the heartbreak, the failure. He had given enough
a thousand times over and still here he was, miserable
and undying, in disbelief that they had sent her … But
it wasn’t his right to refuse … It was his right to witness.
“I promise.”
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He wanted to ask another question; he moved his
grey lips but he was out of time. The light disappeared
as Liz turned and took Jonathan’s hand again. They ran
and Adam followed; he watched them stumble and fall
but they got up and kept running. He looked up, and
from the sky his greatest fear came down. No matter
where he went, the shadow of the cube came and forced
him to the ground as the jungle shattered around him.

You are the Witness. The first. The last. The one who
will always be. Here to record the whole of human history,
to guide the dreamer. Forever. Alone.

The words echoed in a blank infinity, but upon the
last syllable his conscious forced him back from his
mind and into his body as his immortal heart skipped a
beat. Mad with laughter, he shook his head in disbelief
as a shiver shot down his spine and forced him to his
feet. He thought about what she had said, about how
much he had been let down – but if she was right, this
could change the whole world, and yes, he had made a
promise.

“What am I doing sitting here?” He took a moment
to collect himself as he looked around in all directions,
hoping he could see Sam. “Oh, don’t be dead, please,
you better not be dead.” Adam used his far sight to gaze
across the open plain in all directions. His eyes moved
erratically from side to side until he saw a body, drying
in the heat and the dust a mile or so east. Adam ran,
picking up great speed, leaping and bounding into the
air and back down again.

***
For Sam, the past few hours had been much harder.
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After Adam’s unkind words, he set off fuelled by anger
across the airfield to the hills in the distance, but unlike
Adam, he wasn’t immune to the heat, thirst, or fatigue.
His body was already beyond weak and his mind hung
on by a thread. With no water or shelter, he walked as
far as he could, refusing to give in, but soon he could
walk no further. He was without food, water, shade, or
mercy.

The only thing that kept him going was a pipe of
sorts, sticking out of the flat desert plain. He dreamed
that it was a well, a reservoir, a pool, or at least a puddle.
Dreaming of water, of hydration, his last staggering
steps found only hard dry ground surrounding the large
metal pipe. He fought violently to spin the wheel for
water. He begged, kicked and screamed for four hours,
cursing his lack of strength. Giving up was all he could
do now, so he huddled in the pipe’s shade, and as good
as dead he waited for the end.

Every passing moment brought him closer to
becoming an appetising meal for the buzzards circling
above, he thought about his life and whether it was even
his or was someone else’s. And he thought of her. When
his mouth was dry, his face red and his breath wheezing,
he dreamt that something came from behind him.
Through the corner of his eye, he watched a shadow
walk through the dust and stare down at him. Sam
didn’t have the energy to lift his head; instead he looked
out across the open plain, fixated on those he had lost.

“I shouldn’t have left you out here,” said Adam.
“The cube took many things from me. I lost a part of
myself, of that I’m sure. I’m sorry.”
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In his last defiant act, Sam reached a withered hand
into the satchel he had rescued from Carter’s lab and
withdrew the notepad. He threw it down, open on a
picture of Adam, the spiralled figure, but this one he
had sketched with a poorly drawn noose around his
neck. Adam looked down and chuckled, and when he
looked at Sam again he was met with a middle finger.

“Fuck you,” said Sam; then he cackled to himself in
a moment of madness before summoning the strength
to force more words from his dry cracked lips. “Sorry?
You’re sorry? You left me here to die,” he whispered.

“I-I’ve re-evaluated my options.”
“Re-evaluated your options?” Sam whispered. “My

life is an option?”
Adam stood silent and rather sheepish; he could not

be bothered to resolve this with words and so he
approached the pipe’s wheel and with an iron grip he
cranked the rusted metal with one mighty turn. Water
rushed free, spraying high into the air.

Sam drenched himself in a cold rush of icy libera‐
tion. He had never felt so clean or fresh, rejuvenated
and baptised in a pool as he mocked the desert sun.
After dousing himself he fell back down in the shade.
Adam took a seat next to him, cross-legged, and they
both looked out to the blank horizon. Sam took a
moment to collect his thoughts, he had so little energy
but he did have a question on his mind. “Why did you
come back?” he asked.

“It’d be a shame for your story to end at a pipe in
the desert, besides, I owe your parents.”

“What do you owe them?”
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“My humanity … I lost it for a while and your
parents helped me find it again.”

Sam thought about Carter and Annie, and how they
were gone as quickly as they came.

“I never had a chance to thank them,” said Sam as
he kicked the dirt.

“For what?”
“For giving me another chance to live. They saved

my life and now they’re gone, just like that.”
“Annie was … she was good … and the Doctor

tried, albeit poorly. I understand your pain more than
you know,” replied Adam, opening up ever so slightly as
the Titan appeared, just a speck between the clouds.

“I haven’t seen the sun in days, but it feels like I’ve
never seen it. I can barely open my eyes.”

“Days? Try twenty years; now, that will change you.
It wasn’t all bad though, Annie visited and kept me
company. We would play chess; she used her mind and
I know she cheated, often. Nobody had beaten me for
many years, nobody, and she did so over and over again.
But still, I didn’t mind, she meant a lot to me, and to
you …”

Adam paused as if he was waiting for some sort of
response, but it went over Sam’s head and so he placed
his hand behind his back to check that the chess set was
still there. His reminiscence showed a more human side
to him, as did his small sad smile as his green eyes glis‐
tened and he remembered her; she was special and now
she was gone.

“They saved my life, my mind. I didn’t know who I
was, but now that I do know, I can't even thank them.”
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“Never forget them, honour them, and that will be
enough.”

Sam took a moment to consider the strange grey
immortal’s words, they had great meaning, but nothing
could set his mind at ease. He was finding it harder and
harder to keep his eyes open.

“Why did you come back for me?”
“Why?” echoed Adam, and then he thought of

Sam’s mother before pushing the memory away again.
He could never tell this Sam, this skinny mess of a man,
the reason why. Mortals never went beyond the grave
and they were best off not knowing. Adam knew that
nothing ever ended well for humans, but at least they
had an end. “I thought about what you said: you saved
me from the box. The least I can do is repay the favour,
just once,” Adam continued, glad to cover his tracks,
although he knew that one day the truth may come
forth – if it was the truth.

“That doesn’t sound like you,” replied Sam.
“Well, it is what it is.”
“What are you, Adam?”
Adam laughed; he looked down to see his spirals,

his rock-like skin and silver hair. “If I told you it would
leave you with more questions than answers. I’ve been
called a witch, a stone troll, a demon, even a prophet
and many, many more slanderous terms.

“It sounds like they, whoever called you those
things, aren’t alive today.”

“You’d be surprised … The point is, you don’t need
to know what I am, you wouldn’t believe me if I told
you.” Adam remembered why he was really here: the
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whisper he had heard in his meditation. You are the
Witness. The first. The last. The one who will always be.
Here to record the whole of human history, to guide the
dreamer. Forever. Alone. He would not repeat it aloud.

“I’ve been through enough shit to believe anything,”
said Sam before coughing up more dust from the Titan’s
take-off.

“If I had a definitive answer to such a question, I
would tell you, but each of my answers only leads to
more questions, and most I don’t have answers to. I will
tell you this, though: I am of this world.”

Sam didn’t have the energy to ask more; it was hard
enough for him to stay conscious right now. Despite the
heat, he was shivering. Adam placed a hand on his
brow, which was dangerously warm. The immortal got
to his feet before turning to extend a hand to Sam,
which he accepted.

“Come, this way, there’s supplies, food and every‐
thing else you’re going to need.” Adam began to walk
but Sam hesitated for a moment; he had more ques‐
tions, many more, although there was one that he
wanted an answer to more than all the others.

“What really happened to them?” he asked. It was
clear by the tone of his voice who he was referring to,
and it was clear by the way Adam stopped in his tracks
that he knew too. He frowned and turned around.
When he looked back it was as if Jonathan was staring
back at him, and he saw no reason to lie.

“We escaped, we tried to run, but we were too slow.
They used godawful whips of lightning to keep me in
my place, and dropped the box from a helicopter. Your

40 KRISTIAN JOSEPH|



parents – your parents would rather have died than live
as slaves like Carter, and they knew that if they were
captured, they would have to end the code that stopped
the war. That was twenty years ago, but it feels like
yesterday.”

Adam paused for a moment to feel the weight of his
words and to take a breath. “I’m sorry I couldn’t do
more, I’m sorry about a lot of things. I only wish I
could have done more to save them. Now come, you
need to eat.” Adam continued to walk, but on receiving
no response he turned to see Sam lying face down on
the sandy concrete of the old airfield. “Great, just great.”
Adam looked down at his body, thought about leaving
him, gave a big sigh and looked to the sky for strength
before approaching Sam and effortlessly throwing him
over his shoulder. “What was I thinking? Maybe the
cube wasn’t so bad after all …”
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BURN

rior to Nathan’s arrival at Sovereign Central, on
the third floor of the hospital, behind two-armed

guards was a locked room. Inside, the blinds were
drawn, and on the bed lay a ghost. On the day of her
own funeral, Evelyn Owen awoke covered in bandages.
She took off her oxygen mask and felt the wraps that
hid a scar across her face and down her neck, a perma‐
nent reminder of the explosion’s fury. Evelyn came to
with a dry harsh cough. She lay back and waited for
someone from the hospital staff to tend to her, but no
help came.

When she had the strength, Evelyn made for the
door. It was metal, and thicker than any hospital door
she had ever seen. Instead of doctors, she saw two
guards.

Finally, Evelyn thought, but when she saw the red
Union insignia of the Crane, she thought she was
dreaming. The guards faced away from her and no
matter how much she knocked they didn’t turn. Her



knocks turned to kicks, and her shouts to screams, but
no matter what she did they wouldn’t turn around.
Soon enough Evelyn retreated to the cold hard hospital
bed, where she became invisible.

There she lay, afraid and unsure of why she was
here. There was so much to work out, but no answers
came. When the drugs wore off, the burns began to
sting. Evelyn took up the small bedside mirror and saw
a stranger looking back. Her face was bandaged, and her
long brown curly hair was wild and free. When she
pulled off the dressing, she saw the shrapnel scar, and
she began to cry.

She wanted to scream, but her voice was ruined
from the fire. Weak and helpless, the last thing she
remembered was the explosion, the fire and flames. It
was all over in a flash; the Union had blown them all to
smithereens. She could see it now: the bright warm
flash, the heat of the fire, the smoke, the stretcher, the
ambulance; and she remembered the stitches and
sedation.

“How did this happen?” There was no way of know‐
ing. Evelyn replayed in her mind the day before the fire,
obsessing over her conversation with Drake at breakfast,
her car journey to work, her meeting with Davies and
the other Ministers just before the end. The building
was so secure that no bomb would have got in, but then
she remembered something else: the red letter Arnold
had handed to her, the brick flying by as the crowd
roared, and the strange way he had acted that morning.

“No, he couldn’t …” Evelyn looked through the
window blinds to find metal bars. She was far from the
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ground and there was no way out. She saw the court‐
yard, armed Union guards surrounding the building,
barbed wire fences, watchtowers, and a mass of people
being treated in tents rather than inside. A military
convoy blocked the road, and Evelyn couldn’t believe
the sight of yet more uniforms on which the red
emblem of the Crane had replaced the golden Sovereign
crown in a ring of thorns. With the Great House in
ashes, she had awoken to a new world.

“What’s happening? Has there been a war whilst I
was asleep?” For all she knew, it had been weeks or
months. Evelyn looked once more at the convoy. Three
large heavily armoured vehicles were at the gates, and
standing close by was none other than Caleb Walker.
When Evelyn saw him, she moved back from the glass
for fear that he could see her, before shrinking down to
the floor.

She knew then for sure that if Caleb Walker was
here then so was he. “Nathan, why?” It broke her heart
to realise that her old friend was just like Baylor after all
… And then she realised she was probably alive because
of him, and felt the utmost guilt, for she would rather
be dead than see her Kingdom fall.

Evelyn anticipated his knock on the door and
winced as she watched the clock. It was the worst night
of her life, and when the door did fly open, she tried to
act quickly and escape, but as she ran the guards forced
her down. “Please, please. Let me go!” No one uttered a
word as the carer replaced her food tray, the guards
locked the doors behind them and soon enough she was
alone once more.
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Evelyn didn’t sleep that night for the fear of fire, of
an explosion at any moment and so she huddled herself
as she nestled her head into her knees. Only when she
heard the sound of hushed voices on the other side of
the door did she look up and ready herself for the end.
“This is it; be done with it,” she thought to herself. The
guards parted, the heavy door creaked, and then
someone entered. To her disbelief, it was her husband
Drake. Evelyn saw a shameful shadow of his former self,
with bags under glassed-out eyes, and in a stained black
suit. She flinched and scurried up the bed as he
approached.

“Evelyn, I-I …”
Drake looked a mess, his suit was tattered, and he

had a sour smell to him. Evelyn knew right away how
difficult he found it to look at her scars and every slight
movement made her more timid; indeed, everything
had, after the explosion. If felt like Nathan was here,
and that the room was about to erupt into flames, she
was overcome with stressful anticipation and then
Drake collapsed to his knees by her bedside.

“Thank God you’re alive,” he said, sniffling and
hunched over.

“What happened to me?”
“The Union blew up the Great House. Nathan

restored order. He found you and saved you.” His words
were jumbled, and even he seemed to question them as
they left him.

“Saved me?” she said with surprise, unsettled and
afraid, unable to believe him.

“Following the attack, his men kept you here, kept
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you safe for me.” Drake nodded as if that was good
enough, but it wasn’t.

Evelyn felt than an explosion that might happen
again at any moment. The blinding light, the choking
smoke and desperation. “For you? It doesn’t make any
sense. Did he know this was going to happen?”

Drake hesitated for a moment; in his over-tired and
emotional state he had struggled to construct an expla‐
nation. Evelyn looked at him with eyes that held
precious memories, but within them he saw fear instead
of love.

“He knew it was going to happen.”
“He let my colleagues … my friends die …?”
“But he saved you. You’re alive because of him.”
“He didn’t save me, I survived by chance, I was

meant to die. Everyone else did. Can’t you see? It’s all so
perfect … All of Nathan’s enemies were to die in one
fell swoop, before he attended the tribunal. “What
world have I awoken to, Drake? Why are there Union
Front soldiers here? What did he do?” Evelyn looked at
Drake as if he was a stranger; he didn’t know what to
say. He looked terrible, although she knew nothing of
what he had been through the past few days. “What did
he do?” she repeated, even more stern and fearful now.

Drake froze. He was exhausted, and there was
nothing he could say or do, as much as he wanted to.
Evelyn turned away from him toward the television on
the wall and flicked the remote. Urgent bulletins
appeared on every station and flashed close-ups of the
explosion. They showed pictures of the cathedral, the
ceremony that Drake had ruined that very morning, but
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the darker moments had been edited out and instead a
delightful service with Nathan portrayed as a hero took
the spotlight, with the news reporter Julia Steele
presenting.

“The Government fell victim to an act of terrorism
and a state of emergency has been declared. The attack
was carried out by a terrorist group of rogue military
personnel. This evening we turned to our Chief of
Defence, Nathan Sahl, who came to pay his respects to
those who gave their lives for our great nation. Sadly,
the broadcast was interrupted by further acts of
terrorism so we cannot show the raw footage, but his
words will never be forgotten.”
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AFTERMATH

ydia Jacobs had fought for her life against endless
waves of Union soldiers, and now she stood next

to the line of bullet-ridden trucks smashed to pieces
against the wall of the valley. She tried to get her breath
back and recollect her thoughts after the chaos that had
ensued. Cold and desperate, she had shivered before
building a small fire to keep off the shock of almost
drowning. As she stared into the flames it was all a blur:
her parents passing, her escape and fall from the apart‐
ment, fighting for her life through the sewer, finding the
grave smugglers, and going to Nexa. From here she
could still see the spot where Gabriel Vance had died in
her arms; and then she remembered the cold icy rush of
water, the water that washed away all her enemies as she
barely made it out of the flooded storm drain alive.

It was impossible for her to sleep as the night came,
and beyond pointless to stay. Why am I still here? I
should go. She wondered when Markus would stop
mourning, and it hurt to see it when she could not even



do so for her own mother and father. Lydia shook off
her feelings by looking for the risks: if more soldiers
came, there would be no way to hold them off, but she
knew that if they were going to come at all they would
have come already. Sahl and Walker were not the type
to leave their enemies alive. She thought Caleb would
be straight back again with a bigger army and blow this
whole place to smithereens, but he hadn’t come. Lydia
had thought about leaving the two of them, but her suit
was drained, and Yousef had been kind enough to rig it
to a car battery. Once it was charged, she would be
gone.

“How long has he been over there?” asked Yousef,
his mouth filled with half of a tin’s worth of pineapple.
He was of course referring to Markus Vance, the man,
the myth, who was defying his legendary status by
sitting upon a large rock overlooking the field where he
had spent the past few hours since Gabriel’s death.

“Too long, and we should have left long ago,”
replied Lydia with a shiver.

“What should we do?” asked Yousef. He was strong
but had had left his decision-making days behind him
with many hard blows to the head.

“I’m going over there,” Lydia said as Yousef stopped
stuffing his face. Markus needed time to grieve, but so
did she, and time wasn’t something they had. This was
not the place, either. She had fulfilled her end of the
bargain – the raid on Nexa – and now Markus Vance
had to fulfil his own, though she couldn’t help but feel
she an ounce of gold.

Lydia headed toward Markus at pace; she crossed
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the sewer entrance out of the shadows and into the
night sky. Markus didn’t turn toward her, he just kept
looking out into the field.

“We can’t stay here for –”
“Shh,” he said. Lydia noticed the walkie-talkie

Markus was holding and realised that he must have
taken it from one of the soldiers. Markus turned up the
volume and changed back and forth between channels.

“Listen,” he said, eager for the radio to make a
sound, but no noise came.

“I can’t hear anything,” she replied, careful not to
cause distress, but Markus seemed almost offended. He
was certain that there was a voice on the other end, and
shook his head in frustration.

“I swear I heard –” Before he could finish his
sentence, Lydia had climbed up onto the rock to meet
him. When she reached the top, she hugged him and all
the tension within him melted away. It was sponta‐
neous, and for the first time since losing her parents
Lydia felt a warm embrace. For a moment, amidst all
the desperation and war, there was still friendship.

“What are you doing?” asked Markus.
“You need a hug.”
“I can’t carry on without him,” said Markus.
“I can’t carry on without them,” she replied, under‐

standing his pain too well, “but the world needs you,
Markus Vance. It needs you. Look what you built out of
nothing, in a country with nothing. You save people,
you saved me.”

Markus smiled before remembering his sorrow.
“What does the world need me for?” he asked.

The Kingdom 51|



“I’ve been asking myself the same question, but here
we are, alive, and we keep fighting until the end.”

“I did hear a voice on the radio. I haven't gone mad
just yet.”

“Well, who was it?”
“I, don’t know … a guardian angel perhaps? The

voice was muffled and quiet … but they offered us
help.”

Lydia thought that he was imagining things. “Before
I found you, I heard my father’s voice in the tunnels.”

“Lydia, I’m telling you –”
“Markus,” she said in a gentle tone; she put a hand

on his arm and made him lower the radio, “I can’t hear
anyone.”

“I heard a voice.”
“What did the voice say?”
Markus didn’t give an answer right away, he didn’t

want to appear any more foolish than he felt, so he
looked out and down upon the open plain and thought
of Gabriel. “My brother would’ve been proud of you,”
he said with a wicked smile, admiring the path of
destruction the pair had left together. He had caught
Lydia off guard; she wasn’t proud, just angry, and the
only way she knew how to take out such anger was with
blood.

“He was a good man and a valiant soldier.”
“That he was,” gulped Markus, “but I don’t think I

ever told him that I loved him. I was a stern big brother
and I always hoped that he didn’t feel that he was in my
shadow. The truth is that he was the smart one. He was
the mind behind every one of my decisions and I was
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just the voice. A gentle and creative soul, he would have
been an artist if our father had handed him oil paints
before a rifle.”

Lydia thought about her own father, his sculptures
and the delicate yet beautiful detail in them. It was easy
to admire Markus’s courage to talk so freely; she could
never voice the same feelings for her parents, it would
only cause more pain.

“When we were growing up our father beat us every
day; that’s how I lost my eye, not in the manner of the
tall tales they tell. He was much harder on Gabriel; I
never knew why. I always defended him, and then my
father put me into care. When I returned home barely a
man, Gabriel was nothing but skin and bone. I beat our
father to near death and the only reason I stopped was
because Gabriel begged me to.”

Markus paused as Lydia’s hand met his back; she
didn’t know what to say. She thought again of her own
father, of both her parents. They were loving, strong and
supportive, but she knew who Carl Jacobs was in his
time, for she had read his ledgers and snook into many
of his meetings.

“Our last words were of war, and if I could tell him
anything now, I would tell him that I loved him.”
Markus shook his head and looked out onto the valley
as Lydia’s lip trembled.

“I will never forget my father’s voice as it faded
away. It was all so surreal, there were so many things I
could’ve said. I haven't stopped to feel; all I can feel is
rage and I’m frightened, Markus. I’m frightened that
I’ve lost myself; I don’t know what to do.”
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They looked into each other's eyes, a one-eyed brute
and the toughest girl around, as they fought off tears in
memory of those they had lost.

“We must carry on for them, we must fight for
them. We must take the sweetest revenge for them …”

As Markus rallied Lydia to his cause, a sudden
shadow covered the sun.

“I don’t believe my eyes,” said Lydia.
“The Titan – what’s the Titan doing airborne?”
“I don’t know, my father said it couldn’t fly.”
“Where is it going?”
“I think it’s going towards Sovereign.”
At that moment, Lydia knew exactly where they

needed to go and what they needed to do. “Sahl and
Walker must be there, what are we waiting for?” They
looked out towards the smashed trucks moulded into
the grass verge. Markus had already given the only
working vehicle to his men; the others were torn to
shreds.

“It will take us hours on foot, and every truck here
is bust.”

“Where will we get a working one?” asked Lydia.
Markus remembered what the voice had said, and

he knew they had to gamble. “We will go to the city,
but we must go east first, and there is something that
can get us there.”

“How do you know?” asked Lydia.
“I have a feeling – and Lydia, I must know: what

will you do when Sahl and Walker are no more?”
“You can finally pay me what you owe me for

Nexa.”
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“I don’t remember naming a price!” Markus gave his
famous smile and then he began to laugh. He remem‐
bered how Gabriel used to joke that he could convince
anyone of anything, and he had indeed convinced Lydia
that she was getting paid. Markus climbed down from
the rock. “Let’s talk money later,” he said with a grin.

“What about the radio?” asked Lydia.
“That one is broken, we’ll find another.”
They walked back to Yousef, who was standing in

the opening with a large backpack on his shoulders
filled with supplies. He too had grown tired of waiting
around, and seemed ecstatic that Lydia had got Markus
to move. Markus extended his hand and then Yousef
wrapped his arms around him and lifted him off the
ground with the bellowing warmth of a bear. Even such
a man as Markus Vance was weightless in his arms.

“I’m glad you left that big rock, I thought I would
need to carry it with us.”

“It’s just a rock, my old friend, just a rock.”
They searched the broken vehicles and seized any

remaining supplies. Markus and Lydia filled backpacks
and loaded their weapons. With enough food and
ammunition, they could make for the city tomorrow
after making camp, and then they would be onto the
Titan. When it was time to depart, Markus found the
courage to leave his brother behind. Wherever he was, it
was better than here … He left only the radio, which
stood alone on the rock; Lydia never asked him why.

Clouds gathered in the night sky and within
minutes a light rain came down. The radio stood,
speckled with raindrops, as they walked away into the
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distance. When they were gone, the static started up
again. The frequencies switched on their own, as if the
voice Markus had heard was there all along. With no
one around to hear it, a voice crackled on the airwaves:

“Hello, are you still there?” it said, before fading
away.
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