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Chapter One
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Initially, all Isaac had seen was a silhouette projected on the wall just as the streetlight flicked on outside his shop. The shadow was different from any other: a black body which absorbed light and was slowly growing in density. His only companion, a small Jack Russell with a pink nose called Tigs, had sunk on her belly in front of the image and had guarded it until it had finally disappeared. 

Isaac had been fiddling with the latest model of combined television and computer, which had been delivered to his shop two weeks earlier. The owner was a tall, wealthy-looking woman who, through word of mouth, had heard about the quality of his work and didn’t want to entrust her prized possession to a chain store. Electronics and fixing things had been Isaac’s passion from as far back as he could remember. At the age of twenty-one, he considered himself highly experienced and had gained a reputation for being able to fix any type of electrical item, however advanced, that came into his small shop. 

Lately, he was becoming quite financially successful, and the words of his headmaster, “Boy, you will never amount to anything more than a dustman,” filled him with amusement. 

Isaac’s nimble fingers explored every part of the expensive fifty-inch flat-screen until he understood exactly how it worked. He had been thrilled when a picture flickered on but disappointed at the same time as it was short-lived. Undefeated, he had gone to bed that night pondering ways of producing a better image. 

A few days later, at closing time, as he was hurriedly looking around the room for his misplaced keys, he became aware of a light flashing in the darkness. On turning around, he saw that something was being transmitted on the screen, filling out the entire rectangle. Isaac had pondered the image curiously. It was like a panel of a pixelated gauzy material made from extremely fine multi-coloured threads. Within this sheet were cut two parallel rectangular slits through which could be seen a deep pupil blackness. 

Isaac had been so preoccupied that initially, he hadn’t been aware of the other presence in the room until he heard Tig’s whining. Out of the corner of his eye, the shape had looked like waves rippling on a black sea, but when he viewed it directly, it appeared solid, and he noticed it was encased in an opaque sphere. He had been surprised but not frightened by the unknown guest who’d seemingly dropped down from space. Like an embryo locked in a cell, he thought. He had gone up to the thing and paused in front of it, sunk deep in thought. 

“Well, what do you think we have here, Tigs?”

Without waiting for the dog to respond, he stepped forward, crouched down and reached out his arm. His hand went through the outer shell and touched the entity. He was bewildered as it felt neither concrete nor shadow. It had a duality as though it were two things at once. 

Isaac and Tigs had stood mesmerised for some time, fearing that it would disappear if they looked away. 

“What the hell, Tigs – this is some weird shit. These new televisions are peculiar inventions.” 

A train rumbling overhead drowned out Isaac’s voice. Then the television abruptly switched off, and the usual dull yellow of the single bare light bulb shrouded the room. This world gets more bizarre each day – so fucked up, Isaac thought as he rummaged through a drawer in his workbench for a crumpled packet of fags, hidden there for emergencies on the day he quit.

Over the next few days, Isaac had gone about his everyday business in a state of excitement. He worked feverishly fixing computers and televisions for his grateful customers who were anxious to hear news of the approaching war. As he made deliveries and collections from his client’s homes, they detained him with idle gossip about the call-up and how drastically and suddenly the world had changed. 

“You’ll be next, son,” a sickly man had said as Isaac handed him a large television. He was worried that he would drop it, and it hit the little girl clinging to the man’s leg. “You’ll be an asset to any of the forces with your skills.” 

Isaac was not in the frame of mind for war. His thoughts were occupied with his discovery and making money. There’d been no time to research the anomaly, and not understanding it, he’d decided not to mention the subject to anyone for fear of being considered mad. 

“I think I’ll choose the army,” Isaac had called back as he shut the gate.

Patiently, Isaac and Tigs waited, unable to predict when the television would switch on and the image would appear. However, it occurred most frequently when it was dark outside, and the streetlight shone through the window. Because of this, Isaac had looked into the possibility that the image was some type of reflection or light distortion. However, they soon discovered that with each visit, the shape gradually became more real. 

One evening, as he hurried to fix an increasing number of electrical goods, watches, and other items that people no longer could afford to replace, he became conscious that he was being watched.

At a sidelong glance, the image was distorted, and then, as he turned to face it, he saw that he was looking into the eyes of a boy of about ten years old.

Daringly, Isaac spoke up, “What’s your name?” There was no reply. Tigs began to bark, but the child failed to react. 

The boy’s presence became almost familiar to Isaac and Tigs, even appearing when the blackout curtains were pulled. The body was motionless, but the eyes were alive and watching their every move. Eventually, the young fixer’s attention was taken up by so many things that he had little time or energy left to think about the peculiar anomaly. London was being bombed. Most men had been called up to fight, and due to this, his business was booming. 

The family tragedy, which had overshadowed the earlier years of Isaac’s life, was now receding, and he was on the brink of transforming his parent’s state of dire poverty into one of prosperity. He was in a rush to achieve as much as possible before he, too, had to leave for war. 

Isaac’s last happy memory would be the weekend when he’d made enough money to take his mother, Rose, to the West End shopping. It was a joyful day, full of banter and seeing the delight on his mother’s face as he put the fur coat over her shoulders filled him with pride. 

“All paid for mum,” he’d said and kissed her on the cheek. That evening, he had taken her to Covent Garden and the Opera. Isaac’s father had been too fragile to join them as, after years of cutting diamonds, his sight had almost gone. Despite this, his joy at his son’s success was palpable, and he made a tremendous fuss about the fruit they brought back as a present. 

On Monday morning, Isaac had risen in a happy mood, ready to spend another day at the shop. He joined his father at the only table in the cramped apartment while his mother, a short, cuddly woman, busied herself in the small alcove, which housed a tiny stove. Isaac watched her wipe her brow and brush her curly hair from her eyes.  She turned and smiled at Isaac, then walked over, placed his breakfast in front of him, sat down and stared into her mug of tea. 

“Are you going to open your letter?” she said, nodding in the direction of the envelope propped up against the pepper and salt pots. Isaac felt his mother’s intense gaze and gazed up at her creased brow. One glance at the Ministry of Defence logo made it clear what would be found inside. 

“It can wait – it’s obvious what it’s about.” Isaac looked over at his father, at the drooping mouth and sullen expression. He’d stopped eating, and his moist, blind eyes were staring into the void. Isaac’s mother whimpered, and turning his head, he saw she was holding a handkerchief to her eyes.

“Mum, it’ll be alright – I’ve got it worked out. I’m going to get a job that doesn’t involve being on the front line.” 

“Damn Raiders ruining everyone’s lives,” his father Bill blurted out. 

“You’re our only child,” Rose said and began sobbing without restraint. Isaac leaned over and gently rested his hand on her shoulder. 

“Stop that, mum – nothing’s happened yet, and it won’t. They’ll be destroyed before they even know what’s hit them.” 

The atmosphere was heavy and grim, and Isaac knew it was up to him to protect his parents from the harsh realities of war and the horrors to come. He would put on a brave face even though, in truth, he was not relishing the idea of going to fight, of leaving the East End and his adored parents. I must keep things light, he thought. 

“Hey, look at Tigs - the mad dog is chasing her tail. I hope you guys will look after her while I’m gone. She’s good company - will miss me and needs lots of attention. Come on, stop fretting. I’ve heard it's decent money – I’ll send it all home - I won’t need it. You could stop waitressing in that hotel, Mum, and retire,” Isaac said, aware that his own eyes were stinging with repressed tears.

Isaac watched his mother dry her eyes. She turned to him, rested her hand on his, and smiled lovingly. “You’re right, son - it could be an opportunity for you. There’s always something good to be made out of a bad situation.” 

“That’s better, Mum. Dad, come on, it won’t be so bad. They’ll give me leave.” 

“I’m sorry, son, take no notice of me. I’m just an old fool who’ll miss your company. We’re proud of you, whatever you do, but please keep in contact.” Bill smiled weakly.

In silence, Isaac studied his frail father’s face, wondering how the old man would manage. He watched as unsteadily, Bill rose and, feeling his way around the table, made his way to the alcove, which also housed a few rickety cupboards. He pulled the curtain from the storage area beneath the sink, took out an old tin, removed the lid and turned it upside down so that a gold chain dropped into his hand. 

“Wear this around your neck, son. My father gave it to me the day before he was attacked and robbed. Take it, son – it’s your inheritance and all we have to give.” Isaac’s eyes focused on a large gold ring hanging from a chain as his father dangled it in front of his face. “He said it had been passed down through many generations of our family and was exceedingly old. It’s there for emergencies and maybe melted down and sold. I believe it’s the finest quality gold.” 

“Dad, I can’t take that, you and mum will need it. It could solve all your problems.” 

“Son, it’s not for us, and it’s only to be used in a life-or-death situation. Hopefully, the day will come when you can pass it on to your firstborn.”

Isaac took the talisman and slipped it over his head. “Thanks, Dad, Mum,” he said, glancing over at the distressed woman who was about to cry again. They exchanged weak smiles. “Right then, well, I’m off to the shop. Give it a tidy-up and make sure everything is secure for when I return.” Isaac stood up, grabbed the letter, kissed Bill and Rose and hurriedly left.
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Chapter Two
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Once in the shop, Isaac opened the envelope and read his call-up papers with trembling hands. “Fuck! Fuck! I’ll lose everything. There’s no justice,” he muttered to himself. 

Isaac touched the screen of his phone, the sweetest sounds filled the air, and he busied himself with packing his most valued items into boxes. As hard as he tried to distract himself, he failed. The burden of an unknown future weighed down upon him the whole day. When he pondered on various outcomes, his heart went into palpitations. 

He’d finished his work and was smoking the last cigarette in the pack and watching darkness descend when the television flicked on, and the boy appeared in his usual position, sitting in the shadows of the poorly lit room. “Well, I don’t know what’s to be done about you while I’m away, but then I suppose you aren’t real, just a part of some man’s inventiveness.” 

Isaac went to the window to pull the blackout curtains. It had been an unusually hot August, and he paused to watch and listen to the goings-on in the street as people went about their business as though nothing had changed. 

All at once, a young woman stepped up to the display window. They stood facing each other eye to eye. She smiled warmly as she fumbled to remove the headphones from her ears. Isaac grinned back, transfixed, unable to draw his eyes away. He gazed in awe at her beauty, her curling auburn hair and clear skin. She wore a smart floral dress, a short white jacket and sandals. He inwardly shuddered and smiled back nervously. 

“Can I come in?” she mouthed.

Thinking that the woman had come to collect something and knowing it would be the last chance she would have, he hurried to the door, which he’d only just locked.

“Thanks so much. I’ve come to ask if you’ve fixed our television,” she said, stuffing the wires and music player into her bag. “My mother brought it in a couple of weeks ago and wants it back as we might have to leave London,” she said, appearing flustered. “I know it’s late, but I’ve only just finished work.” 

Isaac continued to stare at her bright, open face and followed her eyes as she looked towards the shadow figure. 

“What’s your name?” she said, addressing the boy. 

In the next instant, Isaac saw that the boy was alive, real and standing next to the woman in full detail. He was wearing a smart school uniform. Isaac glanced around the room in confusion, unable to comprehend what had just occurred. The woman cleared her throat, drawing his attention back in their direction. 

“His name’s Ben. He’s my brother,” Isaac hurriedly added, picking the first name that popped into his head. “What’s your name?” he asked, feeling flustered. 

“Chloe Miller.” 

“Do you have a car?” 

“Yes, but no means of getting petrol. They’re only allowing people who need it for their businesses and industry.” 

“Why don’t I bring it over to you tomorrow in the van? I’ve some good friends around here and can acquire plenty of petrol.” He winked. 

“Thanks, that would be helpful,” the woman said and began to walk towards the door. 

“Wait a minute. It’s dark out. I mean, I was just locking up – we could go for a drink – there’s a café down the road, which will still be open.” 

Isaac watched as colour seeped into the woman’s face, and she smiled. “Yes, that would be good.” 

Isaac’s heart leapt with pure pleasure, and he bent down to talk to the boy, “I’m sure you would be glad of something to eat,” he beamed. He had made up his mind not to mention the peculiar way in which the boy had entered his life as he’d already decided that he liked the woman and didn’t want to ruin his chances. 

“My name’s Isaac, and it’s a pleasure to meet you,” he said happily. 

“Likewise,” she said and held out her hand to the child. He smiled up at her. 

Outside, Isaac locked up and, in a buoyant mood, strolled down the street beside Chloe with his hands buried deep in the pockets of his overcoat. Perfume wafted in his direction, and her soft voice warmed him like a summer breeze. It’s been an odd kind of day, he mused. It started badly but has just got so much better. 

“Have you been called up yet?” Chloe asked. 

“I got my call-up papers this morning. The day after tomorrow, I’ll have to go to the town hall for a medical and be assigned a unit. Don’t worry, I will deliver your TV first. In fact, I’ll have to return most of my repairs.” 

“Oh, I see. Suppose even though it’s expected, being conscripted must’ve still come as a shock. Which of the forces are you hoping for?” 

“Army, I suppose, preferably communications. No, it wasn’t a surprise; it just all came at the wrong time for me. The situation is complex. Things went terribly badly for my parents during the crash years, and they now rely on me for support. I’m doing extremely well at the moment. My boss joined up early on and left me to take over the business and pay the rent on the shop. As nobody has money to buy new goods and with all the restrictions on imports, they all want their electrical items fixed. Then, the moment things are going well, I have to leave.” He paused; she kept glancing up at him as he spoke to show that she was paying attention, and he marvelled at her large, curious brown eyes. 

“What about you? Do you live around here?” 

“Yes, not too far from here. My mother said you took a note of our address. I’m a trainee nurse, so I’m hoping for a chance to do my bit.” 

Soon, they stopped outside a busy café. The panes were all steamed up, and a welcoming yellow light cut through the darkness of the street. They walked in and took the only free table left by the window. Chloe, a vision of loveliness, sat opposite Isaac, and he watched as delicately, finger-by-finger, she pulled off her white summer gloves. Holding them, she smiled over and began softly speaking. 

“They haven’t blacked out their windows - I hope we don’t get bombed.” 

“It would put off customers,” Isaac mouthed while thinking that Chloe was way out of his league. 

The atmosphere was one of excited chatter and a feeling of expectation, and there was only one topic of conversation. Everyone’s emotions were heightened by their rapidly changing lives and their dreams being placed on hold. Lovers huddled together in corners, clinging to every moment before the final separation. Nobody quarrelled as all were united in a single purpose. Life was now transitory, and people had a need to leave their mark, their print on the world. 

Ben had taken an unusual-looking puzzle game from his pocket and sat fiddling with it as he listened and watched everything but remained extremely quiet.

“I suppose we will all be sat here in uniform soon,” Isaac said to make conversation. He was caught up in the spell of the woman, wishing that he could just sit there forever studying every detail of her being. “I’m no hero, but I’m happy to step up to the plate.” 

“Well, we all have a shared purpose now - to remain free. At least people have stopped fighting each other,” Chloe said.

“It’s a pity it took an invasion from above to create peace amongst men,” Isaac said with a sarcastic tone. 

The waitress arrived with two teas, a glass of squash and three buns. 

“How’s your mother and father doing?” she asked. 

“Oh, they’re fine - you know, struggling along.” 

“Well, give them my love - such kind people.” 

“I will. Thanks, Jess.” 

Isaac looked around the room. A neighbour smiled and raised his hand in acknowledgement. Isaac returned the greeting and pondered how different it would be when he next sought comfort amongst his friends and clients. 

“Your parents, they’ll find it hard when you’re away?” Chloe inquired. 

“Yes, they’ve had a difficult time. Until I was about four, we were rich. I remember several families were living in a gigantic old mansion house. It’s still there. I think they made it into a multiplex cinema. I mostly reminisce about the massive library. I loved that room. You needed a ladder to get books from the top shelves. Also, there were always many cousins around to play with, which was good as I’m an only child. My grandfather was a lovely man and had given a business to each of his sons. He was married twice, and altogether, he had fourteen children.” 

“An only child? I thought Ben was your brother?” Chloe said, looking surprised.

Isaac realised his mistake and acknowledged to himself that he found lying difficult. However, none of it mattered, as it was unlikely they would meet after the return of the television. 

He leaned forward and whispered, “he’s not my real brother – we’re just looking after him as his parents aren’t well.” Chloe smiled sympathetically and obviously believed his explanation. 

“I hope you don’t mind me asking, but what went wrong? How come your family lost their fortune?” 

“No, I don’t mind.” Isaac was enjoying Chloe’s company, and a part of him felt compelled to tell his story before his life transformed again. 

“The sons owned jeweller’s shops all over London. Then, as I was told, my grandfather was robbed in Hatton Garden of a vast amount of diamonds. Although old, he had always had a brain as sharp as a needle, so he’d been left in charge of all the accounts. After the attack, he just crumbled. Then, the crash came, and the businesses failed. To top it all off, my father, being Jewish, married a Catholic and then began to lose his eyesight. For a couple of years, we moved in with my mother’s parents in their tiny cottage in Eastbourne. My father became a porter at one of the hotels, and my mother a waitress. Then we moved back to London. I went to a school I hated, quickly left and was working by the age of fourteen, bringing in most of the money.” 

“That’s a terribly sad story,” Chloe said with her eyes cast down, picking the crumbs from her plate. 

“Well, you might think so, but in fact, we’ve been happy. Despite all our differences, both families are good people and have helped as much as possible. Now it’s different, with me going away, but I shall send them as much money as I can, and there are always ways of making extra.” 

“How about you? I’ve told you my story.” Isaac was gulping down his last mouthful of tea and didn’t notice the look of embarrassment cast over her eyes. 

“Well, actually, there isn’t much to tell. I live with my mother and my younger sister. My mother’s a widow and spends her time doing charity work. My sister was sixteen and was at school until they all shut. She’s at home at the moment being tiresome and telling everyone that she wants to become a spy.”

“Your family sounds a bit posh,” Isaac said and then wished he hadn’t when he noticed Chloe flush with embarrassment. 

Without either of them noticing, a pleasurable few hours had gone by. Ben had remained quiet, occupying himself with eating, drinking and playing with his puzzle. Then, without warning, he began to tug anxiously at Chloe’s coat sleeve. 

“What’s the matter, Ben?” she inquired gently. 

“We must leave,” he said, staring up at her with dark, pleading eyes. 

“We will soon,” Isaac interjected. 

“Please, now! Now!” the child screamed to ensure their immediate action. 

Everyone in the room turned to look at the wayward boy. Then, the unpredictable wailing of a siren jolted them back into reality. The whole café froze and, in the panicked pause, listened to the distant rumbling of approaching aircraft. 

“That’s the air raid warning,” Isaac said as the three of them stared at each other in disbelief. “We should leave - head for the tube.” 

Objects on the tables shook. Everyone stood up, pushed their chairs back and calmly walked to the door.

Once outside, Isaac took hold of Chloe’s arm; she grabbed Ben’s hand and joined the crowds rushing towards the underground station. As the air began to shake and fill with smoke, they broke into a half-run. Isaac was beyond thinking of anything other than getting them all safely below ground.
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London’s defence barrage roared and crashed into action all around the thousands of running figures. To the sounds of shaking doors and windows, screaming bombs and explosions, squadrons of the distraught poor, all following the same impulse, rushed down the steps and into the bowels of the earth. 

Isaac, Chloe and Ben stepped over outstretched legs and huddled bodies, trying to avoid tripping as they negotiated their way along the edge of the crowded platform towards the space at the farthest end. The warm, stagnant, dusty air was hard to breathe, and the ghostly yellow light lit up the tortured faces. 

“You can be sure there’ll be no rich here. They will have all gone to their country houses or have hidden in the basements of their clubs,” Isaac uttered scornfully. 

Chloe remained silent, not wanting to reveal to her new friend that her mother was planning to do the same, to escape to their sizeable second home situated in a remote village. 

The terror, anger, and confusion on people’s faces showed that they felt they had all been abandoned to the unstoppable, destructive forces of evil. Chloe was speechless at the contempt for ordinary people. 

They found a gap near the tunnel entrance and immediately realised why it was still available. Their territory was between a disabled teenager, frozen in her wheelchair, her still gazing eyes full of fear, and a dirty, iron bucket with a seat on top, brimming with the revolting soup of human waste. 

“We can’t stay here. We’ll catch a disease,” Chloe said, staring up at Isaac with hot, panicked eyes. Then they glanced up at the ceiling as the storm above caused flecks of white paint to flutter down. 

“The moment it’s safe, we’ll leave, I promise. Now, stay close. Ben, you sit there,” Isaac said, pointing to the wheelchair. “Then you, Chloe and I’ll keep the toilet company.” 

Apprehensively, they crouched down. Chloe caught a slight movement out of the corner of her eye, peered forward, and saw a couple making love, half-concealed under their coats. She put her arm around Ben’s shoulders and drew him close. They sat listening to the kinetic energy of the bombardment as above buildings were battered and blasted. Below, some tried to sleep tossing about restlessly, others played cards, children ran about, mothers called out, and a couple of fights broke out farther down the line. Ben drew his legs up into his body and hugged them tightly. Chloe glanced at his face, white with fear and the hounded expression in his eyes. 

“We’re not safe. We’re not safe here,” the boy muttered repeatedly. 

“Ben, we can’t leave yet, either. It’ll be alright, I’ll keep you from harm,” Isaac tried to reassure. 

“But you might die and leave me.” 

Isaac rose and crouched down in front of the boy. “Hey, I would love to see that puzzle you’ve been playing with. Would you show me how to do it?” Isaac smiled kindly.

The boy understood that the stranger was attempting to distract him away from his distress but was happy to oblige. He took the unusual toy from his pocket and handed it to Isaac. The boy grinned weakly as his new friend stared at the object with a quizzical expression on his face. 

“You have to twist the rings in a way that makes all the sand go into one ring.” 

Isaac twisted and tried to manipulate the transparent, hollow hoops, but the sand remained in equal amounts at the bottom of each. After some time, he sighed tragically. 

“This is too clever for me. There’s too much sand to get into one ring,” he said, looking at Chloe with a puzzled expression. 

“Sorry, but I’m useless with puzzles,” Chloe laughed. At the same time, she realised how attractive she found his kindness. 

“I’ll show you,” Ben said, taking the object from the man’s hand. 

The adults watched as Ben performed his trick. His fingers worked furiously, rotating, turning and pulling. His audience saw the sand fill each ring in turn until every grain squeezed into the last band. 

Chloe and Isaac clapped, and Ben smiled triumphantly. 

At that moment, Isaac understood why so many young men were willing to go to war and risk their lives. He happily would defend two such endearing people from the enemy. The image of Chloe’s beautiful, haunted eyes and sweet voice would be an antidote to any horrors that might come his way. I must hang on to this dream, he thought to himself, looked at them both intently, and then squeezed his eyes tightly together. 

“What are you doing?” Ben asked. 

“Taking a snapshot of two wonderful people. You can do it, too. Think of your best memory and then squeeze your lids as tightly as they will go for a second.” 

Isaac opened his eyes and saw the boy’s face scrunched up. 

“Did you capture it? Hey, have you noticed, can you hear it, silence?” 

Isaac stood up, looked around, and saw that people were walking along the platform towards the exit. Chloe and Ben rose and shook the dust from their clothes, happy to be leaving their uncomfortable resting place at last. Calmly holding hands, they followed the slow-moving crowd. Watching from a distance, they saw people squeeze into every space in the stairwell as though they were welded together into one lump. 

“No! No!” Ben unexpectedly screamed out, just as everyone heard the menacing whining, crunches and hammering from above. Isaac gripped his human chain firmly and pulled them along as reverberations quivered through their bodies. An intense flash exploded in the darkness, and a wind punched its way through the crowds, knocking those still standing to the ground. 

After everything ceased, the atom of silence split. Terror, confusion, and anger erupted into the air. Choking and coughing, Isaac pulled himself up and, with astonished eyes, viewed the random and unpredictable nature of death. Before him was a blanket of dust and rubble, under which were strewn bodies, some moving and others petrified. Where only a fraction of a second before there had been stairs was a wall of concrete behind which could be seen an inky sky streaked with light. 

As the cries of pain and horror rang in his ears, Isaac bent down and helped Chloe and Ben to their feet. Speechless, they stumbled forward, climbing over the remains of people and concrete. 

Some way from where they had previously been sitting, they spotted the mangled wreckage of a wheelchair. As they approached, they saw that it had been thrown onto its side with the girl still trapped in the seat. Ben hurried in her direction, clambering over any obstacles. 

Isaac frowned as he watched the boy’s desperate attempts at helping the girl, and then Chloe saw his jaw drop at the sight of the youth lifting the chair into an upright position. 

“My God, he’s strong,” she said. 

Isaac cast his eyes to the floor as though embarrassed and then, fearing the boy could become separated, traced his path through the debris. When the adults arrived, they saw that there were several deep gashes on the girl’s forehead. Tears were making a path through the child’s dust-covered face, and her eyes were black with misery. 

Ben glanced around at Chloe and shot her a look of distress and pleading. Silently, he turned back, shut his eyes, his face cast over with intensity, and his brow creased as though he was concentrating his mind like a point of light. Isaac watched as Ben laid both his hands over the girl’s face. His palms then emitted an iridescent light. The girl winced as Ben muttered words as though he was offering up a prayer, calling for help to alleviate her internal pain. 

Too shocked to utter a word, Isaac observed as the once husk of life blossomed as her trapped spirit was released into a body that was un-crumpling before their eyes. Ben bent down and whispered something in the girl’s ear; she grabbed both his hands and thanked him repeatedly and without restraint. 

“Please let go. You can walk now,” Ben said, wrenching his hands away as she was reluctant to release her hold. 

“I beg you, Chloe,” Isaac said, “please say nothing of this to anyone, or the boy will be in danger. Promise me, promise me.” Still staring aghast, he had to pull at her coat to get her attention. She turned and, seeing the depths of fear in his eyes, nodded dumbly. 

“I swear it will be our secret. However, I think that girl and her family will have something to say. You don’t see many miracles in this part of London.” 

Then Isaac saw that Ben was responding to another, shrieking with pain. 

“Isaac, you should stop him. When others see what Ben’s capable of, he will be mobbed.”

“I’ll try, but I’m not sure how. I’ve never seen him like this,” he replied, his voice quivering. 

Halfway down the platform, Isaac spotted the small, dark-haired figure bowing over another wretched person, their torn shirt patched with scarlet blooms. Ben, absorbed by calm compassion, shut his eyes, furrowed his forehead and then, with a single touch, transferred the radiant energy into the body. 

The man sat upright, smiled at Ben with gratitude, put his hands together, reverentially closed his eyes and praised his God for sending an angel to save his life. 

Chloe and Isaac hurriedly made their way towards the boy, who was turning back to them when another sorrowful and desperate woman grabbed his leg and pleaded for help. Ben glanced in their direction and then bent down at the stranger’s side. 

In unison, Chloe and Isaac noticed someone lurking in the shadows of the tunnel. He emerged, a hunk of a man with a bull neck, large hands and an oversized head. 

“Come here, boy!” he shouted, moving his hefty body in the direction of the frightened boy. Ben tried to run but tripped over. “Stop him! He’s with the Raiders, a devil’s child.” 

Spontaneously, Isaac leapt from his apathy, jumped over all obstacles and raced for Ben. Just as the man reached out for the child, Isaac grabbed the collar of the boy’s jacket and plucked him up into his arms. 

The stranger forcefully tugged at Ben, who clung to Isaac with all his strength. “I saw what he done. He probably did this,” he said, glancing around at the chaos. “The boy’s evil. I know what should be done with him,” he shouted in a thick voice, drawing attention to the hounded child. 

Isaac saw others stirring and heading in their direction. Holding Ben under one arm, he powerfully thumped the man below the ribs. Winded, he stumbled back but regained his balance. 

“He’s my brother,” Isaac said vehemently, holding the man’s gaze with angry steadfast eyes. He wiped the sweat from his brow, hugged Ben tightly and hobbled as quickly as possible towards where he hoped to find the exit. Glancing over his shoulder, Isaac saw that Chloe was catching them up fast. 

In fevered haste, the three of them went down on their knees and scrambled up the steep rubble slope of the destroyed stairwell. At the top of the pile, the jet eye of the sky peered down through the broken roof, reminding them that freedom was close. Behind them, there was another explosion. People cried-out that the tunnels were blocked and that they should head for the main exit. 

On reaching the top of the pile, they discovered that the immovable wall of concrete blocked their means of escape. A crowd of battered people were filling the space, looking for a way out. Isaac, seeing that it would be possible for
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