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  Chapter 1


Landon’s wing-tipped shoes clicked against cobblestone, each step resonating with an unsettling familiarity, though nothing around him looked recognizable. Tall arches loomed overhead, distant bells tolled, and priests in long cassocks darted purposefully through the crowds. It all felt like déjà vu, but completely foreign at the same time. 
Sarah grabbed Landon’s hand. “Are you alright?” 
He squeezed back, his palm clammy. “I’m fine. It’s just, we came all this way from Kansas, now I’m not sure where to go.”
“Father Sciplini.” Sarah’s words cut through the air. “That’s the priest you remembered.”
Landon sighed and nodded curtly. “And the man I’d possessed once. Years ago, I think.”
Sarah shook her head. “It’s the man Mephisto possessed, Landon. You’re not the demon who gave you these memories. We don’t even know for sure that’s what gave you your... abilities.”
Landon snorted. “Jeremiel as much as confirmed it. Marcus recognized him. He recognized me.”
“What about Remiel?” Sarah asked. “That’s what you said the angel called him.”
Landon rubbed his brow, his fingers trembling slightly. “The memories I have, the visions I saw, they were Mephisto’s memories. In the first vision, I was looking through Sciplini’s eyes. The demon possessed him as a boy. He made Sciplini cut the word ‘perdito’ in his arm with a razor. Perdito, Sarah. It means damnation, perdition. Sounds exactly like the kind of thing a demon, not an angel, might carve into someone’s flesh.”
“But in the second vision, Sciplini was there, too.”
Landon nodded. “Probably fifteen years older, maybe more. I told you everything I can remember, Sarah. All I knew was that Mephisto was already inside of Landon Walker. Sciplini and another priest failed to exorcise the demon. The older priest, I hurt him somehow. I think I—”
“You don’t know that he died,” Sarah said. “You said it yourself. You didn’t see what happened to him.”
Landon shook his head, a chill running down his spine. “It’s a feeling. I can’t describe it.”
Sarah tilted her head as they continued walking through St. Peter’s square. “Sort of like how you were sure you’d killed Andrew Johnson at the hospital?”
Landon inhaled deeply, the air heavy in his lungs as he exhaled. “That was different.”
“Maybe.” Sarah scanned their surroundings as if searching for a landmark to orient Landon. “The point is, there’s no sense beating yourself up over something Mephisto might or might not have done in a nightmare you aren’t even a hundred percent sure was real.”
Landon gritted his teeth, his jaw clenched. “It was real. I just don’t know—”
“Don’t know what?” Sarah asked, stopping to grab Landon’s other hand as she locked eyes with him.
“I don’t know why I was here. I don’t know what brought Mephisto here with Landon to begin with. All I know is that Sciplini was here then, and I hope he’s still here now.”
Sarah tilted her head. “Well, how do you go about locating an exorcist in Vatican City?” 
Landon chuckled dryly. “I could start playing crazy. I know some Hebrew. I could start spouting off some of the crazier bits from the Dead Sea Scrolls.”
“The War Scroll prophecies still running through your head?”
Landon shook his head. “Not always. Not like before. But it’s all in there. I can remember most of it—even parts of it that weren’t recorded on the fragments in the book that Zacharias gave me. The point is, who here would know the difference? If I wanted to, I’m sure I could create enough of a scene to get an exorcist’s attention.”  
Sarah resisted the urge to roll her eyes. “That’s one way you might do it. But how many exorcists are there in Vatican City?”
Landon shrugged. “No clue. I don’t know how common exorcists are at all. Sciplini might be the only exorcist here, or there could be hundreds.”
“Exactly.” Sarah nodded curtly. “What are the chances you’d end up with Sciplini?”
Landon tilted his head, shrugging. “I don’t have a clue. I mean, I don’t think it’s actually a favorite specialty among young priests in seminary. Find any exorcist at all. Whoever it is will surely know how to find Sciplini.”
Sarah pressed her lips together, hesitating a beat. “Let’s just hold off on the whole charade. We only landed in Rome a couple of hours ago. I don’t know a lot about Catholics and less about exorcists, but I highly doubt the best way to earn their trust is to make them think you’re possessed.”
Landon shrugged, his shoulders heavy. “But I am possessed, Sarah.”
“Not exactly.” Sarah shook her head. “Not the way you mean it, and not the way they’d take it if they learned you had an amnesic demon rattling around in your swollen dome.”
Landon furrowed his brow, his forehead creasing. “Are you saying I have a big head?”
Sarah winked at Landon, a playful glint in her eye. “Your head is average size, Landon. It’s just an expression. My point is that we should probably give it a little more time before resorting to pea-soup and three-hundred-and-sixty-degree head spins.”
Landon bit the inside of his cheek, confusion etched on his face. “Huh?”
Sarah chuckled as she shook her head. “Haven’t seen ‘The Exorcist,’ I take it.”
“Not that I can recall.” Landon’s eyes darted back and forth, desperately seeking something definitively familiar. “Can’t say I haven’t seen it. It’s funny, though, that despite not having any memory of watching it, I know the movie you’re talking about. It was with Linda Blair, right?”
Sarah nodded knowingly. “Funny, the strange things you seem to know.”
“Still, nothing about Landon Walker. Nothing about who I used to be.” 
“That’s pretty consistent with what you’ve remembered ever since we met. You know random facts, geography, history, and even the Bible. I suppose that you’d have a general knowledge of American cinematography isn’t surprising.”
Landon grunted, frustration simmering beneath his skin. “Even the few memories I’ve picked up, they’re Mephisto’s memories. I don’t think they’re Landon’s. Just once, I’d like to remember something human.”
Sarah nodded sympathetically. “We’ve tried looking for more information, but your name turns up nothing. No social media accounts. No criminal records. Nothing at all. Maybe we’ll need to get someone more adept at investigating things like that on it. So far, there’s no record of your past anywhere. Almost like you didn’t exist.”
“There has to be a birth certificate or something,” Landon said, desperation tinging his voice. “I have a Florida driver’s license.”
“We could have gone there instead,” Sarah breathed. “You were determined that we needed to come to Rome.”
Landon ran his fingers through his hair, the strands greasy after the long flight. “This felt more important. Who Landon Walker is, who I am... I want to know. But something bigger than Landon Walker is going on here. This priest, Sciplini, knows more. Since he was there when the older priest tried to do that exorcism on me, he might know more about Landon, too.”
Sarah stopped, surveying the ancient city sprawling before them. “Look, if nothing here is jogging your memory, what do you say we find a place to rest?”
Landon nodded, the weariness of their journey catching up to him. “Yeah, let’s find somewhere to stay.”
Approaching a local middle-aged man with a kind face, Landon mustered his best attempt at Italian. “Scusi, dove possiamo trovare un hotel o un ostello?” The words felt clumsy on his tongue. He didn’t know how he knew Italian at all, but he evidently knew enough. This wasn’t the first time he’d been to Rome. 
The man smiled, recognizing the struggle, and replied in broken English, “Ah, you look for a place to sleep? There is a hostel, not far.” He pointed down a narrow street. “Go there, then left. You will see it.”
“Grazi,” Landon replied with a nod, and they set off in the direction indicated. The hostel emerged from the labyrinth of cobblestone streets, its faded façade a welcome sight. Landon pushed open the heavy wooden door, holding it for Sarah as they stepped into the dimly lit lobby. The musty scent of weathered stone enveloped them.
As they approached the reception desk, a briskly moving figure caught Landon’s eye. A man in a black cassock engrossed in a phone call. Landon’s heart skipped a beat. That face, those eyes—a spark of recognition ignited within him, but the name eluded his grasp.
The man was moving with purpose, like he was heading somewhere. Before Landon could react, the man had stepped through the door and disappeared into the busy street. 
Sarah’s voice pierced the haze. “Landon, are you alright?”
He didn’t respond. The room began to spin, the edges of his vision blurring. Landon’s knees buckled as a vivid flashback consumed him, dragging him into a forgotten memory.
The bustling square of Vatican City materialized before him, but it was different—it was darker, the middle of the night. Street lamps glowed with the illusion of halos surrounding them on account of the fog. When Landon’s eyes—which he couldn’t control in the memory—turned downward, he found himself locking eyes with Father Sciplini. The priest’s face was pale, his lip trembling and his eyes wide. He wasn’t happy to see Landon. Not even a little.  
Landon felt his body move, an unseen force propelling him toward the priest. But before he could reach Sciplini, strong hands seized him from behind. Another man threw a rope around him and pulled it taut. The demon within him, Mephisto, raged against the restraints. Power surged, like what he’d unleashed when he nearly killed Andrew Johnson back in the hospital in Willowbrook. 
Then, a splash of water, and a few words muttered by one of the men who’d seized him and the power vanished, as if it were connected to a light switch and someone had flicked it off. 
Amidst the chaos, Landon glimpsed one of the men holding him back—the same man from the hostel lobby, only clean-shaven.  
The memory dissipated as abruptly as it had begun, leaving Landon gasping for air in the hostel lobby. Sarah’s steadying hand on his shoulder anchored him to the present.
“That man,” Landon managed, his voice trembling. “He was there, in my memory. He knows something about my past, about Sciplini and the exorcism.”
Sarah’s eyes widened. “We need to talk to him. He might have the answers we’re looking for.”
With a deep breath, Landon turned to the receptionist, his voice steadier than he thought it would be given how many thoughts were swirling through his mind all at once. “Excuse me, that man who just passed through the lobby. Do you know who he is?”
The receptionist, a middle-aged man with a thick Italian accent, furrowed his brow. “I’m sorry, signore, but I cannot give out information about our guests. It is against our policy.”
Landon’s frustration mounted, his fists clenching at his sides. “Please, it’s important. I need to speak with him.”
Sarah stepped forward, her voice calm and persuasive. “We understand your position, but this is a matter of great urgency. Any information you can provide would be greatly appreciated.”
The receptionist hesitated, his gaze darting between Landon and Sarah. After a long moment, he sighed. “The man you saw, he is a regular visitor here. He comes to see one of our long-term guests, an elderly priest.”
Landon’s heart pounded in his chest. “An elderly priest?”
Sarah’s eyes widened. “He might have the answers we need.”
Landon turned back to the receptionist. “Please, can you tell us which room the priest is staying in?”
The receptionist shook his head. “I’m sorry, but I cannot give out that information. However,” he leaned in closer, his voice lowering, “I can tell you that the priest often takes a walk in the garden behind the hostel in the evenings. You might find him there.”
Landon’s heart leaped with hope. “Grazi.” Landon scratched the back of his head as the receptionist stared at him blankly. “Sorry. We’d like a room, please.” 






  
  Chapter 2


Landon and Sarah took separate rooms. The place was hardly a Holiday Inn. The rooms were more like cells one might expect befitting a monk who’d sworn himself to a life of scarcity. At least they had beds—even if the mattresses appeared to be about as comfortable as a sack of rocks.  
After dropping off their bags, Sarah and Landon met back in the hallway and hurried to the garden, hoping to catch the elderly priest that the hostel manager suggested might be there in the evening. 
It was a modest garden, quaint but sufficient—a small sanctuary amid a city that was probably full of actual sanctuaries. The air in the garden hung heavy with the scent of blooming jasmine. Hushed prayers drifted on the breeze. Landon shuffled his feet across a pebbled path, Sarah close behind, as they followed the sound of a muffled voice. 
“…but deliver us from evil.” 
“I think he’s praying,” Sarah said. “Sounds like the Lord’s Prayer.” 
Landon nodded. “In English.”
Sarah tilted her head. “Pretty sure he’s from New York or thereabouts. Not that I’ve spent a lot of time there, but there’s no hiding that accent.”
Landon smirked. “Our Fathuh…”  
Sarah chuckled. “Give us dis day ouah daily bread…”  
Landon followed the sound of the priest’s voice, hesitant to interrupt the praying priest. “Let’s just hope he was being honest when he prayed to forgive dem day trespasses.”  
They found the priest hunched over a weathered bench, rosary beads slipping through gnarled fingers. The priest’s white-tabbed clerical collar poked out from behind a worn grey sweater. 
“Hail Mary, full of grace…” 
They halted a few paces from the bench, waiting in reverent silence as the beads slid through the priest’s fingers. As if sensing their presence, the priest made the sign of the cross before he looked up with a wide smile. 
“My apologies,” Landon blurted out. “We didn’t mean to interrupt—”
The priest looked up and opened his eyes. Without hesitation, he waved one hand through the air as he pocketed his rosary with the other one. “Nah, don’t sweat it! Say the rosary once, say it a thousand times, it’s all the same to me. I can finish it later. Ain’t every day I see a real son or daughter of the stars and stripes here in the middle of Rome, ya know? 
“Are we that obvious?” Sarah cocked an eyebrow. 
The priest chuckled and nodded as he folded his hands over his crossed legs. “You need somethin’ from me?”
Landon stepped forward, his voice steady but laced with an undercurrent of urgency. “I’m Landon Walker, and this is Sarah Owens. We were hoping you might be able to help us.” 
The priest’s eyes sparkled with curiosity. “Father Dominic Rosen, from the New York diocese. From Queens. Just here on a little somethin’, nothin’ too crazy. What brings you guys to the Vatican?”
Landon hesitated. “We’re looking for someone.” Landon paused to consider his next words. “A priest. Father Sciplini. I know you were visiting with someone moments ago, another priest who just left the hostel. I have reason to believe he knows Sciplini and hoped you might make an introduction.” 
Father Dominic’s eyebrows rose, his expression thoughtful. “Sciplini? The exorcist?” He leaned forward, his gaze intense. “So, why would two young Americans come lookin’ for an exorcist here in Rome?”
A subtle grin tugged at the corners of Landon’s mouth. “Just a little somethin’ Father. Nothing too exciting.” 
Father Dominic chuckled, shaking his head. “Alright, alright. Things with exorcisms, they’re usually pretty personal.” He stroked his chin, his eyes narrowing. “Still, we got exorcists back home. Why come all the way to Vatican City for Sciplini?” 
Landon’s fingers twitched at his sides. He opened his mouth to speak, but the words caught in his throat. 
Sarah sensed his struggle and took a step forward. “We have reason to believe that Sciplini is familiar with a… situation we’re involved in.” 
Father Dominic leaned back, his gaze flickering between the two as if trying to piece together an unseen puzzle. The silence stretched, broken only by the distant whisper of the wind through the leaves. 
Finally, the priest sighed, his shoulders relaxing. “Aight, look, I ain’t gonna say I ain’t interested, ya know? But I get it, gotta be hush-hush. “ He clasped his hands together, a slight smile on his face. “I don’t know this Sciplini fella myself, nah. But you got a point. That other padre I was talkin’ to before? He’s the guy. If anybody knows where Alberto Sciplini is hangin’ his hat, it’s him.” 
Landon’s heart quickened. Alberto. It was the first time he’d heard Sciplini’s first name. It rang true, though Landon couldn’t pin-point a specific memory that told him why. “Can you arrange a meeting? It’s...it’s important.” 
Father Dominic nodded slowly, his eyes softening with understanding. “I’ll see what I can work out. Padre Luca Farrari—the padre I was just talkin’ to before you showed up—he’s got a lot on his plate. But somethin’ this urgent, especially when you’re talkin’ exorcist? Yeah, he’ll make time.” 
Landon released a deep breath he didn’t realize he was holding. “Thank you, Father. We appreciate your help more than you know.” 
Father Dominic smiled warmly. “Yeah, sure thing, kid. Now, if you’ll excuse me for a sec, I’ll give Padre Luca a ring and see what we can do.” He retrieved his phone from his pocket and stepped away, his voice low as he began to converse with his contact. 
Landon strained to listen, catching snippets of the conversation. Father Dominic’s tone was measured, yet insistent. The priest turned back to Landon and Sarah, his hand covering the phone’s mouthpiece. “I’m sorry, what were your names again?” 
Landon hesitated, a sudden unease gripping him. What if his name spooked Sciplini? He glanced at Sarah, uncertainty etched on his face. 
“Just give him the name Sarah Owens,” Sarah spoke with determination. 
Father Dominic narrowed his gaze, suspicion flickering in his eyes for a moment. He relayed the information. “Sarah Owens, and, uh… some guy… His name? Eh, I forgot.”
As the priest returned to his call and stepped away out of Landon’s earshot. Landon leaned toward Sarah. “Why would you think Sciplini would know who you are?” 
Sarah shook her head. “He probably won’t, but what’s the harm in meeting with an American seeking the counsel of an exorcist?” She paused, her eyes meeting Landon’s. “There’s no telling how Sciplini will react to your name.” 
It was a keen insight—but it was for naught. After all, Landon had already introduced himself to Dominic. The older priest’s recollection had apparently returned as he turned a corner and stepped back toward Landon and Sarah. “It just came back to me. I think his name’s Landon.” 
Great. Landon thought. Just great. 
Sarah chuckled. “Best laid plans, right?” 
A moment of silence stretched between them, but Landon didn’t notice He was focused on the priest. Finally, Dominic spoke. “I see.” 
The other priest—Ferrari—was apparently chatting away on the other end of the phone. What did the priest have to say? How much could he have to say about two young Americans who weren’t looking for more than an introduction—unless he knew exactly who Landon was? Eventually, Dominic’s laugh—what was so funny?—broke the silence. “Alright then. I’ll send ‘em right over.” 
Father Dominic ended the call, turning to face Landon and Sarah. “Sistine Chapel. Padre Luca Ferrari’s gonna meet you there. He’s doin’ confessions nearby all afternoon, but he’ll be there in about half an hour and should be able to set you up with Sciplini.” 
Landon bit his lip, a flicker of uncertainty in his eyes. “When you told him my name, did he—” 
Father Dominic waved his hand through the air, dismissing the unfinished question. “He didn’t mention knowin’ you. Why, you know him?”
Landon’s eyes darted away. “I’m not really sure. Our encounter before, well, it was brief.” 
Sarah hooked her hand around Landon’s arm. “Thank you for your help, Father Dominic.” 
“You’re quite welcome.” Dominic smiled at both of them kindly before slipping his hand into his pocket and retrieving his rosary beads. 
As Landon and Sarah turned to leave, Sarah paused, a flicker of curiosity in her eyes. “Why do you do that? Pray like that, I mean.” She gestured towards the rosary beads. 
A kind smile spread across Father Dominic’s face. “You’re not Catholic, are ya?” 
Sarah pressed her lips together. “Not at all.” 
The priest’s eyes softened, his voice taking on a gentle, explanatory tone. “It’s more meditative than anything, ya know? You ever just wanna be around someone, even if you ain’t got nothin’ to say?” 
Sarah nodded. “Of course.” 
Father Dominic’s fingers grazed over the smooth surface of his beads. If I got somethin’ I need from God, I’ll pray about it. But I ain’t out here in the garden askin’ for nothin’ special. I’m sayin’ these prayers ‘cause they remind me God’s around. I’m just spendin’ time with my Father.”
Sarah cleared her throat, her brow furrowed. “But why all the hail Mary stuff?” 
The priest laughed, a warm, gentle sound that seemed to fill the space between them. “Well, see, that’s ‘cause you’re not Catholic, so it makes sense you wouldn’t get it. Tell me, Sarah, you ever ask someone to say a prayer for you?” 
Sarah nodded. “Yeah. All the time.” 
Father Dominic shrugged. “Look, people think we pray to saints, but that ain’t it. We ask ‘em to pray for us, like askin’ a friend. Christ rose, so death don’t separate us. They’re part of the body of Christ just like us. There’s only one body, and if death doesn’t have a say on Jesus, why would you think it would split us up? Askin’ Mary to pray for me ain’t no different than you askin’ me...”
“But why Mary?” Sarah scrunched her brow. 
“I admit, there’s a touch of nepotism involved.” Father Dominic chuckled at his own joke, but neither Landon nor Sarah understood what was funny. 
Landon tilted his head, his eyes narrowing. “Nepotism?” 
The priest smiled widely. “Jesus was a good boy, right? Listened to his mom?” 
“Mostly,” Sarah admitted. “But there was that bit about him wandering off to the temple.”
The priest waved his hand through the air. “That wasn’t him being disobedient. He makes that good and clear. There’s that commandment, you know? About honoring your father and mother. If Jesus didn’t sin, then he must’ve listened to his mother. Why wouldn’t he still pay her respect? All I’m really doing is asking the blessed virgin to put in a good word for little old me.”
Landon bit his lip.. “But we’re God’s children. Why do we need someone else to put in a good word for us?” 
Father Dominic shrugged, his expression softening. “What’s the harm, kid? I could ask you the same thing about askin’ anybody for prayers. Why even bother? It’s simple, though. Nobody’s a solo believer. We’re not lone rangers in the faith. We go to Christ ‘cause we’re part of his church, his family. So, we never go to him by ourselves. We got all them saints and witnesses with us, all them who went before us. I’m just acknowledging that. We’re all individual parts of Christ’s body, for sure. But we’re still part of the whole thing.” 
Sarah nodded slowly, her eyes distant. “Interesting point. But I still wouldn’t hail Mary like that. She’s the one who said that God had regarded her in her lowly estate. She’s special, for sure, and chosen by God for a holy purpose... but not because she’s sinless, or because she has any special traits. She said it herself. It was only because God regarded her. That’s the entire point of her song, the Magnificat.” 
The father smiled widely, his eyes crinkling at the corners. “Well, I can’t really argue with that. Guess we ain’t gonna settle all them differences between Protestants and Catholics right now. But you’re in Vatican City. You need a Catholic exorcist. So why you actin’ so shocked to find Catholics in Rome?”
Sarah parted her lips, a rebuttal forming on her tongue, but Landon’s gentle touch on her shoulder silenced her. He met her gaze, a silent understanding passing between them. This wasn’t the time or place for theological debates. Of course, that wasn’t Sarah’s point. She was more curious than anything. 
“Thank you for explaining it,” Sarah said. “I don’t agree with it, but it’s not like I thought.” 
The priest laughed. “You know, if we’d actually talk to each other, rather than argue against caricatures of what we each believe, we’d probably find we agree on a lot more than any of us are prepared to admit. I’m not saying our differences don’t matter, child. Everything the Lord taught us matters. But surely the faith we have in common matters too. There is only one Lord, after all. And if there’s one Lord, there’s only one body.” 
“Thank you, Father Dominic,” Landon said, his voice steady. “We appreciate the help. We’ll be on our way.” 
The priest nodded, his eyes wide and genuine. “Bless you both.”






  
  Chapter 3


Landon heaved open the heavy wooden doors and stepped into the Sistine Chapel, Sarah close behind. Tourists packed the space wall-to-wall, their chatter bouncing off the towering walls adorned with Michelangelo’s frescoes. They posed for selfies, laughed, and pointed, oblivious to the intended sanctity of the space.  
They were sightseers but didn’t have the sight to truly see the One who the space was supposed to honor. 
As Landon wove through the crowd, a prickling sensation crept up his neck. His skin buzzed as if electrified. Sarah said something, but Landon couldn’t discern her words. Her voice receded into an indistinct murmur.
Thump-thump-thump. 
Landon’s heartbeat was steady but pounded like a jackhammer. The chatter of the tourists dissolved into a high-pitched ringing in his ears. The room spun and his knees buckled. 
“Something’s wrong. Sarah, I—“ 
Landon’s words were cut short as a cacophony of whispers flooded his mind, drowning out the noise of the crowd. Ancient Hebrew words, echoing the themes of the War Scroll—the one in the old book that Zacharias gave him back in Willowbrook. 
Bnei Ha’Or! 
Bnei Ha’Chošek!
Landon rubbed his brow. The translation wasn’t difficult. The Sons of Light. The Sons of Darkness. Each term represented one side or the other in a cosmic battle—the one described in the War Scroll, one of the Dead Sea scrolls. That was all Landon could discern. Everything else melded into a cacophony of ethereal screams, shrieks, and laughs.
Zacharias had given Landon a book containing facsimiles of Dead Sea scroll fragments in Willowbrook—before the library burned down. Landon knew ancient Hebrew, somehow, but deciphering the faded and cracked letters on the photocopied scroll fragments was almost impossible. Still, he’d studied it as best he could on the long flight from the United States. He read most of the commentary to get a handle on what it was he was supposed to be looking at. 
Somehow, whatever this scroll represented had something to do with Landon. Technically, Mephisto or Remiel. 
It held clues to who he used to be—at least who a part of him used to be. 
From what Landon could discern, the scroll described an ongoing war, three battles won by the Sons of Light, and three by the Sons of Darkness. What remained to be decided was the seventh. The seventh battle would determine everything. 
Of course, the scroll predicted a victory by the Sons of Light, led by a chosen one against the forces of Belial. 
Landon had met Belial back in Willowbrook.
The demon was working alongside Marcus. Was the demon he’d met the same Belial described in the scroll? 
That Belial was discernibly unpleasant, but he didn’t strike Landon as capable of leading a cosmic army of darkness. Then again, Landon wasn’t sure what he knew or didn’t know, about anything at all. 
Landon strained to make sense of the words, but the harder he tried to listen, the more voices joined in, drowning out the rest. 
Landon looked all around, but as the room continued to spin, all he saw were tourists and flashes from people taking selfies. 
Sarah’s gentle touch on his arm startled him back to the present. “Landon, are you okay?” Her voice was laced with concern, her eyes searching his face for answers.
“I... I’m not sure what I’m hearing,” Landon managed, his voice strained. “We’re not alone, Sarah.”
Sarah looked around. “Obviously not.”
“I’m not talking about the people. It’s something else. Angels, maybe. Or worse…” 
Sarah’s eyes widened. “There are so many people here. It could be anything.”
Landon sighed and shook his head. “I heard what I heard, Sarah. It wasn’t the tourists. They were speaking Hebrew. Like I was speaking back in Willowbrook. When it felt like the angel… or whatever… was speaking through me.” 
“Can you tell what they’re saying?” Sarah tilted her head.
“Some of the same stuff. Sons of Light. Sons of Darkness.” Landon rubbed his temple. A futile attempt to massage away a dull ache that had lingered since he first heard the voices. “It was a jumbled mess. Then it all went away. Like my mind was tuned to the wrong station for a second, and when you touched me, you dialed me back to… whatever frequency we’re usually on.” 
Sarah looked around. “How are we supposed to find the
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