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3. The Lights of  the Future 
 

It was late when Tula got back to Geb and Sarah’s and she went straight to her room. She found it 

hard to sleep and lay there tossing and turning, plagued by the unnerving way the evening had unfolded 

and then by more squealing noises coming from outside the window. 

Witches of Unity was how Irit had described the angels. Now, they were witches from whom 

the curse on Topeth derived. Her words were another dent in Tula’s faith in the seraphic beings. 

The other day, Damien had returned from Unity with a strange object wrapped in a cloth to 

avoid identification. He had secretly despatched Rufus to the mining lab, so it must have been a piece 

of ore. Damien’s family had a history of wanting to explore Unity. That greed had cost his father, 

Marcus, his life, thirty years before. The town of Unity was sacred, as was the land of Suria, so surely 

that intrusion could not happen again. 

Her understanding of the history of the town made little or no sense because some essential 

pieces of the puzzle were missing. She had no idea where to find them, what they looked like, or was 

even sure, if she saw them, whether she would recognise them for what they truly were. 

The good folk of Topeth laboured under an illusion, that what she believed were angels were in 

fact devils, terrible entities who protected their domain, their town, their Unity, by throwing people 

off the bridge or rendering them insane. 


