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Music is a powerful weapon in the right hands.
—J.G.C., Campbell’s Multiple Verses

Sunni and I stroll across the quad towards the town of
Sparkstone. It’s approaching midnight, and the glittering Milky
Way splashes across the sky. The air is thick and stuffy, with
no fresh breeze to alleviate the heat. My arm moves lazily at
my side, swimming through the air as I note the vivid green of
the grass and the stark navy blue of the sky. The Milky Way
stars appear cartoonishly yellow, as if we are walking beneath a
painted curtain of sky, and the Northern Star, the moon, Venus,
and the faint light of Mars are also absent.
“That’s funny,” I say, “I don’t remember the news saying
there would be no regular stars out tonight. Do you think that’s
why we’re here?”
I expect the surroundings to fill in the gap in my memory.
Sparkstone campus. The old buildings behind us that aren’t
really old, and the orderly suburb town before us was built for
the servants of the Collective. A small university town to the
naked eye, but within those white-and-grey shingled homes,
people from another world, spying on us, waiting for our powers
to emerge so they can  …  
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I’m tugged in that direction, but remain anchored by Sunni’s
firm grip on my arm. She gestures in the other direction,
towards the isolated structure of Conrod Building.
A running figure moves swiftly toward us. I draw back
instinctively. It doesn’t look like any of my friends—it can’t
be Jia, she’d probably opt to travel invisibly even in the dark.
The figure pants with effort, glancing over her shoulder every
few seconds as she attempts to put more space between herself
and whoever she thinks is chasing her. In the dim lighting, I
strain to make out her features and move towards her. The
more I focus on her face, the slower I move, as if the air has
transmuted into molasses.
Her white sneakers snag something in the grass and she falls
face-first to the ground. I run towards her to help but she takes
no notice of me. She groans, struggling to climb to her elbows.
“Are you all right?” I ask, kneeling before her.
She fixes a fearful stare at me, squints, and then looks past
my right shoulder. She sobs, and then clamps her mouth shut.
Her wide cheekbones and olive green eyes remind me of a
friend I had in elementary school. She had a similar haircut
when we were young: a thick, messy bob and heavy bangs that
covered her eyebrows.
And as I think of my old, forgotten friend, the girl’s image
wavers for a brief moment, twisting to accommodate my thoughts.
“Focus on the present,” Sunni says.
Sunni’s sharp voice rips the old memory from me as the true
image of the girl comes back into focus. Her dark coffee-brown
hair is short and curled in the autumn climate. Freckles dot the
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bridge of her nose and her sharp chin juts upward as she peers
at the sky. Her lips move; I think she’s praying.
I look frantically around for help, but it’s just me and Sunni
here. Mostly just me, though. I don’t think Sunni has the
physical presence to help. I climb to my feet and offer a hand.
“C’mon. You can come back to my dorm. I have friends that
can protect you. You don’t have to be afraid.”
Again, she ignores me, but this time for a good reason. As if
conjured by the darkness, two figures come soundlessly from
either side of me and grab the girl under her arms. Whether
from surprise or an unknown force, I am knocked backward
onto the cold grass.
“Hey!” I shout at the strangers, scrambling to my feet. My
butt should hurt from the fall, yet the grass is strangely pillowy.
The two humanoids hover over the girl. Heavy, navy robes
hide their true form. Their moves are calculated and cold as
one holds her against the grass, and the other fumbles with
a leather pouch around his waist. Their hands look human,
but I wouldn’t be surprised if they are hafelglob, gross alien
shapeshifters who take human form and make up the majority
of the security here at Sparkstone. Their faces are obscured by
darkness, the hoods, and my fear of seeing their features.
One man holds the girl down as the other injects a
transparent liquid via a large syringe into the crook of her
elbow. She kicks and screams, and calls for help. No one is
here, but me and Sunni, and Sunni isn’t really here at all.
As if I am captaining a dingy on a turbulent sea, I buck and
swerve to maintain my balance in the face of hopelessness.
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The Collective are so much stronger than us.
They’re more advanced.
They can manipulate us, and bring harm to those we love if
we resist them. I know because they’ve hurt my family before.
And yet …   
This ocean is mine. I can still the waters.
I can change the rules because I have superpowers. I can
fight this.
“You could,” says Sunni, next to me. “Won’t do much good,
since you’re not really here.”
The first dose does little to subdue the girl. She is strong.
The would-be captor deftly retrieves another vial of the bright
liquid from his pouch and inserts it into the needle, tests it, and
forcefully gives the girl another dose. She screams. Dull pain
surges up my left arm, as if I am the victim and not the witness
in this crime.
“But this is really happening, isn’t it?” I push to my feet,
aided by dream physics. The grass feels like nothing on my toes.
Blankets surround me; they are the air. I am close to opening
my eyes—my real eyes—and seeing my dorm room, feeling the
dread that accompanies the morning.
“I’m going to wake up. I’m going to run outside and stop
this.”
“I used to think I could do that too,” Sunni admits.
“I’m different. I’m special.”
Sunni shrugs. “Maybe.”
My Sunni wouldn’t have said that. She told me that I was
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meant to do something great here—that my coming heralded
a change. Hopefully one for the better. Me and the Sparks,
we were meant to lead our peers out of this sick experiment
and destroy the Collective’s attempts to harvest our DNA in
the name of progress. No, this Sunni is just a shadow, pieced
together from my twenty-four hours of knowing her and
watching her die.
The girl has quieted now. She lays limp in one of the
attacker’s arms as he drags her across the grass toward Conrod
Building. Beneath that building, there’s a secret launch bay
where the Collective keeps its shuttles. They must not have the
teleportation arm bands like the other hafelglob.
Maybe they didn’t take the precaution because they thought
this would be easy.
Well. They shouldn’t have underestimated us humans.
Time to be a hero.
I launch into a run, yet once again, the air is as thick as
molasses. The kidnappers move at a good clip as if a thicker
atmosphere is normal for them—maybe it is. Damn dream
physics.
“I can move faster than this,” I mumble. My lips are cracked
and dry, and again, the world of sleep and wakefulness thins.
But I can’t afford to leave yet. Dream or not, I won’t wake
up in the dorm knowing that I failed to prevent yet another
kidnapping of a Sparkstone student.
Sunni, in a blur of colour and light, dashes in front of me
and blocks my way. She throws her head back and screams, and
gripping my arm tightly, together we leap into the sky. I lean
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away from her—I have to save the girl—but Sunni’s in control
now.
We’re no longer outside: we’re in what feels like a cabin
living room, if the cabin owners were into the occult. Several
women sit around a Ouija board resting on a table near the far
wall. Shelves filled with crystals and candles line the walls; a
purple cloth banner displaying a pentagram hangs next to a
beaded doorway. I squint, trying to peer through the obscured
grey beyond, yet my unconscious tells me that I’m still in
Sparkstone. The room is stuffy; my legs writhe in the sheets,
and in the dream realm, I try to wriggle from Sunni’s strong
grip. She holds me in place as a heavy mist descends upon the
women. They’re chanting in unison, eyes closed, as they grip
each other tightly.
“I’m going back to save that girl,” I tell Sunni.
Sunni’s grip tightens. The faces of the missing students—
including Sunni’s own smiling visage—swirl in the mist. The
women stare indifferently at them.
“Don’t you know who they are?” I ask them. “The Collective
has taken them. We want justice. What do you know?”
A thick, warm gust of wind gathers the crisp cabin and
occult colours and peels them away, revealing the vibrant quad
once more. The shock of being outside in the cold, even if it’s
still just a dream, hits me hard. The kidnappers and the girl are
almost to Conrod Building. I could make it.
Sunni’s outstretched hand now presses firmly against my
chest. Heat radiates from her in a way that I couldn’t feel from
the kidnapped girl. She is more real in this moment than in
any other.
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Her eyes glow faintly as she utters her usual request.
“Open …  ”
“The door. I know. But I don’t know which—” My words are
sluggish. I can taste the sleep in my mouth. In the distance, the
attackers and the girl are fading black dots as they approach the
hidden shuttle bay. “I can’t do this now.”
“This is more important than just one girl,” she says
insistently. Her fingertips dig into my skin as her other hand
moves up to my neck. The hand is cold, scaled, and familiar.
“You’re not Sunni. You never are.”
“Trying …  ” For a moment, it really does look like she’s
trying to resist possession. Her hand stiffens, yet the dream
doesn’t allow me to back away. My body is lead and trapped
on the hard mattress in real life, preventing me from escaping
her grasp.
Sunni loses the battle. Her green eyes darken and
transform, possessed by my memory of the alien Professor
Jadore, when she threatened our lives. I gulp in air as she
clamps her grip around me. While one hand chokes, the
other whips out a knife from behind her back. She stabs me
in the chest. It’s a dull, muted pain, made more intense as
she twists the blade clockwise, as if trying to turn a sound
dial on a radio.
This is the part where I can usually force myself to wake up.
Fog rolls in from my peripheral vision, though it could be
me slowly dying. I choke out a plea for Sunni-Jadore to stop, but
with each wasted utterance, she becomes more and more like
Jadore. Green-skinned, black eyes, and taller. Even if I wanted
y14z
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to comply with their request, there’s no door to be seen. My
eyes roll upward. Just let the dream be over already.
The Sunni-Jadore form dissipates and becomes one with the
fog, and for a moment, my dream mind wonders if she was
really there in the first place. Only my hands hold the knife
stuck in my chest. It doesn’t hurt anymore. There’s no blood,
only the sense of something foreign stuck inside me. I slide the
blade out, and breathe a little easier.
In the sky, misty cloud nebulas swirl at a stand-still pace into
a black hole. I’m still on Earth, and still at Sparkstone, yet the
fog has devoured it all: the campus, the never-ending stretch of
prairie, and Canadian Rockies.
The further away an object, the slower it appears to move.
Standing alone on the barren planet as white mist rises and
envelops me, I don’t know what’s worse: passing the event
horizon and stretching forever into a place where light cannot
escape, or waiting here, alone in the mist, undying as the
universe marches on.
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“And there’s nothing else? That’s all that happened?”
I nod at Jia’s question, stroking my long piano fingers as I
lean back against the faux leather couch. The skin on my hands
peels from the dry climate. I try not to pick at it. I’ll have to
make do without hand lotion—the stuff I brought with me in
September ran out a few days ago. Since anything I buy in this
alien-controlled town could be infused with strange, DNAaltering chemicals, I don’t want to take the risk.
“The girl sounds like Kendra. She lives on the floor below
us. Always seemed nice,” Jia says thoughtfully. “Maybe Sunni is
showing you her fate to help us.”
Misty fidgets in her seat next to Jia. Dreaming about Sunni—
whether she’s actually communicating with me from beyond the
grave, or whether I’m conjuring her from my subconscious—is
a contentious subject. Why Sunni chose to communicate with
me, a person she barely knew for twenty-four hours in real life,
rather than Misty, a close friend she knew before coming to
Sparkstone, is still a mystery.
Normally we’d have these meetings outside, where there’s
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less chance of us being observed, but this autumn has been
unforgiving with its shrill winds. I could probably stand it,
but Wil and Misty aren’t as accustomed to bearing the cold as
Jia and me. I don’t blame them. Sitting on comfy couches in
a private, climate-controlled study room in Rogers Hall is far
more preferable, especially with our albeit crude methods of
circumventing the Collective’s monitoring methods.
“Another one, gone,” I say.
“So we’ll add Kendra to the list. Does Kendra have a last
name?” Misty asks. She can’t meet my apologetic gaze. These
dream-recounting sessions are hard for her. Drudging up Sunni
every day doesn’t help us move on from her violent death at
Jadore’s hands weeks ago. “That’s, what, three students gone in
the last couple of weeks?”
Wil, sitting to my left on the leather couch, has already made
the calculation with his light-speed, telepathic brain of his, but
he obliges me as I do a quick mental tally.
The first was Daniel Chomber, an astrobiology and chemical
engineering major in his final year. One day, he was on the
verge of making an important breakthrough studying how the
reactions between water, rocks, and low temperatures shape
planet habitability. The next, his dorm and his lab desk had
been cleaned out. The cover-up was too clean, too much like
how they treated Sunni’s death to not catch our attention.
The second, barely four days later: Fahima Osmond, a thirdyear student who had skipped a grade in high school because
of her impressive grasp of mathematics, which led her to study
cryptology and physics. According to her friends, she had been
falling behind on her projects, and had obsessively spent more
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and more time in her dorm room. Just like Daniel Chomber,
one day she was there, and the next, she was “gone.” Sent home
to “think about her future” was the official story, though to our
knowledge, no one leaves Sparkstone University alive.
The Collective became more restrained, because it was
nearly two weeks before the next disappearance. Avery Trites,
second-year student, studying ballet and kinesiology. Avery
travelled with a few other dancers to and from Sparkstone for
competitions and shows—under heavy supervision from two
professors. Even though Avery was reported to have returned
to campus from the latest outing, others reported that the
professors had kept him late at a bar in Edmonton to celebrate
his latest win. Same thing the next day: empty dorm, emptied
out locker. Official story: transferred to a special dance academy
somewhere in the States.
Now, less than three days later, Kendra. Unknown last name.
Unknown major. Gone, like the rest of them.
“Kendra makes for the fourth one in three weeks.”
We only have five minutes left on the jammer, Wil reminds us
with his unblockable telepathic voice.
Textbooks and binder notes are scattered across the coffee
table, and Wil balances a black notebook on his lap. It’s filled
with advanced calculus, though that’s for the benefit of the
tiny camera inserted into the ceiling—although Wil does
enjoy solving calculus equations in his spare time. He fiddles
absently with the silver band wrapped permanently around his
wrist. The same band is around all our wrists. He’s still unable
to get them off, despite trying everything he can think of. And
if the telepathic genius who has a silver tongue when it comes
y18z
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to technology can’t get rid of it, I don’t know who can.
The Collective monitors almost every room in every
building on campus. Most of the devices are installed in the
ceiling, beside or within lights. Thanks to Wil’s genius, we’ve
figured out how to modify our alien wristbands to interfere
with the audio signal for up to fifteen minutes. Wil’s telepathic
powers help extend this time limit sometimes, but we don’t
want to raise suspicion by relying on him too much. It’s one
thing for him to be good with technology. It’s another to have
them realize that his genius is driven by his superpowers.
“And the stuff about you opening a door?”
It’s impossible to lie, but it’s easy to hold back. Wil doesn’t
push me, but I feel his patient stare. Even thinking about him
thinking about my thoughts is enough to drudge up memories
and feelings that I don’t want him to see. Like Ethan and
I in the music room, creating music together. And how he
almost died in my arms, just weeks ago, because of whatever
experiments the Collective are doing on him. He could be next.
He could be—
“Hey!” Misty says, clapping suddenly. Her icy glare turns to
Wil. “She alive in there or what?”
“I’ve told you before, okay? She says that every time. You
knew her. Don’t you know what it means?”
Misty slumps back in the couch and puts her boots up
on the coffee table. Flecks of dirt shake from the soles
onto a sheet of orderly calculus problems. “She’s trying to
communicate with us.”
Jia lets out a calculated breath and discretely checks her cell

y19z

y Clare C. Marshall

phone. “We know from Shannon across the hall from me that
Kendra wasn’t in tutorial today, and she heard that her room
was vacated.”
“That’s what happened with Sunni,” Misty said, her voice
unsteady.
Jia nods. I don’t need Wil’s powers to relive the moment of
her death. The crackle of Jadore’s hand lightning. The thump as
she fell to the floor on the mother ship. Her body, transported
away. There was no time to say goodbye. When we returned to
Earth, me in a whirlwind of newfound teleportation powers, to
find her room had been emptied—and readied for me—it was
like she’d never been there at all. None of us know if me staying
in Sunni’s room has given me access to her bizarre psychic
dreamscape, or if Sunni is communicating from beyond the
grave, but the dreams are unlike anything I’ve had before, and
with Sunni’s absence hanging over us so thickly, we cannot
afford to dismiss anything.
“It matches what happened to the others. It’s … safe to assume
the worst,” Jia continued quietly.
“If she was really abducted—” Wil begins.
“She was,” I say curtly, in a certainty that frightens me.
“We—I—saw it. I saw the others too—but this is the clearest
dream yet.”
Wil nods patiently. “What I’m saying is there is no other
information confirming that that’s how the girl was abducted.
Her absence—and the absence of the others—doesn’t make the
abduction theory more plausible.” He adjusts the small, round
frames on his nose, and leans forward, unable to relax, and
then tells us telepathically, Maybe a minute now, probably less.
y20z
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The urgency cuts through Jia’s voice. “And we’re no closer to
discovering what kind of alien this might be? Was it hafelglob?”
“Don’t think so, but I can’t be sure.” We haven’t ever seen
hafelglob wear anything other than maintenance overalls, or
security guard attire. Despite several night missions surveying
Conrod Building—Wil has access because his lab is in there—
we haven’t seen any unusual activity.
“We don’t know how many aliens belong to the Collective.
There’s too friggin’ many. All that matters is they’re not
human.” Misty mutters.
“Maybe,” I say, trying to recall the details of the dream.
Sunni’s dreams don’t slip away as easily as regular vivid dreams.
“There was a part where I was in a room filled with occult
imagery. People were sitting around a table, and this strange
cloud hovered above them. And … the faces of the kidnapped
were in the cloud. The room was boiling hot.” I blush again,
but I’m determined to tell them every aspect of the dream, no
matter how silly or trivial.
Misty lights up. “There’s an occult shop in town.”
“There is?”
Time’s up, Wil says telepathically. “So, Ingrid, does that
statistics explanation help at all?”
“I hope I was able to clear up the cognitive behavioural issue
question you had. It’s tricky, but you’ll get it,” Jia chimes in,
right on cue.
I smile weakly. Misty’s words remain. I have to get to that
occult shop.
But just like that, the dream conversation is over. Who knows
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what the alien listening in on us thinks about our suspicious
meetings. Jia’s major is child psychology, and has little intersection
with Wil’s math and computer engineering work. At least me
taking pointers from Wil makes sense, with me supposedly
studying psychology and interdimensional theories. And Misty—
well, I wouldn’t be surprised if they stopped trying to play the
mind gymnastics it takes to justify her presence in our math
and science conversations. Her linguistics major and mastery of
languages would be little help in the joint study scenario we’re
selling here. Sparkstone did sell its freshmen on interdisciplinary
study. Strange major combinations are not only common, but
encouraged. It’s a thin, but somewhat comforting blanket.
“So…um…” Jia and I exchange awkward smiles. It’s always
like this after the jammer gives out. We have to go back to
considering each word before speaking. “If we’re done, should
we go for a walk? Get some exercise before going back at it? I…
could use a stretch.”
Wil stands to his full height—an impressive six foot one—
and gathers his misconstrued papers. “Can’t. Have to get back
to the lab. My project is due in a week.”
“Keener,” Misty mutters, but she jumps to her feet. “I’m
down for a walk.”
“Don’t you have a deadline to meet?” I ask.
“So do you. I think yours is a little more urgent, no?”
It’s true that Jadore hasn’t let up on me. Ever since I
announced my connection to Joseph G. Campbell, I’ve lived
with regret. But I need to know why I feel so strongly about
him. Why I feel like I know him.
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Why I can conjure him into our world with my music.
We gather our papers and tidy the study room for the next
study group. We take our time. Hurrying would be suspicious.
I yawn. Being constantly aware of my body, and how it reacts,
is exhausting. It doesn’t help that Jia, Misty, and I have been
sharing a room for the past week. Jia snores, and Misty rolls
in her sleep, and has terrible nightmares that make her sweat
something fierce. But it’s the best way to keep an eye on each
other—and makes it harder for the Collective to snatch us
during the night.
I clutch my binders close to my chest. I shouldn’t be so
mean with Misty. She does make it easy with her defensive
attitude. As Wil finishes gathering his math problems and Jia
eagerly helps, I lean against the door. Misty texts absently on
her phone. Weeks ago, she confided in me that she writes text
messages to herself in a language that she and Sunni made up:
part of her grieving process.
“So what’s the new project you’ve got?” I ask her.
“Hmm?” She peers at me over her device. “Oh. Just dumb
documents that I have to translate.”
“What is it this time? Japanese or German?” Jia asks. She
barely takes her gaze from Wil as he stuffs his messy, notestuffed binder into his shoulder bag.
“Arabic,” Misty replies, finally stuffing her phone in her
back pocket.
Finally we head out into the hallway. Jia first, then Misty,
then me, and then Wil. No professors heading our way, just some
students. Jadore’s in her office. We’re clear.
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Jia continues our innocent conversation from the study
room. “I could use a refresher on my Mandarin,” Jia says as
we saunter down the long, red-carpeted hallway within Rogers
Hall. Dorms for guests and newly arrived students line
both sides. I stayed here for a day when I arrived, before
I moved into Sunni’s old room. “It’s been a long time since
I’ve spoken it.”
“Your parents don’t speak it?” Wil asks.
Jia laughs. “No. I mean, I guess they learned a bit with me
when I was younger, and they sent me to a Mandarin-only
school when I was six, but it was pretty expensive and in
Calgary, far away, so they had to stop. So, Misty, would you be
up for some private tutoring?”
Misty shrugs, but I see in her eyes that she’s trying to hide
her interest. “Sure, I guess. Mandarin’s not one of my best
languages.”
“You’re being modest. Every language is your best language.”
“Yeah, yeah, okay. You don’t need to butter me up, I’ll help.”
“Are there any languages you don’t know?” I ask her.
“Finnish is hard. Swedish I can get by all right in. Gaelic, I
have no clue. Not that many speak that one anyway.”
“Is mise Ingrid, ciamar a tha thu?” I say. “That’s pretty much
all I know.”
Misty runs her teeth harshly over her bottom lip and looks
pensive. “I’m Ingrid, how are you? That right?”
“Yeah. You just picked that up now?”
She shrugs again and waves her hands. “Throwin’ fire and
ice ain’t all I can do.”
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I hold my breath. Wil shoots her a dirty look. Jia tenses
beside me.
Do you want to get us killed? Wil asks.
“It’s fine,” Misty says, brushing us off. She stuffs her hands
in her sweater pockets, and quickly checks the hallway for
cameras. There’s one at the end of the hall above the entrance,
but we’re still pretty far. It’s possible it didn’t hear. Still, she
lowers her voice. “If they don’t know that’s what I’m about by
now by the number of blobs I’ve hurt, then they’re dumber
than rocks and we should have no problem getting those
students back. If there’s anyone left to rescue. What I meant
was, unfortunately my languages skills don’t come in as handy.”
Wil is a hard one to read; he remains stoic at the best of
times. Perhaps he’s gotten used to forgiving Misty for her
easy dismissals. It saved us while we were on the mother ship,
you quickly figuring out syntax and guessing words. I wouldn’t
discount your talent that quickly.
“Okay, that’s enough praise from y’all today.” But she’s
trying to hide her smile. She really is proud of this. I can’t say
I’m not impressed and a little bit jealous. My teleportation
power has shown itself in times of need but I’m a long way
from saying that I have it as an innate talent. “We should get
back to Rita House.”
“I’m heading towards Conrod Building,” Wil says.
“Sight unseen?” Jia asks.
He shakes his head. “We have to appear consistent.”
“Yeah. Right.” Jia’s disappointment at Wil rejecting her offer
to provide invisibility isn’t hard to miss. To bring all of us under
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her genetically produced shield, she has to touch us, or we have
to touch someone she is touching. Any excuse to hold Wil’s
hand is a good one to her, I suppose.
The camera planted above the threshold between the
hallway and the second-floor landing above the entrance to
Rogers Hall watches our every move. To the lazy observer, we
four aren’t an interesting sight. I hope. I hold my breath as we
pass through. It reminds me of the childhood game we’d play
when driving in a car. If you drove past a graveyard, you had
to hold your breath. It didn’t matter how long the graveyard
lasted. If you gave up because you ran out of breath or because
of a long traffic light, you lost. Chills run through me now, even
as I squint against the light of the entrance just a few feet below
us, on the main landing. All we have to do is go down a flight of
wide, open stairs—the same stairs I met Sunni on over a month
ago—and out the doors to the left.
Escape from the building doesn’t mean escaping the
Collective. They’re everywhere on campus. On the main
landing, lazily on the job behind a service desk, is a security
guard. Definitely hafelglob. He sits upright in his chair,
watching the ginormous TV placed on the right-hand corner
of the desk. It’s the only item on the freshly sanded maple
wood. He’s watching CBC News with the volume turned up to
deafening levels. There’s a reporter at a crime scene in Halifax,
Nova Scotia, announcing the arrest of an alleged serial killer
who happened to be running for political office.
The four of us head down the stairs. I try to focus on the
exit, but I can’t help but study the alien in human form as we
descend. I’m not sure if it’s my budding superpowers, or a
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built-in survival instinct, but something primal in my gut knows
that the security guard doesn’t belong here. That he’s out of
place. A wolf among us sheep. The hafelglob in their natural
state are gelatinous creatures, yet their sharp teeth and large
mouths could easily take down a herd animal. I wonder how
they evolved to be that way, if the Collective scooped them up
from their home world and helped their evolution on to suit
their needs, or whether they are natural, gross predators.
Like many animals, the hafelglob in disguise knows
when it’s being watched. He glares at me, annoyed that my
attention is taking him away from his show. I look away quickly
and nearly trip as I hurry down the rest of the stairs toward
the door. No doubt he knows who we are, and would love an
excuse to bust us all.
My body slams against the push-bar, and the door opens.
The cold bites my face, refreshing after several hours in the
stale environment. It’s late afternoon in Sparkstone, Alberta.
The end of October looms, and the Canadian Rockies weather
begins to show her true colours with rich autumn reds and
orange dominating the curated trees planted on campus and
along Sparkstone Boulevard. The sky is a traditional cloudless
blue, and the grass, while giving way to hints of autumn brown,
is kept green by the diligent maintenance staff milling about in
the distance. Also hafelglob.
Now that we’re outside in the open, we can talk more freely.
There are most certainly cameras on the buildings, but with
the wide distance between the buildings, it’s doubtful the audio
would pick up clear conversations. At least, that’s our theory.
And my personal hope.
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“It’s colder than I thought out here.” I glance back at Misty
and Jia. “You’re sure you’re up for a walk?”
Misty sneers good-naturedly. “Just ‘cause I’m American
doesn’t mean—”
“It’s supposed to go down to minus ten tonight,” Jia says,
whipping out her cell phone to confirm.
Wil and Misty crack jokes about the winter, especially when
I tell them to consider buying heavier coats. They have no
idea what minus thirty Celsius feels like. Then again, as Misty
is quick to point out, she’s lived in more places than all of us
combined, and that I shouldn’t be so hasty to judge what her
body knows about cold. Especially when she can blast ice from
her fingers. I’m pretty sure she’s just being defensive, though.
“Minus ten,” Misty mutters, shaking her head. “Just a quick
walk around the quad, or down that trail behind the houses
where you like to run. I’m not suggesting another late-night
mission.”
We’ve had a couple of those in the past two weeks. Neither of
them yielded encouraging results. Just the four of us, wandering
invisible around campus in the dark like chameleon vigilantes,
waiting for the Collective to make its move. And what did it get
us? A scolding from Jadore for being late to tutorial, and tons of
arguments brought on by lack of sleep.
“I wonder how the Collective will fair through the winter,”
Wil muses as we saunter across the quad. “Roads are not
good during the winter. I guess they could fly things in, but
heavy machinery, even the old Curtiss-Wright C-46 planes
in the Yukon might have trouble starting if we really get hit
by the cold.”
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“The Collective have been here for a few years now though,
haven’t they?” Misty says, joining in on our musings—a rare
occurrence. “They’ve probably got it all figured out.”
“That’s what they’d like us to think,” I say. “Maybe their
supply of Substance 454 will dry up.” Substance 454 is what
the Collective puts in its food to pacify the students.
“And our food supply too. Fresh food will be hard to come by.
Thank goodness Mum and Dad’s shipment arrived yesterday. I
hope they’re getting along with the harvest fine.”
“It’ll be okay,” I say, squeezing her shoulder. It’s an empty
promise, and Jia smiles thinly, but repeating those three words
has become a personal mantra, especially when it comes to
family.
A car screeches down Sparkstone Boulevard and whips by us.
Jia instinctively leaps backward, tugging me with her. She
grew up more rural than the rest of us: she’s not used to cars
whipping by. The car seems to realize the speed limit isn’t
above thirty as Sparkstone Boulevard turns into a pedestriandominated walkway. Tires screeching, it grinds to a halt.
Several studying students turn their attentions away from
their conversations and notebooks to gawk at the nerve of this
obvious outsider.
“Hey…wait…” Misty whispers. “I know that car . . .”
It’s an older make, definitely eighties, maybe seventies. It
has seen its fair share of battles, with a bent-up passenger’s
side door and windshield fractures—a common sight down in
Calgary, but these look like the windshield has driven through a
fierce hailstorm. The front driver’s side door is painted a fading
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orange, while the rest of the vehicle is a rusty light blue. The
gas exhaust interrupts our fresh autumn air rudely. Cars rarely
come through Sparkstone—not this late in the semester. In
fact, it’s pretty rare that anyone here drives, despite the perfect
suburban garages on the houses in town.
“I’ll catch up with—” Wil starts to head away from us, across
the road in the direction of Conrod Building when he stops
short. His gaze dances between the car and Misty. “No way … ”
“What?” I ask.
The car reverses, more carefully now, and backs into the
Rogers Hall parking lot. The engine abruptly ceases. A woman
pushes the car door open brashly and tumbles out, and marches
towards MacLeod Hall.
“C’mon,” Misty hisses.
MacLeod Hall is behind Rita House and dozens of feet
away, closer to the roundabout that borders the actual town of
Sparkstone and the campus. The woman seems to know where
she’s going as she follows the well-trodden foot path made by
many hard-working students. When I first arrived, I didn’t
know where anything was. As we approach MacLeod Hall, we
see her entering the building. I wait for some alarm to go off,
for her to jump back, startled, as the door takes her DNA, but
it seems to let her in without incident. Perhaps she is from the
Collective. We maneuver around a couple of students coming
out of tutorials as the four of us rush inside. She marches
down the rightmost hallway off the entrance, leading to the
professors’ offices, and finally I’m able to get a clear view of her.
The woman is short and stout, but moves with the speed
of a hunting cheetah. Blond-white curls frame her ashen face.
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While her skin has seen better days, her eyes are deep pools of
sorrow. Human or alien, this woman has seen death.
We hang back from her—especially me, as I don’t know who
she is—and watch as she storms down the hallway. She doesn’t
appear concerned that the four of us are clambering after her
in plain sight. Her gaze does not waver from its target: Jadore’s
office.
“I know who that is,” Misty says quietly, and takes off
after her.
“Misty!” I hiss. I roll my eyes and gesture to Jia and Wil.
The four of us follow the determined woman to Jadore’s
office, if only to warn her that now is not the time to anger
the terrifying reptilian alien beast within. She must hear us,
for the hallway is otherwise empty and quiet, but she appears
not to care. Jadore’s office is at the end of the hallway. Without
ceremony, she twists the doorknob and bursts into the room.
From the hallway, I can see Jadore. She rises abruptly from
her desk and reaches for her lethal cane. “Who is there?”
Professor Jadore wears dark sunglasses to cover her even
darker eyes. Her story is that she’s blind, but in reality, she’s
an alien whose human disguise is unable to give her humanlooking eyes. She seems to have a sensitivity to light but this
makes her no less deadly. Holding onto the desk for support,
she walks slowly around it to face the strange intruder, and us.
The woman appears unafraid of Jadore. She draws in a deep
breath and balls her hands into fists. “You don’t remember me?
I’ll tell you who I am. My name is Svanhild Harris, and I want to
know what in blazes you’ve done with my daughter.”
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Hey! I’m Clare. I’m the author of the book you’re
reading.
I hope you liked the first chapter!
Did you know you could read more...for free?
Yeah!
Start reading the next two chapters right now.
Or, if you’re already dying to collect the entire
book, the best way to support me is to buy the book
directly from my website. You can also get it from
your favourite book seller, but if you buy the print
book, I will sign it for you! :)
Happy reading!

~Clare

