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* *: US2008052290 Worlds on Fire 307
o* * Ju!y 4t Independence day for AmAerica. | always have. mixed emotions about this Poetry Portal 8
* ti me of year. |l dm a patriot through and through, even want

| was a kid. In fact it was a 4" of July weekend much like this one way back in 1987, CONvoluted NERE 9-11
* b s it was when | lost my independence for many years. Like many kids | was stolen in
-**' the night and taken to another place. Mgagheaehger do hard | abo
+* torté When | finally escaped and found my way back home to
‘* had all changed. The years | had not felt pass had altered the landscape. My farm Trimountaine & Part 13 1213
house was now a strip mall and | was, for lack of a better term, an adult.
That 6s when | started to actually hate rﬁwuglforlghfa%reﬁappelz}s. I ha
them before but this was a newer level. In an instant | realized all that had been . .
" stolen from me. Time, childhood, family, a place to belong, my humanity, who Upcoming White Wolf 14

knows what el se I 6ve missed!

_-* & N
* ‘* | did what any reasonable person would do in this situation, | found brothers and

* * @ sisters. Other altered people tormented and destroyed by those vicious and destruc-

* tive demons of the other world. It was a called a motley, but that was just another

_*: way of saying a secrete militia.

* . I worked hard and honored the tenants of war. Three years passed and it came to

the summer of 2008.

| had been chasing some beings of the Hedge that were getting ready to strike a

family not wunli ke mine. | didnoét get a on
% save the kids. Precious little gems with bright gleaming eyes and Velcro shoes and
as luck would have it the family had actually seen the others for what they were and
p 8 W knew what | had done to help them. g
* * Apparently something similar had happened to the parents, Mathew and Bethany, The National Staff
* ‘* W when they were children. They had been similarly saved.
:* Mathew said he owed me and would repay me for my help. All | needed was to ask National Coordinator:
* the favor of him. .
o Pearce Dreadin
@ | told him not to worry about it, but he wouldndt | et me f
up the night and talked, | found out that he owned a security firm that specialized ANC Admin:
in background checks for prestigious positions at global companies. And that as a Michael Munene
side task his company regularly retrieved lost personnel in countries where the
= authorities had not real power. In fact just last month he had recovered the Iranian ANC Arbitration:
director for Chevrondés Middle East pipelilnes. ’
* A Jon Noble
+* * | started talking about my family and my old home. At some point | was balling so
* hard the room started to get hot. Heck | should have known to keep my anger and ANC Chapters:
** sadness in check but | coul dnodt . I 6d | o9indaSBRlari®d ch and here
» Then it got cold, and sooty. | turned in the chair to see that Bethany had doused me .
: * with a fire extinguisher. | was caught off guard and reacted:; | tried to call forth my ANC_ Publications:
b ® i nner flames only to find thaté well é t Hebibdodgeassngui sher wor

fire.

: : L ANC Prestige:
| pulled back in my rage and apologized. Bethany had been listening and under- B
stood. | asked Matthew if he could find 'R]y family. He sai
have to have it worked outside of business, and that it would be his project. We
agreed heéd turn whatever he could over to me in a year.
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Summertime Struggles (Continued)

|l 6d half forgotten half anxiously anticipated t
and address and a warning that there was something else wearing my skin at the house. |

dondt know how Matthew knew about what a fetch
regardless and left work early to pack.

A crow bar, a cheap .45, gloves, and a camera, | had only wanted my life back, but with a fetch

there | knew I had to cut my family away from t
should; | | ooked |ike an Ogre in a man suit. Te
suit, but thatdéds not i mportant.

| told my commander what was going on and where to find me should something go wrong.

| walked to my house. Amazingly it was only two towns away. Sixty miles one way and worth

every drop of gas in my old beat up ford SUV. | parked a block away from the house and found

my way through the ally. | had studied the photos and info on the way to the house. It was a 2

story 1500 square foot house. The kind that is best described as deep but skinny, old with new
additions, and |ived in but not abused. The ba
bushes. |t was Titanium, not Iron, so it wasnbd
doors. (I had been told to keep away from I ron
AAll ergyo)

C
t

| walked into the kitchen. Bless my mom and dad.

They had taken pictures my whole life and hung them proudly. One of me and dad on the
beach, two of me graduating, | guess my Fetch had went to college. And lastly one of me and a
8”’ the family | was supposed to have had.

CURSE THE WRETCHED W HO STOLE ME!

Then | heard him in the other room. The bag of bones and twigs and leaves and animal parts

hidden away in a suit that looked like me, from the kitchen | could see him. He was sitting in a

lazy boy watching TV and laughing. The living room was quant, full of many antiques and an

urn above the fireplace. | walked quietly up behind the fetch lifted the gun and squeezed two

of f into the back of where his brain would be i

|l 6ve killed fetches before, they dondét sl ump ov
think about that at that second though, and instead launched myself at him and started

pounding at his body and head. | bashed his head against the linoleum until it was a meaty

pulp and struck his chest till it caved in.

At some point | heard a scream, and started to scramble for some keep sakes. The pictures of

the |Iife | would have hadé And went to run out
head and burn into my skull and | almost went down, but managed to regain balance and

shift. | decided to run back towards the front door and just say fuck it, but | tripped. Exten-

sion cords wound their way into my path and | went tumbling into the fireplace and into the

ur n. I got pinned under the sectional that had
bered when the cops showed up to haul me away.

And now | am awaiting trial for the murder of C
Gavin Brett Johnson, though my identification now says otherwise. My Brother was named
after me.

The others who had captured me all those years before were truly cruel. You see, unlike most
they didndédt replace me. Though fate had pushed
learn of situations like my own, and now | sit here in jail cell. The trial begins tomorrow.

A prefect trap sprung at the per
ri

fect ti me. And
sorry! I di dnot Zknow! I was t cked!

¢
d
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Worlds on Fire

By Michael M Scott
US2002021747

The appearance of German bombers in the skies over London during the afternoon of
September 7, 1940 heralded a tactical shift in Hitler's attempt to subdue Great Britain.
During the previous two months, the Luftwaffe had targeted RAF airfields and radar
stations for destruction in preparation for the German invasion of the island. With inva-
sion plans put on hold and eventually scrapped, Hitler turned his attention to destroying
London in an attempt to demoralize the population and force the British to come to

terms. At around 4:00 PM on that September day, 348 German bombers escorted by 617
fighters blasted London until 6:00 PM. Two hours later, guided by the fires set by the

first assault, a second group of raiders commenced another attack that lasted until 4:30
the following morning.

Alt was a
This was the beginning of the Blitz - a period of intense bombing of London and other

cities that continued until the following May. For the next consecutive 57 days, London nlght when

was bombed either during the day or night. Fires consumed many portions of the city. London was

Residents sought shelter wherever they could find it - many fleeing to the Underground ringed and

stations that sheltered as many as 177,000 people during the night. In the worst single

incident, 450 were killed when a bomb destroyed a school being used as an air raid shel- stabbed

ter. Londoners and the world were introduced to a new weapon of terror and destruction wi t h fire.

in the arsenal of twentieth century warfare.
It was a night when London was ringed and stabbed with fire.

They came just after dark, and somehow you could sense from the quick, bitter firing of
the guns that there was to be no monkey business this night.

Shortly after the sirens wailed you could hear the Germans grinding overhead. In my
room, with its black curtains drawn across the windows, you could feel the shake from
the guns. You could hear the boom, crump, crump, crump, of heavy bombs at their work
of tearing buildings apart. They were not too far away.

Half an hour after the firing started | gathered a couple of friends and went to a high,
darkened balcony that gave us a view of a third of the entire circle of London. As we
stepped out onto the balcony a vast inner excitement came over all of usan excitement
that had neither fear nor horror in it, because it was too full of awe.

You have all seen big fires, but | doubt if you have ever seen the whole horizon of a city
lined with great fires - scores of them, perhaps hundreds.

There was something inspiring just in the awful savagery of it.

The closest fires were near enough for us to hear the crackling flames and the yells of
firemen. Little fires grew into big ones even as we watched. Big ones died down under
the firemen's valor, only to break out again later.

About every two minutes a new wave of planes would be over. The motors seemed to
grind rather than roar, and to have an angry pulsation, like a bee buzzing in blind fury.

Into the dark shadowed spaces below us, while we watched, whole batches of incendiary
bombs fell. We saw two dozen go off in two seconds. They flashed terrifically, then

o



Worlds on Fire (Continued)

quickly simmered down to pin points of dazzling white, burning ferociously. These
white pin points would go out one by one, as the unseen heroes of the moment smoth-
ered them with sand. But also, while we watched, other pin points would burn on, and
soon a yellow flame would leap up from the white center. They had done their work -
another building was on fire.

The greatest of all the fires was directly in front of us. Flames seemed to whip hun-
dreds of feet into the air. Pinkish -white smoke ballooned upward in a great cloud, and
out of this cloud there gradually took shape - so faintly at first that we weren't sure we
saw correctly - the gigantic dome of St. Paul's Cathedral.

St. Paul's was surrounded by fire, but it came through. It stood there in its enormous
proportions - growing slowly clearer and clearer, the way objects take shape at dawn.
It was like a picture of some miraculous figure that appears before peacehungry sol-
diers on a battlefield.

The streets below us were sentiilluminated from the glow. Immediately above the
ASt . P a u | firegthe sky was red and angry, and overhead, making a ceiling in the vast heavens,
there was a cloud of smoke all in pink. Up in that pink shrouding there were tiny, bril-

was sur- liant specks of flashing light-antiaircraft shells bursting. After the flash you could hear
rounded by the sound.
fire, but it

' Up there, too, the barrage balloons were standing out as clearly as if it were daytime,
came llut now they were pink instead of silver. And now and then through a hole in that
t hr ou g h . pink shroud there twinkled incongruously a permanent, genuine star - the old - fash-

ioned kind that has always been there.
Below us the Thames grew lighter, and all around below were the shadows the dark
shadows of buildings and bridges that formed the base of this dreadful masterpiece.

Later on | borrowed a tin hat and went out among the fires. That was exciting too; but
the thing | shall always remember above all the other things in my life is the mon-
strous loveliness of that one single view of London on a holiday night - London

stabbed with great fires, shaken by explosions, its dark regions along the Thames spar-
kling with the pin points of white -hot bombs, all of it roofed over with a ceiling of pink
that held bursting shells, balloons, flares and the grind of vicious engines. And in
yourself the excitement and anticipation and wonder in your soul that this could be
happening at all.

These things all went together to make the most hateful, most beautiful single scene |

have ever known.

We used to watch the flying bombs coming in, they were scary. The first time | saw

one | thought it had been shot down because it had flames behind it, but | soon

| earned that wasndt the case. They used to
would say to yourself: Keep going, dondt st
never hear or see them but 5 houses would disappear. The scariest were the land

mines. You would see the white of their parachute as they floated down- where they

landed would depend on the way the wind blew. They could destroy a street at a time.

It felt bad hoping they wouldndédt hit your p
body else would be getting it.

Despite all the modern technology the one thing you cannot recreate is the smell that
was the real horror. The smell of cordite, bombs, debris, burst gas mains, burning
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Worlds on Fire (Continued)

timber and sometimes burning flesh is something that will never leave me.

When | hearasiren-1 i ke t he one at the end of Dado 2 TV
|l 6m back there. ltds not a case of reme mt | neyv
game all 15 and 16 year olds were mustered to sandbag hospitals and public buildings. |

was 15 when the War started and 45 when | found out how it

just finished my exams and was supposed to be going to college. The war disrupted lives

you had to grow up very quickly and find a strength from v
human being can stand in the face of adversity. When | look at 15 year olds today | shud-

der to think what would have been expected of them. Howeve
their lives, as nobody should have to go through what our generation did.

We lived in North West London, about half a mile from a power station, which was a

major target during the Blitz. There were five of us. My father was an Engine Driver. Our n We | i ved

air raid shelter was a hole in the bottom of the garden; 8-9ft deep, plugged up with dirt

covered by a plank. Four or five of us were in there every night for 2% years from seven on

at night until seven in the morning. In the summer it would only be for 7 or 8 hours but powdered

in the winter it could be for up to 15 hours. The clay soil in London meant it was con-

stantly becoming waterlogged and wedd havepotato®si | the wat
The worst thing about being in the shelter was the uncertainty of what would be left the and

following morning would your house still be there? Would your neighbors still be there? powdered

The only information we received in the shelter was through the wireless. You had to

believe what you heard but you knew it was®@gSSOhe whol e st
told the truth it would harm morale. You had to guess what might have happened and 6real 6 e s
then find out who was missing when you went to work the next day. That was the worst g9

thing hoping your father would walk in at the end of each day you never knew if you were a
would see those you cared about again. My brother used to keep budgerigars in an avi- ) -
ary in the garden. One night an oil bomb landed and the fumes killed all of the birds. It rari1 ty. n

was almost as upsetting as losing people they were so innocent what had they done to us
or to anybody for that matter?

The comradeship that existed between everybody during the Blitz is something | re-

member fondly. Doors and windows were always open and everybody did what they

could to help in whatever way they could. People would pool their rationed food, make

tea or, if somebodyods house was destroyed, they would be ¢
guestions asked. Nobody was a stranger during the war and amid the helplessness there

was always hope.

At 16 | joined the factory based Home Guard; | was very proud as | felt | was actually
able to do something useful. We wore the same uniform as regular soldiers (with the
OHome Guard Flashdéd) which bore the same insignia; a bow ar

At the time | worked 12 hour shifts, from 6.00 am 6.00 pm. | was on duty with the
Home Guard every sixth night, which meant working my 12 hour shift, then off to Bat-
tery, sometimes encountering action for 6 to 8 hours through the night, then back to
work again!

We | ived on powdered potatoes and powdered eggs so 6real o
boiled egg rota in place for when a real egg arrived. If you saw a banana it was big news.

Wedd someti mes get to stand down and have cocoa and cornec
shift; a real privilege. | felt very satisfied at being able to help to protect my family and



Worlds on Fire (Continued)

and my friends but | was oh so tired!

Perhaps it was because | was so tired that | missed the signs of being followed. Per-
haps it was because | was so jaded by my experiences that something as mundane as
being followed failed to register as dangerous. Whatever the reason, when | was taken
it was a shock for which | was not prepared.

Thankfully my time in Arcadia is not as vivid as my memories of the time before. The
scars, however, are a reminder that as unpleasant as the time during the blitz may
have been it would have been preferable to what | was subjected to in that other world.
Certain images are with me still, a large curved blade glowing white hot as it parts and
sears my flesh simultaneously. Very serious games of hide and seek with nothing less
than my very life as the prize for the winner. Impossibly beautiful faces leering at me
with derision until they realize their bodyguard had a secondary purpose there as an

~

n M y r et U r assassin @ spy then the beauty of the faces twists into something purely evil, and the
almost perverse glee when | feel my own knife enter their flesh.

the real In a way | am doubly cursed, for | have not memories of a single Keeper but of two. |

have visions still of my first keeper, brutish and cruel teaching me spy craft and con-

stantly on me about how | was a runt and deserved what | was getting. Emphasizing

the lessons in loyalty with lash and brand, all the while telling me if | failed to con-

vince the Fairest that | was there to protect then far worse fates would befall me. And

less than the second Keeper, happy to purchase the runt of the litter from her Ogre allies as a

bodyguard for her most prized children. Cruel in the ways that only a Draconic could
be, yet free with teachings on the culture that she emulated. Most of her children were

P | e a s a n brientad and she renamed her new pet so that it would better fit in. This was not done
to spare any feelings of her new pet but more for the same reason one would better fit
in. This was not done to spare any feelings of her new pet but more for the same rea-
son one would put a cover on a mismatched sofa, so it would not detract from the de-
cor.

world was

| also remember other, more friendly, faces who were familiar in a different way, some
friendly some not. And visions of terrible fights and bloody violence, some of these
visions plague my dreams to this very day. | did my job I protected the Draco's chil-
dren from all attackers but | also watched silently and learned secrets that were spo-
ken while | went unnoticed like a forgotten piece of detritus.

Inevitably | was caught passing this information on to my first keeper. Cornered in

the hedge by the She Dragon, | panicked, doing what | was trained to do i drove my
knife upward into her chin seeing the anger in her eyes turn to surprise, as if her fa-
vorite chair had just bit her after sitting in it for hours. | saw the light of anger in her
eyes begin to fade and the eyes that a moment ago terrified me so started to get distant
and unfocused. | ran. | make no qualms about it, | ran like the devil herself was after
me, because in my mind she was.

My return to the real world was less than pleasant. | awoke naked and covered with a

multitude of scratches from what looked to be jagged thorns. My body was no longer

the shape | remembered. I was old probably
hair, for which | was grateful but it took me weeks to determine how to adjust to a

body that needed constant maintenance as opposed to one that held its youthful en-

ergy in reserve all the time, or the almost magical energy | seemed to be infused with

while in Arcadia.
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| had to leave London as some of my childhood friends are still living there and the
temptation to look them up after all the years is just too great. | did discover that | was
found at a bombing site and my body was recovered and buried in our family grave site.
I mourned for my parents who had both not survived the war, but was happy to hear my
brother had survived.

| have moved to Dallas Texas and currently have established my hollow under the ice
rink in the Stonebriar mall in Frisco. | drive the Zamboni for the Ice hockey arena and
such close proximity to sporting events and the shopping center gives me ample oppor-
tunity to harvest emotions from the children as they fail to win their games and fail to
convince their parents to purchase them the toys they really want.

| was chosen to be the King of winter, | am not sure | am suited for this but the fright of
what others may do to attract the attention of the Gentry keeps me involved in politics
with my fellow changelings. | kept the name given to me by my Draconic keeper even
though it does not fit my face, it is somehow familiar. Jonathan Tuttle, for the most
part, died in a German bomb raid in World War I, that life is over now and | have to
continue on with my life here and now praying that the keepers | feared so are not inter-
ested in getting back their property. z

di d
discover
that | was
found at a

N

bombing
site and my
body was
recovered
and buried
in our family
gr ave
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