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When the magnetic poles shifted, the world panicked, expecting electronic chaos. However, when the feared difficulties failed to manifest, everyone relaxed, much like the millennium bug in 2000. A few birds might have gotten confused when they migrated but, other than that, no one noticed any major changes.

At first.

After a few months, though, some people developed an increase in their special talents. A famed opera singer reached impossible octaves. An Olympic swimmer developed fins. A famous glass artist could manipulate molten glass with his mind.

People changed. They grew. They evolved.

In time, a center formed to care for and educate these people, dubbed the Unhidden. The Protectorate for unHidden Advancement and Education headquartered in Ireland combed the world, searching for those with new talents. Many of them came to PHAE to learn how to harness their growing powers. Anna, who had power over water. Max, who commanded the winds. Hiroki, with the power of persuasion. Komie, who could command plants to grow. Bintou, with the ability to read any language. And Qacha, who could control fire. They were welcomed by PHAE representatives Ciara, Paul, and Martin, and sent to the Byrne family farm for education. Colin and Michelle, along with their children, Róisín, Brendan, Fiona, and the twins, Liam and Hugh, helped them learn about PHAE and how to control their talents.

However, before they could finish their education, several groups against the Unhidden formed an alliance to fight their progress. The Pure Earther Movement developed a plan, obtained weapons, and executed a multi-pronged attack on Ireland. Several bombs were planted in cities around the country. Those in Galway and Dublin were detonated, killing thousands of people.

In the aftermath, the Unhidden worked hard to heal those who survived the attack. 
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Chapter One
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“The wound is the place where the Light enters you.”

– Rumi

Róisín:

Róisín Byrne watched from the hallway while her brother Brendan mopped Anna’s brow, his own furrowed in worry. Her cough had graduated into full-blown fever and, so far, even his constant attentions hadn’t helped. Once her illness got worse, he’d brought her to Róisín’s hospital. 

Róisín had worked on healing Anna every day, which kept her from getting worse, but she’d been unable to get ahead of the disease, no matter how much of her energy she put behind her Unhidden talent. Eventually, she had to move on as she had a whole wing of patients who needed her attention.

Brendan prayed pretty much every hour, calling upon his faith to provide some solution. Their mam would have told him to pray to God, and he had. Many times. It broke Róisín’s heart every time she heard him call upon St. Brendan, his own namesake. The patron saint of sailors ought to be appropriate, as Anna’s talent involved water. He even called on Manannán mac Lir, the ancient Irish god of the sea, but she only heard him do that once. Better to stick with the Catholic entities. He’d gone through his entire litany of set prayers. 

One night, she walked by as he started his prayers, and she didn’t recognize it. He must have made one up from his own heart.

“Heavenly Father, it’s so hard to watch Anna suffer. It doesn’t seem fair for her to have to endure so much pain. I have no power to help, but I believe you are powerful and capable of stepping into this situation and completely altering the outcome. In faith, I believe you listen to our prayers and those prayers can make her well. So, I am bringing my friend before you to ask for your healing touch in her life. Thank you for the forgiveness of sin and the promise of eternal healing, but I am asking you to provide healing for her on this side of heaven. Amen.”

Róisín swallowed back her tears as she put a hand on his shoulder, making him look up as he sniffed away his congestion. She gave him a sad smile. “I finished up a bit early. Let me try to help some more.”

He stood to give Róisín room to work. She put her hands on Anna’s chest as the American woman shuddered and coughed. The painful, raw sound dug into Róisín’s heart. 

She thought not only of how much Anna meant to the PHAE, but how much she meant to her brother. They’d enjoyed a mentor/teacher relationship, but it had obviously blossomed into something much deeper, an understanding more intimate. Róisín envied them that closeness and wanted to do everything she could to keep them together. Brendan would be devastated if Anna never recovered. To lose her now would break his heart.

Róisín reached deep into the earth, to the primal center of her power. It flowed reluctantly after a long day of healing, sputtering and trickling where it should flow freely. Still, she managed to get a good deal of power into Anna. With a deep breath, she rose, glancing at Anna’s face. She wasn’t sweating as much, which gave Róisín hope. 

She let out a sigh. “She’s better. I’ll stop by after each shift for another round. It might make the difference, but whatever’s got hold of her is stronger than me.”

Brendan swallowed, his eyes still glued to Anna. “I know you’re doing as much as you can. Thanks.”

She gripped his shoulder. “Brendan.”

“What?”

“She’s strong, and she’s young. She’ll make it.”

His jaw muscles twitched as he ground his teeth. “How can you be so sure? Do you even know what she has?”

Róisín pursed her lips. “No. I thought I did, but I’m not sure now. But my talent doesn’t need to know. It just heals. Look, I’ll ask Dr. O’Shea to come by. Maybe he can diagnose her. At least make her more comfortable. We don’t have much after the bombing, but he might have an antitussive.”

He turned back to Anna as she fell into a fit of dry coughing. “She needs something.”

“We’ll get it for her. She’s better than yesterday. Tomorrow, she’ll be better yet. Have faith.”
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Róisín:

Galway

Róisín wiped the sweat from her patient’s brow with the back of her hand, smearing the damp with grit. Ash still drifted all around from the explosions, even inside the makeshift hospital, despite being three days since bombs destroyed half of Galway. The stink of char fought with harsh antiseptics, blood, and other less pleasant hospital odors. “Did you want some broth?”

He shook his head, coughing into his hand. “No thanks, pet, but I’ve a fierce thirst on me. I’d love a drop of the hard stuff, if ye have it?”

“I’m afraid whiskey still isn’t on your chart, sorry.” She gave him a wry grin to take the sting from her words. As little as they had here, a bit of spirits might lift his mood.

A loud crash made everyone jump. Róisín glanced around wildly, trying to identify the source of the sound. Someone ran down the hall, paused, cursed, and kept running. She ran to the door and cracked it open, peering from side to side into the darkness. Only silence greeted her. Then another crash came and, this time, she could tell it was outside.

Róisín went to the nearest window, but she could find nothing that might have made the noise. She scanned the horizon, searching for plumes of smoke as she tried to calm her racing heart, even though the sound had been much too small to be another bomb. 

She flinched as another sounded. This time, she spied someone rifling through the dumpster skips and slamming the lids when they were done.

Róisín heaved a deep sigh of nervous relief and wiped the sweat from her hands, grimacing at the grit. The ash and dust got everywhere, and she prayed to God for a heavy, drenching downpour to wash the ash away. Who would have believed any Irishwoman would ask for rain? But a good storm might wash the pain from the ruined city.

Harsh coughing behind her made her glance over her shoulder, but she could do little to ease that patient’s suffering. For some reason, her Unhidden talent for healing hadn’t helped the cough much. The new shipment of cough syrup hadn’t arrived, and they were out of most of their palliatives. Operating a hospital, even a makeshift one, with so few supplies, had stretched the limits of their resourcefulness.

A baby cried, quickly shushed by a nurse. Róisín’s swallowed against the tears pushing behind her eyes, knowing the girl’s mother had died in the bombing. 

The man coughed again. Another nurse urged him to drink some water. In a querulous voice, the patient demanded whiskey. Róisín chuckled under her breath, despite the grim scene. Trust Irishmen to want the cure that heals most things.

With a deep sigh, she noted her readings on her patient’s chart and moved to the next bed. She’d finished her rounds in all three wards, and her long shift was almost over. They needed dozens more to cover all the work. Dublin promised to send medical personnel, too, but they’d also been bombed. Communication was sketchy due to damaged cell towers. Travel became difficult and dangerous. She couldn’t even drive to her home near Limerick to be with her parents. Not that she’d consider leaving her duties here, not while she could be of help. She may not be a doctor, but as a trained veterinarian, she had many skills of use to the injured, as well as her healing magic.

With another quick prayer, this time begging for the health and safety of her family and friends, Róisín knelt beside the last pallet. She always waited to attend this patient until the end of her shift as working on her sapped the last of her strength.

Qacha Duar had been from the latest class of Unhidden at her family’s farm, and she’d grown fond of the irascible Mongolian chef. The warrior woman had been integral in keeping Galway from being completely destroyed. Though this hero had roused briefly after the battle, she’d fallen back into a coma.

Róisín took her vitals, shaking her head at the high body temperature and rapid heart rate but knew they were typical for the woman. Perhaps Qacha’s talent with fire accounted for the anomaly. 

After sponging down Qacha’s face and the few unburnt portions of her arms and legs, Róisín sat cross-legged at her side, placing her hands on the Mongolian woman’s chest.

With a deep breath, Róisín closed her eyes and centered herself, pulling deep from the earth to tickle the power beneath her. Questing for that tingle, she sensed it, grasped it, and coaxed it from the ground and through her buttocks, her torso, and her arms. When it reached her fingers, her skin burned and itched. She’d grown used to that pain and welcomed it as a sign that her talent obeyed her command. 

As the power flowed through her hands and into Qacha’s chest, Róisín cracked open her eyes. The illumination was a new phenomenon, and she liked watching her hands glow with healing power.

Róisín had always been able to heal her own minor cuts and bruises. After the magnetic pole shift, though, she could heal others. Broken legs. Deep cuts. But even those required time and intense effort.

Healing injuries as deep as Qacha’s demanded more power, and Róisín rationed her strength each day. Róisín wasn’t even certain she made a difference. The small improvements might be the woman’s natural healing, but at least Róisín didn’t make things worse, and she must try.

As a wave of exhaustion swept over her, Róisín slumped over the Mongolian woman. The other attendants knew the routine and let her recover on her own. She concentrated on her breathing. In and out. In and out. Slowly drawing in the energy of the earth to restore her own exhausted supply.

Once the tingling faded, Róisín pulled her arms off the other woman’s pallet, dropping them into her own lap. She stared at her hands, seeing nothing but a beige blur. Sometimes, her mind took longer to recover than her body. 

Now that her shift was over, she could sleep. Oh, how she craved sleep, and yet it frightened her, too. The nightmares came so strong, torturing her nights with screams and blood, and her unable to help anyone’s pain.

Letting out a shuddering sigh, Róisín dragged herself to her feet. After she made notes in Qacha’s chart, she shuffled toward the break room. 

She bunked with the other volunteer doctors, nurses, helpers, and clean-up crew who worked to clear away the destruction. Perhaps they found silent comfort in staying in one room, in one of the few places of order left in the city.

There would be no returning to normal after two bombs, but they all worked hard on survival. 

Róisín ached for a shower, but the water system had been destroyed by the blast. She considered walking out to the shore, but she didn’t have enough strength. Even though they set up the makeshift hospital on the outskirts of town, with crews working hard to get the water and power back, they must stay close enough to help the injured. They originally set up in the National University of Ireland Galway buildings, but that was destroyed in the second blast. 

They’d shifted across the street to the University Hospital. Without water and electricity, everything was improvised, but at least they had proper equipment and tools. Most of the equipment needed power, but they hadn’t found any undamaged generators.

With a sponge and a tepid bucket of water, she washed the stinkiest parts of her body, changed into fresh scrubs, and sat on the bench with her head in her hands. At least they had plenty of scrubs. A medical supply depot across the street had donated everything they had.

Her mind swam with snippets of information, swirling around like a confetti whirlwind. Róisín couldn’t make any sense of it. She pushed herself to her feet and shuffled down the empty, dim corridor toward the dormitories. Ten large patient rooms had been converted for the staff to use, dark rooms with no windows. 

Despite her aching muscles, Róisín knelt by the bed and sent a silent prayer for the speedy healing of her patients, her family’s strength, and her own stamina. 

Even as she laid in her cot and closed her eyes, her mind buzzed with more half-formed ideas, shreds of screams, and the stink of fear and blood. She rubbed the grit from her eyes for the thousandth time since the blast, praying she could erase the pain and terror from her memory.

Eventually, giving into the anguish of her soul, she fell into a fitful slumber. Róisín’s breathing melded with the other sleeping forms to create a symphony full of fatigue.
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Róisín:

As she fought to emerge from the depths of her dreams, Róisín stretched her entire body, wincing at the ache. For a wonder, she actually felt rested. She’d never describe herself as bright-eyed or bushy-tailed, not since the bomb. However, she must have gotten some much-needed rest. She rose, wiped herself down, and brushed her hair. She wished the supply depot had a store of toothbrushes. Instead, she scrubbed toothpaste on her teeth with her finger, and rinsed from the potable water bucket. It was odd how much she relied on modern conveniences, only missing them when they were absent.

After detangling her shoulder-length, honey-blonde hair and plaiting it into a tight French braid, she gazed at her image in the mirror. Hazel eyes stared back at her, complete with dark circles. Still, she almost felt human.

A doctor stumbled into the large bathroom, and Róisín waved at her. “Hey, Mairé.”

The doctor barely raised her hand, grunted, and scrubbed her face with the washcloth and bucket. “Hey.”

“Is your shift done?”

The doctor nodded, barely glancing up. Róisín left Mairé to her ablutions and decompression. Time to start her own day again.

With over a hundred critical patients and two hundred more needing care, the staff of twenty got spread incredibly thin. That came out to about fifteen patients per person, three times the normal load, and without essential equipment. Because of her healing power, she carried twice that many. They only had enough hours to work, rest, and wash.

Other makeshift hospitals were being set up around the destruction zones here and in Dublin. So far, begging for more doctors, nurses, or aides hadn’t worked. Hell, she’d even be happy for an intern.

Róisín had just started her veterinary career when her natural talent burst into force. Along with many others across the world, the magnetic pole shift heralded changes in her abilities, intensifying her power of healing.

Even as a child, cuts on her own hand disappeared overnight, headaches would go away. Once the change came, though, she experimented on her brothers and sisters, discovering she could heal them now. 

At first, she could only heal small things but, over the last seven months, her powers had grown. She paid a price for that power, as healing someone else sapped her strength.

So far, a good night’s rest restored her flagging energy. Still, Róisín suspected that effort took a deeper toll, especially her work on Qacha. She didn’t mind, though. Róisín had grown to like the prickly woman, admiring her honor and fortitude. 

In the meantime, Róisín had to check on thirty of the most injured people, make sure they were clean and fed, then update their vitals. 

Anita O’Sullivan had been a schoolteacher, a young woman of just thirty years old. She taught at a Catholic primary school, as she told everyone when the workmen brought her in. A sunny personality, full of positivity and strong faith. She asked after her children every day. Róisín promised to try to find word of them but, so far, hadn’t gotten any information.

The first blast had hit her school, and as she shielded two students, concrete blocks fell on the lower half of her body, crushing both her legs. She’d never walk again. Prosthetics were her only chance and, until they got water, that chance got further away each day. It took daily work to keep the incipient infection at bay. 

Róisín always visited Anita first, because the infection grew stronger overnight. She’d promised herself not to let the rot win, and she prayed for strength. “Anita, how was your night? Any problems?”

The short, dark-haired woman gave her a sunny smile. “Oh, no, my dear. Everything was lovely. I could even see the moon peeking out from the clouds in the night. Is it a full moon? The ward lit up with lovely blue light. If we were out in the country, we’d surely see fairies dancing in the mushroom circles.”

Róisín grinned as she took her blood pressure. “Your heart rate is doing well, and it looks like the infection hasn’t gotten worse. That’s great news. Have you eaten yet this morning?”

She waved away the rations. “No, no, save that for someone who needs it. Water is enough for me.”

Róisín gave her a stern expression. “You need to eat in order to heal. The IV gives you nutrition, but you need bulk, too. Don’t fight me on this, now.” 

“Ah, well, you know best, dear. Is it the protein bars again?”

“It is, I’m afraid.”

“Well, that’s the lot of life. Hand it over, and I’ll do my best to pretend it’s a proper Sunday roast.”

Róisín grinned, wishing she could bottle Anita’s good nature and administer it like a drug to her other patients. Maybe she’d even sneak in a sip of it herself. When Anita coughed several times, she said, “Don’t cram it all at once, now! You can savor it. You have all the time in the world.”

Anita didn’t stop coughing. Róisín put a hand on her shoulder, concern blooming in her heart. With a quick quest of power, she closed her eyes. Moving her hand on the woman’s back as she hacked, Róisín sent her talent into the teacher’s chest, trying to suss out what caused the cough. A simple cold? Smoke in the lungs? Coughing was a new symptom in Anita, though many in the ward had been coughing from smoke inhalation.

Róisín sensed something wrong, something other than the virulent infection poisoning Anita’s blood. That was old, familiar, a natural enemy she’d fought for days. No, this was something she hadn’t felt before, something prickly, powdery, and malevolent.

With soothing sounds, she coated Anita’s lungs with her power to ease friction and irritation. The coughs eased but didn’t cease.

Róisín placed a hand on her patient’s forehead. “Have you been aching, Anita? More than usual?”

Anita raised her eyebrows, and Róisín realized the idiocy of her question. Usual meant nothing right now. What was usual to someone who’d be an amputee? 

“The cough is new. My chest does feel tight. Do I have a fever?”

Róisín grabbed an old-school thermometer, thankful they had a supply, and placed it under Anita’s tongue. Thirty-nine. Definitely a fever. But the disease didn’t feel like a fever, at least not one she’d dealt with before. She pushed at the fever with her healing, but it refused to budge.

“Róisín...” Anita’s face grew pale as she frowned. Róisín hadn’t seen that expression on the cheerful woman’s face since they’d brought her in. Without further warning, Anita spewed half-chewed protein bar all over Róisín’s chest.

Anita coughed, spittle dripping as she wiped her mouth with her sleeve, horrified at her lack of control. “Oh, oh, Róisín, I’m so sorry. I don’t know what came over me. I just felt so ill...”

Róisín forced a smile. “It’s fine. Let me find you a bucket, a new protein bar, and something to wipe everything down.” And some acetaminophen, perhaps. Something to bring down the fever since it hadn’t responded to her talent. 

As she turned away from Anita’s cot, she slammed into a man standing behind her. She stumbled back and slipped on a spot of vomit, but he caught her. “Whoa, there. I’ve got you.”

Róisín looked into the doctor’s blue eyes, and then down at her scrubs, covered in disgusting spew. She let out a rueful chuckle. “This isn’t my best look, Dr. O’Shea. Sorry.”

He grinned back. “Par for the course, Róisín. Do you need help?”

Róisín kept her voice low, with a glance back at her patient. “Where can I find a bucket? And some acetaminophen. Ms. O’Sullivan has developed a fever, and I don’t want it getting out of hand in her condition.”

“I’ll fetch the meds. The bucket’ll be in the closet just outside that door and to your right. Bring it back, but then go get yourself cleaned up.”

She hurried away, careful not to slip again. The slick floor and the mess on her shoes presented a challenge, but she made it to the maintenance closet and back again without further embarrassing herself. Once delivered, she escaped to the washroom.

As she scrubbed her clothing, she mulled over the symptoms. Fever and ache. The texture of the illness still bothered Róisín. But as she returned to her rounds, the enigma faded. She must keep her head clear to attend each patient.

As she worked her rounds, Róisín checked for hints of the wrongness she sensed in Anita. A few might have something, but she just couldn’t tell. She cursed her power for being too weak, too vague, and that she really didn’t understand how to use it best. Even amongst the Unhidden, healing powers were rare. Maybe with proper instruction, she’d be able to figure out what Anita had, or if she’d had a medical degree for humans, but she just lacked the nuance needed.

By the time she made her way to Qacha hours later, she was almost too drained to try another healing session. However, Róisín knelt by the woman and pushed energy into her. 

The edge of a memory flickered against her questing power, and she trained her attention on it. It flitted away, like a summer butterfly. Exhausted, she tried again but couldn’t pin down the anomaly. With a sigh, she withdrew and stumbled toward the dorms.

When Róisín checked in on Anita the next morning, she seemed better, and the fever had receded. Róisín performed her morning fight against the infection, feeling proud of her progress. However, this morning Anita had a new complaint. And as she seldom complained, Róisín paid close attention.

“Something feels like it’s sitting on my chest. Like a fat cat or something.”

Róisín narrowed her eyes and grabbed her stethoscope. “Can you take a deep breath?”

“I can, but only with effort. See?” 

Her lungs rattled as if she had pneumonia, but Róisín had felt no pneumonia in Anita’s lungs. “Right. Let me see if I can find a battery-powered pulse-ox.”

Róisín spent at least a half hour searching for this unicorn. While she found an electric pulse-oximeter, that did her no good. She needed to test the oxygen level, or at least lung capacity. 

Róisín clenched her fists in frustration and, in the relative privacy of a dark and empty hospital hallway, pounded them against the wall in anger. How could they do anything without real equipment? Over and over, she banged on the sickly green wall, wishing upon wish that they had the tools they needed. Or at least water and power.

A door opened down the hall, and she pushed away from the wall. The person went in the other direction, though, and didn’t notice Róisín and her guilty expression.

With her head hung in defeat, Róisín returned to Anita’s bedside. 

The schoolteacher looked pale and, when Róisín put a hand to her forehead, she felt drenched in sweat. “Doctor O’Shea!”

The doctor rushed to her side, glancing at her IV bag. Just as he prepared his stethoscope, Anita seized. 

Róisín and Doctor O’Shea held the patient on her side, exchanging a glance of deep concern. He furrowed his brow. “Was she like this earlier?”

“No! No, she was having trouble breathing deep, but she was lucid and joking. She had a temperature, but no sweats.”

As the seizure passed, they let her back down, and Dr. O’Shea pressed his lips into a thin line. “She’s not responsive.” He glanced up, as if expecting a full emergency crew to come at his beck and call, but only Róisín stood beside him. The other staff were either sleeping or in other wards. Other than the twenty patients in their cots, they were alone. 

He gave Róisín a bleak look. “There isn’t much we can do for her in these conditions.”

Róisín set her jaw. “That can’t be true! She’s a fighter, Doctor. She’s a good person! We can’t just let her go.”

He placed a hand on her arm. “We have very limited resources. If we had what we needed, we’d have already amputated her legs and removed that part of the infection risk. We can’t waste time or medicine on someone who won’t benefit from them, Róisín. I know you want to help, but...”

Anita moaned, and Róisín shoved the doctor aside to place her hands on the injured woman’s chest. “I’m here, Anita. I’m here. Hold on, do you hear me? Don’t give up. We’ve got you.”

The schoolteacher’s head moved back and forth as if watching a tennis match behind closed eyes. Róisín reached inside and yanked hard on her healing power. Deeper, into the earth below her feet, she drew upon all the energy she could grasp.

As a conduit, she channeled the power into Anita. The woman screamed, her throat raw from coughing, her eyes flying open. Doctor O’Shea tried to yank Róisín away, but she kept her hands firmly on Anita’s chest. 

Finally, the doctor wrenched Róisín from the injured woman, both of them falling to the slick hospital floor. Róisín skinned her hands as they skidded to a stop. 

The doctor stared at her. “Jesus, Mary, and Joseph, Róisín, what did you just do?”

She shook her head free of the cloud of confusion and power, trying to get a grip on herself. “Whatever I could.”

A sound from the cot made Róisín scramble to her feet to rush back to the woman’s side. Anita opened her eyes, a wan smile on her face. “I’m not feeling very well, Róisín. Could you get me some water?”

With a triumphant smile, Róisín turned to fetch her a cup, but her vision clouded as gray swirled in her mind, and she collapsed. 

“Róisín!” Doctor O’Shea knelt beside her, slapping her cheek. Then he pulled her prone. “Róisín, open your eyes!”

His voice grew tinny as if he spoke down a long, metal tube. It faded in and out, gray and cloudy. Róisín wanted to answer, but her voice refused to obey. She drifted through a shrouded forest, full of misty shapes. Someone else called to her, someone bright and beautiful, someone full of answers, full of power. She was drawn to this strange person, reaching out to touch them. They had no features, just general benevolence and love radiating like sunlight. As soon as her hand touched them, they disappeared. She cried out as the ache of loss gripped her heart. A dark hole in her mind swallowed her.

When Róisín finally battled her way out of her mind fog, she opened her eyes. She moaned, placing a hand on her head. It ached so much, throbbing with waves of pain.

“Are you awake?” Doctor O’Shea’s voice cut through her sleep fog. 

“Doctor?”

“Shush, don’t speak. What did you think you were doing? Don’t you know better than to burn out your power?”

“How’s Anita?”

“Anna, the girl with scales? She’s fine, remember? You were finally able to heal her a few days ago and your brother took her back to Cork.”

“No, not Anna. Anita.”

“Oh, the teacher? She’s grand. Still a cough and a fever, but better thanks to you. You almost killed yourself, you know? If you ever, and I mean ever, try a stunt like that again...”

She’d done it. And she’d do it again, if she must. Slowly, Róisín let slumber tumble over her once again. 

She fell into the arms of Morpheus. Róisín nestled into those warm, familiar arms as if digging into the earth. The comfort of the land surrounded her with stolid succor.

Something called her name. Something familiar. That shining shard of sunlight, warm and welcoming. 

With great reluctance, she pulled herself from the reassuring embrace of the earth toward the light. She wiped the dirt from her thighs and stumbled toward the sound. Róisín didn’t recognize the voice, but it sounded like home. Someone she knew from childhood, or a forgotten relative who kept sweeties in their pocket. Someone who offered an extra shawl or sang her favorite song. The epitome of nostalgic contentment.

Shapes rose from the ground. Not angry or frightening, but curious. Creatures who wanted to know who she was and why she was here. 

Something shone behind them. Tree trunks spread out in a spiral from this central light, an ancient pattern older than time itself, a kada of healing, a life-giving rune. In the center of this labyrinth, a being stood. Róisín couldn’t make out their face as the brightness amongst the gloom made her squint and look away. Who could look upon such brilliance and escape unscathed?

That bright, shining presence reached out, caressing her face. Their hand felt warm and soothing, soft and strong at the same time. She placed her hand over theirs on her cheek and shut her eyes. They felt like a dear lover, someone she’d known for years, comforting her when she cried.

A feeling she’d ached for all her life.

This wasn’t the comfort of a loving family. She had that in spades. Her parents, her four siblings, they formed a close-knit and supporting group. No, this felt sensual and full of promise. She didn’t want to wake up and lose that sensation.

Something dragged her away from the shining presence, something inarguable, strong, and cruel. “Róisín, wake up! Come on, Róisín, open your eyes.”

With intense reluctance, she creaked her eyes apart, ripping away from the homely comfort of the shining one’s caress. 

She blinked several times, trying to make sense of Doctor O’Shea’s worried face. Tears choked her throat as she instantly missed the shining one, that loving presence she’d abandoned. Swallowing to banish the pain of separation, she flashed the doctor a shaky smile.

He let out a deep sigh. “Oh, thank the good Lord. Your heart rate and blood pressure grew dangerously low.”

The warmth of the glowing being still suffused her blood. “I feel better now, Doctor.”

“After all we’ve been through, can’t you call me Sean? I’ve asked several times.”

Her shaky smile fell. “Not in the hospital, Doctor.”

The corner of his mouth quirked up. “Fair enough. I’ve set you up with an IV. You’re to stay put for as long as you can. Do you understand?”

Róisín glanced around the ward. “We’re already spread so thin. You can’t do without my help.”

“A family of veterinarians came in from Roundstone last night. They’re a bit rough around the edges, but with three well-grown lads and their mother, they’ll be a huge help. You rest. That’s an order.”

She allowed herself a chuckle. “Very well, Doctor. Thank you.”

Once he left the ward, Róisín hugged herself, trying to bring back that amazing sensation of warmth and love from her dream. Was it a dream? A vision? A wish? She didn’t know. Did it matter? Whatever it had been, it had restored her.

Róisín had been so mentally and physically strung out, thinking beyond the necessary routine became difficult. Now, she felt as if she’d just taken a two-week vacation on the Costa del Sol. Her fatigue had simply vanished. Almost as if she’d healed herself, except she’d never had that much power. She could fight someone’s infection, or heal a clean break, but even those took time, working every day, layer upon layer of healing energy, like painting varnish on a deck. Róisín’s power had grown since she first discovered it, but still never came close to what she’d just experienced.

Her skin tingled, and her hairs stood on end all along her arms. Róisín rubbed them, hugging herself again. If she closed her eyes, could she make out features on that too-bright face? Róisín fell back into that comfortable slumber, sinking into bliss, but a harsh, painful cough roused her. She struggled to sit up, glancing around the ward. How long had she slept? Anita’s infection must have gotten worse.

Carefully, Róisín rose, wheeling her IV stand behind her. The metal wheels squeaked along the tile floor. Once she reached Anita’s bedside, she flashed the schoolteacher a tired smile. “That sounds like it hurts. Would you like more water?”

Anita shook her head, her face drawn. “No, it’ll just make me cough again. Doctor O’Shea said you saved my life.”

Róisín let out a laugh, echoing in the quiet room. “He’s exaggerating greatly. I just did some healing work. It looks like you could use another session. Can you lie back, please?”

She placed her hands upon Anita’s chest and closed her eyes. That wrong feeling permeated the patient’s body, stronger than before. Róisín quested with her talent, trying to discern the shape of the disease. It tasted...raw. Nasty. No disease tasted nice, but some held a familiar pungency. This one held a rotten edge.

Anita still had a fever. Not dangerously high, hovering around thirty-eight. The infection hadn’t moved, but Anita’s clothes felt damp. “Have you been sweating a lot? Or is this from yesterday?”

“On and off. I’m either too hot or too cold, it seems.” Her voice lacked the spark of life and humor she’d held onto for so long. Anita coughed again, a hacking, harsh cough, dry and unproductive. The schoolteacher held her forehead with a moan.

A memory niggled at the back of Róisín’s mind. A horrible idea bloomed as she recalled something she learned about in veterinary school. It clicked with other memories, frightening newscasts from another part of the world, a time in America filled with fear and terrorism.

She swallowed, glancing out the window to the still-smoldering ruins of Galway City and prayed she was wrong.
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Latest CNN Update: “We’ll go now to George Tallin, reporting to us today from Houston, Texas, where the Pure Earther Movement organization is holding a rally.”

“Thank you, Nadine. It looks like they’re getting ready to open the doors here, and let the crowds in. I estimate about four thousand people are waiting in line to see the chosen speakers. Their new leader, a businessman named Tiberius Wilkinson, is slated to be the keynote.”

“George, can you give us a bit of background on Wilkinson?”

“Sure, Nadine. He was a minister in the West Village Baptist Church for a decade before he retired from that position, but he is still a member. As you may recall, they have been a strong force behind the organization of the PEM, and one of their loudest voices, even louder than the Alliance of American Klans.”

“Do you have any insight to what he will say today?”

George shakes his head. “Not yet, but I can guarantee you, it won’t be kind on the Unhidden. He seems to have made it his personal crusade to campaign against them.”
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Róisín:

Frustration warred with anger in Róisín’s voice, but she modulated her volume as they still stood in the ward next to Qacha’s bed. “Doctor O’Shea, please, consider the symptoms. They all match!”

The tall Irish doctor shook his head. “But it can’t be, Róisín. What about her bloody sputum? That symptom doesn’t fit.”

Róisín clenched her jaw. “I don’t know. Maybe it’s from smoke inhalation. But I swear, the others all point to one thing. I’ve seen it before!”

He crossed his arms and glared at her. “You’ve seen it before. Where?”

Rolling her eyes, Róisín sighed. “In cows.”

“In cows.”

“Is there an echo in here? Yes, cows. Where else do you think I’d see anthrax?”

The doctor shook his head. “It doesn’t make sense. Anthrax isn’t contagious. There must be another explanation.”

Róisín glanced at the other end of the ward, where Anita’s coughs grew louder. “Will you at least do some tests?”

He turned on her, his voice loud. “How am I supposed to do any tests, Róisín? In case it’s escaped your attention, we still have no electrics, no fresh running water, and no specialized lab equipment. Oh, wait, hold on. What’s this in my back pocket? Oh, it’s a serology lab. Fancy that!”

Taken aback at his vehemence, Róisín retreated several steps, barking her shins on Qacha’s cot. She spun around to reassure herself she hadn’t hurt the patient.

A raspy, ruined voice whispered, “Come closer.”

Her argument abandoned, Róisín knelt by the burned woman. “Qacha? You’re awake! Oh, thank Mother Mary you’re awake!”

Róisín bent down, but Qacha shook her head. “Not you. Him.”

As Dr. O’Shea bent obligingly to Qacha, she clutched his arm in a fierce grip that belied her weakened body. “Listen to her, you fucking idiot.”

Róisín took Qacha’s hand, taking care not to touch the damaged skin. Ignoring the doctor spluttering behind her, she poured her power into the woman, willing her to remain awake.

To his credit, Dr. O’Shea came around to the other side of the cot, checking oxygen levels and heartbeat as Róisín worked her talent. 

Qacha whispered again, “Doctor.”

“Yes, Qacha?”

“Stop arguing. Listen to her. She is correct.”

Doctor O’Shea furrowed his brow and frowned. “How could you possibly know that?”

“I know her. She wouldn’t lie.”

He shook his head with a condescending smile. “I’m afraid that’s rather lacking in scientific method. Now, you rest, Qacha. You’ve been through a great deal. I’m thrilled you’ve come out of your coma, but we must get you...”

Still whispering, Qacha nevertheless put steel into her voice as she dug her fingers into his arm again. “Listen. To. Her.”

“I am listening to her, Qacha. But she can’t be right.”

The patient turned to Róisín. “He’s a fool. Go over his head.”

Qacha closed her eyes, and Róisín searched frantically for the woman’s consciousness with her talent, but she only fell into a normal sleep. Róisín let out a sigh and folded Qacha’s hands over her chest. 

Dr. O’Shea raised one eyebrow at her. “I think you’d best get back into bed yourself, young woman. But keep an eye on her. In fact, I’ll move your cot next to hers so you won’t be tempted to do other rounds.”

Once he shifted her bed, he left, and Róisín realized she hadn’t gotten him to agree about the anthrax. Cursing under her breath, with a silent apology to her mam for cursing, she created a plan. 

She’d prepare a list of possible symptoms and create a correspondence table with their patient’s symptoms. Then she’d calculate the probability and compare it with any other diagnose candidates. And if he still refused to listen, Doctor O’Shea may be the ranking doctor on site, but when reinforcements came from Dublin, she’d be bending their ears.

If reinforcements came from Dublin.
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Chapter Two
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“Jealousy is never satisfied with anything short of an omniscience that would detect 

the subtlest fold of the heart”

– George Eliot

Anna:

As Brendan drove north, Anna stared out the window at the rolling hills and lonely shoreline of Connemara. Anna didn’t like Galway, but the area just outside the city seemed a lonely, beautiful place. Maybe when this was all over, she’d find a cottage along the coast.

When this was all over. She laughed to herself. What did she imagine the world would look like after this? Would the Pure Earther Movement back away from their demands for eugenics? She highly doubted it.

She didn’t want to go back to Galway itself, filled with fire, ash, and death. But if PHAE called her back, she must obey. She began to think Max had been right to resist being recruited, but even Max had shut up after the attacks began.

Anna shivered and hugged herself, unwilling to let her anxiety take over. Not this time. She concentrated on her breathing and tried to focus on something to derail the attack. Nothing but trees showed outside the window. This section of road had no scenic farmsteads or rolling hills. Anna felt somehow cheated, as if being in Ireland guaranteed her constant bucolic landscapes. When had she grown so cynical?

As they drove through a village, she rubbed her arms, her scales smooth and cool under her hands. She couldn’t see any sign of the explosions this far away, but she remembered them. Qacha’s heroic actions, her own futile attempts to help, and the cries of those burned and dying. Tears burned behind her eyes, and her mind grew fuzzy with fear and panic again. She bit her tongue to keep from falling into despair. She bit too hard and let out a yip.

Brendan sent her a sidelong glance from the driver’s seat. “Are ye okay, Anna? Did a brownie bite you?”

“A what? Oh, no, I just, uh, bit my tongue.”

He raised his eyebrows. “But you weren’t eating anything?”

“I’m talented that way.”

He chuckled and returned to watching the road as a roundabout came up.

“What’s the name of the place we’re going again?”

“A town called Westport. Lovely place. You’ll fall in love with the charm. PHAE is moving their western offices up there. And the village we’re to help is Keel, on Achill Island.” He glanced out the window at the suburbs, untouched by the Galway bombing. He must have had friends in the Galway office, folks who’d been killed by the bombs her brother had planted. The incipient panic threatened to take over again.

She’d fallen in love with Cork. She’d fallen in love with the Byrne farm. She may have even fallen in love at the Byrne farm. Anna stole another glance at Brendan, his shoulder-length black hair mussed from the open window. Anna swallowed and forced herself to stare at the landscape again. Her stomach growled, but she hoped Brendan didn’t notice.

The Irish man had held her hand when she needed to cry. He’d assured her that he liked her, and they’d shared more than a few kisses. Still, Anna didn’t want to push herself on him. She didn’t want to risk him rejecting her. Safer just to let things develop naturally. But that meant she analyzed every move, every sound, and every glance, and that was exhausting in the best of times. These were far from the best of times.

After several hours of delving into her innermost thoughts, Anna felt more than ready to escape the car and her own psyche. They pulled into a town just as charming as Brendan had promised with a canal running through the center of town, flanked by hanging baskets of purple and white flowers spilling over the sides. He parked in front of a row of attached houses.

As Brendan went to the trunk for their luggage, Anna stepped out onto the wide sidewalk, gazing up at the Victorian façade. Red brick, blond stone arches, and iron work decorated the front door. Brendan nudged her with his elbow. “Will you be gawking there all day, or will you come in? Sure, and they promised to have lunch ready.”

Her stomach growled in answer to his question, and she rewarded him with a grin. “Lunch? Yes, please!”

As they walked along the narrow entrance hall, the hardwood floor echoed with their footsteps. Someone called from another room, “Brendan, is that you?”

A young man with loads of brown curly hair, brown skin, and a disarming smile poked his head around the corner. “Soup’s on!” His American accent had a touch of Spanish.

He ducked back into the dining room. They left their bags in the hall as Anna breathed in the savory odor of her favorite, lamb stew. Loaves of Irish brown bread, fruit, and a huge tureen sat on the sideboard. 

Anna wanted to waste no time in loading up a plate. However, Brendan held her arm. “Anna, have you met Carlos? He came to us from Miami.”

Forcing herself to smile and not look at the sideboard, Anna put out her hand. Carlos blinked a few times at her white gloves but gave her a firm handshake. His smile made the skin around his eyes crinkle. “Welcome to my place! Well, sort of my place. I’ve been running it as a B&B, but things have changed, as I’m sure you know. Electricity is out for the moment as EirGrid was hit pretty bad in Galway.”

Anna glanced to the sideboard. “How’d you make the soup, then?”

“Gas stove.”

Brendan frowned. “I thought you had turbines here?”

Carlos laughed, but his expression turned sour. “Sure, plenty of turbines north of here. But the blast screwed up the delivery system. Donegal has plenty of power, but they route it to us through Galway, and that channel is cut now. Idiotic system. But you must be starving. Dig in!”

Her stomach answered with an imperious growl. Anna’s eyes grew wide, horrified with her body’s betrayal, but both Carlos and Brendan laughed. Swallowing her shame, she sent Brendan an accusatory glare and grabbed a bowl. The lamb stew and thick slabs of soda bread did much to ease her embarrassment and her hunger. Sweet, farm-made butter spread upon the slices dipped into the savory stew healed many ills. 

“So, Anna, Brendan tells me you’re from the States. I’m from Florida. Grew up in Miami. What about you?”

Anna swallowed her bite and coughed into her arm before nodding. “Upstate New York. I just got here, what, a month ago?” It couldn’t be so recently, could it? She felt like she’d been in Ireland for years already.

“Well, I’ve been here four months. Do those gorgeous scales reflect your talent? They look iridescent.”

Unconsciously, Anna pulled her sleeves back down, horrified they’d shown. “Yeah, sort of. I’ve got a water talent.”

Carlos nodded, taking a long drink of his coffee. “Good stuff, that. My talent is in computers.”

She narrowed her gaze. “You do magic on computers?”

He gave a casual shrug. “Sorta. PHAE aren’t certain if it’s an Unhidden talent or just brilliant hacking skills, but they’re assuming the former. Who am I to argue?” Carlos opened his hands and shrugged. “If it gets me out of Miami and to Ireland, I’m game with however they want to classify me. Besides, the scenery is stunning here.” He stared at her, and Anna shifted her eyes to her stew. She tried to quell the butterflies taking up residence in her stomach.

Brendan cleared his throat. “So, Ciara told us to stay here overnight, but then you’re to join her in Dublin.”

Carlos raised an eyebrow. “Ciara said that, did she? Hmm. Funny, she didn’t tell me. I just talked to her last night.”

The Irishman cocked his head. “Oh? Your phones are working here?”

“They are not. But I’ve got battery packs and my own hotspot, so I got through.”

Brendan looked distinctly uncomfortable. Anna concentrated on eating her lunch, but it had become a congealed lump in her stomach. 
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Anna:

As Carlos cleaned up lunch, Brendan insisted Anna rest. “You’re still recovering from whatever you had. Róisín did her best, but she said you needed to finish the rest, and you ran yourself ragged this last week. You need all the recovery time you can get.”

She let out a sigh. “A nap does sound lovely.”

Brendan gestured down the hall. “C’mon, we’ll find you a room. I’ll get your bags.”

As they entered the Victorian-style bedroom with a nine-foot ceiling, he lifted her bag onto the luggage rack. “I’ll leave you to settle in, but we’re off to Achill Island tomorrow.”

“You said Carlos is going to Dublin. Are we going with him?”

“Not that I know of, why?”

She sat on the bed, clasping her hands in her lap, and stared at them. “I sort of want to find out what’s going on with Joel.”

He answered with silence, clenching his jaw several times. Finally, he said, “You don’t need to worry about that. Joel’s in PHAE custody.”

“I do worry about it. He’s my brother.”

He took her hands, worry clear on his furrowed brow. “Anna, I don’t understand. You’re the one who told us he’d planted those bombs. He’s killed hundreds, maybe even thousands of people.”

Her throat clenched, and she pulled her hands out of his grip. Joel was a jerk and a traitor, but he was still her brother and the only family she had left. He’d always wanted to be famous. Maybe he planted the bombs because he felt slighted that she went to Ireland first. Maybe he did it to get his name splashed across the headlines. It hadn’t worked, had it? No one knew about his betrayal but the PHAE, and they weren’t broadcasting the news.

Brendan tried to take her hands again, but she pulled away. With a sigh, he said, “Look, I’m sure he’ll be treated with respect and honor. He’s a human being, and PHAE are not monsters. He’ll be held and questioned. They’ll charge him for his crimes and put him on trial. But Ireland doesn’t have capital punishment. You know that, right?”

Anna glanced up, the tears in her eyes making his entreating face blurry. “But Ireland isn’t trying him. PHAE is. Does PHAE even have a policy on capital punishment yet?”

Brendan didn’t answer. He probably didn’t know. PHAE was such a new organization, they surely didn’t have all their policies in place. How could they? The magnetic shift occurred less than a year ago. Anna had worked at a college and knew any bureaucracy took time to get policies in place.

The Irish man let out a deep sigh and gave her a tired half-smile. “There’s nothing we can do to help him right now. Please, it’s best if you just put him out of your mind.”

“He’s my brother. You come from a large family. Surely, you can understand the duty I have for him, even if we don’t like each other much.”

“I do understand the duty. Believe it or not, I don’t always like my own siblings.” 

Anna gave him a sidelong glance. “None of your siblings are prime-A jerks like Joel.”

Brendan chuckled. “Sure, and that’s the truth. He is a particular nob. But, yes, he’s still your sibling. I understand you must watch out for him, especially with your parents gone. That being said, I’m asking you to leave it alone. For now.”

She clenched her jaw as her spine turned cold. “Is that an order from PHAE?”

His eyes shifted away, staring at the door. “I suppose you could say so, yes.”

“Fine. I won’t ask you about it anymore.”

“For now.” 

She walked to the window, gazing out on the back garden. “For now.”
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Hiroki:

Hiroki Kubo rested his forehead in his hands as he studied the document in their Dublin bunker office. 

After his successful speech on PHAE’s behalf and the PEM signing non-aggression agreements, Hiroki flushed with confidence. However, as much as his confidence had grown, he detested this aspect of his job. The treaties, agreements, and contracts were housed in such complex English, he had to read and re-read each one several times before extracting the true meaning from the bureaucratic language.

Why must lawyers make everything so complex? They delighted in using seven words where one would work perfectly fine. Perhaps it was built-in job security. If no one else could read contracts, then they were assured of more work.

Still, Masaaki helped him with the thorniest issues, along with Bintou. None of them were well-acquainted with idiom, slang, or casual expressions, so Hiroki kept a running list, asking Martin or Ciara for their true meaning. Eventually, he’d be fully fluent in the language, but not yet, not even after four years. He didn’t have a talent for it, like Bintou.

Luckily, these agreements didn’t use idiom. However, they used a fresh set of phrases, legal jargon, and confusing connotations. Hiroki started a new list.

He glanced up as the door rattled. Ciara strode in, her face pale. Hiroki stood, his brow furrowed. “Has something occurred, Ciara?”

She pulled out the chair between his desk and Bintou’s. The Malian woman glanced up from her work. “Ciara, you look unwell. Would you like some water?”

“What I need is a shot of whiskey.”

Hiroki’s heartbeat raced. Ciara normally stayed cool and collected, the perfect picture of elegant calm. 

Bintou shook her head. “We have no alcohol.”

Ciara waved her apology away. “No worries.” She walked to the filing cabinet and reached behind it, her eyes rolling up as she moved her arm. A smile spread across her face as she extracted a silver flask. “I thought Martin had stashed one here.”

As the tall Irishwoman unscrewed the top and knocked back a long draft, Hiroki exchanged a glance with Bintou. 

“Ah! That’s grand, that is.” She let out a sigh and sank back into the chair.

His heartbeat wouldn’t stop racing. “Ciara, what has happened? How can we help?”

She glanced at Hiroki, and then to Bintou, and let out another sigh. “It’s nothing I can talk about, I’m afraid. I just needed a safe space to lose it for a moment.”

Bintou cocked her head to the side. “Did you come in for the alcohol? Or did you have another purpose? Not that we don’t enjoy your company, but we usually only see you at the morning briefings.”

Ciara took another swig from the flask and replaced it behind the filing cabinet. “Aye, there’s another reason I’m here. We’ve been assigned a mission.”

Hiroki swallowed and blinked. “A mission? More speeches to write?”

She shook her head and clasped her hands together, her lips pressed flat. “No. This time, you’re taking the show on the road. You, Bintou, Masaaki, and I are to take a tour around the country. A series of speaking engagements, live, so your talent has a chance to shine. While the populace gets the news from internet, television, and radio, many places still lack infrastructure after the attacks and, besides, your talent is stronger in person. Personal reassurances are much more effective and will boost morale. It’ll also keep rampant misinformation down to a minimum.”

Bintou sat back in her chair with wide eyes. “When do we leave? What is our itinerary?”

Ciara stood and paced. “Tomorrow, and we head north first. A stop in each county.”

Furrowing his brow, Hiroki said, “Aren’t there thirty-two counties in Ireland? That is many speeches.”

“Twenty-six in the Republic of Ireland, and six in Northern Ireland. We’re only speaking in the twenty-six as our treaty with the UK isn’t final.”

Bintou straightened the papers she’d been reading and asked in a nonchalant tone, “Will Martin be coming as well?”

The Irish woman gave her a knowing smile. “Yes. He specifically asked to be part of this mission. We’ll have a few other assistants, and at least two offensive talents for protection.”

Hiroki’s throat caught. “Protection? Will there be danger?”

Ciara shrugged. “Not necessarily. But much of the country is still in chaos after the attacks. The terrorists hit Dublin, Belfast, and Galway, three of our four largest cities. Cork only escaped because of Anna and Max’s protection. Power grids and other infrastructure were damaged. Wi-Fi is intermittent throughout the countryside, as is power. Clean water is easier to fix, as most of that comes from local sources, and nowhere in Ireland is far from a stream. But Galway still needs major work to be livable again.”

Hiroki clenched his hands out of sight, beneath the desk. “I do not understand. How will our speaking help their power get fixed?”

“It won’t, Hiroki. But you can reassure each group that the PHAE and the government of Ireland have things under control. That repair crews are working around the clock to get power back to the country. That we’ve signed agreements to keep this from happening again. We need our people to feel safe.”

Hiroki swallowed. “But not all of that is true. Some may be true in a few weeks, or in a few months. And something may happen to keep it from coming true at all.”

Ciara pressed her lips together. “Nevertheless, you must make sure the people believe us.”

She left before he could argue further, but their conversation grew heavy on his soul. As Hiroki packed that evening, he weighed his options. If he convinced the populace that everything would be fine, what happened if they discovered the lie? What if the PEM broke their agreement? What if they’d planted another bomb not yet exploded? What if the infrastructure repairs took months, even years? Any credibility he might have would vanish.

Lying had no honor. He’d lied in the past to test his talents or to save a friend but, in those cases, fibs felt necessary and sometimes the kinder option. Lying to the entire population of a country, to make the PHAE appear more effective, bothered his conscience.

The next morning, Hiroki joined the others at a minibus with great trepidation. They all kept their own counsel as the bus drove out of the city. Their first stop would be County Meath, northwest of Dublin. Their arrival must have been announced beforehand, as the Navan GAA stadium was packed when they entered.

Hiroki had never spoken to such a large live audience. He wiped sweat from his forehead as he stared at the crowd from behind the center dais. 

Bintou and Masaaki had helped him prepare his notes. Clutching his ePad, he touched it to ensure it hadn’t shut down or deleted anything. It blinked on reassuringly.

Hiroki tried to process the snippets of crew conversation as they finished arranging the dais. Rumors of illness and overflowing hospitals seemed too extreme to be coincidence. Róisín mentioned respiratory cases in Galway. 

As Ciara announced Hiroki, his talent kicked into gear. His skin tingled, and he pasted on a smile. When the applause subsided, he drew false confidence and power on like a suit of armor. “Today, though I am a visitor to your country, I join you in mourning those lost in the devastating attacks on Ireland’s beautiful cities.”
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