
    
      
        
          
        
      

    



    
        
          The Whispering

        

        
        
          Whispering Jack's Freedom Series, Volume 1

        

        
        
          Michael Gallagher

        

        
          Published by Michael Gallagher, 2017.

        

    



  
    
    
      While every precaution has been taken in the preparation of this book, the publisher assumes no responsibility for errors or omissions, or for damages resulting from the use of the information contained herein.

    
    

    
      THE WHISPERING

    

    
      First edition. February 13, 2017.

      Copyright © 2017 Michael Gallagher.

    

    
    
      Written by Michael Gallagher.

    

    
      10 9 8 7 6 5 4 3 2 1

    

  


The Whispering

Episode 1 - Runes 

The whispering . . . the whispering again, just before curfew. 

The voices grew louder as Jack broke curfew longer than ever before. Something took hold of his spirit like a spaceship's tractor beam drawing him along the edge of the crumbling soot darkened grey stone buildings in the old city. The fingertips and palm of his right hand directed him in the darkness and followed the contours of the ancient masonry, while his left hand toyed with the edges of a talisman he always carried—a tiny holographic photo album containing his many pasts. His shoulder blades pressed against the wall, his neck craned back and forth, peaking out of the shadows under the decorative balcony he crouched under. The power motivating him to continue gave him energy but stole his will to control his destiny. The sounds, a mumbled siren call, pulled him along like the wind shifting between the buildings that made up what his brain implants told him were something called a Keep, a place where the wealth of a kingdom was once stored. Agitation unbalanced his usual calm. Then he saw them—runes in the old writing before ‘they’ came before the rulers brought The Sacks to his present world. Jack gasped a quick inhale. The sight of the runes brought renewed purpose to his spirit. 

He moved into the doorway. How could I have missed these every other night? His soot smudged hands touched the chiselled surface of the letters, releasing the purplish hue that had attracted him in the first place. He remembered the words of his mind mentor: “You are the one, Jack. The one that matters. You cannot shirk. You must come when they call.”

As if empowering his gestures, a quake started when he swiped his hand over the letters. Small movements, not enough to bring people long accustomed to tremors out of the safety of their homes after curfew, shook the entranceway. A swooshing sound filled the sheltered area where he stood. Mist created by the mixture of the night air and the humidity inside washed over him and laid bare a stairwell that led down to more glowing runes like the ones he had just touched to open into this stairwell. His footfalls raised dust in swirls deep enough to make walking tenuous. He started down the stairs sweeping his feet from side to side.

Every step down the whispering in Jack’s head became clearer, but clarity wasn’t the issue. The voices spoke in an ancient language, likely the language of the runes. If only a human holograph accompanied the sounds—in that case Jack’s intuitive powers would figure the sense of the message. But symbols alone didn’t communicate. 
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