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Thinking back, it was ridiculous to imagine that I would have seen another person on the ride 

from Glasgow to York. The chances were astronomical. People, experts no less, had planned 

my route to make sure I wasn’t accompanied or found.  

  But there she was anyway. I was surprised, to say the least. Safe routes were few and 

far between, so seeing another of anything was actually jarring at the time.  

  Common sense told me to continue, ignoring her as she plodded down the road. My 

training ordered me to stop, though, at the very least to ask who she was and where on Earth 

she could be heading.  

  That was the right thing to do. 

  I had to keep telling myself that, like a mantra, as she rode at the back of me. Clinging 

to the cheap fabric of my jacket, burying her face into my back. How had it come to this? 

Sweet days so far gone, like a tape burned up in the night by hooligans. 

  I work as an information collector, an agent of the Royal Archives. Fools who venture 

into the places nobody else wants to, then take history back from the clutches of the end. It 

was also ridiculous to imagine that anyone wanted to steal history from us. But here I sit, 

hand pressed furiously into my side as I try to stem the unhealthy flow of crimson creeping 

from my shirt. 

  As it turned out, she worked for a group, a cult, which wasn’t named, determined to 

change the past for ‘the sake of the world’. Thankfully she droned on a little after shooting 

me, before breakfast no less. A stupid notion for sure, but a deadly one at that. Determination 

and obsession go hand in hand when another promises you great power in exchange for a 

little murder. 

  Now she’ll reload her revolver, come back into the shelter we took up outside York 

and shoot me. Dead. No history, no grave or grand songs for me. The archive won’t even 

come looking for fear of losing someone else on the same task.  

  Well, that’s what she assumes. 

  What she’s neglected to realise above all else is that I’m prepared. Sure, she’s taken 

my firearms and knives, but she forgot to pat me down before shooting me. A single shot, 

jury-rigged pistol remains loaded in my right palm. I’m hiding it by placing it over the wound 

itself. 

  The thick steel door creaks open and she walks in, setting herself down with the 

revolver, and one of the digital discs I had recently retrieved, in hand. Looking up, she says 

nothing to me but pulls back the hammer and raises the barrel. 

  ‘Wait’ I croak meekly. She stutters and I sit up, firing the shot directly into her right 

eye. Turns out cultists are very gullible. Moron. She could’ve actually finished me. Why is it 

always the evil ones who are the most distracted? 

 

 


