
EXTRACT FROM ORIGINAL VERSION OF BOOK 3 OF KIRANIS 
 
As the ship stopped trembling and the attack ceased, Sarril wrung his hands in desperation, staring out 
the window of his quarters at the newly arrived ships of the Jaevisk Society. ‘Why would they do this?’ 
he asked himself. ‘Why bring us out here?’ 

There was the sound of an entry request from the door across the room, and Sarril turned around. 
‘Yes?’ he called out softly. The door opened and Madelyn stepped into his quarters. Momentarily 
distracted by the scene of decimated enemy vessels and victorious Jaevisk Warships beyond Sarril, 
beyond the window, she blinked and composed herself. ‘You shouldn’t be apart from your colleagues,’ 
she told him. 

‘They don’t trust me,’ he confessed. ‘I think they despise me.’ 
‘You’re a Leader of Four,’ Madelyn reminded him, but there was confusion in her voice. ‘How could 

you not know what they’re thinking?’ 
He was silent for a time, staring at her and through her with his clasped hands before him. Behind 

him, the flashing lights of the closest giant Warship intermittently lit the scene. ‘Something’s wrong with 
me,’ he explained. ‘I’m feeling…lost…drawn against my will.’ 

‘It’s just this galaxy,’ she suggested. ‘The Lines are different here. They’re not ours.’ 
‘No, that’s not it. It was always this way. I…suppressed it.’ 
‘I don’t understand.’ Madelyn pointed to a chair beyond him: ‘May I?’ 
He nodded, gesturing towards the chair with his still-clasped palms and offering her a smile of 

gratitude. ‘As a Prophet, have you ever felt like letting go and allowing the Lines to take you wherever 
they wanted to?’ he asked her as she sat down. She nodded. ‘Sometimes,’ she admitted softly, ‘but I 
was taught how to control that, to fight their desire. All Prophets are trained in the same way.’ 

‘I wasn’t.’ The words were spoken so softly, so secretively. Madelyn felt her breath catch in her 
throat as she watched him walk past her and continue to the window behind her. He did not turn back 
as he spoke. ‘My mother was an Ordinary,’ he began. ‘My father worked for The Command, so this was 
kept a secret. When I was born, they could feel that I’d be a Prophet, but they knew I was corrupted by 
my mother’s genes. So they didn’t train me, in the hope that my abilities would fade over time. If I knew 
nothing about the Lines, they couldn’t take me on a journey. But I learned about them. As a child, I 
thought I was an Ordinary. You can imagine my terror when I decided to play at being a Si seeking out 
the Lines, only to find myself dragged out across the Galaxy.’ 

Madelyn gasped with sympathy, remembering just how terrifying her first journey had been. But she 
had the training, the preparation. And she had tutors around her as she flew the galaxy. Sarril was a 
frightened child with no knowledge of the consequence of relenting to the Lines. ‘Where did you go?’ 
she managed quietly. 

‘I don’t know how long it took,’ he said, ‘but I came to see a dreadful future, where a war was raging 
amongst the stars. There were thousands of ships, of every race and description. But there were other 
creatures there…terrible entities, one with a body and face of flames, another…like the one you saw, 
made of metal. And one man came to me. He stood there in the middle of the war as if standing on 
solid ground. He wore black robes with dragons on the front, one silver, the other gold. And he spoke to 
me.’ Sarril turned from the window to walk back around to Madelyn, standing there in front of her, 
waiting for her inevitable question. ‘What did he say?’ 

‘“You’re seeing the end, Sarril”, he told me. “You’re seeing what I live with every second of my 
existence. And you’ll be the means by which it all comes to be. You will be more than a Prophet, Sarril”, 
he said.’ At this, the Leader of Four began to cry, and a tear ran down his cheek, flashing with the 
yellow of Jaevisk proximity beacons. But Madelyn could see that he was not finished, and so she 
stayed silent. 

Sarril looked down at her, smiling the smile of a zealot, his liquid eyes ablaze with the passion of the 
believer. ‘You will be Prophecy itself,’ he finished. 


