
Samples

The knot in Diarmuid’s stomach was growing tighter. He’d been lying or sitting on the 
infirmary bed for nearly two hours – if the clock on the wall was right – ever since cleaning his 
teeth after breakfast. He did not want to be there, and the tongue lashing he’d received when saying 
so did not help.

He glanced around the room again. Bare white walls, alternating grey and white tiles on the 
floor, and seven more beds. Locked medicine cabinets and a couple of workbenches lined the far 
wall, with a sink halfway down the room. The unwanted smell of antiseptic came from a door at the
far end of the room – and he jerked his head away, trying to avoid the word printed on the door. 
Belatedly, he noticed that there was a compact gramophone on a table down the other end.

“A-are you nervous t-too?”
He turned his head to look at the girl sitting cross-legged on the next bed, her green eyes 

meeting the yellowed sunglasses he wore in a doomed attempt to avoid being accused of being a 
demon. Her brown hair had been completely shaved on her left side, with uneven stubble growing 
back. 

“No, I’m shittin’ meself,” he replied sourly. She blinked, taken aback at his usual choice of 
words. Well, usual for himself, anyway.

“Mind your language!” the nurse called over her shoulder from where she was examining one 
cabinet. He stifled – barely – the desire to snarkily point out that half the adults here were soldiers. 
She turned her head to look at him, revealing the fangs that stuck up from her lower jaw, and 
continued as though she had read his mind, “The fact that this facility is run by the military does not
justify foul language.”

“Sorry, Nurse Delaney,” he muttered. She sighed, and turned fully to look at both children. 
Down the other end of the room, the other nurse rolled his eyes.

“It is perfectly understandable for you to be nervous. However, biopsies are a long-
established, standard procedure – there is very little that can go wrong.” Diarmuid suspected she 
was lying about that latter part. She continued, “It happens to everyone who arrives here, but you 
two are the first who aren’t showing any symptoms yet.” Her tone implied that this was why – don’t
think about it, don’t think about it, don’t-

Diarmuid barely heard her ask what was wrong. All he could think of was that operating 
theatre. Not the one next door. He could hear it, he could smell it, he-

He flung himself off the bed and staggered towards the sink, his stomach lurching upwards 
with each step. As soon as he gripped the edge of it, he began to throw up.

It had taken Siobhán about twenty or thirty minutes – according to that clock – to recognise 
her own rising anxiety. Butterflies in her stomach, heart racing, dry mouth. She’d felt them many 
times before, but never for a doctor’s visit. Her father was a doctor! But this...this was different.

The Fomorian nurse had caught Diarmuid as soon as he doubled over and was supporting him
as he emptied the contents of his stomach into the sink. The other one moved closer, receiving an 
abrupt shake of the head and something in English. It sounded like she was telling him she had 
everything under control. She switched back into Gaelic, addressing Diarmuid in a reassuring tone 
as she helped him back to the bed and sat next to him.



Siobhán whipped her head around as the door swung open to admit a tall man with a pair of 
ginger mutton chops. He stopped as soon as he crossed the threshold, sweeping over the scene with 
pale blue eyes. Raising an eyebrow, he turned towards the nurse at the door and asked him 
something in English, with a very pronounced upper-class accent. The only part she could 
understand was “Mr Jones”.

Jones replied in the same language, addressing the man as Doctor Thompson, and received an 
irritable huff in reply. It caused a shiver to run down her spine, reminding her of another one she 
had met – even as she told herself not to think about it, she remembered that doctor. That arrogant, 
callous disgrace to her father’s profession.

She crashed back into reality at the doctor’s next sentence, which sounded like an instruction 
of some kind. One word stood out: hypnotica. That sounded like a name. Her head jerked around to 
track Jones as he moved over to one of the cabinets, evidently searching for something on the 
labelled shelves. He unlocked the cabinet and, after a brief period of searching, removed a glass 
vial.

Siobhán whipped her head around as the doctor stood in front of them. He peered paternally 
down his long nose at her, and cleared his throat to speak. His Firtollán was far from fluent.

“You twins sleep for the...operation,” he began, waving his left hand irritably as he tried to 
remember the translation. Siobhán stole a fearful glance at Delaney as the Fomorian hurriedly 
translated it into an offer of a sedative for both of them before it happened. She nodded 
emphatically, somehow unable to speak. 

Diarmuid made no reply, prompting Delaney to lean slightly closer with an frown on her face.
She slowly raised her hand as though to wave or slap him, but not slowly enough, for he flinched 
and began to scramble away from her in a blind panic. He landed on the floor with enough force to 
knock his sunglasses askew.

Doctor Thompson made a noise like a strangled trumpet and leaned back at the sight of 
Diarmuid’s uniquely creepy eyes. Siobhán had only known the boy for a few weeks, which was not 
enough time to repress a shudder at the blood-red irises. The shudder was immediately followed by 
a shameful memory of a bitter comment he’d made about being born with them.

“It’s all right, Diarmuid, we’re not going to hurt you,” Delaney told him as she slowly stood 
up. Keeping her hands clearly visible, she approached him and started to help him back onto his 
shaky feet. As he readjusted his glasses with a trembling hand, his face looked pale enough to 
justify being mistaken for an albino – something that he’d implied happened far too frequently, and 
in spite of his black hair.

He slumped on the bed, breathing rapidly and shallowly – hyperventilating, her father had 
once called it. Though she wouldn’t admit it to anyone, it made her feel slightly better that 
somebody else was just as frightened as she was. 

Jones approached, his giant farmer’s hands cradling a metal tray that held a small towel and 
two syringes filled with a pale blue liquid. He carefully laid the tray on the bed next to her, picked 
up one and holding it upright. A quick tap and a brief, surprisingly delicate squirt of the watery 
liquid onto the towel apparently satisfied him enough to look at her and say something in English, 
holding out his left hand.

She hesitantly rolled the left sleeve of her pyjamas up to her elbow, and upon prompting from 
Delaney, moved it further up to expose her upper arm. Jones loomed over her and clasped one hand 
over hers, causing her to tense up. The other steadied the syringe against her skin with the same 
surprising delicacy, and she felt a brief prick as it entered her arm.



She hadn’t realised that she had been holding her breath until he stopped depressing the 
plunger about a quarter of the way down and carefully withdrew it. As she let her breath out, Jones 
repeated the procedure with Diarmuid, who screwed his eyes shut and sucked in his breath as the 
needle went into his arm.

“You should start to feel drowsy within ten or fifteen minutes,” Delaney explained, “so lie 
down and try not to move too much.” Siobhán carefully laid down on the bed, starting to feel 
slightly less uneasy as she forced herself to stare up at the ceiling instead of the clock. Diarmuid 
reluctantly lay down as well, still breathing rapidly as the doctor strode off towards the surgery.

Silence ensued, broken only by purposeful footsteps around the infirmary and the surgery. It 
was initially uncomfortable, but she found herself starting to at least tolerate it as her heartbeat 
slowed and her breath returned to normal. She tucked her left hand under her head, letting her 
eyelids droop as she relaxed.

Diarmuid grunted sleepily as he drifted awake, feeling surprisingly comfortable for once. He 
grunted again as somebody shook his shoulder. He just wanted to sleep a bit longer.

“I think he’s coming around.” He vaguely recognised the voice that spoke at a distance. That 
one was okay. The snobby voice that replied was not.

“All right, leave him for now. What about the girl?”
“No, doctor. She’s still asleep,” the first voice replied. Was that the nurse, whatever her name 

was?
“I suppose it’s-” the doctor sighed, just as a door opened. “Dr. Magnusson.”
“Dr. Thompson. Are the children awake?” the new one asked in sounded like a posh Dublin 

accent. Bloody Jackeens.
“The boy is, or close to it anyway. I presume you’re interested in their mental state?”
“Well, I did hear that both of them panicked,” the new one replied. “I’d like to know exactly 

what happened.”
“What I’d like to know,” Thompson growled, “is where they got that damned tattoo! Why 

wasn’t I told that they were the property of Connacht Trading?” He spat out the word.
Diarmuid stopped breathing. Though his eyes didn’t open, his heart was already beating faster

and he was now wide awake.
“Because they’re not. I don’t give a shit what the company says, and you can be sure that the 

Colonel doesn’t either,” the nurse replied coldly. That was slightly reassuring.
“Well, how the deuce did they end up with it? What’s going to happen if-” 
“Let’s discuss this elsewhere. My office or yours?” Magnusson interjected.
“Yours. Delaney, explain the follow-up to the children when they’re awake.”
“Yes, doctor,” Delaney sighed as they left, and Diarmuid could hear the suppressed roll of her

eyes. She moved towards the door out into the corridor, prompting him to crack open one eye when 
he was sure she had moved past him. She removed a wax cylinder from the gramophone, swapping 
it for another one, and began to wind a handle on the side. 

A moment passed before the machine began to crackle into life with a strangely serene 
melody. He quickly shut his eye again as Delaney left it and moved back to the centre of the room, 
where she began to examine one of the cabinets.

“Beethoven?” Siobhán mumbled abruptly. Was that a friend of hers? Never mind that, how 
long had she been pretending to sleep as well?



“Actually, that’s Bach,” Delaney replied. Diarmuid felt completely lost. Who or what was 
Bach? He decided to open his eyes; no point in pretending that he was still asleep any more. “How 
do you feel?” the nurse continued, turning around again.

Half of him felt relieved, but the other half felt like crapping himself again. That wasn’t going
to go down too well, so he just shrugged. Siobhán admitted to being relieved that it was over, 
something he agreed with.

“From what I saw, it went fine. Dr Thompson is not the nicest man in the world, but he is a 
good surgeon. Now that you’re both awake, pay attention.” She turned to pick up a piece of paper, 
and after a quick study, began to summarise it.

“First of all, do not interfere with the stitches, and make sure you keep them dry. That means 
no strenuous activity – no running around or heavy lifting – or showers for today. The bandages will
need to be changed daily, so over the next week, you will come here at ten o’clock in the morning 
for that. If you experience any significant bleeding, pain or swelling from around the biopsy sites, 
let a member of staff know immediately. Do you have any questions?”

“Where was the b-biopsy s-site?” Siobhán asked. 
“The left and right biceps.” Delaney patted her upper arm.
“T-they s-saw it?” Siobhán whispered, her eyes widening. Diarmuid flinched, knowing all too 

well what she meant. Delaney nodded grimly.
“We all saw it.”
“S-so you...you’re going to-”
“Nobody here is going to let CTC get their hands upon you,” the nurse interrupted, folding 

her arms across her chest as though to remind them of her heavily muscled build. A build that she 
hadn’t asked for, and one that likely awaited him and Siobhán. “They don’t even know where you 
are, and we’ll do everything we can to keep it that way.”

Neither of them had anything to say to this. If Diarmuid was honest with himself, the larger 
muscles that he was supposed to develop would help with giving those bastards a black eye. He 
suspected Siobhán would love a chance to get back at them, even more than he would.

“Now, how about you get dressed, and we get you some tae?” Delaney asked, looking at the 
clock that now read nearly half two. Diarmuid, suddenly realising that he was very hungry, sat up 
and nodded. A mug of tae would be very welcome right now.
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