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Night Shift

Night shift. God, how I hate it. Eight hours fighting against my natural urge to fall asleep 
while checking the cells every thirty minutes in between another boring game of cards. I'd swear 
Eddie Jones is looking at my cards when I have to make my rounds, but fair is fair – I've done that 
to him as well.

I glance at the clock on the wall. The corridor is quiet enough that I can hear it tick-tocking 
eight feet away – either that, or it's a bloody noisy thing. Eleven-twenty-nine p.m....time to check on
the prisoners – oh, I'm sorry, the patients. Prisoners, patients – they're all orcs. Fomorians. The 
mutated. Whatever you want to call them.

I sigh, letting Eddie know it's that time again, pick up the keys and stand up. He grunts, 
angling his neck to the ceiling, wishing for a cigarette. Fortunately, it isn't far to the cell block 
entrance; less than five yards. Just five minutes checking the cells, and we can get back to the game.

I stop outside cell 1. The chalkboard mounted outside announces that this monster, #5-A, is 
Seamus Daly, and a note underneath it to watch the lights. Just below it, a square box on the wall 
holds a trimmed-down version of one of those thick files somewhere in administration; the full one 
covers his eyesight problems in nauseating detail...you’d think they could just say he’s an albino 
and be done with it, like the summary! And just mention that he’s an orc, without the boring “thin 
yet meaty” line about his muscles, or the “stochastic moss-green fungus” that tattoos his face and 
limbs. I get it. He’s an orc!

I peek inside. The cells aren't much to speak of – a bed bolted to the floor along one wall, and 
a table bolted to the opposite wall. There’s a sink built into the wall, in the corner next to the door, 
just about visible from the door. Two books, a magnifying lens, and his glasses lie on the table.

He’s curled up on the bed, soundly asleep. Not that I can say that; not accurate enough, 
apparently. Instead, I have to note that he appears to be asleep. Not that he’s really much of a 
problem; he knows his place, knows how lucky he is that we caught him. And not the dwarves.

Cell 2 couldn’t be any more different. Thomas Grady (#6-A) is one of those brats from the 
Fomorian Brotherhood – those lunatics who snatch and turn people into orcs...the whole reason the 
dwarves hate the orcs so much. Rules are to keep him under lock and key – gladly! – though 
apparently we can’t just throw the damn key away...so we have to settle for watching him, and not 
letting him have anything he can turn into a weapon. Not that he really needs it – he’s got a mean 
punch on him for a ten or eleven-year-old!

I peek inside. It’s definitely him – heavy build, short brown hair. He’s asleep – sorry, he 
appears to be asleep – no doubt dreaming of the havoc he’ll wreck in the name of the Brotherhood, 
or even just from exploding because it’s Wednesday, or some other reason.

First girl in cell 3 is #7A. Maeve Brody, the slavers’ daughter. Yeah, her parents are bloody 
slavers. And the worst part is that I can’t even properly dislike her for it; a little bird told me that her



parents only did it to keep her fed, and neither is at all proud of it! Imagine that...Fomorians with 
morals! Or so they claim.

I glance inside. Surprise, surprise, she’s still awake, but she’s not touching her drawing pad or 
tools. She’s lying upside down on the bed with her head dangling off with her hands behind it, 
wiggling her feet in the air. She obviously sees me, because she glances at the door, sticks her 
tongue out, and sits back up with far more speed than a heavy girl like her should be capable of. I 
take note of the fact that she’s still awake; the doctors are worried about this, even if she looks fine 
to me.

Cells 4 and 5 hold the twins, #8-A and #9-A, or Aoife and Ciaran O’Brien if you really want 
to give them their names. Both of them are rail-thin gingers and, surprisingly enough, their parents 
are part of that damned Brotherhood. Or at least they were – apparently they deserted. Either way, 
they’re not very cooperative – you have to shout at them about as much as with 6-A to get them to 
do anything – though I’ll admit, they’re not as hostile as him.

Both are awake, and both give me the same apathetic looks. The resemblance ends there; 8-A 
lies on her stomach facing the door, and 9-A lies on his back with his hands underneath his head, 
waving his left foot aimlessly. Each of them has a single book on their table; apparently, they’re 
also trying to learn how to read. Don’t know why they bother, really. It’s not like they’re going 
anywhere, and they know it!

I hesitantly stop outside cell 6. The chalkboard announces that this little freak, #10-A, is 
Diarmuid O’Flaherty. He's one of the two new ones brought in today; a fisherman's son from 
Galway, they say. From what I saw earlier, he’s also got eyesight problems, wearing sunglasses all 
the time. The summary file hasn’t arrived yet, so nothing yet about any issues or even a description 
beyond short black hair, the glasses, and no existing signs of exposure. But people talk. Word is that
his eyes are red.

As if to prove that, he suddenly stops tossing and turning. His head starts upright, staring at 
the wall opposite him, and he’s clearly breathing heavily. I start recording this, and he whips his 
head around to stare at me. I'm glad he's on the other side of the door; unlike #5-A, his eyes are 
blood red. Those eyes are evil. Like those of a ghost, or some kind of snake. Probably a snake; at 
least they can't walk through walls!

I’m kind of glad to move onto the next cell. That has the other new one: #11-A, or Siobhán 
MacCarthy. A five-foot-high dwarven girl. Don’t ask me how that makes sense...some legal 
nonsense about being born to them, or in one of their tunnels, or something like that. Word so far is 
she’s a fugitive – not just in the usual sense of “no place for me in society”, but a genuine runner. 
That would explain why she’s bald on one side – apparently the dwarves do that to prisoners – but 
not how she ended up here.

She’s standing at the sink, scrubbing frantically at her right arm. I take a note of this. Good 
thing there isn’t a mirror in the cells – the doctors are worried she’ll hurt herself. Actually, that 
applies to all of them, but her in particular for some reason. Regardless of why, I do not want to go 



through all that paperwork again. I go to leave, but something catches my eye on her arm...a tattoo 
of some kind? I can’t quite make out the details, but it looks like letters in some kind of oval or 
rectangle.

As soon as she realises that I’m watching, she flinches and pulls her sleeve down, turning her 
arm away. She backs away from the door, not taking her eyes off it – off me – even as she reaches 
the far wall next to the bed. I note this as well; something’s definitely not right here. In fact, it 
reminds me of some of the older prisoners in the main block, trying to remove their skin fungus.

“So?” Jones breaks the silence as I sit back down and light a cig.

“So, what?”

“The new kids. What d’ya think of them?”

I shrug. “The albino? Creepy little brat.”

“He’s not an albino. Didn’t you hear the doctors?”

“Fuck off, his eyes are red, and he wears sunglasses. You tellin’ me he ain’t one?”

“I don’t understand it neither. But I’m with ya on the creepy part.” He pauses, and shrugs. “I 
guess he gets that a lot.”

“So what?” I finally draw on the cig.

“So what? Fuckin’ hell, Tommy, ya don’t think he wanted to be turned into an orc?”

I pause. I’ve never thought about that before. Most of the freaks seem pretty happy with it, but
they were mostly born that way. The new ones definitely weren’t.

“Now you mention it, the girl’s scrubbing at her hands like there’s blood on ‘em. She a 
dwarf?”

“Yeah, she is. From what I hear, she was born in one o’ their surface villages. Any ideas how 
she ended up here?”

“No...though there is that tattoo on her forearm. Looked kinda familiar.”

“How?” he asks as he picks up my lighter for his own cigarette. I shrug, just as my eyes fall 
on the symbol on the side. Three letters inside a rounded rectangle. C-T-C. A very well-known logo,
that: Comhlacht Tradála Chonnacta, the Connacht Trading Company. The dwarves’ monopoly on 
trading with the outside world. I saw that logo less than five minutes ago, as a tattoo.

“What?” he prompts. He must have seen my face.

“Uh...Eddie, why would a girl have CTC’s logo on her arm?”

“What?” he looks down at the lighter, turns it around to see the logo, and sharply looks back 
at me. “Where?”

“The new girl. She kept scrubbing at her right forearm. I think I saw that logo there.”



His eyebrows shoot north towards his hairline. He doesn’t appear to have noticed that I’m not 
entirely sure. “Really? It didn’t look like a...like a cattle brand?” Of course a dairy farmer would 
think that. Now that he mentions it...it looked more like that than a tattoo.

I shrug again. “Not really our problem, is it? Unless she tries cutting her arm off.”

“Or,” he adds sourly, “if CTC come and claim their property.”

“Their property? What are you talking about?”

He rolls his eyes. “Come on, Tommy! Ya don’t think she put that brand on her arm of her own
free will? CTC stamp that logo on everything they own – even the bloody bog roll!”

I’m still not getting it. “Everything they own? What, you mean they own her?”

“Like a test subject, I bet,” he nods grimly. I am actually at a loss for words, so I start 
shuffling the cards again for the next game. As I do, I glance up at the clock again. Eleven minutes 
to twelve.

“You know what? I hate this job.”



Maladaptive Vigilance

Maebh stared at the mirror, her eyes following her fingers up along the stripes on her new 
blouse’s v-shaped front collar. She smiled, revealing more teeth that had once been much more 
yellow. Finally, she had something to wear that wasn’t bleached or grey nettle-fibres issued from the
laundry – something that was hers. Lowering her hands, she turned towards the younger girl in the 
room to ask what she thought.

“Why does the collar hang down your back like that?” Aoife asked, swinging her legs idly as 
she sat on the table next to the sink. Her left hand briefly lifted to point at Maebh’s left shoulder, 
before returning to rest on her lap. Maebh shrugged, not having cared enough to ask why a sailor’s 
outfit had such a striped square collar, and nobody had thought it necessary to explain it.

“I want one too,” the other girl admitted enviously. She glanced down at her own grey jumper 
and off-white dress. Both were clean and the original tears had been well repaired, but they were 
so...so plain and impersonal. At least they didn’t clash with her ginger hair.

“Maybe you could sew one on yourself?” Maebh lowered her hands to her side. For the 
second time in nearly seven months, the other girl’s face lit up with something other than apathy for
more than a minute as she tilted her head to one side to consider this. 

“Your parents will be back in a week,” Maebh added, and immediately regretted it as Aoife’s 
face fell again. Both she and her twin brother were prone to melancholy without their parents 
around, though when she’d raised the issue with Dr Magnusson, the alienist had assured her that the
training exercises they participated in only used dummy rounds. That didn’t stop her worrying about
them; what if a serviceman got a bit “carried away” fighting a Fomorian?

“See you at dinner, all right?”

“All right,” Aoife replied listlessly. Maebh hesitated in the doorway, looking over her 
shoulder. Even knowing that she’d pick up again in an hour, she still felt the improper urge to hug 
the girl that she had started to consider a younger sister or cousin. Doing so would have required her
to move just a little too close and a little too quickly.

Her aimless footsteps took her towards the common room that doubled as a canteen. 
Surprisingly enough, only the albino O’Shea was inside, slouching against the far wall and staring 
at nothing in particular. His stare grew more intense as he turned to face her – something that he had
once explained was just him trying to figure out who or what he was looking at, though she 
wondered if there wasn’t a hint of hunger to it. It still didn’t stop his eyes shaking back and forth.

“Game of Brandubh?” he called. She wasn’t really a fan of the game, but she needed to do 
something other than draw. Verbally agreeing, she turned to the shelf next to the door and reached 
with her left hand up to the worn wooden box that held the board and-

And unconsciously swung her body around to the right and brought her right arm up in the 
manner her parents had taught her all those years ago, before halting dead in her tracks as her eyes 
locked onto those of the boy who had just crept into the room. Maebh didn’t consider herself easily 



startled, or no more any other Fomorian. But those blood-red eyes were the creepiest thing she’d 
seen.

The owner of the eyes was one of the two new children who had been brought here late in the 
afternoon two days ago – Diarmuid and either Siobhán or Sinéad, she couldn’t remember the girl’s 
name now. Diarmuid was far thinner than her, with a mess of black hair that looked like he had 
forgotten or refused to brush it, a recently-stitched cut on his left cheek, and no signs of fangs or 
skin fungus. If she hadn’t been so taken aback by his eye colour, she’d have heard old Aoife’s 
father’s voice in the back of her head commenting on the boy’s crude but effective ducking of her 
hand.

“No harm done!” she called, keeping her hands clearly visible as she backed away slightly. 

“I’d heard ye were a jumpy bunch,” the boy snarked as he straightened up. His accent wasn’t 
one she was familiar with – in fact, she realised that she knew almost nothing about him. “Maybe 
I’ll knock next time.”

“Jumpy?” she echoed, tilting her head in confusion. Was she?

He rolled his eyes. “Maybe that’s the wrong word. Unless it means something other than 
constantly scanning the room and nearly going for my throat when I walk into ya?”

Maebh blinked. Had she been doing that? Scanning the room?

“What the heck are you talking about?” O’Shea called, beginning to slouch back against the 
wall. Diarmuid palmed his face, muttering something under his breath about ‘orcs’. That confirmed 
that he definitely wasn’t from Connemara or anywhere else in the Homeland region.

“Orcs? Where are you from?” 

He lowered his palm and regarded them for a moment, as though weighing up what to say, 
before eventually admitting he was from Galway. “Well, roughly,” he amended sourly.

“Funny, you don’t sound like a nob to me,” O’Shea smirked. Maebh found herself inwardly 
half-cursing, half-lamenting his poor eyesight, knowing that the other boy was about to-

“Because I’m not. I’m a fucking fisherman’s son,” the other boy snapped, folding his arms 
across his chest. He glowered at O’Shea for a moment, before sagging and sighing. “Sorry, I’m 
just...” he trailed off, apparently unable to describe exactly what he felt.

“Jumpy?” O’Shea filled in with a sardonic grin. To her surprise and unease, the other boy 
matched it with a grim chuckle.

“And we are?” she asked, still trying to figure out what exactly had caused him to think that.

The red eyes rolled again. “That what the doctor told me. Said you and the rest are hyper-vig-
ilous or somethin’ like that. Eyes darting all over the place, backs to a wall.” He paused. “Reminded
me of an old dragoon around Forthill – somebody who spent a lot of time out past the Corrib.”

That was an avenue of conversation Maebh really didn’t want to go down. The British 
military were one thing, but the Connacht Dragoons were the ones everyone west of the Corrib 
feared and hated as much as the Inquisition. At least the bulldogs that were rotated in and out of the 
forts didn’t have a personal stake in the area. She decided to move on to other topics – among them,
board games.



“We’re about to play Brandubh. Would you like to take part?” She stepped away and slowly 
picked up the box. As she did so, she mentally replayed his words about them being jumpy; was she
trying to avoid spooking him?

“Never played it, and I don’t know how. but I’ve nothing else to do,” he replied with an 
indifferent shrug. She was relieved to note that he didn’t follow her too close towards the table, or 
sit too close to either her or O’Shea. 

“Oh, you’re albino as well?” O’Shea asked hopefully as he finally got a good look at the other
boy, and was awarded with a facepalm. When Diarmuid finally spoke, he bore the long-suffering 
tone of somebody who had never heard that one before, noting that he could just about tolerate that 
from an actual albino and was honestly sick of his bloody eyes. 

Five minutes into the game, and Maebh couldn’t hold her curiosity any more. She turned to 
look at Diarmuid and hesitantly began to ask him how he’d ended up here, only to be greeted with a
flinch and a hiss that made him sound like a serpentoid issuing a death threat. He did admit, 
however, that he had been kidnapped and been around the north-west edge of Connemara – so 
probably around Letterfrack or Cleggan. She suppressed a shudder; that was O’Rourke territory.

“Not many glitches up there, or so I hear,” Maebh commented. That finally caused him to 
show some surprise – anything other than guarded resignation – as he repeated the word ‘glitches’.

“Things like colours randomly changing, gravity suddenly getting weaker or stronger, or 
walking through a doorway and suddenly slamming into the wall on the opposite side of the room,” 
O’Shea replied. “That hasn’t happened here yet, for some reason or another.”

“What?”

“I once had gravity reverse on me while I was asleep,” Maebh added, reaching for one of her 
pieces. In hindsight, it wasn’t that bad – she’d rolled out of bed even before she had fully woken up 
and managed to avoid being crushed underneath the bed.

“What.” This time, Diarmuid’s voice was completely flat, and his eyes looked like blood-
coloured saucers.

“Not the worst thing that can happen," O’Shea continued blandly. “One of my uncles killed a 
terror bird by luring it into an inside-out patch. He swore that the snakes chasing the bird 
immediately stopped to palm their faces,” he finished with a grim chuckle.

“An inside-out patch? Does that...” Diarmuid began, starting to look and sound a little queasy.

“It’s a patch of ground or air that turns you inside-out,” Maebh replied, barely suppressing a 
shudder. She was about to tell him how they had a distinctly unpleasant burning metallic scent from 
well over ten feet away, but just as she opened her mouth, the red-eyed boy slowly stood up, staring 
emptily past them and mumbling disjointedly about needing to lie down.

“Maybe you should go to the infirmary,” she called just as he shuffled out the door, and to her 
horror, he flinched and hissed again. Before she could stand up to go and help him, he disappeared 
from sight.



“He only arrived a couple of days ago, right?” O’Shea began, absently picking up one of his 
pieces. At her helpless nod he continued, “Probably just getting used to being here.”

She shook her head. “No...I don’t think he’s seen anything like that. The glitches apparently 
aren’t normal in Galway town.”

The quiet snort that the albino gave her told her exactly what he thought of that. Watching out 
for that sort of thing was just part of life. Anyone who didn’t learn quickly simply didn’t live very 
long.



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’s head jerked 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.



Rage Against The Mirror Self

Siobhán lowered her hands into the stream of the tap, savouring the flash of warmth as the 
lukewarm water hit her soil-covered skin. After five hours of gardening in a draughty, half-leaking 
greenhouse, it was good to just be alone for five minutes. Unfortunately, it couldn’t last, as one of 
Maebh’s teasing comments about herself and Diarmuid came unbidden to the fore.

“Come on, Shiva. The doctors aren’t going to care if you hug him once.”

Shiva. Diarmuid’s nickname for her. A name he genuinely hadn’t known was that of the 
Hindu god of destruction. In fact, he hadn’t even known of them – he’d just “heard the name 
somewhere”. It was still a pagan god of destruction...

Destruction...

Destruction.

She tried not to look at the mirror as she raised her head, but found herself unable to look 
away from it. Facing her was herself, just as expected. The same brown hair, green eyes and 
rounded jaw. She close her eyes for a brief moment, and opened them again to see-

A muted gasp broke from her lips as her heartbeat doubled. Facing her was somebody with 
the same eyes, hair and shape of her face, but the other face had more. Yellow fangs jutted up from 
the corners of the leering mouth, just like the ones on Maebh or Seamus or any of the native-born 
Fomorians. The green eyes now bore the intense, fixed stare of somebody completely deranged. 
And to say nothing of the blood splatters that covered her opposite’s face.

No, that wasn’t her opposite. It was herself, or what she would become if the transformation 
went any further. A monster.

A monster.

Monster.

No longer aware that she was standing in a bathroom, she felt her lips curl and brow lower in 
disgust. That...freak. That...monster. That...thing needed to-

“Die, bitch!” she hissed, curling her right fist and swinging it up as hard as she could. She 
barely noticed that her opposite was raising her own fist as well-

And came crashing back to reality at the thud of something that did not sound like glass and 
the jolt of pain in her hand. Blinking in a mix of agony and disbelief, she saw her reflection 
extending its left arm off the edge of the mirror to meet her right, with no sign of the spider-web of 
cracks in the glass that should have been there.

She lowered her throbbing hand, only vaguely noticing the livid bruising that was beginning 
to spread across her knuckles as she focussed on the mirror again. The fangs had...gone. The leer 
and fixed, unhinged stare of her opposite had been replaced with her own stare of bewildered pain. 
And the blood had been cleaned off her face. Where had they gone? Had they been real?

Finally, she took a wincing look at her hand. The tops of her fingers were a livid patchwork of
purple and brown, with a single cut on her ring finger. As she ran the tap again, the throbbing began 



to subside slightly under the cold water, but not enough to hide it completely. She didn’t want to go 
to the infirmary for this, but a brief flex of her fingers caused the pain to shoot back up again. What 
a stupid thing to have done to herself.

“N-nurse Delaney? I t-tripped and hurt m-my hand.” She shuffled into the infirmary, forcing 
her eyes to look at the Fomorianised nurse’s face.

The nurse frowned as she examined the hand. “Come over to the sink and let me take a closer 
look. What did you trip on, and what did you hit?”

“The b-bathroom doorway.” Even to herself, it sounded blatantly false. The nurse’s face did 
not change as she looked up again.

“Siobhán, as you are aware, I am obliged to report what I think actually happened. And to me,
it looks as though you punched something. Or someone.” She paused, and let out a pent-up sigh as 
she turned to the cabinet next to the sink. “If I called Diarmuid in right now, would he be able to 
explain this?”

Siobhán vehemently shook her head. “He wouldn’t have a c-c-clue what you’re t-talking 
about! B-because he was nowhere near me when...when I was by my-my-myself in the bathroom. 
And he wouldn’t h-hit me unless I...unless I tried hitting him.” 

“Won’t throw the first punch, will he?” Delaney paused and turned to face her again, one hand
holding a dark brown bottle. “I would expect more cuts if you had punched a mirror. Did you punch
a wall?”

Siobhán nodded miserably and hung her head. “I...punched a wall. I...I thought it was...me. 
My face.”

“Yourself?” Missing from the woman’s voice was the contempt she expected. Instead, 
Delaney sounded alarmed. “What would possess you to think your face needed to be punched?”

“I’m a m-m-monster.” She blinked, trying to hold back the tears.

“Any more than I am myself? Or Dr Magnusson?”

A bitter laugh escaped Siobhán’s lips. “Diarmuid said the exact s-s-same thing after we 
learned th-that...that we’re now F-fomorians.” She looked up as Delaney drew a brush from the 
bottle, coated with a clear liquid. A brief flash of cold coursed through her hand as the brush gently 
slid across her bruises. “All my life, I’ve been told Fomorians are monsters. D-demons. So...now...I 
d-d-don’t know what’s next!”

“I’ve been there too, Siobhán. Unfortunately, the Fomorian Brotherhood” – she practically 
spat the name – “have a point about the lack of support for anyone forcibly exposed. That is one of 
the tricks they use to keep their victims in line – if you let yourself be caught by the dwarves, your 
life is over.” She paused to start wrapping a bandage around Siobhán’s hand. “The League has 
repeatedly said the exact same thing about getting captured by Fomorians, but word is that they’re 
reconsidering that. Things are starting to improve, but it doesn’t happen overnight.”

“W-what if they d-d-don’t?”



“I know Diarmuid is your closest friend here,” the nurse sighed as she tied the bandage into 
place, “but he doesn’t have a very positive attitude. I would say you have a better chance of 
reintegrating into society than anyone else here.”

Siobhán did not believe that. Never mind that she was born on the surface of Achill Island, 
she was still a daughter of the tunnels. The woman in front of her was not. In fact, everybody else at
the holding facility was either born a Fomorian, or a British citizen who’d been exposed.

None of them knew what being a Firtollán entailed.



The Dwarven Tea Machine

The machine that stood on the counter gleamed. Its shiny metallic body rose from a rounded, 
well-polished wooden base, curving up towards a boxy tower on one end and an alcove at the other. 
An array of brass plates adorned the front of the machine, marking the buttons, rounded glass light 
housings and an embossed slot in a font that appeared to have been delicately carved from the metal
itself. In one corner, a thick black cable snaked around behind towards the wall.

“Is that made of silver?” Aoife asked, pointing at the machine, eliciting a few smiles from the 
other children in the room as they gathered around it. Her twin brother Ciaran gingerly reached 
forward to tap at the corner near him, where somebody had intricately carved some larger words 
and the number 418 in what looked like English. His face and body immediately slumped as he 
found out that it felt too hard to be silver.

“What is it, anyway?”

“It’s the t-tae machine that C-c-connacht Trading gifted us. I th-think th-th-that’s the name?” 
Siobhán pointed at the larger font where Ciaran had tapped it. Her lips briefly moved soundlessly 
before she decided that pronouncing the name wasn’t worth the effort. “Diarmuid?”

“Hiberno-Tech Tea Producer,” the other boy with her supplied. One of his folded arms briefly 
rose to adjust the dark yellow Bakelite sunglasses in front of his eyes. “Don’t ask me what the four-
hundred and eighteen means.”

“How does it work? Why does it have that...rope going into the side?” Ciaran asked.

“It’s p-probably elce...e-lec-trical.”

“Like the lights?” Aoife turned her head up towards the ceiling, where an upside-down 
wireframe bowl covered the round glass bulbs that cast a yellow glow onto the corners of the room. 
The rest of them briefly followed her glance, before silently agreeing that they had more pressing 
concerns, such as how to actually use it.

“Wh-why is it written in English?” Siobhán demanded of nobody in particular, waving a hand
at the glossy pamphlet that lay open on the table. She turned to Diarmuid. “Diar...c-can you 
understand this?”

The boy silently removed his glasses, revealing a pair of blood-red irises that caused the twins
to shiver, and began to read with a resigned comment about the number of five-pound words on the 
page. After a moment, he turned it over to follow the instructions on the next page, and shook his 
head in exasperation. “There’s at least a dozen steps here,” he finally, “and it doesn’t even tell you 
to actually fill the “boiling vessel” until after you’ve loaded a...capsule.”

“What’s a capsule?” Maebh asked as she paused in the doorway. Her green eyes briefly 
widened as she met Diarmuid’s.

“These, apparently.” Diarmuid picked up a wooden box that had been stamped with 
something. It rattled slightly as he turned it around in his hands, examining the spring that appeared 
to hold one end shut and the metal ratchet that ran along one side. He shrugged and continued, “The



manual just says to stick the box into the hopper, and then press the ‘Validate’ button to check if it’s 
a valid box of capsules.”

“What happens if it’s not valid?”

“It says that if a red light flashes four times, remove the box and start again from scratch. If 
the light flashes only twice, it thinks the box is valid. Doesn’t say how it even knows if they’re 
valid, but I’ll assume they’re not taking...dead seaweed.” Diarmuid paused to briefly scowl at the 
machine before turning his attention back towards the pamphlet. “If they’re valid, it says ‘A green 
light shall flash twice if the boiling vessel is sufficiently full of water for your cup of tea’. Except 
that the bloody thing doesn’t show how much water it contains before you even start!”

“Wh-what about that g-g-gauge?” Siobhán pointed at a long glass window that stood next to a
hole.

“Me and my big mouth,” Diarmuid muttered after a moment, nearly lowering his face into his
left palm before he realised that his glasses were in the way. With a repressed sigh, he unfolded 
them and slid them back onto his nose, missing or ignoring the flash of relief on three of the four 
other faces in the room. “So yes, it does actually show that this is empty.”

Turning his attention to the pamphlet again, he continued, “Insert a valid cup into the 
alcove...if a light blinks twice, clear the alcove. And don’t start from scratch, oddly enough. If no 
light appears, make sure you inserted a valid cup.”

Adjust the ‘Timer Crank’ to match your desired brewing time, but don’t set this to more than 
five minutes...or at least they don’t recommend that you do so. Once that’s done, insert the 
‘Brewing Key’ into the slot that takes it, turn it clockwise and hold for five seconds. If it succeeds, 
then a blue light turns on.”

Siobhán picked up a rectangular wooden block and turned it around in her hand. One end had 
been bevelled inwards and lined with a metal ratchet, similar to the box of capsules. “I th-think this 
is the k-k-key?” she asked, turning one side towards Diarmuid.

“That’s it,” he confirmed. The others peered at it, trying to read the words that had been 
carved into the top, before an exasperated snort drew their attention back to him. “What a 
surprise...we’re supposed to leave the key in place until it starts whistling, but if it’s turned off 
halfway through, we have to start from scratch again. If everything works, then it says to remove 
the key and your mug and ‘consume it at your lei-shure’.” He lowered the pamphlet, folded his 
arms again and gave them a sour look. “This dwarf machine had better produce the best bloody mug
of tae ever.”

“I think I’ll stick with the teapot,” Maebh announced.



Washing-up Wrangling

“Hey, Red!”

Diarmuid morosely looked up from the lukewarm sink that held two stained metal plates, and 
narrowed his eyes as he beheld the stocky younger boy with the fangs and green patches of skin 
next to the draining board. “What is it, Grady?”

“Me name’s Tomás. Nurse said you could use a hand.”

“I could. And mine’s Diarmuid. Not Red, or Red-Eyes, or freak...” he trailed off with an 
irritable sigh. Grady briefly exposed more of his fangs as his mouth silently worked, before he 
picked up a tea-towel and began to wipe the plate that lay on the draining board. For a few minutes, 
neither spoke as Diarmuid focussed on scrubbing the plates and tried to ignore the sidelong glances 
the other boy gave him. Eventually, he couldn’t take it any more.

“Go on...you want to say something, just get it out.”

“I been meaning to ask you. You’re from Galway, are you not?” Grady turned to face him 
properly, his hands still absently wiping the blunt Bakelite-handled knife that Diarmuid had handed 
him.

“Wrong side of the river, and the...they wouldn’t let me forget it.”

A frown briefly creased the other lad’s face, before the penny dropped. “Wrong side? You 
mean...you’re from our side of the Corrib?”

“I’m from the Claddagh. Less than two hundred yards from Galway itself, and we might as 
well be the other side of the world,” Diarmuid snorted as he began tackling a tea-stained spoon.

“Why?”

“Far as I could tell, it’s because we’re west of the river. As far as those toffs on Prospect Hill 
and Ballybrit are concerned, we’re all ‘Fomorian sympathisers’. Means we’re safe to literally shit 
on, and the RICs don’t care.”

“The Ricks?”

“The police. The barracks is literally at one end of my road, right next to the bridge. The other
end of the road is the swamp where the...the sewers from the forts come out.” Unbidden, an image 
flashed across Diarmuid’s eyes of Tadhg, flanked by his cohorts, each grinning like a pucán as he 
threw Diarmuid again into the reeking stream of half-stewed shit. The image shifted into Aunt 
Nora’s scowling visage as she verbally lashed him in front of everyone for being a good-for-
nothing-

“Um...Diarmuid?” the southern Connemara accent broke into his memories, bringing him 
crashing back to the sink in a...whatever this place was. “You’re just staring at nothin’. What’s 
wrong with ya?”

Diarmuid regarded him for a moment, trying to figure out what the other lad was talking 
about. Only when he turned back to the sink did the rest of that memory break in, and he couldn’t 
hold back the bitter chuckle. Oh, if only the old bitch could see him now...



“What the hell is wrong with you?!” Grady had taken a step backwards, his eyes widening in 
contrast to his hunched shoulders and raised forearms. Diarmuid recognised that look, and it only 
caused him to briefly laugh even harder.

“My aunt used to say I’d end up in a Borstal or get taken by you Brotherhood orcs. Bet she 
never saw me gettin’ sold to a dwarf who’d turn me into one, and then I’d end up here!”

“A...dwarf? Not the Brotherhood? Wait, how did you know-”

“Maebh told us. She doesn’t like you lot much.”

Grady took a step forward again, his lips contorting around his fangs as his fists clenched and 
his eyebrows fell south towards his eyes. “Her mam and dad are slavers!”

“She told us they’re not proud of it. Strange what people do to feed their kids, is it not?” 
Diarmuid grinned mirthlessly, remembering ‘Pox’ O’Malley sneering at him from beneath his 
battered top hat that Diarmuid would be a perfect persuader when he was all grown up. Even at the 
tender age of ten – only four years ago – he’d known what that slimy bastard meant. Somehow, the 
RICs had never really bothered him...

“Of course not! They did it for coin. We don’t!”

“Oh, so snatching people for a cause makes it so much better.” Diarmuid paused. “Actually, 
why do you lot even do that?”

“Because the decadent League is not willing to do what it takes to retake the Homelands! 
When they flee, we hold the line!” Grady snapped. “And if exposing them to the air of the tunnels is
the only way to give them the strength to take the fight to the banshees and snakes, then that is what
we must do!”

“You sound a lot like those dwarven Inquisitors who kept poking around the village looking 
for volunteers,” Diarmuid snorted. “Different words-”

“You take that back!” Grady snarled, leaning close enough for Diarmuid to smell the unsalted 
porridge on his breath, as though he too hadn’t bothered to use any tooth powder that morning. “Do 
you know what they’ve done – what they do to us?”

“Put prices on your fangs and...other parts,” Diarmuid replied sourly. Grady didn’t step away, 
but the snarl on his face changed to a more bemused form of anger as Diarmuid continued, “I hear 
talk they tried using poison gas on you lot a few times as well. Bet they wouldn’t like the other way 
around, so if it’s true, fuck ‘em.”

The younger boy stared at him for a long moment, before hesitantly asking if he thought the 
British would do that too. Diarmuid shrugged, suddenly feeling very tired.

“Maybe.”
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