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The Sisters Of Selene


Chapter 12
The Shadow of Janus



By Andrew Manzo


  We had something to eat. Ricardo put on a good spread, as usual. I was starting to get too used to eating fancy grub, which might become a problem later in life. I would hate to turn out like my last host; he seemed like a man who enjoyed life too much.


  My head was fine in the morning. Some good food, a fine couple of glasses of whiskey and a soft bed can make feeling better a lot easier. I’d been knocked in the head a few times for one reason or another, and sitting in mud to get over a headache is one of the worst experiences. I was being coddled.


  Solomon and Evan had spent the night getting acquainted. They knew several of the same people, that curious set of nuns that had first brought me to Solomon. He had met them in Belgium, and the same thing with that bear I had seen at the waterfront. Solomon had explained that he had ended up in London after they had split up, which made Evan incredibly happy to know he would be reunited with an old companion in the near future.


  In the morning Solomon asked me for another favour, a job that I could easily refuse. He went through, in his usual grandiose manner, buttering me up and explaining just how well I had done in bringing in Kozani and Kasper, and clearing up the whole matter of Janus Sobanscy. He exclaimed that it was the culmination of years of chasing them around Europe.


  Then he explained the favour further. He wanted me to question Kasper’s men. They had five of them in custody, and they wanted to get as much information as possible. Sooner or later they would extract every bit of knowledge one way or another, but first they wanted me to chat to them. They wanted me to get the measure of them.


  “That’s not my wheelhouse. I just find people and things,” I said as Solomon steepled his fingers in an almost prayer-like gesture.


  “Yes, but I have noticed that you find those things by asking people questions. We just want you to ask these people questions. Those questions are up to you, then write down what they replied with. We’ll have someone taking notes with you. It will only take a day or two at the most.”


  “What will happen to these five?”


  “Frankly, we only care about Kasper and Kozani. I can assure you that these five henchmen committed some crimes, and some other police force is out there looking for them. We’ll turn them over once we have no more use for them,” Solomon said with a shrug, and his honesty, as always, was complete.


  “All right, I guess I’ll have a chat with them.”


  “Wonderful. They’re at the Sands of Time warehouse. We’ll probably have to expand the place. The lovely Clémence Crespin du Gast will be your assistant. You will know who she is as soon as you see her.”


  “Clémence...”


  “...Crespin du Gast,” Solomon finished for me, and twirled his moustache with a smile.


  I arrived at the waterfront at midday, and they had already signed me in and provided me with a security badge. Without so much as a ceremonial handshake, I had been made an officer of the Sands of Time Logistics security team. The thing that I found almost irksome was that the security badge was more than a month old and had been engraved with my name. Solomon had planned this from the beginning.


  I noticed Clémence Crespin du Gast as soon as I glanced in her direction. Again, Solomon was right, but anyone would have noticed Clémence. She was dressed in almost drab office wear, flat shoes and a long grey skirt with a white blouse and a grey blazer. She had barely any make-up on and raven-black hair. It wasn’t what she was wearing, or that she was particularly endowed. She was petite, young even. It was the way she moved and studied everything. It was like seeing a bird of prey, an eagle or a falcon in flight. She moved with an elegance that seemed otherworldly, as if she was gliding rather than walking, and she seemed like she could suddenly slice your throat open without messing a single hair on her head. I suddenly felt unprepared for our meeting.


  “Miss Du Gast? Paul O'Hern... but I guess you already know all that.”


  “Crespin du Gast... Monsieur O'Hern, but Clémence will suffice,” she said in a crisp French accent.


  “You can call me Paul. Could I chat to Mickey for a second, just to say hello, and then we can get on with the... interviews?” I said, and she nodded and followed me to the gym. Mickey was working with some of the security team, checking their techniques on the heavy bag and speed ball.


  “Hello, Mickey. Sorry to interrupt. I’ve been given a job interviewing some guys, just letting you know in case you want to have lunch... oh, and Father Stack says he’ll see you on Sunday.”


  “Fine with me, Pauly. We’ll catch up. The Padre keeps asking about you every time I see him. Guess he has been eager to have us back filling the seats on a Sunday.”


  “Have you met Miss Crespin du Gast? We will be working together.”


  “Any friend of Pauly is a friend of mine, Miss du Gast.”


  “Crespin du Gast, Monsieur O'Reilley. Clémence Crespin du Gast, but you can shorten it to Crespin du Gast, but no shorter.” Clémence said it with her charming French accent, but in a slight tone that could have cut the air like a scalpel.


  She looked at Mickey with eyes that were measuring every one of his muscles. Everyone called James O'Reilley Mickey the Hammer, and plenty of women had made advances to him. He was big, muscled, strong and fast for his frame, but she was not looking at him with a woman’s eyes. She was judging his every move and reaction, sizing him up like an opponent. I had seen other men size Mickey up before, and they had paid for it, but something about her made me wonder if Mickey would be able to walk away from this particular encounter. She was more like Janus Sobanscy than I felt comfortable being around. Mickey and I had barely survived an encounter with him.


  “Good, good. Time to get started with those interviews then, Clémence. I’ll see you when I see you, Mickey,” I said, breaking the spell. From the corner of my eye I noticed that I wasn’t the only one who had taken notice. The other men in the gym had also paid a lot of attention. None of them had stopped what they were doing, but they had noticed exactly what I had noticed, and blinked.


  I was taken to the holding cells. They were all new, no bars, solid wall panels with no windows, a fixed light in the ceiling and a mattress on the floor. No furnishings, nothing that the men could use to hurt the guards or themselves with. Each one had a separate cell, and each one had a guard at the door. A lot of manpower was being used to keep an eye on them. Their clothes had been taken away, and they had each been given hospital gowns to wear.


  I looked at each man through a small window in each door, and the only one I recognised was Mr Smith. Clémence directed me to the interviewing room and passed me the possessions of each man, along with a photograph that had been taken on their capture.


  I looked at the clothes. They were suits, all distinctive, not New York fashion, more European. I was no fashion designer, but you can tell a lot by the clothes a man wears and how they wear them. The wear on their shoes, the attention to their hats, the way they wore aftershave or the sweat from a day’s work. Every man was different, and every pile of clothes told its own story.


  Mr Smith’s clothes I recognised as easily as I recognised him. Every part of his pile was meticulous, well pressed, not a thread out of place. His shoes shined to perfection, the soles evenly worn, the laces regimented. Professional, militarily so, probably an officer at one point.


  There was one pile, not shabby, you couldn’t call it shabby, but compared to Mr Smith’s they were chalk and cheese. I could smell a hint of gin, not heavy, but just enough to notice it.


  “This one, this will be our first,” I said to Clémence, pointing at the picture of the man.


  The interviewing room was large and had a heavy table that was bolted to the floor. I knew because I had tried to lift a corner. Clémence and myself were on one side of the table with notepaper and pens ready to make notes. Even before they brought him in, Clémence was already scribbling away at her notepad, not lifting her eyes in the prisoner’s direction. Two large security guards brought the man in and sat him down in front of us, and then left the room.


  “I am Paul O'Hern, and I would like to ask you some questions. Would you like something to drink, something to eat?” I asked the man. He was Slavic, blond, blue-eyed, almost German but not quite. His hands were large but not those of a boxer. They had seen action. The little finger of his left hand had a slight tremor that he was trying to control. I knew what that was like. He replied in a European language I couldn’t place.


  “He says that he has nothing to say. He’s from Uzhhorod by the accent. Used to be part of Austro-Hungary until it was broken up. That part is now Czechoslovakia,” Clémence translated without stopping her scribbling or looking away from the page.


  “You must have known Janus,” I said, and he flinched slightly at the name. He said nothing, but I didn’t need an answer, and I wrote that down.


  “I fought at Cantigny in France, 1st Division infantry. Where were you posted during the war?” I asked, and the tremor grew slightly stronger. He didn’t say anything, but stared straight ahead, controlling his breathing.


  “I’m guessing you were on the other side of the trenches. I remember my first winter there. It was cold, the ground so hard you could barely scratch at it, and when the bombs fell you couldn’t go deep enough in the dirt to stay safe. I thought winter was bad, but when spring came everything turned to mud and the flies and maggots arrived. They were everywhere, and then you guys would shell us again, over and over, shell after shell after shell.”


  I tapped the table in rhythm with my pen, the tremor in his finger growing to the point that he clenched his fists until they whitened, not in anger or an attempt to fight, but to still his hands.


  “I would like to go back to my cell now,” he said in clear English with a thick accent. I looked at Clémence and she just kept scribbling, letting me decide.


  “That will be fine. Have you eaten? Do you need something to drink?”


  “We were given breakfast,” he said, and the door opened. The two guards came in and took him away.


  I was going to ask how, but then I noticed a button on the floor by Clémence’s foot. She wrote some more notes and looked at me as if pleased.


  “I see why Monsieur Solomon holds you in such high regard, Monsieur. I will type these notes out. It will take me but a few minutes, and then we can talk to our next candidate.” She stood, taking both hers and my notes in a motion so smooth and fast that I couldn’t have stopped her had I even wanted to, and left the room.


  I walked out of the room and lit a cigarette. I had been on the other side of the table plenty of times, been questioned by different police at different times for different reasons. Sometimes they were soft, and sometimes they were hard, but they always asked from a place of force and authority, and I often refused to answer purely because of the way the question was asked, rather than because I cared about giving an answer.


  None of them had the patience or politeness to ask in a way I would have answered. This was my first time on the question side of the table. Solomon wanted me to do things my way, and that’s what I was going to do.


  Clémence returned and had a file folder with her. She passed it over for me to read. There was a page with a photo attached, and various parts left blank, all neatly typed. City of birth had been filled in as Uzhhorod, languages filled in as Hungarian, Carpathian Rusyn and English. Height five foot eight. Weight one hundred and seventy-five pounds. Veteran of the Great War, fighting for Austria-Hungary in the Triple Alliance. Right-handed. No distinguishing marks or tattoos. Hand tremors due to anxiety and delirium tremens. Dangerous but controllable. Clémence was quick and thorough, and I started to wonder who was assisting who.


  The other three interviews went pretty much the same. They didn’t talk at all, or tried to use another European language to answer, which Clémence was completely fluent in. I noted down what I gathered from their appearance, and then gaps were filled in to each of their files. None of them tried to talk their way out or lie. It was as if they were waiting and hoping for someone to get them out.


  I left Mr Smith for last. He was the only one I had a name for, and the only one I had met before, and he was obviously the one in charge of the other four. The two guards brought him into the room and I stood as they entered.


  “Please take a seat, Mr Smith,” I said politely and waited for him to sit before I sat down as well.


  “Mr O'Hern, I did not expect for us to meet under these circumstances. May I apologise for the blow to the back of your head? It was necessary, but I took no pleasure.” Mr Smith said this as Clémence scribbled furiously on her pad.


  “I am sure you were just following orders, Mr Smith. When I woke up you had already questioned my client, and he was a lot more bruised than I was,” I added and paused in silence as I measured him. The only sound was Clémence writing on her pad. Mr Smith was also measuring everything, I could tell. He was calculating his chances, working out strategies and dismissing each option one by one. He then relaxed as if all the options were bad ones. Only then did Clémence stop scribbling, the pen poised like a knife at the page. The air was tense.


  “After you struck Mr Kavalieros, which he deserved, I might add. To be honest, I did allow you a bit of leniency. I would have stopped you sooner, but it was an enjoyable moment for me. Well, he demanded I be rather assertive with Mr Al-Hadmed. They had previous history which I was not privy to.”


  “A lot of history, apparently. Same as with Janus,” I added.


  “Unfortunate really, the incident with Mr Sobanscy. He had been on the edge for months, a hunger he called it. I thought opiates at first, but he muttered to himself at times and then went out late at night and people went missing. Mr Bauchmensch was quite aware of the problems it caused and asked us to take care of him when he came home... but you got to him first.” Mr Smith continued and Clémence scribbled furiously.


  “You never considered taking the homeless to him and then disposing of the bodies after?” I asked, and for just a fraction of a second Clémence faltered, which I wouldn’t have noticed had I not been paying attention.


  “No, Mr O'Hern. I never considered that, but maybe I should have, and then you wouldn’t have got involved.”


  “Your men, they are very well trained. None of them would speak. I gather you all fought in the same regiment. Your English is perfect, by the way, but you weren’t born there. I am guessing Austria. I travelled there after the war, beautiful places. What are those white flowers that grow in the Alps again?”


  “Edelweiss. Some call it planika, which means mountain girl. You give them to your loved ones as a token of dedication.” Mr Smith paused, thinking for a second, deciding.


  “It is my fault they are here. They are good men. Thank you, Mr O'Hern, for saying that. After the war things were not easy for us when we went back. There was nothing for us to go back to. Our empire was torn up, and new flags were raised on our cities. This is not an excuse for our actions, just an explanation. Things are bad in Europe. They are very bad and becoming worse. We were hoping to find better here, but we partnered with the wrong patrons. No one forced us to do what we did. My men followed me blindly, and I led them wrongly,” Mr Smith said, letting out a long sigh as if finding relief in those words.


  “We fared little better, Mr Smith. Even now our veteran soldiers are begging in the streets, living in poverty and asking our government to pay their wages, and apparently we won. We all died a little in that damned war.”


  “Please, Mr O'Hern, let me introduce myself. My name is István Von Metternich.” He stood and held out his right hand. I knew there was danger, and Clémence held her pen tightly in apprehension. I stood up slowly and shook his hand. Then we both let go and sat down, as if some kind of agreement had been reached.


  “I think that will be more than enough for today, Herr Metternich. I am sorry that we didn’t meet under better circumstances,” I said, and the door opened. The guards came in and took Metternich back to his cell. I was about to leave when Clémence signalled me to wait.


  “I will make sure all our findings are filed correctly, Monsieur O'Hern. I don’t think we will need any further interviews. We have more than we ever expected to get. How does it happen?” Clémence asked.


  “Sorry, what?”


  “The questions, how do they come to you? They are not planned, I can tell. Are they instinctive? Do they come to you in waves?”


  “I ask what feels right. The answer itself isn’t what I am interested in. It is more how they react to the question. If I feel that the question was important to them, I ask more questions. If it wasn’t, I ask different questions.”


  “It’s like you’re choosing paths, looking for possibilities. You are very interesting, Paul. Monsieur Solomon has requested your attendance tomorrow for a ceremony, you and Mickey. I hope to see you there.” Clémence took the notes and left in her usual manner.


  I spoke to Mickey before leaving. I told him everything I knew about the whole fiasco we had managed to stumble into. We both decided it could be worse, and I told him I would meet him at the “ceremony” tomorrow. He had a card with all the details already, and reception had a card for me as well, I was told. It seemed like even impromptu ceremonies were planned weeks ahead by Solomon.


  I left for the day and walked around. Solomon couldn’t have orchestrated everything, I knew that. I understood it, but it still made me wonder exactly how he was able to take advantage of every situation. It was as if he had contingencies set up for any emergency. As if he had one of those crystal balls that mediums used in the circus, but this one actually worked. I smoked a cigarette as the sun went down and then I decided to go get some sleep. There was nothing more I could do, and wandering about the city at night might just get me into more trouble. I already had enough of that.


  I took a cab in the morning, Woodland Cemetery in the Bronx. I was there out of curiosity, and politeness. Funerals are not my thing, but you’re there for other people, not yourself. That’s what my mother always told me. Woodlands was a huge place in comparison to most of Manhattan, about four hundred acres, I had been told. One of those places you needed a map to visit.


  The card had the right directions, and the cabbie managed to only get lost once on the way there. I was the last one to get there, though I was still on time. Everyone was waiting for me. Evan carried a dark mahogany box while a couple of the security team set up a table, and a couple of the gravediggers stood waiting to do their part next to a memorial wall.


  Clémence, Solomon and Mickey stood aside and chatted. I wasn’t quite sure about what as I walked up to the site. I caught the last of their conversation, and they were all discussing the upcoming heavyweight fight between Schmeling and Sharkey. Solomon said that we should put our money on Schmeling because the Germans were on a roll this decade.


  “Thank you all for being here. My name is Ibn Al-Hadmed, and today we are here to lay to rest the remains of a friend I once knew. He was not a good man at the end, and would have thanked those that stopped him. Janus Sobanscy was born far from here, and of his family nothing remains. He will only be remembered by us, and no one else.”


  Ibn passed the box to one of the gravediggers, who placed it into a niche wall and closed it with brick and mortar, and then attached a plaque with the name Janus Sobanscy.


  “And on the pedestal, these words appear. My name is Ozymandias, King of Kings; Look on my Works, ye Mighty, and despair! Nothing beside remains. Round the decay of that colossal Wreck, boundless and bare, the lone and level sands stretch far away,” Solomon Kincaid proclaimed with a theatrical voice.


  One of the security guards filled glasses with vodka and passed them around.


  “To Janus. Rest well, my friend,” Ibn said, taking his glass and drinking it.


  “To Janus,” a chorus responded, and we all drank that foul-tasting Polish firewater. I had drunk it out of necessity in the past and never got used to it.


  The security guard leaned the bottle with the remains of the vodka against the memorial wall, and the gravediggers waited patiently for us to leave before absconding with it. The group walked back to the cars and Solomon asked me to share his ride back to the Village. Evan and Mickey and the remaining security guard took the other car.


  “I half expected to see some large, ostentatious mausoleum with the Sands of Time logo,” I said as the car started on its way. Clémence was sitting at the front while one of the security guards drove. Solomon and I shared the back seat.


  “We have one in London, Paris, Rome, Madrid, Cairo, Beijing and Istanbul. Those are the major ones.”


  “Also smaller ones in Buenos Aires, Valparaiso, Panama City,” Clémence added.


  “It is one of the employee benefits that Sands of Time started many years ago. The company was created by families of merchants that travelled the many trading routes of the old world, and now the new,” Solomon continued.


  “So now that you’re setting up here, I guess you will be installing one at Woodland,” I mentioned.


  “No, we’re already building one in New York State. Franklin is the name of the town. It is being built as a company town, and that is where the memorial will be,” Clémence explained.


  “Unluckily, Manhattan is too expensive for the needs of Sands of Time. The waterfront office cost enough, and that will suffice. Everything can be better run from Franklin,” Solomon added.


  “Franklin is a bit far from the waterfront,” I mentioned.


  “Distances are becoming less important, even meaningless, and Sands of Time has been preparing for that. The telegram, radio, telephones, all of those things have made communication instant. Airplanes don’t need railway lines or roads. Trips that took months now only take hours,” Solomon explained.


  “They have dirigibles that can cross the Atlantic in four days. It used to take a month by sail. Soon there will be passenger planes that can do it in hours,” Clémence added.


  “And Sands of Time is preparing for all that already, I guess,” I said.


  “Yes. Sands of Time invests in the future. Preparation is key, and key people are important,” Clémence said, and then Solomon started looking through his pockets and pulled out an envelope.


  “Yes, good point. Paul, we have a request. Nothing huge. You have done so much for us already that it seems bothersome of me to ask for more. It is just a train trip. Clémence, Mickey, Ibn and yourself, this Sunday. We want you to see Franklin so you can understand what we are asking you to be a part of.”


  “A train trip, on Sunday? I have church with Father Stack, sorry to say.”


  “Not a worry, Paul. The train leaves after lunch, and the Padre says that Sunday Mass will be finished with plenty of time for you and Mickey to make the train. We had a great chat. You wouldn’t believe that Father Stack and I spent a lot of our time in the same areas of Scotland, different years of course, but we had a great time talking about the local pubs and fly fishing for trout. Marvellous man of the cloth.”


  Solomon continued, and continued. I decided to just listen because at that point Solomon wasn’t actually going to stop. He had commandeered the conversation and made it into a monologue, and there was no point in even trying to interject.


  Sunday arrived and I wore my best, something my mother would approve of, and I was at the church nice and early. Part of me expected a Sands of Time logo outside Saint Matthias. I was sure new donations had suddenly flooded the coffers of the church in time to fix the roof, the old flickering lights and whatever was needed. Solomon had a way of doing this, not interfering, just beneficially meddling into all facets of my life, and anyone that I interacted with. Like some jolly English Santa dropping off presents wherever he went. It was hard to get angry at him, because it was needed, and it would be selfish and stupid of me to stop it just because I found it annoying.


  Father Stack gave a sermon, not full of fire and brimstone, but it was about the prodigal son’s return, and he was looking at me throughout. Mickey and I took communion. It had been a while for me. The wine was better quality than I remembered. There was a glint in the eye of the old priest as he watched his flock come together. Father Sasha stood in the wings, watching and waiting his turn, learning everyone’s name by heart and helping where he could. Change was coming and they were preparing the congregation for it.


  We left the church early and Father Stack gave us a nod of approval and the sign of the cross as we genuflected, kneeling on our right knee, before leaving the church. There was a car waiting for us outside. It didn’t take long for us to be at the Main Station at Park Avenue and 42nd. The porter led us to the waiting passenger train, which was already full and waiting to depart in the next thirty minutes.


  The train was one of the new ones with six carriages and one of the new diesel engines rather than steam. Clémence was waiting for us when we entered the train carriage and took over from the porter, directing us to our seats, which were suspiciously adjoining seats with a set of nuns. They all nodded at me in recognition, and the redheaded nun that had jabbed me smiled and stood.


  “James O'Reilley, there have been some seating arrangement issues, so you’ll be having to put up with me, lad. My name is Sister Siobhan, and I bet we have some relatives in common.”


  A whole lifetime of Catholic teaching took over Mickey and he sat down looking at me for help, but finding none.


  “Your seat is further up, Monsieur O'Hern. We have some important people we want you to meet,” Clémence said, guiding me further up the carriage.


  We arrived at the private section of the carriage and there was a room with three more nuns. They weren’t young like Siobhan, or even middle-aged. They were old, with weathered features and eyes that had seen more than I could ever understand. There was a table in the middle of the private room and they were all seated on one side, while the other side was empty.


  “Monsieur O'Hern, I would like to introduce you to the Elder Sisters, Ayelen, Meiling and Yasmin. They have been waiting for you.” Clémence pointed at the empty seat for me to take, and I felt as if I was back in the interviewing room at the waterfront, and I was being interrogated.


  “Give me your hand, child,” Ayelen said. She reached over and smiled, and it felt like I had met her before. She passed my hand to Yasmin and she held it, her skin brown like parchment from years in the sun, and then Yasmin passed my hand to Meiling. They all had almond eyes, but they were from different parts of the world and had travelled long to get here... They had travelled the Sands of Time.


  “Child, we are here to tell you our secret, and to explain the plan that we have undertaken,” Meiling said as she held my hand.


  “We are not immortal. That is the first thing we must say. We are long-lived. For centuries we have walked this earth. We are few. We don’t know how we come to be. In each generation a few of us are born, and we grow up, and then stop growing old. Clémence, for example, looks the same age as you, but she is more than twice your age. Would you like some tea? I think some tea would be nice. Clémence, my dear, could you get some tea for us, four cups... where was I? Yes, we age, but slowly. That is a blessing and a curse,” she explained.


  “Can you imagine what happens when you don’t age but everyone around you does?” Yasmin said with a strong accent, almost Yiddish, and I nodded in comprehension.


  Ayelen, meanwhile, pulled out a small, bowl-like gourd from one of her pockets and began to fill it with herbs, and laid a silver metal straw on the table.


  “I prefer mate to tea,” she explained.


  “Secrecy was our only option, moving from place to place. We survived by being nomads. Never staying long enough for others to recognise who and what we were.”


  “Nuns. No one pays much attention to nuns. We move from convent to convent, country to country, and our habits protect us,” Ayelen said.


  “Some of us sought the others out, and we joined our knowledge of the world, the languages and customs, and created a society that grew and protected each other. Between the convents and our trade routes, we were able to prosper safely,” Meiling continued and finally let go of my hand, giving it a soft pat.


  “Do you know how radio works? There is a layer of energy around the Earth that radio waves travel through, and they use radios to translate that energy into sound,” Ayelen asked and answered, giving me no chance to reply.


  “It sounds like magic, and in a way it is. There are more layers of energy that we can tap into, and you have seen those at work. Men moving with inhuman speed. They have learned to tap into that energy. There are some that can use that energy to look into the future,” she added.


  “That knowledge has helped us to avoid destruction. Disasters, wars, plagues, we have escaped them through foresight. How many of us do you think there are in this train?” Meiling asked, pausing for me to answer.


  “I think the train is mostly your kind,” I answered, and Yasmin smiled broadly, almost laughing.


  “My child, you are incredible. The world is on the brink of disaster. There is famine in Russia, Spain is entering a revolution, dark forces are gathering all over Europe. War unlike anything we have ever seen before is coming. We are creating a place away from all the madness where we can wait until peace arrives again,” Meiling added, and a cold shiver ran down my spine. My eyes stung, and I swallowed hard.


  “Worse than the Great War? How?” I said as the train jerked into motion, pulling out of the station.


  “Forgive us for burdening you with this knowledge. It tears at our souls. We cannot stop it, we can only prepare,” Yasmin said as a porter arrived with a kettle of hot water, some tea and four cups.


  Clémence gave the porter a tip, and they waited until he returned to his duties before continuing.


  “Monsters are real, Paul. You have met them. Some of our kind are selfish and give in to baser instincts, and then go mad. We have made it our mission to find them and stop them from hurting others. You have already helped to take care of four such individuals,” Ayelen said, pouring some hot water into her gourd and then adding some more herbs.


  “The Sons of Mithra?” I asked, and Yasmin stifled a laugh.


  “The Sisters of Selene are our real power. You have fought alongside them. They are skilled warriors and have been hunting madmen for centuries,” Meiling explained, giving Yasmin a stern look.


  “The Sons of Mithra are our allies, and they have taken you into the fold, made you one of them. Do you read comic strips in the newspaper, Paul? Clémence, dear, can you bring the folios?” Meiling called to Clémence, who was outside.


  “For a very long time we have remained hidden. It is now time for us to be more proactive. Instead of our kind finding us, we are going to look for our kind. In this new Franklin, we are going to make a school, a place where we can teach young women how to live in the world without madness taking them. A way to learn self-control,” Ayelen said, and then took a long sip of her mate through the straw.


  “Solomon Kincaid is going to do the same for young men,” Meiling added.


  “How do I fit in all this? Am I one of you?” I asked.


  “We really don’t know. We have no way of knowing. Even with our knowledge and skills, we cannot be sure where your future lies. We do know that you are special, you are lucky, and you are drawn to the truth. We are incredibly happy that we have met you,” Yasmin answered.


  “Our kind is being drawn to the New World because of all the problems in the Old World, and New York is one of the gateways. And for reasons we cannot understand, our kind is drawn to you. You keep crossing our paths. Your skill is invaluable to us,” Meiling explained further.


  “Our secret will become known. Not today, not tomorrow, but soon. It is inevitable. So we must find a way to protect ourselves from that knowledge,” Ayelen added.


  “We have doctors and scientists researching to work out why we are what we are. We have also invested in people, families throughout the ages. We provide them with all they need so they can concentrate on doing good for their community and ours,” Yasmin said.


  “One of your authors, Mark Twain, said, ‘Truth is stranger than fiction, but it is because fiction is obliged to stick to possibilities, truth isn’t’... or something like that,” Meiling added as Clémence arrived with a leather portfolio.


  She unzipped it and opened it to reveal some books inside. Meiling gave her a sign to go on, and started pouring tea for everyone.


  “Let me introduce you to one of the ways we will be protecting our secret. We will do it by telling everyone. These will be sold at every corner store and kiosk in every major city. These will sell for a penny, and even just be given away for free. This is the first issue of The Sons of Mithra, a group of crime-solving detectives with special powers. They will hunt down supernatural criminals, vampires, alchemists, werewolves, wizards, and protect New York’s people from them,” Clémence began and passed me one of the comics.


  “Hold on, is that Mickey?” I said, pointing at one of the characters wearing boxing gloves.


  “Yes... that is him. Here is issue one of The Hunter, a private detective that can track anyone anywhere and fights for the downtrodden,” Clémence continued while Ayelen, Meiling and Yasmin started drinking their tea with faint smiles.


  “This is Solomon’s doing, isn’t it?”


  “Oh yes, he is right there, the Master Magician with a thousand faces. We are introducing the Sultan in the next issue, and Dr Gaius and Arctus the mighty bear are already there.”


  “Wait, that’s the bear and orangutan I saw at the docks,” I said as Meiling passed me the cup of tea, and I drank some of it as she motioned for me to do so.


  “Yes, they are sorry they couldn’t introduce themselves. They are eagerly waiting for you at Franklin,” Clémence said, and everything started to go fuzzy.


  That’s when I realised the tea was drugged.




  Thank You!



  
   This was the final book in the 12-book series, but it’s not the end of The Sisters of Selene.
  

   Keep an eye out for the full collection book, featuring the tale of the Immortal Sailor and Chapter 8.5, The Dawning of the Sons. 


  
    Across centuries, the lives of long-lived humans continue to cross, revealing new allies,
    old secrets, and a world hidden beneath the same watchful moon.
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    Wishlist the Game


    
      The world of Sisters of Selene is also being developed as an upcoming game by Okay Salmon.
    


    
      
        Visit the Steam Page
      
    


    Join the Community


    
      For updates on the ebook series, game development, future releases, and community events,
      join the Okay Salmon Discord or check out the Sisters of Selene website.
    


    
      
        Join the Official Discord
      
	

	
        Visit the Official Website
      
    



    About Okay Salmon


    
      Okay Salmon is an independent Australian creative studio developing games, stories,
      and interactive worlds.
    


    
      
        Visit Okay Salmon
      
    


    Cover Artist


    
      Cover illustration by Val Escher.
    


    Follow Val's work and commissions: 

  Portfolio:  ArtStation  

  Commissions:  VGen  


    Support Indie Creators


    
      Independent games, stories, music, and artwork thrive because of community support.
      Thank you for reading and supporting independent creators.
    

If you enjoyed this story, please consider leaving a review on your preferred ebook platform.
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