
 

 

Chapter Two 

 

 Three stations away from Vendas Station on the Circle Train line, 

Jeremiah realised that someone was tailing him. Whoever it was hovered 

just outside of his peripheral vision. Who could it be? A Hayet? 

 Hmm. Jeremiah figured the best thing to do was to ignore the tail 

for now. If the person was brainless enough to continue following him all 

the way until he got off a bus in a remote mountainous area, then it 

definitely wasn't a Hayet. They were smarter than that. 

 The tail managed to stay out of his line of sight and actually 

stepped off the bus behind him when they reached the mountain. So... not 

a Hayet. The person ducked away hastily when Jeremiah turned around as 

the bus rumbled away. 

 "Get out from behind that wall, or I'll come drag you out myself," 

Jeremiah drawled casually, and he could practically feel his tailer flinch 

and suck in breath. After a long pause, the tail reluctantly stepped out from 

the shadows, and Jeremiah stared. 

 "What are you doing here, kiddo?!" 

 The boy from the police station glared back at him. "I'm not a kid!" 

 "Then what are you?" 

 "I'm nine years old!" 

 Jeremiah slapped a palm to his face, mostly to stop himself from 

retorting. Verbally sparring with a nine-year-old wasn't exactly brilliant. 

 "Why are you following me?" 

 The boy looked at him with his unbandaged bright eye. "You're 

strong. I... I want to know how to be strong like you. " 

 Jeremiah frowned at the boy. "I'm a martial artist. I went through 



 

 

years of training to be strong. If you want to be strong, go home and ask 

your parents to enroll you in a martial art or sport or something like that. 

Don't follow a stranger out into the middle of nowhere! Your parents must 

be worried si--" 

 "I haven't got parents!" the boy blurted out, "I haven't got a home 

to go back to!" 

 There was a long pause. Jeremiah looked at the boy, and knew he 

probably wasn't lying. Still, it would be better for the kid to return to 

civilisation. With that in mind, he pushed his pity down as far as it would 

go.  

 "I can't help you," Jeremiah said as gently as he knew how. "I don't 

even know where to begin helping you." 

 The boy bit his lip hard, looking at Jeremiah pleadingly. "You can 

train me!" 

 "You don't know what you're asking for," Jeremiah replied bluntly, 

and he pointed at the bench by the bus stop. "If you sit here and wait, 

another shuttle bus will come in around eight hours. It'll take you back to 

the train station." 

 "I can't go back!" What little Jeremiah could see of the boy's face 

that wasn't swathed in bandages paled a stark white. "They'll put me back 

in the orphanage. I'd rather die!" 

 "That's not something a little brat should say!" Jeremiah barked so 

sharply, the boy jumped. He glared at him fiercely, making the boy cower 

a little. "Go back to the police station, they'll know what to do with you." 

 With that, Jeremiah turned around and started towards the 

mountain path. He stalked up the stairs of stone at a fast pace, and quickly 

met the grassy path that twisted its way up the hill. Every few minutes, 

Jeremiah glanced behind him to make sure the damn kid wasn't following 

him. He hadn't been able to detect him earlier, after all.  



 

 

 It seemed he wasn't being followed, however; the air remained still 

at every point he checked. After an hour, Jeremiah gave up his paranoia 

with relief and trekked straight back home, the bottles of ketchup clinking 

away in his sack. 

 

* 

 

 At the cabin, Jeremiah tossed the sack down and placed all of the 

ketchup bottles in the cupboard. The sun had set long ago, dousing the 

mountain with cool shadows and moonlight. He'd been forced to get 

something to eat in the city because his stomach had rumbled complaints 

far too loudly to wait for a meal at the cabin, so he figured he'd eat again a 

bit later. After a long, hot bath, he'd see to repotting those copatoes. 

 It was on his way to the well to get some water when he saw the 

little heap of a child a short distance away, collapsed in the tall grass. The 

bucket hit the grass with a dry thud as Jeremiah bound over, muttering, 

"You have got to be kidding me..." 

 Sure enough, it was the little boy, but he was delirious. His small 

body, aside from being covered in bloody scratches and caked in dirt, was 

soaked in sweat and shivering violently. Between shudders the boy 

moaned feebly. 

 "You stupid boy!" Jeremiah growled furiously, but there was no 

helping it. Gathering the kid in his arms, he hurried back to the cabin. 

 He deposited the kid onto his bed, rushed back out, grabbed the 

fallen bucket and withdrew water from the well as quickly as he could. 

Running back, he drew a cup from the bucket and lifted the boy's head 

with his hand. 

 "Drink it!" he snapped. The boy mumbled something weakly. 



 

 

Jeremiah was in no mood to be gentle, but his hands were steady as he 

helped the child drink. Once he made sure the boy had drunk enough, he 

threw a towel into the bucket, quickly stripped the boy and began to scrub 

him down with the wet towel. 

 Jeremiah was so focused on getting all the sweat and dirt cleaned 

off that it took him a while to realise the child was missing a certain... 

appendage. When the realisation hit him, he couldn't help but be a lot 

gentler with the kid. 

 "I'll be damned," he murmured, thinking back to when the kid had 

tackled the hooded man earlier. "You've got a lot of guts for a girl." 

 

* 

 

 Several hours later, the girl woke up. She looked about her 

surroundings quite groggily, still feeling very weak, and was startled when 

Jeremiah shoved a cup of water in front of her face. He watched her with a 

severe glint in his eye, and looking a bit sheepish she took the water and 

drank it obediently. 

 "How the hell did you make your way up here?" he demanded. 

She swallowed as she wiped at her mouth roughly with the back of her 

hand. 

 "I followed you." 

 "I made sure you weren't following me!" 

 "I waited half an hour before I followed your trail." 

 Jeremiah groaned. "Idiot! You didn't think to drink from any of the 

streams? You're still seriously dehydrated. You beat your body up getting 

here - you were still recovering from all those wounds." 



 

 

 For a moment she looked as though she wanted to be defiant, but 

one look at Jeremiah's stern expression made her drop her gaze before she 

hung her head low, in a properly abashed manner. Jeremiah set his chin on 

his palm as he raised a brow at her. 

 "Are you really that determined to be trained by me?" 

 Her eyes darkened, her hands gripping at the blankets. "Yes." 

 "Why?" 

 "Because I'm weak." Her voice shook. "I have to grow stronger. I'm 

not strong enough to take on the Hayets." 

 Jeremiah rubbed at his chin. "What are you looking to take on scary 

guys like them for?" 

 "They took Jana and Terry! I couldn't do nothin'. I could only 

watch. Without Jana and Terry, I've got no one. I've got nothin'. I--"  

 Suddenly, the girl gasped, her head snapping up as she started to 

scramble to the edge of the bed. 

 "Whoa, steady there-- what is it?" Jeremiah asked, holding her 

down, and she looked frantically at him. 

 "I had a-- uhm-- I think it's a chip or somethin' in my pocket, I--" 

 "Okay, let me check," Jeremiah said, grabbing her soil-caked 

trousers from the foot of the bed. He rummaged through the pockets, and 

though it took a while because it was wedged firmly inside, he finally 

fished out a semi-circular disc of black metal. "Is this what you meant?" 

 "Yes!" The kid relaxed, leaning back against the pillow again. 

 "What is this?" 

 "I dunno." She looked down at her hands. "But that Hayet dropped 

it when you whacked the knife outta his hand. I saw him take it off Jana so 

I-- I think it's important." 



 

 

 "Jana... that's the girl who was attacked?" Jeremiah recalled, and 

she nodded. "Are you related to her?" 

 "She's-- she was my big sister. Sorta. Not like, really. Terry always 

said she was like our mother." 

 "So... she's not related to you by blood? And who's Terry?" 

 She curled up in the blankets, shivering slightly. "My twin brother. 

We've been at that orphanage as long as I can remember. It was a hell hole. 

They treated us like... I can't even say." She didn't really have to, either. 

Jeremiah had seen for himself the number of old bruises and burns on her 

body while he'd cleaned her up. "Jana turned of age last year, y'know, old 

enough to get out, so she pulled us out with her." 

 "I see." Jeremiah paused. "So what's this got to do with the 

Hayets?" 

 "I-- I really dunno. I just know they were Hayets 'cause that's what 

Jana called 'em when they turned up outta nowhere. They were pissed off 

about somethin' I didn't understand. We were just headin' back home after 

buyin' stuff to eat, Jana was gonna cook some kinda surprise for dinner. 

She was in a good mood - she doesn't always buy meat but this time she 

bought two tins of luncheon meat y'know?" 

 Words were spilling out of the girl uncontrollably; her lip quivered 

as she continued to recount everything.  

 "But then these guys showed up and-- they went right for her, 

didn't really say nothin' to explain-- they were tearin' her clothes off, turnin' 

all her bags out, and they finally found that black thing 'round her neck. 

She tried to take it back, and they started hittin' her-- Terry tried to do 

somethin', he's always brave. He ran up and tried to bite off one of their 

ears but they threw him into a car, and they wouldn't stop beatin' on Jana-

- I was scared to move but when they took Terry, I had to do somethin'. So 

I grabbed onto one of 'em Hayets, but he-- he picked me up like I was 



 

 

nothin', threw me down and stepped on me-- kicked me 'round-- I tried to 

do what Terry did, y'know, the bitin' thing-- tried to bite his leg, but when 

I did, felt like my jaw was gonna come off, and then he pulled me up and 

said he didn't like the way I was starin', was gonna cut my eyes out, and 

then put the knife into my face and started to cut-- he was grippin' my neck, 

everythin' hurt. His eyes were so-- so hungry, and he had teeth like-- like a 

m-monster..." 

 Her hand instinctively touched the bandaged wound on her cheek, 

and for a moment she shuddered, her face taut with emotion. Jeremiah 

recalled the gash that had been there. She was not done talking. 

 "I was screamin' the whole time. Someone must've heard me 'cause 

I heard 'em say that the cops were comin'. He dropped me, got into the car-

- but they still had Terry-- I noticed they didn't all get in the car, they were 

runnin' everywhere, so I ran for the alleyway and I didn't care which Hayet 

I got. I had to get at least one of 'em, and caught one but-- I couldn't do 

nothin', but then you-- you--" 

 She choked on her words suddenly and coughed violently; 

Jeremiah patiently handed her a refilled cup of water. 

 "Alright, that's enough for now. I get it." 

 "I-- I knew they'd send me back to the orphanage... so I had to run." 

 "I heard about Jana Park down at the police station. They said she 

was admitted to a hospital. Isn't she still there?" 

 Water spilled from her cup as her voice shook. "They told me she 

died there." 

 Jeremiah knew there were no words for this, but it was hard to 

watch the child attempt to compose herself and not grieve out loud. Instead, 

he reached out and touched her back very gently. She looked surprised, 

and a few teardrops escaped down her exposed cheek, but it seemed to 

help her regain her composure. She swallowed after a minute and said 



 

 

quietly, "I really wanted to follow you because you have the right eyes. I 

don't know how to explain it. You just have the right eyes, the kind of eyes 

I want. And you're strong. I have to get stronger. I'll do anythin' to--" 

 "Look, you're in no condition to be doing anything now but resting. 

So just rest, okay? We'll talk later." 

 "You'll think about trainin' me?" She looked hopefully at him, and 

he sighed. 

 "What's your name?" 

 "Sharie. What's yours?" 

 He met her bright gaze, and gave her head a soft pat. 

 "Jeremiah. Let's get some food in you first, Sharie. We'll talk about 

this again when you're better. Until then, I'll take care of this." He held up 

the black half-circle disc for Sharie to see. "Is that okay?" 

 She nodded her assent, and he placed it carefully on the bedside 

table. Wrapping a blanket around her shoulders, Jeremiah led her over to 

the kitchen and handed her a serving of omelette with copious amounts of 

ketchup. She ate with a surprising amount of vigour at first despite 

Jeremiah's attempts to stop her, and then after a few minutes she promptly 

threw it up in the garden behind the cabin. He patted her on the back while 

she did, wondering why she was forcing herself so much, and then let her 

take her time eating the rest again back at the table. When she was done, 

he put her back in bed and warned her not to move a muscle for the next 

few days. 

 He stepped outside the cabin to spend some time on his own to 

mull things over and repot copatoes, but even through the shut door, he 

could hear the girl crying brokenly in her sleep. 
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 Philia had just finished picking the last batch of strawberries for 

the day when she noticed Jeremiah through the glass wall of her 

greenhouse, waving at her from beside the trees. It was hard to miss his 

broad frame, and the sunlight lit his red hair with a fiery glint. Seeing the 

young man always caused a warm smile to fill in the worn grooves in her 

face; he reminded her so very much of her son from the old days. 

 "Hello, Jeremy," she greeted him as she slowly walked outside. "I 

take it the paste worked?" 

 "Like a charm," he replied, taking the small boxes of fruit off her 

hands. "The garlic and snagolia paste killed the infection in her stitches 

completely. Swelling's totally gone. It would've been a nightmare if it 

hadn't worked. I thought maybe it wouldn't - I mean, what sort of idiot 

climbs a mountain and gets dirt and sweat soaked into their fresh stitches 

for hours?" 

 "Quite the handful indeed," Philia agreed. "Her fever is down?" 

 "The fever took two days to completely go away, even with yarrow. 

But she's okay now. Inthology would've been helpful but even without it 

you remedied everything perfectly. Thank you, Philia." 

 She smiled at him, quite amused at how relieved he sounded 

despite his irritation at his new guest. He was such a huge creature - next 

to a small old lady like Philia, Jeremiah seemed even bigger than usual - 

but she noted that he could wear quite child-like expressions at times.  

 "You're welcome, dear. Could you get those too, please?" Jeremiah 

easily hitched the tools she pointed at over his shoulder, and they 

continued to walk back to Philia's cottage down the hill. "So are you here 

to accept my donation?" 

 He let out a guilty laugh. "You can see right through me, can't 

you?" 



 

 

 "Well, I had a feeling you'd let her stay for a while. You can act as 

grouchy as you like, I know you're really a softy at heart." Jeremiah looked 

away deliberately, and Philia chuckled. "The poor lamb will need clothes 

that aren't your big old shirts. So please, take the box. I've accumulated 

quite a bit." 

 "Theodore really won't mind?" 

 "Please. Theo has returned every bit of children's clothing I've sent 

him for the past ten years. I've never known what to do with them." She 

held in the sigh that was threatening to escape her; her son was always a 

heavy subject. Tucking a loose strand of her greying hair back into its bun, 

she went on, "If my grandson won't be able to wear these, then at least this 

girl will put them to use. Really though, I'm more worried about what the 

girl will think. I haven't any girl's clothes, unfortunately." 

 "No, this is perfect," Jeremiah said quickly, "I'm really grateful for 

it." 

 "I'm glad to hear it. So what has she been doing these days?" 

 "After her fever went down, she got all this energy from nowhere. 

Seems all too eager to gain my approval - she'll do anything I ask." 

 "All kids have that sort of boundless energy," Philia said, the 

corners of her eyes crinkling, and Jeremiah let out an exasperated sigh. 

 "She's crazy. I'll set her to wash rice, feed the chickens and collect 

water from the well, and she does it all before lunch without complaining. 

And she does it well. I asked her about it, and she told me her older sister 

used to leave her at home with her brother for days on end. The kid cleans 

and cooks as well as I do! It's a bit painful to watch. Anyway, I can't keep 

giving her chores, I feel like a slave-driver. She's stick-thin, by the way. I 

think they starved her back in the city. I really need to feed her, not work 

her to death." 

 "Why don't you show her how some herbs look like, and send her 



 

 

on collecting missions?" Philia suggested, hiding her smile at his ramblings 

behind her hand, "Those always take a while, and kids enjoy that sort of 

thing." 

 "That's a brilliant idea!" Jeremiah practically shouted, "I'll do that 

as soon as I get back. Thank you!" 

 This time, Philia couldn't help laughing out loud at him. "Are you 

sure you can handle her, Jeremy?" 

 They walked in silence for a moment as Jeremiah thought on his 

answer. Finally, he looked at Philia and gave a wry smile. 

 "I have no idea," he admitted, "But I think I'm going to try." 


