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Psalm 91:11

“For He shall give His angels charge over you,
To keep you in all your ways.”





Dedicated to anyone who has ever felt like she didn’t belong.
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What if you were little again and could have an amaz-
ing, bizarre, supernatural experience that would change 
your life forever? Would you do it? 

Do you know that most of our personality is formed 
when we’re little? If you could change a moment in your 
childhood, it could definitely affect your personality 
now and your future as well. What moment or decision 
or experience from your past would you like to relive... 
with perhaps an alternative ending?

How would you like your life to be different? Do 
you know how to change it to be a closer match with 
what you desire? 

You know how sometimes events or people come 

WHY READ THIS 
STORY NOW
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along that can change our lives forever? Well, here is 
one of those moments – because this is one of those 
books that can change your life.

When you meet Jasper in Book I: Confronting the 
Darkness, you’ll see a child with some family issues. 
Then she gets a big problem to solve, one that will ul-
timately affect the universe, if she allows herself to get 
involved.

With every experience she encounters, you’ll be 
there. What starts for Jasper as an attitude problem 
becomes a challenge to be a hero. As you follow her 
process, you will discover some things you didn’t know, 
like how the world, the part we cannot see, really works. 
That information will make a big difference to your life 
now and forever.

When Jasper’s family disappears, she must find 
them. For Jasper this is a huge problem, because she’s 
ten, and when her entire community disappears she re-
alizes they need help and she’s the only source available. 

What gives me the right to make claims about the 
way a short novel can change your life? I know, because 
the supernatural in me told me to write it. It’s an imag-
inary story, but it’s full of the battle I have experienced 
between good and evil. That battle affects every person 
on the planet in more or less the same way. The bat-
tle rages and it does your head in, but somehow you 
survive. 

This book will take you from merely surviving to 
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facing and overcoming your barriers, because this book 
is an experience. You’ll discover how to face a challenge 
way beyond you, to become the person you’re meant 
to be.

There are things about ourselves we want to share 
but hide. We have thoughts and creativity we don’t 
speak out. What wonders do you keep secret for fear 
they aren’t interesting or worthy? Perhaps you believe 
you have everything to offer, but no one notices. Or 
you may think you have nothing to offer, and need the 
chance to discover yourself. Whatever your unique sit-
uation, there is divine inspiration within you that you 
may not even know exists. This is your chance to dis-
cover it!

Jasper has it. You have it. We all have it. When you 
experience Jasper’s journey, you’ll discover how to be 
the person that’s inside you, just as Jasper discovers the 
person that’s inside her – hidden, unsure, but very real, 
capable and interesting.

Can you afford to miss this opportunity to discov-
er what Jasper discovers that changes her life, and will 
change yours? Have you the courage to face the mys-
teries of good and evil, love and hate, forgiveness and 
unforgiveness, so that the person inside you has the 
chance to come out into the open and celebrate life? 
Can you afford to wait another day before discovering 
who you are and where you want life to take you?

Sometimes opportunities come – and then they go. 
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They may come around again, but in the meantime, 
there is too much time wasted, too much pain endured, 
or too much delight missed because of unnecessary 
waiting.

I urge you to continue into Jasper’s story. Get into 
her head, and discover your own thinking. Get into 
her heart, and find out what matters most to you. Get 
into the Between Realities series, Book 1 Confronting 
the Darkness and experience what happens inside and 
around us, even when we think we are alone.



CONFRONTING THE

DARKNESS





PART I: 
WHEN THINGS SEEMED NORMAL

1962





chapter one:
escape

Leave me alone!”
Jasper darted out of the kitchen door and was 

down the porch steps before she heard the screen door 
creak and then slam shut behind her. The chill of au-
tumn stung her lungs as she ran across the yard, tears 
stinging her eyes. Ignoring the gate at the far corner, 
she climbed over the double-railed fence directly in her 
path, her feet landing on the thick carpet of last year’s 
leaves and this summer’s grass clippings. It felt better 
to be outside.

“Weeeee!” she shrieked as she circled around and 
around the tree, trying desperately to forget the fight 
at home. She inhaled deeply, and allowed the crisp air 
to fill her nostrils. With her right hand she clasped the 
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slim young birch trunk for dear life, and threw back 
her head, letting the ends of her frizzy pony tail drag 
along the ground, Her face craned upwards, seeking 
the sunshine. Around and around she went, one foot 
stumbling over the other, her left hand flailing wild-
ly in the air. Accelerating in her circle around the tree 
until she could go no faster, she finally had to let go, 
and propelled herself through a front roll into the dry 
leaves, to land flat onto her back. She squinted into the 
sky. From the ground she hurled as many leaves as she 
could grasp high into the air, and watched as the last 
ones floated to the earth. How she loved the smell and 
feel of autumn leaves. The sun shone warm on her face. 
Giggling out loud, she relaxed into the ground, and let 
her head swim.

I love spinning! she thought. She breathed heavily 
where she lay, her heart pounding into the still earth.

Looking up, she saw some leaves, still clinging to 
the trees, sparkling golden in the sunshine. Their shim-
mer was enticing, and Jasper enjoyed staring at them, 
until her head felt normal again. Finally, a wave of calm 
she so desperately needed rested upon her.

“Ahh,” she sighed, sitting up and allowing her fin-
gers to toy with the blades of grass.

As the sun beamed its light through the trees above, 
Jasper marvelled at the freshness of the air, the dew on 
the lichen that lay hidden beneath the tree-roots, and 
the rich smell of the earth.  This was Jasper’s reality, her 
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heaven on earth!  This was Tree Garden, a tiny forest in 
Summerton, a small town that had been carved out of 
a forest a century ago, that could have been in any state 
or province, but which happened to be in Southern 
Ontario, Canada.

An ant marched across the top of a fern.
“Hello little one,” she whispered, rising to her knees. 

“You won’t hate me like everybody else does, will you?” 
She swallowed hard, a technique she’d developed to 
keep back her tears. Her index finger caressed the fern 
very gently, only enough to stir the greenery and alert 
the ant to her presence. A tear drop just missed him as 
the ant ambled confidently on its journey along the leaf, 
until it danced down the fern’s stem into the inviting 
earth beneath.

In the safety of her hideaway, Jasper allowed herself 
to consider a most troubling thing. 





chapter two:
oh, brother

My family must hate me! 
Jasper tilted her face toward the sunlight to 

find the heat of a sunbeam. Here was some warmth 
she so desperately needed. Now alone in her favourite 
place, she let out her pain. From her hazel eyes, tears 
rolled down her cheeks, until uncontrollable weeping 
poured from her frustrated heart.

“I hate you, I hate you!” Reliving the fight with her 
twin brother, she felt something between anger and 
helplessness. I spit at him. I punched him, and kicked 
him. And then I smashed a glass. How could I do that? 
Ooooo! But...he just kept talking, and laughing at me, 
and he wouldn’t stop! Why wouldn’t he just STOP? 

She’d gone too far this time, and surely they’d never 
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forgive her. Hugging her knees, she rocked from side 
to side.

Did she really hate her brother? No matter how 
much Jason annoyed her, no matter how much he talk-
ed to her like she was stupid, she did love him, she was 
sure of that. But when he taunted her, she just wanted to 
make him stop. Well, now she had, and she felt worse. 
“Ooohh!” 

To calm down, she focused on the scents and sounds 
around her. Jasper’s mother had tied back her thick, 
frizzy hair today. When a fly buzzed past her ear it tick-
led. The barely perceptible sounds of squirrels sniffing 
around for nuts and rabbits hopping to-and-fro filled 
her senses. She could hear it all. These were nature’s 
wonderful distractions which she loved.

Leaves that were caught in her hair needed to be 
pulled out. Everyone else has calm hair. Why did I 
get stuck with the frizzy hair? It was true. Her father, 
brother, even her big sister Mary had straight dark 
hair. Her mother’s was a bit wavy, but not a wild mess 
like hers. She often wondered if she really belonged in 
this family of super brainy people, with sleek, smooth, 
dark hair. 

Too quickly, the afternoon sun hung low in the quiet 
sky, and the grass began to feel damp. Jasper rearranged 
herself, leaning against the trunk of a young birch.

“The sun is round and yellow, above the sky so 
blue…” she sang softly.  The song was an echo from 
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grade one, the last time she and Jason had been in the 
same class.

“Why do people have to have brothers anyway?” 
she said to herself. If I had to have a twin, why couldn’t 
it have been a sister? That would be fun! The thought 
made her smile. To have a twin sister would be per-
fect. They’d do everything together, and they’d look 
and dress exactly the same. They’d get their parents 
to pretend there was only one of them, so they could 
take turns going to school. One could go to school, 
while the other could play in the forest. Maybe my 
twin would like school, so I wouldn’t have to go very 
much. Then I wouldn’t have to put up with Lynette and 
Nancy and THAT whole gang.

I’d let my sister go in on Mondays, Wednesdays and 
Fridays. And test days. I’d go on the days the tests were 
expected to be back. Oh, I’d let my sister know her results, 
of course.

“I’ll go on the days we get them back, okay?” Jasper 
asked the air.

Waiting, as if listening to a response, she added, “All 
right, it’s a deal!”

It wasn’t just that Jason annoyed her. It was also that 
everyone else in the family knew so much, which made 
her feel stupid. Mary used to understand. Mary used to 
share her science fiction novels, written by authors that 
her father and mother were excited about. Sometimes, 
she read out loud to Jasper, and told her ideas about the 
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future—how one day we’d all be flying in vehicles rather 
than driving in cars, and eating dried foods out of box-
es, instead of home cooked meals. “In fact,” Mary said, 
“that’s already happening. “Bizarre!” Jasper thought, 
but yeah, it was sort of interesting. 

She sighed now. All that was a while ago, before 
Mary started high school.

Jasper didn’t like reading books. For her, reading 
and writing were about as much fun as science, which 
was not very much fun at all. But she loved stories! 
Sometimes she told Mary her own stories, the ones 
Jasper preferred making herself. Her stories were dif-
ferent. Fantasy stories Mary called them. All Jasper 
knew was that they were filled with strange creatures 
going on adventures to save some mysterious world. 
They were probably just stupid. Mary said they were 
fine, but she was just being nice. Mary was always nice.

Feeling weary, Jasper watched the late afternoon 
sun drift along until it began to sink behind the trees. 
I’ll never be smart the way the rest of the family is, she 
thought. It’s impossible. And even if I could, maybe I 
don’t want to be. Leaning her head back onto the tree 
trunk she dozed. Just for a minute, she thought. It’ll be 
dinner soon.

Three tall, slender entities stood a breath away from 
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Jasper. Although they had been near her all day, they 
were invisible to Jasper, and even with her special sen-
sitivities, the girl had been unaware. They had followed 
her into the grove, after the children’s argument. Now, 
as she slept, the two taller twins turned to the third, 
the leader, who nodded gently. It was time. Jasper must 
learn to see herself differently or miss her destiny. 

The three translucent beauties ascended silently, 
gracefully, high into the air. They would watch and wait.





chapter three:
misfit

Deep under the ground, below where the earth-
worms dwell, beneath the roots of the tallest trees 

inside the earth’s crust, in the mantel where the rock 
begins to soften due to heat, there exist formless en-
tities that snarl and groan and screech and pierce the 
absolute darkness. They are neither alive nor dead, but 
merely inhabit space, slithering, creeping, undulating, 
and moaning endlessly. No air exists in their layer of 
earth far below where humans dig to build basements 
or underground garages, down in this underbelly to-
ward the centre of the earth. 

Here it is humid and rancid, and full of these form-
less beings that thrive on human misery. Their pleasure 
is destruction, their chief strategy is to provoke mental 
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anguish, turmoil, confusion and fear. They are indis-
criminate and insatiable, victimizing the animal or 
human soul, even keen to attack one of their own for 
the sake of their personal entertainment.   

Far beneath the surface of the earth, two grumbling 
bodiless punies were stirring, moving upward.

The birds that had been hovering in the air above 
the wood suddenly dove into the trees, and the animals 
that had been scurrying about, sensing evil, hid them-
selves. The air became absolutely still. 

“Ah!” Jasper woke with a start. 
For a split second she thought she was in her bed 

and reached for Emma, but her doll was not there. 
Gazing at the grassy meadow, she wondered, 

What am I doing here? Then she remembered she’d 
come to Tree Garden this afternoon, as she did every 
Saturday. 

The sunset sky spanned orange across the horizon, 
and Jasper’s tummy rumbled. She rested her head on 
the tree. But her restfulness was to be short-lived.

The two grumbling punies undulated toward the 
surface of the earth, hissing and fussing all the way. 
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They anticipated delight as they drew toward the un-
suspecting girl-child. Such easy prey.

Jasper recalled her angry exit from the kitchen, and 
her frustration began to build all over again, disturbing 
her peace. “It isn’t fair!” 

Jason’s taunts echoed in her head. How could she 
go back? What would she say? Phlegm, rising in her 
throat, needed to be spat out. No, I mustn’t spit! she 
thought, and swallowed down hard instead.

Ashamed and sad, she knew she’d go back home and 
make up with Jason as usual. Her parents always took 
Jason’s side in an argument, and she always had to do 
the making up.

Maybe her family really didn’t love her, or maybe 
she was just in the wrong family.      

Today, even Mary had taken his side. 
“Sis, you couldn’t have heard the ball bouncing. 

He wasn’t doing it. I was right with him,” she’d said. 
But Jasper knew he had been bouncing that stupid ball 
somehow, just to distract her! He knew her concen-
tration wasn’t good like his. He knew that every little 
sound stole her attention.

Jasper adored her big sister. Mary was in grade 
nine now, was beautiful, and had long, sleek, dark 
hair—so much prettier than Jasper’s annoyingly frizzy 
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brown—and a soft voice. When they were younger, 
Mary did not mind sharing a room with Jasper, and 
even told Jasper her deepest secret once, about a boy 
she really liked. But Mary didn’t talk to her very much 
anymore. She just read her books and stared at her 
James Dean poster, and couldn’t understand how unfair 
everything was for Jasper. 

It was easy for Mary! Mary liked learning, like the 
rest of the family. Jasper hated everything. She couldn’t 
explain things well, the way the others could. She’d start, 
but then so many questions – or ideas – tumbled into 
her head at once, that she forgot what she wanted to say. 

Once Daddy tried to explain something to her, but 
she didn’t understand. She got so frustrated she shouted 
at him. He gave up after that.

Jasper felt stupid and wanted to be left alone. She 
was always confused or bored by what the rest of the 
family thought was exciting. So, what was the point of 
being with them at all?

The puny beings revelled with excitement, thriv-
ing on how well their nit picking was affecting the 
girl-child! They continued to distract her, flooding her 
mind with miserable thoughts.



SARAH TUN

23

    Jasper’s mind filled with miserable memories, 
like the arguments with the girls in the playground at 
school. They never understood how to play with her. 
Everyone ignored her ideas no matter how hard she 
tried to explain. The other girls didn’t want to listen. 
And then one day they’d stopped inviting her to play 
with them at all. New tears welled up in her eyes. 

“Well who cares! I’d rather play alone!” She punched 
the ground.

“Uh!” What was that? Jasper thought she heard 
something. She shivered. The air was turning cooler. It 
was time to go home.

She wiped her tears roughly from her cheeks. I just 
don’t belong anywhere!

She started to scramble to her knees, but stopped 
herself. Something was weird.

She whirled around, to see if she’d catch Jason spy-
ing on her from their backyard, as he often did. But he 
wasn’t there.

“Hello?” she whispered, and waited. But nothing 
happened. 

She shrugged. Momma’s right, she thought, I imag-
ine too much. She brushed the loose bits of hair from 
her face, and took her first step through the crisp leaves. 
After just one step, she stopped. She shuffled her feet, 
to test the ground.





chapter four:
sound of silence

There’s no sound!” she said. Yet the sound of her 
voice sailed across the air. 

With the next step, she deliberately pressed her 
foot into the dry, dead leaves, twisting them into the 
ground. No sound. She marched around in a circle. No 
crackle of twigs underfoot as there should have been. 
The silence was powerful, and eerie. She listened for 
the birds, or squirrels, but there was nothing. She was 
utterly alone.

Stepping carefully, testing each footstep for sound, 
she headed home. But it was just too eerily quiet, so she 
broke into a run, scrambled over the fence, and landed 
in her backyard.

The atmosphere in her yard was thick and heavy. A 
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stench filled the humid air, and Jasper’s skin began to 
feel slimy. Darkness was descending quickly now, and 
it seemed to touch her. She heard the sound of panting, 
but then realized it was her own. Tearing across the 
lawn and up the steps of the back porch as fast as she 
could go, she was eager to get inside. 

Beneath the surface of the earth the punies had 
been tracking her. When she left the grove, they drew 
near her, through the layers of the earth. They reached 
into the atmosphere. 

They were only a split second too late. Once a puny 
grabs a person, it is not easily pried loose.

It would be a relief to see her family gathered around 
the kitchen table. Rehearsing a sincere, Sorry I’m late in 
her mind, she burst through the back door. It didn’t 
creak.

The room was cosy and dry, but also dark and emp-
ty. There was nothing cooking on the stove. When she 
looked back through the screen door and into the yard, 
she could see the shadows of the trees and the neigh-
bours’ houses. 

Opening and slamming the kitchen door, she 
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tested it for noise. There was no sound of squeaky 
hinges, no bang of the door against the threshold. 
There was only silence, no matter how forcefully she 
slammed the door. 

“Wow! Silence sure is loud,” she said.
Daylight no longer lit the room, so Jasper flipped the 

switch in the kitchen, but no light came on. Crossing 
the floor, she was aware that her shoes didn’t make a 
‘tap tap’ against the linoleum like they usually did. She 
saw the broken pieces of glass still lying on the floor 
from hours earlier. Why hadn’t her mother cleaned it 
up? 

“Momma, Daddy?” She heard her voice. It was 
shaking. 

When she reached for a chair, the Formica felt really 
cold; she pulled her hand away, and whirled around to 
look behind her, but there was nothing there. No one 
answered her call. 

At just ten years old, Jasper had rarely been alone in 
the house before. 

Did someone leave me a note? She scrambled 
around the darkening kitchen looking for a note 
from her mom that would explain everything. But she 
found nothing. 

“MOMMA?!” she screamed, and she heard her own 
fear. 
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Meanwhile, in the underbrush, the two hideous pu-
nies were doing a jig. 



chapter five:
other entities

Usually they squabbled, and never agreed which of 
them had the upper hand or who was the most 

powerful. But when they heard the child scream from 
inside the house, they celebrated. Laughing and slap-
ping at each other, the limb of the one swept right 
through the figure of the other. They had form but no 
substance, merely dim shadows seeking to inhabit any 
being sour enough to allow them. Now, in spite of the 
fact they could never experience joy, they were delight-
ed at the rising panic they heard in the child’s voice. 
Human suffering was their greatest pleasure. 

This was their hour. As they’d risen from deep in the 
earth to its surface, all living creatures had scattered. 
Except the human being. Humans, unlike other earthly 
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beings, lack sensitivity to the unseen realms. The punies 
chuckled, delighted by human ignorance. With success 
in their sights, they drew closer to the house, undulat-
ing gleefully toward their unsuspecting prey.

Jasper fought back tears as she began to clean up 
the broken glass. Where was her family? If she cleaned 
up the glass, they would see how sorry she was. Maybe 
then they would listen to her. Maybe then they would 
love her.

High above the housetop, the long and lean guard-
ians had been aware of the enemy rising to the surface 
of the earth. Such crawling menaces were familiar to 
them, as was their intent to pursue and win the mind 
of a child. When danger pursued her, the translucents 
swooped down, penetrated the walls of the house, and 
stood as sentries, surrounding this girl, who was obliv-
ious to the danger. One day her hyper-sensitivity would 
enable her to see beyond the physical realm, but until 
that time she needed their total protection.

As the punies moved toward the house, they did not 
sense the presence of their opponents, but when they 
heard the girl-child singing, their enthusiasm turned to 
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disgust. Sneering, cursing and scowling, they slithered 
from the house. 

The translucent guardians listened as Jasper 
hummed while she swept, and watched as she picked 
up pieces of broken glass and put them into the gar-
bage underneath the sink. They would allow her to cut 
her finger. “Ouch!” But it would only be a prick, just 
enough to teach her to be careful. 

Jasper slipped into her chair at the kitchen table, 
and sucked her bleeding finger until it stopped. Round 
and round in her head, she kept thinking about her 
brother. Why did she always let her brother make her 
so angry? 

Jasper sighed. Mamma had told her that humming 
took the doldrums away. Well, she tried it, but it didn’t 
seem to work. She slouched in her chair. She always felt 
this way when the girls at school had refused to let her 
play with them. When she’d become lost on holiday in 
the campground and couldn’t find anyone she knew, 
she felt this way. And all the zillions of times when the 
rest of the family laughed at a joke she didn’t under-
stand, she certainly felt this way. 

Her mind played with arguments, and memories of 
misunderstandings, only this time she did not feel an-
gry. This time she recognized the problem was always 
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the same: just as she heard what no one else could hear, 
there were things she understood that no one else could 
understand. 

“Stories are fine,” said her daddy, “but you have to be 
able to tell the difference between what’s imaginary and 
what’s real, Jasper.” He was so convincing that some-
times even she doubted her experiences. 

Meanwhile her daddy spent every hour he could 
searching for what was real but which was too far away 
to see or prove. “One day,” he’d said, “I’ll prove exactly 
how the universe is expanding.” Hubble had discovered 
the universe was expanding, but he hadn’t proved how.

Can’t I have imaginary ideas too? Jasper wondered.
“It isn’t fair!” she shouted, and burst into tears. She 

wept until her eyes stung. 
When the weeping was over, she looked around the 

darkening empty room.
“Momma,” she whispered, “Please don’t leave me 

here alone.”



chapter six:
empty street

Jonah held his hand over the child’s head, encouraging 
her mind to rest. He was a leader amongst translu-

cents, and his sole mission was to protect this young 
girl. The others, elongated twin warriors, sang softly, 
ministering against the foe. 

“Ah sha se la ka be na la”
As one comforted and the others defended, together 

they created a beautiful language of protection, inaudi-
ble and unintelligible to human ears. They raised their 
hands and ascended into the air, continuing to minister 
to the broken-hearted child until she received complete 
peace.
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Exhausted, Jasper fished for a Kleenex in her pocket. 
It wasn’t until then that the bowl of fruit on the kitchen 
table caught her eye. If I eat an apple, will it make a 
crunchy sound? By now she was wildly hungry, but she 
stared at the fruit for a long time before finally deciding 
to try it. She opened her mouth wide and gripped the 
apple with her teeth. The apple’s juice slipped between 
her teeth and over her lips, but there was no slurping 
noise. The apple tasted sweet, and the food made her 
feel better, but it was a totally silent snack. 

Once fortified, Jasper knew she had to look harder 
for her parents. 

“Momma, are you upstairs!” She dashed out of the 
kitchen. It was odd not to hear the scrape of the chair 
against the floor, or the sound of her own footsteps, but 
she was growing accustomed to the silence.

The translucents followed closely behind.

Hopeful, Jasper called out to each family member as 
she dashed up the stairs. At the top of the stairway, she 
paused. The hallway looked dark, deserted, long and 
empty.

“Jason?” she whispered. But nobody was there. “I’m 
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sorry,” she sighed. Deflated, she started back down the 
stairs, and yet, before she’d gotten to the bottom she had 
another idea. She leapt to the front door and pulled it 
open. Her shoulders sank. No one was there, not on the 
porch and not even in the street.

The outside air was damp and musty. It felt a bit 
like Grandma’s attic, but colder. The street was silent 
like everywhere else. It’s as silent as underground, she 
thought. 

It would be normal to see the headlights of cars 
driving up and down her street. But there were no cars 
this evening. Sitting in the driveway across the road was 
the Jansen’s shiny new red Ford Mustang. Every night 
for two weeks, Mr Jansen had revved up the engine, and 
had taken the new car for a spin. The whole neighbour-
hood had heard it! Tonight though, the car was sitting 
there empty and silent. 

And where was Henry? Henry, the Merston’s dog, 
lived directly across the street. He never stopped bark-
ing and was constantly annoying to all the neighbours! 
But not tonight. Tonight, there was no sight or sound 
from Henry. 

There wasn’t even the usual sound of crickets in the 
air. 

Jasper stepped onto the porch. Her breath was vis-
ible as she exhaled, even though it was much too early 
for frost. Tiptoeing lightly across the front porch floor, 
she glided down the steps to the sidewalk. The street was 
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long and empty. Breaking into a run, Jasper went next 
door to old Mrs Bennett’s. She knocked. She knocked 
again, but even when she pounded on the door, there 
was no sound, and no one answered. The next house 
was the Ramsey’s, but no one answered there either. 

Jasper proceeded along her side of the street, 
pounding on every front door. “Is anybody home?” 
she called out. But after ten or twelve doors, she was 
exhausted. Sad and lonely, she stood in the street for a 
while, not knowing what else to do. Where had every-
body gone?    

How many times had she shouted at her family, “I 
just want to be left alone!?” Now she had what she’d 
asked for. But it wasn’t really what she’d wanted at all.

The sun had set, and it was night. But the street 
lights hadn’t come on, and there was no light in any of 
the windows along the street. The moon was high and 
full, and there were lots of stars. Jasper sighed. It would 
have been impossible to see the sidewalk or anything at 
all without the light of the moon and stars. She looked 
up at the stars for a long time. Could they tell her what 
had happened to her family?

Her father had often said, “The truth lies in the 
stars”? Well, tonight she wanted to know the truth. 
What had happened to make everybody in the street 
disappear? But what star was going to tell her that!?

She felt a chill and tore back along the sidewalk to 
her house as fast as she could, jumping the porch steps 
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two at a time. Slamming the front door behind her and 
grabbing the telephone that sat on the front hall table, 
she began to dial the operator. But the line was dead. 
Her hands shook so much that she couldn’t replace the 
receiver. Crumpling onto the bottom step of the hall 
staircase, she whimpered.

“What do I do now?” 





chapter seven:
long hallway

Just underneath the surface of the ground, the punies 
were regrouping. If more of them joined the attack 

on the girl-child, they would win by numbers. She was 
weakening, she was cracking, and they were ready...

Candles! She groped in the dark for the candles and 
matches that were always kept inside the telephone 
stand. 

When she struck the first match the warm candle 
light cheered her a little. Shaking inside, she recalled 
her father telling her to “breathe deeply” whenever she 
was scared. She tried it, and it did help a little bit.
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I wouldn’t mind if Jason was bouncing his ball against 
the wall now. She sat next to the candle, allowing its 
warm glow to be her company.

So, the neighbours were gone too, which meant 
that at least her family hadn’t just abandoned her. What 
had made everybody go away? When would they come 
back? Nothing made any real sense. She got up and 
locked the front door. Then she ran back to the kitchen 
and locked that door too. Surely there was no one to be 
afraid of since nobody else was around, but she didn’t 
want to take any chances. Extremely tired, she leaned 
on the back door.

Unbound by walls, the translucents glided through-
out the house, speaking their powerful utterances of 
peace and comfort. Alert to the enemy, they were pres-
ent to resist their lies. 

She wanted to be sure this was really happening, so 
holding her hand over the candle, she lowered it until 
it touched the flame. “Ouch! Yup, I’m awake alright.” 

Jasper proceeded up the stairs, carefully taking one 
step at a time, hoping she’d find a clue to tell her where 
everyone had gone, and when they’d be back. 
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The first room at the top of the stairs was Momma 
and Daddy’s bedroom. The curtains hung still and life-
less, even with the window opened. Jasper closed the 
window. When her hand brushed her mother’s robe 
draped over a chair, it felt comforting.

The next room was Daddy’s study. She never went 
in there. Peering through the door, she saw papers 
scattered across his desk and posted on the walls. 
“A physicist plays with numbers and letters, mix-
ing them up a lot,” he’d explained years ago. Tonight 
the papers were in heaps and piles everywhere, but 
Daddy was not there. She walked into his study and 
stared at the equations. She remembered when he 
had tried to explain them to her. Mary would know 
what these meant. And Jason too, probably. But not 
me, not stupid me. Turning to leave the study, she 
noticed a poster above the doorway, Science = imag-
ination + proof

Jason’s room was at the far end of the hallway. The 
candle flickered, so Jasper slowed down and put one 
hand in front of the flame to keep it still. Shadows 
loomed above and beside her. She gulped.

“It’s only me,” she whispered to the shadows.
Jason’s room was like a bombed site as usual. The 

rockets and airplanes were visible in the candlelight, 
but the only sign of Jason was the mess! Next door, the 
bathroom was empty, and as “spic and span” as Momma 
always left it. 
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When Jasper arrived at the last room, she was de-
lighted to be greeted. 

“Oh Emma” she ran to pick up her doll, who had 
been waiting patiently, propped up on Jasper’s bed. 
“Emma! Were you scared? You’re not alone now. I’m 
with you,” she said, giving her doll a long squeeze before 
curling up on the bed. “Let’s wait here until everyone 
else comes home, okay?”

Hadn’t she imagined this past summer how much 
fun it would be to be alone in this great big house? 
She’d be able to play without anyone interrupting her, 
or distracting her with their noise, or telling her she was 
exaggerating about what she could see or hear.    

“Emma, this isn’t so much fun is it?” 
Mary’s rows of books, all space and science fiction, 

looked out from their shelves. Mary’s transistor radio 
was on the night stand. It was off limits to Jasper un-
less she had permission. But this was an emergency. 
She held it carefully in her hand and switched it on. 
The tuning dial moved, and Jasper went through all the 
usual station numbers, but there was no music coming 
out, there wasn’t even the sound of static. Switching off 
the power, she set the radio precisely where she had 
found it.   

At least in the quiet she could think. Did she wish 
her family away? Was their disappearance all her fault? 
Or maybe they got so cross with her this afternoon that 
they just left her. Except that wouldn’t explain why all 



SARAH TUN

43

the neighbours had disappeared too, and maybe even 
all of Summerton. “Why am I still here?” Did it happen 
when I was in Tree Garden? 

Mary’s part of the room was a good distraction. She 
had a huge poster of James Dean on her wall. He was 
a young-looking man with a cigarette and a hat, wear-
ing blue jeans and a checked shirt. But he was dead. 
What did Mary see in a dead boy who smoked smelly 
cigarettes? 

She touched the poster, and wondered what it would 
be like to smoke a cigarette.

“Oh, Mary, where are you?” she said wistfully.
She looked across the room to the open door. 

Jonah had been following Jasper every step of the 
way. His companions stood at the bedroom threshold 
on guard.

Taking Emma by the hand, and picking up the can-
dle with the other, Jasper left her room. Passing through 
the doorway, she felt a sudden burst of warm air. 

“Emma, did you feel that?” 
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Jonah’s companions made a swift ascent to the top 
of the house.

“It’s gone now. Did you feel it, Emma?” Emma stared 
back blankly. Jasper clutched Emma, and she scur-
ried across the hallway to her parents’ bedroom. She 
carefully set down the candlestick on the big wooden 
dresser, and gathered her mother’s robe into her arms. 
She plunged her face into the soft towelling. It smelled 
wonderful, like dish soap and bacon and freshly ironed 
cotton, like Momma. She crawled under the covers of 
the big bed. 

Wrapping her mother’s robe around her, she hugged 
Emma close.

Please Momma, please come back soon. She watched 
the candle get shorter, but it still burned brightly. The 
light cast a shadow on the wall behind it, and Jasper 
stared at it, willing it to glow stronger.

“Momma, Daddy, if you come back, I promise I’ll 
never get angry at Jason again.”

She waited in the silence.
“Or anybody else.” 
There was more silence.
“I’ll... I’ll never spit again, or kick, or anything.” The 

candle was shrinking. Waiting was becoming more 
difficult.
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There was no reply.
“I’m so sorry. Please come home. I’ll be good forev-

er. I promise.” 
The candle burned low before it finally burned itself 

out. 
“Daddy, come and rescue me!” she demanded 

through the darkness. 
Maybe her family had no choice. Maybe someone 

had taken the whole town away!
“Whoever took my family, bring them back! Bring 

them back, now. I need them!” 

Snarling and sneering, the puny swarm pressed 
through the floor and into the house. Such an easy prey, 
her fear was drawing them to her. In her dreams they 
would haunt her. Through her dreams she would be-
come theirs. 

Pulling the covers over her head to hide from the 
darkness, Jasper willed herself to fall asleep. 





PART II: 
THINGS ARE DEFINITELY 

NOT NORMAL





chapter eight:
unexpected guest

Early in the morning, at just the moment when 
Jasper began to stir, Jonah drifted to the kitchen. As 

he moved, his transformation into human form began. 
Throughout the night, his presence had offered gen-
tleness and comfort to the child. From time to time, 
he’d heard her sigh or watched her wriggle, but Jonah 
ensured Jasper had no bad dreams. Her breathing was 
deep and steady, and filled her with peace while she 
slept.

She awoke refreshed. Completely submerged be-
neath the warm, feather-light comforter, she reached 
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for Emma, yawned and stretched. But the bedding 
didn’t make the sound it usually does when a person 
moves. Then, the events of the previous night flooded 
her mind. She froze, scared to hear the soundlessness 
where there should have been sound.

Remaining very still, she clutched Emma close, and 
held her breath. Should I sing to you Emma? She stared 
intently at her doll. No, she couldn’t bear it.

She strained to hear any sound that was not of her 
own making, something that would prove everything 
was normal. Any minute her family would shout, “Time 
for breakfast!” She’d be so happy to hear them. She lis-
tened attentively for any noise beyond her bedcovers, 
but she heard nothing, and wanted to cry. Clutching 
her fists and holding her breath, she was desperate to 
keep herself quiet. Even the sound of her breathing was 
overwhelming amidst the silence.

This was her fault. How many times had she wished 
Jason would just disappear? Now he had disappeared, 
and somehow she must be the cause. It must be possible 
to wish for something and make it happen. 

“If I really want something to happen, what if there 
is something or someone that can make it happen? 
Maybe not aliens but something else. What if there’s 
something bigger than science, something like—God?” 
The rest of the family had looked at her as if she were 
an alien herself.   

As she lay under the covers, she remembered last 
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night and how she’d pleaded for her family to come 
back. They weren’t back, were they, so maybe Jasper 
wasn’t very good at wishing at all. 

Ever so still, she waited for a long time, not dar-
ing to move. Gradually, she began to wonder what she 
would see if she lifted the covers from her face. But 
moving covers is a noisy business normally, and she 
dreaded hearing nothing. 

Boredom eventually persuaded Jasper to risk the 
soundlessness. Summoning every bit of courage she 
had, she flipped back the covers in one big gesture, and 
looked about the room. 

It was daylight, and from her parents’ bed every-
thing appeared normal. She sighed, but immediately 
covered her mouth. The sound of her breathing was so 
loud. 

Hunger persuaded her to venture out to find some 
breakfast. Still clinging to Emma, she slipped out of 
bed.

The room felt cool and she had started to wrap her-
self in her mother’s robe when she noticed her own 
at the foot of the bed. She didn’t remember putting it 
there, but picking it up now she drew it over her shoul-
ders, poked her hands through the sleeves, and crept 
with Emma toward the staircase. Silence replied where 
her steps would normally have caused a creak on the 
floorboards. She shuddered.

But when she stepped onto the fifth step everything 
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changed. It made a creaking sound, like it usually did. 
Then, there was a crackling sound coming from down-
stairs, and the lovely smell of cooked bacon.

“Momma!” Jasper lurched towards the kitchen, 
carelessly dropping Emma in the process. She pushed 
through the swing door to the kitchen; it swished!

But she stopped in her tracks.  A lean old man with 
thick, white hair was standing at the stove, cooking, 
and humming. 

“Hello Miss Jasper.” The old man looked over his 
shoulder at the child and smiled. “Scrambled is your 
favourite, right?”

 
A putrid stench, a clammy feel and a repulsive heav-

ing is ever-present in the part of the magma known as 
the Puny Lair. Throughout the whole of Earth, deep, deep 
down, there is a layer of constantly changing and inde-
finable rock where nothing lives. Tree roots stop growing 
well above the crust, the crust that separates us from the 
deep, black territory where the punies dwell. Should a 
tree’s roots go deep enough to penetrate into their soil, 
that tree would be immediately poisoned and die.

Poison is the business of the puny. Whether it is to 
infect a tree’s descending roots or to attack the mind of 
a living creature above the surface of the earth, by order 
of the Prince, destruction of life is their mission.
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“Who are you?” She clutched herself.
“My name is Jonah.” His eyes twinkled. He looked 

like a tall, skinny Santa Claus.
“How—how did you get in here?” she looked at the 

back door. It was closed and latched.
“I’ve been here all along.” 
“What do you mean?”  
“Actually, I’ve known you all your life and I’m so 

pleased to finally speak to you in person.” He had a 
warm, friendly manner.

Jasper’s heart was sinking. She had expected to see 
her Momma. 

He cleared his throat and turned to the eggs and ba-
con in the frying pan. She watched as he lifted the food 
onto two plates, took toast from the toaster and carried 
everything to the kitchen table. He put her plate in her 
usual spot, and sat in her father’s place.

“Are you my uncle?” He looks a bit like the pictures 
of Grandpa Morgan, she thought. Grandpa Morgan was 
her mother’s father. Although he had died before Jasper 
was born, she had seen pictures of him, and this man 
Jonah, had the same thick, white hair. He was tall and 
thin like Grandpa Morgan too.  

The old man shook his head.
Hungry, Jasper sat down and ate without a word, 

stopping to look at the strange old man between bites. 
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She noticed he paused before his first bite, and he 
hummed while he ate. Every now and then he looked 
back at her and smiled. He had a sunbeam sort of 
smile. 

Jasper watched him carefully. She didn’t think he 
was anyone to fear. She wasn’t sure how she knew, she 
just knew. Momma always said, “Don’t talk to strang-
ers,” but even Momma would like this stranger. When 
a kind old man comes from out of nowhere, and 
makes breakfast for you when your whole family has 
disappeared, then— 

Suddenly, Jasper jumped, literally, out of her chair. 
As she had been watching the man, a beam of sunshine 
had poured through the window behind Jonah and 
spilled into the room. But the light didn’t just pour over 
him. It poured right through him too. Jasper had been 
staring at his hand when, suddenly she realized she was 
staring through his fingers. He was holding his fork in 
his fingers and she could see the handle right through 
them. She watched as his flesh shimmered just for an 
instant and then it re-formed into solid flesh. 

The safe feeling she’d had toward him was gone.
“Wha—what’s that?!”
Jonah looked at her briefly, but then continued to 

eat.
Startled and speechless, Jasper wanted to run away, 

but where would she go? 
Then she looked at his face. He looked straight back 
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at her, raised an eyebrow and smiled. He knew what she 
was seeing. 

As she watched, his head began to glow and become 
transparent, until the window frame directly behind 
him became visible right through the outline of his 
skull. She gasped.

“Who are you!” she demanded, clenching her fists. 
Maybe he’d kidnapped everyone on the street, like in 
one of those alien movies Mary had told her about. 

He stopped eating, and looked at her.
“Have you taken my parents?
“No, but I’ll help you find them.”
“Do you know where they are?”
“No, but we can look for them together.”
“Really?” She wasn’t sure if she wanted to go any-

where with him. She wasn’t sure of anything. She stared, 
almost transfixed, for some time.

The old man smiled. “Sit down Jasper, and finish 
eating. You’ll need it for the journey.”

He had a kind voice, and although he was very 
strange, he didn’t seem to want to hurt her. She was 
still hungry, so she sat back down. It was hard to eat. 
Her tummy was in absolute turmoil.

“You are not human, are you,” she asked. 
“No,” he replied. 
Jasper saw that his eyes were blazing. They remind-

ed her of the glow from a fireplace— yellow-orange and 
hot. 
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“Are you going to hurt me?”
“Certainly not,” he said, and he resumed eating. 
Then his glow faded. When he no longer looked 

transparent, Jasper was able to relax, a little.
“How do I know you are real?” she blurted out. But 

without waiting for his reply, she looked at her empty 
breakfast plate; her full stomach provided a clear an-
swer. This time when he smiled, she sighed. 

“When can we look for my family?” she asked.
“Soon,” he replied. 
He stood and began to gather up the breakfast dish-

es. She helped him wash, dry, and put them away in 
silence. His glow came and went, so that every now 
and then when she looked at him, she saw through him 
to the kitchen cupboards directly behind him. It was 
weird, but she tried to get used to it. Sometimes she 
stared.

Always his eyes twinkled back at her.

The punies had tried to capture the girl-child in her 
sleep but had been unable to penetrate her mind. What 
should have been so easy had proved impossible. They 
had retreated, but their failure would be costly. They 
must try again. 
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“The whole street is empty. Do you know 
that?”    

“I know. I told you, child, I’ve always been with you.” 
Jonah smiled gently.

Jasper remembered her frantic time in the street 
the night before. She’d been alone then, hadn’t she? She 
looked down at her bath robe. How had it ended up on 
her parents’ bed?

“You?!” she said aloud. He nodded.
“Who are you?” she demanded. “What have you 

done with my parents?”
“Child, you can find them. Do not be anxious. You 

will find them if you search for them.”
“Me? But they are coming back, aren’t they? Are 

they ever coming back, Jonah?”      
“That depends on you.”
“On me?” Jasper felt scared. What could she do? She 

was just a little girl. 
She wanted to bolt from the room, to run away and 

hide like usual. But where could she go? She watched as 
the old man seated himself again calmly in her father’s 
chair.

“Where are they?” she pleaded. A notion began to 
form in her mind. Maybe they’re in some sort of dan-
ger?! Panic began to grip her, not for herself, but for 
her family. 

She glared at Jonah, biting her lip and daring to 
ask, “Did you make them disappear?! It’s not their 
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fault I’m bad. Don’t punish them because of me. 
Please!”

“They have not gone, child.”
“But they aren’t here. Of course, they’re gone. 

They’re gone.” She began to cry but when Jonah placed 
his hand on her head she stopped immediately. He re-
moved his hand.

“They have not gone, child.” She listened, but she did 
not understand.

They sat together in silence for some time, the girl 
and the old man. Sometimes it takes a while for a reality 
to dawn on us, and so it was in this case for Jasper. 

Her family hadn’t gone? But of course they were 
gone! What did he mean? If they weren’t gone, and they 
weren’t here, then where were they? 

Ever so slowly, an odd idea crept into her mind, like 
an old cat creeping into a big room, one careful step 
at a time until it fully occupies the space. What if they 
hadn’t gone at all? What if she was the one who had 
gone? Where was she after all? Where was here?

She looked at all the familiar things in the kitchen. 
She touched the top of the table and gazed at the cup-
boards. She stared at the sink where her mother peeled 
the vegetables and washed the dishes. She looked at the 
curtains that her mother had made brand new before 
Christmas last year. Memories of the smells and sounds 
of the kitchen were expanding inside her mind, until in 
a slow, steady, persistent sort of way, Jasper’s thinking 
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became totally focused. A vague idea gradually became 
vivid and totally clear. 

She gasped! What we see is not what’s real. Where we 
think we are isn’t where we actually are. There is some-
thing way beyond us that is right next to us and we don’t 
even know it’s there! She sat back in her chair. “There’s a 
whole other world.”

Looking long and deep into Jonah’s old face, she 
asked him, “What are you?” 

He didn’t reply, but this time she hadn’t expected 
an answer.

She looked at her hand. It was made of flesh. But 
Jonah’s hand was different. Sometimes it shimmered, 
and sometimes it just looked like wrinkly flesh. Which 
was his real hand? Can I touch it? If I touch it, what will 
happen to me?

Her own hand felt heavy, like lead. I have to touch 
him. Maybe he isn’t real, she thought. Or maybe I’m not. 
She had to concentrate to keep from getting confused.

She stared at his hand for a long while, motionless 
as she contemplated touching it.

Slowly she stretched her finger toward his. She got 
so close she thought maybe she could feel the tiny hairs 
on his wrist. But she paused to look into his face. May 
I? She asked without speaking. His blazing eyes looked 
back at her, and he nodded.

The tip of her finger touched his knuckle; it felt 
bony and hard and cool, just like old Mrs Bennett’s 
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next door. She frowned, and hastily put her own hand 
in her lap.

“You expected something else?” Jonah asked.
“I—I don’t know. I guess I did.”
His voice was soft. “Well child, try again.”
She looked into his gentle eyes. Then she lifted 

her hand from her lap and reached her finger towards 
him. This time, as she came close, she could feel the 
heat radiating from his hand on her fingertip. His old, 
weathered hand began to glow. The form of his hand 
didn’t change, but when she finally made contact, in-
stead of bony flesh she felt something like thick warm 
gel against her finger. Reaching deeper into his, her 
hand became enveloped in warmth, and she spread 
wide her fingers and wiggled them, which made her 
laugh.

“Now, your face is alight,” he said to her.
“Really!” She gasped.
“Oh, no. Only with your smile, child. It is alight with 

your smile. The flesh has not changed.”
“Oh.” Jasper thought for a moment. “Could my face 

change?”  
“Dearest child,” he said, taking her hand into his 

bony elderly hands. “There are things beyond words 
which I cannot explain to you. Although,” and he 
paused for a moment, before continuing more slow-
ly and quietly than before, “I can say that your father 
would find the matter interesting... and helpful.”
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“My father?” Immediately, she pulled her hand 
away. Jasper stared at the old hands that had encased 
her smaller one. 

Jasper loved her daddy, but she didn’t talk to him 
very much anymore. He never seemed to like what she 
said. She wanted to be able to talk to him, desperate-
ly, but every time she tried, he got frustrated with her 
and corrected her. She couldn’t seem to say anything or 
do anything that he liked. She used to shout at him, to 
make him understand, but that didn’t work. Then she 
tried saying, “Yes, Daddy, but...” but he just told her to 
“Go away Jasper and think about it.”  

Yes, Daddy might be interested to see how Jonah’s 
hand changed, but only if he could see it himself. He 
wouldn’t believe her if she just told him about it.

“You know my father?”
“In a way, but I’m not here to help him.”
“You’re here to help me.”
He nodded.
“Can you really help me?”
“When all fear and doubt are gone, the truth rises 

to the surface of your mind.”

The punies felt intense heat, as if a wall of fire sur-
rounded the girl’s mind. This was a mere child. She 
should have been easy prey. 
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They congealed, fretted, and pushed, but nothing 
broke through the shield. Retreat was inevitable and 
costly. They would never escape punishment from the 
Prince for their failure.

“Jonah?”
“Yes?”
“Can we look for them now?”
“Come with me.” He smiled, and stood up. Jasper 

was beside him in an instant. He led her into the hall-
way, past the staircase, and straight to the front door. 
He seemed to know his way through the house, but she 
didn’t question him. Whoever he was, or whatever he 
was, he was nice, and he would help her find her family.

The pair stood side by side at the front door. She 
watched as his bony finger pointed to the door latch. 
She hesitated before she reached out to unlock the door. 
He nodded, prompting her to go forward. She turned 
the front door knob. Expecting to see her street, noth-
ing prepared her for what would lay before her eyes.



chapter nine:
strange land

Jonah’s companions had remained nearby throughout 
the night, and now were dancing and singing in the 

sunlight. To rejoice was the best preparation for what 
lay ahead. Joy was a most powerful weapon.

Standing in front of the open door, Jasper gasped for 
air. The humidity enveloped her, and the heat flushed 
her face. She gazed onto what only last night had been 
her familiar street, and her jaw dropped. 

“It’s like a dream,” she whispered.
“Or a nightmare,” Jonah replied.
The scene was colourful. Swirls had replaced tree 
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tops, and buildings looked like cartoon cut-outs of the 
fronts of houses a small child would draw. There was no 
ground. Instead, everything was suspended in mid-air, 
and looked very far away. Flower shapes were intermin-
gled with flat blocks of pale rock. There were no birds 
or animals. The clouds appeared to be suspended in 
the distance, hanging like white pieces of cardboard in 
front of a flat, blue sky. The street, which had passed in 
front of her house, was gone. In its place between her 
porch and this strange picture, was empty space. There 
was no cliff, no dark hole, no pathway. Instead, there 
was just nothing.

Tentatively, Jasper reached out her hand, but instead 
of air, she felt something thick, like warm gelatine over 
her hand. And when she pulled back her arm toward 
her, it seemed to move in slow motion.    

“Jonah, it’s hard to breathe,” she whispered.
A wispy cloud floated in front of Jasper, low and 

close, and startled her! She might have reached out and 
touched it, had she thought of it immediately. But un-
fortunately, drifting at its steady pace, it had already 
passed out of reach by the time such a thing occurred 
to her.

Jonah had just time enough to nod to his compan-
ion who floated past the house.

Daylight filtered through the hazy air. Jasper felt a 
sense of awe and gravity too, as she anticipated the ad-
venture ahead and wondered what she might discover 
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along the way. She was scared, but also determined. 
Wanting to waste no time, she took one step toward the 
odd scene. Instantly, she was whisked up and carried 
away along the path her street would have taken her if 
it still were there. 

“Jonahhhhhh” she called. 
The push forward was forceful. She travelled swiftly. 

Soon she was far, far from her home. Perhaps Jonah 
hadn’t even heard her call. Even if she could have turned 
her head to see what she was passing, it all would have 
been a blur. 

It seemed as though she were falling, only sideways, 
that is to say effortlessly, but moving horizontally rath-
er than downward, as though swept away in a river’s 
swift current without a boat or water. She moved so 
rapidly that she had no control over her own body. Her 
chest led the way, with her limbs splayed behind her 
helplessly.

After what might have been moments or hours (she 
had no idea which) she felt her velocity begin to slow. 
Once again she could turn her head to the left and to 
the right, to see the surroundings. 

Fronts of tall, white buildings stood in even rows on 
either side of her. Behind each row a 

clear, blue sky peaked through. Straight in front a 
gravel pathway began to rise from beneath her feet, 
moving toward her, drawing closer and closer until fi-
nally, the ground was within reach.
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She extended her feet timidly. Her toes, and even-
tually her heals, skimmed the surface of the ground. 
Then, propelled from behind, one foot following the 
other, she ran along the earth until there was no longer 
any force upon her, but she was moving by her own 
effort alone. Eventually she stopped. But although her 
feet were planted on the ground, her body continued 
to lean as though she was still moving forward. Finally, 
the momentum ceased to carry her, and she was still. 
Feeling a little light-headed, dizzy, and relieved, she 
sighed.

She heard footsteps approaching from behind, and 
turned to find Jonah jogging towards her. Stepping 
aside, she made room for him to pass, since his pathway 
was determined by the same force that had propelled 
her, and he might not be ready to stop.

“Jonah, you’re here!” she said, when at last he had 
stopped. He was a short distance ahead.

“As soon as I saw you were whisked away, I stepped 
forward as you did.”

In this new place, the air was clear, and the humidity 
completely gone. In the distance, from every direction, 
the sky reached down and touched the ground. In fact, 
there was nothing but sky, and flat roadway as far their 
eyes could see. 

“It’s so empty” she said. “Which way do we go 
now?”

“That depends on you.”
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“On me?” She looked around before taking a few 
random steps. She paused, sighed and turned around. 
Jonah was smiling at her as she ran back to him. She 
heard her footsteps echoing across the open space.

“Do you know where we are?” she asked.
He nodded. The air was still, and there were no 

sounds of life except for their own breathing. She won-
dered where others were in this universe.

Walking along the road, the sound of their feet 
scratching its surface was amplified. The atmosphere 
was so light and thin that Jasper’s senses were acutely 
aware of every stimulus. It quickly became exhausting 
to hear, feel, smell the slightest addition to their envi-
ronment, and so she sat down on the lightly-pebbled 
ground. Jonah joined her. 

The sky was high, the space was wide, and a faint 
whisper carried across miles.

“Jonah, who are you?”
“I am very old,” he said.
Yes, she could see that. 
“You’ve known me my whole life, but how can that 

be?”
He played with the pebbles along the pathway and 

then began to build something between them. Jasper 
watched as he set apart a row of stones, then laid an-
other row on top of the first, and then another. When 
Jasper tried to copy, her stones would not settle on top 
of one another, but tumbled to the ground. Jonah had 
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built five stories of stones by the time Jasper gave up 
on hers.

“What will happen if I keep building and building?” 
he asked.

“Well, you mean if the stones don’t collapse?”
“They won’t.”
“I guess there will be a wall between us.”
“Yes, exactly.” He kept building.
“But I don’t want there to be a wall between us, 

Jonah!”
“Are you certain?” He kept building.
Jasper raised her fist, ready to plunge it down onto 

the row of stones. Jonah’s eye caught hers. As they stared 
at each other, his eyes became flames of fire, and hers 
lowered in shame. She put down her hand.

“I’m sorry,” she said quietly.
He continued to build, until the wall was ten layers 

high. They were sitting on either side of it.
“Are you still going to help me find my family?”
“I am helping you.”
“But we seem to be getting farther away from them 

instead of closer.”
Jonah smiled. “Wait,” he said.
That’s always the hardest thing to do, she thought. 
She watched as Jonah built the wall to twenty layers, 

before he stepped back from his side of the wall. 
“Will you come next to me,” he invited. Jasper wast-

ed no time, but stood up, walked to the end of the row 
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of stones, and around to the other side. She watched as 
Jonah stroked his hand along one side of the wall and 
then the other.

“Be,” he said.
Instantly, the wall began to extend in both direc-

tions, splitting the open space in half. When he rested 
his hand of the top of the wall, it began to widen, until 
it was as wide as a doorway. He lifted up his hand and 
the wall grew to the height of his reach.

“Now,” he said, “we have only half the land to search.”
“They are on this side of the wall?”
“I believe so,” he replied.
“Well, which way shall we travel? This way I think.” 

And Jasper began to walk with the wall to her right.
Jonah did not follow her. After several steps she 

realized she was walking alone. She turned back to 
see Jonah wave. He’d been walking with the wall to 
his left and had travelled some distance in a short 
time.

“But I want to go this way, Jonah!”
Jonah continued on his way.
“Jonah! JONAH!!” But didn’t he say it depended on 

me? “Grrrrr. JONAH.” She could see the distance grow-
ing between them. He was moving further and further 
away.

“Alright!” Jasper decided to run to Jonah, but before 
she could take a step, she was suddenly standing right 
next to him. He smiled down at her.



CONFRONTING THE DARKNESS

70

“What crazy world is this?!” Jasper asked, not actu-
ally expecting any answer at all.

Without a plan or an instruction, Jasper and Jonah 
began to walk along the side of the wall together.

“Jonah, have you noticed the afternoon seems to go 
on forever, just like this wall?”

“Yes. It’s peaceful. Do you like it?”
“Yes, but I can’t see the sun.”
“There is no need for sunlight here, because it is 

light all the time. Although,” he added slowly, “there 
will be Darkness, sometime. You will need to be ready 
for it.”

She nodded. But looking at the wide open, empty 
space, she felt nervous. I hope you’ll stay with me when 
it gets dark, she thought.

The Prince of Darkness entered the Lair without 
warning, and as he passed through the corridors, all 
the punies squeezed into the crevices of the rock walls. 
Always with the arrival of the Prince came his wrath. 
Moving through the Lair in pursuit of his failed min-
ions, he exploded upon any who crossed his path. He 
would reserve the greatest force to attack those two who 
had been instructed to secure the will of the girl-child.
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The warmth of the day was pleasant, but they had 
walked for what seemed to be a long time, keeping the 
wall always to their left. 

“I’m thirsty, Jonah,” said Jasper.
Jonah immediately reached out his hand and a wa-

terfall poured fresh, cool water over his hand.
“Jonah! Where is the water coming from?”
Indeed, the source of the flow seemed to come from 

mid-air. As though a tap suddenly had been suspended 
from the sky, water poured down next to Jonah, and 
bounced lightly off the surface of the dry ground. Jasper 
reached out, allowing the clear cascade of water to fill 
her hands. It was cool, and refreshing. Jasper drank sev-
eral handfuls, and smiled.

What would happen if I said I was hungry, she 
wondered. 

Immediately, cracks in the ground appeared, 
right where the spray from the waterfall had damp-
ened the earth. She touched Jonah’s arm, catching 
his attention.

Sprouts came up through the cracks in the earth. 
In a matter of seconds, the shoots grew to several feet, 
and green leaves and pebble-sized green stones that 
hung on the branches ripened to a rosy red. Ripe rasp-
berries—or something like raspberries—hung on the 
branches, ready to be eaten. Jonah laughed.

“Jonah, how did you know I was hungry?”
“I didn’t. But it’s no wonder you would be.”
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“I didn’t ask... I only thought...” She froze. Did I 
make that happen? She looked around in trepidation.

“How did this happen?” she asked, pointing em-
phatically at the raspberry-like fruit.

Jonah leaned over and spoke gently, “You did it.”
Jasper stared at Jonah. 
“We’re in a place where all things are possible,” 

Jonah said.
“All things?”
Jonah nodded.
Jasper remembered her family. She missed her 

momma, her sister, her daddy, and even her twin broth-
er. She wanted to see them again and to know they were 
safe.

Jasper thought hard, pleading to bring the family 
that she missed so much to be with her, right now. If 
all things were possible, than she desperately wanted to 
bring her family here.

“Jonah, will you wait with me?”
He nodded and they sat on the ground. 
Each of them plucked a berry and ate. The fruit was 

succulent. They enjoyed gazing at the waterfall, which 
lingered for a while, then faded and disappeared.  

Jasper began to eat, regularly pausing between 
berries to look around. Time passed until, in the 
distance, she saw a black dot appear in the sky. She 
jumped up. 

“Here, Jonah, they’re here! It’s them. It’s my family. 
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Look!” She stared, waiting. “They’re coming, you’ll see. 
They’re coming.”

The black dot drifted towards them very slowly. And 
just as slowly it also began to grow, until it was obvious 
it was a kind of television screen. The screen grew and 
grew in size as it floated towards them. Eventually, it 
hung suspended in mid-air right in front of them, and 
displayed on the screen were four, round, black balls. 
Gradually, the four balls became four heads, and the 
four heads became four faces, until it was possible to 
recognize the faces of Jasper’s mom, dad, sister and 
brother.

“Oh?” she said quietly. “They’re here, kind of.”
“Yoohoo,” she shouted. She touched the screen, but 

it wavered and made the images blurry. So she shouted 
again, more loudly this time, waving her hands wildly 
in front of the screen. Unfortunately, there was no re-
sponse from her family. They seemed to be completely 
unaware of Jasper. 

She was becoming exhausted trying to get their at-
tention, so she gazed at the black and white images. 
She watched as a background formed on the screen. It 
was recognizable as the family kitchen. The four people 
were sitting at the kitchen table in the foreground.

“They’re in the kitchen. How did they get there?” 
“They have been there all along.” 
“But that’s impossible. I was there, and they weren’t 

there at all.” She began to cry.
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“They have not gone,” Jonah said. 
“But I am? I’m here. Oh! So I’m the one that’s gone?”
“You are here, and here is where all things are 

possible.”

    
Wailing and moaning through the outer darkness, 

countless souls cried out, begging for a glimmer of 
light. A lone translucent danced where there were no 
stars, and the atmosphere was black. His glow cast a 
fleeting shimmer of light as he passed by those strain-
ing for relief from the endless abyss. Amidst the shrieks 
and wails in this void, the translucent moved through 
the blackness, soothing the condemned as he passed. 

Nothing could rescue these lost; nothing could 
change their circumstances. And yet occasional mer-
cy was poured out to them, when someone still living 
entreated. The translucent soared and sang, until his 
voice echoed throughout the void, offering brief respite 
to the endless suffering of those lost souls who had re-
fused the Light, and had succumbed to the Prince of 
Darkness instead. 

The family ate their meal, while Jasper watched 
them on the screen. 
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“They’re just eating,” she announced. “They’re not 
saying anything. Do you think they notice I’m not with 
them?”  

Jonah didn’t reply.
“It’s lunchtime, because they’re eating sandwiches, 

and it’s the weekend because everybody is home,” she 
said.

“I wonder if they’re worried.” She thought her 
Momma maybe looked a little bit sad. “I wish they were 
a little.”

“Why would you wish that?” asked Jonah.
She shrugged. “’Cause that would mean they notice 

I’m not there. Maybe they would miss me a little.”
“Don’t you think they’d miss you? I do.”
“You do? Why?”
“Because you are part of their family.”
Jasper tried to touch the screen again, this time very 

carefully, but her hand passed right through. No one on 
screen seemed to notice, even when her arm went right 
in front of her father’s face.

“Can. You. Hear. Me?” she shouted slowly and clear-
ly. “I’m. Over. Here!” But they just kept eating, without 
talking to each other. 

Jasper’s mother opened her mouth as though to 
speak. Her lips started to move, but there wasn’t any 
sound. Jasper put her ear really close to the screen, but 
still she couldn’t hear anything. So, she tried to read her 
mother’s lips, but she couldn’t. She watched as everyone 
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looked at Jason, and then her Momma got up and went 
to the sink.

“They don’t see me, Jonah. And I can’t get there.” 
“You wanted to see them. To know they were safe.” 
“Yes. That’s true. But I want them to see me too.”
Jason was leaving the table. He was going to the 

back door. Then he went out.
“Where’s he going? He’s going somewhere Jonah!” 

She turned away from the screen. “Do you know where 
he’s going?” 

“You may go back to find out, and to fill your chair. 
And you can have lunch.”

“Then could I come back here?”
“Maybe some day.”
“But I want to know where... what this place is too. 

I want...”
Before she could finish her sentence, Jonah waved 

his hand, and the screen disappeared. 
“Oh, No! Stop, Jonah, bring them back! Why did 

you take them away?” She began to cry.
But he gently took her chin in his hand, gazed into 

her eyes, and said quietly but firmly, “Dear child, what 
is it you really want?”

As she looked into the fiery pools of Jonah’s eyes, her 
true desire became crystal clear. She loved her family and 
she was relieved to know they were safe. But there was 
something else just as important to her that she wanted 
to know, and maybe now, from Jonah, she could find out.
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“I want to know where I’m supposed to be. I don’t 
know if I’m supposed to be in this family, or maybe 
I’m supposed to be somewhere else. Where did I really 
come from?” 

“Why do you think this might not be your family?”
“Because . . .” Jasper’s lip began to tremble. All of 

a sudden she felt overwhelmed with the pain and dis-
appointment of not being like the rest of her family. 
They were smart, they liked books, and they loved sci-
ence. She wasn’t like them at all, and she felt she didn’t 
belong. 

Jasper had nowhere to hide. In order to have what 
she really wanted, she’d have to say it. She’d have to ad-
mit it. She looked at Jonah for what seemed a very long 
time. She could see in his eyes that he wasn’t going to 
let her escape saying what was so hard for her to say.

“I want to know something they don’t know. Like 
this place—” and she opened her arms out to the land-
scape. “I want to be just as smart as they are.”

“Do you?”
She nodded. Inside she was shaking, but she knew 

she could trust Jonah, and he wouldn’t laugh at her.
“I don’t want to be stupid,” she said.
“Do you think you’re stupid?”
“I don’t know, maybe?” But then she thought at bit 

longer, “No. I don’t think I’m stupid. I’m just different. 
I see things differently. I’m not stupid. I just wish they 
could be like me.”
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“Child,” he said, “You are precisely who you desire 
to be.”

He took her hand. 

Underneath the surface of the earth, the Prince of 
Darkness began to ransack the Punies’ Lair, waking 
them all from their dead rest. Deep into the depth of 
the earth there was a shaking, as the Prince threw his 
fire at every spirit within range. He transformed into 
wind that was so mighty he threw all the other spirits 
from their Lairs and pressed them into the molten lava 
layers beyond. 

He was still in pursuit of those two incompetent 
punies, the recent failures, who had lost the will of the 
girl-child. Moving swiftly through the blackness be-
neath the earth’s magma, he paused.

He’d caught a whiff of their peculiar stench, and 
savoured this moment of discovery. The moment be-
fore an attack was a moment to relish, as he anticipated 
the satisfaction that came whenever he released the full 
force of his power. To inflict torture was one of his great-
est pleasures. As he scrutinized the walls, knowing each 
break in the rock offered opportunity for his minions to 
hide, he laughed – a laugh that shook the corridors, and 
which mocked their stupidity. In his tenacious pursuit 
of retribution for their failures, he would always win. 
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He found their efforts to slither into oblivion at once 
entertaining and infuriating.

Spirits have presence, and any spirit pursued by the 
Prince would wish to escape the violent wrath of their 
leader, but escape from his wily perception was impos-
sible. His torture could be delayed but never prevented. 
In their foolishness, the two punies responsible for the 
recent failure had attempted to avoid the inevitable, 
which only prolonged their anguish. As they imagined 
their punishment they grew all the more terrified. It 
would have been better for them to suffer, to have it 
finished, than to live in anticipation, with terror and 
dread. Instead they had wrestled with each other, fight-
ing over the deepest crevice in which to hide, clutching 
and pushing, thriving on, yet simultaneously despising, 
each other’s company.

When his breath touched them as he passed, they 
flinched in their hiding place, and gave themselves 
away.

The force of his rage was beyond compare. Upon 
discovering precisely where the two incompetent slaves 
were cowering, there in the deepest, darkest corner of 
the Lair, he released his fire with such a force that it 
melted them into the rock, until there was nothing left 
of them except a hint of moisture clinging to the wall 
of stone.

He used his power to remind the entire colony of his 
strength, exhaling with such a roar that the arrow of fire 
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and ice he spit forth seared everything in its pathway. 
Even the wall shrieked with pain, and the thin layer of 
moisture that had been the two punies shrivelled, and 
crumbled off the wall, dropping onto the floor without 
a sound.

He placed a finger on the dried chars, causing them 
to smoke. Stooping to the bedrock of the earth, from 
his nostrils he gave a short, final exhale, and his hot 
breath provoked a final whimper from what remained 
of the spirits.

Satisfactorily avenged, he silently, seductively 
turned and ascended toward the surface of the earth, 
where the girl-child was walking hand in hand with the 
old man. He would conquer her on his own.

The dried remains of the two punies smouldered. 
After their ordeal with the frozen fire, it would take 
some hours for them to recuperate. They regretted they 
would heal, only to fail at some future moment in time, 
and suffer another onslaught of their master’s wrath.

His shriek had deafened the ears of the lost souls. 
Terrified by new horrors, their wailing increased.  
Pounding through the blackness, some mocked, some 
were terrorized, but all reached toward that unseen ray 
of hope that the translucent had spilled toward them. 
When would they ever be able to warn those still living 
of the harm they were doing to themselves, consumed 
by the power and lust of self-interest.



chapter ten:
aftershock

What was that, Jonah?” A searing whine had 
pierced their peace, a zooming arc of sound, 

first dull, then loud, then subsiding after it had passed. 
It had happened so fast that if it hadn’t been deafening, 
Jasper might have thought she’d imagined it.

Yes, Jonah had heard the Darkness, and it was to 
be respected. He looked up, searching for his compan-
ions who were always near, and nodded to them almost 
imperceptibly.

“Jonah!” The earth had shaken, and a hairline crack 
had begun to split the dry ground between Jasper’s feet. 
She avoided the crack by leaning into Jonah. They both 
shuddered, and as they stepped back, they watched 
the crack extend in both directions, though it did not 
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widen. As if the whole of space, from earth to sky and 
across the horizon was in a bubble, the atmosphere 
shook. It felt to Jasper as though the earth was going 
to split in two.

Just then the piercing shriek started again, and 
got louder as the ground trembled. Jonah put his arm 
around Jasper.

“The noise!” she said putting her hands over her 
ears. “I’m shaking. I can’t hang on!”   She pressed close 
to Jonah, and he took a firm grip on her hand.

“Hush child. Wait,” he said gently. He bent over her, 
and looked into her frightened eyes.

“Plant your feet firmly. Be still, stand tall. You will 
not fall.”

She gritted her teeth and did as he instructed. 
Looking into the old man’s eyes, she nodded. With 
Jonah, she was safe.

After a short time, the shaking stopped as abruptly 
as it had started. Peaceful stillness resumed.

“What was that? Maybe it was a meteor shower.”
“No, child, it was not a meteor shower.” Jonah re-

plied. “It was hatred.” His resolute face silenced the girl. 
Jonah looked up, raised his arm, and waved it broad-

ly. Following his hand with her eyes, she noticed two 
wispy clouds that seemed poised in the air, as though 
“en garde”. The two clouds were identical: vertically 
long, and each with a blob at the top, and a split toward 
the bottom, like two beings with heads on top and legs 
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supporting them. They each seemed to have extensions 
reaching out, like arms, and the arms held a rod on 
their left and a shield out in front. These two peculiar 
clouds looked like two identical soldiers. The images 
cheered her.

Just as she was about to share her delightful discov-
ery, Jonah whispered to her,

“Hush! Wait! Watch...”
The clouds were fixed in mid-air. With one arm 

they each lifted their spears and pointed down to the 
earth, and with the other they lifted their shields. Their 
movements were synchronized. Next, with their arms 
extending toward one other, they drifted higher and 
higher, until they floated away.

Beautiful, she thought. She turned to Jonah, and saw 
tears rolling down his face. She didn’t interrupt him.

There was rather a long silence.
“Who are they, Jonah?”
“Friends,” he said.
“But they’re clouds, aren’t they?”
“Can they not be both?”
She nodded. “They looked like soldiers.”
“Nothing is impossible here. Can you believe?”
She nodded again. “I can believe anything can hap-

pen here!”
As they continued, the dry and dusty terrain be-

came softer underfoot. Grass appeared and thrived. The 
wall, always running along on their left and seeming 
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to go on forever, now had lovely green vines running 
along its top, which draped down the side of the wall 
too. The weather remained warm, bright and still, as 
though here there was no such thing as a storm, or 
wind and rain, or nightfall.

“What are we looking for, Jonah?”
“That depends on what you want to see.”
As they continued, a white speck appeared far 

ahead. Walking toward it, the speck became a sphere 
and seemed to grow larger. It was fascinating, and 
Jasper felt compelled to hasten her steps towards it. 
Eventually, she had to let go of Jonah’s hand in order 
to run toward what was now clearly, a very large ball 
of light.

Jonah held back, allowing the distance between 
himself and the child to grow.

“Is it possible? Can it really be?” Jasper exclaimed. It 
was, and she knew it was. “Jonah, it’s a STAR!”

She stood as close to the ball of light as she could, 
without being seared by its heat. It was huge, and 
hummed a single, constant note, so softly that it 
wasn’t until she was very close that she could hear 
it at all.

She leapt, running back and forth between Jonah 
and the ball of light, dragging him towards it.

“Oh, Jonah, it’s a star, a star!”
He laughed, and began to dance – funny, slow two-

steps to one side, then to the other. He was so awkward 
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to watch, he made Jasper laugh. She threw her arms 
around him with so much force that she very nearly 
knocked both of them over.

“Oh, thank you, Jonah! Thank you. I know you 
brought this star to me. My very own star,” she said, 
and sighed. “Wow!”

“No, child. No. This is not your star,” he said em-
phatically. “This is not my creation to give to you.” He 
was not unkind, but his firmness startled her.

“But didn’t you ask me what I wanted? I want the 
star!”

“You can’t have the star, Jasper.”
“Why are you being mean to me?” she complained. 

“I’m tired, and I thought you gave me a present! Why 
isn’t it my star? And if you didn’t make it then who 
did?” She began to pout.

Jonah touched her cheek, his glowing finger match-
ing the brightness of the ball of light. “You can choose 
your behaviour. Every soul has a destiny for good or 
evil,” he said. Even though he spoke calmly, Jasper knew 
he was disappointed. He looked so sad that she never 
wanted to disappoint him again. 

After a moment, he said, “You are quite right. It is a 
star. In fact, it’s a baby star, and it has just been born.”

“Stars are born?” she asked quietly. “You mean like 
people?”

“Exactly like people. Stars are born. They live. And 
then stars die.”
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“If stars are like people, then they must have parents, 
just like people? Otherwise, how can a star be born?” 

Jasper’s father often said the answer to the universe 
lies in the stars. But that can’t be quite true. The answer 
must lie beyond the stars, since stars have to come from 
somewhere. 

At that moment, Jasper solved one of the puzzles of 
the universe. 

“Stars are created,” she said aloud. “Right?” 
Jonah nodded.
“Like people.”
He nodded again.
“Well, if more stars are born than die, then even-

tually space has to stretch to make room for them all, 
otherwise the universe would run out of space, right?” 

She knew things could stretch to make room for 
something bigger, like the leotards she wore every win-
ter to keep her legs warm. They looked small compared 
to her legs, but when she put them on, they stretched to 
fit. But they could only stretch so far. The ones she had 
when she was little didn’t fit her anymore.

“Clever girl, do you suppose there is room enough 
for an infinite number of stars?” Jonah said, interrupt-
ing her thoughts.

“There has to be.”
“No limits?”
“The space has to get bigger, otherwise they won’t 

all fit.”
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“That’s right.”
Jasper stared straight ahead for a few moments, al-

lowing her mind to absorb the idea of stars being born, 
of growing and dying.

She remembered a conversation she had overheard 
a long time ago, between her mom and dad. She’d ig-
nored it at the time.

“I need a stronger telescope. Oh, don’t you see, dar-
ling?! I can find what so many like me are trying to 
prove... How the universe is expanding... We know it is. 
We just can’t prove how it expands. Is it growing faster 
and faster, or is it slowing down until it stops expand-
ing all together? What’s causing it to expand in the first 
place? I need to find the key.”

“You don’t know yet,” Momma had said. “But you 
will, Dear, I just know you will find your answer.”

But he hadn’t, not so far. A new telescope had ar-
rived only a few days later. But as far as Jasper knew, 
there had been no further talk about the expanding 
universe. That had been two years ago, and since her 
dad hadn’t become famous yet, he mustn’t have found 
the proof he needed to show how the universe was 
growing.”

“My dad needs a key.” She looked at Jonah. “And I 
have it.”

But how could a stupid girl like me possibly have 
the answer that all these scientists are looking for? Why 
would anyone ever believe me?   
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“But I’m not even sure I know the difference be-
tween a galaxy and a universe,” she said aloud. 

But I recognized a star. Didn’t she understand a star? 
It beamed, it twisted its light. Little children made wish-
es on stars, and sometimes those wishes came true.  

She had wanted to be like everyone else. She had 
wanted to be just as smart. And now she was. Now she 
could help her daddy. 

She wanted him to know that stars are born, and 
that they die, and that as long as more are born than die 
that means the universe has to be growing. 

“How long can a star live,” she asked, but when 
she turned to Jonah, he wasn’t there. She had become 
so lost in thought that she hadn’t noticed that Jonah 
had moved much closer to the baby star. When at last 
she spotted him, she saw how the light from the star 
bounced right off him and went right through him.

“No, wait!” she shouted. “Stop Jonah, stop! You’re 
too close.” But her words came too late. She could only 
watch helplessly as her companion became engulfed in 
light. He was being pulled into the star.

Immediately, she ran to him to warn him. “You’re 
too close – you’ll get burned!” But as she ran toward 
him, she got too close too, and suddenly she also be-
came swallowed by the star’s radiant light.

Immediately her movements slowed. Sucked in-
side the star, she felt lighter than air, but it was hard 
to move through the thick golden substance. Warmth 
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surrounded her. It was a cosy sort of warmth, which 
didn’t burn after all. It felt more like when she’d touched 
Jonah’s glowing hand, when hers had become immersed 
in his. Now her whole body was immersed in the light! 
It was weird but not scary.

“Jonah,” she called. But the sound of her voice was 
muffled. “Jonah!” It was unclear, a bit like gurgling, 
as if she was talking under water. She pressed herself 
further into the star, searching for her companion, 
but all she could see was gold, like a wall of colourful, 
shimmering-bright gelatine. Her feet were stepping 
onto the same warm, golden, cushiony substance that 
was surrounding her. The muffled hum she’d heard 
outside the star was louder from the inside. It was a 
thick, lazy sound that seemed to match the substance 
of the star, and it had a steady, gentle rhythm, like a 
heartbeat.

Endlessly walking, she seemed unable to catch up 
to Jonah. Jasper wondered if she was actually moving 
ahead at all.

Placing her hands directly in front of her face, which 
was no easy feat because of the dense substance the star 
was made of, she leaned all her weight forward, and 
pushed as hard as she could. She leaned and pressed, 
forcing her face and body forward, pushing relentlessly. 
It was exhausting but maybe the only way she’d reach 
Jonah. Sometimes the star seemed to rock with each 
push, and sometimes it didn’t seem to budge at all. But 
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she kept pushing. If she could even hope to reach him, 
then surely she had to force her way through.

Then suddenly, before she knew what was happen-
ing, she could feel her body somersaulting through the 
air, and landing on the soft ground. She’d been cata-
pulted from inside the star, out onto the grassy earth. 
She paused to catch her breath. It felt good to feel the 
natural, fresh air on her face again. Sitting not far from 
the rim of the star, she could feel its heat. She looked 
at her hands. Her skin was pale ordinary flesh; it wasn’t 
glowing, and she was relieved.

But what about Jonah?
She looked around her. Jonah was nowhere in 

sight. 
The star had begun to take on an odd shape, with 

something angular inside, distorting the sphere. Almost 
immediately Jasper recognized it was Jonah, or the 
shape of him. He must have been pressing against the 
outer wall of the star, just as Jasper had done. She rec-
ognized the imprint of his face, hands, body and feet, 
as they reached out. Could he see her? 

She hadn’t been able to see anything when she was 
inside the star, nothing that is except gold. But he was 
something else, someone more than human. Maybe he 
could see from inside the star. Or perhaps she could 
make herself more visible to him, to show him he was 
doing the right thing, pushing on the edge? Anything is 
possible here! she reminded herself.
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Jasper ran toward the edge of the star again, only 
this time she didn’t get too close. 

“Press against the wall of the star!” she shouted, and 
she mimed what she had done that had released her 
from the star. She hoped he could see or hear her. “Rock 
it back and forth!”

As she persisted, he pushed, rocking the star, coax-
ing it to give way. The golden rim of the star began to 
stretch and stretch. Jasper backed away to give it room, 
and continued to coax Jonah to push too. Jonah’s body 
was creating an elongated image, longer and longer, un-
til at last, like an elastic band stretched to its limit, the 
star let go, releasing Jonah into the open air. He rolled a 
somersault, just as Jasper had done, and then stopped, 
sitting upright on the ground. He glowed with sweat 
and a smile, shimmering just as the star directly behind 
him shimmered.

Jasper stared as the edge of the star as it rebounded 
back, first wobbling, and then reforming into the solid 
rim of golden light.

Jonah matched the colour and behaviour of the star, 
revealing at last just who he was.

“Jonah! You’re a star, aren’t you? That’s what you are. 
You’re a star!”

He smiled. “We are all like stars, child.”





chapter eleven:
stardust

She threw her arms around him.
“And you’re safe!” she exclaimed.

Surrounded by the light of the star, and hugging 
Jonah, Jasper began to glow too. 

“Ah!” It terrified her!
Just like the golden liquid gel that had become the 

substance of Jonah’s hand in the kitchen of her house, 
and just like the her old friend that looked human and 
yet was more than human, now her body had become 
like his. In fact, holding onto him, she couldn’t really 
tell where her body ended and Jonah’s began. 

“See your hands, child!” His voice rang, and his face 
was radiant and full of joy. 

She was shaking with fear, but obediently, Jasper 
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let go of the old man, and stepped back to look at her 
hands. 

Their two shapes separated easily, though still she 
was shimmering gold. Her hands, her arms, and her 
whole entire body had become the same golden colour 
as Jonah and the star. And she was just as transpar-
ent. She could see through her own hands, down to the 
ground in front of her. It was like looking through a 
pane of gold-coloured glass.  

 “Aren’t I human anymore?” she screamed, looking 
at Jonah in desperation. It was one thing to dance inside 
a star. It was quite another to become one.

Immediately, the old man reached down and rested 
his hand gently on her head. 

The Prince of Darkness paused in mid-flight. He 
had felt the girl-child’s panic. Delightful, he thought. 
Puffed up with confidence, a new insight had revealed 
itself to him. It shall be possible to turn this girl. 

He laughed a blood-curdling laugh. A new plan had 
formed in his mind.

Jasper felt comfort washing over her, until her flesh 
was normal again. 
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“Thank you so much, thank you Jonah,” she said. 
“You’ve been so nice, and I forgot to say –”

But when Jasper opened her eyes and looked around 
her, she quickly realized Jonah wasn’t there. She could 
still feel his warmth and kindness all around her. How 
could he not be there? Hadn’t he said he was always 
with her? “Are you still here Jonah?” she whispered.

She was exhausted. The brightness was fading, and 
the light was becoming dull, like dusk on a cloudy day. 

The star! But just as Jonah had disappeared, so too 
had the star.    

She moved to the exact spot where the baby star had 
been. The grass was greenest there, and it felt warm, but 
not charred or burnt as you might expect grass to be 
after a star had sat on it. Jasper caressed the spot, allow-
ing it to tickle her fingertips. The baby star had been so 
beautiful, and for a moment it had felt like it belonged 
to her, although now she accepted that it couldn’t. She 
had expected it to remain forever, or for at least as long 
as it lived. She didn’t expect it to disappear.

Jasper promised herself she’d never forget how it 
had glowed, or what it felt like to be inside of it. She 
burnt the memory of the star inside her mind forever. 

Now she could help Daddy to understand. Stars are 
born, she’d tell him, and the universe is expanding to 
make room for the new stars. And there’s something 
beyond stars too, there has to be. 

Hadn’t she experienced it? Every time she’d hoped 
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for something, it had come to pass. That was her proof 
that there was something, or someone, making things 
happen for her. Science is imagination plus proof, 
Daddy said. Well, experience was her proof.

But he’d need different proof, wouldn’t he? Even 
though the baby star could prove the universe is grow-
ing, and certainly that there’s such a thing as creation, 
Jasper had no proof, no proof her daddy could see or 
touch. 

Looking around her right now, it was hard for her 
to imagine she had another life, in a small town, near a 
tiny forest she called home. The only proof she had was 
in her memory.

With Jonah gone, Jasper suspected she needed to 
make her way home on her own. The light having fad-
ed, she thought the time to set off was now. Brushing 
her hair from her face, in preparation to set off, she 
noticed something – a fine powder – dropping onto her 
clothes. She looked up at the empty sky and then at her 
hands. There! Her fingers had speckles of gold clinging 
to them which made them sparkle. And not only were 
her fingertips shimmering. So were the blades of grass. 
The dust was so light, and transparent too, that it was 
almost invisible. 

“Thank you, Jonah!” Here was her proof!
The star hadn’t disappeared entirely. And not that 

she had any doubt about all that had happened to her, 
but now she could prove she hadn’t imagined it! The 
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disappearance of her family, the arrival of Jonah, the 
strangeness of her home town after the disappearances, 
the building of the wall, the star, everything was surely 
as she remembered it. And this little bit of evidence 
proved to her she hadn’t imagined it. 

“Stardust,” she whispered. Determined and desper-
ate, she scooped up as many of the speckles of gold she 
could manage, and put them into her pocket. Somehow, 
although she didn’t yet know how, the stardust would 
convince her Daddy that there is so much more to the 
universe than what we can see.

Now, with no alternative in mind, Jasper began to 
walk along the wall, just as she and Jonah had done, 
keeping it always to her left. She was hoping to find her 
family soon and that they would welcome her home. 
If she’d known there were still adventures she must ex-
perience, she might have taken the opposite direction.





chapter twelve:
forest pleasure

It had not been easy to leave Jasper’s side, even though 
Jonah had known he must. She had such sensitivity 

toward life, such passion, and such a great desire to un-
derstand truth.  He danced now as he had danced with 
her on the land below. He smiled as he thought of her. 
Jonah’s greatest desire was for her to recognize herself 
and the radiance she carried. She could pass it on to 
others in her family and beyond her family. There was 
so much talent, courage, even wisdom buried inside 
of her. But she must continue to choose well. This is the 
time when many fall away. Confidence in one’s self is 
never enough.

“You see how delightful she is?” he said to the oth-
ers. “Aye, dilowey an come la?” and the others who were 
with him smiled. 
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Every soldier had gathered to prepare for combat. 
Jonah gripped his sword and shield with the same dis-
tinction, poise, and determination as they. So it has been 
throughout the ages. When the Prince of Darkness will 
not surrender his desires, the translucents must prepare 
to protect and defend destiny. 

That the Prince was personally preparing to fight 
alongside his servants was exceptional. 

She carries a great gift and a great call, Jonah 
realized.

Across all time and the universe, there had only 
been four other occasions when Jonah had become “A 
Sent One” who met his charges face to face. Two earth 
charges had gone the way of peace, but sadly, two had 
chosen the way of war. Jonah still grieved over those 
two. He would never clearly understand the choices hu-
mans made. Even when all beauty and truth are before 
them, some choose to turn away to war. Such a choice, 
to a translucent, is a puzzle. Though to him everything 
is visible, and from him nothing is hidden, still the hu-
man mind he cannot fully understand.

Jasper had a gift of insight, which she was beginning 
to recognize. But there was still more for her to discov-
er. Each human faces Truth at a moment in their lives. 
What would this girl do with her moment? Jonah held 
all hope for her. Such is the way of every translucent. 

The rest of the company, observing Jonah in con-
templation, moved toward him. They rejoiced for the 
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child, paving the way for her to rejoice. Joy would be 
her most vital defence.

“Yo shawn le ne ro, Honah,” they advised in unison. 
Immediately, he joined them. He shared their enthu-
siasm, and released his charge to the tests that must 
come. 

Jasper began to hum as she walked along. Although 
it seemed to her she’d been walking for hours, the wall 
was ever-present on her left, which gave her comfort. 
Its presence gave her direction and encouragement and 
reminded her that she was not lost. She was moving 
forward, with a purpose to fulfil. 

Occasionally, she reminded herself of her task. 
What had Jonah said about finding what you’re look-
ing for? That depends on what you want to see, he’d said.

She missed Jonah. It was much harder to keep going 
alone. But when she held in her mind the picture of her 
family, the four of them at the kitchen table without her, 
each looking dull and perhaps a little bit sad, it helped 
her to keep going.

When she returned to them, she wanted to be very 
different from now on. Jasper regretted all the times 
she’d lost her temper. And all the times she’d been im-
patient. And all the times when she told them just to 
leave her alone. Oh boy, she had a lot to be sorry about. 
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As she was thinking about the mistakes she’d made, 
regretting every one of them, gradually it occurred to 
her that for quite a while she’d been looking at a dark 
speck ahead in the distance. As soon as she realized it, 
her heart began to beat faster. The star had begun as a 
bright speck. The television had begun as a black speck. 
What would this one be? Could it be home?

Her feet carried her forward with a strength and 
determination all their own. Faster and faster her legs 
moved, taking her closer and closer to the growing 
speck on the horizon. It didn’t matter that she was ex-
hausted. Desperate to reach the shape, she broke into 
a run.

Soon she was forced to stop in her tracks. The most 
immense tree she had ever seen blocked her path. It was 
so wide that it completely blocked the light, and was so 
full of deep green leaves that Jasper could feel the cool 
of its shade. How lovely it would be to climb and climb, 
and to curl up in its comfortable branches high above 
the ground, and rest. 

She looked straight ahead. The trunk, being very 
wide, had somehow developed a split during its growth, 
and it had grown as though there were two trees with 
two trunks that connected before the great branches 
above spread into all directions. The point where the 
two trunks met created an archway, above which the 
great spray of branches and greenery flourished. This 
arch provided an entranceway to a rich, deep, lush 
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forest, inside of which lived breath-taking, beautiful 
plant life. The scents of flowers and meadow grass tick-
led Jasper’s nose with excitement, even from the other 
side of the tree, and urged her forward. Her feet led her 
across the moist, rich earth, as she tiptoed under the 
arch silently, reverently, into the most perfect forest she 
had ever seen.

Sounds of twittering birds and rustling squirrels 
and rabbits filled her ears.

“Yes,” she whispered, “I see what I want to see. It’s 
beautiful.” 

This was a real forest and not just a few trees sur-
rounding a meadow, like Tree Garden behind to her 
house in Summerton. This was a huge and power-
ful place. She climbed onto a tall tree stump near the 
entrance.

She gazed around, taking in the beauty. If it went 
on for endless miles, how would she find her way 
through?

Her feet dangled from a high stump, and her toes 
swept the soft ground cover. From her place on the tree 
stump, she saw the wall, beyond the archway through 
which she’d come. Now it was completely covered in 
deep green vines. 

The air was moist, and a little bit clammy. Her shirt 
stuck to her. In the distance she heard the sound of 
rushing water, and realized she was thirsty. She got up 
to explore.    
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What if I just stayed here forever? It’s peaceful and 
beautiful. I could eat fruit from the trees. I’d be safe.

Once, when she was quite small, she’d wandered 
into Tree Garden on her own, and her father had had to 
search for her. When he’d found her, he had taught her 
how to make sure she’d never get lost in a wood again. 
It was a lesson she’d had to apply since and had never 
forgotten. Today she would make a trail that would lead 
her back here, to where she started, under the arch, and 
in plain sight of the wall. That was her assurance that 
she’d never get lost.

As she moved forward toward the sound of the 
water, she dragged her feet, creating a pathway in the 
underbrush. Perhaps the forest would end at the stream, 
and she’d be able to continue on her way after having a 
drink. Anything is possible here! 

But she didn’t want to take any chances. She might 
have to make her way back here, to find the wall so she 
could carry on.

Progress was slow, the work was intense, and soon 
she was hot and tired from working so hard. Although 
the pathway Jasper created wasn’t wide, at some points 
there was a thick layer of earth and leaves to clear be-
fore getting to the bare, packed earth. She would have 
been glad for any help with this task.

The sound of the stream grew louder and louder 
with each awkward step, and her desire for a drink in-
tensified. Finally she reached the end of the forest. She 
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had completed the journey to the water source, but be-
yond the forest, the stunning view she discovered made 
her want to cry. 

The forest at her back, she found herself poised on 
the edge of a cliff. The sound of flowing water that had 
drawn her from the distance had come from the rush 
of a majestic waterfall on the other side of the cliff. It 
cascaded down from the top, plummeting into a pool 
at least a hundred metres below. The waterfall, so clear 
and so cool and so fresh that it urged her to dive, was 
an impossible danger. The fresh, clear stream below 
was beyond her reach. There was no way to get to the 
stream safely, and her knees were too weak to carry her 
further anyway. Her throat felt scratchy and dry.

“What am I supposed to do now?” she asked the 
air. “How do I get to the bottom?” Against the sound of 
rushing water, the breeze and whoosh of a great bird’s 
wings caught her attention, and Jasper looked up to see 
a giant eagle soaring overhead.  He called once before 
climbing high into the air. She watched him as he sud-
denly turned and plunged straight down, past the cliff 
edge and into the stream far below. Before Jasper knew 
it, he was rising again, right past her, carrying a great 
fish in his beak. He rose higher and higher until he dis-
appeared into the distant sky.

She contemplated the distance to the pool below. 
Am I supposed to jump? 

In that precise instant, nature grew utterly silent. 
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Even the roar of the waterfall ceased. She dared not 
move or breathe. She’d learned to expect the unexpected.

The earth twitched beneath her feet, once and then 
again. Then there was a stronger tremor, and the earth 
began to shake. As the shaking intensified, there was 
nothing for the girl to do but to lie down flat on her 
tummy on the earth and grip roots, vines, whatever she 
could reach, to keep herself from rolling off the cliff. 

The tremor was steady and even, so Jasper caught 
its rhythm and found the opportunity to strengthen 
her grip on the vines whenever there was a pause. 
During one lull, she managed to wrap her wrists 
around the vegetation that was sprawled along the 
earth’s floor.

Every now and then there was a moment of stillness 
that allowed Jasper to rest her muscles where she lay. 
At least the ground was dry and lush, a comfort to her 
weary body. For most of the time her eyes were closed, 
her eyelids providing protection from the wind that 
had risen suddenly and without warning. 

It died down just as quickly, and there was a long 
moment when the earth was still. 

Then an odd sensation, an odd sort of sway began, 
and Jasper felt as though she were beginning to descend, 
as though she was lying on the floor of an elevator that 
was easing its way down a rickety shaft. The swaying 
persisted and became jerky, making her teeth chatter 
uncontrollably. Though her arms and body ached, she 
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refused to let go of the vines. She was helpless against 
this earthquake, but she would wait, hoping the ground 
beneath her would not crack and swallow her up. She 
clutched onto the few pieces of plant that were her only 
aid. This was all she could do.

Squirming, seething, biting, shoving, squabbling, 
the punies stirred deep under the surface of the earth, 
anticipating the fight to come.

Beyond the sky, where stars and atmosphere touch, 
an army of translucent watchmen, all dressed in white, 
sang as they prepared for battle. One soldier, shorter 
and older than most, sang louder than all the rest.

“Aloy, alloy, n’ae ce Iam pa na.” His call was for peace 
and absolute courage.

There was a final jolt, and the jittering stopped. 
Was that the end? How long should she wait before she 
knew she was safe? 

Her throat was dry beyond what she could bear, 
and she coughed. Her teeth were full of dust and grit. 
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When she tried to get onto her knees, something held 
her down.

Ah, the vines. She remembered the moment she’d 
gripped onto them and wrapped them around her 
wrists to secure them. These must have saved me! So 
tight and cramped were her fingers, that at first it was 
impossible to let go. But as she raised her head and 
chest from the dust, she was able to look at her hands 
poised above her head, clinging to the green rope as 
though they had a will all their own. They would not 
let go! Now it would take her deliberate effort and to-
tal concentration to eventually succeed in willing her 
frightened fingers to release the vines.

She unwrapped her wrists, raised herself onto her 
knees, and looked all around her. There was no water-
fall. There was no forest. There was no wall covered in 
vines. There was just dust. The earth was parched and 
dry.

Ignoring the pain and fear, she rose up and began to 
walk. She stumbled at first, before finding her balance 
and strength. What direction should she take? She had 
no idea. She simply put one foot in front of the other 
and would do so for as long as she could. Where must 
she go? On and on to find her family.

Her tears were silent and salty. Though they stung 
her eyes, they also cleansed her face, and anyway, she 
was too tired to hold them back. After a while, she wiped 
her tears with her grubby hands, and walked on. Maybe 
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she would find her family, maybe she would die trying. 
Whatever happened now, it would be alright, because 
she had done her worst and had done her best, and the 
outcome really wasn’t up to her anymore.    

“Please let them be okay,” she whispered into the air, 
and was surprised at how rough and croaky her voice 
sounded.

At that moment, at just a little distance ahead of 
her, Jasper saw something glistening. “Water?” she 
whispered. 

She took no more steps. Instead, immediately she 
found herself standing in front of a pool of clear water. 
Surrounded by an oasis of plant and rock, in the cen-
tre of which was a lovely pond of crystal clear water, 
Jasper nearly collapsed with relief. But before she could 
plunge into the pool, she realized she was not alone. A 
man, oddly-dressed in a long, flowing robe was sitting 
on the ground on the opposite side of the pond. He 
wasn’t a very old man, not like Jonah. He held a stick, 
and was casually poking the water, making it stir. He 
didn’t seem to notice her.

“May I?” she asked, and pointed to the water.





chapter thirteen:
the man by the pool

The man didn’t seem surprised to see her. Perhaps 
he had been expecting her. He smiled. He had the 

warmest smile that Jasper had ever seen, a smile that 
could blow all the dust away. It was as though sunlight 
and stars spilled from his smile. 

He gave her a nod and she knelt down gently by the 
side of the pool. Though she was desperately thirsty, she 
didn’t want to make a splash, but wanted to keep the 
precious water from spilling. She cupped her hands and 
reached down. As she was about to place them into the 
water, a stick blocked her way. The man had moved next 
to her and had put his stick out to catch her attention.

“Drink. Drink first, wash later.”
She nodded. 
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Cupping her hands, she put them into the pool. The 
water was cool and instantly soothed her weathered 
hands. She resisted the urge to rub off the dirt. Instead, 
she filled her cupped hands with the clear liquid and 
then lifted them out to take her first drink. It was the 
sweetest water she had ever tasted.

About to thank him, she noticed that, with just a 
look in his eyes, the man was urging her to take more. 
She drank more, and then more, filling her mouth with 
the cool water, over and over again. Then she rubbed 
her hands to make sure they were clean and finally sat 
back onto her heels, satisfied. She sighed. She hadn’t 
realize how weak she’d become, but the water gave her 
strength, a strength greater than ever she’d felt before, 
or at least since she’d lost her family.

The man with the kind smile was looking straight 
at her.

 “Love, and be kind, and in your kindness you’ll find 
what you’re looking for,” he said.

His voice was as soft as a hush.
“I’m looking for my parents, my family.” 
“Are you?”
“Of course.”
“What is in your pocket?”
“Nothing.... dust.” She swallowed. “Just some dust, 

from here.” She made a broad gesture with her arm. 
The man continued to hold her gaze. “Stardust,” she 
mumbled finally. She couldn’t hide anything from him.
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“My stardust. What are you looking for?” he asked.
“My fam...” But she hadn’t been, not absolutely, had 

she?
There was a long pause.
“I’m... I guess I’m looking for... I don’t know. For... 

proof, for my dad. But you don’t need to ask, do you? I 
think you know already.” 

“What are you looking for?” he asked again.
“Where I belong.” She clenched her teeth to stop 

herself from crying. She had tried to hide the stardust 
from him, to keep it for herself. She had lied to him, and 
he had known she was lying. What was worse? Lying 
or being caught? Neither. No, what was worse was what 
she felt when he looked at her. He looked so kindly 
upon her, but she was so undeserving of kindness. 

He touched her shoulder, and she looked up at him. 
He smiled again, a smile which made her feel as though, 
even if she did the greatest wrong, it would still be okay. 
Everything would be okay.

“It’s not through searching that you find yourself, 
but through surrender,” he said.

He sat next to her in the dust. After a long while, he 
asked, “What proof are you looking for?”

“Proof of stars, of how the universe is growing, 
proof that.... Oh! But what does it really matter? My 
dad will only believe what he can see. He won’t believe 
there are things beyond what you can see or prove. He 
won’t believe in any of this!” 
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The man rested his hand in the sand. She stared at 
the worn and swollen skin, which looked much old-
er than his face. There were a lot of lines and calluses 
across his hand. Then he turned it over, and there was a 
scar on his wrist, like a hole covered in flesh, although it 
looked more like it was covered in leather than in skin.

When he’d rested his hand on her shoulder it was 
gentle. In fact, everything about him was gentle. His 
voice was soft, and low, and patient, and comforting.

By this time, she had stopped fussing. “If you really 
want to know, I’m looking for proof of God,” she said 
softly.

“Do you believe in God?” he asked gently.
“Yes,” and she nodded.
He rose and stood next to her, “What do you 

understand?”
“I’m stupid. I don’t understand anything.” She 

frowned and he frowned back at her. He was copying 
her. But he wasn’t making fun.

“I do know something.” She leaned over to him and 
whispered, “I know there is more than what we can 
see, even if we can’t prove it. I know when you hope for 
something, it can happen. I know there are worlds that 
people don’t know about. I know you’re real, but I can’t 
prove it. But I didn’t figure that out all on my own. I 
learned a lot from Jonah,” she confessed.

The man nodded. Her eyes widened. 
“Do you know Jonah?” she asked.



SARAH TUN

115

“Yes, I have known Jonah for a very long time.” 
Jasper thought about this. “Why did he come to 

me?” she asked finally.
“He was asked to come to you. He did as he was 

asked.”
“Did you send him?” 
He didn’t reply.
“Like the stars. They obey....”
“Yes, like the stars.”
“And he is a star?” she asked.
He smiled. 
“And me, I’m a star too, aren’t I?”
“There are some things not for us to know.”
“We are all stars, aren’t we?”
He looked directly into her eyes. “Is that what he 

told you?”
“He said, “We are all like stars.””
“Is that the same?”
“Nearly. Not exactly. But what about you? Are you 

a star?”
He chuckled almost imperceptibly. It sounded to 

her like warm maple syrup when it slides down the side 
of the pitcher.

“But how can that be? Didn’t you make the stars?”
“I made the stars,” he said with a smile.
There it was. He’d said it. He was the maker of the 

stars.
“How did I guess that?” she asked.
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“You hear and see better than most people.”
“Yes. I can hear a rabbit hopping in the grass fif-

ty feet away. I can see a bird in its nest even though 
she’s buried in the branches. But other people think I’m 
making it up.”

“Well, just as you hear and see better than most, you 
are aware of what is in a person’s heart.”

This was true. He knew her so well. It was this that 
caused so many arguments at home. She always knew 
what the others were thinking, and they never seemed 
willing to admit it. Perhaps they didn’t even know them-
selves. But she knew. And now she knew she needed to 
return something that she had stolen.

She reached into her pocket. “Here,” she said, offer-
ing him the stardust. “It’s yours.”

He pressed his fingers onto hers. “No, now it is 
yours.” He smiled.

Suddenly, knowing answers didn’t matter all that 
much.

Jasper trusted this man, more than she’d ever trust-
ed anyone, even more than Jonah, even more than her 
father or her mother. She had seen his hand. Now sud-
denly she understood! It was the hand of wisdom. He 
is both very old and quite young, she thought. And he 
speaks the truth.

She looked at the maker of the stars. He made the 
stars and maybe he even is a star. It’s complicated, but 
here anything is possible, she thought.
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“I’m sorry,” she said.
He looked at her.
“I mean, I think I insulted you today. Oh, I didn’t 

mean to!” she explained quickly, “And you’ll probably 
say it doesn’t matter. But you see, if you made the stars, 
and if I’m a star, since we’re all stars, somehow, may-
be, then that means you made me. I don’t mean to be 
ungrateful. I said I’m stupid, and that’s not a very nice 
thing to say to someone who made me, is it? I said you 
made a stupid star-person, and that’s not very nice. I 
don’t think you could make anything stupid. Not on 
purpose. So, I’m sorry.

“You are not stupid”
“Yes, I know that now. And I’m sorry. Thank you.” 

She remembered her bad temper too, her bitterness, 
sorrow, anger and frustration. “That’s not who I am ei-
ther, or it’s not what want to act like, not anymore. Since 
you made me, then maybe I can be nicer too.”

The man pointed into the pool. “Look,”
Jasper followed his finger to discover her reflection. 
It was the first time she’d seen herself since she’d left 

her house, and what she saw surprised her immense-
ly. First, her eyes were burning, just like Jonah’s. And 
her face and hair were singed, making her brown curls 
wilder than ever. Frayed hair ends, and flecks of grey 
ash surrounded her worn and leathered face like a halo.

“What’s happened to me?!” 
“Wash, child.” 
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She prepared to do just as he said.
Out of the corner of her eye, as she stretched her 

arms above the pool, she saw him watching her. He was 
smiling. Maybe she should show off, to be funny. She 
laughed at the idea. 

Reaching as high into the air as she could, she sud-
denly plunged her arms into the water– hands, arms, all 
the way up to her armpits. And then, with barely a hes-
itation, she held onto the bank and plunged her whole 
head into the water, shaking it to make sure she was 
well and truly soaked. Withdrawing it from the pool, 
she shook her face and hair as furiously as she could 
without tumbling right into the pond. Like a shaggy 
dog after a swim, she shook her hair, letting the water 
particles spray everywhere and especially on him. He 
laughed, she laughed, and then they laughed together.

He held her shoulders as she leaned again toward 
the pool and scrubbed her face and hair until her skin 
felt completely clean.

“Thank you,” she said when she had finished. She 
felt like a brand new person.

They sat for what seemed a very long time, saying 
nothing, taking in the warm air and sweet smells around 
them. Her skin and hair dried in no time. Without an-
other word, the man stood up, presented to Jasper a roll 
of bread, turned, and walked away.

She watched him, knowing he was about to disap-
pear into the horizon, yet she was strangely calm. Was it 
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the water? Or his gentle touch as she’d washed her face? 
She wasn’t sure how he’d done it, but somehow she felt 
totally peaceful, and more comfortable than she’d ever 
felt before. 

It was only when she began to eat the bread that she 
realized she’d not eaten for hours. 

As she ate, she thought of home. Momma would be 
worried that Jasper was gone. Daddy might not notice 
at first, but when he did, he would care. And anyway, 
she wanted to show him the stardust. Hopefully he’d 
believe it actually was from a star. Then he’d know the 
universe was getting bigger, just like he thought, and 
the star could help him to discover a lot more. 

Mary might have missed sharing stories, late at 
night after all the lights were out, like she used to do. 
And what about Jason? Well, as for Jason she didn’t 
know, but she missed him, that was for sure.

The bread had been delicious and filling. She stood 
and brushed off the crumbs from her clothes. Distracted 
again by her reflection in the pool, she looked into it. 
This time she saw herself as she’d been when she left her 
house, her clothes and face clean and neat, but with one 
exception. Her eyes were aflame.





chapter fourteen:
two armies at war

A trumpet sounded and the whole universe shook. 
The heavens shone with splendour as troops stood 

shoulder to shoulder, their sparkling white shields 
linked, their swords held high, their voices singing, 
ready to meet the foe.

From the depths of the earth, the punies undulated 
into one swollen mass, their snarls and curses screech-
ing as they pressed into the atmosphere. They hated 
joining together. They would be reluctant participants 
in this battle, but The Prince had commanded, and they 
must they obey.

It was rare for the two adversarial armies to meet 
in direct conflict. Those who were to defend the Light 
did so willingly; those who served under the Prince of 
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Darkness loathed expending any energy, but they com-
plied out of fear. Over past centuries, the Prince had 
attempted to provoke soldiers of Light into battle, but 
had never succeeded. Today he revelled with delight at 
the prospect of a sweet victory. Even though he detest-
ed his minions, he had summoned every one of them. 
Overseeing the battle strategy, he would also personally 
take part in the conflict. Nothing was to go wrong. He 
smiled, relishing the awareness that, at last, his victo-
ry over the Light was within reach. A decisive victory 
must be won. The result of this battle would determine 
authority over humanity in the New Era which was, at 
last, on the horizon.

Her eyes didn’t burn, and yet she could see they were 
on fire. This pool was her mirror.  Nothing else in her 
outward physical appearance suggested the challenges 
she’d faced since leaving her house in search of her par-
ents some days before. She still looked like the young 
girl who had left Summerton on Sunday morning. And 
yet inside she knew she was completely different. She felt 
calm, having nothing to prove and no one to fight. She 
felt excited, having a discovery to share with her family. 
She felt safe, even though Jonah’s wall was nowhere in 
sight. Somehow she’d find her way home, because the 
help she needed would come along. It always did.
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Suddenly a gust of wind overcame her. Swirling 
around her torso, the power of the wind began to lift 
her off the ground, twirling her clothes and hair gently. 
She was turning, turning above the earth in slow mo-
tion, rising higher and higher into the air. Travelling 
first through intense light, she then became shrouded 
in total darkness, and stopped. 

Poised somewhere in space, she looked across a vast 
expanse. Rainbows of light flickered in the distance 
like sparks of colour dotting the universe, here, there 
and everywhere. Jasper was suspended in the middle 
of nowhere, with no sky above and no land beneath, 
although it felt to her as though her feet were resting 
on solid ground. 

Even in the midst of this vast expanse of nothing, 
she felt an overwhelming sense of confidence. 

Though far in the distance Jasper saw flickering 
rainbows casting shadows across the universe, when 
Jasper put her hand directly in front of her face she 
could not see it. Though blinded by the darkness, she 
knew that she was somewhere fresh, odourless, and 
breathable.

“My name is Jasper,” she called out. 
What else could she do? Perhaps there was someone 

nearby who would speak to her, if she let them know 
she was there.

The response was a rumble in the atmosphere, fol-
lowed by a pulsation. A deep warble of sound began, 
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and repeated and repeated, intensifying with each 
beat, until the rhythm filled the child’s mind with a 
dull, unrelenting pounding. Then, piercing through 
that predictable rhythm, a terrible sort of cackling shot 
across the universe, followed by a low-pitched chuckle 
– like someone laughing under his breath. It gradually 
imposed itself, growing louder and more threatening, 
demanding to be heard. It was unnerving.

“What are you laughing at?” Jasper challenged. 
She refused to give in to fear. Who was laughing 

at her? She had nothing to be ashamed of. If someone 
wanted to laugh, let him laugh. She would simply ig-
nore him.

Without warning, an icy breeze swept across 
her face, and all the twinkling rainbows of light 
disappeared. 

Engulfed in total darkness, Jasper grew cold. She 
comforted herself through gritted teeth, wrapping her 
arms tightly around her. Whether it rained ice or blew 
hot sand, she would have to bear it.  Her family might 
be very near and waiting for her. No matter how diffi-
cult the journey, she determined not to give up until 
she found them. 

I’d like to make this horrible laughing stop! But 
since she had no idea what it was, or how dangerous it 
might be, she decided to tolerate it. It seemed there was 
enough threat, without provoking more.

After some time the laughter faded, and the air 
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became warmer. But the pounding continued, and 
seemed to draw closer, surrounding her. 

A brief flicker of light offered a moment of visibility, 
and Jasper saw a horse and his rider standing directly in 
front of her. Then the flicker faded. Only a dim shadow 
of the image remained, yet the picture had been vivid 
and Jasper remembered it. 

Standing on nothing more than a pale sheet of light, 
the horse and rider made a stunning statue. The horse 
was covered in shiny silver armour, yet his pure black 
face suggested he might be a black stallion. Silver visors 
blindfolded the horse, leaving the rider in total control. 
Sitting upright in the saddle, the rider pulled sharply on 
the horse’s bridle. Both stood perfectly still.      

The Prince – for that is what he appeared to be – 
was intense and fascinating. The visor of his tall silver 
helmet was lifted, revealing his perfectly beautiful face, 
with a strong jaw, and dark, piercing eyes.  Although 
the helmet covered most of his head, dark curls peeked 
out around his ears and over his forehead. His skin was 
smooth, his cheekbones high and wide. Like his steed, 
the Prince wore silver body armour all the way down 
to his black riding boots. He was the most impressive 
and powerful person Jasper had ever seen. 

When he noticed her, she felt the urge to run to him. 
Instead she blinked and stared back at him. Her eyes, 
burning with the fire of life, met his, cool and dark and 
cloaked in mystery. She was intrigued by him. 
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“Ah,” she gasped involuntarily. He’s so... amazing! 
When he smiled broadly at her, she felt wobbly, 

and was beside herself with excitement. He’s like... he’s 
like... Prince Charming. He’s so perfectly handsome. She 
imagined herself running to him, like in the romantic 
movies she’d watched with Mary on the television. She 
giggled, which broke the silence between them.

“Yes, you will be mine, my lovely. Come to me, my 
princess.” 

She smiled. She’d never felt like this before. She felt 
twinkly all over!

“Run to me and I will protect you. You will have no 
more pain. You will never suffer again.”  

How did he know her? Yes, I will run to him, and 
he will keep me safe. She would have no more sadness, 
disappointment or pain if she went to him. 

She eagerly leaned toward him. But her feet would 
not take her where her body yearned to go. 

“Come to me,” he echoed. “Don’t wait. I will take 
care of you. You shall never want for companionship, 
and never fear abandonment. You have been alone. 
You have been sad. But with me you will never, ever be 
alone again, and you will never, ever need anyone else. 
Trust me. I will never leave your side. I am your Prince, 
forever. I will take care of you, comfort you, rule you 
and protect you. You will be safe with me. No one will 
harm you. With me you will have nothing to fear.”

His voice was deep and his words were powerful. He 
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sounded so wise. It was as though he’d read her every 
wish. How did he know her? His promises couldn’t be 
more perfect. Here he was in front of her, in this strange 
place, promising she would never be lonely again. He 
looked so beautiful. His words were so kind.... But her 
feet would not move!

“Come to me!”
“I . . .I can’t.”
“Come to me now my beauty.”
“Wait! ....you see? My feet won’t move!”
He reached out his hand to her, gloved in black and 

silver. 
“Come.”
The glove was large, with beautiful markings etched 

into the silver metal. What will it feel like to hold his 
hand? She wondered, and reached her hand toward his. 
She couldn’t quite reach. Her mind wandered for just 
a moment. She remembered another hand she’d seen a 
short time ago, another world ago. 

The other hand, whose was the other hand? Where 
did I see it? 

And there, in her mind’s eye, lay the pool of clear 
water, and the face of the other man, with warm eyes 
and a leathered hand with a round scar on his wrist. 
It was the face of the man at the oasis, the man at the 
side of the pool, the young man who was kind, with 
the old, worn, leathered hand. His gentle laughter had 
delighted her. 
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But he was plain-faced, not beautiful like this Prince. 
Her eyes returned to the Prince, the most beautiful per-
son she had ever seen. His face would be imprinted 
in her mind forever. She smiled at him, and he smiled 
back.

Jasper’s throat was dry. She felt thirsty. The crystal 
clear water from the pool, the water that had filled her, 
the sweetest that she’d ever tasted. That water would 
quench her thirst.

With her hand stretching out to his, and with a tilt of 
her head, she said, “I think, Prince, I need some water.”

“Come to me NOW!” The prince shouted, which 
startled her. “Then you will have water.”

She was puzzled. “I’m... I’m sorry,” she mumbled. 
Still her feet couldn’t be moved.

A wave of confusion came upon her and with it diz-
ziness.  Her thirst intensified. What about the water at 
the pool. That water had been cool and clear and sweet 
and plentiful, the best she’d ever tasted. It had made her 
feel stronger than normal, and fearless. It was from that 
drink, and that bread that she had become fortified. 
“Home,” she mouthed.

She cleared her raspy throat.  “I’m thirsty,” she said.
But instead of water, the Prince laughed. 
She recognized the laugh. “You!” she whispered. 

Was it your laughter I heard when I arrived in this dark 
place! “You won’t give me water?” Her throat had be-
come so dry she could barely speak.
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    “Yes, yes, I will give you EVERYTHING you 
need. But first you must come to me. Now!” 

She jumped. A shiver went through her. Come to 
think of it, his eyes are actually quite small, and very 
nearly black. In fact, I wonder if there is any light in 
them at all. Yes, he is beautiful but... She dropped her 
hand.

His hand remained outstretched to hers. His glove 
was solid silver and shone beautifully. But would he 
remove his glove? She’d like to see him without his ar-
mour. Was his hand as cold as his stare? She shivered 
again. There was no warmth in him.  

No, if I follow this man, I won’t ever see my family 
again. He said I would never need anyone else, but what 
did he really mean? He meant I must choose, between life 
with my family and life with him. 

Her throat was dry and scratchy, and each time 
she swallowed it hurt, like when she’d been in the dust 
but worse. The closer his hand came towards her, the 
thirstier she became. What would happen to her if he 
touched her?

She cringed at the thought.
The water she had drunk from the pool had giv-

en her strength and hope. Now she needed that water. 
Where is the man by the pool? Where is Jonah? Where 
is my family?

Now she knew she must escape from this Prince, 
but how?
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Fleeting memories from her life—passing images 
of family fun times and times of anger and frustration 
too—began to flood her mind. These were real times 
and real images of holidays and weekends, of sick days 
from school with Momma. These picture memories 
carried her deep inside herself and she became oblivi-
ous to anything around her. I must find them!   

“No!” she said emphatically. Her own voice startled 
her, now rich and deep, and loud, it filled the darkness. 

“WHAT?” His voice brought her back to the uni-
verse in which she now stood. She looked at him for 
what seemed a long time. Something had changed.  

His beauty was not important to her. He was ugly 
in fact, because he was mean and hard and cold. More 
than anything, his stature had changed. He had seemed 
so powerful and grand, but now he was just a tall per-
son on a horse.

“No,” she replied firmly. “I will not come with you.” 
Then she thought wisely and spoke politely. “But thank 
you just the same,” and offered a courteous nod. 

Soundlessly, the horse backed into the darkness, 
though not soon enough to prevent the girl from seeing 
what had been kept hidden from her until now. Before 
he became completely invisible in the dark, Jasper 
caught a flash from the Prince’s eyes. It lasted only an 
instant, but it was enough. 

Beneath his cloaked lids, she saw the horror of 
thousands of suffering people. Images of pain, fear 
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and sorrow on thousands of faces hung there, their 
wrists chained and their bodies surrounded by flames, 
broken, diseased, and shrivelled. Their mouths were 
gaping open. She imagined their shrieks. And in the 
midst of this horrific picture was the Prince himself, 
laughing, sneering, and kicking the people with his big 
black boots.

When the images faded, Jasper saw that the Prince 
was staring at her—actually staring through her. She 
knew that he knew his secrets had been exposed. In her 
eyes was terror and disgust she could not hide. What 
will he do to me? 

But he wasn’t paying attention to her. Instead, he 
was laughing, laughing at his own cruelty. She was able 
to see straight into his soul. He wanted her to marvel 
at his power. He took great delight in causing suffering. 

When he looked at her, she knew he was probing 
into her soul. What would he find there that could 
harm her? She was horrified, defenceless, and helpless, 
and she would never be able to escape him. She knew 
it, and there was nothing she could do. There was no 
point in trying to hide.

“You will come to me now.” His whisper almost 
made her tremble. He sounded so sure.

“No.” She shrank from him. She would not become 
like those desperate people she had seen in his eyes. 
He would not trick her. He might force her to go with 
him, but she would not go willingly. She straightened 
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her back. Something inside her wanted to scream and 
cry and run away, but something else kept her from 
crumbling. Even if her feet could move now, she would 
not move them.

Although she didn’t know it, her refusal made full 
scale war inevitable.

“NOW!” he commanded. Jasper’s stomach churned. 
Immediately, from the depths of the earth, the 

punies lurched like vomit from a belly, into the air. 
Upward they flew, beyond the earth’s atmosphere, and 
in an instant every one of them crept into the shadowy 
presence of their master. Jasper saw each of them as 
they appeared. Their stench was sickening, and their 
appearance made her skin crawl. But still she did not 
scream.

“My dad will come,” she said, lifting her face to the 
heavens. She thought he might come if he could. The 
punies undulated toward her, expecting to devour her. 
She closed her eyes.

The battle trumpet sounded again. Swiftly the sol-
diers, bright in their white robes, swooped to face the 
Prince of Darkness and his hoards. Fearless and keen, 
they were more passionate and more powerful than 
ever before. 

The Prince knew the risk of taking on the entire 
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army, but this only made him all the more determined 
to win. He revelled in the challenge. He had waited so 
long for this moment. He smirked, postured himself, 
and waited. 

Jasper heard the trumpet sound. Where had it come 
from? She dared not open her eyes. 

A gentle breeze passed by that was neither cold nor 
warm. It would be her one comfort during the ensuing 
battle. She squeezed her eyelids, locking them shut, just 
as the army of Light descended into the darkness. 

Wailing and shrieking accompanied the sound of 
the blows, as ranks of soldiers of the Light stood before 
and behind the child, row upon row. The brightness 
was blinding to the Dark Prince and its presence swept 
away the punies like dead leaves from a pathway, leav-
ing their master isolated. 

He seethed with rage and would never relent. Instead 
he ascended higher into the atmosphere of Light. He 
kept his eyes on the girl-child, now surrounded by his 
enemy. He would not give her up easily. 

But as he ascended, he was stunned to see a trans-
formation begin to take place. His defeat was inevitable. 

“It is finished.” One single voice reverberated across 
the universe, and Jasper recognized Jonah’s voice 
immediately. 
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“But she is not committed,” the dark Prince replied. 
His voice was still cold and cunning, yet something else 
was evident. He was no longer confident.   

“You have lost,” said Jonah.
“Never!” The Prince’s cry was followed by crash-

es of thunder strong enough to shake the earth off its 
axis. Flashes of lightening shot through the air. They 
would have blinded the girl had her eyes been exposed. 
Instead, she sensed the flickering light through her 
closed eyelids. She imagined its fire sailing across the 
universe. It must be beautiful, she thought, but not safe 
for my eyes.

The horror behind that horseman’s eyes had been 
enough to tell her that whatever happened now, she 
must not see it. Perhaps nothing, except the voice of 
her father, would persuade her to open her eyes. She 
must wait for the battle’s outcome.

There was a pause in the universe before two swords 
crashed against one another creating a near-deafening 
sound. Jasper would never know how close to death she 
had come at that moment. Jonah’s broad sword blocked 
the villain’s intent, and the Prince was sent flying miles 
across the atmosphere. Though their master was near-
ly undone, the punies slithered reluctantly toward the 
armed translucents, dreading their inevitable fate. They 
would be driven to exhaustion, crushed, and then forced 
to disappear into the black depths. Knowing their de-
feat did not cause them to surrender. The Master would 
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see. He would come after them and cause far worse suf-
fering if they made no effort to defend him now. They 
fought vigorously but were crushed in defeat. 

Only after every essence of darkness had been de-
feated did Jonah pause. Only then could the soldiers 
stand at ease. A peaceful silence radiated across the 
entire universe. The hush brought with it calm. Jasper 
sensed it was safe to open her eyes. She saw Jonah and 
his comrades in splendid white robes as the withering 
bodiless beings slithered into oblivion. Devastation was 
everywhere. It was only then that she realized she had 
become completely transformed.   

It must have happened during the battle. She had 
felt herself growing weak, then strong, then weak again. 
But she’d had no awareness of the actual change that 
was occurring in her. 

The battle had been fought and Darkness had been 
defeated. Still, the Prince refused to surrender. He 
prepared himself, and then sought to reclaim the vast 
distance he’d been thrown, in order to strike again. He 
had no remorse, and there would be no forgiveness.

Once again he stood face to face with Jonah. From 
endless age to endless age, these rivals had known of 
one another, but had never before fought hand to hand.   

“Well?” mocked the Dark Prince.
Jonah’s steady gaze would have unnerved almost 

any entity, but nothing could deter the Prince.
“You are ancient,” He smirked. “And I never change.”
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“It is your vanity that has always been your down-
fall,” Jonah replied.

The Prince flew at Jonah with full force, eager to 
finish with one swift blow. Absolute victory or abject 
failure, there would be nothing in between. 

The clash of swords pierced the hearing of all as-
sembled. Jasper cupped her hands over her ears, her 
teeth aching from the noise and vibration that hand to 
hand conflict produced. Each time the Prince thrust, 
Jonah deftly raised his sword to block the attack. With 
every volley the Prince became more enraged until, ag-
itated by repeated failure, he crouched low and began 
to circle Jonah. Slowly and steadily, small step by small 
step, he searched for a weakness. 

In return, Jonah remained still, keeping a watchful 
eye. Only in defence would he wield his sword. To at-
tack would give the Prince a win by default. No. Jonah 
must wait, and in the waiting, he would win.

“I want her,” shouted the prince, finally giving in to 
his impatience and anger. “I will have her. Release her 
to me, and she will be my last. Think of this: no more 
conflict, no more hunger, neglect, abuse or fear. Every 
child will be safe from now until forever. Think of it. It 
is more than a fair trade.”

Does he have control over all children? Jasper thought. 
Maybe I should surrender, for the sake of others. She took 
a breath, preparing to speak.

“You lie,” declared Jonah. 
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The Prince shrugged. “One child for many,” he 
said.

“One child to save many,” Jonah replied. “That has 
already been done!”

“One child sacrificed for many,” and the Prince 
laughed again.

“I am just one child.” Jasper’s voice filled the void. 
Immediately, every creature turned to look at the 
source of the voice. The light, which emanated from the 
soldiers, beamed onto her and her remarkable transfor-
mation surprised even the soldiers. 

For a moment the Prince was in shock. The girl had 
become ten stories taller than every other entity. He 
would have fit in the palm of her hand. He sneered. 
And then in silence, he fled.

“Jonah?” she said. “Jonah, what must I do? I will do 
whatever you request.”

“Child,” Jonah replied, “you have done all that was 
needed.” 

A gust of wind suddenly swept through the atmo-
sphere, carrying everyone but Jasper away. 

“Hello?”
“Is anyone there?”
“Hello!”
Silence was the initial reply, until she recognized a 

dull murmuring sound in the distance. Intense streaks 
of colour began to cross her path, bright, flashing co-
lours which forced the girl to close her eyes. She felt a 
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cloak being placed upon her. Under it she felt warm 
and safe.

“Open your eyes. See what lies before you. Rejoice 
for all you’ve discovered.” 

Three times the soft, gentle voice spoke to her. 
When she heard the sound of crickets she opened 

her eyes. 
How long had she been standing in the middle 

of a beautiful meadow, with tall, yellow grass, flow-
ing around her knees, she did not know. The wall that 
Jonah had built was next to her, just as he’d created it! 
The vines were gone, and it was bare stone. She touched 
the wall, and felt its cool roughness. She turned and 
followed its line, keeping the wall to her right this time. 
Jonah had said she’d done all she needed to do. It must 
be time to travel home.

Would she have to climb over an embankment, or 
pass over a waterfall? Would there be a huge climb or a 
small step? She wondered if she would travel through 
the great forest again, or meet Jonah along the way. And 
what about the man by the pool? She’d like to see him 
again. But no matter what else lay in store, she knew 
she’d find her family, and they would find her too. It was 
just a matter of space and time. She began to hum, and 
the hum turned into a whistle, and the whistle turned 
into singing and the singing turned into dancing.



chapter fifteen:
reunion

She hadn’t walked long before she realized her feet 
were no longer walking on meadow grass but were 

treading on concrete. Jasper moved to the sidewalk as a 
car drove past. It looked like Mr Jansen’s Mustang. She 
lifted her arm to wave. In the distance someone was 
running along the sidewalk towards her. As he drew 
closer she recognized him. It was Jason! 

“Where’ve you been, Jas?” he said panting on his 
approach. “Come on!”

Jasper gave her brother a big hug! “I’m so glad to see 
you!” she exclaimed.

“Yeah, okay,” he said nonchalantly.
They jogged up the street, side-by-side, passing the 

familiar row of Summerton houses, until they reached 
home.
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The house looked as it usually did before the family 
had disappeared and all the strange things had hap-
pened. Jasper reached into the pocket of her jacket. Yes! 
She could feel the dust. She hadn’t imagined anything. 
The stardust was her proof! She hoped her father would 
accept it.

Jason was first up the porch steps and through the 
front door.

“Found her, Mom!” he called, walking into the 
kitchen and taking his usual seat at the table.

“We didn’t want to start lunch without you dear,” 
said Momma.

Mary was already at the table and was reading a 
science magazine. Jasper paused in the doorway. They 
were all behaving as though nothing unusual had hap-
pened. She glanced at her reflection in the hall mirror. 
Her clothes were the same clothes she’d been wearing 
for days, but they were not torn or tattered as they might 
have been, but neatly pressed as though she’d recently 
put them on. Her eyes, she noticed, were their usual 
boring hazel, with no sign of fire. Her hair was messy. 
She tried to smooth it down.

“Come sit down. Oh, and where’s that father of 
yours?” said Momma.

“I’ll get him,” Jasper darted out of the kitchen before 
anyone could stop her. She knew where to find him. 

Daddy was in his study, of course. Jasper peeked in. 
He looked totally focused on whatever it was he was 
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reading, as usual. He didn’t seem to notice she was there. 
Even though the door was wide open, she knocked. Up 
until now she’d always felt timid in this place where her 
father spent countless hours “just thinking”.

“Jasper!” he said, looking up from his papers and 
smiling. He seemed happy to see her, but not surprised, 
not as though she’d been missing for days.

“Daddy?”
“Oh! I’m late for lunch again, aren’t I?” He sighed. 

“Your mom is so patient with me.” As he stood, he 
knocked some papers from his desk. He stooped to pick 
them up, seeming to try to organize them at the same 
time.

“Dad, could I show you something?  I think it’s 
something you’ve been looking for.”

“Really!? Well, that sounds too interesting to pass 
up.” Jasper waited while her father finished sorting out 
his papers, and watched him replace them on his desk. 
She waited while he took off his white jacket and hung it 
on the hook on the back of the door. She followed with 
her eyes as he took a step out the door, then stopped, 
turned and folded his hands together. He looked at her.

“Oh!” Jasper was about to reach into her pocket and 
take out the stardust. She suddenly felt nervous, and 
stared back at her father, tongue tied. He looked in-
terested, more interested than she ever noticed before. 
What if she disappointed him? She thought of her friend 
Jonah, and of the man by the pool. Other memories of 
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the strange travels she’d experienced flooded her mind. 
She remembered the Dark Prince, and shuddered. He 
had schemed to take her away from everyone and ev-
erything she knew. 

They had all been real, she was sure of it. And there 
were great important truths about stars and the uni-
verse, some of which she could answer because of where 
she’d been. There are creatures that exist beyond human 
awareness and places in the universe that no one has 
ever seen. She could prove it, and the proof could help 
her father too. If he saw the stardust he would recognize 
that the universe was growing because new stars are 
born and stretch the boundaries of the universe. 

Tentatively, she reached inside her pocket.
“What is it, Jasper?” her father asked. He seemed 

really interested.
“Here, Dad. Here it is!” But removing her hand from 

her pocket, she was startled by what she saw.
There wasn’t stardust on her fingertips, but instead, 

three odd-shaped glowing pebbles sat in the palm of 
her hand. They both stared in silence. The pebbles, the 
colour of sunshine, appeared to be pulsating.

“What’s this, Jas?”
How could she put all the information together so 

it wouldn’t sound like she’d made it up?
She spoke slowly. “I went for a walk and found... It’s 

kind of a long story, Daddy.”
“May I hold one of them?”
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It felt like a butterfly was fluttering inside her tum-
my. Nodding, she said, “It’s all for you. I brought it for 
you. You can keep it, if you want to.” 

He took one of the pebbles in his fingers, and held 
it, inspecting it. 

What will he think of it? Jasper couldn’t help won-
dering. She watched intently as he turned to the window 
and held the pebble up toward the daylight. Suddenly, 
his face changed. He looked scared.

He hurried to his desk and began to rummage 
through his books, all the while clutching onto the peb-
ble. He didn’t even set it down. Jasper watched him run 
to the window again, taking another look at the pebble 
in the daylight. While she was watching her father at 
the window, she got distracted by movement outside in 
the yard. There was Jonah, and standing on either side 
of him were two other figures, identical to each oth-
er: incredibly tall, slender, and dressed in shimmering 
white gowns. They reminded her of the soldiers from 
the battle against the Dark Prince.

Her dad didn’t notice anything outside. He was 
still dashing back and forth, from the window to his 
writing desk, and then bouncing to his lab desk, where 
he picked up a knife and began scraping away some 
of the pebble dust. He put the loose grains onto a mi-
croscope slide. Jasper crept quietly to her father and 
peered over his shoulder, watching as he looked into 
his microscope. 
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“Jasper! Where did you get this?! Good heavens!  I 
don’t believe it!”

“What is it, Daddy?”
“What is it? That’s what I want to ask you. Look!”
She had looked under his microscope many times, 

usually out of bored obedience. But this time she was 
just as excited as her father.

Adjusting the lens, she allowed her eyes to focus 
on the tiny particles her father had placed on the slide. 
Instantly, she jumped at what she saw.

“Dad! Is it alive?”
“It’s a rock, Jasper. But yes, that’s what it looks like. 

It’s alive!”
“Actually, Daddy, it’s a star... or well, a piece of a star.”
“A what!? Jasper, darling, how did you get this? 

Where did you find it? It’s impossible. 
My word! It’s alive! This is incredible. And it, it 

seems to be growing. Look, here!” He had a tiny point-
er and was reaching under the lens, pointing at the 
particles under the slide.”Can you see the ends of the 
squiggly bits under the microscope? It looks as though 
each particle is expanding.”

“Like the universe, Daddy? The whole universe is...”
“Expanding?! Well, yes, if this really is a part of a 

star, then that would be a good conclusion. But...”
“But it is, Daddy. Trust me! It really is a star. The 

truth lies in the stars, Daddy, remember?” Jasper looked 
squarely at her father. Will he believe me? Over her 
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father’s shoulder and through the window she could 
see Jonah clearly. He was alone now, and was definitely 
watching them. But it wasn’t the right time to wave at 
him.

Jasper’s father was staring at her, with a funny look 
on his face. “You know, I do. I do believe you. I don’t 
know how you can know, but certainly you do know 
something.” He started to laugh. “Eureka!” he shouted. 
“This demonstrates how the whole universe is expand-
ing. Ha ha!! I knew it. I knew it!! The stars are growing. 
We’ll need to learn how fast...” 

Shouting, jumping, and dancing around his little 
study, he took his daughter’s hands and she danced with 
him, until finally they both collapsed onto his chair. 
Both of them were giggling. She’d never heard her fa-
ther giggle before. She liked the sound of it.

From the chair they both looked above the door 
frame. “Science equals imagination plus proof ” they 
read aloud together.

Glancing out the window again, Jasper noticed her 
old friend was gone.

The patter of footsteps clambering up the stairs 
caught the pair’s attention until the faces of Jason, Mary 
and their mother peered inside the study doorway. 

“What’s all the commotion?”
“Jenny!” Dad jumped up and took his wife in his 

arms. “Eureka! Jenny, we’ve found it. Jasper found it. At 
last, here’s the proof!”
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“Hugh,” Jenny said calmly, “Proof of what?”
“How the universe is expanding. The proof is in the 

star,” he said pointing to the microscope.
“Golly,” said Jason, walking into the study.
“Really? Jasper? But how could she? What proof 

Hugh?” asked Jenny.
“Dad, how can you observe a star without a tele-

scope? And anyway, it’s broad daylight,” said Mary.
“The proof is in the minute, not in the grand,” he 

replied. “Voila!” He held the pebble up to them, and 
gestured to the microscope. One by one the others 
looked through the microscope. They each saw the 
squiggly bits of rock that seemed to move and grow.

“Wow,” Mary whispered. They all nodded. “Yeah, 
neat,” said Jason.

“But how?” asked Jenny, turning to her daughter.
“I went for a walk, Mom.” She said softly. 
She didn’t want to frighten them. And although 

Jasper felt that she’d been gone for ages, she realized for 
them it was still Saturday lunchtime, even earlier in the 
day than when she’d stormed out. They hadn’t missed 
her at all. And she’d seen and learned so many things. 
How many secrets was she entitled to keep from her 
parents? 

“Look!” and Hugh directed them each to look into 
the microscope again, one by one.

“What is it?” asked Jason. “It looks like squiggly 
worms in grains of sand.”
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“You tell them, Jasper. It’s your discovery.”
She was nervous and excited. “Well, can you promise 

not to laugh?” She eyeballed her brother first, who hesi-
tated but did eventually give a nod. Then she looked at 
each of them, one by one.  The atmosphere had grown 
still and quiet. Jasper cleared her throat.

“It’s a star. Well, it’s part of a star of course. It fell to 
the ground.”

“You saw pieces fall?” asked her father.
“Sort of, yes. It was there, then it wasn’t, but this 

was left behind.” She showed them the two pebbles 
still in her hand. Then she reached into her pocket and 
brought out more of the dust, dust she had put inside 
her pocket days, and a universe, ago.

They all peered at the yellow dust and pebbles sit-
ting in the palm of her hand. One of the pebbles had 
peculiar markings. Jasper hadn’t noticed it before. It 
too, was yellow but had a streak of brown and black 
circle markings on the surface.   

The dust under the microscope had continued to 
move, as if it were alive. Now it had a similar blend 
of colours like the unusual pebble. Hadn’t every grain 
been yellow? And this single pebble felt warm. She 
didn’t tell the others, but she looked at her father. Had 
he noticed any change?

Jason poked his hand at the pebble, although he 
didn’t dare touch it. Jasper allowed him to get as close 
as he wanted to.
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“What shall we do with it, Dad?” asked Mary.
“Well, indeed. That’s a good question.” Hugh looked 

at his youngest daughter, now so calm and quiet.
“Jasper, what shall we do with it?”
“You’ll keep it safe, Dad. I know you will.”
“All right.” Hugh said with a nod. The others watched 

him open a cupboard and remove a tall glass container. 
It was narrow and tubular at one end and had a globe 
shape at the other. He sealed the narrow end with a 
rubber stop and carefully poured two of the pebbles 
and the dust through the globe tube opening. Then he 
sealed that end with another rubber stop, and put the 
whole thing on a high shelf. He set the last pebble down 
on the desk.

“If it is growing Dad, then won’t it break the glass?” 
asked Jasper. 

Hugh did a double-take, and smiled. “Good think-
ing. Let’s put it inside the cupboard for now, where it’s 
dark and protected if it bursts, and we’ll see what hap-
pens. Has it grown in your pocket?” 

Jasper shook her head, “I don’t know, Dad.” Jasper 
realized there had only been dust when she had col-
lected it from the ground, and much of the dust had 
combined. Yet she didn’t know if there was actual-
ly more material then when she’d first put it into her 
pocket. 

She decided to be guarded with her words for now, 
unsure of how much to say in case the truth of all her 



SARAH TUN

149

adventures spilled out of her. She needed to be wise 
to protect Jonah, to protect her family, and to be sure 
she didn’t make them frightened. And Jason might be 
tempted to give away any secrets. No, she’d say as little 
as she could, yet still be truthful.

Once the jar was secured inside the cupboard, ev-
eryone sighed.

“Where was the star, Jas? Did it land somewhere? 
Is it here in town?” her brother asked. “Let’s go see it, 
eh Dad?!”

“Gracious!” said her mother nervously. “Surely the 
whole thing didn’t just fall out of the sky and into our 
town! It was just dust, right Jasper?” Jenny didn’t pause 
to hear an answer. “And it’s a good thing more didn’t 
pour down, Jasper. It could have landed on you!” 

“Did you notice the colour?” asked her father.
“Sort of yellow wasn’t it,” said Jason.
“Indeed. And do you know... it’s quite funny, a big 

coincidence I’d say... but this last pebble has a special 
name. Look!” Hugh took out one of his huge geology 
books, flipped some pages until he came to rest on a 
page full of photos of rock.

“You see everyone. The page has photographs of rock 
samples, but do you see what they have in common?”

“They’re all the same colour – or nearly,” said Mary, 
and the others nodded.

“Voila! And do you know what that rock is called? 
Jasper!”
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“What Daddy?”
“No, the rock, it’s called jasper. We have our own 

golden child right here,” and he kissed his youngest 
daughter’s forehead.

Mary was fascinated by the book. “Hey, look at this 
one!” 

They all looked at the photo she was pointing at. 
Although the rocks pictured looked much more pol-
ished and shiny than Jasper’s stones, the markings were 
remarkably similar. While everyone else was interested 
in what was in the text book, Jasper was completely 
stunned. 

The whole world was closing in on her, because of 
course this jasper colour was the colour! The colour 
of the polished stone in the photographs was exactly 
the colour of Jonah’s flaming eyes, and of her own eyes 
when she had seen them reflected in the pool. Were the 
stones really hers, in a way she had never imagined? She 
felt suddenly light-headed and dizzy.

“Catch her, Hugh!” cried her mother, as Jasper top-
pled over. 

“What’s the matter, Jas?” Jasper heard her mother’s 
voice as she came to. Before she opened her eyes she 
realized they felt hot. So, she looked away from her 
family. What if her eyes were blazing yellow? She didn’t 
want them to see. How would she begin to explain that? 
They’d never believe her. She felt herself being lifted 
and put into a chair. “I’m okay,” she nodded, but she 
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didn’t look at them. Instead, she lowered her head be-
fore opening her eyes. Then she found the window and 
stared out.

She didn’t actually want to share all of her story yet, 
not until she learned a lot more about Jonah, and about 
the stars, and the battle. She had so many questions. 
She knew she needed time to think about everything. 
She knew all these things were important, and one day 
it would be her family she’d tell before anyone else. But 
right now she wanted to find out answers. Will I ever 
see Jonah again? She wondered.

“I’m okay,” she said, as she gazed out the window. 
“I’m tired I guess, after that walk. It was a pretty long 
one.”

“Well, that’s true. You were gone a few hours. We 
were worried when you didn’t come back by lunchtime. 
When Jason couldn’t find you in the forest I sent him 
to look for you in the neighbourhood. It took such a 
long time that I was afraid I lost you both!” Her mother 
sounded worried. Jasper was sorry she couldn’t tell her 
more about what happened.

“I’m sorry Momma. I shouldn’t have left so angry. 
Jason, I’m sorry about that silly argument.”

“What argument?” asked Jason.
“Well, I mean, didn’t we fight this morning about 

some stupid thing, and didn’t I storm off like I usually 
do?”

“Not with me. I spent the whole morning in my 



CONFRONTING THE DARKNESS

152

room with the rockets. I don’t know what you’re talking 
about!”

“Hey, you’re not going start arguing now,” said Mary, 
and everybody started to laugh.

“I’m hungry, Mom. Can’t we finish eating soon?” 
moaned Jason. It was typical of him to change the 
subject.

So, there had been no argument. If Jasper didn’t 
break a glass, then she mustn’t have cut herself hours 
later trying to clean it up... She looked at her finger. 
There was no sign of a cut.

“What day is it?” she asked.
“Saturday,” everyone said. “Of course,” added Jason. 
“Saturday,” repeated Jasper.
No argument, no broken glass, no spitting. She had 

left in the morning and had been gone until lunchtime. 
That was all. There hadn’t been a lonely, scary night. No 
Jonah, no weird, empty town. She flopped into a chair, 
laughing.

“What’s with you, Sis?” asked Mary.
“Oh, nothing. I’m hungry too.”
They began to file out for lunch, but Jasper lingered, 

thinking. Today, or some time before today, she’d had 
the most horrible argument ever in her life, an argument 
she’d regret forever, but somehow it hadn’t happened at 
all, at least not that her family could remember. Wow! 
It meant her family hadn’t experienced her at her very 
worst after all, and maybe they would never have to. 



SARAH TUN

153

Right then and there, she made a promise to herself. I 
will never be that horrible ever! Not for any reason. Ever! 
The argument that only she could remember would be 
the last argument she would have with her brother. She 
smiled. Well, at least the last nasty argument. She was 
determined to stick to her promise. 

“Hungry? We’d better join the others, or there’ll be 
nothing left!” Jasper heard her father say.

“Yes, Daddy!” She continued to look out the window.
“You look a million miles away. It can be like that, 

when you make a big discovery.” 
She nodded.
“Jasper, would you like another look? I tell you 

what,” he said. “Why don’t you have another quick look 
and close the door behind you when you come out.” She 
heard the door close behind him. 

She was alone. Looking up at the cupboard where 
her father had stored the stardust, she wondered if it 
had transformed by now, like it had in her pocket. She 
put her hand on the cupboard door, and paused. No, 
she decided. She wouldn’t look inside now. She’d let her 
father have the first look, later.

Her father had invited her to look into the micro-
scope again. She could see that the dust had turned 
grey, and it looked as though it was dead. There was no 
movement in the particles.

But she had seen it! They all had. She thought about 
calling out to her father, but decided not to. If the star 



CONFRONTING THE DARKNESS

154

could gain its brightness, and then lose it, perhaps it 
could regain its brightness again. 

As she closed the study door behind her, she reached 
into her pocket to feel whatever remaining tiny parti-
cles of dust might have stuck to the fabric. She’d have 
to find a good hiding place for them in her bedroom, 
before her mother washed the jacket.

It was just as she’d closed the study door that the 
humming began from inside the cupboard. But even 
one with such acute hearing as Jasper wouldn’t detect 
it through two doors.

Retracing her steps down the staircase, she noticed 
Emma on a stair. Had she thought of her doll since she’d 
met Jonah? She looked at Emma, and something like a 
movie came into her mind. She remembered when she’d 
dropped her. It was the morning after everyone had 
disappeared. She recalled the smell of bacon cooking, 
and of thinking her family had returned. She grabbed 
Emma now and gave her a squeeze.

“Jason,” she called out, “Wait for me!” She raced 
down the remaining stairs. Her eyes didn’t feel hot any-
more, and a glance in the hall mirror let Jasper see she 
had no reason to hide her eyes, at least not for now. She 
burst into the kitchen, ravenous.

During lunch, Jasper was thoughtful. The stardust 
was proof that she hadn’t imagined the things that had 
happened to her. And it was proof of the expanding 
universe, and at least partly explained how. But the 
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best thing about it was that her father had believed her. 
There were lots of things she hadn’t told him, and they 
wouldn’t have agreed on everything, but for now, she 
was just as smart as the others, and was just like every-
body else. She supposed this was her family after all. It 
always had been and always would be.

After a long and scrumptious lunch around the 
kitchen table, Jasper was the first to excuse herself to go 
to her room. Carrying Emma upstairs, she realized the 
doll was still beautiful and cuddly, but somehow Jasper 
didn’t feel close to her anymore. Setting the doll next 
to her bed, she searched for an envelope to put in what 
remained of the stardust from her pocket. Was there 
more than she remembered? That’s good. I’m less likely 
to lose it, she thought. The envelope was tucked under 
her mattress. That would have to do for now.

Calling to her mother as she headed for the back 
door, she promised to be back soon. Closing the back 
door carefully, rather than letting it slam, she went on 
her way to her forest. She took the shortest route, jump-
ing over the fence as she always did.

She practically tiptoed into the wood, longing for 
the usual splendour and yet wondering if it would seem 
as special as it had before today. Everything was as it 
always was. She chose the darkest corner, sat down 
and hugged her knees. She’d wait. Maybe Jonah would 
come. Maybe she’d fall asleep and dream. She would 
stay as long as she could.
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As dusk began to set in Jasper became eager for the 
darkness, when she was sure to see something extraor-
dinary. But that would worry her mom. She decided she 
must return home. As she stood and brushed the leaves 
from her clothes, she heard a man’s voice. 

“This is just how it is to me. It is a treasure.” Jasper 
froze.

“Who’s there?” It was a familiar voice, pleasant and 
strong, but whose? It wasn’t Jonah’s voice, or her fa-
ther’s. It was now too dark to see clearly.

“You are the man by the pool,” she whispered. 
There was a light shining directly in front of Jasper, 

and a round blue ball hovering in mid-air. Leaning 
towards it, she saw that there were other colours that 
merged into the blue. There were greens, whites and 
even speckles.

“What is it?” she asked. The voice didn’t reply. 
She continued to stare as it revolved slowly. “Oh my! 

She gasped. “It’s the Earth!”
Sure enough, it was a tiny globe, made of rock. This 

rock is from inside our earth, she thought. 
“Put out your hand,” said the man from the pool.
Promptly, she opened her hand, and the ball floated 

to her and rested upon her palm. It was heavy, though 
not too heavy for her to hold. The earth-rock contin-
ued to turn slowly in her hand, and as it did, daylight 
spread all around her. Once again she was in the mead-
ow with the tall yellow grass that came up to her knees. 
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Then just as suddenly, she was no longer in the meadow 
but travelling on a barren road, and Jonah was walking 
alongside her. They smiled at each other. 

“I’m reliving my journey. Or this is a dream.” Well, 
it’s a nice dream even if it is kind of weird, she thought 
to herself. Then she was surrounded by blackness. She 
felt herself being lifted up and saw the beautiful white 
robes of the soldiers and the Dark Prince in his shiny 
armour, surrounded by his slithering helpers. 

Far, far below in the distance she could see her 
home and her own little Tree Garden. There was the 
sign: ‘Welcome to Summerton’ and every house, and 
street, and store. All this time, she was still holding the 
globe in the palm of her hand.

“You may let it go now. It will not fall because I hold 
it up.” He’d spoken gently, but clearly.       

“You hold up the world?!”
“Yes, but now you will learn how you can help me,” 

he said.
She let the ball go. It remained for a moment be-

fore drifting upward, slowly. But wait! It wasn’t floating 
away, but rather she was shrinking, and drifting down-
ward toward her own forest, surrounded by her familiar 
trees, not entirely grand, but nevertheless taller than 
she was, as trees generally are grander than a ten year 
old girl.

“But what do I do now?” 
Immediately the idea came to her. “I know. I’m to 
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watch,” she said aloud. “And I will, but I’m not sure 
what for.”

The voice of the man by the pool was no longer 
audible to her ear, and yet she did hear his next in-
structions inside her. 

“Watch over the forest, and over your family, watch 
over Summerton, and its people. Remember the battles 
you saw? Time will not stand still. Many things will ap-
pear to change. Watch. Trust me. Wait for what is to 
happen.”

Yes, she replied inside herself. “I’ll wait, and I’ll 
watch, and I’ll know what to do when it’s time, won’t 
I?” she said softly.

Then the light was gone and an evening autumn 
breeze made her shiver.

The sky was nearly dark. Jasper ran to the fence, 
jumped over it and darted across the lawn. 

“I’m coming, Momma.” She hurried because she 
didn’t want her mother to worry.



About 10 years before writing this story, I had a per-
sonal experience during a church meeting, when I went 
forward for prayer and was slain in the Spirit. While I 
was laid out on the floor, I encountered what I believe 
was God in an unusual way... unusual at least for me.

I had a visual picture of my pre-birth. I was, in this 
picture, a star, both delighted and joyful. Then He sent 
me to earth, though I did not want to go.

I believe it was the LORD I encountered that day at 
church, but I don’t know if the vision I experienced was 
to be understood literally or symbolically, or whether I 
was to take it as an insight into our pre-existence at all. 
From this idea though, I’ve created a story that includes 

postscript



the possibility of this as a part of our existence be-
fore we are conceived.

There is nothing in scripture to support this expe-
rience, although it is true that the sun is a star and in 
Malachi 4:2 it says, “The Sun of Righteousness shall 
arise with healing in His wings”. And there is nothing 
in scripture that contradicts it, although we are told in 
Deuteronomy 4:19 “And take heed, lest you lift your 
eyes to heaven, and when you see the sun, the moon, 
and the stars, all the host of heaven, you feel driven to 
worship them and serve them.”

Scripture tells us not to look to the stars for guid-
ance. We are to worship first (and I would say only) 
the GOD of the universe, also known as Yahweh, also 
known as I AM. This is the GOD that I worship, the 
GOD of Abraham, Isaac and Jacob.

I am not a star gazer, not a star worshipper. I certain-
ly don’t want to cause anyone to stumble. But I confess 
I have wondered at our origin before we are conceived, 
and since the experience I had 10 years ago, I wonder 
if somehow, our Creator has put into us something of 
the stars he has also created.

Sarah Tun



If you found this book to be fun or fascinating, excit-
ing or enthralling, challenging or creative I ask you to 
please pass the message on by giving it a review.

If you know the sort of person who would also enjoy it, 
will you please direct them to it by writing two or three 
sentences that will inspire them to “look inside”.

I’m asking you to please take a minute to leave your 
rating and comments in the review section of Amazon. 

Here the link to my Author Page to get you there: 
http://www.amazon.com/-/e/B00J9YXFF0 

The best time to review is while it’s fresh – immediately 
after reading the book if possible.

Talk about anything you like but here are a few of 
suggestions:

• What did you like most about the book?
• How is it different from other books you’ve read?
• Would you like to read the sequel?

A review is an awesome way to show your appreciation.

Thanks in advance.
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Sarah Tun has been writing stories since the age of 
seven, when her school principal published two of her 
stories which she wrote after being sent out of class for 
talking too much.

Born and raised in Ontario, Canada, Sarah has lived 
on three continents and travelled to most of the others.
Her ideas come from imagination and a love for peo-
ple. She particularly adores teens and empathizes with 
them for the challenges, temptations and ambitions 
they face, with so much passion for life and so little 
experience of it.

Sarah is keen for every reader to discover the strength 
inside, and from the Creator, who has put into each of 
us a unique identity and purpose to fulfil. 
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What happens when Jasper’s father prepares to an-
nounce the birth of stars? What obstacles must he 
overcome to get the message out?

Jasper and her family must face the envy and wrath of 
the International Press with only the truth to defend 
them. How will they overcome attack?

What is Jasper’s special call and when will she be set 
apart to complete her tasks?

The Between Realities Series is the continuing story of 
Jasper and her confrontations.

Book 2: The Three Stones is scheduled for release: 
Christmas 2017 ... or before!

To receive updates on future publications by Sarah 
Tun, join the newsletter at www.LarusPress.com.
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