
Silas Snow
IT’S STRANGE GROWING UP in a city full of madmen. 
You start to think you’re one of them, all darkness, deceit 
and revenge. Instead of presenting me with my coveted 
Lego set on my eighth birthday, my mafia mother 
extracted me from our lavishly decorated Uptown 
townhouse and deposited me in the city slums just to get 
me out of her hair for awhile. Within those contorted 
alleys, I plotted the hostile takedown of her criminal 
empire with an assortment of Home Alone inspired 
roguery. Needless to say, the rebellion never happened.

Now, ten years later, I’m out of the slums but still on 
the streets. I still plot coup d’etats. Only now by shooting 
a pistol instead of dropping paint cans on the villain’s face. 
I prowl through the concrete maze with the buildings’ 
blood-red bricks emanating a foul odor of rot, sweat and 
grime. And the evil creeps up on me, like a slithering snake 
winding its way up my leg and into my heart. Everything 
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the depravity touches, it consumes.
It’s a dark and quiet night in Towton City, an eerie 

shift from the usual cacophony of chaos. A thick cloud of 
smoke puffs into the January sky from the power station 
stacks and obscures the moon from view. I lurk in the 
shadowed doorframe of an abandoned storefront and 
watch the Downtown windows blink out one by one until 
there is nothing left, until there is only me. Me and a 
plethora of blackmailers, stalkers and murderers, but 
they’ll be one fewer in number after tonight. It won’t do 
the city any good; the streets are far too steeped in grime 
to ever get clean. I do it because someone has to scrub at 
the black spots, no matter how permanent they are.

Hooking my fists under the body’s armpits, I drag it 
into the middle of the silent street. I drop it onto the 
pavement and brush my gloves onto my coat to get rid of 
the filth. I’d caught this one stalking a girl home from her 
waitressing job at Four Points Pizzeria, his knife glinting in 
the moonlight. A quick squirt of metal into the side of his 
head, and that’s the last time he’ll ever see that girl. Or 
anyone else.

His vacant eyes stare up at me. Nicky D’Amico, a 
Soldier in the infamous Nerozzi crime family. A trickle of 
blood runs down his face and pools onto the pavement. It’s 
not often enough I bag a mobster, and this one will send 
the appropriate message.

“I’m watching you,” I say into the night. “Enjoy 
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cleaning up the mess.”
I trace my steps toward the slums and flick up the brim 

of my white fedora, my eyes spotlighting every detail of 
my surroundings. An abandoned sneaker, skittering on a 
wave of cigarette butts. An open window on the second 
floor of the building on my right, no curtains, no blinds. A 
yellowed flyer advertising a missing pet, lightly flapping 
against a utility pole in the frosty breeze. Street lamps 
loom overhead, but few emit any light. Most of the 
lightbulbs have been smashed. I sidestep the jagged shards, 
lest the crunch under my boots alert the Nerozzi family of 
my presence in their territory. The second you let down 
your guard in this place, the second you’re less like a 
person and more like a corpse.

A crunch. I freeze, feet in mid-step. Even though I 
don’t blend into the darkness—not in my long, white 
trench coat and hat—I rarely get seen. Usually my enemies 
don’t know I’m near until it’s too late for them to do a 
damn thing about it. 

Slipping my hand into my pocket to finger my pistol, I 
eye the street before me. Nothing there other than an 
emptiness swallowing up the space where cars and buses 
rumble by during daylight hours. Slowly, I turn. Nothing 
there either. Someone else skulks down these streets, and 
anyone hugging the darkness is surely someone on my long 
list of lowlifes extraordinaire. 

And he just saw me dump the body.
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In a flicker, a body materializes. Tall and full of 
shadows. Phantom. 

I dance a step back as he grabs for my arm. He narrows 
his eyes, half-hidden behind a dark mask. In his black full-
body kevlar, he towers over me, but even by this hulking 
version of the man, I’m not the slightest bit intimidated. 
Still, I lower the brim of my hat and stand a bit taller.

“Ethos.” He addresses me using my alter-ego name, in a 
voice so low it rumbles deep in his chest. “Need to talk to 
you.”

“Why are you Downtown?” I ask. “Aren’t you too 
busy slapping the wrists of naughty bankers?”

He shifts closer and, the broken glass crunches under 
his military boots. “That was as much your decision as it 
was mine.” 

I have to give him that. Two years ago, I approached 
Phantom about splitting the city patrol in half, each of us 
taking on a mob each. I took Downtown where the Italian 
family holds court and suggested he take Uptown where 
the millionaire Snows reign supreme, as much a dig at him 
than anything else. To me, he’s almost one of them. 
Raking in the dough at the expense of others. It was only 
until he told me his story—and his daughter’s story—that 
his decency cracked through his public facade of wealth 
and greed. 

Still, it doesn’t mean I like him. He’s a terrible 
vigilante with uninspired methods due to his self-
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proclaimed moral rectitude. When he takes down crooks, 
he delivers them to the authorities to be arrested, jailed and 
tried in front of a jury. He never kills, even if it means a 
murderer runs free to torment the lives of more innocents.

“You didn’t answer my question.” I twist my mouth 
into something resembling a smile, but I haven’t smiled a 
real smile in years. If ever. 

“Indeed.” Phantom curls his hands into tight fists, his 
leather gloves crackling like gunshots. “I need to talk to 
you.”

“So, go on then.” He’s trying to set me on edge, but I 
don’t intend to let him bully me around. Leaning back on 
my heels, I unbutton my coat. The material billows in the 
smoggy breeze, revealing what I have hidden underneath. 
Phantom’s eyes flick down to the sheathed knife on my 
belt. Two can play at this game.

He widens his stance and crosses his arms over his 
chest. “Give me this block tonight. Got something to take 
care of.”

“Again?” I frown. This is the third time in the past 
month Phantom has asked me to slither away from this 
particular block for a night. The first time I thought 
nothing of it. The second time, mild suspicion. But this 
third time is bringing on full-blown warning bells, clanging 
against my skull. Phantom is up to something, and I need 
to know what it is. “There’s nothing happening here. I’m 
only passing through to keep an eye on the streets near the 
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slums.”
Instead of answering verbally, he nods. He has an 

irritating habit of doing that.
“I’ll agree to it,” I say after a long pause. “But only if 

you tell me what you’re doing. Perhaps I can help.”
“Out of the question.” He answers so quickly it’s 

obvious there’s no point in arguing. What could he 
possibly be hiding? Phantom has always been forthright 
with me about his crime-fighting extracurricular activities. 

Unless he’s not battling anyone at all. A little worm 
wiggles inside my brain, and it asks if the unimaginable has 
happened, if Phantom has turned shady. My blood runs 
cold. If he broke bad, Phantom would be an abominable 
force. He’s strong, powerful, and because of his day job, he 
has access to a massive proportion of the city’s wealth. I 
need to snuff this out before it can truly begin. Find out if 
corruption swirls through his veins, and if so, then expose 
and dispose.

“Nevermind.” I shrug my hands into my trench coat 
pockets. “I’ll go home. I’m not opposed to a night off. Just 
make sure this street stays clean.” If he won’t tell me what 
he’s up to, then I’ll just have to find out for myself whether 
he’s been consumed by the darkness.

“Don’t worry. I know the drill.” He scans the block. 
“Patrolled these streets for a couple years…”

Before you came along, is the unspoken ending to that 
sentence. 
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Even though Phantom didn’t give much of an 
argument against the city patrol split, he’s never seemed 
thrilled by my involvement. Because while he gave forth 
his story, I did not give forth mine. It’s a piece of 
information he will never, ever know. I think it unnerves 
him, coping with the fact that I know he is Damian Kane, 
founder and CEO of Towton City Securities, while his 
guesses at my identity have been wildly off-base.

That and the fact I kill.
“Enjoy your evening.” I raise my eyebrows and smirk, 

though he can’t see the expression behind my flesh-colored 
stockinette mask. It hides each and every one of my 
features, giving my face the appearance of a blank beige 
slate, which is very much the point.

I turn my back and stroll away, melting into the 
shadows. When I’ve gone no more than half a block, I step 
into a darkened doorframe to watch the black-clad 
vigilante’s next move. He’s still standing motionless 
underneath the broken street lamp, staring into the 
shadows where I’ve disappeared and no doubt waiting to 
ensure I’ve left him alone on the street.

One thing about Phantom. He’s a good tracker. I 
wouldn’t go so far as to say he’s extraordinary, but he does 
a solid job at playing follow the criminal. Two years ago, 
he managed to tail my mother—the infamous, uncatchable 
Snow family Boss. After several hours, she led him straight 
to the Downtown docks where she murdered a ship’s 
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captain in order to intercept a shipment of smuggled 
weapons intended for the Nerozzi family. She’s been 
locked away ever since, and I have to admit, the city has 
been better off since she got thrown behind bars. At least 
in Uptown.

But as good as Phantom is at tracking, I’m better. 
Whatever he’s doing tonight, I’ll witness every moment, 
because I can stick to him like senators to scandal until 
tonight’s secret is exposed to me. And if he’s joined either 
of the mob families, I’ll have no choice but to take out the 
closest thing to a savior this city has ever seen.

It’s a good thing I brought my pistol out tonight.



Gwen Kane
IT’S ALMOST TWO O’CLOCK in the freaking a.m., and I 
still haven’t gotten to punch something. A steady drizzle 
started fifteen minutes ago, splashing into my eyeballs and 
smearing my hand-painted domino mask so that black 
blobs of kohl now run down my cheeks. I sigh when the 
power station clock tower bangs out the chime for the 
hour. Where the hell is he?

I pull the hood of my sweatshirt tighter around the top 
of my frizzing blond hair and glare out at the empty street 
from my hiding place behind a dumpster. This is seriously 
not sane. My teeth begin to chatter, jaws drumming out a 
beat more like Adele than the Rocky theme. But if I leave 
my post, someone’s going to get a beat down, and that 
someone will totally be me.

Whatever, I’m so over waiting. To hell with it.
I clomp out from behind the dumpster, wrinkling my 

nose at the sour odor that follows. Before I’ve even made it 
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two steps, the whoosh of a fist is my only warning. I hop 
back just in time, boots kicking up rain water. The fist 
barely misses my face, so close that the knuckles skim one 
of the kohl blobs and knock it off my cheek. Black splats 
on the ground, joining the gazillion other stains that paint 
the pavement. 

That was close.
Quick scan of attacker: over six feet, clad in an all-black 

suit made out of some thick armor-type material, with a 
mask covering his face but not his flashing eyes. I swing 
my leg and kick my foot up at his jaw, one of the few areas 
not shielded by the kevlar. He grabs my ankle in a 
chokehold, ripping my black leggings and scratching my 
skin with his gloves. Great. Another paired ruined.

Gritting my teeth, I yank my leg, but it only throws 
me off-balance, and my arms become windmills to keep me 
standing. He lets go, and I clatter onto the grimy 
pavement. My knees slam into the rough surface; my 
breath launches out of me. Ouch. 

I look up, hood sliding off my hair. The dark, looming 
figure crosses his arms and stares down at me.

“Failed again.”
“That move was lame, Dad.” I roll over and rub the 

spot where his grip on my ankle almost cut off my 
circulation. The leggings are toast, and I swear a hand-
shaped bruise is already popping up on my lily white 
ankle.
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He glances around the empty street, the empty 
sidewalk. There’s exactly zero other people out here 
tonight, but that doesn’t stop his overblown paranoia. 
“Don’t call me that. Not out in the streets. And put your 
hood up.”

“Fine. That move was lame, Phantom.” I pull my hood 
back up around my face, obscuring my ponytail from view. 
The kohl lining my eyes like a mask usually helps hide my 
features, but right now I probably look more like a 
drowned mime than a badass vigilante-in-training.

“Stop kicking at my face. And I’ll stop doing it.” He 
shakes his head, and the lines around his mouth deepen. 
One of the few signs he’s aging, at least with his Phantom 
costume on. When the mask is off, the lines around his 
mouth reach up to his eyes, echoing a sadness there even 
when he smiles. “You do it every time. You count on a 
signature move—”

“And then your enemies will figure it out and know 
you’re coming.” I push myself up from the concrete, 
internally groaning from my recent surplus of bruises, and 
dust off my leggings. It’s no use though. I’m an absolute 
mess. “I know, I know. Stop with the lecture.”

He frowns. “You want me to train you or not?”
The truth is, I want nothing else. Some girls dream of 

their Romeo. Some dream of an Ivy League college degree 
and an awesome career. Some dream of hopping on a plane 
and jetting off to Paris, Milan and Rome. Me, I dream of 
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taking my fist to a criminal’s face. It’s a pretty simple 
dream when you really think about it, but right now, 
Towton City is ruled by the mob, dirty cops and corrupt 
politicians, and I can’t just sit on my ass watching sitcoms 
after school when I know I could be making a difference.

Instead of saying all this, I ask, “Can this training be of 
the variety that doesn’t involve me transforming into an ice 
sculpture behind a dumpster?”

“Stop complaining. You need to know more than how 
to throw a good left hook.”

Grinning, I blow on my numb fingers, but it’s his 
unintentional compliment that gives me a flicker of 
warmth. “Ha. You said it. So you do think I have a good 
left hook.”

“Don’t make me take it back. Cockiness can get you 
killed.” He crosses his kevlar-covered arms over his chest, 
which somehow makes him look bigger, as if he’s one of 
those magic growing toys that expands in water. At normal 
times, like when we’re shoving yet another frozen pizza 
into the oven for dinner as if we’re some kind of regular 
family, Dad’s six foot frame towers over me, even though 
I’m pushing five seven. But when he’s doing his Phantom 
thing, like right now, I’m an ant in front of him. “You 
were loud again.”

I sigh and glance behind me at the dumpster I’d chosen 
as my lookout point. I was sure I’d hidden myself from 
view this time, but apparently not. He knew exactly where 
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I was while I totally failed at spotting him. Of course, 
there’s a reason they call him Phantom. He didn’t come up 
with the name himself. No one else moves the way he 
does, as if he’s vapor, smoke, mist. His feet don’t slap the 
ground, and his clothes don’t crinkle when he walks. 
Sometimes I wonder if he even bothers to breathe.

And while that’s all awesome for Dad and all, it’s never 
really been my approach to the whole thing. Run in and 
kick some ass, that’s my motto. But my motto is what’s 
kept me doing this same stupid exercise over and over 
again. 

“How’d you know I was there?” I pull the hood 
further down over my forehead and imagine myself as 
invisible, but I never will be to him.

“You’re loud and reckless. Gotta work on your 
stealth.”

A scream rips through the quiet pitter-patter of rain. A 
woman’s scream, high-pitched and frantic. When it stops, a 
heavy blanket of silence falls in its place. My breath 
catches, and I whirl around. The only thing that moves is a 
missing pet flyer, ripped from its pole in a sudden gust.

“I thought you said this block was abandoned.” 
Curling my hands into fists, I bend my legs into fight-
stance mode. There’s a reason Dad picked this block for 
training. To get me out from behind four walls and a roof 
without letting me actually do anything. No one’s lived on 
this block for years, so there’s no one here for the Nerozzi 
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family to harass. There’s probably a squatter or two, but 
last I heard the Family has a full plate, and they’re not 
going to waste time on a homeless person with nothing to 
offer. 

That scream sure as hell was real though.
“Go home.” Dad’s voice holds so much authority that 

I can’t help but glance up at him. His lips are set in a hard 
line. His back is straight, arms hung loosely at his side. 
Completely unfazed by the fact we just heard a blood-
curdling scream at two o’clock in the morning.

Totally the opposite of what’s going on with me. My 
skin twitches as if every inch of it wants to jump off my 
body and run, tempting me to abandon my boxing stance 
in favor of a one-way ticket to my warm bed at home.

It’s a lot like the time the school put on The Great 
Gatsby. I was the first to scribble my name on the audition 
sheet during the rush between periods, balancing my 
textbooks in one arm while swiftly swiping my pencil 
across the page. I put my name in for Daisy, but really, I 
hoped for some girled-up version of Nick Carraway, 
sucked into the world of wealth and society before turning 
her back on the dishonest mess of it all.

The week before the auditions, I read the book for the 
hundredth time, pacing back and forth by the foot of my 
bed and mouthing the lines. If anyone should be in this 
play, I thought to myself, it’s me. I mean, the book was 
practically made for me. I even abandoned my gym 
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training, and Dad started to think I’d given up on the 
whole vigilante idea. Maybe I would have if things had 
gone differently. 

But after practicing my chosen Nick monologue in 
front of my BFF, Kole, approximately ten thousand times, 
I had a crisis of faith when it was my turn to climb up the 
stairs onto that rickety old stage and recite my lines. And 
by crisis of faith, I mean that my hands shook so hard, I 
thought they were going to fall off my body right then and 
there.

So, I turned and strode out of the theatre, headed 
straight home without saying a word to anyone and took 
my fists to the punching bag in our homemade gym.

The way I felt that day is the same freaking way I feel 
right now. No matter how many times I’ve practiced the 
punches, the kicks and the blocks, I’ve never actually been 
confronted by the real thing. This time, though, I’m not 
going to run away.

“We should help her,” I say.
“Gwen.” Dad places a heavy hand on my shoulder and 

squeezes. I grip my fists tighter. He must have spotted 
something, though as far as I can tell, there’s nothing here 
but us, just two crazies literally chilling out in a January 
downpour, heads cocked and listening for the next scream. 

Wait a second. There’s no way I heard that right. Dad 
said my name. In the streets. That is not a good sign.

“I don’t see anything,” I say in a rush. Though 
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something is definitely off. A smell drifts toward us: the 
hint of cigarettes and, frankly, a bit of B.O.

Before my dad can respond, blurry shadows morph 
into moving bodies. Several large men whisper out from 
the darkness, faces covered by ski masks. I stiffen. My eyes 
immediately flick to their biceps to spot the Nerozzi 
loyalty tattoo that must be there, but their arms are 
completely hidden by slick rain jackets. Still, they must be 
Family.

Quick scan of attackers: five of them, which is 
coincidentally the exact number of a Nerozzi crew, all at 
least twice my size and clearly hiding who they are with 
the ski mask thing, which I prefer to view as a plus. It 
means they might not want to kill us. Maybe.

“Run,” Dad says. Even though my mind screams to 
listen to him, I hold my ground.

“Not so fast,” one of the men says, in a slightly-tinged 
Italian accent. Definitely one of the Nerozzi then. “Don’t 
let her get away.”

The one on the end edges closer to me. The bottom of 
his jeans drags behind him, drenched from the puddles 
seizing control of the streets. I narrow my eyes and try to 
detect anything at all that could reveal his identity, but the 
ski mask and the rain jacket make that impossible.

As part of my training, Dad tests me on names, faces 
and titles of every known member and associate of both 
mafia Families, along with their place within the crime 
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network. I’ve got most of them memorized, though 
sometimes I get confused about who is in what crew, and 
who is Capo instead of just a Soldier or Associate. Things 
seem to change a lot in the crime world. But I’d still know 
a face if I saw one.

“If you let us go now,” Dad says, “no one will get 
hurt.”

A couple of the guys laugh, and that’s all it takes to 
propel my dad into action.

His right leg swooshes up and slams into the closest 
guy’s face. Crunch. Droplets of blood arc through the air.

Wet jeans guy moves in to block me from joining. I 
grunt and jab my left hook into his stomach. He barely 
flinches, but I’m not done yet. Bending my knees, I throw 
all my power into my fist and smash an uppercut into his 
jaw. He stumbles back and swipes away a trail of blood 
leaking out of his mouth.

A blur in the corner of my eye. There’s another one. 
This guy reaches out to grab me, but I swoop down to 
dodge his greedy hands. I smile. It’s obvious they’re only 
trying to stop me, not hurt me. Their mistake. My palms 
flat on the wet pavement, I sweep out my leg, using all my 
strength to crash it into the back of his knees before he 
knows what’s happening. 

Bullseye. He falls flat on his ass. I can’t help but grin as 
I pop back up into boxing stance and twirl to face the next 
attacker.
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There’s only a few facts I register.
Absolutely massive. Evil eyes. Arms hurtling toward 

me. I dodge left. He tries again, but I sidestep just in time. 
Gritting my teeth, I throw myself into my left hook, and 
my fist slams into a slab of bricks. My hand crunches. Fire 
licks my knuckles. I bite the insides of my cheeks and drop 
back a few steps, shaking my hand. 

Someone grabs me from behind. I twist to get free, but 
thick arms snake around my neck. They squeeze tight, 
cutting off the air I’m desperately gasping. I stomp my heel 
down to smash the guy’s toes, but he shifts his foot just in 
time.

“Nuh uh,” he whispers in my ear. “Won’t get away 
with that trick on me. I’ve got four sisters.”

Come on, Gwen. I am so much better than this, but my 
training hasn’t covered an overgrown gym rat suffocating 
me with his biceps. I reach my hands behind me and claw 
at the guy’s face. My nails dig in, and he jerks his arm 
tighter around my neck. Lungs burning, I gasp for air and 
choke on the rain that flies into my throat. The guy 
loosens his grip on me, but only barely. Sweet air sails into 
my lungs.

“Let her go.” For the first time in forever, my dad’s 
voice sounds shaky. I want to see his face, but the guy 
holding me squeezes out a warning when I try to twist my 
head. “What is it that you want?”

This obviously isn’t some random confrontation. 
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These guys were prepared. A whole crew, hiding their 
identities so we couldn’t point the finger later. Plus, no one 
punches, kicks and otherwise maims a Nerozzi member 
and gets to live. Unless the Family wants something.

“The girl is obviously important to you, so we’re going 
to make a deal.” The man who dad fought first seems to be 
acting as Capo, the leader of the crew. If that’s the case, 
there’s only a few people he could be. Our makeshift 
boxing ring here is just on the upper edge of the Southern 
Heights neighborhood, which is the territory of Albert 
Armone’s crew, popularly known as the Mad Hatter. He’s 
pretty infamous in Towton City, with his ever-changing 
hats to reflect his mood. Even though he’s never been 
caught doing a single illegal thing, he’s known for 
wandering around the city playing handwritten songs 
about murder on his ukulele. Videos end up online. 
Everybody watches them. But the thing is, this guy sounds 
nothing like Albert Armone.

“What. Is it. That you want,” Dad says. If he could kill 
people with his voice, these guys would be dead right 
about now.

“We want you to come with us into the Coils.” Not-
Armone smiles, stretching the ski mask around his flaking 
lips. “And we’ll let the girl go, completely unharmed.”

“No!” I pull against my captor. His arm tightens 
around me, and I dig my nails into his rain jacket, fingers 
sliding against the slippery material.
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“That’s it?”
“That’s it.” Not-Armone spreads his hands in front of 

him as if they’re discussing some business venture instead 
of my father’s impending death.

He can’t go into the Coils. He just can’t.
“Done,” Dad says.
No, no, no. I squeeze my eyes tight, beads of sweat 

popping up on my forehead. Dad can’t go in there or he 
might never come out again. It’s not that the slums—
known in Towton City as The Coils—are inherently 
dangerous, even though a lot of bad stuff goes down in 
there. It’s not that I’m totally naive about the fact Dad 
frequents the place when he’s in Phantom mode. It’s that 
the Coils are where people like these guys dispose of their 
enemies. Through the twisting and turning alleys, in the 
impossible darkness, and with the flick of a wad of cash, 
anything can happen in the slums without anyone ever 
knowing about it.

It’s only half a block to the single Downtown entrance 
into the Coils. When Dad turns and walks away from me, 
he’s led by Not-Armone and two guys who must be 
Soldiers. Their bodies slowly morph into blurry, gray 
blobs, and all I can do is struggle helplessly against my 
captor as they disappear into the rain-soaked night. After 
an unbearable ten minutes has passed, the guy holding me 
finally lets me go.

I stumble forward, rushing after my dad. Nobody tries 
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to stop me. My boots pound through the rain, step after 
step, until I’m standing just across the street from the 
entrance. Looking up, I set my eyes upon the sight I’ve 
been avoiding all night. Ten floors loom above. Sagging, 
yellowed blocks of apartments, stacked one on top of the 
other. Windows are broken, dim florescent lighting 
slipping out through the jagged holes. Every single level, 
every single window, every single minuscule balcony is 
caged over with bars. To keep people out. And to keep 
people in.

It’s exactly the same as it was the last time I saw the 
Coils in person. Ten years ago. The day…it happened. 
Static pours into my head, a loud crackling that blocks out 
the rest of the world. In my mind’s eye, my mother’s face 
flashes. A face full of pain. Stomach turning, I throw a 
palm over my lips to gulp back the nausea threatening to 
heave my earlier tuna sandwich onto the sidewalk. I 
squeeze my eyes tight. Don’t think about it, Gwen. Don’t 
think about it.

The vision of her heart-shaped face fades from my 
mind, but the nausea doesn’t budge an inch. Vomit burns 
the back of my throat. Air can’t fill my lungs fast enough. 
Leaning over, I grab my knees and wipe my sweaty palms 
on my leggings. I can’t breathe, I can’t think, and my 
vision is turning black at the edges, tunneling smaller and 
smaller until the only thing I can see is the entrance to the 
Coils. 


