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James: A New Assignment

I

’m standing here looking at the altar where I will once
again be called upon to protect a mortal as he or she
approaches her claiming. I consider myself lucky. I always
have a new adventure to look forward to and never in the
same place. Being immortal is not always a blessing as many
mortals think. I watch them go in search of the “Fountain
of Youth,” take herbs and pills, even undergo surgery, all to
achieve what I have. What they don’t know is that I have
spent an enormous amount of time trying to figure out a way
to give the immortality back. But then I get an assignment
and help someone through their experience and realize I
have a purpose.
I remember when I was the one needing protection. I
claimed my powers at 18 just as we all do. My powers began
to develop when I was young and I hid them for as long as I
could. When they grew to be too intense to conceal on my
own, I remember Rick coming into my life. He was sent to
protect me, just as I do for others now, from the Dark Ones.
They are the ones who feed on our powers and take them for
their own, sometimes ending our lives to do so. I admired
Rick. He was always calm and in control, no matter what the
situation. I didn’t make it easy on him. I was reckless and
immature, doing stupid things and always finding myself
face to face with the forces he was trying so desperately to
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hide me from. I laugh to myself every time I think of him
saying to me, “One day you will deal with someone just like
you and that will be all the payback I need.” I now know
exactly what he was talking about. I have had my fair share
since the day my mortality was taken away.
I was twenty-one. Rick had remained with me after I
claimed my powers and became my coach. He was fascinated
with my abilities. When he first learned I was capable of
kelting, we began to have some fun with people. Kelting is the
ability to speak without speaking. It’s channeling thoughts
into someone else’s mind. If the person is able to kelt with
you, it is like carrying on a conversation. If they are not able
to kelt, you become a voice inside their head. Rick found this
to be quite amusing except when I did it to him. That night
he was in rare form and looking for some fun. I had a little
too much to drink and should never have gotten behind the
wheel. No matter what kind of powers you have as a mortal,
you can’t survive a car crashing into a tree at an excessive
speed. That night was the beginning of my new existence. I
found out quickly what it meant to claim your powers and
accept immortality as I watched paramedics cut my mangled
body from the car. No one else was involved that night
except for Rick. I thank the Light for that. Rick disappeared
after the incident. It was my guess that he was reassigned to
another mortal, but I have never had that confirmed.
When I received the message to report to Council I was
sitting on a perch and people watching. I do that to pass the
time. Being immortal means you don’t sleep, you don’t eat,
and you have a lot of time on your hands. I use the time to
make sure I stay up to date. It helps to know the language
and hobbies of teenagers to help fit in while you’re protecting
them. I can phase as well as kelt. Phasing means crossing
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the parallels and interacting with the mortal on their plane.
It’s more difficult than kelting and requires more practice so
I do so between assignments. Not many immortals possess
this power. In my field as a protector, it is my biggest asset.
The Council calls on me regularly to protect descendants
of the Chosen Ones. It is an honor to be trusted with their
families.
The Council convenes in the World of Light. It is a
parallel realm that you go to upon your mortal death if you
claimed your powers and accepted your place. It is practically
a mirror image of the mortal realm. Everyone has a job to
do, social events to attend, and a dwelling of their own.
Some have formed family bonds while others remain alone.
Mortals would be amazed to see what their surroundings
would look like without the influence of darkness. It is a
picturesque scene to behold, taking my breath away when I
return from a long assignment. It feels completely different
from the mortal world. It has a calming effect on your being
unlike the stresses of the other side. The Council calls upon
everyone in the World of Light for use of their powers as
incidents arise needing their expertise. As a protector I am
called upon more than any, so I was not surprised when the
voice summoned me to report to Council.
Council meetings take place in a shielded dome in the
center of the World of Light. Only the Council members
summoned to this ceremony would even know it was taking
place. From the outside looking in, the dome is a bright gold
symbol of leadership and strength. From the inside looking
out, I see darkness extending for eternity and a small, dimly
lit altar for me to stand. Each member of Council will
illuminate their official seat with their aura as they arrive.
The room will be full of light once we begin. The last one
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to enter will be Lady Marion, High Priestess of the World
of the Light. She will illuminate brighter than all the others
combined.
There have been many stories told about Lady Marion,
about the time before she became High Priestess. She was
much like me, reckless and immature. Although she claimed
her powers for the Light, she supposedly kept company
with a group of mortals who questioned the purpose of
the World of Light. When the time came for her to take
her place as High Priestess, she was mourning the loss of
her love, Master Steven and leaving behind her new born
daughter. Steven was a protector and was lost to the Dark
Side during a battle. Lady Marion was devastated. Soon
after, she realized she was carrying his baby. Time revealed
that carrying the baby to term would end her mortal life.
Some of her family tried to talk her out of having the baby,
but she refused to give up Steven’s child. Once she found
out it was going to be a girl, she began to write letters to
be given to her on crucial days in her life. Arrangements
were made for her to be raised by Lady Marion’s twin sister,
Nancy, and her husband, Michael. Lady Marion begged
her sister to protect her and shield her from the powers
if at all possible. The Council was infuriated when they
heard of all the secret planning Lady Marion carried out
before her mortal death. With all of her reckless actions,
and her affiliation with the mortals, known as the Coven,
the immortal community questioned her ability to lead. It
was even rumored she asked to be released from her oath
and remain in the mortal community to accept her death.
I don’t believe that to be true. I have been in her presence
many times and each time she is more poised, graceful, and
inspiring a leader than any I could ever imagine.
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The Council members began their approach. One by
one they appeared from the dark reaching out in front of
me. The area began to fill with light as they took their place.
Lady Leona entered and promptly announced Lady Marion.
She floated in from the darkness still existing behind the
Council with her white robe flowing behind her as if being
blown by a breeze that does not exist inside the dome. We all
bowed to her as she entered. Immediately Lady Marion told
us all to rise. It was apparent that she did not relish in her
power over the meeting. She raised her hand to signal for the
meeting to begin.
Lady Leona is the speaker of the Council and second
in command to Lady Marion. She turned to address me.
“James, you have once again been called upon by this
council to serve. Your expertise and wisdom, in the matter
of protection, is highly respected by each of us.” The other
members nodded in agreement.
I bowed respectfully to their praise. “Thank you, Lady
Leona, and thank you Council. It is my honor to serve you
once again.”
“Your assignment this time, James, might prove to be
the most challenging yet. There is a young lady, the age
of six, who has the potential to become our next High
Priestess. She is very special. She has just started showing
the ability of her powers. They are not recognizable at this
point, but are forming quickly. Due to her importance you
must not protect in the physical form. She is being cared
for by mortal guardians that have knowledge of our world
but no powers of their own and cannot protect her against
unearthly powers. Your physical presence around her will
draw too much attention and make it easier for the Dark
Ones to find her.”
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“May I ask how I am to communicate and protect her if I
am not to be in her life?”
“Catherine has an uncanny ability to mind channel. She
is extremely imaginative and has a great energy, unlike any
we have ever encountered. It has been decided to have you
become part of her dreams and communicate with her only
on a subconscious level. You must be phased out at all times
but still remain in her presence. You must never phase in
front of her or any other mortal during your assignment. You
must understand that your physical energy being present at
any time could put her and her mortal guardians in great
danger. It will also make you a target for the forces seeking
her out. Are you completely confident that you will be able
to carry out the assignment?”
“Yes, my lady.”
“Very well. More information will be relayed to you
as we find necessary. Please go with the knowledge of her
importance. She is more special than anyone you have
protected before. If you succeed in this, Council will forever
be in your debt.”
“I will graciously accept this duty and ask nothing in
return.” I respectfully bowed to the Council thankful for the
chance to look down and conceal the redness building in
my cheeks. The show of their respect for me leaves me filled
with pride.
“Are you prepared to take your oath?”
“Yes, my lady.” I raised my right hand in unison with the
Council Members.
“As a protector of the World of Light, do you swear to
uphold our honor and integrity while following all rules set
forth by our Elders?”
“I swear.”
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“Do you swear to protect, as well as honor and respect
the subject’s right to choose her way with no interference?”
“I swear.”
“Finally, do you swear to remain void of all emotions that
will interfere with your ability to protect and serve?”
“I swear.”
“The Council of the World of Light here by assigns you to
be protector of Catherine Pate until which time her powers
are claimed or denied on the day of her eighteenth birthday.
You have sworn to abide by your oath from this moment
forward. May you be blessed on your journey and touched
by the Light to keep the Dark Side from finding you. Good
luck and Good Light.”
I bowed and turned to leave once again accepting my
position as protector. Before retreating into the darkness
behind me, Lady Marion spoke to me, stopping me in my
tracks. “James, may I have a word with you before you depart?”
I turned to see all of the Council Members gone and
Lady Marion illuminating the path she was floating on as
she approached me. I noticed a tear dripping down her
cheek and immediately dropped to my knees. “I apologize if
I have upset you in any way, my lady.” She gently reached for
my arm and pulled me to my feet.
“Nonsense, James. I chose you myself for this assignment.
You see, Council did not want you to know, but I have a
special interest in this child. Catherine is my daughter.
Nancy, her mortal guardian, is my twin sister. Of all the
protectors available for this duty, you are the one I want to
protect them.”
“I am honored, my lady.”
“No. I am honored that you accepted. There is something
you should know about Catherine. She is a child of not one,
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but two Chosen Ones. Her father was taken by the Dark
Side before I even knew I was carrying her inside of me. He
was a protector, like you. He was also a Council Member
and a highly respected Chosen One. He insisted on staying
in the field instead of taking his place as leader. He was my
protector. We were together after I claimed my powers, of
course breaking all kinds of rules by doing so. There has
never been a child born of two Chosen Ones. Her abilities
are unknown. There will be many unknown dangers to
beware of.”
“I will protect her with all I have in me, my lady. You have
my word.”
“I know you will. Please know that both of you will be in
danger. The danger will grow as she grows. Her powers will
eventually be traceable even if she is not using them. Never
let your guard down, James. It could mean me losing both
of you.”
“I promise I will do all that I can to protect your family.”
I hope she was able to hear the reassurance in my promise.
“Very well. There is no one I would trust more than you.
Please allow me to hear from you regularly. My days will be
filled with worry for years to come, twelve to be exact.” She
gently kissed my forehead. “Thank you. Good Luck and
Good Light.”
The Porthole was taking me to a place called Mystic,
North Carolina. Once on the other side, I will find and study
a six year old girl named Catherine Pate. I will become her
friend at night while she dreams and watch over her during
the day. I will protect her with every ounce of my being as
promised.
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I

looked at my watch. 8pm. Why couldn’t it be 9pm already?
I just want to go up to my room, put on my pajamas, brush
my hair, brush my teeth, and prepare to dream. Dream… It’s
not the sleep I look forward to every night. It’s the dreaming
that makes night time what I look forward to. I watch the
clock from the moment I wake up.
I have loved the night and bedtime for as long as I can
remember. Mom would say, “Bedtime, Sweetheart.” I would
go running and get ready, jump in bed, and try to fall asleep
as fast as possible. Most people have different dreams every
night, if they dream at all. I, on the other hand, dream a
continuous story every night. It is my second life, at times
becoming more important than my real one. It’s not the
typical dream. It is just the opposite. I don’t get everything I
want, and I’m not the one who makes the rules.
I’ve had these dreams since I was six. My best friend lives
there. I don’t know what he looks like because he always
hides his face. I know he is there just for me because he
always knows just what to do and say to make me feel safe,
secure, and cared about. No matter what my days were like,
my nights were always amazing.
In the beginning the dreams were fun and playful. My
days weren’t always fun. Making friends was not easy and
real people were not as easy to get along with as the friend in
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my dream. I never fit in. I always knew I was different but I
never knew why. Mom and Dad knew it too.
Mom and Dad are not my real parents. I am adopted.
Mom is actually my aunt. She is my real mom’s twin sister,
Nancy. Dad is her husband, Michael. They are the only
parents I have ever known. My real mom, Marion, died in
childbirth. I don’t know who my real dad is. We never talk
about him. I wish I could know my real mom. Pictures are
just not the same. I know I look a lot like her and I must act a
lot like her too. Mom tells me all the time I could have been
her twin. She always hugs me saying, “Having you with me
makes me feel like I never really lost my sister.” I guess it’s a
good thing I can bring that comfort to her. That’s the least
she deserves for what she and Dad have done for me.
When it became painfully obvious I was not fitting in
with other kids, Mom began to worry. I was six and a half.
One day she came in to wake me up and I screamed at her,
“I don’t want to wake up!! Ever!! We’re not done playing! He
can’t play during the day!” She left the room with a blank
expression on her face. I knew I was in trouble. That day
after school, I was taken straight to a counselor. I sat there
for an hour and said nothing.
I stayed in counseling for over a year. I eventually opened
up and talked with poor Ms. Grainger. She tried really hard
to be my friend. One day I just decided to be nice and give
her a break. I told her all about my friend and how much
fun he was to be with. She decided I had an imaginary
friend and that made me normal. They stopped worrying
about me and chalked it up to childhood. I went along with
them and pretended that my friend was just imaginary, but
I knew better and kept that to myself. I did start making real
friends, but none compared to the bond I had with him.
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Most of my friends hated for the day to end. I hated for the
day to begin.
Things have changed a lot since I was six. My dreams
are more intense now. I find myself getting nervous and
anxious throughout the day in anticipation of going back to
sleep. I spend my time day dreaming about him. I still don’t
know who he is. I have asked his name a million times and
he changes the subject so incredibly fast I forget he never
answered me. My feelings for him have changed. He’s more
than just a friend to me now. If he were real, there is no
doubt in my mind we would be together. How strange is it
that I say that about a man I have never seen or even know
his name? There is just a mysterious aura about him that
draws me in. If only in my dreams, I know he is my one and
only soul mate.
I am seventeen now and by all outward appearances a
typical, awkward, and very mature looking seventeen year
old. High school is almost over. I make straight A’s easily.
Believe it or not, I am actually popular. All I can think of
is that people don’t see the same thing I see when I look
in the mirror. My best friends are Julie, Tainia, and Lori.
I have never had a boyfriend, although many have tried. I
have become an expert at redirecting their attention to
someone else. So far it has worked and no one has grabbed
my attention enough to make me change my strategy. As
pathetic as it sounds, no one measures up to “him.”
He and I are more connected now. Although I still haven’t
seen him, I know he is the most beautiful human being there
could possibly be. His face must be far more striking than
any model in the world. I don’t know how I know this, but
I just do. I also know when he is coming before he enters
because I can smell him. His scent is indescribable. It’s not
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cologne or any recognizable smell. It is the essence of him.
But the most fascinating thing about him is his touch.
I never knew touch was a sense you could use in a dream.
Most people describe dreams of falling and suddenly waking
up just before you hit whatever you’re falling towards. Julie
has dreams of reaching for something and it vanishing as she
gets to it. He has only touched me three times in all the years
I’ve dreamed with him. But there are no words to describe
how amazing it feels.
The first touch happened when I was thirteen and in
the hospital. I had a severe upper respiratory infection
and was admitted for observation. I stayed there for
several nights hooked up to an IV with antibiotics. I was
miserable. On the worst night, when I was too sick to even
care anymore, he was there. I felt a sense of calm come
over me and started to drift off to sleep. I was certain I felt
him stroking my hair very gently. I slept like a baby and
woke up hoping to find him there still stroking my hair,
but he was gone. I felt much better that day and was able
to go home two days later. The second time I felt his touch
was when I was fourteen. Mom had given me a letter from
my real mother on my birthday, one she had written to me
before she died.
My Dearest Catherine,
You are fourteen today. In my mind you are a beautiful young
lady full of bravery, intelligence, curiosity and love. I only wish I
could have been there for you. I know Nancy has taken good care of
you. She was the only person I could trust with such a precious life.
Please know she loves you more than anything. Knowing that for
myself brings me peace in life and death.
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As your mom, I wanted to tell you that I know how hard life
can be at times. You will be faced with challenges and choices as you
grow, and I have faith in you to meet those challenges head on and
consider every choice before you make one.
Remember I am thinking of you always. You will always have
a guardian angel looking over you. You will never be alone in this
world.
With All My Love, Mom
I read the letter twice not wanting to miss a single word.
I imagined her voice reading it to me as eloquently as it
was written. I smelled the paper hoping somehow to smell
her. I pulled myself together enough to hug Mom. I meekly
said, “Thank you. I love you.” I then climbed the stairs
to my room to cry. While I was lying on my bed sobbing
quietly and drifting off to sleep, I felt a soft but strong hand
entwine its fingers with mine. I heard his voice in a faint
whisper close to my ear say, “I’m here. You’re not alone.”
That was the most comforting moment of my life. I woke
up reluctantly the next morning praying for him to still be
there with me, but I woke up alone. One hand was under my
pillow still holding the letter. The other hand was lying over
my shoulder still clenched as if holding someone’s hand. I
took in a deep breath, but could only smell a faint lingering
of his scent. I knew I was alone, but somehow the sadness
was gone and all I felt was warmth.
The third touch was different. It happened just last
night. It is the only dream I can’t remember in detail what
happened. All I can remember is the feeling I had. Something
scared me and his touch made me feel safe from something. It
was electrifying. He had to touch me. I can’t remember why.
Something happened that neither of us was ready for. The
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longer I was awake the less I remembered about the dream.
What I do know is that my skin was tingling all day and I
wanted it to continue until I could see him again tonight. It
couldn’t get here soon enough. I looked at my watch, 9pm.
Finally.
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