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“Within the Quantisphere there are infinite realities within 
infinite universes. A multiverse of potential defined by the 
collapsing wave of observation and interaction. In the 
overlaps, in between these hyper-dimensional shapes, there 
are spaces wherein exist the Tu’Ku – also known as the 
Hokan or Shadow People.”  
 

Revelations of the Magus, Late 21st Century Magick 
for the Professional Eye.  

 
 
Eli Sturm shuffled the deck of cards with a theatrical 
flourish. The movement impressed the gathered crowd, a 
mix of engineers, technicians and mid-rank administration 
staff who were the majority of residents in this part of New 
Tokyo’s Buffer Zone. It also allowed him to conceal his 
sleight-of-hand. 
 The trick required him to get the Queen of Hearts, 
signed by an attractive blonde with black carbon nails and 
sůn-ink tattoos, from the concealed pocket on his trousers 
leg back into his palm.  Heads swivelled, grins cracked and 
delighted laughter spilled as he directed their attention to 
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something they hadn’t seen before. An identical card 
pressed up against the glass frontage of a nearby noodle 
bar.  Stepping over to fetch it, a quick tumble of his fingers 
allowed him to swap it for the one previously signed.   
 The girl was impressed. Imogen. Attached but playing 
available.  She’d give him her private tags later and he’d 
think about it – like he always did. 
 A couple more tricks scored him some extra credits. 
People passed him the money with throat-clicks or careful 
reflexes with synaptic bridge implants.  His PA vibrated 
against his ribcage with every grateful receipt. 
 Nobody took out their PA or cash-cards to make a 
manual touch-swipe.  Not the done thing.  Not in a grubby 
corner like this. 
 The break period was coming to an end. He could read it 
in their body language. They would need to rush now, to get 
back to their jobs in the nearby Spaceport servicing hub.  
He nodded his thanks and began to move away; his green 
eyes, potent and cradled within pits of shadow that matched 
the dark tones of his stubble and hair, lingered on the 
blonde for a little longer than was necessary.  She stiffened 
like an animal stunned by headlights of a ground transport. 
The smile smoked off him, slick and easy, then he turned 
and started to walk off. She had his public broadcast tags.  
Sure enough, a moment later came the soft ping from his 
PA for a social data exchange. 
 The guy appeared in front of him like an apparition. Big, 
muscled, serious-looking with punk hair that was white 
with age, and yet a moderately young face.  A smile that was 
more snarl and sneer than anything friendly.  Eli backed up 
a pace.  Dark clothing that was all Street.  Was it his 
imagination or was the debris on the street swirling around 
his feet, like a strong breeze had stirred just as quickly as it 
now died. 
 Where did you just come from fella?  
 There were no doorways. No alleyways nearby.  
 “You don’t need to do those tricks.”  The man spoke with 
a voice that he felt more than heard. Deep, harmonious, 
immediately seductive to listen to.  
 “It’s what I do. It’s who I am.” Eli responded, more 
gruffly than intended.  
 The big guy held up open palms the size of snow shovels 
– not that this place ever saw snow. Prelude to an apology: 
“I know.  What I meant is that you do not need to do those 
clumsy tricks with your hands.  Here, let me show you.”  
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 Abruptly Eli found the cards from the deck he’d just 
been using swirling in the air around him like a circular 
curtain. They tumbled through the air as if dropped from 
shoulder height; everywhere he flicked his gaze he saw them 
quickly scooped back up, as if by invisible hands, and left to 
fall again. Not one card fell far enough to touch to the 
ground. It all happened so dizzyingly fast the trick was 
almost impossible to comprehend. Instinctively Eli patted 
the side pocket of his leather Haujobb jacket and felt his 
deck of cards was no longer there.  
 “How the - ?” 
 Through the blizzard of Court Cards, Aces and black 
and red numbers, he saw the big guy grinning and 
breathing hard.   
 Snap. A sound. A feeling. The cards abruptly stacked 
together and now resting in the palm of his quivering hand.  
He nearly threw them down as he leapt back.  
 “Really – come on Eli!” The big guy taunted, “This is 
easy.” 
 A sudden blur, flow of movement as the big guy rushed 
forward. Eli tried to yell but the shape swelled into a huge 
shadow. A fragmentary moment of darkness before the 
blinding glare of sunlight. Smell of metal and ozone, like the 
tang of a thunderstorm, intense but rapidly fading. He was 
now standing on the edge of the roof of one of the tenement 
buildings that dominated this section of the Buffer; the 
furnace orb of the Sun blazing orange as it slipped further 
down towards the distant horizon; heat haze shimmering off 
the apron where orbital shuttles jetted off or came in to 
land.  
 Impossible!  
 And yet his senses were all reporting in to say otherwise. 
The heat of the sun on his skin. The flutter of a breeze on 
against the open flap of his jacket.  Vertigo at the view of the 
streets criss-crossing below him. Glimpse of the blonde girl 
walking down there with a swish to her hips and quick 
stride.  He stepped back. Big guy blurred into focus beside 
him.  
 “How did you just do that?” Eli questioned, his voice 
sounding disconnected – far away. 
 “Eli…” A slow tilt of his head, white hair gleaming in the 
amber light. “You’ve spent a life to date observing all these 
people. Feeling like you weren’t quite one of them. Feeling 
different.” 
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 A flutter of something in his belly. Anticipation, the hope 
of an important destiny to be revealed – and the fear of what 
might come with it.  
 The big guy breathed in sharply through his nostrils; 
face creasing up like a snarl. “And even now the animal 
emotions betray you. Let you down.  Like all this animated 
flesh. So much… protoplasm just walking around. 
Replicating.  The convenient programming of bacteria. 
Chemical reactions generating the misguided belief of free 
will and thinking.” A brutal laugh, like he’d just gargled 
ground glass and found the suffering enjoyable. “A far cry 
from the trumpets of the Elder Things.” 
 “You’ve lost me,” Eli stated, giving him a prolonged 
stare. 
 Hokan… 
 The word appeared in his mind with a voice that was not 
his own. Startled, Eli took a shuddering step backwards, 
further from the edge, and then became upright.  The big 
guy gazed at him with a faint smile, and luminous grey 
eyes.  Words that were not sound or visual images but 
something that blended these around another medium – 
understanding flowed into him. 
 Eli saw for the first time what he had always sensed but 
never been able to know.  Limitations of the human mind 
battered numb by the distractions of the material world.  
The Hokan.  Tu’Ku.  Shadow people.   
 A part of the Universe since the Quantisphere was 
forged in the cosmic furnace of the Elder Gods. Fragments 
of one being torn apart by the violent energies of that 
Creation.  
 The big guy had a name that loomed large like the 
blaring chorus of Angels at The Ninth Gate.  It hovered on 
the edge of Eli’s perception but didn’t materialise.  Instead, 
Eli listened, Eli observed, Eli drank drowned and dissolved 
in the torrent of information… 
 The Hokan. The big guy’s race.  Not that he was a guy at 
all, or even human.  Beings of pure energy that could wear 
a curtain of molecules formed to provide the appearance of 
flesh.  Each fragment of that long-dead Elder God was 
different in temperament and nature, like the smooth edges, 
curves and distortions in shattered pieces of fused glass. 
Eternal. Practically immortal.  They sought unity; a desire 
inherent from their birth and yet futile and unachievable.  
 Capable of transcending all forms of reality and astral 
planes, They are still bound by the shackles of Time.  
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 Not of the Quantisphere – yet that invisible structure 
still contains Them. And so they roam. 
 Earth was discovered long after barrel-shaped creatures 
with star-shaped appendages and sets of leathery wings had 
colonised the planet, travellers from distant realms of the 
Deep Cosmos.  An event that occurred millions of years ago.  
Part of the history of an enormous war with polyp-like 
warriors and other interstellar tribes. A war that led to utter 
annihilation.  When the Hokan arrived they discovered 
simple and yet savage beasts that had been made as foolish 
“play things” of the barrel-shaped civilisation – a mockery of 
the proud race known as the Morliquoi – or Great Magi.   
 The Hokan interfered with the molecular construction of 
these imperfect beasts and with their “breath” gave them 
Ku. 
 For a while the Earth was a perfect world.  A distant 
battleground ignored by the monsters of the Deep Cosmos.  
A place where energy flowed in harmony and all Living 
Things rejoiced in the dance of creation, sensation, death 
and rebirth. 
 The Hokan faded from touch. And the beasts became 
Man. 
 One, who can never be named, fell from a black star in a 
Seed of metal and glass. Backwards through Time at an 
obtuse angle through Space.  His arrival disturbed the 
balance of Ku.  Man began to feast on negative energy. 
Flesh hardened. Senses stunted.  Minds grew numb. The 
Ku became diluted to the point where much of Man became 
no better than the beasts first found by the Hokan. 
  “Which is why I came to you, Eli.” The spoken voice of 
the big guy jarred him.   
 Eli whirled one way, stopped then slowly panned his 
head across the vast horizon of city scape – burning in the 
light of the setting sun.  Nothing seemed the same anymore. 
His mouth dropped open. His pulse was hammering 
through the sides of his head. He sucked in a slow, deep 
breath.  Then quietly released it through his nose. Looking 
at the big guy he uttered words like a confession, “But I am 
not like you.  I am still flesh.” 
 The big guy nodded, relaxed, “I was merely passing 
when I saw the light within you.  Ku.  You have fragment of 
the original One inside your heart.” 
 Eli didn’t know what to say. He just knew it was true. 
 With a twist of his features, the big guy gazed at the 
buildings all below them. “Fears of the mortals do not 
belong to you.  I will not lie. The road ahead will be hard.  
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We are bound by Time.  And there is always a danger from 
those who know how to harm what is inside of you.  And 
believe me when I say, of those… there are many.  I once 
wrote a book.  Of sorts.  Called the Delomelanicon.  I 
collaborated with a Man to have its meaning put into 
human words.  Aristide Torchia took the Delomelanicon and 
turned it into De Umbrarum Regis Novum Portis.” 
 Eli had never studied Latin but the meaning slithered 
onto his tongue like silk.  “The Nine Doors To the Kingdom 
of Shadows.” 
 “A test, if you like.” The big guy said, almost whimsical 
with recollection of a distant event. “The Church took 
Aristide Torchia and burned him alive, along with almost 
every copy of his book.” 
 “Why would the Church do that?  When was this, what 
was in the book?” 
 The big guy held his gaze and delivered a steady smile. 
“It was a time when knowledge truly was power.  A beautiful 
time – a renaissance of information – but also a bloody one.  
Organisations that seek to control and limit freedom 
through force.  Nothing really changes Eli.  Aristide 
Torchia’s book cannot lead just any beast from the 
shadows.  You have to have Ku.” 
 It was at that moment that the big guy’s name surged 
back onto the edge of Eli’s perception. A shudder rippled 
through him as the name formed and made sense. 
 Lucifer. 
 “What…” Eli faltered, “I don’t – I don’t understand.” 
 “Don’t believe what they tell you about Heaven and Hell. 
Don’t be fooled by the twist of shadow into light and light 
plunged into the smouldering stinking grate of the fire that 
put it out.  My name is legion to them. But it is the Truth I 
bring that they fear.” 
 Lucifer straightened and grew taller as flaps of smoky 
light began to unfold from behind it.  Spears of dazzling 
energy lanced out from its inner core.  The planes of its 
youthful face shifted.  Male. Female. It became hard to tell.   
 “I stopped only to awaken you and guide your foot onto 
the first step of a path you may choose to take. Good luck 
Eli Sturm. Find the Ninth Gate and you will understand the 
limitations of your current state of freedom.” The unfolding 
shadowy light behind it emerged as large wings.  “Fear only 
those who would use religion to further their own aims.”  
 Lucifer departed in a flare of light that left strange 
patterns dancing across Eli’s vision.  A distant rumble of 
thunder and approaching clouds. A final glimpse of the red 
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sun before is slipped once more out of sight.  The rooftop 
grew rapidly colder.  Eli gazed down at the deck of cards he 
still held in his hand. A smile twitched the corners of his 
mouth.  He stepped towards the ledge of the rooftop then 
tilted his hand and allowed the cards to fall.  They fluttered 
and tumbled, growing smaller like confetti, scattering in the 
growing breeze.  And then with a new reflex, an instinctive 
twist of his mind, the cards appeared in his outstretched 
palm. 
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The End 
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Songs of Spheres: 15 short stories 
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feet, our dead are like carrion to them; 
and us, the living, are often victims of 
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in blood and terror. There are men and 
women who prey on the predators - a 
rough justice or karma in action. 

Technology carries information beyond the wires but what 
else can ride the electromagnetic waves? Demonic forces 
that infiltrate the mind through the new technology 
implants of the cyberpunk era. In dream-like realms, brave 
souls adventure deep into the strange worlds conjured by 
far flung minds. What mysteries do they discover and what 
secrets do they bring back with them into physical flesh and 
the reality of Humankind? The King in Yellow regards Earth 
from behind a pallid mask of silk; reposed on a throne of 
madness, corruption and decay within the black tower that 
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must not be named - the bearer of the Yellow Sign, has been 
brought forth. In tales of Yellow Dawn the consequences are 
here for those who dare to see. WARNING: some of these 
stories contain scenes of a disturbing and sexual nature. 
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