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A 

 
 

CHAPTER ONE 

The Lamplighter 
 
 

BRIGHTON, ENGLAND 1875. 
breeze blew in from the sea and hit Sarah directly in 
the bones. She shivered, wishing she had worn her 
overcoat, but it was the beginning of summer and  who 

wants to wear a coat in the summer? 
Tomorrow was sure to be warm and sunny. The sun had 

turned the sky a beautiful hue of red as it fell towards the horizon. 
What did they say? Red skies at night, sailor’s delight— 

“Where are your thoughts, Sarah?” 
Sarah turned to look at her father, watching him lean his 

ladder against the lamppost, and then climb the rungs to the 
street lamp. He carried a lantern up with him and hung it on  
the hook at the top of his ladder. Between his teeth he clenched 
a skinny wooden stick already charred at one end, which he 
plucked from his mouth and poked into the lantern’s fire. Then 
he used the small flame on the stick to light the streetlamp. 

Henry Hull (Sarah’s father) was Brighton’s longest 
contracted lamplighter. He was serious about his job. No matter 
the weather, or even his health, Henry was out lighting the 
lamps at sunset and putting them out at sunrise. People said that 
if the town council ever considered anyone else for the job the 
townsfolk would cause an uproar. Though, the people would 
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never need to. The councilors said they trusted no one like Hull 
to see to the lights and that more people should have his work 
ethic. Between the townsfolk and the town councilors everyone 
was in agreement that Henry Hull would always be Brighton’s 
official lamplighter. 

Sarah did not agree with this, however. She hated waking 
up early on weekends and holidays to help with the lights. Only 
when she had school did her father let her sleep in (but I’m sure 
you would agree sleeping in for school was not sleeping in at 
all). She also hated going out every evening to help him put  
out the lights, especially on nights it was raining or cold, and 
living in England meant it was often raining and cold. Sarah 
believed the lamp lighting job was one of the worst jobs in the 
world (for people who like to sleep in or relax after dinner—but 
what other kind of people were there?). She didn’t understand 
why her father wouldn’t resign. He didn’t need the job. He was 
a watch and clock maker during proper business hours and the 
owner of a small shop cleverly called Watch the Clock, where 
he made enough money. 

Sarah watched her father climb down the ladder. 
“I don’t know why we have to do the lamplights,” Sarah 

said as she took the lantern from her father. 
“Because we took the job,” Henry answered. 
“I didn’t take the job.” 
Henry nudged Sarah teasingly. “Kind of you to help.” He 

lifted the ladder from the post, carried it to the next streetlight, 
and climbed up again. 

Sarah held the lantern up over her head so her father could 
reach the wooden stick into its flame. “It’s a miserable job,” 
she pouted. 
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“It’s an important job.” Henry opened the glass on the 

lamppost and lit the wick. 
“What’s so important about it?” 
“It’s a reminder of a wisdom truth,” Henry said as he 

climbed down the ladder and leaned in close to Sarah, so they 
were nose-to-nose. In a grave voice (just to make it sound even 
more important), Henry said, “It reminds us that in darkness we 
can always have light.” 

Sarah wasn’t impressed by the importance of it. She took 
the lantern from him and walked away. Henry took long strides 
to catch up to her. 

“Your grandmother lived there,” he pointed. “That was the 
house your mother was born in.” 

Sarah didn’t bother to look. She knew exactly where the 
house was. Her father pointed it out to her at least once a week 
as if she couldn’t remember longer than that. “I know,” she said. 
“The one with the green door.” 

Henry linked his free arm with hers. “Tomorrow, you don’t 
have to get up to light the lamps with me. You can sleep in as 
long as you want on your birthday.” 

Sarah looked up at him and smiled. 
“I can’t believe how fast time goes. Already you’re ten 

tomorrow.” 
Sarah saw her father’s smile fade to worry. “Ten, but always 

your little girl,” she said to make him feel better. 
But, he didn’t smile. Instead, he turned his worried brow 

towards her and whispered, “Ten” with what sounded to Sarah 
like the voice of fear. 
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CHAPTER TWO 

The Frightful Secret 
 
 

arah closed her bedroom door. It was only ten at night 
but she was glad to be heading to bed. Not that she liked 

going to bed (what almost ten-year-old does?) but her father 
had become reserved, quiet, and awkward ever since he 

mentioned her tenth birthday tomorrow. She definitely disliked 
being around that mood even more than bed. 

Sarah changed into her nightdress and slumped onto the 
edge of her bed. She looked across at her mother’s picture stuck 
in the frame of her dressing mirror. In moments like this, she 
really wished her mother were around. 

“You would make him feel better,” she whispered to her 
mother’s smile. Sarah stretched forward to slide her mother’s 
picture out of the frame of the mirror and bring it to her lap. 

She stared at the photograph. Sometimes her mother’s soft 
smile would make her so angry. Why? Why did you leave us? 
Sarah would silently scream at the still image. Other times, that 
same smile would comfort Sarah. 

Sarah rubbed her thumb over the picture. Her father never 
spoke about why her mother had left or where she had gone. 

“It’s not her fault,” he would say on the days Sarah was 
angry or sad at her mother being gone. 

For once—for just one small moment—she wished her 
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father would feel her pain and hate her mother too. She had 
abandoned them! How could he still love her so much? 

A faint knock sounded on the door. “Sarah?” 
“Yes, Da,” she answered. 
The door opened. Henry stepped in. He looked down at   

the photograph on Sarah’s lap. “Your ma loves you,” he said 
picking up the picture and returning it to the mirror. 

“I wonder if she remembers it’s my birthday tomorrow?” 
“She remembers.” Henry sat on the edge of the bed next to 

Sarah. “It’s not her fault she left.” 
“Then whose fault is it? Mine?” 
“Of course not, Sarah.” 
“Did she love me so little she had to run away?” 
“No, Sarah.” Henry brushed a sand-colored lock from her 

face. “She loved you that much.” Henry smiled softly. “You 
look so much like your ma.” 

“I have your green eyes,” Sarah said, not wanting to be like 
her mother. 

“You have her strong will,” Henry added. 
Sarah frowned at him. Obviously, he wasn’t getting that she 

didn’t want to be anything like her mother. “I will never be like 
her,” Sarah said to be candid. “I won’t ever leave you, Da.” 

The glow of admiration faded from his eyes and was 
replaced with worry. “And, what if the choice is not yours?” 

“Then I won’t marry him—” 
“Marry him?” 
“Yes. Any man who wishes not to live with us. He must 

agree we will stay together or I won’t marry him.” 
Henry laughed. “You’re only turning ten tomorrow. We 

have some time yet before men and marriage and who lives 
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with whom.” 

Henry pulled back the covers and then shifted down the bed 
so Sarah could crawl underneath them. As he tucked her in, 
Sarah studied her father’s face. Fear lingered in every faint line 
around his eyes. He took a breath, as if to say something and 
then stopped. Finally, he tried again. 

“There is something I need tell you, Sarah. Something you 
must know now.” 

She waited silently for him to tell her as she studied his 
strained expression. She had never seen him this worried before. 
His movements were slow, his eyes looking down at the blanket 
as he contemplated how to begin. Then he sighed. 

“It’s late now. I’ll tell you tomorrow.” Henry leaned in and 
kissed Sarah on the forehead then turned to leave the room. 

What? No! Sarah yelled in her thoughts (for she wasn’t bold 
enough to say them to her father) but she did glare at him with 
her eyebrows scrunched up. He couldn’t start something like 
that and not tell her. There were rules against things like this— 
rules that would earn you a push in the schoolyard if you didn’t 
respect them. 

Sarah’s mind imagined the worst. The fear she saw on her 
father’s face she now felt in her stomach. 

“You’re not dying are you, Da?” she asked softly. That was 
definitely the worst possible thing Sarah could think of. Even 
her own death would be easier to accept than being left alone 
without her father. 

Henry stepped back to the bed and sunk down. “No, no, 
sweetheart,” he whispered, taking her hands in his. “It’s nothing 
like that, nothing for you to fear. It is just... complicated.” 

Relief passed through Sarah but still she didn’t like the way 
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he talked about. His tone sounded as if it was indeed something 
to fear. 

“I promise we will discuss it tomorrow. There is just too 
much to say at this time of night. I shouldn’t have mentioned 

it.” Henry forced a slight smile on his lips. “Tomorrow. Okay?“ 
He leaned in so his nose almost touched the tip of Sarah’s nose. 

“Okay,” she lied. It wasn’t okay. She wanted to tell him 
about the rule of not starting something without saying it. But, 

she knew there was no sense in trying to make him tell her 
now. Besides, he was her father. Kids never win arguments with 
parents. 

“I love you princess,” Henry said, kissing Sarah on the tip 
of her nose. He turned the knob on the oil lamp on the bedside 
table bringing the room into darkness. 

“Moonlight. Goodnight. May the morning wake you bright,” 
he said as he stood up from the bed and went to the door. They 
used to say that a lot when she was a little girl. At some point, 
the rhyming couplet had faded from their habit but every now 
and then—mostly when Sarah was upset—he would say it to 
her again. Those words somehow felt like a hug. 

Sarah rolled over and closed her eyes. “Good night, Da,” 
she whispered as he closed the door. 
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CHAPTER THREE 

The Secret Visitor 
 
 

utside a cloaked figure moved towards the Hull house. 
A large hood hid the person underneath. There was  
no one else on the street and most likely everyone in 

Brighton was fast asleep at this hour. Still, the person checked 
the road to be certain nobody was there before a rock was lifted 
from under a bush in the small garden out front of the house. A 
single key glistened in the black earth. 

Dong! Sarah opened her eyes. The clocks in her father’s 
study down the hall struck midnight all at once. But it wasn’t 
that sound that made Sarah open her eyes—she was used to the 
midnight dong. She opened her eyes because it sounded as if 
the front door below her bedroom window was rattling open. 

Sarah slipped off her bed to look out the window. No one 
was there. The street was empty. As she turned from the window, 
she caught a glimpse of something and turned back fast. 

Two tall men in long black cloaks rounded a corner onto 
her street. Sarah couldn’t see their faces, for they were tucked 
deep inside their hoods. There wasn’t much about them she 
could see other than their unusual height draped in those long 
cloaks like black-sheeted ghosts. And although cloaks weren’t 
uncommon apparel in 1875, something about these men struck 
fear in Sarah. 
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Sarah sunk below the window when they  looked about. 

For a moment, Sarah thought she was being silly. It was only 
because it was night that men in cloaks would cause her fear.   
If it was the middle of the day, she probably wouldn’t have 
thought anything of it. Sarah exhaled a breath for bravery before 
she slowly peeked up from below the window and looked out. 

They were gone. 
CAW! A black bird flew straight at the window, startling 

Sarah. Its feet hit the glass with a thud. Sarah gasped, tumbling 
back onto her butt as the bird landed on the sill and stared. The 
glow of the lamplight outside illuminated the bird in an eerie 
way. It seemed to stay too long, as if it was actually examining 
her. Sarah crawled backwards towards her bed, staring back at 
the bird. 

A jackdaw, Sarah thought. Many people saw it as an omen 
of death but old Mrs. Crumble, Sarah’s occasional sitter, 
insisted it was a symbol of tomorrow and rebirth. Sarah hoped 
Mrs. Crumble was right, and in all honesty, felt safer knowing 
that Mrs. Crumble had said it. Henry Hull often told Sarah to 
listen to Mrs. Crumble because she was wise and proper and a 
great example of a lady. Although Sarah secretly thought Mrs. 
Crumble made up most of her stories, this was certainly a time 
that Sarah preferred to take her father’s advice and believe Mrs. 
Crumble was wiser than most people. 

The black bird flew off, leaving Sarah rattled by its visit. 
Sarah crawled into bed, pulled the covers over her head, and 
closed her eyes. 

Henry sat in his small library—a bedroom he had lined with 
floor to ceiling bookcases and a big oak desk. The lantern on his 
desk was pulled close so he could see the intricate mechanisms 
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of the pocket watch he held in his fingers. 

After all these years, he had finally pulled it out of its hiding 
spot under the floorboard. The gold watch was a beautiful show 
of workmanship, which Henry wasn’t able to take credit for. It 
was given to him by Elizabeth’s father to keep safe until Sarah’s 
tenth birthday. 

Henry lifted his work glasses to rub his eyes. The oil lamp 
didn’t give enough light for working with tiny gadgets and the 
dark oak bookcases didn’t help in brightening the space up, day 
or night. Books were stacked high, not only on the bookcases 
but also in front of them. And, clocks of all sizes seemed to tick 
away Henry’s life in this room. 

Henry bit the arm of his glasses as he tipped back in his thick 
leather chair and peered at the moon outside the window—the 
only space on the walls not covered with shelves or books. 

“Oh, Elizabeth,” he sighed. The thought brought him pain. 
He loved her still. It hurt less to not think about her but there 
were certain days in the year, like Sarah’s birthday, that he just 
couldn’t help himself. 

Henry put the glasses back on and leaned forward to study 
the watch under the light better but really to get Elizabeth off his 
mind. For some bewildering reason, he couldn’t get the watch 
to work even though every part seemed to be in fine working 
order. 

He closed the back of the watch, turned it over, and admired 
the green diamond set in the middle of a star engraving on the 
hunter case. 

“Keep it safe,” his father-in-law had said to him as he placed 
it in Henry’s palm. “Give it to Sarah on her tenth birthday. 
Don’t forget.” 
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How could he forget? That was the only time he had met 

Elizabeth’s father. 
His thoughts were interrupted by a voice. “You look so 

handsome in the lamplight.” 
Henry should have been startled by the unexpected voice   

in his home but instead his heart skipped with excitement. He 
looked up at Elizabeth standing in the doorway, her small figure 
silhouetted in the shadow. 

“Elizabeth,” he smiled, getting to his feet and nearly 
jumping over the desk to reach her. He hugged her tight—so 
tight he lifted her off the ground and laughed with joy. 

“You didn’t forget,” said Elizabeth when Henry set her back 
down onto the floor. 

“You?” Henry asked, shaking his head. “I could never!” 
“Not me,” she said as she glanced at the watch on the 

desk. Elizabeth let go of Henry and moved to the oak bureau. 
Grasping the chain, she held up the watch and allowed it to 
swing like a pendulum in the lamplight, slicing the light each 
time it moved past. 

“I can’t get it to work,” Henry admitted. “A watchmaker 
who can’t make a watch tick—now that ticks me.” 

“You’re not supposed to,” Elizabeth said. She set the pendant 
watch down into the gift box on Henry’s desk and lowered her 
head. “How is Sarah?” 

“She’s grown—beautiful like her mother. Smart in school—” 
“Like her father,” Elizabeth finished his sentence. Sadness 

lumped up in her throat. She turned towards Henry her head 
hanging low. “I can’t believe she is already ten,” Elizabeth 

whispered sadly. “Time really goes by fast. .. ” 
“I know.” 
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A tear swelled in Elizabeth’s eye. 
The lantern’s light flickered. Henry quickly reached out and 

turned the lantern off by the knob. Elizabeth looked at him, 
grateful the room was brought into darkness. 

“She’s sleeping,” he said, taking Elizabeth’s hand and 
leading her from the library down the hall to Sarah’s room. 
Henry gave her a reassuring nod before he turned the doorknob 
and lightly pushed Sarah’s bedroom door open. Elizabeth 
looked in at Sarah. 

“She’s so big now,” Elizabeth said softly. “I wish I could 
have been here to watch her grow up.” 

Henry saw the tears begin to well in Elizabeth’s eyes. He 
closed the bedroom door and stood with her in the hallway. 

“I missed everything,” Elizabeth wept. 
“Don’t cry my love,” Henry begged reaching out—but it 

was too late. 
The flame of the candle in the wall sconce, just outside 

Sarah’s bedroom door, flickered. There was nothing he could do 
to prevent the inevitable. Elizabeth looked at Henry with tears 
rolling down her cheeks as she faded away. Henry tried to grab 
her but he couldn’t get ahold of her fading form. 

“I love you,” he whispered just before her image disappeared. 
Overwhelmed by sadness and disappointment, Henry hit 

the wall with his hand and then leaned his head against it. 
Sarah jumped. It wasn’t the bang outside her bedroom door 

that woke her—she was woken moments before that, even 
before her bedroom door was closed. (If we rewind the story 
just a bit) Sarah was woken by the strange feeling that someone 
was watching her. She lay stiff on her bed, eyes closed, under 
the covers, not daring to peek. She swore she heard a whisper 
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but she couldn’t make it out. 

Sarah even gave her leg a hard pinch to check and see if  
she was dreaming. The pinch hurt—the kind of pain you would 
have liked to rub—but Sarah was too afraid to move. Then,      
it sounded like her bedroom door closed. That’s when Sarah 
dared to look. No one was in her room but she swore there were 
voices speaking on the other side of her door. 

Ghosts? she wondered. 
Sarah wasn’t sure if she believed in ghosts but what else could 

explain the feeling that someone—or perhaps something—was 
inside her room and now voices were chatting outside of it? Her 
father would surely be asleep. He had to be up with the sun to 
put out the lamplights. Often, he went to bed after dinner or at 
least settled into his library to read or work until his eyes tired 
out. Even if he was awake, who was that other voice? 

Sarah slid off her bed and slowly crept to her bedroom door. 
“I wasn’t dreaming and there’s no such thing as ghosts,” she 
whispered to give herself courage. 

Sarah reached out slowly for the knob. Once her hand was 
on it, she turned it fast and pulled the door open. 

No one was there. 
She peeked around the doorway and spotted her father 

walking down the hall towards his room alone. 
Sarah got back into bed. She thought about what had 

happened and almost talked herself out of believing any of it... 
almost. 
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CHAPTER FOUR 

The Dawn of a Tymkin 
 
 

utside, the sky lightened as the first rays of sunlight 
pushed through. Sarah opened her eyes and saw her 
father standing over her night table setting down a 

small gift box, trying not to wake her. “Happy Birthday, Sarah,” 
she heard him whisper. 

Sarah smiled and sat up, rubbing her eyes. 
Henry saw she was awake. “We’ll have a big birthday 

breakfast this morning after I put out the lamplights.” 
Sarah kicked her heels off the bed and slid to its edge. 
“It’s your birthday,” he said, shaking his head. “Sleep in.” 
Sarah didn’t care. “I’ll help.” 
“Help? It’s your birthday. You hate—” 
“Being alone on my birthday,” Sarah said, completing his 

sentence. Of course, that wasn’t entirely true. She loved that on 
her birthday her father let her sleep in. And, I’m sure it’s clear 
how much she hated doing the lamp lights. But, this morning, 
with all the strange things that happened the night before, the 
last thing Sarah wanted was to be home alone. 

“Well, it’s your birthday. If that’s what you want to do. I will 
wait for you downstairs,” Henry said as he left her to dress. 

Sarah was  quick  about  it.  Her  father  was  not  much  of 
a patient man, but that was to be expected of someone who 
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watched a clock all day. She made her bed and got dressed in a 
pink ruffled dress with small blue flowers. As she brushed her 
hair, she looked at her mother’s picture feeling angry that her 
mother wasn’t there to share her birthday with her. Sarah turned 
the picture over on her dresser and left the room. 

Out on the narrow streets, Sarah smothered the flame on one 
side of the road while her father put out the lights on the other 
side. She raised the long wooden pole to the lamplight. It was 
fashioned with a snuffing hook near the end and Sarah’s pole 
was made a little longer to make up the distance she lacked in 
height. 

Sarah wondered how many inches she had grown since her 
ninth birthday. She seemed so small next to her father, who was 
a tall man and who never slouched. He kept his broad shoulders 
held back and high when he walked, which made Sarah always 
feel safe walking beside him. 

Sarah reached the end of the street first and waited for her 
father to finish, wishing he’d hurry up. Her father seemed to not 
mind the job at all. Didn’t he know, the faster they worked, the 
sooner they could get the lamplights done and over with? She 
wished he’d stop delaying her torture and move faster. 

Little did Sarah know, today would be the last day she would 
ever put out the lamplights again or even light them for that 
matter. As a matter of fact, now that she was ten, Sarah’s life 
would never be the same. Sure, everything felt the same despite 
being a year older. And yes, every part of the day was exactly 
the same as always—getting up, getting dressed, walking the 
streets of Brighton to snuff out the lamplights. Henry Hull even 
asked the same question he always did when they got to the last 
street, the one with the green door—but even that would be the 
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last time he asked that question. 

“Do you know who once lived there?” Henry asked. 
Sarah looked at him as if that was the silliest question in  

the world. “St. Nicholas? King Henry? The three blind mice?” 
Sarah answered, laughing at her own joke. 

Henry didn’t respond. 
“Fine. My grandmother,” Sarah sighed. “I know and I will 

never forget. Now will you stop pointing it out every time we 
do the lamp lights?” 

Henry just chuckled. Sarah decided, now that he was 
laughing, it would be a good time to ask two very important 
questions that had been bothering her all morning. She glanced 
at her father, wondering which one to ask first? Order was 
crucial in getting an answer to both. (You know parents, if the 
first question isn’t received well, there is no hope in asking the 
second). 

“Da?” she finally decided. “Tell me what you had promised 
to tell me today.” Sarah was dying to know. The way he had 
brought it up last night sounded very serious and very important. 

Henry stopped laughing. Where the green in his eyes had 
moments ago sparkled with laughter, a dull cloud shadowed 
over them with sadness. “At breakfast, Sarah. I will tell you at 
breakfast.” 

His tone was grim but Sarah knew by his look that he 
would tell her at breakfast and not a minute before. He wasn’t 
the type of man to say things and not follow through. Sarah 
wished he would tell her now. What made breakfast so much of 
a better time to tell her than now or last night? This not telling 
her business was frustrating and it was also frustrating that he 
didn’t know the rule. Sarah humphed but felt some comfort in 
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knowing they were almost done putting out the lamplights and 
would soon be heading home for breakfast. 

Since the first question failed, Sarah decided she may as 
well bring up the other one. “Da?” she said. 

The scowl on Henry’s face would have made her bite her 
tongue but his scowl was only because he thought she was 
pressing the first question (which she wasn’t). Sarah continued 
in spite of his warning look. “Was there someone in our home 
last night?” 

Henry’s lips said, “No,” but Sarah was observant even for 
ten. His head had dashed in her direction then recoiled as if his 
movement had admitted too much. His eyes darted this way 
then that with his thoughts. The words that followed, Sarah 
knew to be a lie. 

“You, um, must have heard voices outside the window,” he 
said. 

There were two things that her father said that made Sarah 
know he was lying. First, her father never broke a sentence with 
‘um’. He always knew what he was saying and said it. Second, 
Sarah never said she heard voices. How did he know unless he 
knew? 

Henry didn’t need to scowl at her this time for Sarah to back 
off. His grim mood was enough for her to get the message—and 
the fact that he said, “No more of those questions right now, 
Sarah,” confirmed he meant it. 

Her father’s mood had been touchy of late, Sarah noticed, 
which was not like him. Usually it was Sarah who was upset 
when she was told to read a book when she wasn’t in the mood, 
or scrub the floor from top to bottom on cleaning day. But, her 
father, although a rather serious man, always remembered to 
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smile. 

This was not the kind of birthday Sarah wanted to have.    
In silence, they put out lights on the last street (the one with  
the green door where her grandmother once lived). She hoped 
this sour state the morning had turned into would sweeten fast. 
She wanted her birthday breakfast to be enjoyable. Now, she 
didn’t even care if her father told her what he had promised to 
tell her at breakfast. As a matter of fact, she thought it would  
be better to wait until tomorrow to hear it. She was certain that 
mysterious topic would spoil her birthday again. 

“I’m sorry, Da. I don’t want you to be mad at me on my 
birthday.” Sarah stepped up beside her father as he choked out 
his last light on the block. 

“I’m not upset with you, Sarah,” Henry said, putting his arm 
around her shoulder and pulling her close. They walked like 
that along the streets, strolling slowly as Henry tried to lighten 
the mood with fond memories of Sarah’s childhood. 

Sarah wished her house was miles away so  she  could  
walk under her father’s arm longer, listening to him reminisce 
about the day she was born in a voice that was as soft as the 
summer breeze. His memory lifted her up like a leaf dancing  
on the wind’s back and she quickly forgot about the morning’s 
miserable moods. 

“Ten years ago, today, was the happiest day of my life. I 
cradled a pretty little baby in my arms and she had my eyes.” 

Sarah looked up at her father with a big smile. The sparkle, 
she noticed, had returned to his eyes. 

“Each day since then has only gotten better. You mean 
everything to me, Sarah. You are a special girl and today is an 
extremely special day because it’s your birthday and you are 
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now....” the next word came out soft but Sarah could still hear 
an undertone of dread. “Ten.” Henry kissed the top of Sarah’s 
head and hugged her. 

Sarah would have hugged him back except she couldn’t 
move—not because of his hug, but because of what she saw. 
Her attention was locked on the two men coming towards her, 
who, for some reason, made her very uneasy. They were both 
wearing hooded long black cloaks and as they moved closer, 
Sarah realized these were the same two figures she saw outside 
her bedroom window last night but this time, she could see their 
faces. 

The men were taller than any man Sarah had ever seen. Their 
hands were big, their feet were big, their chalky white faces 
were long, and their noses almost flat. Everything was either big 
or strange about them. Both men were cloaked in black; their 
eyes were as dark as night and their presence brought doom. 

Sarah felt safe under the arm her father had draped around 
her until he looked up. 

Henry’s arm fell from Sarah’s shoulder. He grabbed her 
hand tugging her back. “Sarah. Get away from here!” 

He pulled her again causing Sarah to drop her pole. Like a 
gunshot at a horse race, the clang! sent everyone running. 

Henry nearly dragged Sarah behind him. She could hardly 
keep up—she did her best but his strides were more than double 
hers and the two men chasing them had running strides more 
than double her father’s. Already, they were at Sarah’s heels 
numbing her bones with the fear they seemed to generate within 
her. 

Henry swung around. He pushed Sarah behind him and 
stood like a barrier between the beastly men and his daughter. 
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Sarah tumbled back, barely managing to stay on her feet. 

She gaped at the two men not knowing what to think—other 
than none of this could be good! Her father no longer looked 
tall to her under the flaring nostrils of the giants. 

The men moved in closer. Henry stepped back, clenching 
the lamplighter pole ever tighter in his hands. 

“Where is she?” The giant’s voice was as deep as the black 
in his eyes. 

Henry shook his head as if he didn’t know what the strange 
man was talking about. (This man—if you could call him that— 
was called Margar and his comrade, Strawn). Sarah had never 
seen men like this before and, wondered, where they could 
possibly be from. 

“The Tymkin?!” roared Margar. 
Henry stood his ground, clutching the lamp pole, glaring 

boldly back at them. 
Strawn narrowed his eyes and inhaled deeply. “She was with 

you. You wreak of Tymkin blood.” Strawn leaned in closer. “I 
can smell it all through Brighton!” 

Margar stepped closer. Henry protectively pushed Sarah 
behind him. 

“Where is Elizabeth?” Margar demanded. 
“I know no Elizabeth,” Henry answered, his tone slick 

enough to convince anyone. 
“She was in Brighton last night. I too can smell her Tymkin 

scent all around you. She was with you. Where is  Elizabeth?!” 
Sarah watched her father shake his head. Her throat felt as if 

it tightened and clumped as the giant’s words echoed painfully 
in her thoughts. She was in Brighton last night. She was with 
you. Could it be true? Was that the voice she heard outside her 
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bedroom door? Elizabeth? 

“Ma?” Sarah whispered unable to prevent the word from 
escaping her throat. Sarah covered her mouth. She didn’t mean 
to speak. 

Margar eyed her suspiciously. “Who is this?” he snarled, 
suddenly very interested in Sarah. He took a step forward to 
look at her better. 

With a quick, strong jerk Henry pushed his pole forward 
and landed it against the giant’s throat. Margar drew back, 
struggling for air. Strawn barely moved before Henry struck 
him too, the same way, quick and hard in the throat. 

Henry yanked Sarah by the arm and raced with her down the 
street. He spun them around a corner and into a narrow laneway. 

Behind them, the giants morphed into beasts—tall black beasts 
with thick fangs and red eyes. Neither Sarah nor Henry saw 

them change but they saw one of the beastly creatures leap in 
the laneway ahead of them, where it now stood, growling deep. 

The creature had black shiny skin, long back legs, bent at 
the knees but it walked on all fours. Its large lion-like paws had 
claws that were thick and pointed. Spiky black hair covered the 
top of its head and a high mound between its shoulders on its 
back. At the bottom of the mound, its spine protruded down its 
back all the way to the tip of its horned tail. The creature’s eyes 
burned red on a face that looked like a furless cat but with sharp 
yellow teeth and thick fangs almost like a saber-toothed tiger. 

Sarah looked around. They were on a high road and not too 
far above them, a clothesline stretched over a fence, down the 
hill to another street. 

“There!” Sarah pointed to her father. She didn’t need to say 
much more. Henry understood. He used his lamp pole to hook 
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onto the clothesline with one arm and lifted Sarah with the other. 
Down they slid, knocking clothes off the line as they went over 
the fence to the next street. Henry jumped to the ground and 
they continued running. 

For a moment, Sarah believed they had gotten away but then 
one of the beasts appeared at the end of the street. Sarah and 
Henry spun to run the other way. Sarah froze first. The second 
beast appeared at the other end of the lane. They were trapped 
between them. 

Henry stepped backwards to Sarah who pushed in close to 
him. He stood his ground with a protective arm flung out to 
guard Sarah. Although she knew his arm couldn’t do much to 
save her, Sarah felt safer behind it. 

Wide eyed, Sarah watched the beasts close in, taking slow 
steps towards them as they transformed back into men. 

Sarah almost didn’t believe what she saw. Was she sleeping? 
Was this a nightmare? 

The creatures stretched up as they came forward—changing 
into tall giant men with long faces. The red glow in their eyes 
faded like a fire burning out into black soot. 

Sarah stepped backwards away from them. The giants were 
only three arm lengths away from her father. She backed into 
the brick wall of one of the row houses that lined the street. A 
curtain blew out an open window beside Sarah and curled in the 
wind, gripping her shoulder like fingers. Sarah tried to scream 
but the voice that had so boldly leapt out of her lips before was 
silenced. A state of panic filled her with more fear than she had 
ever felt before in her life. 

And, that was when it happened. 
Just inside the window, resting on the sill, a lantern’s light 
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began to flicker wildly. 
The giants froze to glare at Sarah, who trembled as she held 

her outstretch arms at eye level. She stared at them with utter 
disbelief. No! No! This was not possible! They were fading! 
How could that be? She could almost see through them—her 
hands! Her arms! Sarah looked down the length of her body and 
realized it was all of her that was fading away! 

“DA!” she screamed. 
Henry spun to Sarah. He could see the red of the brick 

building behind her—through her! 
“Sarah!” He reached for her hands that she stretched out to 

him like the days in the past, when she was just a baby reaching 
for him to pick her up. His hands swiped through hers. He 
couldn’t take hold of her. He could barely see her image as the 
last of it disappeared into nothing. But Henry could see, as sure 
as the red stone wall, Sarah’s last expression begging him to 
help her. He was her father and yet he was powerless to help. 

Strawn stepped forward. “She’s  a time jumper!” he said    
in a tone of anger twisted with sudden knowledge. His black 
eyes burrowed into Henry for only a moment but Henry was no 
longer afraid. He had already died inside only minutes before 
when Sarah vanished. There was nothing left to take. 

Margar stepped in closer. “You’re a lamplighter!” he said, 
glaring at the pole in Henry’s hand. He growled deep in his 
throat then threw his cape in front of him, spun, and disappeared. 

Strawn did the same. 
Henry was alone. 
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