	“I hear them,” Ria whispered, grabbing hold of her brother’s shoulder in the darkness, if only to ensure that he was still there. She found his reassuring warmth, and held on.
The two of them, Ria and Thallen, were cowering in a thick-growing bramble just off the road behind their farm. They’d hidden in that exact spot many times throughout their lives, while playing childhood games of hide and seek or knights and robbers; but this time, it was no game.
	This time, they were hiding for their lives.
	“Remember: ‘Words are power when the sighted go blind,’” Thallen murmured into his sister’s ear, brushing her messy brown locks away from her face. “They can’t hurt you if you don’t look them in the eye.”
	“But they have so many eyes—” Ria’s moan cut off in a strangled cry as Thallen clapped his hand over her mouth. For a moment, neither of them moved. Neither of them even breathed.
‘We can smell you,’ Came the horrifying and inevitable two-toned whisper, burrowing into the siblings’ minds. The sound wasn’t a voice, and it wasn’t quite a thought; it was something that hung in between, in a place known only in one’s deepest nightmares. Footsteps crunched up and halted in front of the bramble, and the clicking of wicked pincers inched ever nearer. The smell didn’t hit the children until a few seconds later; like decay in a late Autumn wood. ‘Did the little pups really think they could hide from us after they’d been Marked?’
“‘Words are power when the sighted go blind,’” Thallen said shakily, repeating the mantra that he hoped would save him and his sister from this fate. To his dismay, however, the creature beyond the thorns began clicking in unmistakable laughter.
Moments later, the bramble was ripped from the ground.
