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PREFACE

 	The sounds echoed in my dreams and I could hear the humming of their wings. For those who walked, I could hear their feet tread the ground. For those who swam, I could hear them slice through the water.

 	�Where are you?� I whispered holding my hands out.

 	I couldn�t see anything, the mist was too thick. But I could hear them and felt their fear.

 	Were they running away?
Bad dreams
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PRESENT DAY, FRIDAY THIRTEENTH: 11PM

 	I know about the white Ford now. I know without seeing that Hussein is turning dials on his radio. He arrived from Bulgaria four years ago and works as a cab driver. Someone paid him extra for tonight. Later, he tells everyone how he came here to start a new life, not to take one.

 	Their voices might be muffled, but I can hear the exasperation.
 	�Nevaeh�please�look at us.� her parents plead.
I�m trying ok, it�s just my eyes feel different, I can�t see properly. Ifeel soheavy.
 	�Nevaeh�its Mum and Dad��
Am I sinking or floating?It feels weird.
 	�Nevaeh, please honey stay with us � Nevaeh,� they beg.
 	I hate the way Mum stretches out my name. Who names their child Nevaeh? Although, I used to like it when Mum told me how they found me.
 	She said that, at the hospital, I had a white feather in my basket and flowers entwined round my ankles and wrists. Mum reckoned an angel put it there because I came from Heaven. My parents had tried forever to have children, but nothing happened. Then, one day in the Doctor's waiting room, a woman who had sat next to them, gave them a card. On it was the name of an adoption agency: �Heaven�s children.� They always argued about the woman, because Dad was sure it was an old woman and Mum always argued that she was young with pale skin. �Like a sculpture,� she had said.
 	�Is she going to be okay?� a worried voice interrupts her thoughts.
Amber? Is that you?
 	�I hope so, thanks for calling. Amber isn�t it?� Her Mum asked.
 	�Umm�yeah.� Amber mumbled.
Amber, you don�t have tosoundsomiserable.
 	�Nevaeh - it�s me -Jo-Jo. Can you hear me, your best friend? I couldn�t believe it when I heard. I would never have found out, if I hadn�t decided to walk Mum home from yours. I�ve missed you.� she whispers in my ear.
Good timing Jo-Jo.
 	�Nevaeh, I�m holding your hand now, keep listening to me if you can.� Her voice has a wobble.
 	�It�s okay Jo-Jo, take your time.�
 	My Mum�s voice is wobbling now.
Take your time, hah! I�m not exactly going anywhere.
 	�You should have seen your folks, I�ve never seen your Mum and Dad run so fast, we even beat the ambulance � thank goodness you were just round the corner�or��
Or what�?
 	�Jo-Jo - Jeesuz!� Amber hissed.
I laugh, Jo-Jo always puts her foot in it.
 	�Can you hear me Nevaeh; the ambulance will be here soon, please hold on. Your parents are here, and I�m here. Mum�s looking after your little sis.� Jo-Jo is whispering now and I can almost see the red spots on her cheeks.
 	�Yes darling, the ambulance will be here soon.� Mum�s voice is still wobbly but more soothing.
 	�Amber won�t tell me why you were at her house.� Jo-Jo adds. I can feel the silence, it�s thick with tension.
 	�Jeesuz.� Amber gasped again.
I smile - why should she Jo-Jo?You weren�texactlybest friendsremember?
 	�Nevaeh, please don�t die�I need you.� Jo-Jo is crying again.
Yep, all about you again � what about Josh, did youneedhim too?
 	�You didn't need her before.� It was Amber�s voice, and I can sense the change in atmosphere. She must be reading my mind, maybe it�s a group thing. Amber never pulls any punches. It�s Jo-Jo�s fault that I�m even friends with Amber.
 	I can�t believe this is happening. This is like one of those horror movies � If. If Jo-Jo had not betrayed me, I would not have made friends with Amber and her group, and I obviously would not be where I am now.
I�mdefinitelysinking, it feels warmer.
 	�Nevaeh.�
Hey, is thatlightreal?
 	�Nevaeh!�
What? Give me a break will you?
 	�Can�t do that � sorry!�
 	I feel my body tense - it�s Hawk and he�s talking inside my head again. This was how everything started.
Did you hear that? You started this.
 	�I told you not to leave your house.� Hawk�s voice sounds defensive.
I can�tbelievethis guy � is he listening to himself? Ever heard of a phone? I must have called you a dozen times.If you cared at all,you would have answered.If I hadn�t fallen out with Jo-Jo, I wouldn�t be part of your group.
 	�Don�t get so huffy�� Hawk interrupts.
 	Huffy? Who speaks like that? I am furious, with him, with myself, for trusting him.
You aren�t eveninteresting, just weird. Don�t you know Wicca and vampire stuff is the latest thing? Never heard of totem groups holding muchinterest� I meanreally, totems?
 	�We�re not having this conversation.�
Ha! No, we�re not. I�m having it with myself.
 	I can feel something wet dropping on my leg, is it still raining? So why am I still outside?
Where is everybody?
 	I�m moving again. Why am I moving? It hurts. Please stop! You�re shaking everything up. I can�t concentrate.
 	�Nevaeh, my name�s Shaun. I�m a paramedic, can you hear me?�
Ow! Do you have to shout? You�re giving me a headache.
 	�We�re going to move her into the ambulance. Did you drive here? Would you like a lift? One of you can join her if you like. Her vitals are stable, so she might be able to hear you.
Hello? I am here you know. Mum? Dad! Mum�s crying, tell her not to worry...you know how she gets.
 	�It�s alright querida, don�t worry�be strong.� My Dad�s voice was sad.
I can feel her, Dad�Mum�s calmer now.
 	Querida sounded so much nicer than sweetheart, especially the way Dad rolls his r�s. I always loved his voice and the fact that we were a little different. Mum called us her spicy family, a mixture of English, Spanish, Turkish and a drop of something extra special � I was the extra special.
Tired�
 	�Then go to sleep Nevaeh. Rest...� Hawk�s voice sounds distant.
Maybe I�m already sleeping. Maybe this is a dream. There is no Ford, and you�re notrealHawk.
Hawk?
 	'Still here, still connecting with you. Remember? Like before?� he replied.
You�re still not real, this isn�t real; I�m unconscious that�s what this is - a bad dream!
 	�Partly true I suppose�� he answered.
 	I felt cold fear wash over me; I�d been having bad dreams lately. There�s something unseen, a heaviness on the edge waiting, watching.
I just want to wake up.
 	�Nevaeh�I�m sorry.�
 	His voice does sound sad, but I�m not ready to forgive him yet. He didn�t have to run off like that. Why didn�t he call me? Why did he think I knew about totems or any of that other stuff?
 	Help me Hawk. You did this. You fix it.
Hawk?
 	I can feel the shifting again, and remember the rushing as clearly as the roaring of the wind. It�s still watching me from the edge. I can feel it breathing. Something is wrong. I can�t ignore it, not again.
Please wake me up.
 	Earlier today I had ignored the feeling in the pit of my stomach when I ran out of the house. It�s strange how I remember the cold wind, and the way my tears stung. It didn�t stop me though, even with the sound of frantic wings flapping above. Nothing could stop me. I just needed to see Hawk.
 	But I did slow down, halfway across the road. I slowed, when lightning lit everything up in a bright blue light. I stopped when the large branch that had held the birds, split and splintered. It seemed to take forever to fall and even longer to stop bouncing. The moonlight made the flicker of stones and leaves sparkle, and it felt sort of magical for a moment. Maybe, that�s why I didn�t notice the white Ford or hear anyone warning me. I wonder if I bounced.
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Mirrors
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FOUR WEEKS EARLIER


My dreams are getting weirder. I�m being watched by this guy.He smiles at me before blurring into two people, onesortof looks like Josh and the other one is darker, more intense.I�m drawn to the darker one, and feel as ifI�ve known him my whole life.

 	�I don�t get it, how did you go from plain Jane to this?� Jo-Jo spat the last word out. I was sleeping at her house on a Friday night, and she knew that I liked to be up to catch the sunrise. I couldn't rest until the new light soaks through me. I don�t know why; it�s just the way I am. She never seemed to mind before. I watched her sniff the air after I closed the window.
 	�And what the hell is that smell? Have you got a new perfume you haven�t told me about?� Her voice had an edge to it. She knew I didn�t use perfume, make-up, contacts or brush my hair as often as she did. I didn�t know whether it was Jo-Jo that was changing or me.
 	My hair changed with the seasons, from dark to blonde by summer, always had � it was no biggie. Anyway, she was always the popular one. Every guy wanted to talk to her. Although recently, a few were suddenly asking me out. I didn�t like it � being noticed, being seen. It was the whispering I hated the most, and I tried to ignore it especially around Jo-Jo. It made her ratty, and turned me beetroot. She even accused me of flirting when the new guy, Josh, sat next to me. I didn�t even know how to flirt, but she didn�t believe me.
 	He kept waiting for me after school and I had to admit he was nice in a blonde Labrador kind of way. If he had a tail, it would wag. I tried to get rid of him, but Jo-Jo kept including him. Flirting was so easy for her but it embarrassed me. She kept falling on him laughing, but what she didn�t see was the way he sneaked looks in my direction. He was the first person I�d met that had the same green eyes as me. I didn�t like being watched, and when he winked, I wanted to hide. Maybe, he thought I wasn�t interested � I didn�t even know how I felt. I think I took too long to decide and wasn�t really surprised when I heard about the two of them. Jay, from our group confirmed it, in detail. I still don�t know why Jo-Jo was so angry with me. She was really jealous, even when I pretended to be happy for her. She saw the way he looked at me, and always clung onto him when I was around. We never really argued, but I knew when I wasn�t wanted. The last week had been so difficult although it didn�t feel so bad when I lay under the tree at break. That is, until they surrounded me. I had blinked, holding up my hand at the shadows that stood over me. I thought it was Jo-Jo and wondered why she was shattering my peace. I wasn�t disturbing them. I was giving her what she wanted - alone time with him.
 	'Hey, do you know you've got leaves growing out of your hair?'
 	I look up at five curious faces staring down at me and shrink further back into the grass. I recognised them.
 	�Making new friends, Amber?� The one named, Seth, grins from behind the group. His girlfriend, Nettles, pushes him playfully, and I blush.
 	�Leave her alone, you�ll scare her off.� Nettles whispered but loud enough for me to hear.
 	They surrounded me each day after that until I had the distinct feeling they were adopting me.
 	I wish now I had made an excuse or just walked away, but I didn�t; part of me was glad. Anyway, Jo-Jo didn�t seem worried. She didn�t even pretend to be sad or anything. Only Paul and Jay from my old group seemed curious. They tried to mingle, but Amber made it clear after a couple of lunches that she didn�t want anything to do with them. I think it was more to do with Jay, who in his typical bitchy fashion had asked if she was hiding any more Goths under her tent. She had turned on them then, baring her teeth against her dark lipstick, and they never returned after that. I remember feeling sorry for her, and although no one else saw it, caught her brushing a finger over her eye. She was always making fat jokes about herself, but I could tell it was to cover up the hurt.
 	�I can't believe you were ever friends with those zombies. We saved you y�know.�
 	I had nodded in agreement but didn�t feel it. I didn�t need saving.
 	�I agree, ignore them - they�re idiots,� Andrea interrupted. Her voice was raspy and she made me nervous. It was the way she seemed to watch everyone, especially me. She was the leader of the group and even though she was only a senior, she seemed older.
 	�What are you doing this weekend? Do you like meditation? Wanna hang out? Amber bulleted questions at me. I don�t know why, but I instinctively looked in the direction of Jo-Jo. Why did I still feel like I needed permission? It was ridiculous, I was ridiculous, and we weren�t friends anymore. I shook my head.
 	�Um, I have plans tonight, babysitting for my folks. I have a little sister.� I added, pushing a large lettuce leaf into my mouth, hoping they wouldn�t ask me again.
 	They all smiled at once, even Andrea. She scared me, the red streak in her hair made her seem threatening.
 	�No probs, our meeting�s tomorrow night unless you�re babysitting then as well?�
 	I looked from Andrea to Amber and felt my stomach flip.
 	�Sure, no probs,� I forced a smile, looking at them again. They were the strangest group in the school and I just couldn�t imagine any of them meditating. The school bell rang and I found myself walking with them. The tightening in my chest only easing, once each one had filtered away to their different classes. Only Amber remained at my side.
 	�See you tomorrow� Claudine called, looking at me ominously.
 	�Yeah, tomorrow,� her twin, Caro echoed.
 	I felt sick, and damned myself on the way home for agreeing. I didn�t want to go, I only felt comfortable with Jo-Jo. Most of what I did went unnoticed. I took walks on my own, soaking up the energy of the air and light. I preferred to be barefoot, feeling the earth beneath my feet. Outside everything looked radiant to me, not artificial.
 	I didn�t tell them that I already meditated or where. I didn�t tell them anything. I loved meditating in the woods, my other home. It always started the same way, once I had settled myself under a tree. In my dream world, I was walking through the mist into a land of wide, expansive fields filled with every flower imaginable. The grass moved beneath my feet tickling me in welcome and the light was warm and inviting. In the distance, mountains with waterfalls poured down into large pools while strange flying birds called from nearby trees. The most exciting part for me was when I got deeper, and found myself in a place I hadn�t created.
 	There, I�m standing on large marble steps which lead to a grand hallway, held up by twisted columns. Impressions of golden statues in the far recesses excite me and the urge to touch them, and weave round them like a child was always tempting. It was hard not to get excited when I reached that level, but sometimes I ruined it by trying too hard, and I�m brought back.
 	Only once did I manage to see further up the lap of the statue, spying the long tapering fingers that clasped a round shaped ball. It took all of my effort to concentrate on the engraved map before it had started to spin. I was ecstatic, and felt like I�d got an A plus in my exams. Then, like an elastic band I always snapped back past the field to the woods, where I woke up. I didn�t try to do that too often, it made me tired. I smiled to myself, and wondered what the meditation group would have made of that.
 	Mum and Dad didn�t seem to mind when I took walks. After all, the woods were behind my house, and I�m fifteen going on sixteen or twenty five according to my parents, so old enough to wander. I loved my house, and my parents always talked about their luck when they moved into the area. �Meant to be,� Mum had smiled. The leaflet was dropped in their post-box advertising a private sale. They had just moved to the village of Tidwell, but were renting a flat. Dad�s job wasn�t far away; he worked for the council as a planner. So when they phoned, and found out the house was empty, they were convinced there had to be something wrong, but even the price was right. It turned out that the owner, who was overseas, wanted a quick sale. The story had been told so many times, I knew it by heart, including how they always compared it to their luck in finding me. It was rickety and old, and the thatched roof was replaced, but for me, the best part had always been about where it was.

 	My bedroom window looked out over the woods, and at night, when they thought I was asleep, I was leaning out as far as I could. It was my thinking time, although I thought better with the dew under my feet. The back garden had a high fence. It didn�t when I was little, only a hedge and a gate � that was all. But then, when I was little, I had gone missing for nearly a whole day. After that, they never let me out of their sight.
 	The moon tonight from my window, seemed fatter, brighter, and I sighed, breathing in deeply, like I did every night, imagining the light entering my body. I missed Jo-Jo, and being in a new group was stressful. Everything felt different lately, even when I meditated, I found it hard to let go of the tension. It was like I was waiting for something to happen, I just didn�t know what.
 	Maybe it was because I was thinking about something happening, as my heart beat increased when a rustle from below caught my attention. I looked over the fence where the top of the trees glinted in the moonlight, and it took a while for my eyes to adjust.
 	An icy grip of fear touched the back of my neck, and I felt drawn, unable to look away. I hesitated, my hand on the handle and rubbed my thumb over the cold metal, thinking, looking. A shadow in the trees made me jerk my neck at the image of a shapeless dark thing, rushing up. I didn�t hesitate any longer and closed the window. Small sounds like scraping fingers, felt the edges of the window and I stared in horror. Maybe it was my imagination, but the room seemed darker, and I felt trapped. I was almost relieved to hear the sound of my grumpy baby sister moaning below. I rushed down to the safety of my parents. It was the first time that I had ever voluntarily closed my bedroom window.
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 	Know me
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SATURDAY NIGHT


I�m running, from what I don�t know, but its close. Someone is calling my name. Thevoiceis echoing through the tall towers of trees. I can hear my breathing andscreamwhen I feel the iron grip of something on my arm.The fingers are cold,and I don�t want to look.I call out,butthere are more of them now, hands coming out of the mist. Hands dragging me down and I look down inhorror.My legs have already sunk knee deep,and I can�t move. Fingers scrape my skin, pulling me further into the earth.Ifeelhim before I see him. A shadow sweeps down and pulls at my arms. I concentrate on the fleetingoutlineof his face. It�s fuzzy to start off with, and I get the impression of wings behind him.His face shifts from dark,intense eyes toseagreen and I�m confused and let go.Darkness takes me then, as I slip and I hear his voice in my ear, whispering. I know you�you know me.

 	�You ready?� Amber sang from the front door. I looked at the voluminous vision in black gossamer and netting and quickly pulled on my jacket before shouting goodbye. I had cleared going out, earlier, with my parents. I knew they were confused that I didn�t invite her in, but they accepted it. I was lucky to have their trust at fifteen; most of the girls in my school were always under some kind of house arrest. I didn�t want to push my luck. Amber looked as if she might have dolls hanging by their necks in her room. I almost giggle now, imagining Mum and Dad�s face on meeting her. They weren�t very skilled at masking their feelings and the grump�s reaction would be brutal.
 	�You seem happy.� Amber grinned, and I shake my head. I wasn�t! All day today, I had looked at my watch dreading this moment. It felt like I was heading for the gallows, waiting for the trapdoor to open. The thought makes me zip my fleece up against the sudden cold chill winding round me. I can�t help but look behind us while Amber chatters, thinking of last night.
 	Waking up in the morning, without fresh air had made me feel sick, and the moment sunlight hit my room, I threw the window open. Immediately, the familiar cold chill is back, pressing on me, pushing me forward. I was definitely being watched.
 	I�m so grateful now, that the meeting is at Amber�s house � the closer the better. I don�t think I can stand being outside for too long. I didn�t realise how fast I was walking until Amber pulled at my top.
 	�What�s the rush?� She asked breathlessly, bending over. �No rush, just want to get there, that�s all.� I mutter, looking over her shoulders. I almost imagine the darkness pausing with us, hesitating and it makes me panic. I just want to get to her house.
 	�I�m also dying for the loo.� I blurt, hugging myself and shifting from foot to foot to emphasise it. I feel guilty for lying, and look at her anxiously. I try not to think about how I�m going to get home � alone. As we walk, I peer at her from the corner of my hood. Who knew before all of this that she only lived a couple of streets down. I had seen her at school, but I was too content in my own friendship with Jo-Jo to notice her. I felt guilty then, and knew that if it wasn�t for the way things had turned out, we would never have been friends. But not for the same reasons as Jay and Paul who gossiped that she was into witchcraft. The rumour of her Mum�s drinking came to mind when I looked at her house.
 	Neglect screamed at me. The house was in darkness and I nearly walked into a pot plant. The dried curled leaves stabbed my legs and I pushed it back against the wall. Part of it crumpled in my hands and if Amber noticed, she didn�t say anything.
 	�Don�t worry, everyone will be here soon,� she said cheerily, while turning the key.
 	I nodded, feeling an even colder chill from inside.
 	�Mum works nights�� Amber called letting the rest of the explanation hang. I helped her put on as many lights as possible. It was the kitchen that told me the most about her. All I could see were the remains of dirty dishes in the sink and smell the faint aroma of eggs and tobacco. I watched Amber hurriedly put a bottle of vodka in the cupboard below the sink and knew she was embarrassed. I looked away, pretending to read an old magazine on the kitchen table while thinking of my comfortable home. There was always the fragrance of food in the house, and even more so now, since the grump had been born. Even though our house was on the edge of town, and Amber�s house was the closest, it seemed a million miles away in comparison.
 	My brain rewinds then, remembering Amber�s disappointed face when I blocked her from coming inside. It must have looked so warm and inviting and I felt like such a bitch.
 	�Hey Amber, fancy coming over for Sunday lunch, sometime?� When there was no answer I looked up from the magazine, to find her staring at me in shock.
 	�Really?� Amber whispered.
 	I nodded.
 	�I�d love to,� she beamed.
 	�Here,� she smiled holding out a box of candles, help me get this lit will you?� A tinge of regret creeps back in when I look at the overused black candles. Everything felt sinister, and the witchcraft rumours suddenly seemed possible. I watched her pull out another box of coloured candles. They were as overused as the other batch and I look from them to her, sceptically.
 	�Meditation needs all of this?� I whisper.
 	�They�re the colours of the chakras,� Amber smiled, putting down the multicoloured candles between the black ones. In the centre, she made a big deal of placing a solitary white candle on a glass matt. She stepped outside gracefully before turning to me, grinning from ear to ear. I have to admit, it did make the lounge look more inviting.
 	�You�re gonna have to learn all of this, but don�t worry I�ll teach you.� I could tell she was excited by the idea. I wasn�t, it looked too spooky for meditation and even though we were inside, I wasn�t looking forward to facing the darkness later. A loud knocking on the door, followed by even louder talking, interrupted us.
 	I had never wished as much as I did right then, that I could use witchcraft and fly right out of here. They all seemed to swarm in, excited and surprised, that I was even there. I looked at Amber, who beamed back like a mother hen.
 	�Glad you came - you�re going to love this.� Claudine almost sang.
 	�Yep, meditation is quite difficult, don�t worry if you can�t do it the first time, Claudine was the slowest.� Caro laughed.
 	Claudine dug her sister in the ribs pretending to be offended. When Andrea arrived, the mood instantly sobered and I knew I should have said something about my own meditating, but I didn�t want to offend them. Andrea seemed so intent on the training side and even brought me a typed list of breathing exercises to do at home.
 	It didn�t take long before everyone was sitting in a circle like excited children. I felt so boring compared to them. Everyone was into something; Wicca, Magic, Gothy meditations. It was in every film, and every bookshelf. Why couldn�t they just be themselves? What�s wrong with being ordinary? The way they hummed and rocked, I almost believed they would end up floating around and expected a few puffs of smoke, but there was nothing. They were just a bunch of kids pretending to be something they weren�t. What I didn�t expect when I opened my eyes was to see Andrea staring right at me. I wanted to run then, but instead, sort of smiled at her shrugging my shoulders. It took a few seconds to realise she wasn�t staring at me with her weird eyes, but staring straight through me. Amber had told me about trancing, but nothing could prepare me for how weird they looked. It gave me the creeps. She seemed to be the only wide-eyed trancer there. The rest of them had their eyes closed and didn�t even notice when I stood up quietly, curling up on an old couch, watching them. They looked like they were sleeping, and I grinned when I noticed Nettles had her i-pod on. The wire was carefully covered by her curly brown hair, and I wondered if she was listening to something different from the music in the background. Andrea had put on the sounds of the forest and it surprised me. I expected dark, moody music. I didn�t tell her about the whole range of CDs in my bedroom, including the sounds of the sea. The more connected I felt to the earth, the better I slept. I�m not sure whether it was a good thing or not, being here, though. Everyone in this group seemed more disconnected.
 	I found myself staring at Claudine and Caro who were petite and identical with large cat eyes and grins. Their pitch black hair was as natural as their perfect white teeth and cappuccino-coloured eyes.
 	They didn�t really seem to go for the Goth look, like Amber, preferring instead, the bohemian, and I had to admit, I really liked it. I love vintage, and although they didn�t dress alike, they wore the same colours, must be a twin thing. What really made them stand out was their love of trinkets, bangles, necklaces and hairpieces. You could always hear them before you saw them. They also loved flirting with Seth, which annoyed Nettles. They whispered to him in Portuguese, even though, according to Amber they were born in the UK � only their grandparents were Portuguese. They stopped when the mysterious Hawk arrived. Her rambling about him made me irritated; guys were the last thing I wanted to discuss, especially after Josh. When the circle broke up, and everyone was ripping into junk food, he turned up.
 	I almost felt the atmosphere change when the front door opened and could hear the low rumble of his voice. The accent was interesting and I giggled nervously with Amber. The urge to go was stronger than ever now. I had done what they wanted, but now the guy element was involved, I needed to get away. I almost dropped my glass when he walked into room.
 	His smile was the same as from my dreams, but this time he didn�t change into someone else, this was real. When he walked in, I felt as if the very fabric of time was slowing like we were slipping between realities. My head spun as I visually drank him in. Here, he was more defined, not hazy, or changing shape, and taller, taller than my dream with his thick mane of tousled hair. I noticed the way some of it drooped into his eyes, framing the skin that was like dark reddened wood and emphasising the mystery. When he turned to talk to the others, I caught sight of a tattoo on his neck and strained for a closer look. From what I could see, they were wings, and it made me tingle, remembering my dream. While everyone monopolised his attention, I kept stealing looks, to store until I got home. I always did this with delicious, happy thoughts; even Josh had once been part of my secret click, store and file technique.
 	Hawk, even the name, seemed unusual, and he did have an American Indian look about him. I knew he didn�t go to my school, he seemed older. Word from the group was that he�d made contact online. I made a mental note to do some research on their type of meditation. At least I would know what I was doing, I reasoned to myself. I just couldn�t shake the whole dream thing; it wasn�t just a case of d�j� vu. I had seen him, I recognised him and while everyone around me was chattering like chipmunks, I was shaking.
 	�God, he's so sexy...don't you think? And he�s looking at you.� Amber' made me jump at the way she crept up behind me. But it was her voice that was worse, it wasn�t the most subtle whisper, and I could swear he was listening.
 	�I know you, and you know me.� I think, holding my breath as he approached.
 	�Hawk, this is Nevaeh, and this is her first time.� Andrea said, snapping me out of my trance.
 	�Nevaeh�� he whispered, and I felt goose bumps all over my body at the way he curled his tongue round my name. Before I could say anything, he was pulled away by the twins, and I breathed a sigh of relief.
 	�So rude.� Amber whispered and I bit my lip, trying to keep it together. I didn�t miss the look of irritation that flashed across his face and even Andrea looked annoyed. I continued to stare at him from across the room, the first traces of jealousy setting in. I felt irritated by the way the twins hovered round him, flicking their hair and arching their backs.
I know you,and you know me. I damn my thoughts, and it�s hard to concentrate on the others. I did try, smiling at the appropriate time when Seth dipped Nettles down for a dramatic kiss. I even talked to Amber about her clothes but I wasn�t really listening, my eyes continuously darting back to him.
 	He�s talking quietly to Andrea in the corner of the room now, and from their body language, it�s quite intense. All I notice is the way he bites then licks his lips, imagining what it would be like to kiss them. When he paused, and half turned his face, I blushed, wondering if I was making my thoughts obvious.
 	I suddenly felt hot, too hot and pushed my hair from my face.
 	�Hey, are you okay?� Caro asked bluntly. A little too bluntly and I felt the blush deepen, cringing, when everyone including him turned to stare at me.
 	�Yes, I mean no, I�ve got a bit of a headache, I�m sorry, I need to go home.� I hated lying and knew that it didn�t sound convincing. Most of all, I didn�t look in his direction. The urge to escape was strong. I didn�t want to be here anymore, I needed to go home, to think. I somehow managed to ignore the protests, the loudest coming from Amber who I side stepped. After promising her, that I really had a headache and it wasn�t anything else, I stepped outside.
 	The wind seemed to mimic my anxiety and I pulled my hoodie as far as it would go over the sides of my face, covering my icy ears. I didn�t see the cyclist or hear the ringing of the bell as it sped past until it was too late.
 	Now, I�m on my knees, the contents of my bag spilling everywhere. Thoughts of the shadow returning make me scream in frustration. I even toy with the idea of leaving it. When a hand touched my shoulder, fear locked up a scream in my throat.
 	�Are you alright?�
 	I nod like an idiot. It takes me another second to realise that my mouth is still open. It�s him and I�m not certain whether to breathe a sigh of relief or panic that he�d followed me. What if the dream was a bad omen? I remember the hands pulling me into the earth.
 	�Are you sure?� he repeats.
 	I nod again, still not looking at him, only aware of the contents of my bag as I sweep everything up, embarrassed by my collection of junk.
 	�Stand up slowly,� he instructed, his voice is soft and I let him pull me up. I can feel the tension in his arms � he�s strong and it makes me feel calmer.
 	�Time to take you home,� he says sternly and I�m almost comforted by the worry that is etched onto his face. I feel myself blushing, something I hadn�t felt a few minutes ago. I hoped he didn�t notice. The thought of him being a bad omen, of being dangerous made me smile at my idiocy.
 	�Something amusing?� He bent his head to look at me
 	�Hmm? Nope, it�s just�� I shake my head, feeling embarrassed when he extends his arm to me. It was so old fashioned but it made me feel safer. We didn�t speak all the way to my house, and I�m torn between wanting to be inside with my thoughts and making the most of walking with him. I inhale deeply when we both step up to the front step. I know that if he kisses me, I will kiss him back and the thought surprises even me. When his lips brush my forehead, I�m surprised at how upset I am. I must have misread everything. I�m such an idiot. Then he cups my chin with one hand, pulling it up, so that I�m staring into his eyes. I think I stopped breathing, although nothing could have prepared me for what he said next.
 	�I know you, and you know me.� He whispered before melting back into the night, like a dream.

4
 	Totems and things
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THREE WEEKS EARLIER � FRIDAY AGAIN

I can hear voices, the female�s voice tears at me like sandpaper, while the males� soothes like silk. I�m confused, where am I? A deer speeds past, followed by other animals and I canfeeltheir fear. I can see someone in the woods. She is lying on the floor, her body covered inearthand leaves. Her heart-shaped face stares up at me. Sad, sea-green eyes well up with tears and I know she is inpain, I can feel it.I have a recollection of words, a hidden memory and know that I need tospeak,butmy mind is frozen.I try to cry out,butshe is disappearing, buried alive beneath the earth.I wake up pawing the air, gasping forbreath.

 	I had managed to steer clear of everyone, last week. I even cancelled Sunday lunch with Amber by text, feigning another headache, feigning a migraine. I�m still struggling to understand what was happening with Hawk. I couldn�t deal with her asking me about it. I promised myself I�d make it up to her, just not yet. I didn�t sit under the tree at break but in the library. Amber tried to catch my attention, but I pretended to bury myself in my work.
 	Mr Harris, our English teacher, was describing the symbolic nature of dreams in �A Midsummer Night�s Dream�. It was one of my favourites. Nymphs and the woodland creatures felt so real to me.
 	�Does anyone believe in dreams?�
 	Hands shoot up, and I think of my own dreams. Lately, they were getting more intense.
 	�Jay has dreams all the time and sometimes he finds them on his sheets.� Paul laughed and the class burst into laughter. Mr Harris turned a dark shade of purple.
 	�Mmm�I�ll ignore that. Nevaeh? Do you think dreams can represent reality?'
 	The room was silent, and I felt my face become hot.
 	�I suppose that if we have worries they change shape and become symbolic. It�s our way of working out our dreams � where rational things are interwoven with the irrational.� My voice is shaky and the obvious silence around me makes me uncomfortable. I knew I had broken the cool code and answered like a complete geek. I can�t help it, dreams are my thing now.
 	�Jeesuz, Nevaeh�� Amber sounded shocked, and the reaction was echoed by the class. I felt like my cheeks were going to burn up. Jay and Paul giggle nearby repeating the only word they understood � interwoven.
 	�Its all interwoven, like this�� Paul mocked, pronouncing each word. I don�t look, but whatever he was doing it made everyone laugh. I bent my head down, pulling my hair over my face.
 	�Alright class settle down. A real answer for once, nicely done, Nevaeh. Meanwhile, the rest of you can write on essay on dreams and their symbolism. Perhaps�� he repeated, shouting over the uproar. �Perhaps, some of you might learn something.
 	I couldn�t wait to get home. Although they didn�t say anything, I knew everyone blamed me. Finals were just round the corner and now they had extra homework. I heard Amber turn on a few of them, and for the first time, I was grateful to Amber and guilty for ignoring her. I just wish I had kept quiet. Maybe it was lack of sleep. Last night�s dreams were too real, like my earth dreams. I always came back with something. This morning my nails were broken, and clogged with dirt. I inhaled the fresh air, glad it�s Friday. It was exhausting running away from everyone.
 	Amber caught up with me outside of school and her heavy breathing reminded me of that night.
 	I almost felt sorry for her again but stopped myself.
 	�You wanna do something this weekend?� She breathed and before I could say anything, she held up her hands for me to stop.
 	�Nevaeh, did we do anything wrong�?� she paused; a fleeting look of worry crossed her face.�
 	�Or did Hawk, y�know, when he walked you home. If he did, he�ll regret it...�
 	She let the threat hang, and I wanted to act like I didn�t know what she was talking about, but blushing and shaking my head was the best I could do. Amber�s face transformed into a look of astonishment.
 	�What happened? Tell me everything.� She stepped closer and I hovered my foot behind me before leaning backwards; I hate crowding. I told her what she wanted to know, from the cyclist to the door, nothing else, especially about knowing me.

 	�Did he say anything?� I blurted, annoyed that I�d fallen into her trap of asking questions. I wanted to pull the words back the moment I said them. I felt even worse when I saw the glint in her eye. �Maybe,� she said tilting her head mysteriously. I felt irritated, she reminded me a little of Jo-Jo, always holding back, just a little. I turned to leave.
 	�Hey, I�m only joking - yes, he asked about you when you didn�t go to our last meeting. Even though you promised me you would go.� I felt guilt rush through me. I was starting to get the feeling that Amber didn�t feel like she was part of anything, and was more of an outsider.
 	�I�m sorry; I�ll go to the next one � okay?�
 	Amber smiled, her red lipstick, spreading comically across her face. I wanted to tell her that some of the red stain was on her teeth, but we weren�t that close.
 	I was still puzzling over what he said when I got home.
 	By the time I had grabbed a sandwich and headed to my room Amber had already sent me a text. I shook my head in disbelief - she wanted to know if I could attend a meeting tonight. I tried to say no, but she begged me. Apparently to get to the next level, whatever that was, she had to introduce someone and that someone was me. But I had to go for one month.
 	�It�s only one month,� she complained. One month felt like forever and I wished I�d never mentioned going to the next meeting. I wanted to see Hawk and yet I didn�t. I couldn�t make up my mind. My life seemed so complicated, and the thought of seeing him again so soon made my stomach knot. I didn�t know how to feel or act.
 	Standing outside of her house tonight, I could feel the tension returning and a hundred excuses flooded through me, some of them were ridiculous. This wasn�t me, I reasoned to myself. I was happy with one friend -Jo-Jo. I didn�t like socialising, preferring to spend time in the woods. Amber pulled the door open and grinned wickedly. She seemed too pleased to see me, and I felt underdressed in my white top and jacket and pale jeans. I stared at her, with her high heels and long black jacket and by the noise that drifted from inside, everyone was already there.
 	�Don�t step in,� a voice seemed to whisper. �Just turn and walk away.� But I didn�t. It had already darkened outside, even though it was early evening. And when a sudden wind tore at my hair pulling and knotting it, it made my decision for me. I stepped inside quickly, brushing down my hair. Only then did I see the back of him. He seemed to be in mid conversation and the butterflies returned.
 	�Look, all the candles have been lit. Caro brought these Chinese bag things, how great are they?� Amber gushed. I tried to concentrate on the glowing brown bags that were littered along the hallway but it was difficult to focus.
 	Hawk turned slowly in my direction, the same dark intense eyes sweeping over me. From behind him, Andrea frowned slightly, before smiling. I never knew where I stood with her.
 	For a split second, it felt like everyone had vanished, when Hawk walked towards me. My legs turned to jelly and I held my breath as he bent to hug me.
 	�Nevaeh, I�ve missed you,� he whispered. His hand drifting to mine and I let him lead me towards the lounge. For that one moment, I felt like the most important person in the world and wondered why I had made such a big deal of this.
 	�Are you ready to learn something different from school?� Hawk asked and I stared up at him in confusion.
 	�No meditation?�
 	He shook his head. �No meditation, not tonight. Tonight we relax as a group and get to know each other.� I gave him a sideways glance, his meaning couldn�t be clearer.
 	Inside, there were more of the Chinese candle bags and loads of cushions thrown onto the floor. Amber had outdone herself this time. The cushions, I noticed were arranged in a messy circle. I watched how Andrea seemed to almost slide over the larger cushions while the twins curled up nearby. Not Amber; she missed one completely and for a moment everyone caught sight of her underwear under the skirt. They all giggled including me and when the slow mumble of talking rose, I felt my body relax. If only they had done this before. I suppose it was the way he held my hand or plumped up a large cushion for both of us to sit on. I felt protected and the anxiety fell away.
 	Everyone seemed to be talking to someone, and the atmosphere, for once, felt normal. I took a drink that was offered, pleased it wasn�t anything alcoholic. I can�t drink, never have been able to. I tried once with Jo-Jo and one sip made me ill for hours.
 	'What do you think your totem is?' Hawk asked his voice soft. I turned to him just as he brushed a curl from his eyes, the movement and question seemed so intimate that I blushed.
 	'er...Totem?'
 	Amber giggled. Even from across the room with the twins, she was openly listening until Hawk frowned at her. Behind her, I noticed how the wind had picked up outside. A small branch from a silver birch, scraped at the window like it was trying to get in. Tidwell was surrounded by silver birches - they grew like weeds, around the houses, and weren�t allowed to be cut down without permission.
 	�Hey, you okay?�
 	I nodded, reddening. �oh yes, totem.� I muttered. It was so easy to get distracted. Hawk shifted on the cushion, cupping both of my hands in his. I wanted to push the hair away from his eyes again but knew I wouldn�t, not yet. He smiled, pushing it to the side.
 	'A totem could be anything, from the four elements, of fire, water, air and earth to the animals. It�s similar to horoscopes in a way. We believe that everyone was born with a totem that mimicked their personality. Later, when you connect with your totem, you connect fully with Gaia, mother nature.� He smiled and even though I was looking at him blankly, I was mesmerised.
 	�Mine is the Hawk, look,� he added softly. I shivered. I had already seen it, admired it in my dreams and even kissed it. He chuckled then, looking away, and I wondered who he was laughing at.
 	�What do you think my totem is?� I whispered.
 	He stared at me with those strange intense eyes of his and I felt my heart rate increase.
 	�Well, you�re fiery, passionate, but as far as an animal guide to go with the elements? Not sure.� He shook his head, puzzled. My eyes darted to the branch outside; it was almost tapping an S.O.S. warning in time with my heart. I suddenly felt nervous, uncertain and wished I knew why.
 	At that moment, I even wondered how I was falling for a guy who believed he was connected to an animal. I�m usually put off guys so easily; lisps, stutters, wonky eyes but this was another level completely.
 	I looked at Amber who had moved slightly behind his range of sight. She was rolling her eyes before hugging herself and making kissing noises. I tried to smile, but this was serious, whatever was happening here was the real thing. I�d read about the one true love and all of that, but I didn�t expect to feel this way so quickly. Hawk seemed oblivious to what was happening, and I almost shouted my relief when Andrea pulled her away. She was definitely the wild card in the group and reminded me of an unruly child. Hawk shifted again, he was close, close enough to feel his body heat.
 	�So what do you think is yours, think about it, what is the first animal or element that pops into your mind.�
 	Why is he asking me all these questions? I don�t want to talk about totems; I want to talk about us. I stop myself, and it takes me a few seconds to realise that he�s still waiting for an answer. I tell myself to think of something, anything before it becomes awkward. The branch is making me anxious.
 	�Nevaeh?� I pull my eyes away from the window.
 	'It must mean different things to different people, right? Maybe I don�t have one.'
 	My voice sounds odd, like it hasn�t been used for a long time, and there�s a catch in the back of my throat which I desperately want to clear.
 	I don't know why I�m so desperate to explain. He�s smiling now, and I notice for the first time how his eyes crinkle at the sides, my mind already storing that memory for later. I wish he�d stop stroking my hand, I can�t concentrate. He leans forward, his face etched with concern and follows my eyes back to the window.
 	'Nevaeh, don�t worry, I just thought that�� He stops and seems to be turning the thought over in his head.
 	�Okay, how about this. When you think of the word totem, what do you think of?�
 	I shrug turning away from him slightly. I feel like I�m being tested, and am desperate not to fail. Is it my imagination or has everyone started to talk really softly? I feel the heat rage inside me and the tapping has become rapping on the window. I look at him panicking. The rapping is interfering with my thinking.
 	'Honestly? They're like symbols? Right? The Indians named each other after them and...' I trail off, damning myself. Why do I have to mention Indians just because he looks like one? The list for later was building. It suddenly seemed more urgent now that he mentioned it. If Hawk noticed my stress, he didn�t say anything, just tilted his head.
 	�You could say that. Some say that they guide you between the physical and spiritual'. I fix him with a look, he has my attention now.
 	'Spiritual, you mean like heaven?�
 	He nods smiling again, but this time when he leans closer, I�m not entirely certain, but can swear that he�s sniffing me. I lean away self-consciously. His eyes seem excited, and I can tell it�s a subject he knows.
 	�Some call it heaven, or the place of the original creators, the god space.�
 	I remember holding my breath at the word.
 	�They say that sometimes, a god or goddess tears through the fabric or veil and walks amongst us.� His voice is soft, and I feel like I�m under a spell. Everyone in the room has disappeared again and it�s my turn to breathe him in; he smells intoxicating. He reads my signals and leans even closer, pulling my hair up to whisper in my ear.
 	�Do you know the main sign of a sacred one Nevaeh?� I manage to shake my head; my tongue feels too thick and awkward to answer.
 	�It�s the smell; they have a divine smell that drives humans mad with passion.�
 	His voice is husky, and I feel like I�m going to pass out and resist the urge to kiss the cheek that is centimetres away from mine. This is insane.
 	�And you.� He pauses. �Smell divine�� I feel lightheaded and imagine falling into his arms, and hug myself instead, telling myself to calm down. The combined sound of the scraping, tapping and rapping of the branch, sends my heart into overdrive. I want to scream but instead clench my hands so tightly; I can feel my nails bite into my skin.
 	�What about dreams? Have you ever been aware that you're dreaming? Nevaeh?�
 	I look at him suspiciously then, suddenly aware that everyone in the room has stopped talking.
 	I think back to English class and my mood drops another level. Has Amber told them? But why would she? The familiar feelings of anxiousness return as I think about my dreams. For some reason, I feel like my privacy has been invaded, that he knows about them, even though it isn�t possible. I face him, trying to ignore the screaming of the wind outside and even the others are looking from the window to me. When I shift my legs, they�re numb and I wait for the pins and needles.
 	�Well?� Hawk presses and I frown at the edge in his voice, paranoid. Maybe tonight is all about me and I don�t feel so protected.
 	'Hasn't everyone?� I know my voice is raised, but I�m finding it difficult to breath. I don�t like being the centre of attention or wanting to think about my dreams, especially at night. It�s getting harder to go to sleep, especially when the image of the buried woman creeps forward. I feel my whole body shiver. As if sensing this, Hawk reaches for me.
 	�Nevaeh, don�t hassle too much about it, just interested, that�s all,� he shrugged. I felt like screaming then; it was obvious he was more than interested, everyone was more than interested. The rapping makes my head hurt and I push his hand away before standing up. The rush of pain makes me wince and I stamp my feet, looking down at him.
 	�I have to go.�
 	He looks hurt, but the screaming of the wind is making it difficult to concentrate. Am I the only one who can hear it? I imagine the wind tearing at the door and window frames, ready to blow the place apart and I feel part of it.
 	�Nevaeh, don�t worry, like I said, if you don�t know, it�s no big deal.� I can hardly hear him and look at him in confusion, stepping away from the hands that are reaching for me, they feel like branch hands.
 	�No, I don�t know�what�s this? Twenty questions?� my breathing is uneven, and I feel dizzy. The windows have started to rattle and I swear I can feel the vibrations of the earth beneath my feet. It feels as if the house is about to be blown down. Yesss, a voice seems to whisper and I panic at the thought that crosses my mind - what if it�s me? What if I�m feeding the wild side of the wind?
 	The murmurs in the room have grown more intense, especially Andrea who looks anxiously now from me to the wind. She�s either expecting something to happen or like me, thinks we�re connected. Behind her Seth and Nettles edge closer, as if they too sense something. Even Hawk stands up.
 	The house feels like it�s physically shaking and when a vase falls off a side table and smashes, I almost scream. It�s making me worse, like I�m being buried, like the woman. Somewhere, in the middle of this storm, Hawk is telling me to relax.
Control it, calm the wind Nevaeh, calm yourself and think of where you are happiest. I look at him in alarm, his mouth is closed. Had I missed the part where he was speaking? I notice Amber and the frightened way she�s clinging onto Andrea. She looks scared of me � why? I�m not doing anything. Leave me alone.
 	For the second time, I run from her house.
 	Outside, in the midst of the roar, my imagination conjures up the flapping of wings right above me. I don�t look up but instead, imagine snarling things behind me, I run faster.
 	Back home, I almost stumble up to my bedroom, wiping at the sweat that has matted my forehead. I can hear Mum calling but ignore her. I don�t want to explain anything at the moment. I can�t even explain it to myself. Disappointment fuels my tears. Why did I over-react? They�re probably all laughing at me now. If this is what happens when you try to socialise, they can shove it. Images of the twins and Amber falling about hysterically on the cushion make me paranoid. I have never felt so lonely and glimpse once more at the woods before closing the window. It�s peaceful out there, and the night sky is clear. I crawl beneath the safety of my duvet.

  5 
  Wings 
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TWO WEEKS EARLIER: SATURDAY

I�m walking through the woods,and themistswirls atmy feet making me feellike I�m walking through water.I feel alive and canseetheenergyof each tree, everything is glowing � it�s sobeautiful.He�s waiting for me there, the mist evaporating as we run to each other.Every movement seems to mimic the other,and I�m laughing as we stand inches apart.He lifts his hands upward and Icopyhim, smiling.I feel a surge of happiness, and we both push our hands together. I frown and so does he, but we are blocked.The air between us ripples like water.I look at him inconfusionand can see he feels the same way.
 	�Hawk, what�s happening, I can�t reach you? He�s shouting something back, but I can�t hear him. The anxiety deepens when I plunge my hand further in; it feels like a magnet, pulling me in.
 	�Hawk?� I�m screaming now. He looks as stunned as me and it makes me even more frightened. I look to thesideand try tofollowthe wallwith my eyes,butit seems to slice endlessly through the trees.I freeze, when I notice a dark shadow approaching from behind. Thefigureis distorted like a mirage and I can�t see clearly. I want towarnHawk, but he can�t hear me.I�m slapping the ripplesdesperatelyand pointing,buthe keeps mimicking me and my frustration is building. If he could just turn round, and seetheshapelessdarkthing. As it gets closer, it�s growing in size and threat.An image of it reaching him, swallowing feeds my growing hysteria.
 	�Hawk!� I point frantically to thesideof him, praying that he�llunderstand.Hawk looks at me blankly, copying me. I want to tell him to stop pointing behind me, it�s not after me - it wants him. Then, just like in the horror movies, after what feels like an eternity, realisation hits both of us.
Weslowlyturnaway from each other, and the terror roots me to the spot. I close my eyes and hold my breath as I�m smothered by the darkness.

 	I�m screaming now, and I can�t breathe, the darkness is suffocating, and I can feel its hands pulling at me.
 	�Nevaeh honey its okay. It�s Mum. Nevaeh.� I blink as she pulls the remains of the duvet off me before sobbing uncontrollably into her arms. She rocks me maternally, like she used to before the grump, wiping my tears away.
 	�What�s happening to you lately, Nevaeh? Amber has called so many times and she�s really worried. She said you had an argument with some boy at the end of last week.�
 	I nod sniffling before pushing myself back up, my head hurting. She propped my pillows behind me, something else that hadn�t happened for a while and I smile gratefully.
 	�Mum, they�re just not my type, that�s all it is � promise.�
 	It�s the first time I have really lied to my Mum but what else can I tell her? That this �boy,� had once read my mind? That they all believe in totems and that my moods affect nature itself? Even I didn�t believe that and heaved a sigh. I miss Hawk the most, even though I don�t understand any of it. My heart feels like it has been torn in two. I take a deep breath, thinking of the texts from both Amber and Hawk. Hawk was the hardest to ignore, and now he is in my dreams all the time. Mum mutters something about teenagers while she�s straightening the duvet round me. I�m enjoying the attention but I also know it�s her way of dealing with worry � fussing.
 	�Mum, don�t worry. I�ll call her. I�ve also had a lot of homework. Mr Harris has been putting on the pressure for the finals.�
 	Mum hesitates between tucking down the side of the duvet and watching me. She�s frowning, and for a brief moment I wonder if she knows that I�m not telling the whole truth. If she does suspect, she isn�t saying anything, and I�m relieved when she finally stands up.
 	�Nevaeh, come with us today, we�re going to see Dad�s sister, Maria. I know how you love her cooking.� She smiles when I grimace before shaking my head. Aunt Maria cooks everything that crawls and then some. Memories of the last dinner, paella and something else, made me gag, even now. Why she didn�t stick with her Spanish roots, not even my Dad, her brother could understand.
 	�I don�t want to leave you like this Nevaeh, come with us; I can do with the company and support.� She added, laughing. Maria also insisted on speaking Spanish even when Mum was around and Dad spent most of the time translating. It was as if, she had never truly accepted my Dad marrying a non-Spaniard.
 	�I don�t know why she�s her Mum, all she does is complain about everything.�
 	After another few attempts, they leave, and I jump in the shower before heading downstairs to make coffee. I breathe in surprise at the aroma of the Turkish coffee, our favourite. Dad doesn�t really like it.
 	�Love you too,� I whisper blowing at the top. It�s a small thing, but since the birth of the grump Mum and I haven�t spent any
 	time together. For me, it means she still sees me. Inside my room, I almost drop the coffee on the floor.
 	�What the hell are you doing here?� I hiss automatically pushing the door half closed behind me. It�s instinct, even though they won�t be back for hours.
 	Hawk half smiles from my bed � the bed he�s now lying on. I stare at him in shock. I can�t believe that anyone would dare to do this and feel like my jaw has disconnected. Maybe it works on other girls, but not me. He keeps pointing at the vase of flowers next to him. It takes me a few seconds to realise that he must have brought them. I pale, they�re bluebells. That�s what they found me surrounded by the day I went missing. I was five years old and according to my Dad, I looked like a flower fairy. Only my parents and I knew this.
 	�Is this some joke? Did someone tell you about the bluebells?� I whisper. He shakes his head and stands up. �Nevaeh, I just brought you bluebells � they�re everywhere, and you didn�t strike me as a rose sort of girl.� His voice sounded hoarse and I was pleased he couldn�t hear the way my heart was thumping. I notice the open window.
 	�I thought only vampires needed an invitation?� I mocked. He smiles, shaking his head again, this time more slowly.
 	�That�s just a story, real vampires just have to hand a girl flowers.� He plucks one of the bluebells from the vase and hands it to me, bowing low. I take it, looking at him suspiciously. What was he up to? Maybe, this is another one of my dreams and he�s not even real.
 	�Nope, flesh and blood.� He grins patting his arms before throwing himself back onto the bed. I frown. He sounded like he answered me. This was the second time; he�d guessed what I was thinking. He�s still grinning, but this time he�s put his hands behind his head like he�s really enjoying himself. I fume.
 	�I�d like you to leave please.� My voice is cold.
 	�Why?�
 	I look at him then, like he�s an idiot. Maybe he is an idiot wrapped up in good looks. Did he just giggle?
 	Hawk gets up, and then seems to change his mind, and this time, he�s sitting on my dressing table chair. Was he insane?
 	I notice a lump of clothing and underwear nearby and swoop down to pick it up before depositing it in my laundry basket. I can feel his eyes watching me, and heat rises in my cheeks.
 	�Right, I�m going to ask you again, why did you climb in my window?' I arch my eyebrow, a technique I�d picked up from Mum. It doesn�t go unnoticed, and I feel my cheeks burn when he gives a low whistle. I step towards him angrily, my fists clenched. He raises his hands in defence.
 	�Ok�Okay�first of all I�m not trying to be a Romeo, and I didn�t climb through the window. I flew through.� He almost whispered the last part.
 	I stared at him in shock.
 	�Did you just say flew?� The memories of wings flapping flood back.
 	He nods - his eyes more serious and he holds his hand up. I shot him a look but didn�t speak.
 	�I�m not finished. I wasn�t finished last week. You keep running away Nevaeh. Once you�ve listened � I�ll go, deal?�
 	I frown. This wasn�t a negotiation.
 	�Okay?�
 	I�m distracted by the way the sunlight seems to illuminate him and his hair has fallen down over his eyes again. He seemed so young then, angelic.
 	�Nevaeh, there are two worlds around us - seen and unseen. The world as we know it is moving towards a new age. Ever heard of the Indigo children?' I shake my head, confused by where this was going. It felt like an odd conversation to have in my bedroom.
 	�They're a new phase,� he interrupts my thoughts.
 	�You'll find most of them are adopted, and some of them feel disconnected. Look at all the programmes about psychic or gifted kids; they�re starting to get noticed.� I slowly nod; I had seen some of those programmes, but what did this have to do with me?
It has everything to do with you. Why do you think I'm here?
 	I was about to ask what he meant when I suddenly realised what he'd just done. I thought back to last week. Hawk had folded his arms and was smiling, but his eyes were anxious, as if he was trying to read my next move.
Read...he justreadmy mind.
No, you just opened yours to mine.Remember, I know you,and you know me.
 	He smiled wider than before, and I felt like someone had thrown cold water on me as I gasped for breath.
 	�What the hell is going on?� I looked at him in horror. Hawk�s eyes were serious then as he walked towards me, and I backed away nervously.
 	'Nevaeh, I have to show you who you are.�
 	�Who am I? Some freak?�
 	�Then we�re all freaks, you know why? Because of who you are.�
 	I ignore him and turn away, concentrating more on zipping up my jacket. My hands are shaking, and I find it difficult to see through my tears. Memories of that night, of them all laughing, pour in.
 	�I�m not listening to this.� I snap. �Any of it, get out of my room.
 	�Nevaeh.�
 	His voice sounded desperate and I whirl round.
 	�Look, I'm nothing like you, you don't know me, and that little conjuring trick, the reading the mind thing? Pathetic!� I bite back sarcastically.
 	Hawk shifts his feet uncomfortably, and I notice how his shoulders have suddenly slumped. I immediately feel terrible and want to tell him, but he has his back to me, facing the window. Part of me wants him to go out that way, just to see him fly. My eyes scan his broad back, and the way the t-shirt spreads between his shoulder blades. I can almost imagine wings there - they would suit him. I still can�t believe he is here, and my heart is pounding so loudly, I�m sure he can hear it. I feel nervous and self-conscious in the silence. My room isn�t untidy, but it is unprepared for visitors. I�m noticing small details now, right down to the pillow he has been lying on � it still has an indent in it and I know that I�ll sleep on that tonight. I�m noticing other small details as well, like my pink bra peeping out from underneath the pillow that he�s been lying on and flush in horror.
 	�Nevaeh.� He half turns towards me, his eyes seem faraway, and I wish I could read his thoughts.
 	�Let�s go out. The group has been asking about you. Amber says you�ve been holed up inside.� That got my back up. I haven�t been holed up, I�ve been happy, doing my own thing. Then I realised, that�s why he was really here, they had asked him to come. I felt like I had been stabbed.
 	�And what?�
 	�You thought you�d volunteer?� I know I�m sarcastic but why do guys always use other people to make an excuse? Not that I have a lot of experience. Why can�t he say that he missed me, like I miss him? I know you, and you know me, what a load of rubbish, I think miserably. If youreallyknew me,then you�d know I don�t want togoout, or hang out with thegroup.That I�d rather� I stop, realising what I�d just done and shot him a look. His look said it all, he had read my mind again and I�m furious at the invasion.
 	�Get out, damn you.� I hiss, blinking away the tears.
 	His eyes widen, and he tries to grab me, but I push him away or maybe he lets me push him away. Either way, he gets the message.
 	�Nevaeh, stop it!� His voice is hard and I pause breathing heavily. I watch the way he rubs the back of his neck, looking at me strangely. Maybe, this is not what he expects. Well, wrong girl! What did you expect some fluffy bunny? I think of Jo-Jo then. He hovers near the door, and I feel like my heart is breaking but it doesn�t put my mouth in gear.
 	�Not the door Hawk, why don�t you fly out the way you came in.� I blurt, instantly regretting my tone. I had never been so sarcastic in all my life. I don�t know what it was about him, but he brought the worst out in me.
 	Hawk flinched and gently closed the bedroom door while I held my breath. I watch as he strides past me and throws himself out of the window. I didn�t expect him to do that and by the time I got over the shock, and uprooted myself, there was no trace of him. I�m nervous when I can�t see him in the garden or the woods below. A caw from above catches my attention and I squint in the sunlight, cupping my hands over my eyes. The room felt lonely all of a sudden, which was weird, because there was only ever me here. I felt like a switch had been thrown, and instantly knew I wanted him back, damning myself for being so stupid and hoping he can hear my thoughts as I try to call him back. �Hawk,� I whisper, leaning further out. There�s no answer, in my head or otherwise and I pull away, feeling my eyes well up. I�m such an idiot. I have this hot guy in my room and what have I done? I throw myself onto my bed, burying my head in the pillow he�d laid on, groaning miserably.
 	�You�re not so bad yourself.�
 	I turn over slowly; half afraid the voice wasn�t real.
 	I don�t have time to look at him, and gasp as he kisses me then. It�s so passionate, that I feel like my breath has been knocked out of me. I don�t even try to resist, not again, not ever again. His lips lock onto mine perfectly, just like I imagined they would. I push my fingers through his hair, enjoying the sensation, everything was real this time, and I didn�t want it to end. What I didn�t expect was to feel myself drifting upwards. I keep my eyes closed, dimly aware of the floating sensation and put it down to this new experience. I had never felt such a sense of pure bliss and my body drank it in thirstily. When I do look up at him, only then, am I aware of the way he is holding me, feeling the length of his body against mine. I don�t know why I suddenly felt the urge to open my eyes but I did.
 	I�m aware that I tried to say something but it sounded more like a strangled warble in my throat. Nothing in this strange world that I�d become entwined in could prepare me for this.
 	I�m staring at us, another us, below. We look frozen, locked onto each other like sculptured figures meeting, embracing again.
 	I look at him questioningly, and he smiles.
 	�Trancing.�
 	�Trancing.� I repeat, staring numbly from us to them.
Falling fear
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 THE DAY BEFORE


The sounds echoed in my dreams,and I could hear the humming of their wings.For those who walked, I could hear their feet tread the ground. For those who swam, I could hear them slice through the water.
 	�Where are you?� I whispered holding my hands out.
I couldn�t see anything, themistwas toothick. But I could hear them and felt their fear.
Were they running away?


 	I can�t believe it has been three weeks since I met Hawk. Everything seems to feel slower, and I�m learning more about the group � Hawk is teaching me. I have tried trancing on my own every chance I get, even though he told me not to. I try to tell him that it is similar to my meditations except mine was more like dreaming and with him, it felt like an out-of-body experience.
 	Lately, when I meditate, it feels as if someone is tuning into me, and they�re close, so close that if I don�t pull myself free, I �m scared I won�t come back. The last time was the worst. I went to my special place and lay down on the carpet of flowers, but it didn�t feel relaxing like before. I could feel someone watching me. I didn�t know what to do; I was so frozen with fear. It felt like forever, before I was certain it was safe. My legs sprang into action, as I flew up the steps of the temple to lie near the statues� sandaled feet. I felt safer there and knew that whoever it was, they couldn�t reach me. This was my sacred place.
 	The woods have become our unofficial meeting place, mainly because I�m still not keen on introducing him to my parents yet. I don�t want to share him and I�m worried about their reaction. It was unknown territory. They have already experienced Amber, and I think Mum is still trying to get over the shock. Amber didn�t hold back for her visit. She even added a few purple streaks to her pitch-black hair.
 	�Peel back the layers Mum, and she�s quite cool when you get to know her.� I had whispered.
 	She didn�t get the chance; the grump took one horrified look at her, before opening her mouth and screaming like the devil had possessed her. I had bundled Amber to my room while Mum calmed down li�l sis. My Dad brought us Sunday dinner � a rarity in our house, but I didn�t mention it and Amber seemed oblivious as usual. I was always surprised at her, for someone who was so sensitive; she wasn�t sensitive enough about her looks, always drawing the wrong attention.
 	School had been chaotic; everyone worrying about exams, except for me. I breathe in deeply - my life couldn�t be more perfect. I almost run home, not to get away from anyone, but to someone, to Hawk. I love that he�s waiting for me, and like now, still can�t believe I�m with him. Doubt creeps in, and part of me wonders if it�s going to last. I sit there for a few moments and worry before noticing that the sunlight that had been spilling so perfectly through the trees had disappeared.
 	�Don�t you dare,� I warn, looking up at the dark shape of the clouds that threaten to spill towards us. I don�t want anything to ruin my afternoon with him.
 	Hawk props himself up on one elbow, before following my eyes to the sky.
 	�Nevaeh, I know I told you, you were special, but clouds can�t hear, especially ones that are that far up in the sky.�
 	I turned to look at him, scowling. He arches his eyebrow, copying my technique and grins. I�m starting to think that the weather is my own mood monitor. I frown; I don�t want moody clouds interrupting another glorious day with my soon-to-be boyfriend. I find myself consciously pushing the worry away, thinking of sunlight and almost gasp when it returns. As if sensing my fluctuating mood, Hawk sits up, brushing the grass stains from his hands before holding his hands out to me.
 	�Time for another lesson, I need you to be prepared � just in case.�
 	The sunlight disappears again, and I know without looking that the clouds have returned. Hawk looks at me uncertainly, and I sigh more dramatically and grumpier than ever before.
 	�Is this another one of those �I�m not going to tell you, I just like to look mysterious. I�ve already been to school.� I snap. I�m not in the mood today. My dreams were getting more vivid, and lately I�ve had the weirdest feeling in the pit of my stomach. Like something is going to happen � something I can�t control. Hawk frowns bending his head to look at me questioningly. I shake my head, just as bewildered as he is. He kisses me gently and I know without looking that the sunlight has reappeared. Everything in the woods feels alive and happier again.
 	This time Hawk takes me further than ever before when we trance. I can see ourselves nestled in the long grass below, holding hands while we floated above. Although, this time, instead of watching, I feel compelled to close my eyes, and enjoy the sensation of floating. It feels like my entire body is stretching, trying to break free. That�s when my meditation and trancing combine, everything is clearer and I�m almost transported to the marble steps again. I�m surprised, as I didn�t expect to go to that level so quickly. Maybe it was the trancing. This time, it feels different, like I�m watching from a distance. Even though I�m standing on the steps, I don�t feel the cool texture beneath my feet. I�m also aware of movement, of someone running and can hear their breath as they run past.
 	I stare at a young woman, with long golden hair, who is carrying a basket covered in a light silk covering. I can feel her fear, and with each step, the contents wriggle. This time, my body obeys and I follow her, as she runs towards the field. When I see her stop, I copy her. We are both standing at the edge of a ravine. A roar of angry wind from behind makes us turn round, and I feel like it�s bellowing from the temple. Whatever it is, she�s been discovered, and we both, the woman and I, look back down into the abyss below. A sense of hopelessness fills me then and I want to reach for her arm. She glances fearfully over her shoulder and when I look, I understand her fear. A dark cloud is rolling across the fields towards her. She almost loses her clutch on the basket and only then do I fully comprehend that it�s a baby, from the small foot, freed from the covering. The last thing I notice, before she is enveloped in the mist is the way her silk shift twists round her body. I open my mouth in a silent agonised scream of horror as she disappeared below.
 	�Nevaeh open your eyes�� Hawk�s voice feels so far away, and it takes a while to notice that we are back in our bodies. His eyes are full of concern as he wipes the tears from my face and I sob uncontrollably in his arms.
 	�Did you get an idea of who it was? � He asked later, when I had finally stopped crying. I shake my head; my bottom lip was still quivering.
 	�She just jumped, why did she jump like that and with a baby?� I whisper. He strokes my face, making soothing noises telling me it wasn�t real, but I knew it worried him too. I had never felt so close to him as I did then.
 	�Perhaps I�m putting too much pressure on you, to y�know, trance.� I didn�t give him the chance to say any more, as I kissed him, my sobs catching in my throat. We melted into the long grass and my body coiled round him. The fleeting image of the girl falling brushed briefly once more over my consciousness before it was gone. Bliss had taken over, the warmth of his body and lips, his chest pressing against me, every feeling I imagined before but better. For some reason, today, I wanted more of him, and he responded to the urgent pushing of my body. Something fluttered inside of me, moving from my toes up to my heart and I had no doubt that I was feeling his very soul. We clung together like we had known each other all of our lives and this time I didn�t have to click file and store. The memories of this moment were imprinting on us both.
 	After what felt like an eternity, Hawk drew back tracing my face with his fingertips. It made my entire body tingle and I sighed, blushing at how loud it was. I heard him chuckle.
 	�You are truly a gift from Gaia.� He whispered in between soft kisses. I stretched happily underneath him, curling my toes. It felt like my life had only just begun and for the first time I looked forward to our future together.
 	I don�t know whether it was the breeze that picked up, triggering like an alarm but his eyes seemed to cloud over. Deep furrows ploughed through his forehead, and I wondered if he had read my thoughts again. Doubt flashed like beacons at my stupidity. Why couldn�t I keep my dreams of the future to myself, especially with a mind reading boyfriend?
 	�What�s wrong?� My voice sounds desperate and we both sit up.
 	�Have I said something wrong?� I repeat. I�m trembling now, and it feels like an eternity before he twists round to face me. His face is tortured, and I notice how his jaw seems to flex. He is tense, tenser than I�ve ever seen. Before I can say anything more, he grabs me. I feel like he is trapping the air in my body.
 	�Nevaeh, I can�t ever lose you.� His voice is hoarse, and I stare at him in confusion, almost wanting to laugh. My fear dissolves, and I grin.
 	�I feel the same way Hawk.� I whisper leaning forward to kiss him. He pulls away, looking at me.
 	�I�m serious Nevaeh, promise me, you won�t try to trance on your own or�� he falters, looking round as if he has been called. A stronger breeze brushes over us and I immediately hug my knees, pushing away the panic. He seems distracted as he pulls me up.
 	�I have to go, promise me that you won�t go anywhere tomorrow, except for school.� My heart starts to pound.
 	�Hawk, I don�t understand � what�s wrong?�
 	But I can tell he�s already far away. A shriek from above catches my attention and I frown � it�s huge.
 	At the garden gate, he kisses me hard, telling me not to worry.
 	�When I find out more, I�ll let you know. I promise � don�t worry.� He calls not waiting for an answer. But I do worry; I�m confused and hurt although I can�t really figure out why. I couldn�t believe how quickly everything had changed, and I thought I was the moody one. I glance up at the sky, the clouds have returned.
 	At least tomorrow is Friday; and hopefully we were going to see each other. The thought of not seeing him, even one day, felt awful. I turn back, ignoring the audible click of the garden latch and pull it open hopefully, but he�s gone. Another screech from above makes me jump and I back into the garden, watching in fascination at the way the large red tailed bird rides the thermal above my house. I think about how perfect it was earlier, and anger crept in. Why did he have to change everything? As I walk towards the house, I look behind me one more time, wishing he�d changed his mind. The shadows from the trees remind me of the woman, and the fine hairs on the back of my neck prickle. That�s when I run.
Hosts
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 THE NIGHT BEFORE

I climb the steps, aware of the cool marble beneath my feet. I can feel thesheerwhitematerialon my body and in my hand Icarrya bowl of what looks like earth lining the bottom.I feel confused by this; my last memory of the temple was of horror. Somehow, an impression that this is different calms me down. Thatmybodyisn�t my own makes it easier as I climb inslow andeven steps.As I walk, I become aware of alineofwhitegarmented figures next to me. I can�t see them properly. The hostbodythat I�m part of refuses toturn. Ican only gain a sense that indressandpurpose, we are all similar.
As we stand in the entrance to the hallway, I�m aware of the enormity of space. Iimaginemortals walking for days and finding no ends. Ifeelmyhostkneel as she places thebowlofearthon the floor. Evenwith my head bowed, I knowwe are being watched. I�m surprised when mybodyobeys and allows me to look at the bowl next to me. Inside, images of rippling waves and crested sea foamsweepagainst the sides. My host knows her; the name forms in my mind, as Galatea turns and smiles. Hermilkyskin is offset by her hair, which hangs like chains offoamdown her back.I smile back and feel like she is welcoming an old friend.She turns her head to stare in front of her before holding her hands in front of her. Sounds of tormented oceansroarout of her, from the darkest depths to the surface. I know she is theirmessenger, their goddess and I hold my breath looking ahead into the vastness. Light flickers from deep inside the temple towards and then she is gone. The bowl remains.My host and I then turn to stare at the bowl ofearthin front of me, watching peaks of mountainsrise up and rivers twist round them. If I concentrate, I know I can see every tree, every creature that roams the earth.Mist covers thelandand my hand flickers to my throat.I can�t breathe, themistis poisonous and the stench of dead rivers, trees, animalsstickin my throat.I feel like I�m going to be sick andgag.The screams of the unknown voices flow out of me and the pain is unbearable.I�m being torn into pieces, my body writhing in agony. I am the earth and the earth is in pain.
When the pain stops abruptly, it�s because my message has been delivered. I can feel the energy return to me and sense my host waiting expectantly.The entity inside the temple breathes, not in anger, like before, but like it did with Galatea. My host and I moan as we are enfolded in the ecstasy of an embrace.
Bounce
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FRIDAYTHIRTEENTH

 	I didn�t know what to feel today. I haven�t heard a thing from Hawk but was determined not to show it. Strangely enough I feel good, better than I�ve felt in a long time. The dream even helped. I look at Amber, she is busy texting like crazy on her mobile in the classroom, and when I look at her, she seems secretive. I frown, she�s been quite distant since Hawk and I unofficially hooked up. I had hoped she wasn�t feeling jealous or neglected. I was determined to make it up to her. As we walked out at break, I tried to catch up with her.
 	�Hey you, have you got a secret admirer or somethin�?� I ask. What I�m not expecting is the look of horror on her face.
 	�As if,� she half laughs. It sounds false and I pull at her arm.
 	�Amber, is something wrong?� She looks at me strangely, as if she wants to tell me something but then the shutters come down.
 	�Just family stuff - nothing to worry about.� She smiles, but I�m not convinced. She was trying too hard. Even at break time she seems withdrawn, but then everyone was like that today. Summer had forgotten Tidwell. Instead, all we got was the grey, gloomy sky reflecting onto a grey, gloomy school. Even Jo-Jo seemed quiet. I only noticed because she practically walked through me in the halls and I wondered if it was anything to do with Josh. I try to remember when I�d last seen him. We usually share science together, but that was on Thursdays -Thursday being my best and worst day. I pull my mobile out, looking for missed calls. There is only one unknown, and I wonder if it is Hawk�s.
 	I can feel my mood changing with Ambers, and the misery of knowing Hawk might not be waiting for me after school rises up. The tree above me seems to bend with the increasing wind and the first splutters of rain spill down cementing my misery. It is raining a lot lately and I swallow hard, trying to push down the sob that was building. What�s wrong Hawk, why don�t you phone me? I wished then, that I could magic my feelings away; I needed some of Puck�s magical flower juice that he used on Lysander and Hermia. It would be so wonderful to wake tomorrow and not remember him at all. A feeling of dread hits me, and I try to shake it off. Hawk was the best thing that had happened to me. I didn�t want to forget him. Andrea catches my eye, looking at me in concern and I look away, the tears threatening to spill again.
 	The rain is pouring sheets of water, forcing all the groups on the playing fields to move like one body. My Mum used to say it was heaven crying when it rained on a summer�s day, but it wasn�t sunny, hadn�t been since yesterday. The thought reminds me of the dream from last night. Dreams are meant to be symbolic, but there are so many of them, I�m starting to lose count. We herd like sheep towards the entrance, and I feel another flush of fear wash over me. I wish I knew why, I wasn�t being threatened, except maybe from colds. I look at Seth who is standing nearby, coughing into his shirt before wiping the sweat that has beaded on his forehead. Everyone seems dazed today, even Mr Harris. When he smiled at me, his eyes were half-hearted and weary.
 	�Friday the 13th.� A voice nearby said ominously. I looked over my shoulder, certain I saw the back of Josh�s head. He makes me think of Hawk, I wasn�t going to lose this one. If he doesn�t answer his mobile later, I will go and find him � he owed me answers. Only then does it strike me that I don�t know where he lives. I stare into empty space, realising that there were a lot of things about him I didn�t know. I had been so happy just being with him, that I never thought of asking. I felt sick and irritated with myself, he suddenly felt like a stranger again. Some guy I had met in the woods, for the last few weeks. It went against all of those warnings, we�re given at school. Anything could have happened to me and no-one even knew we had hooked up.
 	At home, after briefly trying him on the mobile, and putting it down before I could leave a message, I wandered to the woods. There was no one there, and I felt lonelier than I had in my whole life. Most importantly, I couldn�t shake the feeling of dread, like something was going to happen. I cried then, my dreams, Hawk, Jo-Jo and I felt close to breaking.
 	Back home, li�l Sis seemed in high spirits. Her large chocolate brown eyes lit up when she saw me. Even Mum was taken aback by her behaviour. We never really took to each other and deep down I knew it was my fault. Part of me was irritated at how quickly everything had changed. It only added to my misery. They finally had their own blood child, not like me.
 	�Everything okay today?� Mum asked looking up from her laptop. Her eyes drifted towards my hand that clasped the mobile like it was a lifeline. She was on the ancestors. com website, it had always been an obsession of hers. Mum had been taken into foster care when she was very young in Turkey and she had a young sister. Ever since I could remember, she has been trying to find her. I look at her and smile guiltily, tucking my hand and mobile under my arm. The silence between us was strained.
 	�I�m seeing Jo-Jo�s Mum tonight.� Mum let the words hang in the air, but I refused to pick it up. I nod. Jo-Jo�s Mum seemed to think of me as one of her own, at least she used to. Tonight of all nights, I didn�t want to hear how wonderful her daughter�s life was. I wasn�t in the mood. No matter how close we once were, I know that Jo-Jo would have justified her side to her mother. I flush in irritation wondering what I can do tonight; Hawk comes to mind again. My phone beeps, and I stare at it in amazement. It�s from Amber, and she wants to know if I can come over. For the first time, I�m more grateful tonight than any other night that we�re friends. I�m also doubly grateful that her Mum worked nights, another secret I kept from my parents. Alone time was exactly what I needed. Hope soared through me and I wolfed down my dinner and my Mum frowned.
 	�For goodness sake Nevaeh, slow down, you act like you�ve never seen food before'. I felt flushed as both my parents looked at me suspiciously.
 	Dad opened his mouth but was interrupted by the sound of rumbling thunder. His dark eyes flickered back to mine.
 	�You�re not planning on going out in this, I hope?� This was a new question for Dad, for both of them. They were so used to me staying in.
 	I nod, concentrating on wiping my plate with a piece of bread.
 	I can feel Mum giving me one of her silent, �you never discussed this with me,� looks. Frustration builds inside me then, and the mounting anxiety threatens to spill out. I had to go to Amber�s � it was the only way to find out about Hawk, but I couldn�t tell them that. They didn�t even know who he was. I look at Mum again, she looks tired and guilt pours through me. For the last few weeks, I haven�t spent any time with her.
 	�Mum, fancy going for a coffee and window shopping tomorrow. Dad can look after the grump,� I blurt.
 	�Hey, don�t call her that, although she has been lately.� Mum tried looking cross,
 	but she was beaming.
 	I still had to struggle to convince Dad not to drive me.
 	�It�s only two roads away, five minutes walk � what can go wrong?� He looks at me like he�s seeing me for the first time. I know why, I�m whining, something I�ve never done before. It was new for both of us. Amber saves me by phoning again in front of them. I leave five minutes later. I can hear the grump crying as I close the door.
 	The screaming from the wind makes me feel lightheaded, and I try to console myself that I�m making the right decision. Leaves sweep across the road and my eyes have difficulty adjusting to the blackness. I look up at one of the lampposts which are unlit, and judging by the lack of lights elsewhere, I gathered that we�d just had a power cut. I grip the mobile in my pocket, panic clawing at me. Where is he? Why isn�t he answering any of my texts? My anxiety is rising in tune with the screaming wind and rumbling thunder. I know it won�t be long before lightning follows.
 	I hurry; it always feels like you run faster at night, and within minutes, I�m across the road from her house. I can see the flicker of candles and take a deep breath, praying that Amber knows something. Without him, I feel like I�m dead inside. I jump as lightning rips across the sky, illuminating Amber�s house and it makes me hesitate.
 	For a brief second in the lightning, I swear I could see the outline of a person and I feel my hopes soar.
 	�Hawk, is that you?� My voice is drowned out by another roll of thunder, and something else, like screaming brakes, and although my instinct tries to pull me back, I ignore it.
 	Hawk has shown me what love is, what it can be, and I know he is my future. Nothing is going to stop me.

 Ghosts
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PRESENT DAY: SATURDAY 14TH- 11AM


 	My bed is crowded with people, but the harsh light makes my vision blurry. I barely know them, and I wonder why they are all surrounding me. I watch as their shadows creep away from them, stretching across the white ceiling, reminding me of branches. Shadowy fingers stretching like large dark wings.
 	I try to blink it away, all of it, and can feel my heart fluttering in tune with the beeping of the heart monitor, and guess that it�s to do with the accident. I remember losing my breath. It felt the same way when I was hit in the stomach by a ball, when I was younger. I remember I couldn�t breathe then, and it took ages for me to gasp in some air.
 	My arms have tubes in them, I hate tubes. From my chest down, I�m covered with a cream hospital blanket and wiggle my toes just in case.
 	�Phew, I�m okay.�
 	I smile around me, wondering at the crowd of people. Some of them are standing there looking at me with their arms folded or hugging someone next to them. I spy Amber and smile knowingly at her. She�s leaning into Andrea, whose arms wind round her protectively. Looks like she�s not an outsider anymore, I think.
 	Sunlight drifts into the room pushing away the shadows, and I feel a sense of peace rush through me. I can even see the rest of the gathering group; Seth, Nettles, Claudine and Caro. They clump together talking so softly; I wish I knew what they were talking about. Nettles lifts her head to look at me before returning to the huddle; even underneath her shaking curls, I can tell her mood is foul.
 	She�s shaking her head, and pointing in my direction. Maybe it�s because of the other night, when I walked out, but that was weeks ago. I smile and wave, and wonder where Hawk is. Then I remember and feel hurt that he�s not even bothered to show up. The group look different from Jo-Jo, or maybe it�s my eyes, but they keep flickering, and then fading, reminding me of a light bulb that doesn�t have enough power. I wonder if they�re really here at all, maybe they�re trancing. I push the thought away, praying they�re not, it makes me feel alone, and I don�t like it, I think, looking at the corners of the room.
You�re not alone. The female voice is soft and familiar.
I�m not? I feel confused.
 	Where�s Hawk? I look for the voice. Everyone is the same as they were, there�s no-one new in the room. Was someone talking to me in my head or outside? When no-one speaks again, I put it down to the accident, feeling my head, it doesn�t hurt. I must have been hit quite hard.
So who are you? It�s difficult to concentrate.
 	Part of you, have been since the beginning - remember yourearthdreams?
 	The voice answers quickly and I feel myself jolt. Broken images of marble rush at me, of gold bowls with intricate designs. In the vast hallway, there�s something else, someone else and I groan, wishing that I could remember, but the memory feels buried.
 	But those were dreams, dreams are not reality, this is reality, and I take a deep breath to settle myself. I look round the room again, everything seems brighter, clearer somehow, and the shadowy things that frighten me have disappeared. I raise both hands and look at them, wiggling my fingers then my toes. If I was dreaming, � could I do this? I slump back wondering at the voice, and what my subconscious, means by the beginning � what beginning?
Hey, did you hear me? What beginning?
 	I tap my fingers on the bed, closing my eyes in irritation. What am I expecting? A fairy godmother?
 	Immediately I hear the swooshing sound of soft silk against my skin followed by a light touch on my forehead. I close my eyes, feeling myself sink into a deep sleep, and I wonder if the nurse has given me something. A hand rubs my temple, and I sigh. It feels so comforting, almost maternal, as I�m cradled. Somewhere my mind screams reminding me that I�m in the hospital. I push my eyelids apart even though they feel as if they are shut with concrete. I need to see who is holding me. Irritation prickles my skin as I try to focus; everything seems so blurry, like pale sparkly puzzle parts. As if sensing my frustration it moves further away until my brain catches up, and puts it altogether. I gasp in recognition at the most beautiful face I have ever seen. She seems familiar, and I think of the woman that has jumped. The image of the ravine pushes its way to the surface of my memories first, and I wonder if this is before she leaped from the ravine. I can�t stop staring at her skin which glistens like porcelain, but it is the green smiling eyes that hold me. There�s a sigh, and I watch her face move closer before feeling a tender kiss on my nose. Her long blonde hair feels silky as it caresses my cheek and I try to catch it, but it slips through my fingers. Someone giggles then, and I have never felt so content. I reach out dimly aware of the pudgy fingers that have replaced my own. They hover over her face and I watch her briefly close her eyes to my touch. Her skin feels soft and wet from tears and I frown as she pulls away. Fear, and the sudden loss of contact makes my skin come out with goose bumps and I cry then, an alien cry in comparison to my own, shrieking so loudly that I startle myself. I gulp down large breaths before trying to speak but I can�t, and I�m filled with the horror of separation. Eventually there are not even puzzle parts left, just the looming shape of a tall tree, its branches rustling as I scream again. I can see the flower bracelets dangling from my arms as they flail desperately for her. Through the canopy of leaves, darkening clouds seem to echo my mood, and I feel my eyelids close. She is gone, and I�m alone.
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SUNDAY



 	I stare wildly around me, before realising that I�m still in the bright light of the hospital room. There are no swaying branches, only stark white blinds and the beeping of a heart machine. I fall back against the pillow in relief, the anxiety slowly seeping away, replaced with questions. I close my eyes again, asking her.
 	Did you do that?
 	Was that you?
 	Was that me?
 	A deep disappointment fills me when I hear nothing, although I can smell a perfumed fragrance, but that could have been from anyone. Maybe it�s the unconscious me? She had said that she was part of me. Perhaps I�m just remembering the flowers round my wrists, or being found in a basket. The knock on my head must have opened up a memory of my true mother � but how can it be if she jumped? I breathe deeply, keeping my eyes closed, trying to remember the silky hair that framed the soft face and the green eyes. I instinctively reached for my own, twirling it and wonder if hers changed with the seasons. It must have been summer when she left me, sixteen years ago, in a forest. But left for whom? A bitter, metallic taste fills my mouth � why would anyone leave a child in a forest? It doesn�t make sense. I don�t remember being told about who found me, and took me to the adoption agency. For the first time in my life, I have questions, real questions and need real answers from real people. The pain of the memory feels so raw and real and I try rubbing it away, flinching when I realise that everyone is still looking at me. How long have I been asleep? It can�t have been long � they are still standing in the same place. It feels so weird, as if time has stood still. Amber is still in Andrea�s arms. Mum and Dad are still sitting in the same place next to me. Mum�s head leaning on Dad�s shoulder. I notice that Hawk has still not bothered to turn up, just like earlier. I must have seriously upset him, he seemed so certain that I was special. That I was as special as the next person, although I might be a little crazy at the moment, but I�m allowed to be - which teenager in my shoes wouldn�t be?
Ha, now you know the truth, Hawk...you might beweird, but I�m justplaincrazy.
 	I grin at Amber then, she�s whispering something in Andrea�s ear. The nurses and doctors are still hovering around as she smiles back. Although, I can�t be certain if the smile is directed at the nurse.
 	I glance outside, slivers of sunlight spill through the blinds into the room. It�s so different from last night�s storm.
 	The doctor and nurse are moving around me, and I�m almost pleased when the group moves further back. If they�re not even going to talk to me, I want them to go, I think miserably.
 	That�s when I spy Jo-Jo. She must have been standing behind my parents earlier, and she�s crying, this was different. Josh is with her, his arms holding her tightly as she presses her head into his arms. I watch as he strokes her blonde hair and feel the familiar feelings of hurt, at being pushed to the outside. I look away, I don�t like the way he is staring at me, it feels wrong somehow. Anyway, I have Hawk now. I fume then, she doesn�t have to be so damn dramatic. It�s not as if I�m dead. Even though I think it, the thought feels like a heavy echo and bounces round the room.

 	Dead�dead�dead�dead.
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 MONDAY


 	I look anxiously at the doctor now. He�s listening to my breathing. I can�t feel the coldness of the stethoscope and wonder if he�s warmed it up like they used to when I was little.
 	�Am I ok?� I ask, but he doesn�t answer.
 	Idiot, he has the stethoscope in his ears, I tell myself.
 	He has the face of a stranger, and as his eyebrows knit together in concentration, I find myself hoping that he knows enough. I wish my old doctor was here. Why haven�t they called Doctor King? He�s been the family doctor since I was born.
 	�Mum?�
 	I turn to her quizzically. She�s a little further down the bed now, hidden, and I peer at her from under his arm. Dark tangles have fallen loose from her tied hair, and I know she did it in a hurry. Although it�s not her hair that makes me stare at her but the look of worry that lines her face. She looks much older today.
 	I can just make out Dad�s hand on her shoulder and feel a flush of guilt that I�ve even put them through this. Dad lost his job recently, and I know they have money problems because I�ve heard them. They haven�t figured out that my bedroom is over the dining room and even though Mum�s been doing extra shifts at the hospital it�s not helping. I worry about them even though I know that if I said anything, it would make things worse. I think about our coffee and window shopping and wish more than anything to be doing that now.
Sorry Mum. I don�t want to say it out loud, remind her, it will only make her feel worse. This is one thing they could do without, and even though her head is now bent away from me, I know that she�s tearful. I groan,
 	Mum is always tearful lately, Dad called it �baby blues,� but I�m awake now - so why is everyone so worried?
 	�Hey, I�m ok guys, really��
 	I call to them before looking back up at the doctor. What�s he doing now? I want to scream. I hate injections, always have, and he�s using one on me now. I breathe a sigh of relief. This guy is good, I didn�t feel a thing. In fact, I feel great, really great, like I can do anything. As the pale light hits my face, I�m reminded of Hussein, and the white Ford and hope he knows that I�m okay too. For some reason, it feels important. I don�t know whether it�s the drugs but when I look around the room and wonder where he is - I see him inside the police station. He�s wearing his worn out denim jacket and the grey trousers he irons so carefully every morning.
 	They�re ripped, but he�s not thinking of them now, his greying head is in his hands, and he�s weeping.
 	�Nevaeh, No!� A voice roars at me. Is that you Hawk?
 	I look back at Hussein curiously and dismiss the voice as his. He has enough on his plate, and it�s not his fault, I want to scream. It�s mine; I stepped into the road in front of him. I wonder why he�s at the station. It�s busy here with people bumping into each other or queuing at the desk.
 	Did they all just look at me?
 	They give me the creeps. Anyway, nothing ever happens in Tidwell, one road in and out.
 	Hussein is trying to wipe his eyes with the back of his hand. Have my parents brought charges against him? I hope not, I must tell them that it�s not his fault, it�s an accident.
 	Orhan, his son, appears at his side and gently rubs his father�s back. He�s talking quietly in Turkish telling his father not to worry, he spoke to the hospital, and she�s okay, I guess that means me. A feeling of relief seems to wash over both of us as he reaches for his son�s hand.
 	I knew I was okay.
 	When Orhan goes back to the desk to fill out the paperwork because his English is so much better than his Dad�s, I sit next to him. He�s taken out his wallet, and inside the clear plastic is a photo of his wife. She�s pretty with large eyes as dark as coal and a wide smile. Maybe now he can go back to his home and wife. She has no idea what�s happened. Orhan, her step-son told her that his father is working an extra shift and his mobile battery is dead. I sense something else, she�s pregnant, and I know it�s a girl with dark hair, and rosy plump cheeks. When she giggles, everyone will laugh at her. They are going to call her Rosita; she will be his little rose. Of course, I�m biased, that�s my Mum�s middle name. I want to show Hussein his daughter - she�s a little far off at the moment, waiting to wake up. Her laugh is infectious, and I laugh with her.
 	�Look, Hussein, she�s right there.�
 	I touch his back briefly and feel an electric shock before quickly pulling it away. I hope I don�t electrocute him. I get a sense that my touch can help or hurt him. Hussein is thinking about his wife and baby, and now the image of her laughing is in his head. I feel like doing cartwheels, even if this is a drugged dream.
 	Then, I can tell, he remembers me and the sadness returns, making the room feel dense. I look at my hand and hesitate before placing it back on his shoulder.
 	The electric shock triggers something in my body. The light is as thick and fluid as water and it seeps from my hands.
That�s enough,pullitback. This time the voice breathes on me like a cold wind and I shiver. I pull my hand back. Who is that? Hussein�s not talking; his swollen eyelids are flickering wildly. Maybe I have electrocuted him. I worry and sit hunched in front of him, hoping the sadness has gone. I think he sees me. His face is replaced with wonder and I smile as he puts his hands in my direction. His hand is millimetres from my face when a similar sound to the singing bowl screeches through making me cover my ears. I�m being pulled back, and even though I fight it, it�s too strong.
 	I�m back in bed exhausted, and look around at the now familiar room. Hussein is gone, and despair washes over me. I hold my hands up curiously.
Head rush, huh?
 	The voice seems casual, but I can sense worry a mile off. I freeze automatically closing my eyes like I did when I was little before opening them a crack. I can�t see him, but I know it is Hawk.
 	�Are you doing that mind thing again?� I whisper, wondering how he got inside my dream. He ignores me.
 	�Wrong, it�s no dream�why do you think I�ve been calling you?� There is an edge to his voice.
 	�Wha�?�
 	Hawk is standing at the end of my bed, and for some reason, I feel like giggling with relief that he�s here, even though it�s hard to keep up with the different looks. I sigh heavily; this guy is difficult to read. Maybe he only came here because of guilt. An image of everyone blaming him for my accident makes me flush with guilt. I think of the mind reading and look at him carefully. If he�s read my mind, he�s not showing it. He is dressed differently too, all in white. That�s when I realise I don�t even know where he works, or is he at college?
 	If this is his day job, did he work at the hospital? I wait for him to say something.
 	�Speak will you.�
 	He rubs his hand on the back of his neck before grimacing. I remember the last time he did that, and feel worry edge its way back up.
 	�This is my fault. If only I hadn�t ignored you like that. I had to be on my own, to connect. I just had such a weird feeling and needed to check. Damn! It seemed to take forever to reach you; I can only just hear you. You�ve got to understand this has never been done before. I�m so sorry Nevaeh.� I listen to him ramble, wide eyed. He looks genuinely upset, even though I have no idea what he is talking about. I sit up.
 	�Hawk, look�it�s okay, I�m okay��
 	But he isn�t actually listening, instead, muttering something about not doing his job properly. It�s my turn to listen properly.
Job? I was just a job?
 	I hear him sigh as he places both hands on the end of the bed. I wish he�d come closer. Doesn�t he know how upset I�ve been, how alone? I�ve had an accident, not a disease.
 	�You were never a job, Nevaeh; please tell me, you know that. You�re so much more to me. It�s just, I wish we spent more time talking instead of�� he half smiles and I feel myself blush furiously.
 	�I don�t.�
 	I have never been so attracted to him as I was right now and hold my arms out to him, but he seems cautious.
 	�What�s wrong?�
 	�Nevaeh, I have to tell you something.� He looks nervous biting his lip. This is a new trait, and I hope it�s not to do with me being special again. Don�t you know I�m only special when I�m with you?
 	�Please don�t, not again.� I blurt.
 	�Look, I don�t want to be funny, but I�m not really into any of that mystical stuff. I mean, I enjoy trancing with you, but that�s because it�s with you. I meditate all the time, Hawk, but the group, candles, chanting'. I shake my head ignoring the tense look he�s giving me. I hold my hands out to stop him, it�s my turn.
 	�Hawk, I�m not special, I�m just me. Me, whose had an accident, and to be honest is not in the mood to hear about Nirvana again.
 	Hawk looks as if he has been physically hit. His eyes narrow.
 	�What did you say?�
 	I realise this is going to be more difficult than I thought.
 	�C�mon Hawk, you know what I mean. I don�t really believe in all that stuff, y�know? It�s okay for some people but��
 	�Not that, the other part, the Nirvana part.�
 	I look at him confused and wonder if he�s also bumped his head.
 	�Nirvana�you said Nirvana! What do you know about that place?�
 	I shrug my shoulders. If I had, I can�t remember. Maybe I bumped my head harder than I thought. Hawk stands there staring at me like I�m insane. He also looks like he is trying to make a decision. I look guiltily at my parents half expecting one of them to ask who this guy is. But they seem oblivious to what is going on. I frown. In fact, I don�t even remember my parents asking me how I am.
 	Mum had asked me to wake up. I remember that now but since then � nothing. They changed positions a few times. Now Dad is reading a magazine and Mum is staring out of the window. That�s when I actually realise that no-one else is in the room. Jo-Jo had obviously gone off with Josh when I fell asleep. Hawk seems to be taking all of this in and raises one eyebrow at me. Now I�m irritated.
 	I might be feeling ok, but it would be nice if someone else talked to me. I�m tired, tired of it all, the crazy dreams, the crazy friends. I just want to go back to being me. Hawk hasn�t moved, just stands there staring at me in what looks like fascination. I feel my irritation grow; I don�t want to be an interesting object, a source of fascination, I don�t want to be here any longer.
 	�Is this your thing? Standing there and being mysterious?� I snipe, regretting it when his face drops. I half expect his dark eyes to flash; he doesn�t even look annoyed this time. In fact, he looks distracted. I pull my legs up in embarrassment, he�s freaking me out. The sudden movement makes me feel dizzy, and I put my hand on the bed.
 	�Well? Are you going to say something, anything?� I see the uncertainty cross his face as he hesitates or is he distracted? I can�t tell any more and blink my eyes trying to re-focus. It feels like I have sea-sickness and I pray I don�t throw up.
 	�Nevaeh, you need to trust me. I want you to turn round.� He�s pointing behind me, just like he did in the dream and I shiver. I don�t want to and watch in shock as he repeats the action again. I feel the urge to push at the air in front of me, half of me hoping that it ripples, that this is just another one of my dreams.
 	�Please, listen to me, turn around carefully. Try not to panic, remember I�m with you'.
 	His voice has a tension to it and I fix him a half smile before looking at my parents for reassurance, but they�re still immersed in newspapers. Apart from my short time with Josh who I only briefly mentioned, they have never seen me with Hawk. He would just freak them out like he is doing to me. He is too intense.
 	�Nevaeh, please�just do it.�
 	I look at him in confusion, he is serious and so are his eyes. I feel a nervous flutter in my throat as I twist round slowly, convincing myself, that if I did this, he�d leave me alone. It takes ages for me to notice what is different. Or that I�m sitting on top of someone. I feel my lungs explode in a scream.

 	I am sitting on top of�me.
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THURSDAY



 	I half open my eyes, squinting against the sharp light. My brain feels numb, and I try to look towards my window as the early morning light filters through. I love this time of the morning, always have. I think of my Mum�s coffee and lick my lips, surprised by how cracked they feel.
 	An awareness slowly spreads through me, and the beeping sound becomes louder. So does the clicking of the intercom before a voice blares. I grit my teeth instinctively, it�s too loud. It blasts into my memories and everything rushes back at once.
 	�Hawk?� I sit up and try to focus, but my eyes feel like vaseline has been poured into them. My last memory, what was my last memory? Hawk was warning me, but I didn�t want to listen� why?
 	My brain obeys and sends an image to me that at first seems too difficult to comprehend. Fear sinks like lead into the bottom of my stomach as I remember - Hawk was warning me about me.
 	I look down before scuttling automatically to the bottom of the bed, away from the horror. My mind feels as if it is going to ignite. My eyes are closed. Stickers from the heart monitor plaster my chest, and my face and arms are bruised. Purple and blue welts push through my pale skin, and I feel tears well up. I look so ill. A thought grabs hold of me, and I try to touch my leg that lies dead straight under the duvet. My hand falls through to nothingness.
 	�Nevaeh.�
 	�I�m nothing� like air.
 	�Nevaeh.�
 	I panic, my dead eyes flicking to the monitor to reassure myself that I�m not dead. I look down. I�m wearing the same clothes I had worn in the accident.
 	�Nevaeh stop it! You�re not dead, just separate.� Hawk is whispering in my ear, and I can feel his arms around me.
 	My mind is whirring, nothing makes sense, and the panic makes me feel sick.
 	He grabbed me by my shoulders and holds me at arm�s length. �You have to calm down; if you don�t others will come to claim your body. Do you understand what I�m saying?� He is shaking me, but I don�t care. Memories of the white Ford and the sounds of branches splitting and cracking seem to surround me again. I must be dead, how else could I be looking at myself?
 	�Nevaeh. Look at me, you�re not dead!� He repeats. I feel my bottom lip quiver and nod. Maybe, he is my guardian angel. I hope he is. I look at Mum and Dad � they have always been more spiritual. Am I going to hell?�
 	�Nevaeh�stop it�you�re not going there either!�
 	I look at him carefully then, what did he know? How did he know anything? He is possibly only two, maybe three years older than me.
 	�Nevaeh remember what I told you before about the physical and spiritual side. This is where you are at the moment � between worlds.
 	I look at him with wide eyes while slowly pulling his hands off my shoulders.
 	�If I�m not dead�?�
 	Hawk drew back slightly before looking down at himself. He was standing in the middle of my bed, as clearly as if a hole has been carved in the middle of it. I don�t move as he walks out and pulls me with him. I remember wondering why I can still feel my heart pounding in my chest as we stand there staring at the other me. He pulls me closer, and I nestle instinctively into his chest. I can feel his tension, even though I�m not real, we aren�t real, and I can feel everything. I look up, just as he pushes my hair back from my face before tracing my jaw line with his finger. I sigh; the butterflies in my stomach feel like they have tripled and suddenly an out-of-body experience didn�t feel so bad.
 	�This isn�t supposed to happen,� he breathes, his mouth is so close to mine. We automatically kiss each other, and for a brief moment, we forget.
 	�Wait, what did you say?� I asked, before pulling away.
 	�What do you mean? What was supposed to happen?� I repeat, rubbing my arms, out of habit. I don�t feel cold, but the mood has definitely dropped a couple of degrees. I think of the accident. Was the Ford just meant to scare me? A feeling of dread hits me - is he part of this? I rack my brain, thinking of wings, of flapping and something else. It has difficulty filtering through the dull mesh of memories I call a brain. Why can�t I remember that part?
 	Hawks looks so tortured. I don�t realise he is holding both my hands until he squeezes them. There is more, I can feel it, and, by the way his jaw clenches and unclenches, I know it isn�t going to be good. How much worse can it get? I think taking a deep breath.
 	�Nevaeh, this isn�t an accident.� I look at him in shock and think of Hussein turning the dials. I don�t know why, but I know that image of him isn�t my dying brain flicking out random scenes. Doubt creeps in and I look at him helplessly.
 	�But it was an accident, Hussein didn�t mean it, you have to believe me Hawk.� I blurt before trailing off. The sadness in his eyes overwhelms me.
 	�Nevaeh, I don�t mean Hussein, he�s an innocent in all of this. But you,� he cups my chin. �You have special gifts, like the others; remember what I said about the indigoes? Someone doesn�t want you to discover your true calling. Dammit! I sense something is wrong � that�s why I left you. I need time alone to meditate and call on my ancestors for guidance.�
 	I watch him clench his fists again and feel his frustration build, willing him to go on. I don�t understand any of this. He moves from foot to foot, agitated.
 	�Nevaeh, I�m a recruiter of indigoes. I�m supposed to guide you through the first stages. I saw you in my vision quest, and I�m never wrong. Then the accident happened and wham!� He slams his fist into his hand making me jump and for the first time since I�d met him, I see fear in his eyes.
Recruiter? I feel numb.
 	He tilts his head slightly before nodding.
 	If I hadn�t been standing at the end of my hospital bed with the other me lying there while listening to him rambling about what was meant to be, I would have laughed. It is all so surreal, as far as dreams go. But I don�t, and I don�t like being away from my body, it makes me anxious. I look from my hospital self to him and take a deep breath.

 	�So�if I�m not dead, are you?�
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FRIDAY


 	I�m confused when I open my eyes - did I just fall asleep in the middle of a question? I look at him waiting, maybe he is in shock.
 	�Hawk, are you? Are you dead?� I feel dread seep through me, he seems horrified by the question, but I have to know. He just said that I�m not dead. He snaps his head up and grins widely.
 	�Dead? Sorry, you took me by surprise. Glad to have you back, by the way.�
 	Have me back?
 	I gawp at him. Hawk is rambling, and he keeps touching my arm, squeezing it, and then grinning again. He seems more relaxed, even jolly and to think I�m the one who had the accident.
 	�I�m not dead, and nor are you. I�m trancing. I thought you guessed that already.� He looks at me like I�m going senile and leans forward.
 	�Nevaeh, this is a totally different level from normal. We trance in real time, and I don�t think this has ever been done before.� He shrugs his shoulders. �I have help from my ancestors and the group of course. It�s getting easier, especially today - everyone is pouring their energy into me. I�ve never felt so alive.� He looked at me apologetically, and I felt even more confused. Why did he look so embarrassed? He just said I�m not dead. Doubt creeps in. What if this isn�t an o.b. experience, what if I�m a ghost? If Hawk notices my agitation, he doesn�t say anything. He is too busy talking � does this guy ever shut up? He�s pacing now and making me dizzy.
 	�Hawk, stand still and slow down would you?� He grins and turns to face me.
 	�Nevaeh, to be honest, I never knew I could do this and was more than a little impressed with myself.� His face lit up with pride then, and I want to scream. I know he is trying to lighten the mood, but it isn�t helping and I feel my mood darkening. Something is seriously wrong here. I look at him.
 	�So, I can only touch you because�?�
 	�Because I�m trancing, and you�re, well, y�know.� He steps closer then, trailing his hand down my face. I once read that people do strange things in extreme circumstances, and counted this as one of them. I�m not complaining. He is trancing, I�m having an o.b.e, and now he�s kissing my neck.
 	�Nevaeh, what is that fragrance you have on?� he groans between kisses. �It�s driving me crazy.� I smile then remembering how he once sniffed me.
 	�Um, I don�t wear perfume. I�m allergic, uh�� I stop; his kisses make my skin shiver, in a nice way. Then he stops and I frown looking at him in irritation. I don�t want to talk anymore, and I wonder if all guys ask questions at the wrong time. �Nevaeh, that�s insane; you might be the only girl I know that doesn�t wear some sort of make-up and still look so gorgeous. No wonder the twins are so jealous of you.�
 	�Really?� I half smiled looking at him incredulously.
 	�Yep, haven�t you seen them filing their cat claws?� We both laugh and then giggle quietly when two nurses come in. Even though we know they can�t hear or see us, I don�t want to chance it. Being invisible suddenly feels kind of cool in a weird way. I even feel brave enough to wave at them, laughing loudly after they leave. I turn to Hawk, but he�s facing away from me.
 	�Hawk, what�s wrong?� His back goes rigid, and only the slight movement of his shoulders makes me think he is talking to someone. Can you talk on your mobile when you�re trancing? Another mood change, I think dismally. It suddenly feels like the fun has left with the nurses. But when Hawk turns round, his face is ashen. I knew it was serious but I didn�t want to hear anymore bad news. The mood changes are starting to get a little irritating, and I raise my eyebrows.
 	�Well? What disaster is it this time? I mean c�mon Hawk; I�m already having an o.b.e � what the hell can be worse - apart from dying?� I bite my lip, even though for me that sounded more sarcastic than normal.
 	�Nevaeh, I have been contacted by my ancestor, and she has sent me a warning. Somehow, you have to return to your body and it has to be now, or your soul will be lost forever.�
 	I reel, looking around for sight of this ancestor. He might have been quoting, but every word scares me. It is okay having ancestors to talk to, but apart from him, I�m alone and totally terrified. I pull back suspiciously when he touches my hand. Maybe to him this is an adventure, a way of increasing his abilities, but this is my life he�s talking about.
 	�Nev, we�re all trying to figure this out, but most of this is untried territory. We can do other things, but remaining here in this plane of existence is hard work, and if it hadn't been for my ancestors or the group � my energy would have been sapped long ago.�
 	Something in me snaps then, and I throw my hands up in irritation. Was it me? Or is everything mainly about them?
 	�Well boohoo for you. By the way, the name�s Nevaeh and I�m either having a way weirder dream than normal or I�M DEAD!� I shout, walking towards the window.
 	�Nevaeh be careful, don�t step near the window you might�.�
 	For someone who was known for having no temper, Hawk was getting the worst out of me. I purposefully exaggerate the way I lean on the mantelpiece and instantly regret it.
 	The mantelpiece is there one minute then nowhere, and I�m freefalling out of the building. I can feel the wind gushing past me and the noise of the cars on the street below. I�m falling in slow motion; fear of hitting the ground makes me crane my neck round while my chest feels like it is being crushed.
 	�Don�t be scared Nevaeh. You�re coming home.� A voice echoes after me.
 	My eyes fly open, the voice isn�t Hawk�s, it is lighter and only then do I notice strange specks of light surround me like glitter; growing brighter the further I fall.
 	�I�m coming home? Where�s home?� I think, the rational side of my brain starting to panic. I�m going to hit the bottom soon and wonder if you can die twice.
 	�Nirvana�.� The voice trails off and even in my panic I register her voice. Tears roll down my cheek as I think of my parents and send a silent prayer to them, grunting from the pressure on my chest. The cars are louder now; louder means closer and I close my eyes waiting for impact.
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 	�Nevaeh...open your eyes,� the voice coaxes, it is soft and gentle, and I warily obey. I�m hovering now, drifting downwards like a feather. But that seems unimportant compared to what is hovering above me. The face is slim, surrounded by golden hair. D�j� vu hits me, and I gasp, remembering the woman leaning over me � it�s her! She smiles then, crinkling the corners of her eyes, and I feel as if I�m meeting an old friend, so old that I can�t remember her name. She is radiating some kind of light, and I conjure up the image of white feathers. The word, �angel,� springs to mind, and I know I�m gaping.
 	�We�ve been watching you for such a long time, Nevaeh.� As soon as she says that I have the sense of others behind her. It must be heaven, and I feel relieved that I�m in the other place. Not that I�ve had time in my life to do anything bad. What does heaven look like? Is it a city? Can I fly? Movies of heaven flash images at me, and I look round.
 	I�m still falling although it doesn�t actually matter anymore, I�m going home. The air has become static, and there�s a pain in my chest. I focus on the woman.
 	I am overwhelmed by how beautiful she is and how the flecks of gold in her green eyes resemble mine. It is then that I feel the connection, and I gasp as her mind links. This is my mother! The full force of this realisation, of her waiting for me, hits me like a wave. This is exactly how people have described meeting people in the afterlife.
 	I�m dead, so is she. Now I�m returning; I feel so unbelievably happy, it flows through me. Everything is starting to make sense now. I feel my arms reaching out for her.
 	�NEVAEH�HOSPITAL BED!�
 	Hawk�s voice rips through us and I catch the confused look on her face before she dissolves into mist.
 	�NEVAEH�YOU HAVE TO SEE IT!� His voice feels like fingernails being dragged down a board, and I cringe.
 	�Why Hospital bed?� The image comes swiftly and the moment I think it, the brakes go on, flipping my stomach, as it pushes me back up at high speed.
 	I cringe closing my eyes as I fly through the window, expecting breakage of some kind but everything is quiet. I look back in confusion, at the window, the dusty blinds and flaky painted window sill which seem rock solid. I don�t look at Hawk. I just stand there trembling. If I�m supposed to be with my mother, where is my real mother? Tears, well up flooding down my cheeks. I wonder what happened to her after she left me at the adoption agency. How did she die? I know she loves me from the way she cradled me. More than ever, I want her to hold me again. All I have to do is put the puzzle together. I look at the still body lying in the bed � I have all the time in the world.
 	�My dreams Hawk, they�re connected to all of this.� I say tapping my little finger.
 	�First there�s that place, with the temple, and statues; it is sacred, and I can still smell the incense if I try and the freshness of the earth. Then all the pain, the poison, like I was the earth�s messenger�� My hands flutter to my throat, as I remember the gagging.
 	�Nevaeh.� Hawk says quietly, stepping closer but I hold my hand up.
 	I�m weary, and close my eyes, rubbing my temples, thinking.
 	�Then, when we tranced, remember? I saw that girl, with the baby, in the basket.� I look at him then with wide eyes.
 	�Did I tell you, she jumped?� I sweep my hand down to make a point.
 	�She ran from the temple, across the field and then jumped, and when I saw the bracelet of flowers on the baby�s arm, I�� That was me. I look at him anxiously.
 	Hawk steps closer, silently and I know he is willing me to remember.
 	I push down the scream that threatens to burst from me.
 	�I thought it was me, and now�� I turn towards the window, before staring at the imaginary puzzle pieces.
 	�And now what? Nevaeh � tell me.� He strokes my arm like a child.
 	I turn round and stare at him evenly.
 	�I think I just met my mother. That baby symbolises me, she�s waiting for me!�
 	I gasp, saying it aloud sounds strangely permanent, and I�m not ready for this � any of this. I walk to the window trailing my hand along the dust. If I jump again, maybe I can reach her, and all of this will be over. I look at my other self again, a still body and feel miserable. This isn�t life; either I�m here or there, but not both. A deep sense of despair almost smothers me and I look back at the window. I�d read somewhere that if you dream of jumping off a cliff and reach the bottom you�re dead.
 	What if you�re already half way there? I close my eyes willing myself to fall, not expecting the force of Hawk�s hands on the back of my shoulders. My eyes fly open, and I�m turned to face him. It�s already a deep shade of red, and I realise he�s been following my thoughts. His dark eyes are furious.
 	�Don�t even think it, do you hear me? You have to fight this; I�m not giving up on you yet.�
 	His voice is hoarse with emotion. I nod and let him walk me to what he must have felt was the safest area, the windowless part. He kisses me firmly before pulling back.
 	�Don�t do that again, you frightened the life out of me.� I stare at him in amazement. Frightened the life out of him? If I hadn�t been feeling so weak, I would have laughed at the last comment, especially considering I had had the life hit out of me.
 	We sit there for what feels like hours, talking over the different dreams and trying to make sense of it all. Hawk was right; I had to wake up first.
 	I sigh; all of this is surreal in so many ways, laying here, the three of us on my bed. I didn�t even feel creepy anymore; in fact, it is kind of comforting in a weird way. At least I know where my body is. I wonder what happens to other people who are separated from their bodies? Do they just float around like ghosts?
 	I smile, imagining the look on Jo-Jo and even Jay and Paul�s face if I started moving things around. The image of their faces would be worth it, just for the pure entertainment value.
 	Hawk muttered something, and I can see his eyes moving rapidly under his eyelids. He has been like this for a while now, and I wish he would just open them again. I trace my finger from his temple to the tattoo and smile to myself. Never in a million years, had I dreamt of doing this with any guy. But then, this wasn�t exactly a normal situation. The hawk tattoo looked like it was either taking off or landing, and seemed adapted to his personality.
 	I wonder what my totem was? We hadn�t really covered totems in our �lessons� yet, just trancing. Apparently, to be a full member, you had to have one. Hawk turned his head and mumbled something. I frown wondering if you can sleep and trance at the same time. That�s what I�ll do when I wake up; I think, ask more questions and stop running. Every question seemed more important now than it had ever done before.
 	�Hawk, you okay?� I whisper. Maybe he is trancing, while trancing, if that�s possible. I shake the thought away, it makes my head ache. I look at the deep furrows in his forehead, he looks troubled. Was he talking to the others in the circle, or were they getting tired of supporting him? He did say that it was because of their combined energy he was able to be here. I�m starting to feel paranoid and look at the corners of the room, fearing the return of the shadows.
 	I touch my arm or rather put my hand through my arm thinking sadly of Hussein and the light liquid that has come from my hand. Why can�t I heal myself? My life has changed so much, and now all I want to do is go back in time. I wouldn�t have left my group, or been at their house with their stupid meditations. I would have been at home with Mum and Dad, even cuddling the grump seemed so much nicer now. We don�t have much, but we are always a happy, mixed up family. I wipe a large tear from my face, crying even more when I realise that they aren�t even real, I�m not real. Arms enfold me then, and I hold onto him gratefully, relieved that he�s awake.
 	�I thought you were going to disappear on me,� I whisper, forcing a smile as I twist round. He pushes my hair back from my shoulders and smiles.
 	�Nevaeh, I�m sorry I lost my temper, I just couldn�t bear the thought of losing you when I�ve just found you.�
 	This makes me cry even more. I�m starting to feel the same way but how do I know if what I�m feeling is real? I stand up and walk around the bed. I know I can walk through it, but it doesn�t feel normal. I hug myself as I turn to face him.
 	�Here�s the deal, I won�t fall through windows, and you don�t close your eyes. Speak to them on your own time, alright?� I half laugh.
 	�Agreed,� he smiles and we both walk back round the bed towards each other.
 	�I just want to go home, y�know?� He smiles; his eyes tender and I close my eyes anticipating his embrace. My eyes open wide in shock, and I turn at the same time as Hawk.
 	�What happened?� I feel nervous as he rushes towards me, then through me. My arms are still open, and I turn robotically. Not him as well. My mind is screaming, and when we reach out, our hands pass through each other. I look from my hands to his face and back again, trying to comprehend.
 	�Hawk?�
 	His body flickers like a hologram before becoming whole again. It makes me nervous - I don�t want to be alone with the shadows. I almost cry in relief when I feel him again. He holds me, whispering into my hair.
 	�It�s okay, I�m in a circle, and somehow it must have been temporarily broken. We have to work out a way of getting you healed and back into your body. Nevaeh, I might have to leave you�� At this I freeze, holding him tighter.
 	�No!� I shut my eyes, thinking of the shadows.
 	�No, no, no!�
 	He pulls away slightly, staring down, planting small kisses all over my face.
 	�Nevaeh, you have to understand, this isn�t right. I don�t want to be with you like this and I know you don�t. I have to find answers. I won�t be long, but I have to work out a way to get you back to your body.� His tone shifts, and I wonder if there is something he isn�t telling me. I feel my body tremble with such intensity, it�s like I�m having a fit. A groan from the bed makes us both look sideways, and I watch in horror as my real body arches repeatedly � I was having a fit.
 	I turn to Hawk, hoping for some assurance, realising that he has let go of my hands.
 	�Don�t let go, Hawk.� I plead, putting my hands out, but they go straight through his again � he is disappearing and I know it isn�t by choice.
 	�Hawk�I don�t know what to do�tell me what to do!� I shiver then. Whatever is happening � I want it to stop. Panic and fear grip me like a vice as I step closer. Is it me? Am I hyperventilating? I�m finding it difficult to breathe and I clutch at my throat.
 	�Hawk!� I gasp, but he is fading fast and I fall to my knees looking at him imploringly.
 	Hawk crumples to the ground with me, staring with wide, helpless eyes. His fear is scaring me even more and I reach out for him, feeling nothing but air.
 	�I�m not fading Nevaeh, you are��
 	The heart machine springs to life, sounding the alarm and we both turn to look at my other self. I can feel a coldness travel up my body and I know then that I�m dying. Hawk looks like he�s shouting, his hands are moving and I can see tears in his eyes.
 	�Nevaeh�fight it�heal yourself. I�m going to try to stay with �ou, don- ive- up
 	�Hawk!�
 	I can�t hear him properly. My body is convulsing in shivers as the cold covers every part of me. I try to concentrate, but he sounds as if he is talking through a muffler and all I can do is follow the direction his arm is pointing at. I stand up, hugging myself, as the room gets darker.
 	�I�m not ready,� I shout, and feel voiceless. I can just about see Hawk. The dark is swallowing him and me. My mind sparks, with what feels like the last bit of adrenaline, reminding me of my real body, the one that was really dying. I have to do something.
 	�Please don�t die � live!� I beg, running towards the hospital bed � towards me.
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 	Cocoon
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AMBER�S HOUSE


I�ve lost her, goddess help me; I�ve lost her�Hawk cries to himself. He felt like someone had ripped his heart out and tried to focus on answers, pushing the last image of Nevaeh screaming, from his mind.
The voices around him were filtering in and he opened his eyes just long enough to voice his anger. Everyone stared at him in fear; they could tell he was on the edge. After accepting a drink of water, he closed his eyes again, trying to connect with his ancestors. He muttered the meditation harmonies of his people, calling on the great spirits to guide him. He felt his mind detach, separate as he looked around. The room and everyone in it had disappeared.
From the top of a high cliff, he looked down at the familiar land of his ancestors. In the distance, smoke drifted from a village, a village he will one day enter. The cliff top was the closest he could get, the world between the living and dead could not be crossed.
Aponi, find me.He calls opening his palms.
Asoftsigh is enough for Hawk to sense her presence.
Aponi�s long dark hair is braided, and she wears traditional Sioux dress, her body radiating a familiar golden light. � a light he never tired of. He holds his breath as she cups her hands before opening them to reveal a small butterfly cocoon. She always seemed to talk to him in symbols; it is thewayof his people. He knowsthat the cocoon represents Nevaeh, for now at least. He groans, the image of Nevaeh, was raw, and he felt so helpless.

 	�bout time�do you know how long we�ve been sitting in one position?� Nettles groaned before standing up slowly, wobbling.
 	�I don�t think I can take another day of this � it�s been a whole week for crying out loud.� Seth moans in unison.
 	�Hello, you aren�t alone you know, I feel as if every bone has been moulded into this position. Anyway, it hasn�t been two full days, we�ve been in shifts, and if I remembered correctly, your boyfriend wasn�t even here for most of it,� Caro muttered as she pulled her legs up to her chin. She rolled her eyes, as Nettles blew a purposeful kiss towards her boyfriend. The act was meant for her. Seth liked his sleep, always had, and as long as there were three of them, the other three could sleep.
 	It was hard on everyone, swopping houses � Amber�s at night, Andrea�s during the day. Andrea looked at everyone uncertainly. As totem leader, she was responsible for everyone. They even had to stagger sick days at school, so it wasn�t too obvious. Everything had to be planned in minute detail, and she had already been sent a message from the council voicing their concern. What they were doing was dangerous, and if it wasn�t for Hawk�s experience, they wouldn�t have allowed it. She kept to their instructions of taking down notes and recording Hawk�s experiences. It was the only way they could continue and she knew it was for research purposes. One of the librarians told her on the phone that they had only written records of contact, no actual proof. To be in contact with someone who hasn�t passed through the veil was rare. She grimaced at how excited Meg was and was glad Hawk hadn�t heard it - it was too personal.
 	Everyone seemed to be groaning except for Hawk who hadn�t moved from his lotus position in the centre for hours. When he did come out, they had to force food and water on him. No-one, not even Andrea, could believe how determined he was. Seth frowned looking at the others before reaching out with one finger to poke him � there was no response.
 	Outside of the circle, Andrea frowned, noticing his clenched fists as she leaned closer.
 	�He�s awake.� She mouthed before calling them to the kitchen. Everyone tiptoes after her except Amber who is still sound asleep on the couch after being removed permanently when she needed the loo. She snores as they pass making everyone giggle.
 	Hawk opens his eyes trying to focus. The room is spinning and he lies on the wooden floorboards of Nettles� lounge staring at the flaking ceiling in despair before jumping to his feet. Andrea is at his side in seconds and places her hand gently on his arm.
 	�What�s happening Hawk�everything okay? She�s back right?� she asks.
 	Hawk looks at her then, and Andrea notices the clenched tight look of his mouth, stepping back with her hand over her mouth in horror. The others look around them silently, listening to his last moments with her and his vision. He pauses when Amber sits up stretching her arms, yawning loudly. It had taken a while before she realised that everyone was standing in the middle of Nettles� lounge surrounding Hawk.
 	�Hey guys, you finished?� Amber groaned.
 	They all turn to look at her, and she holds her breath, sitting up slowly, remembering why they are here � Nevaeh! Each face seems to show a different emotion. Her eyes scan Andrea�s - it was the most telling. A face she had studied and admired for months. This face was different. The emotions were conflicted and full of fear, a fear that made her dread asking the question, but she had to. When Andrea walked over and hugged her, she knew it was bad.
 	�Nevaeh?� She whispered, her question muffled by Andrea�s shoulder. Andrea released her and chose her words carefully.
 	�We don�t know�Seth�s on the phone to the hospital now�she�s�we think she�s slipping away.�
 	Claudine and Caro held each other before running to Hawk.
 	Amber sat back with a thump onto the couch, looking miserably past Andrea to Hawk. The twins were clucking sympathetically to him while pouring a glass of water for Hawk. Hawk gulped it down gratefully, and every action infuriated her. It was the way they rallied, surrounding him like he some hero. The twins didn�t care about Nevaeh � just Hawk. They didn�t even know her � how could they? Why was everyone so sorry for him? He wasn�t in a coma. She gripped the side of her head, massaging her temples. The heavy mantle of guilt felt too much. Nevaeh was coming to see her that night, and she was upset. Hawk had just left her, disappearing and not returned any of her calls. Even when Amber had tried calling him, no-one knew where he was.
 	That�s why she had invited her over that night. If it wasn�t for her, Nevaeh wouldn�t have met him or any of the others. Now everyone was interested in her.
Nevaeh, I�m so sorry, I got you into all of this.
 	She looked at him with hatred. Why did he hurt her? Couldn�t any of them see how fragile she was? Now look at him, making out he is so upset, putting everyone through a week�s rota of trancing. Amber felt like she was seeing everyone for the first time; if it wasn�t for Hawk�s vision, they wouldn�t have given Nevaeh a second glance. She hadn�t even inherited anything. Everyone here had at least one totem family member to vouch for them. Amber�s father, the one she never saw since he ran out on them, was one, although he was exiled because of bad behaviour. Nevaeh was adopted, she could be anyone. So could Hawk, and his family were Sioux Indians - for crying out loud. When she heard Hawk was teaching trancing to Nevaeh, she couldn�t believe it.
 	Pretending to be happy, for a non-totem when you were waiting for initiation was difficult enough. Amber�s anger turned to rage.
 	This was complete bullshit!
 	She spoke so softly at first that her voice almost dissolved in the rumble of voices.
 	�I don�t understand�you�re supposed to help her.� Andrea and Nettles were the only ones to turn towards her frowning. The fire inside her blazed while she continued to stare at him.
 	�Did you hear me? Yes. You - the great trancer.� She ignored the intake of breath from everyone. �You might as well have let her die!� Her voice rose as she pushed herself back up to a standing position.
 	The rest of the group held their breath looking from Amber to Hawk. After staring at her for a deathly few minutes, Hawk turned on his heels slamming the door. She felt cheated, and it inflamed her anger even more. Without thinking, she ran after him as he was getting into his car.
 	�Run, you coward � you did this to her and you made me do the same. We both might as well have killed her.� She screamed. Hawk swung round to face her, his keys jingling in his hand as he strode back.
 	�You�re right � we did!� His voice was hard and fixed like his grim face, and it felt like forever before he pulled his eyes away. Amber felt like cold water had been thrown onto her, and reeled with the effects. By agreeing, he had just pronounced her a murderer.
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 	The group broke into a frenzy with everyone talking at once. She closed the door quietly before leaning against it. She didn�t expect to find the entire group standing there. Seth was the first to speak.
 	�Are you insane? Can�t you see how broken up the guy is Amber?� Seth pushed his hand through his striped hair while Claudine and Caro spat at her angrily. Seth stopped when she turned towards him with tortured eyes, looking away. Amber looked scarier than normal with her black eyeliner smudged down her face. Her voice was quiet even though her breathing was shallow as she looked at everyone.
 	�I just did what you asked. I made friends with Nevaeh. And now I�m a murderer, not you � me. I�m not even a full member. I�m just me � Amber, the one you won�t teach to trance. You never intended to teach me did you, any of you? Just wanted me to bring in Nevaeh, but for what? You never told me anything, just that Hawk had a vision, that she was important. Look at what we�ve all done.�
 	She held her hands out as if they had blood on them and they were trembling. The silence told her all she needed to know. Only Andrea tried to reach out to her, concern etched on her face. Amber waved her away, before bunching her fists against her temples. She groped blindly for her bag, trying to free it from the cushions on the couch which knocked over a lit candle. Claudine immediately stamped it out, but Amber didn�t notice, she just wanted to escape. She knew where she was really wanted, and it wasn�t here.
 	Nettles pulled away from Seth�s grasp, positioning herself in front of Amber.
 	�Before you leave Amber, you need to remember one thing. We are family here, all of us and just because you�re not ready yet, does not mean that we don�t count you as one of our own.� Nettles� voice was stern and normally the voice of reason. Now it irritated her.
 	Amber looked at her moodily.
 	She noticed how Claudine and Caro stepped behind Nettles, forming a battle group. Even Seth looked smug as he wound his arms round Nettles� waist. She felt her temper flare again. The idea of being part of another group was starting to become tempting, really tempting.
 	�Are you finished?� Amber whispered gritting her teeth. She heard the group breath in together. Andrea moved between them, Nettles was known for her temper. She kept her voice soft.
 	�Amber you can�t change yet, you�re not ready and even if you are, the totem initiation is a big deal. It takes weeks of planning and council members need to be present.�
 	She tried to put her hand on her shoulder, but Amber pulled away. Deep down, she knew what Andrea was saying was true, but she did feel ready. She had read the sacred rites until she knew them by heart. The only part she didn�t like was being naked outside. When a totem joined with you for the first time it was because you were chosen. Clothes, she was told, always confused the totem when it was released from Gaia. No-one knew how she had planned and written her ideas for months. The initiation was the most important moment of her whole life. She dreamt of it, and imagined the three who would be part of the ceremony. There would also be a member of the council there which is why she had chosen to memorise everything. She dreamt about her totem and couldn�t wait for one to choose her. According to the book of Gaia, this happened when the doorway between the mortal and immortal world opened. Part of her was sad but today just confirmed her decision to go somewhere else.
Don�t listen to them Amber, they still need you, just in case she wakes up. Think about why don�t want you to leave yet.

 	Although the voice confirms what she felt, it also makes her flustered, and she drops her bag. They took this as a sign that she was staying, and she felt the atmosphere lighten. Before she could say anything, she was back on the couch and they were doing the hug pile up.
 	�I�m so glad you�re staying, you�re not a murderer�no-one is. Only Gaia decides when life is taken or given.� Nettles whispered before kissing her loudly on her cheek. She reddened then, doubt creeping in. Nettles sounded like she actually meant it and even Claudine and Caro seemed sincere.
 	�We were only initiated just before you joined us, we�re still new. And we had to wait ages,� Claudine said rubbing at the tears on Amber�s cheeks.
 	�Ages,� Caro nodded Amber couldn�t control the small smile that crept its way onto her cheek, reddening when Andrea crouched down in front of her. Her face was different, she was serious.
 	�Your time will come Amber, but for now we have to concentrate on protecting Nevaeh. She�s at risk in the hospital. She felt the voice from before listening, pushing a question into her head.
 	�Isn�t Hawk putting himself and us more at risk by being seen? I mean, he was driving � is he going to the hospital? What was the name of the hospital again?� She sat back stunned at what she had just asked. It was too obvious, and Andrea looked at her steadily.
 	�I mean, in the book it says that trancing is Gaia�s gift to us � why not use that. Why even drive at all?� She forced herself to laugh still reeling from the question and wished at this moment for a little privacy. They had told her it was for her protection, but now she realised it was to spy on the group. She felt like she was living two lives and the pounding in her head became more intense.
I can�t do this.
 	Keep calm Amber. She felt a soft touch to her temples and briefly closed her eyes in ecstasy. The pounding was gone, and she felt calmer than she had for days. She knew it was his magic touch and even now, he was looking out for her. It took her a while to notice that Andrea was still staring at her. For one moment, Amber thought she suspected but how could she? She almost laughed in relief when Andrea smiled at her.
 	�That�s a good point Amber. I can see now that you�ve been studying hard. I�ll make sure that I put through an application for initiation this month � how�s that?� Seth and Nettles called Andrea over before Amber had time to respond. Her mind was reeling: Now she offered it to her, why now, when it was too late? She felt miserable again. Andrea clapped her on the leg before standing up, misreading her face. �Don�t worry; I know you�ve been studying.� She smiled before heading over to Seth and Nettles who were eager to join with their totems. She felt numb, realisation settling in. Andrea had really been listening all these months when she had told her about her studies. She wasn�t being ignored and for the first time, she started to feel guilt, real guilt.

 	�We won�t be long,� Seth moaned, breaking into Amber�s thoughts. His voice was turning into a whine. Andrea didn�t want them to go, not yet.
 	�But we won�t be long.� He mumbled dragging the last word out.
 	�Neither will we.� Andrea said sternly, ignoring the way Seth dragged his feet dramatically.
 	�Such a teenager,� Andrea smiled tousling his Mohawk. Seth flinched.
 	�Hey! Not the hair, never the hair.� he grinned, making a show of sleeking it upwards. Nettles rolled her eyes at Amber and they all laughed. She was always in awe of Andrea�s leadership skills. No matter how upset everyone was, she calmed them down. She felt another trickle of guilt � maybe Andrea would understand if she told her about them. Maybe it wasn�t too late. She felt his fury as pain seared across her temples making her wince. This was another reminder that they were always watching her.
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 	Andrea took a deep breath before holding out the knotted ropes in signal for Hebet en ba to invoke Gaia herself. Each knot signified an initiated member of the group. She called Amber over and placed her in the centre of the circle. Amber felt confused by this inclusion, from what she had read, the knots of Gaia were forbidden to the uninitiated.
 	She could feel the voices being locked out by the knots and wondered if Andrea knew about her secret. The circle of knots was filled with magic and protected everyone. Amber looked round warily, feeling more like a sacrifice. She felt beads of sweat form on her forehead. She�d heard that the knots revealed the truth and prayed that it was just a rumour.
 	Andrea raised her arms, cupping her hands to invoke the tree of life. She inhaled deeply and pulled on the rope. The others circled Amber smiling, and she blushed. Everyone else copied her except Claudine, who frowned at Amber�s muddy aura. As the Gaia dance continued, she noticed how it spread outwards like fingers and enclosed herself in a protective shield, sensing her sister to do the same. Andrea�s voice was getting louder and the energy of the ropes tingled up their arms into their bodies.

Sem-aemsentetenkshertu,
I have made my way to the tree of life.



Pa-na au �atemt-kuaembah-k
May Ifly, May Igathermyself together like a hawk.



Nepverennub; an-na ab-a em tu
Beautiful land of gold; may itcometo me in my heart.



Abtet;an-na-aeramituneteru
Of beginnings; may itcometo me among the gods!

 	Amber felt tears roll down her cheeks, the words repeated by the others sounded like music. At the mention of the Hawk, an overpowering sense of despair filled her, and she wished she could take the words back. Hawk really loved Nevaeh; it was obvious, even if she didn�t want to see it earlier.
 	Andrea held up a small totem stick in which pictorial symbols of the four elements, fire, water, air and earth, were carved. Down the sides were the names of all the totem leaders. It was a reminder of their heritage. Amber held her breath as Andrea pointed to the four compass corners. It was the indication to speak. The binding magic from the circle of knots drew them closer as it wove its way round them. Everyone including Amber felt the power surge through them. Andrea was the first to speak.
 	�We�re still a totem family and the protection of Mother is our first covenant. We must be on guard, and look to Meshkenet, our midwife of souls, to protect, especially tonight.� She took a deep breath.
 	�Be on the look out for others, recognise the darkness, the Kekui, their auras will be tainted. Anna and others like her will carry the Kekui with them. They�ve already swept through two totem groups recently, and taken control. They are using the energy lines of our mother against us; the sign is the blue mist. It is unnatural and created to confuse our senses. They won�t stop until we are all working for them.� At the mention of Kekui, the ancient totem name for darkness, Claudine and Caro looked at Amber.
 	�Children of Totem, we cannot stop; by controlling Gaia they will control the environment and everything that lives on it. Anna is no longer one of us, and you must not answer her call. I don't care how urgent it seems. Remember, we are instructed to keep to our totems and only signal each other, trust only each other. I�ve heard that they are using non-totem members to gain entry into other groups � be careful of your outsider friends. In Gaia we see, In Gaia we believe.�
 	�Andrea, is it true that Anna is a council guardian and leader of Amset - the Cornwall group?� Caro asked.
 	Andrea looked surprised; it wasn�t general knowledge. But the twins had ways of finding out things. She chose her words carefully.
 	�It�s true, the wise one, Anna, has disappeared, and the Gaia council is looking into the matter. Word on the wind is that her research into Khaos infected her. She always had immense powers over the elements, but now�� Andrea shrugged looking around. Her only memory of Anna was from the last council group meeting. There were whispers then about Anna�s fixation with Khaos theory.
 	�I�ve heard that the flooding in a village nearby was by Anna. Harp bought cheap land from the farmers affected and created another site. My sources have told me that it�s heavily guarded like the others, and the antennae have already affected Gaia�s natural energy in the area.� Andrea added.
 	�Our mother�s family came from there, and they�re missing.� Caro said looking at the other members furiously.
 	�One of them is our cousin and she�s the same age as us.� Claudine�s voice was raised and Andrea placed a calming hand on her shoulder.
 	�We will not allow that to happen to us. All of us have been chosen.� Andrea�s voice was low and she looked at Amber smiling. She was glad that she had included her. There were too many risks being taken lately and groups were being infiltrated. Amset, their southern group had been wiped out. That left only three remaining pillars of Gaia, East � Tuameutev, West � Qebsenuv and North � Hapi. With one of the groups missing it made them weak. She winced, wondering why Gaia allowed it to happen. If she asked any of the elders, the answer would always be the same - free will. They might never know how significant Nevaeh was and she can�t help but wonder at the coincidence. Nevaeh, according to Hawk, was an indigo and he was certain she was being called to ward off Khaos. So why were totems being taken? For their powers?

 	In the centre, Amber shivered in relief as the circle broke up. She knew she was already in too deep and that it was going to get worse.
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 	Amber was still flushed as she watched them move out into the night. All of their energies felt etched onto her skin, and she felt more united with them than normal. Deep down she wondered if Andrea had sensed something and done this on purpose.
 	In the kitchen, Caro and Claudine put the kettle on.
 	�Amber has Kekui, she�s practically swimming in it.� Claudine whispered to her twin.
 	�Do you think the others saw it?� Caro asked pulling out a herbal tea bag. Claudine shrugged her shoulders. �If they did, no-one said anything.�
 	Claudine frowned. �So how will the others be able to look out for it?�
 	�They�ll smell them before they even enter the room.� Claudine jumped slightly as Amber entered the room. Amber nodded. She felt distracted and confused; the voice inside her head seemed to have disappeared altogether.
 	�I can�t believe that Anna was ever one of us. How can she not care anymore?� Caro said looking briefly at Amber. Amber shrugged, her guilt reflected in her spiking aura. The twins glanced at each other knowingly.
 	�Do you remember those dolphins found washed up on the African coast, confused and dying? For centuries, they had followed Gaia�s energy roads through the sea and avoided any unnatural danger. Now, others like them get lost. Those that survived watched their pods slaughtered by humans for food. The natural harmony of Gaia is changing Amber, and Nevaeh might be our only hope of fighting them before they do the same to us.� Claudine tinkled the teaspoon loudly.
 	Amber frowned at the way she almost mouthed Nevaeh�s name as if saying it aloud might jinx them. She tried to push Nevaeh into the back of her mind, but it was difficult when she thought about how eager she was to come over.
 	She remembered how they made a beeline for her that first day. She just didn�t seem as unique as they made out. She was just a weird girl, lying under a tree, talking to herself. Mostly she remembered how many birds there were and even caught the flash of a few rabbits scuttling into the undergrowth. She smiled then, suspecting that this was why Hawk wanted her recruited, because of her love of animals, or maybe her looks.
 	Amber bit her lip feeling her mobile vibrate and quickly turned it off. She felt so confused. Everything they said earlier made sense but why couldn�t they teach her to at least trance properly? She felt stuck between two groups, this group liked to do things slowly, and the others had promised to teach her now. She looked at the twins, who had waited an entire year before they could even trance, and felt uncertain. The longing to join was strong, stronger now that she could choose to do it right away. She remembered how the twins described the feeling of joining and the connection with Gaia.
 	�Gaia�s energy makes us feel as if we have super powers. You can see, hear and feel everything'.
 	Amber remembered the feverish look in their eyes, and the seed grew each time she thought of it.
 	She shook her head; did they really think Nevaeh was more powerful than that? She blushed realising that Claudine and Caro were waving their hands in front of her face.
 	�You alright Amber?�
 	Amber shrugged.
 	�Yeah, I was just thinking �bout her y�know, Nevaeh.�
 	Caro cast her sister a look.
 	�Y�know, being special and all that.� Amber muttered.
 	�I mean how do we know that Nevaeh can do anything?� she looked at the twins. 'Seriously, you�ve met her right?� she added.
 	Claudine and Caro cloaked their expressions, a look Amber picked up on.
 	�I knew it,� she pounced, pointing a finger at them triumphantly.
 	�You think the same thing as me.�
 	Claudine shushed her, looking behind them. Amber felt like dancing - she wasn�t the only one who had doubts.
 	A commotion of whining and snarling drew their attention outside. Even in the darkness you could see two naked figures crouching on the patio facing their totems, their heads bowed. It was something Amber had never tired of seeing, and she knew that as experienced as they were, joining was the most crucial. If the totem sensed that their energies were not on the same frequency, or there was danger, the reaction reversed. Instead of joining, their own totems might attack them. In her training, Andrea had told her about the legend of a totem sister who was swallowed whole. Like any legend the possibility of it happening again was always at the back of her mind. It seemed impossible when she watched the way they blended so intimately.
 	The twins shifted next to her. Joining was contagious, and she knew it wouldn�t be long before they too, were outside. With their joining complete, Seth and Nettles turned to look at the three of them in the window, before disappearing in a flurry of silver and black hair.
 	Amber shivered. Before she joined this group, she never seriously thought about the environment, except what bin to put her plastic in. Now it seemed so much more serious.
 	�What were you saying?� Caro slurped at her tea, ignoring the way her twin had started to pace round the kitchen. Joining was contagious and Caro, who always bragged that she was the eldest by two minutes, did seem to be more in control. Claudine started to growl, and Amber backed away returning to the lounge. She remembered a time when they were upset by something while waiting to join and almost exploded into a fury of fur. Apparently it was quite normal for the youngest initiates to lose control and she didn�t want to be in striking distance. She knew that the twins would wait until Seth and Nettles had returned; patrolling was always done in rotation, for safety.
 	In the lounge, she felt the familiar butterflies at the way Andrea flipped her hair over. She had been so stressed lately, and they never seemed to spend any time with each other. Now that school was finished for the summer holidays, she was always alone. She sat next to her feeling guilty and bit her lip wondering if she should tell her.
 	�Andrea�I�� Andrea shushed her, a flash of irritation spreading across her face and held her mobile out briefly to make a point.
 	Amber mouthed a sorry, but Andrea was too busy talking to one of the elders and waved her away. Feelings of guilt melted instantly and she pulled her own phone out while picking up her bag. Scrolling through the messages in the hallway, she half listened to Claudine and Caro growling.
 	At least someone needed her; she reasoned and almost jumped when her mobile vibrated.
 	Andrea would literally kill her if she saw who it was, especially when they had all been warned about having non-totem friends; she had both.
 	�Okay�I�m off now. Think I�ll pop into the hospital to see her,� she said, shuffling a bit before realising that as usual no-one was paying her any attention.
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Packs
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 	Wrapped in the body of their totem, Seth and Nettles were finally free to follow the ancient Gaia law by allowing their totem to take control. It was a way of integrating with different packs. And tonight, they were on the lookout for any strays that had become confused. It was becoming quite common lately, and they often had to guide them back. For some, it was too late. They had wandered into gardens and were attacked by guard dogs.
 	Integrating was always risky. By losing, if only for a short time, the reasoning of the human mind, they put themselves in danger. But it was necessary to become accepted.
 	Seth, whose totem was a silver haired male fox, padded lightly through the woods, a light rain had fallen and he kept his ears alert to the keening cry of the others. Cries, not only distinguish different packs but also warn others that circle the village. Their instinct to feed was roused by a small rabbit that lay on its side with its throat cut, and at first they were wary � it wasn�t a fresh kill. Tucking their tails between their legs, they sniffed, hesitating between fleeing and eating.
 	Seth licked his nostrils, which flared in response, testing the air before moving in. Nettles held back the growling of his stomach and the scent of blood was too overwhelming. Once their stomachs were sated, the male licked his paws and flank, while the female whined again, identifying smells and judging the distance of each one. The smell of a fawn and its mother drifted towards her mingling with the musk of smaller animals that had passed the same way.
 	There was one smell that was stronger than the animals in the wood, and she nervously backed away from the stench of wet clothing, her ears twitching instinctively and alert. She circled the male cautiously, nudging him on his flanks, and he snarled at her. Defensive, her brownish hair standing on end, she sniffed the air - something was wrong. The grumbling cry of alarm sounded from her throat, her tail and ears flattening against the terror.
 	It was quiet, too quiet, compared to the previous week. Then the woods were alive with the chatter of birds and insect life. Apart from the normal badgers or antelope and abundant rabbit warrens, the reduced smells from their kind made them nervous. They knew they were alone.
 	The packs seemed to be choosing strange, untried routes that often got them lost, or worse, trapped on private hunting grounds where the dogs rounded them up for the kill. The female whined loudly now � they both sensed danger and with that their totems released their human mind. At first, Seth used to find this the most difficult when he woke up in the body of an animal but soon adjusted. For Nettles, it had always felt natural, and only took a few minutes to focus her vision until everything became crystal clear to the point of being psychedelic. She took in the remains of the rabbit, and the traces of blood left on the leaf. The only sounds she heard were her totem�s shallow breathing. Seth whined as he stumbled slightly after waking up in his totem.
Seth�can youfeelit? Theenergyis wrong. It�s too strong here, we�ve got to leave.
Right�with you. Seth grunted in response, scraping the ground before bounding in the direction of dense woodland. He sensed an image to Nettles of a small cave, which he had discovered the last time, and she followed him.
 	His mind became foggy as they raced, his ears pricking at the sound of a low humming. In human form, they didn�t hear it, but it resonated through the ground beneath them. Whining as they broke through the undergrowth, into a small clearing, Seth padded back and forth before racing back to Nettles who was trying to shake off loose twigs and leaves by rolling on the ground.
Nettles, the cave�I can�t see it.
 	She stops then and looks around before noticing a soft bluish ribbon of light move towards them. They both whine backing away as it washes through them.
 	The frequency pierced their brain and Seth exposed his teeth, his heart pounding rapidly. From the tangle of bush, only the flicker of moonlight on their brown eyes gave away the power of the mist. Muscles became rigid paralysing movement as they panted in panic. The sound of crunching boots seemed too close. Nettles tried to move but failed; she was sluggish.
 	The urge to flee was halted by the pain that ripped through her animal body. This time she tries to separate, but it feels as if they are glued, and within moments, they both collapse onto their sides. Nettles diminished awareness, vaguely registers warped voices.
 	�Over here. They�re here. Be careful now, don�t spook them.� The woman�s gravelly voice is older than the second.
 	�Look, she�s changing�you have to stop her. They�ll be no good if they change. Hold her for a minute.�
 	Nettles tried to send a message to the group, her weak mind battling to hold on. Hands grab the skin at the back of her neck, and she breaks contact.
 	�Hey, you can�t do that, it�ll kill her�just wait�look�she�s not shifting anymore,� another younger voice interrupted.
 	�What about the other one?�
 	�He�s gone already, out for the count.�
Seth?
 	�I have to go, or I�ll be missed. I didn�t know you were going to ask me to do this � it doesn�t feel right.� The younger one�s voice is tearful.
 	�It doesn�t feel right? Does it feel right to know that you are nothing to them?
 	You have a chance now to make a difference. We are only at the beginning, and nothing is going to happen to them. We just need them to trade. Go if you want to.� The older voice was sneering and Nettles shuddered towards sleep, her last thought was of the darkness, of Kekui
 	The sound of a dull smack echoed in the silence while their bodies were put roughly into the back of the van. Although they can�t voice it, deep down they both know they have been trapped.
 	The van drove as quickly as possible, bouncing through potholes, tossing the two sleeping foxes like they were lumps of meat. Only one person was left alone in the woods and she drew on the blue energy, calling it towards her. The smoke curled obediently up from the ground like a child to its mother. It was her discovery, gleaned from ancient texts and trusting councillors. For ten years, she had worked in secret, honing her skills, increasing her powers. It was a gift from Khaos himself, and it bent to her will.
 	She sent it out to track the one person that would listen to her. His gifts were well known, and it was time to send a message.
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 	Hawk hovered near the doorway. It seemed quiet in there, even though he couldn�t quite see behind the curtain. He picked up her heart beat, and he relaxed, briefly closing his eyes.
 	�Have you come to see Nevaeh?� He looked down to find dark eyes staring curiously up into his. He nodded, uncertain of what to say. Hawk recognised her from before, it was Nevaeh�s mother and he immediately held out his hand. She was so different from Nevaeh, but she still had the traces of the dark haired beauty of her youth.
 	�Sorry�nice to meet you Mrs Morales, my name is Hawk, I�m a friend, just wanting to see how she�s doing.� He knows he is stumbling over his words and that the energy from the trancing is taking its toll. He pushes at his hair wearily, a motion that wasn�t lost on Nevaeh�s Mum. She placed a light hand on his arm.
 	�You look tired�have you been here long?� she asks.
 	Day and night blended together and he was exhausted, but he smiled and shrugged.
 	�Come and look, she�s out of danger now,� she coaxed pulling the curtain back, and Hawk gulped guiltily at how pale and fragile she looked. He damned himself for talking so much to Nevaeh. He should have concentrated on getting her back safe. That was his job, not to be involved personally, although it was too late now. He thought of their short time together, and wondered if his ancestors had seen the connection between them. He knew the answer would be yes, they knew everything, and time didn�t exist on the other side. He felt his stomach lurch thinking again of Nevaeh, and prayed she hadn�t wandered too far.
 	He watched the way that Nevaeh�s mother gently swept a stray hair from her forehead, thinking of his own mother. Both his parents died when he was younger.
 	He wished now, he remembered something about them � a voice, a laugh, a touch. Nevaeh didn�t realise how lucky she was, and he sighed, wondering what she was thinking, if she was thinking at all. Had she been to Nirvana? Was Mother helping her? His thoughts turned back to his ancestors, and Aponi. The vision was quite clear, she was cocooned and somehow that gave him comfort. He clenched his fists, angry that they hadn�t told him anything else. But deep down he knew that they had their reasons. They had never failed him yet.
 	Nevaeh�s mother touches his arm, startling him out of his thoughts.
 	�We�ve had a bit of a scare, her heart lost its rhythm a while back, but she�s clear now, if you can call a coma fine. Apparently the doctors reckon that she is in a light coma and should be opening her eyes soon. Her brain activity is good...� Her voice trailed off, and Hawk automatically put his arm round her. Until now, he hadn�t considered her family, just himself and the needs of Gaia. He stared at the still figure on the bed.
Nevaeh�if you can hear me�wake up�everyone needs you�Ineedyou.
 	When everyone had gone, Hawk slumped into the chair, where he was soon lulled into sleep by the sounds of the industrial cleaner in the nearby room.
 	He was immediately overwhelmed by visual fragments of dreams and visions - someone was trying to reach him. He was being shown the woods, near Nevaeh�s home, and fear took hold of him as soon as he heard the pitiful crying. He felt the muscles in his legs expand as he ran towards the sound, dimly aware of the sticky mud that dragged at his feet, slowing him down.
 	Around him, the woods changed shape nearer the clearing. He wasn�t worried. Dreams always change shape and visions are never about the details but the symbols. Even though blue lightning flashed round him, he could still hear the crying; it was louder. The vegetation around him was becoming difficult to move through and for the first time he felt as if he was fighting Gaia herself. Strange tangled plants appeared in front of him, snagging his legs and clothing. He felt sweat begin to pour as the cries pushed him forward.
 	In the distance was a clearing and summoning up the last bit of strength he had left, he punched his way through. There, the scene rooted him.
 	Blue mist trailed through her hair, making him think of Medusa. On a grassy mound in front of her, lay two whimpering foxes, which he recognised as Seth and Nettles. Anger seared through him when she smiled, it made her face look ghoulish, especially when she extended her arm. The mist crawled down it like a large caterpillar until it slid from her fingers into the ground.
 	He swayed as the earth vibrated beneath his feet and a jagged gash opened Gaia�s skin. The grass around it swept back from the heat and he knew without looking that it was deep.
 	�What do you want?� he whispered, his voice hoarse. It didn�t feel like a vision, it felt real.
 	She answered him by picking up the foxes in each hand like they were toys. It widened their eyes and pulled their mouths open into macabre grins. He wanted to sense them to tell them to release themselves but he felt powerless. She had the control, not him.
 	�What do you want?� he shouted again. The heat was becoming stronger and he could feel it scorching his skin.
 	�Bring her to me or they will die.�
 	Hawk felt his entire being scream when she tossed them casually towards the opening. Steam and pitiful cries of agony made him fall to his knees and cover his ears to the horror of it.
 	�If they die, so will she. She belongs to me.� Her voice is hard.
 	He is woken to the frantic calls of Andrea and a young nurse pulling him free. He leans towards Nevaeh�s bed, to check her heartbeat.
 	�Hawk, are you ok?�
 	He shakes his head wiping the tears from his face, breathing heavily.
 	�Seth and Nettles, they�re in danger.�
 	�Is he alright?� The young nurse asks, baffled.
 	�Just a bad dream, a cup of tea might help,� Andrea whispers, trying to sound casual.
 	Andrea stared back at the still figure of Nevaeh, resembling a porcelain statue. She would have seemed serene if it wasn�t for the lone tear that ran down her face. She watched Hawk pace round the bed, before stopping him and asking for answers.
 	�She wants them back in exchange for Nevaeh,� his voice was low.
 	Andrea opened her mouth then closed it wondering if she�d misheard.
 	�A trade then?� She whispered, looking back at Nevaeh. Hawk nodded, noticing the consideration on her face.
 	�Don�t even think about it Andrea.� He warned.
 	�It�s not even an option � understand?�
 	Andrea didn�t answer.
 	He pulled her further away from the bed as if the very act of separating them made a point.
 	�Sometimes we have to sacrifice one to save the whole, Hawk. You�re too close.�
 	Hawk steps closer towards her.
 	�If anything happens to her, I�ll know where to go.� He didn�t disguise his threat and Andrea looked away.
 	�Understand?� He repeated gripping her arm again. She gasped.
 	�Yes, okay I understand.� He went back to his seat next to Nevaeh. He inhaled deeply.
 	�Andrea, we need reinforcements, another totem group � the eco group, they�re the most invisible, to watch over her. We�re two down.� he added, seeing the flush of anger in her eyes.
 	�As totem leader, I�ll call the meeting.� Andrea said evenly.
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 	�Well, I know where we�ll be holding the next trancing session, Claudine whistled trailing behind. Hawk had driven them all in his beat-up old panel van for half an hour. It wasn�t the most comfortable drive, and they were all holding on for dear life as they hit every pothole in the road.
 	When the group finally stumbled out of the van, rubbing their backsides, they could only stare around in awe at an old timber and stone house in the middle of the woods. The windows were small, as if a child had made them before popping them into the wood. A timber porch extended from the front with two rocking chairs while the top was thatched. On one side, a large stone chimney stuck out.
 	Claudine and Caro skipped towards it, their bangles jingling in unison, before coming to an abrupt stop. They turned simultaneously to Hawk who was grappling with the door.
 	�Where�s Seth, Nettles and Amber? I tried texting them, but there was no answer.� Hawk looked at Andrea before unlocking the door.
 	�Andrea?� Caro whispered, sensing something was wrong. Andrea looked at the twins for a moment before ushering them inside. Amber�s not feeling well.� she muttered.
 	The twins trailed behind looking at each other.
 	�Amber is always around,� Caro whispered.
 	�Yes, but remember yesterday?� Claudine replied.
 	Caro pulled a face before nodding. She had never seen Amber so angry, and over what? A girl she hardly knew. It annoyed her that, after a few months, Amber expected to be initiated. It sometimes took years for that to happen and even then, she had to be able to trance at the basic level first. She couldn�t even perform some of the small tasks of sight. First level trancers were expected to at least visualise the next room. Claudine looked at Andrea and wondered if she was losing her touch. Amber�s feelings for her were obvious to everyone, apart from Hawk. She dismissed the thought, vulnerability creeping in, a feeling she sensed to her twin.
 	They held their breath as they took in the room.
 	�So this is Hawk�s place�� They both breathed out when they realised they were being looked at. Totem groups sat in bundles, shifting uncomfortably on a beaten old lounge suite. The room looked old, and seemed more in place in America, than Hampshire, England. Above the stone fireplace was a miniature sculpture of a totem pole with exaggerated grimaces on each head, hung from hooks. Claudine nudged her sister expectantly, tilting her head in the direction of Garren and Gabe; another set of male twins they had met at one of the conferences. They both blushed at the memory, their eyes blazing with excitement especially at the way the boys were staring back at them. They looked at each other giggling guiltily. The last meeting had been fun.
 	�How are we going to chat to them without everyone noticing us,� Claudine whispered to her sister. At first, it seemed like they wouldn�t have the chance to catch up like the last time. A red-haired woman from across the room was calling to them and they looked at her miserably.
 	They were closest to the door, and she wanted them to fetch the remaining bags of food from one of the cars parked outside. They almost whooped in delight when Gabe and Garren were told to help them. The boys made a beeline for them, and when they were in the kitchen, they were all grinning from ear to ear. �Where�s the rest of your group, I was hoping to see Seth,� Garren said as they set down the remaining bags. Caro shrugged in response.
 	�They got out of it,� Claudine mumbled, still fuming that Amber hadn�t bothered to turn up either. Gabe picked up on her mood and put his hand in one of the bags.
 	�Bruv�me thinks there�s something very fishy going one.� He pulled out a large grey fish, holding it by its belly and shaking the head.
 	�Idiot!� Claudine laughed.
 	�Fool!� Caro bumped him with her hips.
 	�Hey steady on, no touching on the first date,� Gabe said and Caro blushed. Garren put his arms round the back of Claudine�s waist.
 	�Nah�it�s the other way round. Touching is definitely allowed.� The girls squealed before simultaneously shifting their bodies round to face them. The kitchen door opened, followed by an annoyed coughing. Soon other hands were stretching forward discreetly placing more bags on the table and Claudine groaned pulling herself away.
 	It was obvious that everyone disapproved. Maybe it wasn�t the right time, but everyone was so stressed by the meeting, she just wished, for once, they could have fun.
 	�I�m not in the mood for meetings � anyone important coming or do you think we�ll be missed? Gabe winked conspiratorially.
 	�Not sure,� Caro whispered back. �I heard Andrea talking to the Surrey and Kent group earlier. Think there�s a load coming from there � bet it�s to do with that damn Anna.� Three heads nod.
 	�I heard she�s using mind control to take control of their totems.�
 	Claudine arched her eyebrow. �I�d like to see her try.�
 	The noise from the lounge was getting louder, and they all looked towards the door.
 	�We�ll find out soon enough. Low level trancers like us, don�t get to know what�s going on � remember?� Caro half laughed, while sweeping a red gloss over her lips.
 	Gabe growled, wedging her in the corner of the kitchen and she pretended to struggle.
 	�Hey, you should move to our group. We�re all equal, except for Suriah, Jared, Eaton, Lelah and of course Pippa.
 	�Shut up�idiot!� Garren interrupted looking at the mystified looks of the twins.
 	�Don�t listen to him; he�s just named everyone in our group.�
 	Garren�s wide grin froze as the door slowly opened.
 	�Everything done? Andrea called, peering round and focusing on Claudine and Caro. Caro blushed when she noticed a faint gloss on Gabe�s mouth, and knew Andrea hadn�t missed it either.
 	�We�re about to begin, best to come back in.� Andrea added, her voice low. When she had gone, Gabe and Garren wiped their foreheads whistling softly.
 	�And we thought Pippa was tough.� they laughed. Claudine and Caro held their fingers to their mouths, nodding towards the doorway.
 	�Don�t forget to actually bring some food through,� the girls reminded them. They looked at each other and smiled.
 	�Glad we came,� Claudine whispered to her sister as they went into the lounge, almost dropping her plate when an eco stepped through the wall.
 	�Jeezus, be careful will you? Don�t you guys ever use doors?� she glowered, and the eco made a peace sign before moving back to his group.
 	�At least they�re wearing some clothing,� Caro whispered.
 	�Do you remember the last time?�
 	Claudine�s shoulders shook so much she nearly dropped her glass of juice.
 	�Careful.� A young girl growled sitting on a nearby chair narrowing her eyes at her. Claudine muttered a quick sorry before rolling her eyes at her sister, giggling again. This time, Caro bumped her causing a domino effect and Claudine found herself sitting on the girl�s lap.
 	She looked up in horror when they both stood up. She was the height of a giant and juice dripped down her face, like she was melting.
 	�It was an accident, big foot.� Caro snapped coming to her sister�s defence - although they both stepped a little further back. The girl growled, but the growl was deeper than anything they had ever heard before. It vibrated through them, and their mouths dropped. The girl called on her totem in front of them, and almost instantaneously, large paws were sweeping people and food like insects. Andrea pulled the wriggling twins away and into a nearby room. The commotion was deafening, and all they could hear was the splintering of wood and crash of glass before a deafening silence. When Hawk eventually opened the bedroom door, he looked visibly shaken and glared at the twins until they shrunk back on the small bed before turning to Andrea.
 	�Haven�t you taught your group to behave in a meeting? She could have killed you and put a few more of us in the ground before we stopped her.� Andrea who was still biting from their previous argument made the challenge gesture by crossing both arms in front him. Stress over Seth and Nettles and now the twins made her edgy, plus she was still stinging from their last encounter. She wasn�t going to be told what to do, not by him.
 	�I�m group leader, you are a guest, just remember that, and considering I�m down to two official members tonight, I would suggest you stop telling me what to do! So, Hawk, are you challenging me?� She repeated, crossing her arms again, as he exited, slamming the door behind him.
 	�Wow, Andrea, you go girl.� Claudine whispered, instantly regretting it.
 	Andrea looked at them like she was seeing them for the first time. Her voice was barely a whisper but the anger was obvious and they shrank away.
 	�Next time you pick an argument with someone, make sure it�s not a bear, especially a grizzly. And give it a break with those guys, keep that for later. We need to stick together, not stick out.� The twins stared at the door once she had left. They were baffled.
 	�I still don�t know what we did that was so wrong. It was an accident, and she should control her damn totem. I mean, grizzlies aren�t exactly low profile in England. Jeezus, couldn�t she have chosen something else.� Claudine whispered.
 	�I think this is all to do with Nevaeh. I told you it was a bad idea bringing her into the group. Look at the way everyone fawned over her. She�s pretty in a weird sort of way, but she could do so much more for herself.� Caro said, staring at herself sideways in the long bedroom mirror.
 	Claudine nodded in agreement. �Ready?� Back in the lounge, Caro rubbed her arms, flushing guiltily at the looks they were getting. Hawk�s house was trashed; the front door was completely missing. They took in the large splinters of wood that had already been swept to one corner and noticed Gabe and Garren holding broomsticks. They were smiling in amusement, and the girls looked cautiously at Andrea before smiling back.
 	A large table had been cleared in the middle of the lounge. Hawk stood in the centre holding the sacred totem stick of leaders. Everyone was mesmerised except the twins who were still eyeing Gabe and Garren; especially when he mentioned Anna. Patrols were to be set up, and each group leader was given a place to patrol. The eco leader, Quinqui, an old, wizened man, greeted Hawk by touching foreheads. His green and brown skin resembled a mangled root, but his voice was loud and strong. The moment he took the stick, the other ecos murmured their respect in the ancient Gaia language.
 	�From the time of Gaia�s birth, we were guardians of the sacred sites. We are voices for her breath, her life. Since the beginning, we have protected her.�
 	The ecos filled the room with their mumblings.
 	�Already, this enemy of Gaia has placed her hands on our mother and taken our kind from us, but�� he stopped to pause - his yellow eyes darting round the room. �Gaia has sent her daughter to help us.�
 	Gaia mantras filled the room and Quinqui raised his voice.
 	�But Mother took me into her bosom where I sat beside the veil. I saw her place two children on separate carpets of earth where they were wrapped in Nirvana�s magic.� The room sighed like one being. Hawk�s head shot up. �Two?� If Quinqui heard him, he didn�t answer but continued, his voice soft and even.
 	�We know of only one. They call her Nevaeh. She showed me the scales of balance and images of both children on either side. They were the same and opposite, we do not know which one - both were wrapped in the indigo cloak.�
 	Quinqui took a deep breath and the room breathed with him as he raised his totem stick even higher.
 	�Remember my children, the first of Heaven�s children were cast from her bosom. Together they are harmony, bliss, while apart they are the children of Khaos.�
 	He brought his stick down on the table so hard, some of the members near the front jerked. The room erupted with questions and arguments about who this other child was. Hawk took the stick, nodding to Quinqui. Hands shot up, and he pointed the stick in their direction.
 	�Is Anna part of this?� Gabe asked. Hawk nodded. �She must have been given purpose; why else would she want Nevaeh - or any of us? We must be careful, Anna is more powerful, and I don�t think it is just from Harp, she must have the other child.� The word child stuck like a lump in his throat and he coughed before continuing.
 	�The blue sickness is pushing through Gaia�s sacred energy lines. Her pathways are blocked, and my brothers and sisters cannot hear Gaia�s messages. I have also heard whispers that the old ones are rising. Every year, these sacred openings, revitalise and fertilise Gaia�s skin. It is a gift from above and below. The time is near, and if we don�t stop her, she will bring forward more children seeded from Khaos.�
 	At the mention of Khaos everyone seemed to breathe like one being. Hawk looked back at Quinqui who placed his hand over Hawks. His face was grim.
 	�You all remember the legend of Gaia and Khaos having children. Khaos became jealous of the children of Gaia and tried to kill most of them. Those that survived have been hidden. We are the guardians of those survivors and of Gaia herself. Some of the scrolls write of a new time, when a daughter of Gaia and son of Khaos, reunite and bring an end to the war between the gods.� The room was quiet.
 	Hawk leaned forward, his voice was low, as he brought them back to the present.
 	�My friends, legends are one thing, but right now groups from one pole to the other are stretched to capacity. In Australia, firestorms are raging, killing everything in their path. Some are in hiding, and others are being turned into drones.�
 	�Look what happened to Japan. Did Khaos have anything to do with that?� someone shouted. Hawk shrugged. �I want to say no, that it is the natural way of Gaia, but I can�t. Nothing is the same anymore.�
 	The groups were muttering to each other and Quinqui wearily placed his stick down, inviting others to have their say.
 	Hawk stepped away from the table; he was still reeling from the new information. He hadn�t counted on a male version of Nevaeh, and if he was a child of Khaos, one of the immortals, then why hadn�t he sensed this or been told?
Aponi- why?
 	He rubbed the back of his neck and felt a hand on his shoulder, Quinqui was smiling at him. It had been a long time since he saw his grandson and best friend, and he still missed him. Jin had taken over an eco group in South America, when he passed through the veil. He had become trapped under a rockslide while he was in transition. Ecos often moved from tree to earth to air, but the transition was the most dangerous. Hawk mourned his friend for months and laid out sweet herbs and incense to remember his passing. A thought crossed his mind.
 	�Yes Hawk, he is here, feel him�� Quinqui sensed the message and he closed his eyes, feeling a slight pressure on his other shoulder. Emotion overwhelmed him.
Goddess, I wish you were here Jin; I could do with your help.
 	�He is,� Quinqui sensed him. Hawk smiled indulgently at the thought of Jin beside him.
 	Quinqui surprised him then, by laying his ancient hands on his face.
 	�He has been appointed your guardian Hawk, it is not a thought.� Hawk felt tears well up and closed his eyes to the embrace of Jin.
 	�Thank you my brother.�
 	Apart from his grandparents, Jin was the closest thing to a brother he had ever had. His thoughts were never far from Nevaeh, and he let Jin know. The ecos were the most ancient race of beings, and death meant renewal. Those that passed through the veil took up positions on the other side. This they believed kept the balance.
 	They both stood side by side, listening then to the accounts from other leaders in their territories. Entire generations of totems had been taken in one sweep. Andrea was the last leader to take the stick and spoke in more detail of Hawk�s vision. Hawk heard the stress in her voice and felt guilty over his behaviour. She was young as far as leaders went and Seth and Nettles were more than just members to her, they were family.
 	He looked round the room then at the panic Anna and the unknown child had caused. He searched his memories trying to remember the stories of the ancient ones. He would have to rely on the Quinqui�s knowledge.
 	�I have to reach them,� he thought thinking of Nevaeh. Part of him was pleased that Quinqui had confirmed what he suspected. Although, not even he dared to think that she might be the true daughter of Gaia. If she was, then she stands between what Quinqui called the two worlds, the seen and unseen, above and below.
And you�re not going tohaveher, he thought, remembering Anna�s threat.
 	He pushed forward, just as the last leader had finished, and took the stick. Voices dissolved when they saw he had returned.
 	�I don�t know why she wants Nevaeh,� he burst out, looking towards Quinqui then Andrea. �But she�s not getting her. This is war and we must protect our mother and children.
 	He made his point by slamming his hand down and the room roared in agreement. Hawk looked around and felt adrenaline pump through his body then as he raised the totem stick above his head.
 	�In Gaia we see. In Gaia we believe.�
 	The room exploded.
 	He cast a glance at Quinqui, thinking of Jin; together they were stronger and stood a better chance. He just wished he knew what Anna had planned. If she had made contact with the immortal children of Khaos, they needed all the help they could get.
 	Amidst the noise, only the twins stood in angry silence, not even Gabe and Garren could get them to talk. Andrea made her way through the crowd.
 	�Why didn�t you tell us?� Claudine muttered.
 	�We should have known first, before everyone else.� Caro added.
 	Andrea took a deep breath. �I was going to tell you, but after the bear thing, well�� She rubbed her hand over her face wearily. �Where are they?� Gabe interrupted and they all stared at him, even the twins. They had been standing close by.
 	�We don�t know, but according to Hawk�s vision, if Anna has them, they�re at the old fortress.�
 	�Harp.� Garren added and Andrea nodded.
 	Andrea sighed � the loss of two members weakened them, especially now. As if in answer, an older collection of women from the Berkshire group approached her. Their leader, Pippa, a red-haired woman the twins had seen earlier, pushed through.
 	�Join with us? Harp needs to be destroyed!� she blurted in a no-nonsense way, before holding out her hands, palm upwards. Andrea blinked in surprise staring at the frank, round face in front of her. She turned to Claudine and Caro questioningly and they smiled.
 	�Ma � ehti.� She whispered. �Right and truth.�

 	Garren and Gabe beamed.
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 	Blue mist
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 	Seth and Nettles blinked in the darkness. They were still joined, but their human selves had become disconnected. They wobbled when they stood up, their muscles trembling. Seth stumbled sideways, his silver hair becoming rigid when he touched the edge of his cage. The frequency had a mouldy smell to it, and he whined moving away and urinating in the corner. Memories of grass, dirt and pain filled the fox side of his brain.
 	His mate circled him, tucking her tail between her legs, sniffing for any sign of the humans that did this to them.
 	As they felt the blood start to pump through their limbs, they automatically shook themselves apart, their human minds foggier than their animals.
Seth�what�s happening? Where are we? Nettles whined.
I don�t know...but man, I had the worstdreamever, and myheadis killing me. He groaned putting his paw against the edge of the white pulsating floor before yelping.
What the hell? I just got electrocuted. Nettles barked, before sniffing his face.
I�m scared�my parents will be worried - do you think the others will know where we are? She whimpered.
 	Seth�s mind returned to their last moments before they passed out.
Don�t worry, I sent amessageto Hawk. Nettles licked him gratefully, hope making her pulse quicken. She felt drained, and the urge to be free was stronger than ever. Another thought crossed her mind and her ears flattened. Seth�s animal instincts reacted to her heightened sense of fear and he mirrored her pose, his brushing the cold metal surface of the cage.
Seth, I�m tired, we shouldn�t still be joined, we need tofreeourselves, have you tried?
 	Nettles shook her body then, her brown hair standing on end like Seth�s. It was normally quite easy to free herself from her totem, you just will it. But nothing was happening.
 	�There�s no use trying, the frequency in there is high enough to keep you joined. Better get used to it.� An accented male voice interrupted. Seth and Nettles froze, both growling in their throats at the hazy shape beyond their line of sight. The energy that surrounded them made it difficult to see anything outside properly.
 	�Aww�can�t speak? Fox got your tongue?� The unfamiliar male voice chuckled. Nettles tucked in her tail � her whining increasing.
 	�Hey don�t worry, you might be saved if the exchange happens, for now just think of yourselves as our little energy bulbs.� The voice was filtering and Seth threw himself against the energy field before bouncing back up just as quickly. The pain was immense, and he curled up on the floor whimpering.
You bastard, you almost killed him Nettles screamed, but all that came out was a high pitched barking.
 	�Don�t get too worried, your new leader will be arriving soon, and you�ll soon figure out your purpose. I�ve heard she�s excellent with animals.�
 	Nettles pulled her mouth back, baring her teeth at the mention of the woman. The laughing made her rage, and she threw herself at the wall of light, howling in pain as she too ricocheted backwards, every inch of her body pulsating.
I will killyou�when I�m free. I will kill Nettles vowed.
 	�Now then little ones, that�s against totem law isn�t it?� Nettles� ears twitched. The gravelly voice was familiar and she wished her eyesight would clear. The name Anna brushed at the sides of her consciousness and the thought was immediately picked up. �Well done, I�ve underestimated you, little one. Don�t worry, I�ve sent word to your group, and if they agree, then you�ll be free. Perhaps by then, you might prefer to join me.
 	Nettles recoiled as if she�d been stung.
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 	Tapestries
[image: ]

Hawk, I don�t know if you can hear me, but I think I�m dreaming now. Can youdreamwhen you�redead? Someone is whispering my name, and they�re talking in a strange underwater voice. I can�t see properly, and everything looks white and fuzzy. I�m floating Hawk, help me, I�m floating.
I�ve lost you...
 	�Hawk! I�m not lost silly, just dreaming.� Myvoicedoesn�t sound right either, it echoes, maybe �cos I�m so high up. Where are you?
 	�Nevaeh�if you can hear me�wake up everyone needs you�Ineedyou.�
 	�Wake up?How?�
I'm drifting downwards.I wish you could see this, feel this. There is a warmwindon my face, and I�m hovering above a vast field it seems clearer than when I dreamt it.Now I can actually smell the wild flowers,and they�re every colour imaginable � it seems to go on forever like a tapestry.I wonder if the temple is there?I feel like I�m in heaven, maybe it is heaven.The urge torunthrough it and grab handfuls is overwhelming.I�m so close that if Ipushmy bare foot downwards, pointing my toe, I can almost feel it. There�s a tickling sensation travelling up my legs like fingers. I feel so energised, I just want tcurlmy toes into the softsoil- why can�t I?
In my dreams, I ran through these fields to the temple. Ireallywant to do that again. I feel so frustrated - maybe I�m nottotallydead. I want to stay here and make angels in the long grass. I justwishmy parents could see this and Jo-Jo. Ibetshe�s lying on her bed listening to music � I miss her.

 	Jo-Jo lay on her bed listening to her i-pod as a way of hiding from her Mother. She wasn�t used to the attention she was getting; Mum had always been such a workaholic, and now she was doing the overkill protective mother thing, and it made her uncomfortable. It was bad enough that her best friend was in a coma, but now she had to deal with her mother constantly asking if she was alright. Why can�t she leave her alone? She had phoned Nevaeh�s parents most nights, and tonight was no different. Her Mum was living at the hospital while her Dad looked after the baby.
 	Guilt was her constant companion lately, which even spread towards Nevaeh�s family. She�d been jealous of them; they were so close, compared to hers. Her parents had been divorced since she was two and she hardly heard from him. He had his own family and step-children; while she was a constant reminder of his past.
 	Jo-Jo�s eyes turn towards the photo frame of them both in their rollerblades, her eyes misting up again. Nevaeh, never asked anything from her. Why was she so stupid? She could have any guy she wanted and yet she went for the one guy her shy best friend wanted. She remembered her dreams of him and blushed. Every morning she felt more frantic, wanting him for herself. Nevaeh suddenly became the competition, not her friend but the girl in her way of getting the guy.
 	�Such an idiot.� She whispered to herself. Ever since the accident, she had fought with herself about it constantly, wondering why, why she was like that? She groaned then, pulling a strand of limp hair forward. He wouldn�t look twice at her now � no-one would. Nevaeh�s hair was beautiful, and she wished she had told her more often. She caught sight of herself in her mirror and rubbed her forefinger under her pale eyes. Another face she didn�t recognise. She bit her bottom lip, willing some life into it, but the effort was too much. She just didn�t care anymore, the guilt was slowly eating her up bit by bit, and she distanced herself from everyone. Before they broke up for summer holidays, she had started to sit under Nevaeh�s tree. It felt a little creepy at first, and she fought the urge to leave, especially with all the bugs and stuff. Everyone else kept away from her when she sat there. No-one wanted to be reminded of something sad, when they were heading for their holidays, including Jay and Paul.
 	Jo-Jo sunk back into her pillows then, pulling the duvet over her. She had been to the hospital once and once only and only took Josh because he insisted. It didn�t feel right standing there with the one guy her friend had liked, but she wasn�t in the mood to argue. He had been so comforting then, holding her, almost cradling her in his arms. A small whimper expelled from her, and she closed her eyes. It didn�t matter anyway, he was history � gone. He didn�t turn up the next day at school or the days that followed. She even sent Jay and Paul to be school detectives and check what was going on, but they didn�t find a thing. The teachers said that he had moved for personal reasons � family business. Deep down, being dumped wasn�t a surprise. He still seemed too interested in Nevaeh and was always asking personal questions. She wished now, that she�d never told him about the adoption side.
 	�That makes sense,� he had muttered. Even then, she remembered thinking how weird it was.
 	�What do you mean?� She had asked.
 	�Well she doesn�t look like her parents - that�s all,� he shrugged, before ambling away.
 	Jo-Jo frowned at that; when had he met her parents? Now, she played the conversation over and over again in her head, damning herself for not asking him to explain himself. She shivered. Now that she thought about it, he was always watching her, even when she was with that weird group of hers.
 	Jo-Jo buried her face in the pillow screaming silently. She�d heard things through Jay and Paul of that night. Some said they were devil worshippers, and Nevaeh was the sacrifice. That, she�d been running away when she was hit. Ever since then, her dreams were filled with frightening images of her friend screaming. Sometimes she even felt the darkness probing her dreams from the edge questioning her subconscious.
 	Why did they all have to look like that anyway? They all seemed so knotty and dishevelled when they stood together. She couldn�t understand why Nevaeh hung out with them, they didn�t seem her type. Jo-Jo closed her eyes, imagining them that last night, and wondering what really made her friend run to the house in such a hurry. It didn�t feel right, unless, her mind flashed to the mystery guy. She remembered how he had to be convinced to stand back when they put her in the ambulance. He had looked at her then, his dark eyes piercing right through her and she felt another shiver of guilt. She had really let her friend down.
 	�Nevaeh, I�m so sorry.� She rolled over miserably, wondering why she was talking to her like she was a ghost. But it felt like that. Nevaeh, her friend since they were five years old, lay like a ghost, reminding her of their favourite movie when they were little � Snow White.
 	�You always wanted to be Snow White, and if I could find a prince to kiss you and wake you up I would.�
 	A soft breeze startled her when it moved the curtain. She sat up at the strong smell of perfume.
 	�Nevaeh?�
 	Her heart raced, thinking again of ghosts. It can�t be, she isn�t dead, is she?
 	She nearly screamed when her mobile buzzed, the light flashing � it was a text. She picked it up, her body shaking with dread and almost fainted at the smiley face that stared back. For most people who read this, it won�t mean anything, but to Jo-Jo it meant everything � it was their way of saying hello; hers and Nevaeh�s. She bounded off the bed, her breath heaving as she texted her back. The word ghost screamed at her over and over again and she felt like her feet were rooted as she waited. When the mobile vibrated, she thought she was going to be sick. Part of her wanted it to be her and the other didn�t.
Pleasedon�t bedeadNevaeh, please.
 	Another waft of perfume curled towards her again, and she stared wildly round the room, then at her window. It was half open, maybe it came from there, she reasoned to herself. Or, it meant something else; her brain screamed back. Maybe, she�s awake. She gasped then at the obviousness of it and almost laughed out loud. She wasn�t a ghost, she�s awake! Snow White had woken up.
 	Jo-Jo felt her muscles give way and sat back on her bed, texting frantically. Her heart thumping, threatening to explode, before damning herself.
Don�t be an idiot. If she�s just woken up, she�s not going to be allowed totextyou - is she? Jo-Jo thought of all the movies she had seen of coma victims waking up and imagined doctors and nurses rushing around her. The thought galvanised her into action and she jumped up, grabbing her jacket before racing to the door. If Nevaeh was going to wake up � she wanted to be there, before the weirdoes got there.
 	�Mum!� she screamed pounding down the stairs, the image of the smiley face overwhelming her.
 	�Mum, its Nevaeh, she�s awake, Mum!�
 	Tears poured down her face, and she struggled to see properly. Jumping the last two steps, Jo-Jo almost knocked down both her Mum and the person next to her.
 	She stopped in shock, ignoring the weak smile of the person opposite.
 	�What the hell do you want?� She growled.
 	�Jo-Jo!� Her Mum gasped. Jo-Jo felt all her anxiety explode.
 	�Mum, Nevaeh was at her house when she had the accident. She shouldn�t have even been there. I hate her for what she�s done.� She narrowed her eyes until they were slits in Amber�s direction. Amber stepped back, visibly shaken. The action didn�t go unnoticed.
 	�Look at her Mum; she knows it�s the truth.� Amber flushed red and Jo-Jo looked triumphant. Her Mum looked at Amber with undisguised horror before pursing her lips. Her parents had been more than good friends to her.
 	�Amber, I think you had better leave.� She nodded towards her daughter.
 	�I�m sorry, but it�s the right thing. I don�t want my daughter more distressed than she already is.� she added, holding her arm out towards the door. Amber continued to stare up at Jo-Jo.
 	�We have to talk.� she said stubbornly, and then looked at her Mum. �I promise, I won�t be long, but I have to talk to her, please.� Her voice wavered and it didn�t go unnoticed by either of them.
 	Jo-Jo frowned.
 	�Sorry?�
 	�Talk, I have to talk to you � it�s extremely important.� Amber�s voice barely rose above a whisper.
 	�What�s wrong? Is it Nevaeh? Has she woken up?�
 	�Can I talk to you,� she looked at Jo-Jo�s Mum. �Alone�.
 	Jo-Jo was agitated, she wanted to go to the hospital not sit here and talk with the person who had taken her place, even if some of it was her fault. She nodded to her mother and led her into the kitchen.
 	�You have five minutes � tops.� She almost growled.
 	�I need your help.� Amber blurted, sagging onto the kitchen chair. Jo-Jo stared at her like she was mad; watching the way Amber rubbed the back of her neck nervously. Her eyes darted to the bruises on her forearm, they looked deep and recent. She�d heard the same stories as everyone else about Amber�s mother. She glanced at her mobile.
 	�I have to go, she�s awake you know, Nevaeh.� She looked at Amber then, biting her lip. �And I�d prefer it if you weren�t there.�
 	Amber looked at her like she had two heads.
 	�No she isn�t � believe me � I would know.�
 	All of Jo-Jo�s anger bubbled out. Who the hell did she think she was? She shoved the text image at her and Amber flinched like she was about to be hit. Jo-Jo shook her phone again.
 	�Really? Then how did she do this?�
 	Amber stared at it blankly.
 	�It�s from Nevaeh�s phone, it�s our secret message.� Amber continued to stare at her, replacing confusion with pity. The look made Jo-Jo seethe.
 	�For crying out loud Amber � it�s our way of telling each other that we�re okay � Okay?� Amber burst into tears.
 	�You don�t understand, if you don�t help me, she won�t be fine, she�ll live, but she won�t be the Nevaeh you know. Not if Anna gets her way.�
 	Jo-Jo felt the blood drain from her face, she could tell Amber was serious, and her mind raced.
 	Her Goth make-up couldn�t hide the way her voice trembled over the name of Anna. Who was this girl? Is she from the school? Part of her didn�t want to know.
 	�Jo-Jo, did you hear me?� Amber touched her hand that clasped the mobile. Jo-Jo shrunk away from her as if she had been stung.
 	She leaned forward whispering through gritted teeth. It was Jo-Jo�s turn to lean back. �Jo-Jo, I�m not lying. You know me or know about me. Do I look like one of those dramatic queenies that blow everything up?� Jo-Jo stared at her blankly.
 	�I don�t make shit like this up!� Amber added, almost shouting now.
 	Jo-Jo looked down at her mobile before holding her hand up to Amber.
 	�Do you know the number for the hospital?�
 	When she put the phone down, every imaginable emotion rushed through her � nothing had changed. Nevaeh was exactly the same; no-one could help her except herself. She blinked looking at the smiley again and felt tears forming. If this was a joke, it was one of the cruellest jokes ever played. Amber paced back and forth, her eyes flicked between Jo-Jo and the kitchen window, everything made her edgy.
 	�Amber sit down and tell me what�s going on. If something is going to happen to Nevaeh, I want to know everything.�
 	Amber took a long sip of the cola that was put in front of her. She knew she was playing a dangerous game, but she had to do it. She�d already decided to edit parts, if she told Jo-Jo everything, she wouldn�t believe her.
 	It was still dangerous, not just for Jo-Jo but for everyone. She owed her for what she had done. All of this was her fault. Anna was right about that and she rubbed her temple angrily. Jo-Jo was Nevaeh�s insurance and as enemies, the only one she could rely on.
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 	Faces of the moon
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Urrgh- that wasreallyhard, Hawk. I feel tired, if a dead person can feel tired. But I think I did it, I could see Jo-Jo and evenimagineour secrettextworking. I was so excited when it popped through to her. If I can do that � why can�t Itouchthe ground?If you can hear me, angels,let me die, please. I want to stay and feel the grass, here in Heaven.
Hawk, I can feel someone coming � it might be her, Ihopeit�s her.

 	Hawk joins the others his body stretching with his totem, Mahpee. For the last week, he has been patrolling and trancing to protect Nevaeh. Wherever she was, she wasn�t safe until she woke up. He twisted before pumping his exaggerated wings, gathering speed. The night wind was on their side as he led the formation across the night sky. To others, below, the night flyers resembled a large dark cloud drifting across the face of the moon. It was a risk they had to take, fear had risen. News of more trancers disappearing began sweeping through the different groups. Forbidden from patrolling alone, their assignment was to look for and identify Anna�s recruits. He beat his wings, circling wider and wider to glide. To him, this was second nature, and he couldn�t remember the time in his life when he wasn�t joined. Being without his totem was like being without air.
 	His wings rippled against the invisible airwaves that lifted him up. These were friendly, they didn�t sting like the blue energy waves had when they flew through them earlier. Recently they almost lost one of their more experienced flyers. Raven was the first to be tangled in the energy as they neared Harp�s land, and it almost paralysed him. It took every bit of effort to pull him back before he lost consciousness.
 	Penetration was impossible. Hawk flicked his head from side to side reading the airwaves again while wondering how many more of his totem brothers and sisters would be taken. Nevaeh seemed to be the key to this entire war, and he wished he knew more. The other child that Quinqui spoke of still unsettled him. Everything affected him lately, even his adopted group.
 	Andrea made it seem so easy when she suggested that they give her up to save the whole, and after their last argument, he felt more uncertain of her than before.
 	Nevaeh was in more danger from his kind than from Anna. Although no-one had actually said anything, he knew that most of them would agree with Andrea. She was well thought of and although young had been totem leader for a long time. The wind fractured for only a moment, but the scent that drifted up to him was unmistakeable and he led the formation further towards the ground. Within minutes, his golden eyes picked up movement, and he swooped down. The figure half turned revealing the focus of its attention � a small and frightened totem, an Eco child, and judging by the white marking, this one was alone for initiation. The Eco group were the only totems that passed their powers through their children, and initiates had to survive a week alone.
 	Its attacker scuttled towards the bushes, and they sensed the ground patrol while driving the thing deeper into the woods. The child pulled up its knees, rocking until the earth beneath moved. She was calling for help and he hovered protectively as a group of Ecos stepped from Gaia herself. They looked up only briefly before cupping the child into their arms and disappearing beneath the earth. Going near an initiate was strictly forbidden and only when the child was safe, did the ground patrol move quickly. Within minutes they had bagged the attacker, tying it to the back of a totem horse before speeding to the cabin. Hawk swung round with the rest of the group cawing in elation, pleased with the night�s victory. Until now, he had been alone, preferring the freedom to work without question, his only law being the natural law of Gaia, cause and effect, until now.
 	Outside the cabin, he watched his totem dissolve into the early morning mist before thinking of Nevaeh. He rubbed his eyes and knew that sleep would be difficult until he had seen Anna�s offspring. He was certain he had glimpsed hands and hair. Whatever this was, it wasn�t a natural totem, it was forced. He considered it good fortune that they had finally caught one, and taking a deep breath, braced himself for the questioning that would come.
 	Tiredness hit him like a force when he arrived home, and by the looks of the others lying everywhere, he wasn�t the only one. Andrea half smiled from the couch holding her thumb up. She had experienced her first ground patrol with Pippa�s group and seemed happy as she closed her eyes.
 	In the kitchen, thirst overwhelmed Hawk. Patrolling was different; it required more energy and his muscles ached. He was stopped from downing another litre of water by the sudden appearance of Raven at the kitchen door. They had taken the half thing to the oversized shed.
 	�Hawk, it�s asking for you,� Raven called pulling a face. At Hawk�s confused look, he shrugged.
 	�Apparently you know her.� Raven muttered. The emphasis on her, made him jolt. He felt the rest of the group�s mood shift from where they had been lounging.
 	�Wake Andrea,� He commanded. �But keep it discreet.� Raven nodded and Hawk pulled open the kitchen door quietly. Instinct told him it was not the time to alert the others until he knew what he was talking about. Whoever it was, if they knew him, it might be a trick. Anger replaced his tiredness with anxiousness. For him, the half thing represented the cause, the effect being Nevaeh, and he hesitated at the locked door. He knew he had to calm down and normally was able to control his emotions, but this was personal. If he went into the room now, he knew the instinct to kill it would overwhelm him.
 	In the room, he couldn�t disguise his contempt at the sight of this whimpering half being that hid under the blanket. The weeping only angered him further; he wanted answers.
 	�You know me?� His voice is cold and emotionless. A tail thumps under the blanket and he heard it hold its breath.
 	�I was told you know me, show yourself or I will � by ripping you apart.� He repeated, trying to suppress the image of Seth, and Nettles dangling by their necks. Whatever this thing was, he needed it alive � for now. He watched it twist round on itself under the blanket, one eye peeping through a rip.
 	�Well?� he crossed his arms fighting with himself. One bloody hand pulled part of the blanket down, and he caught sight of a mouth.
 	�Hawk, help me�� He felt the blood drain from his face at the disfigurement. It moved again, and his stomach heaved at the sight of the half totem body and the stench that filtered through. The flesh had rejected the joining. It was bruised, and blistered like it had been burnt together. He had heard but never seen anything like this before. Totems only reject what wasn�t their natural choice; this totem had been stolen. He noted the tail and colour of the fur � it wasn�t a wolf but a fox and the way the silver streak ran down its spine towards the tail seemed familiar. He nodded to Raven who surprised it by plucking the blanket from its head. A small and frightened sob filtered through from under the tangle of dark hair. Raven grabbed a torch, focusing it on the whimpering creature.
 	�There�s no point hiding. You said you know me � but I don�t know you�� he stopped, watching as it half sat up and shook its hair back, dark eyes wincing against the brightness.
 	�AMBER?�
 	He whirled round at Andrea�s voice, she was standing behind them. Dark eyes blinked furiously from her to him.
 	�I�m so sorry Hawk and Andrea, I just wanted to experience it, and she let me. Anna seemed so nice, too nice. I didn�t know who she was, I promise, I didn�t understand. Andrea help me.� The part that was Amber held a bloody hand out.
 	�Please, you have to believe me. I wasn�t going to hurt her,� she added when no-one approached her. Hawk thought of Nevaeh then and realised with horror that Anna must know where she is. He turned to Andrea, mouthing her name. �She�s safe, don�t worry. I�ve doubled the watch.� Andrea hissed turning back to Amber. Her mind raced as she thought about how difficult it had been to get hold of her lately. The betrayal felt like ice water, and she instinctively moved forward, next to Hawk.
 	�Of course they will know about this and everything else won�t they Amber? All part of your little plan was it? How long have you been betraying us, you little bitch?� Her totem was already gathering itself in readiness, and no one tried to stop her as her body elongated, bands of red scales forming rings over her torso.
 	�What are you going to do?� Amber whimpered dragging the blanket around her while backing into the corner.
 	�Feed,� Andrea spat, flicking her tongue at her.
 	�Andrea � No!�
 	Raven and Hawk stood in front of her. The betrayal of a soon-to-be initiate was too much for Andrea to bear. Hawk, frantically messaged the part of Andrea that was left, her snake brain already taking over.
 	Amber burst into floods of tears hiding under the blanket, her t-shirt ripped and bloody.
 	�She�s useful and might be our only chance of helping Seth and Nettles.� Hawk shouted at her.
 	At the mention of two missing group members, Andrea�s body stilled.
 	�Amber, there is a chance if you help us, that we might be able to get you back to normal. You must tell us everything, if not -� he shrugged, nodding back at Andrea. She had stretched into herself, coiling and swaying above them.
 	�Make a decision Amber, or I might not be able to save you. She�s been on patrol, and is very hungry.� His voice was softer then and Amber pulled herself towards the comfort of his voice.
 	�I�ll tell you everything, please don�t eat me.� She pleaded keeping one terrified eye on Andrea who hovered dangerously close, her fangs dripping venom. She was in strike position and remained that way, until Hawk had found out all he needed to know. His disgust at what Anna had become and done, raged in him. He knew there was only one way to stop Anna and that was by killing her.
 	By the following evening, most of the group had left the area to await their instructions for attack. Hawk had decided to keep the previous night�s events away from the group � for now. The less people knew, the less risk of Anna infiltrating them. Raven had dragged along the miserable half creature back to where they had found her. They had tried to keep her comfortable, but he knew she didn�t have long. The image of Amber repulsed him, but if his plan worked, she would have the chance to pay back her betrayal.
 	More than ever, Nevaeh had to wake up. He made his way to the hospital one last time, hoping he could reach her.
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 	Chills
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Wow - the sky is soblueand the light is becoming brighter, it makes me sosleepy, and I can feel my eyelids become heavy. I have to close them. Sorry Hawk, I�m so tired. Thewarmwind is soothing as it brushes over my body. I feel like its whispering my name, like the voice from before. Only now I canhearother voices, voices from my life � Mum is talking to me now and I keep my eyes closed, feeling her touch on my arms.
 	�Rest honey, you�re safe, I�m not going toleaveyou.�
Icurlup in her words. I do feel safe, and I cansmellDad�s aftershave even though he�s not speaking. He�s sad too, and I wish I could help him but I can�t. I think of my sister then, and remember howsadhe was when she was born. They�dnearlylost her because the chord was wrapped round her neck and she spent weeks in the incubator. Can you imagine how scared they were?
The breeze has become cooler,and I�m shivering - does that mean I�m going back again?�
Nevaeh�can you hear me?
It�s a male voice. Are you anotherangel?
Thechillwas wrapping itself around me, and I feel as if something from here is watching me again, breathing darkness and screaming shadows. I don�t want them to reach me. They�re whispering, and I can hear a woman�s voice. She sounds angry.
 	�Get away!�
Hawk, help me�I want to wake up now there�s something here.
 	�Nevaeh�open your eyes.�
 	�No, I don�t want to, safer this way.�
 	�Itsokay, I�m all around you, look I�ve pushed them away.No-one is going to hurt you.�
His voice issweetand drips like honey. I feel as if I know him even though I can�t see him. There�s something about him, something I�ve forgotten.
 	�Do I knowyou? Are you like me?�

 I can hear him chuckling.
 	� Yes�
 	�Am I in heaven?Am Idead?�
 	�Nevaeh, you cannot die�you were never born.�
 	�I don�t understand��
 	�You are a true daughter of Gaia, conceived inthoughtand delivered for a purpose.�
 	�Hawk, did you hear that?�
 	�What purpose?�
Afeelingtraces itself like fingers over my body making metremble. Ifeelour souls connecting. His voice makes thechilldisappear.
Iknowwithout looking that the dark breathingshadowhas gone and the warmth of the light bathes my face. I revel in the feel of the grass and nestle into it like a soft blanket.
I feel so much calmer now as if by thinking it makes it okay. It�s this place Hawk; I wish you could see it. I only have one, regret; that Mum and Dad mightmissme. My mind is trying to remember. IfeelI can do things, create things. Have I been sleeping for a long time? Time doesn�t seem to matter anymore, and a golden winged butterfly is a massive distraction when you�ve got nothing to do. I never noticed how rhythmical they are. How perfectly theydodgethrough the flowers.
The flowers - OMG you won�t believe the flowers. They�re like this crazy colour and seem to have their own light. I�m surprised I don�t see any of my favourite ones. They�re purple and the ends of the petals curl.
 	�Close your eyes andimagineit��
My heart leaps withhappiness, he�shere.
 	�Where are you?�
I can hearlaughternow of others, and wonder if I�m surrounded by angels. I didn�t tell you before, but I saw one of them when I fell out of the window.
 	�Close your eyes Nevaeh�imagine theflower, then open them.�
The male voice soundsurgent. Okay, make your mind up, you wanted me to open them earlier.
Mmmm,I�m closing them, seeing giant,curly purple petals, lighter on the edges, and darker on the inside.
 	�Can I see you now? Why are you laughing?Right that�s it, I�m going to open my eyes.�
 	�You see Nevaeh, the power of thought.�
I can�tbelieveit.I feellike laughing and crying at the same time, I�venever felt so happy.You won�t believe this Hawk, but right in front of me is theflower, exactly the way Iimaginedit. My mind is racing with what I can do. I have to try other things. I wish I knew where you were; I want to give you thisflower. Hey, someone else ishere, I can see a face � I remember thatfacefrom the night of the accident. Leaves and flowers are blowing all over the place and it�s creating aperson� wow, so beautiful, she�s more than beautiful�.Hawk,Iknowher.
 	�This is our true mother Nevaeh.�
I want to cry, she�s sobeautiful, if that makes sense.
I can feel myself moving forward, mybodydisappearing through her into amassof colours. She�s holding her arms out to me, and I know I�m home.
His words repeat themselves in my head.

 	�You were never born.�

 	�I�.was never born.�
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 	Amber screamed in agony, her body continuing to tear from its totem. If she had a choice, she would choose death over the pain that racked her body. The mental torture overwhelmed her. Everything was ruined � she had betrayed the only group that truly accepted her, and had been betrayed by the one she had trusted.
 	She sat in the same place they had found her; reliving the memories of the child�s terror. The joining had been catastrophic, but it was the only way to be tracked. She wished she knew why Anna was so interested in Nevaeh � so what if she was an indigo? From what she had heard, there were plenty of them around. Why Nevaeh, in particular? She mulled the thought over, and knew once again that she wasn�t important enough to be told.
 	An image of Jo-Jo came to mind, and she prayed that she had stuck to the plan. Every day, since they had met, she had texted her. If she missed the six pm text, Jo-Jo would take it that there was trouble. Now, she wished, she�d made it earlier � six o�clock seemed so far away. She didn�t know why she felt the need to call for insurance, but her sixth sense had been right. She had been caught; they must have known this was going to happen. A sharp pain shot through her body making her spasm and she wished for death.
Why?Why did I do this?
 	Her mind drifted backwards, remembering her last encounter with Anna. She had been changing, becoming distant and instinct told her that she was running out of usefulness. Then suddenly she wanted her to join, suddenly it was important and it was her turn to have reservations.
 	�Exactly why can't you use that animal's totem? Look at him, he�s not going anywhere.� Anna grabbed her roughly by the arm pulling her to the front of Seth�s cage. She stared in wide eyes at the naked figure that was curled up and tried to turn away, but Anna held her fast.
 	�This is what you always wanted, isn�t it? A chance to be like them?� Her voice lowered as she cupped her chin, pulling her gaze back to her. Amber stared in fear at the hypnotic green eyes. At first, they had reminded her of Nevaeh�s, except for the burst blood vessels at the edges. It gave her a crazed look, and she knew then that she was in too deep. If she didn�t accept Seth�s totem - her life would be over. She had seen Anna dispose of those that stood against her. If she accepted, she knew that she would lose everyone else. The thought of being without Andrea felt like bites being taken from her soul. Anna�s madness had disappeared when she agreed, and she felt her own body physically relax. Her mission had seemed so easy at first - to find an Eco child and return to Harp. Apparently they needed two children; she only had one and the thought of the trapped child in the cage made her seethe. She had heard them talking. They knew there were patrols out; she had seen them on Anna�s screen.
 	Amber cried out when she moved and licked her blistered arm. At first, the soothing sensation of the drug to relax the totem seeped into her and it felt natural. Then, when she felt the weight of it hit her body she knew even then, that it was going to be challenging. It bent her bones into alien positions, her muscles expanding and retracting until a short burst of ecstasy and adrenaline coursed through her. Everything she had been told by the twins was true and the guilt over using Seth�s totem disappeared. She felt and saw everything with an intense clarity of colour that her human self could not measure. Around her, auras spiked and dipped. Some were muddy and dull like the drones, their breath robotic and measured, but others, especially him, radiated. She finally understood how the others had felt. And when her human mind finally melted away, so did her guilt. She was happier than she�d ever been, focusing only on the forest and the avalanche of smells in front of her.
 	Instinct alone had driven her forward then and she felt the aching hunger of the hunter. The rapid heartbeat of her intended prey was close by. Saliva dripped from her mouth as she circled, stepping lightly through the brush. Fibre and sinew stretched to their maximum when she watched from behind the trees. She forgot her instructions to preserve, wanting to kill, to stretch her teeth around her prey and feel the first tingle of warm blood in her throat. She was unaware that her totem was also waking up and felt the same instinctive urge towards its host, to her, and that was to kill.
 	In the beginning, the thirst for the prey made her ignore the painful tearing. She continued to push her powerful limbs forward. The aura over the prey glowed like a beacon, changing colours as it shifted between tree, bush and earth. But mostly it was the stench of sweat that made it easier to track. As she anticipated the distance, she felt the first flickers of pain and when she pounced, it felt like she had practically jumped from her skin.
 	She fell clumsily, dizziness blurring her vision. Muffled screams came from underneath her body. She felt as though she was burning and watched in horror as her fur rippled. When she cried out, it was with her human voice and she finally understood what was happening � the borrowed totem was rejecting her. She rolled off the whimpering prey thinking only of her tearing body, while the child stared wordlessly, her thumping heart threatening to burst. She wanted to comfort her, to tell her it was okay, but her ripping skin made her seem more fiendish than consoling.
 	Sounds from above the treetops screamed at her. The earth beneath rumbled as the ecos retrieved their child. She had already pushed herself as far as she could under a bush, the tangle of branches twisting at her skin and hair. She wanted to hide because she was hideous, and in pain. When she tried to call out, to let them know who she was, coarse fabric muzzled her. She was grateful when darkness claimed her. Her last memory before she woke up in the shed was of the air being pushed out of her lungs.
 	Amber cried out again, the memory of what she had done was too much. She clawed the earth, wondering how many other totems were going through what she was. She knew that some had left and never returned and now she knew why. Bile rose in her throat as she waited; she had never felt so alone and kept thinking of Andrea, and the look of betrayal and disgust.
 	�I hope you�re in pain,� Andrea had whispered in her ear before she was dropped off. �You�re a disease, just like Anna and I will never forgive you.�
 	The pain of that conversation felt worse than the shivering raw skin that clumped to her body. Whatever she did, she was doomed, but at least with Jo-Jo�s help, she might be able to help, even if it was in a small way.
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 	We meet at last and I stare up at the golden shoulder length hair that frames his perfect face and sea green eyes. His skin sparkles and blazes like an angel. He�s holding my hand as we walk through the endless carpet of flowers, the smells and colours hold me transfixed. In the distance, I can hear a waterfall and look at him questioningly, thinking of my mortal meditations. He puts one finger gently on my lips and I almost groan at the touch.
 	�All your questions will be answered, don�t concern yourself yet, I�m to help with your transition. I�ve been sent by Mother.�
 	�My mother?� I think of two people now, the woman from my dreams and the mother I walked through. He stops, and we sit down. It�s the first time that I notice what I�m wearing and pull at the thin silk green garment. I look at him. He has a similar one, in a warm orange colour, and autumn comes to mind. I look back at the way we�ve walked. We�re in a different place from before. In the distance two large trees arch towards each other, while on either side, a small child stands guard. Their flaming spears seem too large, and I�m not sure they�re human at all. I notice how their green and brown skin changes when they move closer to the tree. It reminds me of a chameleon, and I wonder what they�re guarding. Alarm flashes through me: Were we prisoners, was I?
 	�Free will has always been the first commandment. What you are looking at is a memory, they are the first guardians of the veil. A memory of what was, like an echo. He spreads his arms wide. �We are inside Gaia�s sacred ground, the place of the first Eden.� I look at him confused.
 	�You mean Adam and Eve? That Eden?�
 	He cups my hand in his, and I feel an energy pass from him to me. It feels like liquid and reminds me of what I did to Hussein.
 	�Would that be so bad?� His voice is soft and I slowly nod, and the questions I so desperately want to ask to start to disappear.
 	�Look!� He points in the far distance as two people run towards us. Fear pushes through, and I tighten my grip.
 	�Don�t worry, they can�t see. Remember they�re only a memory.�
 	I hold my breath as they near; they look like us, even their clothes, and she is terrified. She�s hiding from someone, and there are cuts on her legs. She looks in my direction and her gaze pierces through me. I feel her sadness, her anguish and want to wipe the tears that stain her face. I don�t have time � the man appears behind her, dragging her away from the safety of the tree. He�s shouting something that I can�t understand as they disappear out of the archway. As soon as they had left, the guards crossed their spears again and I knew they can never return.
 	�Who are they running from?� I can barely form the words; my mind is racing as I look at the direction they came from. The presence is angry at the deceit, destroying everything it created for them.
 	He turns my face towards him.
 	�It does not matter, they are the past, and we are the future, creators of a new Eden. Take my hand Nevaeh and let me show you everything.�
 	His voice is silky. I slide my gaze from his face to his broad shoulders and narrow waist. He stands with his long legs slightly apart and I feel a longing stir. Hawk brushes over my consciousness and I feel a flicker of guilt, but the memories feel more fictitious. I�m starting to wonder if they were ever real. I stand opposite him and feel like his Eve. Maybe none of that life from before, was ever real. Being dead isn�t so bad.
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 	Amber felt the totem spirit disappear into the air like pale smoke. The remains of the physical totem were already decaying and the stench overwhelmed her again, making her vomit.
 	Weeks before, she had been on such a high. Anna, the most powerful totem, was her friend and was going to help her join � properly. Amber tried to block the images of her betrayal, remembering how much she had given away about the group. She remembered Hawk�s instructions to be herself even though she was in so much pain it was hard to think. She felt like she was on a pyre, being burned as a sacrifice, the thought made her thirsty. As she lay on her back looking at the giant shadows, they turned into expectant demons, like they were waiting for her to die. Branches became hands that stretched down, and she wondered if this was how Nevaeh had felt, before the darkness took her. Did she even know?
 	�Nevaeh, I�m sorry,� she whispers, her voice croaking from thirst.
 	The crunching of feet, and growling, threatened to stop her already weakened heart and she prayed Andrea hadn�t changed her mind. Maybe she has decided to eat her after all. A voice broke through her thoughts and she would have cried if she could.
 	�Amber, where have you been? Why didn�t you call us?� He�s not alone. Three wolf totems treaded carefully round the perimeter. She remembered how difficult it was when she first saw the wolves. They seem so out of place in an English forest. Andrea explained that totems did not depend on where you lived. Your chosen totem was a gift from Gaia herself although according to Andrea, you have to have a little common sense. Totem groups don�t like attention. The story of the Jaguar that frightened local villagers was always brought up in meetings as a warning. Newspapers were filled with terror titles. Most of non-totems thought they had escaped from the local zoo, but only true totems knew. She felt the darkness closing in on her again. As if to remind her, pain flashed across her body when he picked her up. She smiled weakly until another wave of pain tore into her. This time she embraced the darkness, falling into a tormented sleep.
 	He half carried, half dragged her across the forest floor, towards the van, and laid her gently on the blanket.
 	Above, Hawk watched with the others, his totem eyes alert as they hovered. Only the rustle of the trees indicated the Ecos moving through the forest. In the distance, Raven�s group skirted the tops of the trees and houses, monitoring for other totems, while Andrea continued to slide through the forest, alone. Amber had hurt her more deeply than she could ever expect and even though she didn�t want to admit it, she was worried about her.
 	Apart from the three wolves that leapt into the van, no-one seemed to be on watch. The van meandered through the long stretches of country road until it arrived at a crumbling old manor house, surrounded by familiar Harp antennae. They seem unaware that they are being followed.
 	Back in the Harp fortress, Amber screamed on the raised platform. He made a note to call Anna; she was worse than he imagined. They had to get the remains of the totem off her or she would die. He wondered whether she had been lying there all night. He pinched her cheeks together making her focus on him. Her eyes were glazed and he knew that they didn�t have long.
 	�Look at me Amber. Remember what Anna has told you; only the brave survive.� She didn�t respond and it was the first time he felt the fluttering of human anxiety. Amber had grown on him. At first he had found her incessant talking irritating. She whimpered, and he stroked her cheek before withdrawing from the lonely tear that dripped down her face.
 	�You were so desperate weren�t you? So human. You got your wish, and now you know how vile totems actually are. Now you know.� he whispered.
 	He stood staring at the disfigured body before him. The totem had left its mark all over her body, and the inquisitive girl he knew was gone. He looked at her evenly; it was not the time to reveal how totems disgusted him. To him, they were the earthly offspring that stunk the air between their two worlds. The worse moment was over; he no longer had to pretend, like before. He had felt tortured at that school, and being near her was the most difficult thing he had done. Her other friend, Jo-Jo, was the most difficult to deal with and he often thought about getting rid of her permanently. Only Nevaeh kept him going, kept him sane.
 	He sensed Anna a message, while holding Ambers hand as she writhed from another wave of pain. Saving her was his parting gift to this world, and he knew she would make an excellent servant when he was joined with Nevaeh. The destiny Anna had mapped out for him, for everyone, was finally here. He fought the urge to smile, astonishing himself at the deep longing to be around her. She was his equal and her smile, her laughter, filled a void.
 	Nearby, the human Seth interrupted him, swearing at him. He forgot to block him, his thoughts distracting him and breathed in, absorbing the raw anger of the human. He tried to wipe the taste away, damning his empathic power. Rage returned. It was the first emotion he recognised when he was called to this world and he focused on Seth. It was his totem that had caused Amber�s agony. Even though he wasn�t their first choice, the female�s totem evaded them in the transition, slipping from their clutches before the frequency could contain it.
 	The multi-transitional chamber that separated totems had malfunctioned. It was a human invention, Anna�s invention with a little help from Khaos. Her entire group was the first to be integrated and divided into drones and slaves. Revenge was her emotion; she was soaked in it and became detached and unforgiving. Fuelled by her great plan, she never blinked when some of the humans dissolved, like the Ecos. If the captives were unwilling to be turned to their ways, she transferred their totems to new hosts. The two compartments in the transition chamber acted like a conduit with the captured totem in one and the new host in the other. At first, it seems like Seth�s captured totem recognised his imprinted signature on Amber and, like hundreds of others, responded. But, like some of the others, the signature slipped away, revealing themselves. She had had the worst rejection, and he wondered if it was because she came from the same group.
 	�You will both pay for what you�ve done; Gaia herself will make sure of that. And I�ll take pleasure in killing you myself.�
 	Seth screamed again, interrupting his thoughts. He looked at Seth calmly before turning up the dial, each cage attached like an octopus to the central Harp computer. Seth�s cage, vibrated and he grinned at the animated reaction of the human. Everything about this place amazed him. Even now Anna was an incredible scientist, and it was this mind that worked out the ancient energy source, and minded the depths below. He wondered if she truly understood that the ancient magic she had tapped into was drawn from creation itself, just like he was. Sometimes, he thought he saw a trace of the goddess herself in her, but then he dismissed it for madness. If Anna had originated from anywhere it was from here, he reasoned, madness was not an immortal characteristic. He smiled to himself thinking again of the plan, imagining the children of Khaos and Gaia together again and almost sighed in pleasure.
 	He stopped when he saw Seth�s tongue lolling between his teeth and his soul start to stretch and separate. A scream from the female in a nearby cage pierced his ears, and he hovered his hand above the dial, threateningly. They were becoming a liability, even after they had been placed in separate cages, they still communicated, still connected to each other. If it wasn�t for Anna, he would have killed them long ago.
 	�Please, don�t, not again�.� Nettles held her hand out desperately. He pulled his hand away watching her whisper something to her mate, trying to soothe him. Why did she try? He couldn�t hear her, not now.
 	He turned away, irritated that he had to babysit. He didn�t want to be here, and his longing returned. Away from here, he was free to be himself and she made him whole, two parts fitting together. When he thought of the other one, the one named Hawk - he felt his father�s blood rise up in him. The thought disgusted him � a human with a goddess, and to make it worse, a totem human. It was a violation of every law and he flexed his fists angrily. Whatever hold she had on him, he was determined to break it.
 	Amber moaned interrupting his thoughts, and he let his hand linger on her cheek. Anna had not returned his message, but if he didn�t help her now, she would be dead within the hour.
 	He held her hand before closing his eyes. A vibration pulsed through his body as the gathering liquid energy poured from his hand. He pulled away and heard her sigh. Humans, he discovered, were sensitive and could literally melt if too much of it entered their bodies. He watched the colour return to her cheeks, and her eyelids flutter open and he smiled pushing her hair away.
 	�How do you feel Amber?� He felt like a father with a new born, her elation imprinting onto him.
 	Amber blinked in confusion, wriggling her toes � she was whole again and felt her tears well up. She rubbed her arms and legs in wonder. Her skin was radiant and even the old marks from when she was a kid were gone. Her mind felt alive and the misery that she felt seemed so long ago not minutes.
 	�How?�
 	�Hey, you deserve to be healed; your help has been invaluable.� He laughed.
 	She sat up, smiling. The light inside the dome was dim and it was only then, that she realised it was evening. She�d been asleep for most of the day. She thought of Jo-Jo then and looked towards the cages.
 	Nettles spat at her before returning to her keening, stretching her arms helplessly towards her mate. She followed her gaze, and gasped when she saw the way Seth stared sightlessly. He looked dead.
 	He shook his head, smiling at how jumbled her thoughts were. �Not dead, should be, but not dead - yet.�
 	Amber sighed in relief before reaching out to touch his face � the face of an angel, her angel. He was still her guilty secret, and she tried not to gaze too hard at him. Drinking each part of him seemed more enjoyable somehow. His look left her breathless, from the square angle of his jaw, to the sharp edges of his cheeks and plump lips. But it was his eyes, the liquid sea green with gold flecks that seemed to make her go weak at the knees. An angel�s face haloed in a tangle of gold and copper. When she inhaled, she felt like she would pass out. His scent drew her in, binding her to him in the most sensual way. But most of all, he made her feel beautiful. When she was around him, Andrea almost disappeared from her thoughts. He had shown her things, things she thought were impossible. Anna had at first seemed like the mother she always wanted; a mother that was interested in her. Her mother was always tired, exhausted. Her pact with Hawk seeped into her consciousness and she felt torn.
 	Looking at him, surely he would understand, surely he would want to free them. To the others, here, he was hated, but if they only knew him like she did. She stopped, and felt the colour rise in her cheeks. Her angel was frowning at her and her stomach fluttered � had he read her thoughts?
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I wish everyone could see this guy. He�s gorgeous,sortof reminds me of someone.He�s sobeautiful, it�s almost painful,and it feels like I�m looking at my twin.Jo-Jo would just die if she saw his blonde hair and green eyes. When I take his hand, I feel energy go through my body � it�s crazy. We�re hovering right now, over the entire planet; it�s like being an astronaut. I�m serious, I�m holding onto this guy�s hand and we�re hovering in space looking down at the earth. It�s so beautiful � I want to weep, seriously weep. The blues and greens against the blackness of space are just breathtaking. I feel part of everything.
 	�Nevaeh� meet mother.�
 	�Mother?� I�m thinking of the woman with long blonde hair that holds me then leaves me.
 	�Goddess Gaia, Nevaeh,� he says sweeping his one hand across the empty blackness. It ripples like water.
 	�Ok, so now I�m even more confused.�
 	�Nevaeh, look at the planet, really look, feel her.� He�s whispering to me now, holding me from behind,and I must admit Ireallylike it.
 	�Nevaeh,try to see the light around her. Can you feel her heartbeat? Every pulse of her energy lines is like a heartbeat.� I nod furiously, I can feel it.
 	�The light around her isthin, herairis thinning,� he continues. �She�s choking Nevaeh. Our mother is dying.� Her voice shocks me and I feel like I can�t breathe, I can almost feel the pain.
 	�Why?� Itwistmyself round to bury my head in his chest.
He lifts my chin up and stares intensely. His eyes are full of pain.
 	�Humans are killing Gaia, and you and I were created to protect her. We are Heaven�s Children created in Nirvana�slight.�
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 	Hawk signalled to Raven in the early evening light, and the patrol obeyed, sweeping in high arcs. Earlier they had watched the gated drawbridge close behind the van. The forbidding stone entrance seemed to have none of that strange blue energy around it tonight. Maybe, he thought, Harp was focusing its energy somewhere else. The UK didn�t get tornadoes, not like America. Lately, there were strange isolated ones, wiping out one house in a street, a totem house. It was deliberate to them, but not to the general public. The local news put it down to freak weather or global warming. He irritably flicked the ends of his feathers wondering at the ignorance of the general public. Why don�t they find it strange when birds fall from the sky like they did over Italy at New Year? To make it worse, they were white doves, symbolic of peace.
 	He swooped below the line peering through the blue energy at the ancient windows of the fortress. What he really wanted to know was the purpose behind Harp � why control the weather? Hawk felt the thermal wind bump slightly, and realised Raven had dropped down forming a neat arc. Raven had taken to flanking him as a mark of respect, respect Hawk wasn�t used to. He preferred to be alone � his mind flashed to Nevaeh. Groups were difficult, and he always liked the freedom to travel on his own.
 	Hawk�s eyes scanned the perimeter of their land; patches of telephone poles dotted the area. From the distance, they looked like wide-armed welcoming people standing in rows. He swept towards the centre, towards the dome. Earlier, he saw it open and the nose of the telescope pushed outwards. It was confusing, what were they looking for? He felt his heart beat faster; the dome was the only way in. He cawed as he dipped towards the building, faltering slightly at the movement below. He planted his clawed feet on either side before swivelling his head to look up. Raven flew in tight circles around him, while above the others continued their arc. He called him down. Although the opaque glass made it difficult to see, it was not sound proof and he could just make out square shapes. Amber had described the area as a basement - a basement full of cages. Totem instinct to call down was strong when the strain of familiar voices echoed upwards.
Shall I call the others? We can break this glass. Raven sensed to him urgently. Anger raged in Hawk when he thought of his kind trapped without the air of Gaia to breathe. He still couldn�t believe how long her madness had gone undetected. Everyone knew that if you dabbled in Khaos for too long it infected you. Hawk felt a message float towards him and sensed it to Raven. The Ecos had already entered the castle, joining with the earth before shifting into brick and he flexed his talons. He was ready.
 	Once everyone was freed, he planned to stop Anna forever. He prayed to the goddess that Amber did not betray them again. If she did, he would leave her to Andrea.
 	Inside, Nettles had been watching the scene between Amber and the demon with disgust. She wanted to shout at them, scream even, but knew that another shock would probably kill Seth.
I hope you can hearme youbastard, it�s theendfor you. Nettles held her breath as the demon turned to stare at her. She thought of Hawk�s gift, and swallowed hard. He was interrupted by one of the drones. But it was the words that appeared in her thoughts when he walked away that made her freeze in horror.
 	�Wrong, you stupid human, it�s just the beginning.�
 	Across the room, Amber looked confused by how quickly he left and prayed she hadn�t given the game away. She didn�t have long to get everyone out.
 	From across the room, Nettles itched distractedly at the white tunics they had been given. Her hatred for Amber was overtaken by what he had said to her. What did he mean � what beginning? It sounded ominous and once again helplessness took over. It took her a moment to register the new Amber. Whatever he had done to her, she was healed and she was half glad Seth wasn�t awake to see it. Seth shifted in the nearby cage, his body twitching and she felt her festering hatred boil over. This time she was unable to keep her silence.
 	They had both prayed, when Amber was brought in, that she would die on the table and the disappointment of her recovery rose like bile in her throat. Seth had been so ecstatic when he saw how awful she looked.
 	�You see Nettles, my totem rejected the cow! How brilliant is that?�
 	Amber had been part of their group for such a long time now and accepted by everyone. She had seen the hold Anna had over her and had tried to reason with her, but Amber had scuttled away. The only reason Nettles could think of why Amber would try to join with Seth�s totem was to deceive their group. Out of everyone, Anna had chosen her, the most inexperienced one of the group.
 	She looked away from the drone that shoved a plate of tasteless soup and bread through the grate. She found it so difficult to look at their blank faces, any trace of humanity was gone. She even recognised one, when she was first captured. The middle aged woman was at one of the meetings and to make matters worse, her mother was friends with her. She had cried then, thinking of her own parents and prayed that they had gone underground. The older trancer�s powers were more useful than younger initiates. It was the way of totem groups to protect the older ones, their power filtering into their children when they passed through the veil. Nettles stared back at Amber, alarm triggering at the absence of the demon and Anna. Anna has been missing for ages. Something big was going down; she could feel it and sat up straight, her senses on high alert as she turned her attention to the sleeping Seth.
 	�Seth, wake-up please, c�mon�I need you.�
 	�Seth,� she hissed loudly. He moaned and rolled over; his blood shot eyes squinting at her.
 	�Wha� happened?� He grimaced, pushing himself up on one arm. He followed her gaze to Amber who sat swinging her legs from on top of the platform. His mood was foul and from what she remembered, being shocked gave you blistering headaches. His memories flooded back and he turned back to Nettles wordlessly, his eyes questioning her. Nettles nodded.
Thedemondid it.
 	Seth looked like all the air had left him and he hugged his legs rocking slightly.
Seth�Ifeelsomething else�push them out�can youfeelit too?
 	Seth shook his head staring at Amber with undisguised hatred and couldn�t help himself.
 	�You�re going to pay Bitch, you and everyone connected to you.�
 	His voice echoed across the room and Amber stared at him fearfully and they both watched her take a deep breath.
Seth, be careful, if she calls the demon, we�ve had it. Nettles warned Seth, he looked from her to Amber fearfully. They both gasped when she purposely looked towards the inner chamber, as if she was looking for him.
I don�t think I can take anymore, Nettles � I�d rather die, Seth sensed to her and Nettles held her hand to her lips. The room was silent except for the drones who were still tapping at the computers. Then Amber did something unexpected and they followed her gaze towards the dome. Nettles frowned, who was she waiting for?
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I can�tbelievewhat I�m seeing. The earth isreallydying.
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 	Nettles mind worked through different scenarios, for some reason they were still alive. Even though Amber had abused her boyfriend�s totem, they were still alive. She felt dread creep into her bones. Something was going on and the way Amber was acting, she knew that their time in the cages were nearly over. Amber was the only chance now and she had to convince her to let them go. Nettles sensed Seth a message to keep quiet and focused her attention on the girl she had once thought of as family.
 	�Amber, I�� She began, keeping her voice soft.
 	She stopped, staring in confusion when Amber held a finger over her mouth. She could feel Seth stiffen nearby. She had to try again.
 	�Amber, please listen. I need to talk to you. We haven�t had a chat in so long. Remember how we used to do that?
 	She felt her mouth drop when she saw Amber flick off the frequency switch that held them in their cages. Nobody moved, and she looked at her suspiciously, expecting a trap. Amber waved them out, still keeping her eye on the inner chamber. The thought of being free was too much to resist and she sprang into action. For a brief moment outside, her eyes filled with tears.
 	She stumbled towards the shocked Seth, almost dragging him out of the cage before darting across the room to the chamber. The essence of each totem, frozen inside a capsule almost broke her heart. She untwisted the top and a whisper of delicate mist drifted out. She could hear her totem stretch and sigh before disappearing into the air. Soon she was joined by others, and the air was filled with their sounds of freedom. Tears welled up and someone nearby spoke the ancient language of her ancestors, calling on Gaia to embrace them. She recited with them.
 	�Mehk-a, I am here, Neter � ba, sacred soul.�
 	The relief made her weep uncontrollably. To hold a totem, goes against the natural law of Gaia and she prayed her totem returned to her. Nearby the soft whimper of an Eco child brought her away from her grief. She gently picked her up, taking her to the centre of the room.
 	It was only a matter of time before shivering Ecos and sobbing trancers alerted a nearby drone. The alarm created panic, and with it, the hope of escaping. Nettles looked past the large telescope to the top of the dome, and prayed for miracle.
 	She almost screamed in shock when an Eco stepped out from a wall near her. Others followed and soon the chamber was filled with more frantic pulling at the cage doors, where some were too frightened to move.
 	The Ecos concentrated on their own kind. Some had collapsed onto the floor, curling up in pain, their bodies turning blue. Unlike the totems, Ecos needed to be outside to live. Nettles stared in horror at the remains of some of them left in the cages.
 	�Damn you,� she raged. Anna had caught some when they were water or had become part of the air. Frozen, they were still alive, but no-one expected them to remain that way. She turned away from the pained face in the water as it dripped away thinking of how many ways she could destroy Anna. The anger fuelled her energy her energy as she ran to the aid of another young girl.
 	�Blankets, they won�t make it without blankets.� Nettles whispered to no-one in particular. She cupped the head of the youngest Eco in her lap, trying to rub life into her body. Her bottom lip was blue and her body shivered. Nettles knew it was only a matter of time. Someone touched her arm and she looked up to see a female Eco kneel beside her.
 	�We don�t need blankets�we need to get out. Our power is outside.�
 	Nettles watched her gather the child in her arms, muttering to the faint light above them. The lucky ones that had survived the freezing were moving together, surrounding those less fortunate and Nettles moved away. She nudged Seth as the Ecos radiated a green light which pulsated over those that lay huddled and hurt beneath. It was something they had all heard of but never seen and for the first time she understood how connected they were. They seemed to meld, until they, like the totems, dissolved into the night.
 	The light from the moon cast reflective spots on the dome as Nettles snapped out of her trance. The ones that were left behind followed her upward gaze, pointing at the shadows that darkened the dome. Cramped conditions inside the cage made her paranoid. She noticed Amber waving at the dots that circled above frantically. Rage and suspicion filled her even further � it had to be a trap.
 	�What are you doing Amber, calling more friends? Is this how you get your kicks, by freeing us to destroy us?� Amber backed away as Nettles walked slowly towards her.
 	�Shit, you�re in trouble now Amberrr.� Seth sneered.
 	Amber held her hands up.
 	�Wait, let me explain��
 	Nettles waved her hands.
 	�Explain? Explain this � look at what you�ve done? You helped her, for what? To become a monster?� She looked Amber up and down before grabbing the front of her shirt.
 	�Nettles, you�ve got every right to be angry with me but not now�.listen.� Amber rasps.
 	The noise from above had become louder, and cracks appeared in the opaque glass. It was only a matter of time before it broke. Nettles loosened her grip and Amber seized the opportunity to speak. She pointed to the dome.
 	�It�s our, your group � Hawk and the others. They sent me back, but you have to help me.�
 	Nettles looked at her like she was insane.
 	�The Ecos are outside. If we can disarm the frequency they can help their own.� Amber gurgled as her windpipe was slowly crushed and small white dots started to appear in front of her eyes. Nettles stared at her for what felt like forever before the grip was loosened completely. Amber dropped to the ground, gasping for air.
 	The Ecos were calling their own, clusters of them swaying, prayer-like on their knees. The low mumble of their voices gave Amber goose bumps and she took the opportunity to peer into the adjacent room. The drones in there were still tapping into their consoles intently. They were not trained to guard which was confirmed by the noise beyond the console room and were quickly overwhelmed. A higher pitched alarm than before sounded through the chamber and Seth�s legs buckled as he held his head in pain.
 	�The Harp perimeter is going into shut down.� Nettles screamed at the clustered groups.
 	She looked at the drones and realised that by disconnecting them from their computers, they had triggered an alarm. Everyone froze, looking in horror as great pieces of opaque glass, followed by the large telescope smashed onto the floor, raising plumes of dust into the air. Flapping wings filled the room and within seconds, everyone was shouting and clambering over shards of glass to the exits. Grunts echoed from outside the open door. They had swept like a flock of sparrows at the guards, disorienting them. Some of those that clambered towards the exit stopped trying to get the attention of what they saw as relatives or friends, not drones. They had to be pulled away.
 	�You have to leave them,� Amber shouted. The full impact of what Anna was up to, hit them as they passed the large screens. Ships turned over in high seas by rogue waves, or beached whales and dolphins calling to their mates.
 	Only when they stumbled out of their prison and up the hallway stairs did they realise how deep they were. Growls and screams echoed through the hallways as they followed Amber towards the gated exit.
 	Outside, Nettles watched as everyone behind her ran across the slowly lifting drawbridge. Some jumped straight into their totems after being caged up for so long. Most were too weak and frail to complete their joining. She watched horrified by the desperate way some half crawled into the nearby forests. Their sobs and cries of pain from unused muscles were carried by the wind. She felt immobilised on the grass as she watched the strange metal antennae disappear into the ground. It took a few minutes for her brain to realise that the heavy breathing was hers. She gulped down the fresh air as tears poured down her face from the effort. Elated at being free, she watched as those on the ground and sky became smaller and smaller. Nettles frowned, wondering where Anna and her sidekick were lurking. The thought threatened her freedom and she quickly scanned the outlying crops of trees � thankful for the full moon. From what she could make out, they were alone. It didn�t make sense; she had seen how Anna raged about security. She had to be here somewhere. She just wished she knew where.
 	A flicker of movement caught Nettles attention. She nearly cried in relief at the sight of Amber sitting on the wet grass. Part of her knew she shouldn�t be feeling relief - Amber was more dangerous than any viper she had previously caught in her totem body. Amber was sitting on the wet grass � her knees drawn up to her chin rocking rhythmically. That�s when Nettles registered Seth�s absence and felt a sense of guilt that she hadn�t noticed earlier. She didn�t have to worry too long; Seth was running back towards her, waving his hands.
 	�Hey�c�mon, we have to get away from here,� he shouted, skidding to a halt in front of her. She looked over his shoulder before staring back at him questioningly. Seth coughed, shifting uncomfortably.
 	�Babe, I�m sorry, I really thought you were behind me, I just had to get away from the noise.� He stopped then, frowning at Amber who was still rocking, and growled. Nettles put her fingers on his mouth shaking her head again, this time more slowly, before turning to kneel in front of her. Amber seemed disconnected, and in shock. For a brief moment, she felt pity but not for too long. This friend,� had nearly destroyed everyone and everything that she loved.
 	The thought propelled her forward, and she grabbed Amber by the shoulders, shaking her.
 	�Anna�.where is she? And where is that demon?�
 	�Babe, we have to get out of here. If you like, I�ll get her to talk really quickly.� Seth�s voice sounded hoarse but Nettles ignored him.
 	�Amber? Where�s Anna? Where�s that thing she fawns over.
 	�My angel?� Amber mumbled.
 	Nettles felt the bile rise as she remembered the demon�s angelic face when he had turned up the frequency. She still couldn�t believe who he was and how easily he had deceived all of them. Amber must have known who he was, and the thought that she knew from the beginning made her feel ill. Was she that desperate for attention?
 	�How could you be so stupid and blind?� She shook her then and Amber�s head lolled forwards. Nettles let go, feeling weary. Wherever they were now, it was clear they weren�t interested in them, or they would have been caught. She stood up angrily, her fists clenching and unclenching.
 	�It�s no use, she�s in shock.�
 	She didn�t have time to register the fierce growl or flash of movement from behind her. All she heard was a loud slap and watched as Amber rolled over into a heap. Nettles swung round to Seth who held his arms up.
 	�What? We had to do something.�
 	A small sob filtered through to them, and they both swung around to find Amber looking up at them in horror, holding her cheek.
 	�Well the theory works then,� Seth muttered.
 	�What theory?� Nettles mumbled, still staring at Amber.
 	�A good slap brings people back.�
 	Before she could answer Seth pushed her forward, making Nettles look at him in anger.
 	�Now ask her, and if she doesn�t answer�� he held up his hand.
 	�Seth.� Nettles stood in the spot she'd been pushed, turning her head slightly to one side.
 	�What are you waiting for Nettles? If you don�t do something, I will. That cow�s not going to get away with this, I promise you.�
 	�Seth, shut up and listen, what do you hear?�
 	Seth sighed loudly, he didn�t like being so isolated and the silence was eerie, almost threatening. He noticed then how close they were to the fortress. Everyone else had left but them, and he felt a rising frustration.
 	�Jeezus Nettles, let�s just get out of here. Just because, it�s quiet, doesn�t mean we�re not in danger. You think those things can�t see us? They can see all over the friggin� world. Let�s get out of here while we still can.�
 	Nettles gave him a sharp look.
 	�Listen you idiot � what do you hear?� He stared patiently at her before holding his hands up in resignation.
 	�Nothing, I give up, what�s the big deal anyway; let�s just get out of here.� Nettles stepped towards him, whispering in his ear.
 	�It�s too quiet because the alarm has been turned off. Who turned the alarm off Seth?�
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The power in me is growing, and it�smagical. I feel as if I can see everycreaturethat roams theplanet. Hawk, if you can hear me, he�s teaching me about the place we live in. Do you remember telling me that I was here for a reason? I�m beginning to understand now. I wish I could show you what I�m learning. I can be anything I want. I just have tothinkit. I know now what my totem is Hawk - Earth. The whole Earth is my totem and his.
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 	Seth flanked Amber and pushed her forward through the thick undergrowth. He kept glancing around nervously, certain they were being followed, cursing the wasted time. Why they even had to bring her, he had no idea � fat waste of space, he thought grimly. Every time she flagged, he smacked her from the back. Out of the three of them, Amber struggled the most. They were used to the forests, used to joining and most importantly used to exercise, he thought miserably.
 	The shadows from the trees even made him shiver; all he wanted to do was go home. He watched her struggling to climb and hatred fuelled him forward. If he could kill her and get away with it, he would.
 	Amber slipped. A rock bit into her knee and as the pain registered, she felt another forceful push from behind digging it further in.
 	�What the hell is your problem?� she snapped pulling out a small stone splinter. She pressed her finger on her now bleeding knee as pain, anger, everything she had ever felt seemed to burst open with it. Seth leaned forward.
 	�My problem? You�re the problem you stupid cow.�
 	�Poor liddle Amber, look at my bleeding knee. I just want to be like you when I grow up Anna. I wuv you.� He mocked putting one hand on his heart. She stared up at him tearfully, her bottom lip jutting out.
 	�It wasn�t like that � I explained to you what happened. Anyway, you wouldn�t be free if I hadn�t helped you. I could have died thanks to your stinking totem.� she blurted, instantly regretting it. There was a loud intake of breath from both Nettles and Seth, and she paled.
 	�You bitch!� Seth snarled. Animal instinct pushed through, and she reeled backwards readying herself. Nettles punched her way between them, her face had turned puce.
 	�Really Amber? You really want to do this now?� Nettles asked while holding Seth back.
 	Amber mumbled an apology, but Seth was far from calm. Hatred almost boiled in his eyes, and that was when it actually hit her. No matter what she did now, she would never be accepted back into the group.
 	�I�m sorry,� Amber blubbered. Nettles looked at her like she was an insect and cold fear washed over her. She glanced at Seth. He was in pounce position, and the way his fists were clenching and unclenching, she wondered if she would ever make it home.�
 	�I�m really sorry,' she whispered again, fighting the rise of hysteria.
 	�Give me one valid reason why we should believe you?�
 	Amber wrung her hands, looking up at both of them.
 	�All I know is that I�m sorry. I know that it�s over for me in the group, but please let me go home. I promise, you�ll never hear from me again.�
 	�Changing area then?� Seth sneered. Amber blinked, she hadn�t thought of that. They all went to the same school, but then her Mum always wanted to move. She�d had a brilliant job offer but turned it down because of her. Now, she wished she hadn�t.
 	�Yes, we�ll move.� Her voice was resigned.
 	Seth screwed up his eyes, and she felt the first rays of hope when she saw his fists unclench. Tears rolled down her cheeks then, and she swallowed hard to stop herself from sobbing.
 	�Ha, See? There she goes again with the damn crying. Can�t you see through her Nettles? She doesn�t give a damn about us, never has. All she cares about is herself.�
 	Nettles turned to him planting her two feet a little wider.
 	�I�m quite aware of what she did � I was there too y�know.�
 	Seth pushed his hands through his overlong Mohican, looking at her as if he has been stabbed in the heart. Amber cringed, she�d been around arguments long enough to tell when one was about to kick off.
 	�Then how can you stand it, to be this close to her? She stinks of them.� When she didn�t answer, he stepped closer, one foot in front of the other.
 	�Or have I got you all wrong too babe? After all, it wasn�t your totem that was trashed was it?�
 	The slap resounded through the forest, and a few birds flapped loudly from the top of the trees. The expression in her eyes was of cold fury. Amber scrambled backwards, feeling the hard ridge of the incline on her back, looking at them dismally. He was right, it was her fault, all of it, and now she was making the biggest lovebirds in the group turn on each other.
 	�Stop please! Whatever has happened or not happened and whatever I did, don�t fight.� she said as they turned to face her. Seth still had his hand on his cheek and seemed in shock.
 	�You have always been soul mates. No matter what happens, I know you both love each other. Take it out on me. I�m the traitor here. Seth you can hit me if you like, I deserve it. Just don�t take it out on her. Life�s too short.�
 	Her voice broke then, and she looked down at her hands submissively, squealing when she felt a hand touch the top of her head. She twisted away.
 	�Amber, no-one is going to hurt you, believe it or not.�
 	�Babe�� Nettles, turned round to face Seth. The rest was in whispers as they both moved a little further down. Gestures and whispers followed and increased growling. She turned away, concentrating on her knee; it was the best attempt at privacy she could give them. Although she did peer at them from beneath her fringe, the familiar pangs of jealousy edging their way forward. This side of her life was empty, and it was only her angel that made her feel complete. While she dabbed, she recreated the image of him smiling at her. She liked the way he smiled, and every time he did that, she gave him a little more of herself. The growling between the two of them was starting to make her uncomfortable and she heaved herself further up the ridge grabbing clumps of grass and wishing she could turn back time, and change everything.
 	When Anna first approached her, she should have told Andrea, warned them. Everything she wished for must have happened for all the right reasons. They were the only family she knew. She heard them following her, pleased that she�d done something right. Whatever happened now, she knew she still had to face Andrea and the thought of it made her lose her footing. Clumps of grass and stones crumbled behind her, and she heard a gasp of breath.
 	�Watch it, you idiot!� Seth growled.
 	�Seth!� Nettles scolded.
 	�Take it slow Amber; feel if the rocks are secure first before pulling on it. Do you see the ridge above you? Wait for us there.� Amber almost screamed with joy at the normality of Nettles� voice.
 	�Okay,� she called back. She felt a sudden surge of energy pushing towards the small depression and sat down triumphantly, looking in the direction of Seth and Nettles. They were close by and although Nettles didn�t say anything else for a while, she seemed calmer. Roots from the trees at the top spread out teasingly. They were so close.
 	�Y�know, this would be a good time to test your totem.� Nettles whispered to Seth. The words seem to hang in the air, and even Amber looked at her as if she were crazed.
 	Why did she have to bring that up now?
 	She heard Seth grunt, and then shake his head.
 	�I can�t do it, not yet.� He peered round Nettles to look pointedly at Amber. �It feels tainted.� Amber reddened at the way he emphasised the last word and instinctively leaned back. At least he wasn�t pushing or threatening to kill me, she thought miserably. In the distance, they could make out the roof of the fortress and, until now, never realised how large and imposing it was.
 	�Can you see anything?� Nettles asked nobody in particular.
 	�Nope, just the prison. I don�t get it. Why turn off the alarms?� He gave them a sideways glance before picking up a rock and tossing it down.
 	�I mean, why go to all that trouble of catching us and then not chase us? Jeezus, I�m more confused now than I was in the first place.
 	Amber breathed out loudly, and they both turned towards her.
 	�You okay?� Nettles frowned. Amber looked pale and even though she nodded, her hands were trembling. Instinct told her Amber was holding something back.
 	�What�s wrong? What aren�t you telling us?� she asked, her voice rising slightly, but enough to make Amber start nibbling at her nails.
 	�Amber, no more games. If there�s something we need to know � spit it out.� Her voice was like iron now. Seth groaned next to her, shaking his head.
 	�Jeezus, I told you, didn�t I tell you?�
 	Nettles dug him in the ribs.
 	�Look at me Amber. Is there anything else we should know?�
 	�They�re back; those weather things are back.� Amber blurted pointing back at the fortress.
 	Nettles shivered. �What are those things anyway?�
 	�They control the weather. That�s what this has all been about, control.� Amber shifted her knees up again, wincing as the dried blood on her knee broke.
 	�I still don�t get it.� Seth said, his voice whining. �What did that have to do with us?�
 	�Nothing� Amber felt a sense of shame then. She never really understood either. Now, being here in the outside, smelling fresh air, everything was starting to make sense. The snippets of conversation; the whispers when they thought no-one was listening.
 	Nettles looked at her evenly. �Amber, you didn�t answer my question. Is there anything else we need to know?�
 	Nettles felt like hitting her when she concentrated on her knee again, and breathed deeply.
 	�Amber?�
 	She didn�t look up and Amber gritted her teeth, breathing in loudly. She almost missed the soft voice of Amber.
 	�Maybe�it might be nothing but I think I know where Anna has gone with all of us here and no-one there.� Her voice dropped to a raspy whisper.
 	Seth and Nettle froze.
 	�Eden. They talked about creating a new Eden.� She mumbled. Nettles stared at her, the enormity of her statement taking its time to sink in.
 	�What? Eden? You mean Adam and Eve stuff?�
 	Seth gave a weak laugh.
 	�Amber, now you�ve seriously lost it.�
 	�Weather, Eden, Totems � they�ve been creating an ark but who is Adam and Eve?� She was thinking aloud, trying to make sense of it herself, even though part of her felt like she was letting her angel down.
 	Only now, did she comprehend the last few days, before all of this had happened. The fortress had been strangely empty and some of the stronger trancers, the ones that have been turned or followed willingly, were gone. She never seriously thought about it until now � the ark. Where is this place? She looked at the fortress in panic, a look that didn�t go unnoticed by Nettles.
 	�Amber, you have to tell us.� Nettles pleaded, but her voice was drowned by the sudden crack of thunder followed by a peel of blue lightning.
 	It made them all jump, especially Amber who hid her head between her knees.
 	�Amber � tell us, please.� Nettles pleaded. She crouched beside her and Amber visibly paled. Their plan, her angel and Anna�s, were bigger than everyone thought.
 	�Forget about her, we have to get out of here,� Seth�s voice faded against another deafening roll of thunder. He scrambled up the next incline and wedged his feet under a root. No-one had noticed the sudden change in weather and when lightning hit a nearby tree, they all dived for cover. Sheets of rain fell on them, and it wasn�t long before they fell, the earth beneath them crumbling.
 	�It�s going to give way.� Seth shouted scrambling upwards. He turned back towards Nettles holding out one hand. Sheets of rain slashed at their skin, and Amber felt herself slip further down. All it took was one wrong step and she would be history.
 	�Form a chain. Grab my hand,� Seth screamed, his hand flailing desperately for Nettles hand. She grabbed his and turned towards Amber, but the distance was too far.
 	�Try and get closer.� she shouted, but Amber stared past her in horror as another flash of lightning split a tree. Within minutes, the three of them were engulfed in branches and leaves. The mudslide carried them back down the hill towards the outcrop of trees and the field surrounding Harp headquarters. Amber choked, swallowing mud and tried to clamber upwards fighting for air. As her throat expanded, the mud wedged itself further in, clogging her throat and airways. She scratched her neck, trying to push it out and was on the point of blacking out, when something hard hit her from behind. The clogged mud flew out of her mouth and so did everything from her stomach. Gasping for breath Amber blinked in the darkness, pawing desperately.
 	She felt a shoe and pulled on it. It came loose. She sobbed then. Not knowing whose it was, made it worse somehow. She pushed both hands round the perimeter, using one twig that stuck out as a point of reference. When her hands had turned the circumference, she realised then that she was in a mud coffin. How deep she was, she didn�t know, but apart from the crackling of her shallow breathing, everything was silent. The lack of air made her weak, and the last thoughts as she fell into unconsciousness were of her angel smiling at her.

 	Back at the cabin, Andrea, Claudine and Caro made beds for those recovering. The Ecos had tried to bring back most of the frozen group. Their pain was etched on their faces. Elula, one of the leaders, told him that they last saw Amber with two others. Judging by their description, it was Seth and Nettles. Hawk frowned, wondering why it was taking so long to find them and sensed them a message. The flow of mumbled conversation that echoed around the cabin started to quieten down as some disappeared. Only Hawk remained quiet, unmoving, near the window watching the sheets of rain. His face was guarded, and Andrea tapped his shoulder.
 	�Hey, what�s up�we won, right? And I�m sure we�ll see Seth and Nettles fairly soon. They�re slower because of Amber.� Nettles looked at her watch, mentally giving them another hour. If not, then she would send out another search party. She noticed Hawk shaking his head, looking at her like she was stupid. She felt her rage rise again; she had had enough of this guy putting her down.
 	�What?� she snapped.
 	�Andrea, they didn�t even put up a fight. Anna wasn�t even there. How did we win? It�s like they knew we were coming.�
 	Andrea grimaced shaking her head in confusion.
 	�How could they?� she asked.
 	He raised his eyebrows. �Think about it Andrea.� He watched as Andrea did the calculations, her face paling.
 	�Amber?�
 	He nodded slowly.
 	�Perhaps. Only perhaps.�
 	The silence was thick with tension.
 	�She couldn�t, she wouldn�t!� Andrea exploded, calling on her totem. Hawk grabbed her, pulling her behind a clustered group of Ecos. This time she couldn�t stop the hot, angry tears that stained her face. She was still reeling from the betrayal and anger. It was her fault for not reading the signs properly.
 	�Forget about her and think about who! Who did Anna want in exchange for Seth and Nettles?�
 	Andrea�s eyes widened.
 	�Nevaeh!�
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 	Here and there
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I feel sopowerful; the magic is feeding myverycore. His earthnameis Mika, and he has been teaching me to tap into Gaia herself.The ancient power feels so right.Mybodyis stronger than ever, and I have no desire to return to theweakperson I once was. I don�t feel any pain or sadness anymore, but I can see the plague that darkens theplanet. I am part of Gaia now, fusing with her energy. With him, I dip into the past, and theancientcovenant made withman. Humans have broken thatcovenant, and it is up to us to restore and build. He wants tojoinwith me but first I have to go back to my body. I don�t want to � I want to stay here and be with him always. Did you know there�s aveilbetween here and there? He showed me only once, and I felt so connected to what lay behind. I thought of the woman then, mytruemother, but Mika said that she sacrificed herself for me and that she was on the earthlyplanenow. If I went behind the curtain, I would never come back, never see him again. The thought of losing him is too much to bear. I can�tlosehim, we are one and healonegives my lifemeaning. I�m sorry Hawk, but I have to help, they are my people.
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 	Waves
[image: ]


 	Lightning carved up the sky over Tidwell, puncturing the dark underbelly of the clouds that night. The rain gushed at first, almost eagerly, spilling its contents on unsuspecting humans who raced for cover. They were starting to get used to this. It had been happening for over a month, but tonight most of them were at the summer show house. Tidwell had a mini Globe Theatre and they bundled together, watching from the doorways.
 	Everyone seemed to be rooted, distracted from the blue ribbon of light that pulsated below them. Deep cracks had already appeared beneath the surface. The strange energy crackled, fragmenting the air, disorientating and confusing everyone, including Hawk and Andrea.
 	�Careful!� Hawk shouted as Andrea narrowly missed an oncoming car. The wind battered the small Peugeot and the old windscreen wipers struggled against the wall of water that poured over them. She�d only had her licence for a month and already the car she shared with her mother was drowning in the middle of Tidwell High Street. A police car wobbled past, its shrill siren and headlights dying as it sunk into a large pool of muddy water further down. Opposite, a late night lorry jack-knifed; cutting off the route they were taking to the hospital. Cars were trying to turn around creating a knot that would take hours to unravel.
 	�What are we going to do?� Andrea shouts - her eyes glued to the road.
 	�Hawk?�
 	Hawk stared at the wall of water that poured down from the hills above them, creating a landslide of mud and rocks. She pulled the car over, and they ran as fast as their legs could take them. Other people joined them, pointing at the water, until a line of scrambling residents led all the way from the street. The humming underground continued to grow pushing apart the earth like moles until finally it reached the surface. Hawk felt his heart racing, and although the hospital might only be a few miles away, right now, for him, it might as well have been on the moon. He had to find a place to join with his totem. It was his only way of getting past the water. He looked around for Andrea. She was further down - the crowd had overtaken her. He knew she wouldn�t dare change in front of everyone and sensed her message. He couldn�t wait; he had to get to the hospital. The pit of his stomach felt knotted and he damned himself for being so complacent. Anna had been planning this all along, to detract them from her true purpose, to get Nevaeh. The timing puzzled him; surely she knew where she was? Why didn�t she take her weeks ago? Why go to all the effort of grabbing Seth and Nettles? A nearby derelict church stood out like an island. Inside was silent, and he felt as if he were in the eye of the storm. This was the moment he was at his most vulnerable. He didn�t see the ancient brick steeple shudder or the blue ribbon of light cut, as easily as butter, through the ancient foundation.

 	Jay and Paul squealed at the clap of thunder, hugging each other; even Jo-Jo jumped in alarm.
 	�I can�t believe we�re doing this or that she believed that vampire.� Paul whispered before squealing a second time.
 	�I know, it has to be the weirdest crap I�ve ever heard. It�s like something from one of those movies. Does Jo-Jo really believe that there�s an evil witch who wants to kidnap Nevaeh? I mean look at her.� Paul pointed at the lifeless body next to them.
 	�She�s not exactly going anywhere.�
 	Jay giggled, slapping Paul on the shoulder, and Jo-Jo glared at them. �Are you two going to stand there like a couple of princesses, or are you going to help me?�
 	They both stood to attention. Jo-Jo was known for her temper, and they flushed guiltily.
 	Jo-Jo rolled her eyes, doubting her decision. Even though she promised Amber, Jay and Paul were the only two she had told. But even she knew that there was no way she was going to be able to do this alone. She hadn�t even thought of the heart machine or the fact that Nevaeh had stickers all over her. What she did know was that unhooking her, if only for a second would register at the front desk unless they were all taking a coffee break. Two o�clock in the morning was dead hour; she knew that from Nevaeh�s Mum. For once, she was glad she had paid attention and prayed that Amber was safe. She hadn�t gone into detail about this person called Anna and didn�t want to scare the hell out of Jay and Paul who were self confessed cowards. �You don�t have to push so hard y�know. Jeez she�s heavy. Can you put on weight with hospital food?� Jay wheezed as they pushed Nevaeh�s bed to another room.
 	�Shut up � you�re such a wimp�keep pushing and pray that Paul is keeping lookout. Here, look, there�s another guy in a coma in this room.�
 	�How do you know he�s in a coma?� Jay hissed. �There�s no sign.�
 	A nurse padded past the cubicle they were hiding in, and they all held their breath. They had successfully swopped, and even reattached, the heart monitors, and being a mixed ward, there shouldn�t be too much fuss. Jo-Jo stared at the old man they had place in Nevaeh�s spot. Jay picked up his board, scanning it, before shaking his head at her. She shrugged, either way he was asleep. They raced back to where Nevaeh was. A noise from the central hallway made them all gasp. Paul�s eyes were wide with horror as the footsteps that passed screeched to a halt in front of the night desk. They could hear computer keys being pressed, before a call from someone else paused them.
 	�Um�what do you think you�re doing Nurse�?�
 	�Hey, you�re not Nurse Prowert. Who? umphhh.�
 	All three of them ducked under Nevaeh�s bed. Paul and Jay pulled her top cover further over until part of it was lying on the floor. Shoes scuffed the newly washed lino making Jay push his fist into his mouth in fear. Paul mouthed an exaggerated � OMG. Jo-Jo felt she was going to scream. Whatever was going on � she had no doubt that it wasn�t a nurse that had passed them. Footsteps came closer then, and by the way they paused then continued, they could only guess who they were looking for. It was only when they heard their ward door open that Jo-Jo felt like she was going to faint and instinctively closed her eyes.
 	The screeching sound of the curtain as it was pulled aside, followed by the strong smell of perfume, assaulted all three of them, making them pinch their noses. They tried desperately not to sneeze. Paul was the worst one, he had hay fever and anything could set him off. But it was the voice, an old gravelly voice that made them all blink at each other. Jo-Jo was so certain that they were going to be heard as she shifted onto her haunches, ready to jump. She�d seen movies where the element of surprise worked.
 	�My daughter, if you can hear me, it�s your mother, Anna.�
 	Jo-Jo�s jaw dropped. Amber hadn�t told her that � her Mother? Her real Mother?
 	�It�s time to take you home. Return to your body and renew the covenant with Khaos and Gaia. Mika is here; I�ve brought him for you.�
 	She heard a moan, and knew that it was Nevaeh. Questions raced through her. Was she waking up? Who was Mika? As if in answer, another set of footsteps arrived.
 	�Nevaeh, remember everything I�ve shown you. It�s time to return to me.� Jo-Jo lifted her head slightly. The voice was hypnotic and familiar, and she felt dizzy. What were they doing to her? Jay and Paul pushed themselves as close to the back wall as possible and her mind went into overdrive - Mika? She�d heard the name before, and blinked furiously � was this the angel Amber had spoken of, who was�? She stopped and looked up in horror as the springs of the mattress moved downwards. Someone was sitting on the bed. She felt herself pull away. The springs, the mattress, everything was glowing then. Some of it was liquid enough to drip through like it was acid and she pulled her legs away. It seemed to sink into the floor. She crept closer to the boys holding onto their knees, and bent her head as Anna�s voice rose above the pounding rain. She was speaking in a strange tongue and they all felt the incantation weave around them.
 	An image of a fly in a web flashed through her mind. Time felt hazy, and the boys transformed into shifting mirages, their faces leaning in and out of focus. The sound of the rain no longer rapped but buzzed continuously in her ears. She only partly registered feet, moving around the side of the bed and wanted to warn the boys, but her mouth wouldn�t open. Only once they walked away, did life begin to seep back into in her bones.
 	She blinked, and her body felt stiff. The boys were moaning, and her arm jerked towards them. They both cringed watching her arm as if it was a separate being. It took them longer to come out of the trance.
 	The rain sounded like it had returned and for the first time, she felt brave enough to peer out from under the cover. She groaned loudly, after a crack of lightening made her jerk her head against the metal edge. The pain was overwhelming and she winced, holding her head. Jay moved closer, and peeked under the thin linen hospital blanket, careful to keep his face half hidden. His face came back flushed with excitement.
 	�They�ve got her. There�s this guy and he�s holding her in his arms,� he whispered. Jo-Jo felt like she had sunk to the depths of despair and this added to the weight of the headache. She had failed her friend again.
 	�We have to get out of here, call someone, the police!� Paul whispered, pulling at Jay. They waited until the coast was clear before sliding out.
 	�Did you see that light?� Jay rasped, his voice cutting off as they crept towards the doorway.
 	Something dragged, scraping itself along the floor, winding its way towards them and they grabbed each other. But when this was followed by a sudden cacophony of animal sounds, Jay and Paul looked like they were going to elevate.
 	�I want to go home,� Jay trembled and Paul nodded frantically next to him.
 	�Jeezus, what the hell is that?� Jo-Jo whispered, ignoring them. The alarm in the hospital sounded in time with a crack of blue lightning. It lit everything up, and Jay and Paul were finally released from the silence. They screamed in unison as a large coiling snake moved past the doorway, its head poised and mouth flickering. They watched it writhe as another flash of blue lightning coiled itself round the body. Jo-Jo felt her knees buckling and sunk to the floor, just as the alarm stopped. Someone had turned it off.
 	�Jo-Jo, we can�t stay here, get up.� Paul whispered and they both pulled at her frantically.
 	�Jeezus, what is that?� Jay screeched as a group of large wild cats stepped over the still writhing snake. The last one turned its head in their direction, pulling its mouth back to reveal dripping fangs.
 	�This is just crazy shit.� Jay whispered, just as a male voice chilled them to the core. Jo-Jo pulled her head from Paul�s shoulder and dragged herself to the doorway, peering round.
 	�Put her down�or I�ll��
 	�You�ll what?�
 	In the hallway, Mika held Nevaeh close to his chest while, in front, Anna twirled the blue lightning in her hands coiling it round her fingers. This was the energy Quinqui spoke of � she had harnessed Gaia�s breath.
 	�You fools, don�t you realise, I�m saving her - my daughter.� Hawk recoiled at the way her face twisted, her green eyes wide and desperate.
 	A light from above suddenly pierced the darkness, illuminating and dispersing any traces of blue energy. If that wasn't crazy enough for Jo-Jo, she recognised the figure that hovered within it. Everyone, including Anna gasped. Even Mika stared up in shock, hugging her human form closer. Jo-Jo fainted.
 	�Nevaeh?� Hawk whispered.
 	The figure seemed translucent as it held its hand out to Anna. Nevaeh looked ethereal; her long golden hair moving as if a slight breeze blew from behind her. Her face seemed so different, so peaceful at that moment.
 	�Is she dead?� Andrea whispered. She had released her totem and with it the agony of the lightning. Anna knelt before her, holding her hands upwards. Hawk tried to step forward but was held back by the human form of Gabe and Garren. He pulled himself free. Whatever she was now, it was good and bad. Bad, because returning to her body might be the hardest thing to do.
 	�Nevaeh'. He called and she pivoted leaving trails of pale mist from the movement. He held his breath, she was breathtaking. Her porcelain skin sparkled and her eyes shone. He watched her touch Anna�s head and the grey hair changed to gold, leaving only the blackness of her cloak on the floor.
 	�Daughter� they all heard her whisper, as Nevaeh took her hand. And before anyone could move, or say anything, they both dissolved into air. There was a stunned silence and the lights flickered in the hallway. Something fantastic had just happened, and Hawk knew that they would be telling their children about this.
 	�Daughter?� The twins whispered. They were the last to release their totems and stared in awe. They grabbed hold of Gabe and Garren in shock. The stark reality of artificial lightning hit them in the face and they all groaned covering their eyes. It signalled movement - computers, people, everyone was moving except Hawk. Mika was staring at the cloak on the floor in shock.
 	�What�s wrong � didn�t work out the way you planned?� Hawk�s voice was like steel.
 	Mika stared evenly at him.
 	�You�re no match for me human. I am meant to be with her.� His voice was filled with hatred and Hawk remembered Quinqui�s vision of scales. If he is Nevaeh�s other half, he has the dark heart.
 	�You�ll see me again,� he snarled, and before Hawk had time to react he was gone, in a similar trail of mist. Fear rushed through him when Nevaeh�s body was dropped, but arms reached up through the floor catching her. It was Quinqui himself.
 	Everyone moved at lightning speed, wheeling her bed back, returning the nurse to her station and even laying hands on those patients that had witnessed the commotion. Jo-Jo, Jay and Paul were dealt with by the Ecos who whisked their sleeping bodies away.
 	They lay Nevaeh�s still sleeping form back in her bed, the familiar beeps of the heart monitor reassuring everyone that she wasn�t dead. Hawk kissed her hand. For him, it wasn�t over and the cold fury towards him was growing. Where were they? Where were they all?
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 	Balance
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 	The town of Tidwell was in turmoil. News crew turned up to see evidence of the �Freak weather.� Images were splashed over newspapers. The worst hit was the church, now a crumbled ruin. Search parties were sent out to find Seth, Nettles and Amber, but the mudslide on the side of the Harp made it difficult. Totem families gathered together, young and old, retracing the steps from the now empty fort. The drones were taken in by families until they worked out how to reverse their brainwashing. On the third day, the Ecos found them. They had traced their energy to the hill where the mudslide created caverns. It was a day of good news and bad news.
 	Seth and Nettles were found half frozen and it took two hours to dig them out from under a mountain of soil. At first, they had started digging near a single trainer that jutted up from the ground. Beneath it sounded hollow, but inside, there was nothing, although it did look like something had been sleeping there from the indentations. They were taken to a nearby hospital and were under observation in intensive care. Amber was still missing and Andrea was leading that search party.
 	Hawk had not left Nevaeh�s side, and he gave an agonised groan, guilt rushing through him as he stared at her pale body. He damned himself for not protecting her like he was supposed to, and wished for one moment to feel her in his arms. Pushing his hands through his hair, he damned his abilities. What advantage had they been to her? The last few days were affecting him, and he was exhausted. He should have been happy, the danger was over and from what he had learned, no-one had heard from Anna. His mind drifted to the other one � Mika and he prayed the legend wasn�t true.
 	�Look after her Jin,� he whispered. Since the near abduction of her body, he hadn�t left her and he didn�t want to trance, it made him too vulnerable. A press on his shoulder answered his question, maybe he could sense for her. He closed his eyes, his heart pounding; he was not ready to face failure, not yet.
Nevaeh, if you can hear me, let me know that you�re safe.
 	Hawk slumped back onto the bed waiting, and the silence only seemed to remind him that maybe she had returned to Nirvana. He was startled by a giggle followed by a flash of light whizzing past him and for a split second wondered if it was one of the Ecos. Another side of his mind argued against this thought, only another trancer could make contact. He went on alert, scanning for others, but he could feel none in the vicinity. Confused, he forced his energy open again and felt something touch him.
 	Hawk couldn�t help but smile, and wished he could see her. His eyes caught something floating above her body and he gasped at the sight of a golden butterfly drifting rhythmically over her. Was that Nevaeh�s butterfly, free from the cocoon? He thought of the vision and wondered if it was a sign?
Nevaeh?
 	He shook his head in amazement at the appearance of a vase of flowers. The smell was intoxicating and he wasn�t certain if it was his breath, but the purple flower seemed to sigh ever so slightly. Every petal radiated a light, pulsating like a heartbeat. He knew then that they were there specifically for him. It was her gift to him. An alarm triggered - was she saying goodbye? A nurse walked past and put her clipboard on the side table � through the vase. He almost screamed in joy. It had to be her.
 	He stood in the room, trying to sense her.
Nevaeh
 	Hope bubbled up when he felt hands move to his eyes. He wished he was certain, but he felt disorientated. Whoever it was, if it was her, she was closing them. He paused when he felt a squeeze on his shoulder, and only then did he realise it was Jin. He should have been elated, but instead, he felt hope drip away. He tried to open his eyes, but the hands held them fast and he felt irritated. He so desperately wanted them to be her hands and if they weren�t - the news wasn�t good. If Jin was trying to contact him, then Nevaeh must have chosen to stay. The thought filled him with anxiety and he almost shouted in relief when they were finally released. His first view was of a field of flowers. They took his breath away.
Jin, what�s going on?
 	Whatever was going on, Jin had brought him here for a reason.
Is this Nirvana? He asked again.
 	A sudden breeze parted the flowers, creating the illusion of someone running in the direction of mountains. His first thought was of Nevaeh.
Jin, c�mon, is Nevaeh here? Is that why you brought me? Is she okay? Worry sweeps through him making him draw in his breath. He looks at the flowers again, someone is definitely walking towards him and this time, he doesn�t have to wait too long.
Hawk, you are not finished�you have tofetchher. Hearing Jin�s voice surprised and comforted him. Just knowing that he was close, made him feel stronger. He focused on the parted flowers in front of him, imagining his friend. This time, he spoke.
 	�Jin, I don�t know what to do, help me.� Hawk knelt closing his eyes. He was fighting for her life.
I can�t lose her
Open your eyes, Hawk..
 	Aponi stood in front of him, smiling, creating an emotion that flooded through him with such an intensity, he wanted to cry. Questions, he had so many questions. Aponi touched his hand.
 	�Hawk, she is living in perfection, a place so difficult to leave.�
 	She stared into his eyes, cupping her hands, reminding him of the cocoon.
 	�Only your love will bring her back.� Her hazel eyes became serious. �To save her, you must sacrifice, to keep the balance.�
 	He stared at her blankly until she unclasped her hands again. Inside were golden scales, and he thought of Quinqui. He gasped, they weren�t empty, lying on one side was the image of Nevaeh, and the other the round shape of Gaia herself. He looked back at her in confusion, she seemed in balance. Aponi shook her head.
 	�She is now, but if you want her back, you have to keep the balance, you have to give something back to Gaia.
 	�What?� he whispered, almost sorry that she closed her hands again. Her eyes were serious, and she gave him a look, he had never seen before and he felt fear take hold.
 	�Only a true born child of Heaven can replace her.�
 	He listened as Aponi explained and the pain felt as physical as knife wound. Goddess Gaia, give me the strength, he thought centreing himself. He breathed in the warrior spirit of the Hawk, preparing for an immortal battle.
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 	Butterfly
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I see her now. She�s sitting with her back to me, in the long grass. On her head is posy of bluebells. I look around, she�s alone and I know I don�t have much time.
 	�Nevaeh��
 	�Hawk?�
 	How did you get here? I can�t believe it,� Nevaeh gasps. Hawk feels his entire being tremble but remembers the scales and grabs her shoulder. He was determined to make her see sense.
 	�Hey!� She cries out trying to scramble away. He pulls her to him, and kisses her hard.
 	When she pulls away, Nevaeh, looks at him in shock. His jaw is clenched, and the softness of his eyes have disappeared. They are hard, and in that kiss, she see�s their lives together, her parents, and little sister and feels the agony at the separation. His strong arms surround her, whispering gentle words in his ancestor�s tongue. Part of her, the human part, almost crumbles � she misses him. Angered by these feelings, she tries o pull away, but Hawk won�t let her.
 	�I don�t want to be human again. I�m not like you, can�t you see that?� She feels his arms relax and pushes him away, separating herself from him. He watches the way she looks longingly at the garden.
 	In there, she felt safe, in there, she belonged. She regretted sending the vase of flowers and the butterfly. She just wanted to say goodbye. She wanted to be with Mika. He had shown her how to watch humans, to see beyond the mist. Her corpse wasn�t real anymore, not for her. She steps further away, holding her hands out in warning.
 	�Stay where you are, I�m not coming with you, you can�t make me.� Her face pouts and Hawk narrowed his eyes.
 	�This isn�t a game Nevaeh. We are out of sequence with you, you need to come home. So much has happened.� He added. Hawk watched the way she hesitated.
 	�Home?� Her voice is soft and he shivers, feeling her very essence brush over him - something wasn�t right. Desperation fed his anxiety. She was sounding vague, distant and he knew then that it was only a matter of time before she had forgotten everything from her human life.
 	�Nevaeh, you might die.� He adds.
 	Leaves scream round him, stinging his face and he finds himself turning in circles trying to face an unseen assailant.
 	�Nevaeh, cannot die�she was never born.� The voice is cold.
 	Hawk freezes. Mika.
 	�Until you release her body, she will stay here. You are but a son of the totem; we are children of the gods � Heaven�s children. Hawk laughs, his breathing shallow.
 	�You? A child of Heaven? Of Nirvana herself? You come from the depths of Khaos, go back below and leave her be.�
 	Hawk clenches his fists, sensing for reinforcements, calling on his ancestors and friend. This was a spiritual battle and he needed them more than ever.
 	The urge to throw her over his shoulder and run was strong, but he knew it was impossible to get back on his own. He trembled; frustrated that she was so close. He could almost touch her, and his skin burned in anticipation, he knew that if he did, she would bolt.
 	He feels another familiar squeeze on his shoulder. Hawk, she has achoice� free will. Hope soars through him again - Nevaeh had a choice? The air visibly changes, and the silence feels like they are in the centre of a storm. He took a step closer, and she looked at him fearfully, her foot hesitating above the ground. She glanced back at Mika for reassurance. Mika holds his hand to her and Hawk growls.
Sacred ones give me strength.
 	�Nevaeh�come back, we need you - I need you.�
 	He saw her sigh; the sound was sad and reluctant.
 	��am home.� Her voice is fading and her eyes dart from Mika to Hawk.
 	�No, Nevaeh you aren�t,� He takes a deep breath, speaking carefully.
 	�Your parents need you, and I need you. I love you Nevaeh,� he added.
 	She cries out then, her face tormented and Hawk takes another careful step. She doesn�t stop him. The happiness has disappeared, only confusion remains.
 	�She doesn�t want to be with you.� Mika hisses, stepping forward, making them both turn. Hawk hears Nevaeh gasp, as they both take in Mika�s white tunic and gold chest armor. He was dressed for battle and in his hand; he held a sword that glinted as it moved. Mika sneered, sweeping the sword in an arc, before pointing towards an identical sword at Hawk�s feet.
 	�Time to return your bones into ash.� Mika sneered. Nevaeh hovered between them and Hawk instinctively pushed her away.
 	�And you have bones?� Hawk shouted banging his shield.
 	�I don�t want this, please.� Nevaeh pleads. �I don�t want any of this.� Mika continues to stare at Hawk, nodding his head in her direction. His green eyes flash in fury.
 	�Look at her; you think you can force her? Why should she care about humans? I�ve shown her what you have done to our Mother. I�ve shown her why we need to start again. All you do is stink up the earth with your filthy totems.�
 	�Time to finish this.� Hawk mutters moving forward, his face grim.
 	Nevaeh panics, but Anna holds her back.
 	�Nevaeh, this needs to be done, and then they will all understand that you are both true children of Nirvana, of Heaven � a son of Khaos and daughter of Gaia.� Anna whispers, and Nevaeh shivers, feeling her madness.
 	Nevaeh pulls away and Anna paws the air between them, desperate to explain.
 	�You don�t understand, you are formed from the originals. Together you will create a new Eden. I saved you, took you from the temple before Khaos himself could seize you. I saved you,� she repeated. Her voice is high pitched and alerts Hawk. Even here, he thinks, in a place of sanctuary, her madness is still apparent. Mika is striding towards him and he bangs his sword on his shield, to alert her.
 	�Is this what you want Nevaeh? You want me to fight for you? You have a choice, free will. Look at this place, this isn�t Eden, it isn�t Nirvana. They�ve created this place for you. They�ve deceived you. She�s tapped into Khaos and freed that thing. Now, see if he bleeds.� He takes Mika by surprise, slicing at his arm. A fleeting look of alarm spreads over their faces and Hawk waves his sword.
 	�Look Nevaeh, he can�t bleed, he�s not human. She�s summoned him from the depths of hell!�
 	�Kill him!� Anna screams, pulling at her hair. The scream galvanises Nevaeh and she runs instinctively towards them, her blood pumping, ignoring the raging behind from Anna.
 	Her side burns abruptly and her legs refuse to obey her, instead they weaken and she stumbles like a child before looking down in bewilderment.
 	�Nevaeh,� Hawk calls.
 	Only then does she feel the cold metal and looks down at the sword that has penetrated her side. She wonders if she can die a second time and like the first, she doesn�t feel any pain. Everything starts to blur, and as she falls, she notices the archway to the garden closing. The two guarding trees shimmering as they blend like watercolours.
 	�So beautiful,� she sighs unaware that Hawk has caught her until she looks up.
 	�Nevaeh,� he whispers, his voice hoarse, but she�s looking past him, her face frozen in horror. He flicks his eyes in the direction of his dropped sword. The reflection is demonic, distorted but the intention is clear - Anna is holding the sword above his head. Hawk is quicker, and in one movement, twists round, cutting off her shriek as he slams her onto the ground, cracking her neck. There she lays still, open and sightless eyes look out from her twisted face and they both look at each other. He strokes her face.
 	�She�s dead Nevaeh, and is making her way through the veil, to the tree of life: em sentet en kshertu.� Hawk places his hands on Anna�s eyes, then lifts his cupped hand to his lips and blows. She knows without explanation that he is blowing her soul to Nirvana, the real Nirvana.
 	�Mika?� She questions, struggling to speak. Hawk shakes his head, and she can�t help but feel grief stricken. Hawk shakes his head.
 	�He disappeared when she died Nevaeh. She summoned him, and without her, he has no purpose. He is returning to the dark world of Khaos �look.�
 	She turns her head to the side where Mika had last stood. The memory of his smile and sea green eyes fill her with sadness and a longing she still can�t explain. A cold wind blows towards them both, ripping at the flowers, and the emptiness of the place fills her with dread. It no longer looks like her home and emotions that she thought were long forgotten flood her body. Everything was a lie, she wasn�t mytruemother, and the dreams, were just that, dreams. She sobs, anguish tearing into her.
 	�Hawk, I don�t want to die.� She looks up at him. He smiles sadly before bending down to kiss her. They both groan, as long forgotten feelings rush back.
 	�You�re not dying Nevaeh; you�re making a choice, the choice to return.�
 	�I am?� Nevaeh frowns from the effort. He nods, brushing her hair from her face, his fingers trailing down my cheek. His face is serious.
 	�Nevaeh, it isn�t a lie. You are the true daughter of Gaia, and you do have a purpose on earth.� He kisses her again more tenderly than the first time, and she feels her body ache for him. His mouth brushes her eyelids and nose before returning to her mouth. As he speaks she can feel him trembling and frowns, feeling his sadness.
 	�Nevaeh, I will always be with you, live your life in the embrace of Gaia.�
 	Her frown deepens and she pulls away.
 	�Hawk, you sound like you�re saying goodbye.� She gives him a worried smile, expecting him to deny it but he just stares more intently. Nevaeh feels like he is trying to memorise every detail of her face and it frightens her. For the first time in a long time, she feels the familiar cold hand of fear.
 	�Hawk?� She asks nervously.
 	His face bends towards her again, and now she can see a small tear in the corner of one eye. She leans upwards, wrapping her arms around his neck, wanting to kiss the sadness away, to tell him it was alright, but he doesn�t let her. Instead, he is grabbing her roughly by the shoulder, shaking her and it hurts.

 	�Nevaeh�wakeup�wakeup�
 	WAKE UP!� he screams.
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