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Before We Begin


At the time when I was writing Olivia's story in
"Something Wicked This Way Comes", I began to wonder how and why
Olivia came to the point where she was trapped in the burning car,
when Carlisle Cullen discovered her dying brother and rescued
him.

Olivia was thought to have died in the explosion that killed
her mother. But in the morgue, she was turned by Caius of the
Volturi in a twist that had unraveled itself as I wrote the part in
the story.

Within a few days, I had to wake her up and have her see
herself as a vampire, which was miles ahead of her appearance as a
child living with Down Syndrome. She discovers that being a vampire
(despite its drawbacks) is a better deal than her actual early
death.

I know that most of you didn't know Olivia very well and
some of you are clamoring for a story about her, so that's why this
story came about. Even though I know the outcome of the story, I
have grown attached to Olivia and even though I wish for a
different fate for our heroine, this is how the real world
works.

Anyway, let's enjoy this story!

Jacquel Chrissy May

June 2011










Part 1

Doomed Fate









The month I died was a dreary month.

Not that there was nothing going on that wasn’t thrilling, but
my life didn’t have much excitement in it.

Then again, awesome things were always happening around me; I
just didn’t notice anything until it was almost too late.

Our house is just a regular townhouse, built of bricks and set
in the tiny neighborhood of Pink Pleasant, which was
located just outside the city of London, England.
This was the house we had lived in since I was born, when my father
died. In fact, my father’s family owned the house. There were many
rooms in the house for Oliver and me to play in, not that we would
play there, anyway. Not when there were other things for us to
do.

In fact, I was sitting in the room where my brother and I would
receive our lessons, as mother did not send us to school. Not that
she didn’t want us to go to school at all, but for the fact that
most of the schools in England would not accept two children who
had mental disabilities, as Oliver and I had been disabled,
and we have been disabled since the moment
of our births.

The Lesson Room a simple room, with walls painted in a drab
white and a floor that’s covered with an impressive oriental rug.
It is brightly lit, though rather colossal. It had a large table
and bookshelves crammed with tons of books. That was our school for
many years. Once, we had scores of tutors, but now only one teacher
remained to give us the education we needed, not that we would ever
step outside into the world at all.

About me: I, Olivia Rebecca Melissa Harlequin-Grantley, have had
Down Syndrome, a debilitating disease that causes mental
retardation and various health problems, both of which could cause
an early death. In fact, very few people with Down Syndrome live to
see 50, and I was among those who would never see their
16thbirthday. My 16th birthday was
when I would be recognized as an adult in the eyes of my relatives,
if not the laws.

I had bright blue eyes, hollow cheeks, thin lips, a low forehead
with thick eyebrows, a pug nose, thin, curly, neck-length brown
hair, pale-white skin, and small feet. Well, I never really saw
what I looked like, since my mother had every mirror in the house
covered in a black cloth.

As for my brother Oliver James Harlequin-Grantley, he too had a
rare psychological disorder (I don’t remember which) and it very
much ruined his chances to go to a regular school. At the age of 7
years, he was preparing to attend the kindergarten class when that
tragedy struck. Mother immediately pulled him out of the school
before anyone found out what had happened to him. Oliver had
had blue eyes and brown hair, both of which had turned black
when he was 7 years old. His skin turned a corpse-like white color
and even his face had a blank look to it. Mother would
not let him near a mirror at all.

“Olivia Harlequin, are you paying attention?” My teacher,
Lydia Hartlen, snapped. She looked at me with sharp green eyes
that could cut through the toughest glass. “I am giving out a
lesson on what to expect when you turn 16 years old and you are
letting your mind wander. That is not good for a
proper Trichenberg girl such as yourself.”

“I’m sorry, ma’am,” I said. “It’s just that…I think I may have
had another premonition.”

“Another premonition?” Lydia snapped.

“Yes,” I said again. “It’s about my death.”

Since I was 7 years old, I had found out that I would not be
living a long human life; I had the difficult task of preparing for
my eventual death. Death, they say, is only temporary, as I
recalled the old pastor who used to come to our house on Sunday
mornings before his death saying that death was not the end of
life, but that life is forever.

However, that pearl of wisdom meant nothing to a girl whose
fate was sealed at the moment of her birth. I
recalled my birth, at the same time my father, Joseph Grantley, had
fallen ill and died of some terrible disease, one with four
letters. Mother fell apart and feared that she would lose me before
my first month of life was over.

However, I survived, only to have the doctors say that because I
had Down Syndrome, I would most likely die before my 16th
birthday.

So why was the 16th year so special? It
would mean getting your driver’s license and getting that first
car, especially if you live in the States. I recalled my
Cousin Jacquelyn’s birthday party, where she had been given a
Lincoln Navigator. Usually, every member of the family received a
Corvette, but Jacquelyn had a ready-made family by the time she
turned 16 and she needed something big
to provide accommodation for her baby
daughter, Delicia.

“Olivia?” Lydia said again. “What did you see?”

I said without hesitation, “I saw death. Death and pain. A fire
that burns me from the inside, but cannot be quenched with water. I
scream in pain, and the sound of it shatters the very cosmos.
Then…silence. There was nothing else. It was as if God Himself had
spoken.”

“I see,” said Lydia as she stood up. “I’ll have
to inform your mother immediately. If it genuinely
concerns your death, let us hope that that day is far
off.”

Oliver turned to me and snapped, “Olivia, do you always have to
have those premonitions?”

“I do,” I said. “In fact, it’s all I can think about right
now. I have no plans for the future, and your own future is duly
limited. You’d be lucky if Cousin Nichollo decides to
marry Jacquelyn off to you.”

Jacquelyn-Claire Ulrich was the cousin who had been
passed from relative to relative, never having a true home of
her own. Her mother, Irina, had died when she was a very small
child, and her father was nowhere to be found. This meant
that Nichollo Trichenberg was next in line to raise
her. Mother had been fighting him for several
years to get her, claiming that Nichollo’s habit of
maintaining the British edition of the Playboy Mansion
was unbefitting a girl like Jacquelyn at
all.

Oliver said, “Olivia, you and I both know
that Nichollo would never let Jacquelyn out of
his sight, not since…Jennifer.”

Jennifer had been Nichollo’s only child, at least she
was until she was 16 years old and as soon as she was of
proper Trichenberg age, she had wedded a man named Saul
Cavanaugh and they had two sons, Adrian and Jonathan. The couple
was later killed in some mysterious bombing and Myrna (their
grandmother) had raised the two little boys; she refused to
let Nichollo see his grandsons at all.

“I’m sure Nichollo is keeping Jacquelyn safe
for her own good,” I said. “Remember what had happened to her last
year?”

“You mean when she almost killed herself while giving birth to
those twin kids that weren’t even hers to begin with?” Oliver
said.

“Yup,” I said. “Then mother took her away and kept her until she
was well enough to go to that academy.”

“I wish she didn’t have to go there,” Oliver said.

“Me too,” I said back, remembering that day
when Jacquelyn boarded a train to attend
the Rewhart Academy in Brighton. Oliver frowned as we
watched the train disappear with our cousin on it. He had said,
“How come she gets to go to school and we can’t?”

I remembered saying, “Jacquelyn is a proper Trichenberg,
and being that, she doesn’t need any more training. And besides,
Hogwarts had to be shut down and Rewhart is
just around the corner from our house.”

I remembered Jacquelyn coming to our house after her
school had been shut down, and mother going off the rails
over the headmaster’s cruel acts and such, some of which had
damaged the Trichenberg dynasty and destroyed what had
remained of the Romanov family.

In that case, I shall say that I’m glad that Hogwarts had shut
down. I would most certainly NOT go to that school if the
headmaster in charge of the school had been responsible for my
family’s deaths.








Anyway, Oliver and I had left the lesson room and retreated to
our own bedrooms, where I sat on my bed and thought about my
thirteen years on this earth. Thirteen years that I was lucky to
have survived. While most kids would be just beginning to live
their lives at this point, I was beginning to see mine ending.

I knew that there was no way out of it.

I, Olivia Rebecca Melissa Harlequin-Grantley, was going to
die.

After a few hours of sitting on my bed in my room, (staleness
lingers here in this tomblike room. The flooring is cold
flagstone, while the walls are tiled in white) mother
came into the room. As usual, she was very worried about me. And I
knew that there was no way I was going to get out of telling her
about my latest premonition of death.

Not where she was concerned.

“Olivia,” she said as she stared at me, “I hear that you have
had another revelation of your death.”

“It’s always been the same,” I said, “First,
there is death and pain, and then I burn up so hot that
not even water can put out the fire. Then there’s silence.”

“It is in your head,” said mother. “We must send for the
doctor right away.”

The doctor was my father’s wealthy cousin, and he and his family
had looked after us since father’s death and mother eventually
turning her back on the world to raise Oliver and myself. The
doctor, unlike mother, didn’t believe in premonitions, and he
said that I was just being paranoid about the
whole thing.

“Ophelia, I understand your need to protect Olivia, but don’t
you think this is a bit much?” I could recall the last appointment
that was made, which had been two weeks earlier.

“I appreciate your concern, Charles,” mother said, “but Olivia
is my daughter and I do fear for her. The world is such a cruel
place for those who are…different.”

“Olivia is not so different from the other girls,” Charles had
said, “although what she is doing, this staying indoors
all day, it’s unhealthy. Not to mention that there are rumors
within the Trichenberg family circle that state that you
are an unfit mother and the children should be removed
from you immediately.”

“I will be the judge of that!” Mother snapped at him. “Charles,
while I do understand your concern and all, I cannot for the life
of me expose my daughter to a world that would surely mock and
demean her, or they could use her as little more than a…slave. I
will not allow it.”

“There’s more to life than worrying about Olivia,” said Charles.
“You can’t hide her from the world forever, Ophelia. Sooner or
later, she will have to be exposed to the outside.”

Mother shook her head and said, “Even though Charles has
been…aggressive as of late, I cannot in good nature stand by and
allow this to happen. I will say that you are not feeling well and
you need a darkened room to recover.” She walked out of the room,
leaving me to my thoughts.

Following her was 2-year-old Delicia, who had crawled
out of her bed and went to see me. I picked her up as best
as I could and took her back to her bedroom, taking notice of
the fact that while little Delicia had her whole life
ahead of her, I would have nothing and would leave her with just a
few memories of a cousin who never left the house at all.

As soon as I set the baby in her bed, I found myself blacking
out and reaching for the chair that stood by her bed. “Olivia?” I
heard Charles say, but I did not respond. “Olivia, your mother has
contacted me. You need rest.”

Rest.

How dare he say the word rest when all it would do was
prolong the miserable life that I was forced to
live. Nonetheless, I allowed Charles to carry me into the dark room
which mother had prepared for me. He said, “Olivia is
very sensitive to light, and it has gotten worse. Any light that
is to be used must be low-watt, as the higher
watt bulbs could be the cause of her problem. I will come back
tomorrow to check on her progress.”

As Charles and mother left me to recover in that pitch-black
room, I found myself becoming resentful about the
whole thing. When Cousin Jacquelyn was dying in that
hospital, she dared not complain about it at all. In fact, she was
very calm about the whole thing.

This I had found quite odd, considering the fact
that she had witnessed her own mother’s death at a
very young age.

Anyway, I sat in that dark room, gradually allowing my eyes to
adjust to the dim light that shone from an ancient lamp. No
one was allowed to come in, nor could I go out. I wiped
away a few tears and asked myself why on earth I had to
be born at all. Why, just so I could suffer and die at a young
age?

I then remember Jacquelyn telling me a story
about a young boy who died at an early age. That story
had been part of her family history.

It was the story of young Alexis, Czarevitch of
Russia.

The boy with a terrible blood disease that could have killed him
on a number of occasions. That blood disease, which drove
his poor mother to trusting a man who was nothing more than a fraud
and a sexual deviant. That disease, which had brought down a
once-powerful dynasty.

However, it wasn’t hemophilia that killed
the Czarevitch.

The Bolsheviks themselves finished off the royal family. How and
why an adopted son escaped from the massacre was beyond anyone’s
guess, and with his family’s death, that surviving son swore
to preserve the Romanov line.

This yielded a daughter and a granddaughter, both of whom did
not keep the Romanov name alive for very long.

Jacquelyn claimed that after her mother’s death, she
dropped the Romanov name and took the name Ulrich, a
name that had been in her family tree, for her grandfather and his
adoptive family had had German roots as well as British
and Russian roots as well.

While Jacquelyn and Delicia were sleeping
happily in their safe, warm beds, I was wishing that I would never
have to wake up.

Although I did.









The next day, my condition was gone from cold to hot, and
Charles said, “This could very well be her last month alive.”

Mother did not weep; she had known about this for a long time.
Nonetheless, she said, “How long does she have?”

“I say until the end of the month,” said Charles, and if she
survives that, which is uncertain, then she may live for the rest
of the season.”

That was it. I was so dead now. I would never
see Jacquelyn as she stepped off the train and returned
home. In fact, I hoped that she would never find out about my
death.

Oliver said to me, “This is just our luck. You’ve been given
only a few weeks to live and all, but Charles also came to see me.
He says that I too will have a short lifespan. It is sad that
mother will live longer than the both of us.”

“Don’t talk like that,” I shot back. “Plenty of children get
sick and die every day.”

“Not in western countries, where we have medicines to cure even
the most devastating of diseases,” Oliver said. “In any case, it is
unnatural for a parent to bury a child. Now mother must build two
coffins and pay for two funerals. Cousin Seamus is not
going to be too happy about this.”

“He could be more sympathetic,” I said. “After all, he had to
bury his only son last year.” We remembered the funeral that was
held for Cousin Sean, who had died after defeating (and killing)
one of the most evil wizards in modern history. Although Oliver and
I never had the chance to meet Sean at all, he was still
family to us.

“Besides, he buried all his daughters and one granddaughter,”
Oliver said back. “Now all he has left to his lineage are several
grandchildren who are barely of age, plus other grandchildren who
are as old as Delicia here.” Then looking around, he
said, “Where is Delicia?”

“Charles had someone take Delicia to Seamus’s house,”
said a servant who came into the room to give us some soup. “He
insisted that a house that is filled with dying children
was no place for a healthy baby
such as her. Jacquelyn is on her way here to
retrieve her.”

So Jacquelyn knew about us. Oliver and I would not
live to see the summer, nor would we get to speak to her. This
would not be good for her, she who had to bury her mother when she
herself was a baby.

The servant said, “The Trichenberg family council will be
holding an emergency meeting to determine your fates, and
lessons have been canceled until further notice.”

She left the room and Oliver and I stared at each other for a
long time. Neither of us spoke, knowing that our time was almost
up. What of mother? To her, we were her whole world; she had no
other children. If we died, then the Harlequin-Grantley
lineage would come to an end.

I also remembered Charles’ words “You can’t hide her from
the world forever, Ophelia. Sooner or later, she will have to
be exposed to the outside.” Was that so? Would I be
exposed to the outside? I feared that if I were to see the sun, I
would turn to ashes and die just like in those classic vampire
films.

Of course, there are no records of vampires really turning into
ashes in the sunlight, just them turning into giant walking disco
balls, which could be dangerous on a sunny day. Not that a vampire
would intentionally walk outside on a sunny day in the middle of
traffic.

All day long, Oliver and I sat in that dark room in silence.
There was nothing else for us to do except to think about our place
in the world. A world which, according to mother, had no room in it
for two deformed and disabled children running around in it.

Was the world using the concept of death to try to punish us for
merely existing? If so, then why?








For the next two weeks, Oliver and I spent our days lying in
bed. Neither of us had the strength to talk, let alone attend our
lessons. Nevertheless, Lydia came and read to us as often as she
was allowed to.

Charles continued to monitor our progress, which seemed to
fluctuate every few hours. Sometimes, we would do better, and other
times, things would get worse for us. I wasn’t even sure if I
should just live or die.

During that time, mother never left our bedside, except to use
the bathroom or to make us some soup. Other times, she just wept
and asked God why both of her children were dying.

Did she not know that God Himself had to watch his own Son die
as well?

Anyway, I lay there contemplating the days that I had left until
my death and thought about the visions that I had seen. Another
vision was that of a man with golden eyes leading me away from a
white tomb. A tomb. Would it be that I had survived despite my own
morbid predictions about death?

If I lived, what good was it that I had once thrown away my
entire future since I learned that there would be no future for
me?

 








Part 2

A Sucker Punch to the Head








I woke up in a hospital.

How I ended up in a hospital to begin with, I don’t
know.

I had to laugh at the idea of being in the hospital; I
haven’t been in a hospital since I was a baby and mother generally
didn’t trust hospitals. She preferred to have me treated by a
doctor at home.

Nevertheless, when I began hearing voices, that’s when
things really began to kick in.

“She’s awake now,” said a nurse as she peeked into my room.
“Doctor, how did she get in here?”

A doctor said, “She was brought here by her cousin last
night. He claimed that she was an orphan and she would die soon.
Her brother is on the next level.”

The nurse said, “I see. Why did he claim that she was an
orphan?”

“Who knows,” said the doctor. “And yet, we have another
charge on our hands. This disease has really taken its toll on
everyone here.”

“I concur,” said another doctor. “Heath Reyes’s son Milton
died yesterday. He was only 15 years old. Poor kid.”

“I know,” said the nurse. “Seventeen people have already
died, and most of them are teenagers.”

“The funny thing though,” said the second doctor, “is that
these dying teenagers might have had something wrong with them to
begin with. This plague has been going on for weeks and already
they’re calling it a crisis.”

“It’s even worse in developing countries,” said another
nurse who walked into the room. “In Africa, people are dying by the
hundreds every day. It’s like AIDS and tribal conflicts aren’t
enough to wipe them all out.”

“Let us hope that this girl isn’t the 18th victim of this
disease, although it is very likely,” said the first nurse. She
looked at me and said, “Hello, Olivia. My name is Ivy McClure. You
are at the Maverick Mobley Memorial Hospital.”

“How…how did I get here?” I asked.

“Someone brought you here,” said Ivy. “And we should be
grateful that they have, or you would have died within the
fortnight.” She motioned to the doctors and said, “This is Doctor
Hugo Guevara, Doctor Alvaro Shapiro, and Doctor Audra Henley. We
are working on this floor.”

“Where is Oliver?” I cried out. “Where is my brother? Why is
he not in the room with me?”

“Your brother is in the intensive care unit,” said Ivy. “He
is gravely ill. We can’t have you getting sicker than you already
are, now can we?”

“I’m just as sick as he is,” I said stubbornly. “I mean,
aren’t we all going to die someday?”

“Yes,” said Audra, “but we’re trying to find a cure for this
illness. So far, many adults and teenagers are dying all over the
world. We don’t even know how this plague began. All we know is
that Sean Michael Black was rushed in here last year because he was
ill.”

“The next day, he was gone,” said Hugo. “Within a few weeks,
another hospital reported Jacquelyn Claire Ulrich’s death from the
same illness that killed Sean; even if people think that it’s only
a rumor. Within days of her rumored death, a young man named
Cadwallader Gruven also got sick and died.”

“Wasn’t Callie also rumored to be Jacquelyn’s lover at some
point?” said Alvaro.

“Who knows,” said Audra. “Anyway, we believe that this
plague was carried by a sick teenager who knew Callie, and she died
in Egypt. The plague spread from Egypt to India, then China, and
unless we stop this disease in its tracks, it could even affect
people living in Australia.”

I gasped in horror as I was hearing this story. People were
dying for no reason. What was this plague that was killing people?
Why did the plague carry off two of my cousins? Who began this
plague? Why didn’t they take the sick girl to the hospital instead
of letting her on the plane and having her die in a foreign
country?

Alas, it was too late to contain the disease, as I saw on TV
that a man living in the States had fallen victim to the plague. It
would only be a matter of time before the disease spread to the
entire region of the Americas.

I closed my eyes again, thinking Cousin Jacquelyn, you are a
brave and loyal girl, and you know that you are stronger than that
disease. I wish you were here to help me.

Just then, I heard a voice. It said, “Olivia, you are a
Trichenberg, and Trichenbergs do not give up. You must fight this
disease with everything that you have.”

“I have nothing in which to fight the disease with,” I
said.

“You must fight!” the voice scolded me. “You have the means
to defeat this disease. The key to your recovery depends on a few
things. Do you wish to recover?”

I said, “I just want to die.”

“So you just want to die, is that is?” said the voice. “If
you wish to die, then prepare to meet your death!” The person
stepped out of the shadow. I saw a man standing there, wearing a
dark cloak over his clothes. He called forth three monsters and
said to them, “This girl wishes to die; see to it that she is
dead.”

At once, the monsters lunged at me. I tensed, waiting for
the blow that would send me straight to kingdom come. However, the
blow never came, as I was sent flying across what appeared to be a
snow-filled garden. I landed among the snow-flowers, almost
unhurt.

Well, you can’t get hurt in your dreams, right?

I stood up again and found myself stepping on a sword. Like
one of those ancient medieval swords. I pulled it out and suddenly;
a snake-like creature lunged at me. I tripped over a stone bench
and dropped the sword. After getting myself back up, I was
surprised to see the snake’s head being several feet from its
body.

I grabbed the sword again and aimed it at a troll that was
standing right behind me. The troll roared, nearly scaring me to
death. I threw a snow rock at it. It growled and leaned over far
enough so I could chop his head off.

That being done, I turned over and searched for the man, but
he was not there. However, there was one more monster I had to
defeat if I wanted to die peacefully. The balrog-like creature
roared and snapped his whip at me. I found myself ducking and
dodging the whip while trying to slash at it with my sword. I heard
the man laughing as he said, “You can’t avoid your end, girl! You
will end in fire!”

I thought about a huge bucket of water. A bucket of water
that could douse a fire. I reached for the bucket and threw it at
the balrog. It roared with fury as its flames were washed
away.

After that was done, the man said to me, “It seems that I
was wrong about you. You do have some fight in you. But I am not
convinced that you really want to live.”

“But I’m asking for a good death,” I cried out. “Why can’t
you just give it to me?”

The man said, “You have not lived your life, so I cannot
give you the death that you seek.”

I grew angry; no one told me that I could not die! Not even
if I had the worst disease in the world to begin with. “I am the
Mentor,” said the Mentor, “and I tell you now, humans who are faced
with almost certain death will, by instinct, fight for their lives.
You are not different; you will fight for your own life.”

I shook my head no. “I will fight to make sure I get the
death that I deserve,” I snapped.

“So be it,” said Mentor. “Know this, Olivia, daughter of
Ophelia Harlequin and Joseph Grantley: nothing good ever happens to
those who seek death!”

I woke up from that dream, hoping that I would be home safe
in my bed. However, when I looked around, I knew I was still in the
hospital. I said, “Why am I here in this place instead of dying at
home like I should be?”

Just then, I heard voices. One which I knew right away. “I
am married to her brother and I have a son with him. Now let me
through!”

Jacquelyn, I thought to myself as she walked into the room.
In life, she had dark hair and grey eyes. For some reason, she had
reddish-brown hair and green-grey eyes. She was carrying a little
boy in her arms.

When last I checked, she had a daughter, not a son.

Jacquelyn said to me, “When I heard that you were here, I
just had to come. Little Alexis already has his father here, but
now you are here as well.”

“But I want to go home,” I cried out. “Why are they like
this?”

“I don’t know,” said Jacquelyn, “although if Oliver dies,
then Alexis is to become heir to the fortune, as well as some
little African kingdom. I don’t know what this world is coming
to.”

I stared at the little boy who was my nephew. He had
Oliver’s blue eyes and Jacquelyn’s reddish-brown hair. He was only
two years old. Jacquelyn had married Oliver when she was 14 and the
next year, she gave birth to baby Alexis Nicholas
Grantley.

He fell asleep soon after Jacquelyn brought him into the
room. She set him down on a cot and sat next to me, saying, “This
can’t be right; no one should have to lose their parents at an
early age.” I knew she was saying that because her own
mother had died when she was 2 years old.

After a few hours, I found myself back in the dream world
facing the Mentor. He said, “Are you ready to fight for your
life?”

“Are you ready to give me the death that I seek?” I snapped
back in return.

The Mentor glared at me and said, “You are quite persistent,
Olivia Grantley. Your insistence that you should die will be met
with scorn and anger and not with encouragement. However, if you
insist, then I shall give you a task: you will be given something
to start a fire, something to unlock a hidden door, something to
open a secret box, and something to defend yourself with. The
missions that I will give you will not be easy, and death can claim
you at any time.”

“So, I will be doing these missions, and then can I die
peacefully?” I asked.

“Or you will regain your life,” said the Mentor. “However,
you will not be alone. Eight companions will be with you. They will
arrive within a few days. But you must rescue them from a terrible
villain.”

At once, I saw a huge war camp where the prisoners of war
were being held. The soldiers were beating up and intimidating the
poor people.

I knew what I had to do.

I pulled out my sword and quickly cut the lines that held
their chains. “Go and run!” I shouted. “You’re free now! Don’t let
anyone stop you!”

They all stared at me with blank faces; some had been in the
place for so long that they had given up hope of rescue. Then one
small girl ran out and joined me. An older girl ran after her. Then
a group of people stood up and walked over to me. Within a few
hours, I had everyone standing with me.

“Now this is a fight for your lives,” I said. “Fight for
yourselves, your homes, and your families! Fight for your right to
exist!”

Just then, gunshots were heard; the soldiers and guards were
firing upon the prisoners. I drew out my sword and cut away some of
the weapons. “Now FIGHT!” I commanded in a strong voice.

Within a few minutes, the firing upon the prisoners turned
into a full-scaled battle, with me leading the escaping prisoners
towards the gate. Nevertheless, when I looked behind me, only seven
people were following me.

Although there was no time to gather any more people, not
when I saw Jacquelyn at the gate with the women and children from
the prison, with the men acting as rearguards.

“Olivia!” she shouted as she raced towards me. “We must
leave. Everyone in the prison has been accounted for.”

I nodded and we all led the many people way from that
terrible camp as the soldiers just stood there shouting and shaking
their fists.

The mentor said to me, “Well done, Olivia. You have learned
your first lesson: humans will fight for their lives if they are
properly motivated. But you are still not wanting to live,
right?”

“How can I live if I have no real life?” I cried
out.

“That’s what I’m afraid of,” said the mentor. “But anyway,
you will be given your first task and meeting your companions in
three days. I would advise you to evaluate your life.”

The vision faded and I found myself back in the hospital.
Jacquelyn and Alexis were still asleep. I lay there, awake and
wondering about where my life was going. I saw a newspaper, which
had been dated over six months ago; it had claimed that my mother,
Olive Harlequin, had died of some rare disease four years earlier
and Jacquelyn was forced to marry Oliver the next year. I was kept
hidden in the house, as Oliver was, and never allowed to see any of
my other relatives.

Until now, that was.

Maybe getting sick was the best thing that ever happened to
me; as I knew that I could get healthy and possibly heal. However,
could I heal from the years that I was kept hidden from the outside
world by my mother?

For the next three days, I was subjected to various tests,
among which I had my blood drawn, had every test of cancer known to
man, and even asked if I had been molested at some point in my
life.

After that question, Jacquelyn stood up and threw the
offending doctors out of the room. She then said to me, “How could
they even think you were abused? That is a lie and we both know it!
Why do they say that?”

“They think just because a child is kept away from the world
that means child abuse,” I said. “But what if there was a mother
who worried so much about her child being hurt by others because
she was… different? Does that mean she had the right to keep her
locked away from the world as well?”

“I don’t know,” said Jacquelyn. Then she noticed the Mentor
standing in the doorway and snapped, “What are you doing
here?”

The Mentor said, “It’s time for your first quest, but first,
you will meet your eight companions.”

At once, seven people walked into the room. The Mentor said,
“They are known as the elite team. This is Andrea Muty, Mickey
Marwin, Brett Voss, Ella Carter, Andres Ewing, Mimi Johnson, and
Sean Michael Black.”

Now I knew that Andrea had been the cousin who was killed
during the 9/11 attacks in New York nine years earlier, when
Jacquelyn was eight years old and I was four, and Sean was the son
of Cousin Seamus, who had been killed by a dark wizard while
everyone claimed that he had died during the plague. But who were
the others?

The Mentor said, “Michael was killed by a mentally insane
relative when he was 15 years old, that happened in 1984. Brett was
kidnapped and murdered in 1992 when he was 14 years old. Ella was
just 6 years old when Dana Raugston kidnapped her in 1987; both of
them were never found. Miona was killed when she was just 10 years
old in 1994.”

“And what about him?” Jacquelyn as she pointed to
Andres.

“He was just looking for an adventure,” said the
Mentor.

“Now I heard you said I would have eight companions,” I
said. “But I only see seven. Where is the eighth
companion?”

“She is standing next to you,” said the Mentor. I turned and
saw Jacquelyn. SHE was to be the eighth companion?

“But Jacquelyn is a young wife and mother,” I protested.
“Surely you must have made a mistake here.”

“I have made no mistake,” said the Mentor. “She noticed me.
Now I give you your first task and the first object: something to
unlock a hidden door. Now come with me, all of you.”

Within a few minutes, I saw a huge village being attacked by
machinery. The machines appeared to be steam-powered. Steampunk,
Jacquelyn had called it. The fusion of Victorian England with
today’s technology, only powered by steam. “Where are we?” Mimi
cried out.

“Russia,” said the Mentor. “Or more appropriately,
Yekaterinburg, Russia in the year 1918. The date is July 15. What
happened on the following day?”

Jacquelyn knew what had happened; her grandfather was a
living witness to that event. “The Romanov family was slain by the
Bolsheviks,” she said.

“Nevertheless, we are here to prevent five unnecessary
murders,” said the Mentor. “Seven, if we’re lucky. Perhaps we could
save the Russian royal family.”

He looked at us and said, “Now remember, the former Czar has
the key. Obtain the key and you can unlock any door that is hidden.
There are five children that the czar is hiding and protecting with
his life, five children who vanished without a trace. You must save
them.”

We all nodded and I stared at our clothes. I was wearing a
conservative light blue sailor suit with indigo trim and a pair of
slippers. A wide white belt held a bag for the key. Jacquelyn,
however, was wearing a stylish dark blue robe with orange floral
designs and a pair of matching boots. She was also wearing a purple
cape with a matching pair of purple gloves and a purple mask. The
others were wearing a pair of mid-length trousers, a shirt with
mid-length sleeves, a short vest, and a pair of sea boots.

I looked into a mirror and instead of seeing a girl with
Down syndrome, I saw a girl with brownish blonde hair and grey
eyes. She had a golden tan and looked considerably better than the
girl I once was.

The Mentor then said, “Be careful, for the Bolsheviks will
do everything in their power to stop you from succeeding.” He then
added as an afterthought, “Try and get along.”

I nodded and all NINE of us walked into the middle of the
battle. Nine companions against a cruel regime. This felt kind of
ironic, like in the style of the Lord of the Rings.

Except I’m not a Hobbit being sent to Mordor to destroy an
evil ring.

Within a few minutes, we all drew out our steampunk-like
guns and began firing upon the troops.

The battle was nothing like the last one, where I had to
rescue some prisoners. This was a true battle. I could see Andres
with his broadsword cutting down enemies left and right; with
another turn, I saw Jacquelyn leap past a dead enemy, who had four
arrows in his back.

The people living in the village saw us and immediately fled
from the area.

I found myself remembering the story that Jacquelyn had told
me, the story that had happened to her family. They had all been
killed by the Bolsheviks and hidden from the world for many years.
That was, until their remains were found. The entire country
mourned their deaths as they buried them.

Today, however, history was going to change.

The killing got even fiercer as many enemies charged at us
and we cut them down like a farmer cuts down corn stalks. I soon
found myself reaching that evil house, and Jacquelyn and Andrea
were right on my heels. We kicked down the door and aimed our guns
at the soldiers who came to stop us.

“Where are they?” I snapped.

“Let them go!” Jacquelyn snapped.

“Never!” said the soldiers.

“Then you will die,” Jacquelyn yelled.

The soldiers aimed their guns at us, and we fired upon them,
killing them all. I rushed up the stairs, drawing out my sword in
the process. The first room contained the servants to the royal
family, who Andrea freed and led them out of the house. Jacquelyn
kicked down a second door, and I saw that there were tons of
useless things lying around the room. I only noticed the key, and
reached over to retrieve it. Another key sat next to the first key.
The white key.

Putting the white key into the pouch, I took the first key
and followed Jacquelyn to the back of the house. This was where the
royal family had fled to when we shot and killed the soldiers who
were guarding them.

“Why are you here?” A man with graying golden-brown hair and
blue eyes stared at us. He had to be the czar, or else he wouldn’t
be here.

“We are here to free you,” said Jacquelyn. “You must leave
now.” She motioned to the door.

“Not without them,” said the czar. “Never without
them.”

“The Millers?” I asked, using the Anglicized version of that
infamous name.

“We must guard them with our lives,” said the czar. “We must
take them; Catherine, Elizabeth, Elena, Peter, and Ludmilla. They
must be saved.”

“Where are they?” I cried out. Within a few seconds, I had
the answer in my hands. The key in my hand pointed to a false
corner in the room. I unlocked the door and saw that there were
five young children hiding in the secret room. How only the czar
and his family were able to keep them hidden from the soldiers
neither Jacquelyn nor I would ever know.

By the time we reached the outside world, the battle was
winding down, as my little team had gotten the upper hand. I saw
Mickey driving a steam-powered jeep towards us, with Brett and
Andres sitting in the back, shooting at the soldiers who dared to
remain alive. Ella and Miona were sitting in the back seat,
throwing rocks at the soldiers. Jacquelyn and I helped everyone
else load into the jeep, and then we pulled away from the house,
never looking back.

Sean and Andrea rushed towards us, holding up a bag that was
filled with important documents. They too jumped into the jeep and
we pulled away from the place. I looked around me and I could not
believe how fast we had succeeded in our task to rescue the
Millers. Not only that, the royal family and their servants were
freed as well. I could now rest easily, but knowing that I had two
more tasks to accomplish, I knew that I couldn’t stop just
yet…

I woke up back in the hospital room, as if I had never left
the place. However, there was a key in my hand. A strange-looking
key. What was I going to do with it?

Just then, I sat up in bed and thought hey, I’m not so sick
anymore. Nevertheless, I still wished for death; it would not get
any better for me.

Then again, I had a key in my hand and what it opened, what
secrets it could unlock, I don’t know. All I knew for sure was that
I had the power of something good (or evil) in my hands.

What was I going to do with this key?

I noticed that Jacquelyn and Alexis were gone. Where they
went, I had no idea. Did they go to visit Oliver, whom I had
forgotten was in the hospital? Did they visit any other relatives?
Where had they gone?

I did chance to hear some doctors and nurses talking about
the plague and how it quickly spread all over the Americas, killing
scores of people as it went. Almost no one was safe in those
countries, and in some places, the population of several cities
went from over a hundred thousand to just barely in the hundreds in
less than a day.

Just like that, the States and its surrounding countries are
practically decimated. Was there no hope for us now?

I spotted Michael, Brett, Andres, Mimi, and Ella just
wandering around in the hallway. No one noticed them, or they would
have been sent back to their rooms. None of us spoke to each other
at all; in fact, they didn’t even look like the people that I saw
in my vision. Even their names were different, as doctors referred
to them as Dominick McDaniels, Timmy Tate, Howard Richardson, Sonya
Wilkins, and Alejandra Molina.

I returned to my room and dreamed about other battles, in
which my companions and I would fight other battles, mostly in the
woods, a military command center, and even at a railway right in
front of an ancient Italian city. The Mentor saw my dreams and
said, “Even though you believe that you do not deserve to live, you
are fighting for your life. Why do you not want to live?”

I said, “My mother had often said that if you are healthy,
you will live; but if you are always sickly, you days were
numbered. However, even the healthiest person can suddenly die and
the sickest person just…endures. It’s not right.”

The Mentor said, “Sometimes death is unfair. In order to
counter your desire for death, I shall send you on another
mission.”

“To where?” I cried out.

“Bavaria, Germany,” said the mentor. “You’re going to
Neuschwanstein Castle.”

I gasped. The Mentor was sending me to Sleeping Beauty’s
castle? What kind of craziness was going on here? The Mentor
continued, “In the castle, a false princess is in hiding; she is
plotting to overthrow the royal family. The true princess has been
kidnapped and you must rescue her. Although I must warn you; the
prince who is coming to rescue the princess does not know of the
deceit. You must prevent the deceit and save the true
princess.”

Just like last time, I opened my eyes and saw myself on a
plane. Mickey was in the pilot’s seat, flying the plane. I stared
at myself again, for I was wearing a traditionally-tailored
blue-green sailor suit with light pink designs and a pair of green
sneakers. I saw Jacquelyn wearing a pink blouse, a light pink
skirt, and a pair of soft pink boots. The others were wearing the
same outfits that they were wearing for the first big
battle.

The Mentor said, “Be careful, for there is danger all around
you. Mickey is needed to fly the plane, so he stays with me. The
younger girls won’t be needed for this mission, so they must also
stay with me. The rest of you, however, must raid the castle and
come out with the true princess. You have 15 minutes.”

Fifteen minutes. That didn’t sound like enough time to me.
So, with a gulp, the rest of the group jumped from the plane and
landed in the courtyard. Brett said, “What is this place?”

“It’s Sleeping Beauty’s castle,” said Andres. “Haven’t you
ever watched the movie?”

“Uh, no,” most of us said.

Andres said, “Well, here’s how the story of saving the
princess usually goes: she’s usually locked away in the highest
room in the tallest tower.”

“What kind of crap is that?” said Andrea. “How would the
princess get put into a room like that? Who would want to take her
up there?”

“Where’s Jacquel?” Sean suddenly cried out.

We all turned around and saw a huge pile of weapons right
where Jacquelyn was last standing. She wasn’t there. “Uh, do you
think that maybe she might have gotten… kidnapped?” Brett cried
out.

“Why not?” said Andres. “Jacquelyn must be a
princess.”

“She can’t be a princess,” said Andrea. “Her parents aren’t
a king and queen.”

“I never said that Jacquelyn was the medieval version of a
princess,” said Andres, “but she is a princess nonetheless. Her
father could have been a prince.”

“Maybe,” I said, “but I think we’re in trouble.” Sure
enough, I saw a huge throng of armored knights swarming the
place.

“I think we should fight now,” said Brett.

“We should,” said Sean.

We pulled out our weapons and began shooting at the knights.
Unlike the steampunk soldiers we were fighting, these guys were
made from pure silver. No matter how many bullets we shot at them,
they would not go down. It would take a miracle to get rid of those
guys.

“Go, go!” Sean was waving at Andres and me. “Brett, Andrea,
and I can handle these guys. You two go save Jacquel!”

Andres nodded and he and I rushed into the castle and up the
stairs. There were several large hallways. Huge paintings decorated
the halls. There were also priceless treasures and whatnot
scattered all over the castle. I longed to look at those beautiful
objects, but I knew that we were on a time limit and we had to save
Jacquelyn. Her life was at stake.

“How do you know so much about fairy tales?” I said to
Andres as we were running.

“I don’t know,” said Andres. “Maybe my mom liked reading me
fairy tales when I was a kid.”

“Maybe you were a descendant of royalty,” I said. “King
Solomon, perhaps?”

“Why do you assume that I’m the descendant of King Solomon?”
said Andres. “Just because I never came from the slaves doesn’t
mean that I come from royalty. My ancestors could have been
starving peasants for all I know…”

“But you ARE the descendant of King Solomon,” I firmly
insisted. “Plus there’s rumors out there claiming that you could be
related to the Queen of Sheba as well. You ARE a prince, Andres,
and don’t you dare forget that! You’re a prince the same way that
Jacquelyn is a princess.”

Andres put up his hand and I stopped. He and I had reached
the highest room in the tallest tower. The room where the false
princess was hiding. The room where the true princess was trapped
in. The room where Jacquelyn was at, hopefully.

The false princess walked out and greeted us. She had
strawlike blond hair, a messed up face with a mouth full of crooked
teeth, and warts growing all over her skin. She was not at all how
I envisioned a princess in a fairy tale. Princesses were supposed
to be beautiful, not ugly.

She laughed as she stared at us. “So, what have we here,
hmmm? Another silly prince who wishes to challenge me? You’ll never
win!”

“Shut up, you foul temptress!” Andres yelled at her. “I know
you stole Jacquelyn. What you done with her?”

The princess said, “I haven’t harmed her, just the hordes of
princes who barged into this place trying to rescue her. What makes
you think you can save her? You’re not a prince; you’re just a
dirty peasant. You’re not even worth half of the men I
slaughtered.”

“Leave him alone!” I cried out. “Andres is a prince! You’re
just nothing but a big bully! Why, you don’t know that he’s a
descendent of King Solomon and the Queen of Sheba?”

“Indeed,” said the princess as Andres drew out his
broadsword. “Prepare to die!”

She drew out a huge sword and Andres swung his own sword,
knocking it out of her hand. I found the white key that I had
picked up from my first mission. That key went straight to the
white door that was in the corner of the room.

Within a few seconds, I unlocked the door and pulled
Jacquelyn out. She was unhurt, save for a bruise on her right
cheek. She said, “I don’t know what happened here. One minute, I
was standing with you guys and the next minute, I am knocked out
and brought here. Then this so-called “princess” dares to mock me.
Who does she think she is, anyway?”

I said, “Well, she’s jealous of you because you are
beautiful and she is ugly. She wanted all the glory for herself and
you out of the way.”

“I’ll never get out of her way!” Jacquelyn snapped as she
drew out her long knife. “In fact, she dies!”

Before I could stop her, Jacquelyn rushed towards Andres and
the false princess. The wicked girl had Andres down and pointed a
sharp spear at him. I gasped in horror; Andres was going to die. I
turned my head away so that I would not hear his screams.

However, I did hear screaming, but it wasn’t Andres who
died. It was the false princess; judging by the sound of an
unladylike scream. Jacquelyn was standing before her, her outfit
stained with blood, holding up her sword and a golden wand. She
said, “Well, that takes care of that. The golden wand had kept her
invincible, but I guess you can be stabbed in the heart.” To the
dead girl, she said, “Know this: even when I’m down, I can still
beat you up.”

Then we all ran out of the room and quickly downstairs to
the main room; I had forgotten in all the fighting that we were on
a time limit. We had exactly two minutes to get out of the
castle.

When we rejoined the fight in the courtyard, I saw that
Sean, Brett, and Andrea were pushed back to the doors of the
castle. They were losing badly.

Sean looked at us and said, “It’s about damn time you guys
showed up! These guys cannot be destroyed at all!”

Jacquelyn said, “I know why they can’t be destroyed!” She
held aloft the golden wand. Everything seemed to freeze as she
stroked the wand for a few moments, and then broke it. Immediately,
the knights fell to the ground. Everyone gasped as they stared at
Jacquelyn. She said, “Well, I believed that this wand was
controlling the knights and that’s why you guys couldn’t beat them.
Was I right or what?”

Before any of us could answer, the sound of the airplane was
heard. Mickey and the others were returning for us. “Go, go, go!”
Sean yelled as we all ran through the courtyard, which was full of
empty armor, and then jumped onto the plane. The last time I saw
the castle, a huge fireball seemed to cover the courtyard and the
tower, but everything else was spared…

I woke up, but I wasn’t in my room at all. In fact, I had
somehow ended up on an operating table. The nurse Ivy McClure saw
me and said to me, “You suffered a severely fatal seizure, which
was being caused by a tumor. We had to rush you to the emergency
room and remove it from your brain before it killed you.”

I looked all around me; but all I could see were Doctor
Guevara, Doctor Shapiro, and Doctor Henley rushing about, as well
as several nurses and orderlies. From the way they were speaking,
someone had apparently broken into one of the rooms where the
patients files were held, and stolen a file belonging to a certain
Shoshanna Dawson. Now, I had no idea that Shoshanna had existed,
and I knew that cousin Charles and his wife Florine had only four
children: Dennis, Eve, Dana, and Elisabeth. There was no way that
Shoshanna Dawson is real.

I was soon taken back to my room with strict orders not to
leave the bed for any reason, not even to use the bathroom. I felt
as if my dignity was being further stripped from me. Now I couldn’t
do anything but just breathe. That’s right. Breathe. The very thing
that I hated doing more than anything else in this world. I truly
wanted to die.

Nevertheless, before I could voice my opinions on the
matter, the Mentor looked at me and said, “You are not finished
yet, Olivia."

“Why not?” I cried out. “I’m done existing.”

The Mentor said, “Existing and living are not the same
thing. Existing is what we all do, but very few of us actually
live. This is why you are being sent on these missions. To live. To
fight for your right to live. Now here comes a very difficult
mission, one that could indeed result in someone’s death.”

I opened my eyes and found myself standing on a cliff
overlooking some train tracks. I saw the outfit that I was wearing:
a retro dark red sailor suit with dark green accents and a pair of
tennis shoes. Jacquelyn was wearing a futuristic camouflage sailor
suit with dark red trim and a pair of tennis shoes. The others were
still wearing their pirate-style mission outfits.

The Mentor said to us, “What you are looking at is the path
of the Oriental Express.” I knew that famous train everywhere,
having heard Jacquelyn’s stories about her trips to ride the famous
train. “On the train, you are to take down a villain and take his
scepter. This scepter is very powerful and will enable you to do
great things. Be careful, for one of you will die on this
mission.”

We all grabbed our weapons and prepared to board the train.
Then Andrea said, “I’m not sure if all of us will be needed for
this mission.”

“Why not?” said Brett as the others protested.

“This villain has been messing with the Trichenberg family
for many years now,” said Andrea, “and he has killed several
members of our family as well. So, the rest of us will fight him
and take back what is ours. You will all stay here.”

“This is unfair,” said Mickey. “You heard what the mentor
said: we’re only strong when we fight together. We can’t fight if
we are divided.”

“I’m a Trichenberg and I say Trichenbergs only!” Andrea
snapped. To the rest of us, she said, “Let’s be off!”

The train was quickly approaching us, and very soon, Sean,
Andrea, Jacquelyn, and I found ourselves zip-lining towards the
train. It was only seconds before we landed and began firing upon
the enemy and his minions.

We quickly overcame his minions, but the villain himself was
very difficult to defeat. He laughed and mocked us, saying, “So I
am to face only four of you? This will be easy.”

“Not so fast,” I heard Andrea saying. “We have defeated your
minions. Now fight us and die!”

“So be it!” the villain laughed as he waved his magic wand
at us.

While dodging his attempts to zap us, I looked behind him
and saw the scepter; it was pure silver with blue jewels embedded
everywhere. Jacquelyn caught my gaze and we nodded. There were
enough of us to keep the villain distracted long enough so that we
could get the scepter and escape undetected.

As I saw Andrea fight against the villain with all her
strength, Sean, Jacquelyn, and I slipped behind the battle and
reached for the scepter. The scepter was just lying there, out in
the open, just waiting for someone to reach out and take it. Just
as I was about to grab it, the villain turned around and stared at
us. He said, “So, you little thieves thought that you can just come
here and take my little toy or do you?”

He didn’t get to finish his taunt because Sean lunged at him
and they both went through a window. Andrea and I rushed over to
the broken window and saw Sean clinging to part of the window frame
for dear life. The villain was right behind him.

I reached out to grab Sean, but the villain got to him
first, stabbing him between the ribs, but in the process, he had
let go to the train and fell to his death. Andrea and I gripped
Sean and pulled him back inside the train. Sean said, “Now, why
have you done this, Andrea?”

“Because we’re Trichenbergs,” said Andrea. “We are too far
above normal humans! We didn’t need any of their “help”! They’re
only bastards!”

“How can you say that?” I cried out.

“I know who they are and why they died,” said Andrea. “They
all had something wrong with them, just as I have. Instead of
trying to fit in with the other children around them, they should
have stepped away from society and their families and joined me. My
group would have taken care of them.”

“That is not our way, the way of our family,” said Sean. “We
are meant to help others, not divide and destroy families. Also,
because of Andrea’s stupidity, we have divided and destroyed our
group. I doubt if we’ll ever be free after this.”

I reached out and took the scepter, which had rolled to the
floor in a clatter. Sean saw it and said, “Some will think that
this was ill-gotten, but at least we have given up everything for
it.”

“You’re dying!” I cried out. “The villain has killed
you!”

“I knew that this day would come, because it was my fate to
die on this mission,” said Sean. “Now comes the fight of your
lives. Will our family survive and reunite, or will it fall like
the many other magical families that have come before
them?”

I didn’t know what else to say, because I found myself
waking up and being dragged from my bed and taken to a dark
room…

I found myself in a dark room. I saw Dominick, Timmy,
Howard, Sonya, and Alejandra there as well. So were Marsha Schwartz
and a whole bunch of other people. I saw Dennis Dawson standing in
front of us with a gun in his hand. He said to us, “You all thought
I was stupid, right? You all didn’t think I wouldn’t be finding out
about your wrongdoing, or would you? Well guess what? I have
already won! You want to know how? I know all about the thievery
that’s been going on here! The key to the file cabinet was stolen,
a file detailing the birth of an illegitimate child in my family
was discovered on a desk nearby, and now I found one of you here
with this little laser wand. Now, which stupid little boy or girl
here was holding the laser wand in their hands? Who?”

No one said a word; they wouldn’t dare rat anyone out. I
stared at Dominick, Timmy, Howard, Sonya, Alejandra, and Marsha,
hoping that they would not say anything or implicate me in said
crime. Dennis said again, “Let me assure you that there will be no
keeping secrets from me at all! Now, who stole the wand?”

Again, no one said anything. Dennis was getting very angry.
He said, “Dominick, you’ve been a good boy, haven’t you?” Dominick
nodded in horror. “But you’re a tattletale,” said Dennis. “That’s
why you’re here, isn’t it? You tattled on the wrong person and they
brought you here. Now please, do tattle: who stole the laser wand
from the closet?”

I knew that he would lie and make up a name, since no one
had seen me actually committing the crime. He said, “Timmy Tate
stole the wand, sir.”

“Timothy Tate indeed,” said Dennis as he stared at Timmy. “I
always knew people like you were up to no good, and now I know
why.” To some orderlies in the room, he said, “Take Mister Tate to
the lockdown room and have everything ready. His days here are
finished.”

I could only watch as Timmy protested as two burly guards
were hauling him off. Dennis turned to the others and said, “Do you
see why you are here in this place? It’s because of your families.
They don’t love you, they don’t want you, and they can care less
about what happens to you. You’ll never escape from here, never be
free. For some reason that I don’t understand, nine of you have
tried to escape from this place. Nine of you thought you could defy
your disabilities and pretend to be free? Don’t think I don’t know
about your little coping abilities and escapist fantasies. I’m
going to wipe that freedom nonsense out of your heads and then I’m
going to lock you all up away from each other so that you’ll never
try to regroup or plan another escape for as long as you
live.”

“No,” I muttered quietly.

“What was that?” Dennis snapped. “Someone is saying no to
me?”

“No,” I said a bit louder, but trying to keep myself
hidden.

“No one says no to me!” Dennis yelled in anger. “Now who
dares to tell me no?” None of us said a word. Dennis pulled out his
gun and said, “now I’m going to say this one more time: no one says
no to me! Now, do I have to hurt someone else in order to get my
point across to you?”

Just then, another orderly rushed into the room, shouting,
“Sir, we found Felix Reid and Sienna McGruffin trying to escape
earlier. Felix threw himself out of a window and is now dead and
who knows where Sienna is…”

That did it. Dennis fired his gun into the crowd. The other
children began screaming and running for their lives. I gasped in
horror as I saw Dominick, Howard, Sonya, Alejandra, and Marsha go
down. Did Dennis shoot them? Were they dead? I did not have time to
find out, as I needed to get out of there and then find Timmy and
Sienna.

Before I could get to the door, I found myself being knocked
unconscious, and then waking up back at the hospital. I gasped as I
saw Mickey, Brett, Mimi, Ella, and Andrea lying dead on the floor
and the other children huddled around their bodies, crying. Dennis
was waving his gun, saying, “Let that be a lesson to all of you:
you are stupid, useless bastards! You’re orphans! Nobody cares
about you at all, no matter what the circumstances! Now, get into
your rooms and stay there now, or else!”

At once, the frightened children rushed into their rooms,
all terrified about what had just happened. Dennis looked at me and
said, “Olivia Harlequin-Grantley; I should have known that that was
you. You were the one who was behind all of this, were you not?” I
shook my head. “Oh, sweet Olivia,” Dennis mocked me. “I knew that
it was a bad idea to bring you here, what with all the noise and
drama and whatnot. I told my father that you were best suited to
stay at home, but he wouldn’t listen. He killed your mother and
kidnapped you. However, your brother was too poor to take over the
family fortune and he even fathered a comely-looking child on that
beautiful girl. Not to worry, though. With you on the mend and your
nephew healthy, he’ll get everything and we’ll get his mother a new
husband.”

I said, “What about me?”

“What about you?” Dennis parroted. “A nephew supersedes an
aunt, Olivia. It is a shame that you have survived and your brother
did not.”

“Where is Alexis? Where’s Jacquelyn?” I snapped in
anger.

“The boy is secured,” said Dennis. “My sister, Shoshanna, is
looking after him. Jacquelyn, however, wept with grief over her
husband’s death and had to be sedated. Now comes you, Olivia. What
am I going to do with you?”

“Let me go,” I snapped in anger. “Let me go to my brother. I
want to see him.”

“I’m afraid that I can’t let you do that, Olivia,” said
Dennis. “Oliver is gone; he isn’t coming back. But not to worry,
you’re still here…”

I could not believe a word that that guy was saying, or the
way that he was saying it for that matter. Oliver is dead, which I
already knew (with him being as sick as he was when he first came
to the hospital), but to learn of his death in this way was quite
upsetting to say in the least. I didn’t know that Oliver was really
going to die; I thought he was going to get better, like
me.

Dennis mocked me, saying, “Well, you look a lot better than
you used to, Olivia. Did the doctors fix you up? Well, they most
certainly did, seeing as they have apparently cured you of your
illness when you should have been dead already. Still, you’ll never
escape from our family and we’ll take you far away to a place where
no one can help you…”

I found myself remembering the dreams that I had, the dreams
where I first fought the monsters. To me, Dennis represented the
monsters in my life. I reached for a knife and stabbed him
repeatedly until he let go of me and sank to the ground. “What the
hell have you done to me, you crazy bitch?” he yelled out in anger
and pain.

“I killed you,” I snapped. “You’re a monster! Now die and
never haunt me again!”

As Dennis howled in defeat, I remembered my second dream:
freeing the prisoners. That meant Andres, if he was still alive. I
had to rescue him. Where did he go?

I ran around the hospital, trying to find him and the
lockdown room. “His days here are finished,” I remembered Dennis
saying. Just then, I saw Eve, Dana, and Elisabeth sneering at me as
I saw the lockdown room. “You’re too late, Olivia,” said Eve as she
laughed at me. “You’ll never save Andres now!”

“He’s just as good as dead,” said Dana. “So you might as
well just forget about him and go home.”

I would not forget about Andres at all, nor would I want to
go home. I grabbed the laser wand and held it in the air, saying,
“I had to kill your brother for the wand, and I’m not afraid to
kill you all as well!”

“Really, girls,” said Elisabeth. “Let’s teach her a
lesson!”

I took the wand and fled, hoping to lose them and get back
to Andres. The girls were just as evil as their older brother. They
too needed to go. I then thought about the balrog and the bucket of
water that I used to defeat it. Water; something that was powerful
enough to destroy the Wicked Witch of the West could destroy three
evil girls.

I rushed towards a pool that was in the middle of the
reception area of the hospital, a pool that once had colorful fish
swimming in it, but was now dirty and filled with crap. I quickly
swam to the fountain that was in the middle of the pond and was
just about to climb onto the fountain when I looked back and saw
them.

Elisabeth said, “She thinks she can escape from us by hiding
in that dirty pond.”

“We aren’t afraid of a little dirt,” said Eve.

“Let’s get her,” said Dana.

On the contrary, I knew that I had the power to save myself
in my hands, so I took the laser wand and zapped the water just as
Dana had set her Zabino-clad foot into it. The shock was so
powerful that it not only zapped her, but it zapped Eve and
Elisabeth as well. Within a few minutes, I pulled the wand out of
the water and gasped as I saw them floating in the pond. They were
dead.

“Now do you understand why wishing for death is not a good
idea?” The Mentor had returned to me. He continued, “I have heard
of Sean’s death while on your mission and I have also heard of the
deaths of the others.”

“Jacquelyn and Andres are not dead!” I cried out in anger.
“You said that you were going to help me! Why is this happening to
me?”

“You’re now understanding just how precious your life is,”
said the Mentor, "and the fact that you had to take the life of
another person, even though you had to save yourself. They deserved
their deaths, so do not tear yourself up over that.”

“Where is Jacquelyn?” I cried out.

The Mentor said, “Where do you think she is?”

I said, “I must rescue her.”

“I think you should,” said the Mentor.

I found the keys to the lockdown room on a desk that had
long been since abandoned and rushed to the lockdown room. There, I
found Andres lying strapped to a table surrounded with various
medicines and machines. His eyes were blank, he lost a lot of color
on his face, and his whole disposition was that of death. He could
NOT be finished, not if I had something to say about it!

I took the knife I stole from Dennis and cut away at the
straps at held Andres. A minute later, I shut down all the machines
and waited for them to completely power down before getting
Andres.

He sat up on the table and said, “Olivia, is that
you?”

“Yes,” I said.

“Where are Mickey, Brett, and the girls?” Andres asked the
dreaded question, one that I could not bear to answer.

“I think it’s just you and me now,” I said sadly. “We have
to get out of here.”

“Dennis will never let you leave here,” Andres warned as we
quickly walked out of the room.

“Dennis is dead,” I said. “He’s gone, and so are his
sisters. Now let's get you into a wheelchair, as I’m sure you’re
weak from the medicines and whatnot.”

Andres agreed and I found a wheelchair for him to sit in,
while remembering the next part of my dream: rescuing the Miller
siblings. What did that mean, anyway? Andres and I walked around
the place for a bit, hoping to find some children to rescue. All I
found was little Alexis Grantley, who was stuck in a playpen that
was turned upside down and had some heavy objects placed on top of
it so he couldn’t escape.

“Liffia?” he saw me and began crying.

“Don’t cry,” I said to him as I reached out and touched his
hand. “It’s going to be all right.” I then stood up and pushed at
the objects until they fell over to one side of the playpen. I
lifted up the playpen and retrieved the small boy. He was scared
and crying, but he wasn’t hurt in any way.

We rushed back to Andres, and then took off towards finding
Jacquelyn. Her life was at stake.

I then found myself remembering my next dream, the one where
I had to fight a false princess in order to save her. Andres kept
an eye on Alexis as I rushed towards the room where Jacquelyn was.
Instead of finding her, all I saw was Shoshanna Davies staring at
me.

She said, "I understand that you are looking for
Jacquelyn."

"If you have her, then let her go!" I snapped.

"Not a chance," said Shoshanna as she laughed at me.
"Tomorrow, she's going to be married off to the first man who sees
her."

"You’ll never take her away from me, or Alexis!" I snapped
at Shoshanna. "You can't take a mother from her child. Alexis is a
baby and he needs her."

"Why should I care about that little bastard?" said
Shoshanna. "He doesn't deserve to be born, nor do you deserve to
exist. Such is fate, I guess. Now I shall…"

She didn't get to finish her sentence, as gunshots rang out
and she suddenly fell to the floor, dead. Behind her, Jacquelyn was
standing over Shoshanna’s body with a gun in her hand. I gasped at
her and she said, "What? I got tired of waiting to be rescued, so I
shot her myself. Now where's Alexis?"

After checking him over to make sure that he wasn’t hurt,
Jacquelyn said to me, "The only way to get out of here is to start
a fire. Now, what do we have here?"

"Andres said, "We have a Molotov cocktail and some lighter
fluid."

"Andres?" Jacquelyn cried out. "Where are the
others?"

"It’s just us three now," said Andres. "Anyway, we need to
find something to set on fire."

"The kitchens," said Jacquelyn. "Follow me."

She took off running towards the kitchens, where the cooks
and their helpers would make all sorts of icky meals and force the
patients to eat them. No one was there, but there was a neglected
fire burning under a pot of water that was all boiled out. The
perfect recipe for a disaster.

Third dream: start the fire.

Andres stood up and gathered the cocktail and the lighter
fluid. After mixing them together in a glass bottle, he prepared to
throw it at the pot. Just then, a voice cut in: "I wouldn’t do that
if it were you."

I gasped as I saw Florine staring down at me. She had always
been intimidating to me when I was a small child, but now, she was
just a cruel witch who would do anything just to get what she
wanted.

Florine said to me, "Olivia, I know that times are tough
because your brother is dead… "

"Cut the chit-chat," I snapped at her. "I know what you're
about to say, and it's a lie. In fact, everything you have told me
was a lie. Well, I’m not going to stand for that at all. Now stand
aside; I have to leave now."

"Where are you going? How are you going to take care of
yourself out there? The world is a cruel place, unkind to girls who
are disabled," said Florine.

"I am not disabled at all!" I snapped. "The doctors and
nurses took care of that!"

"For Charles!" Florine snapped. "He paid them good money, MY
money, to turn his ugly little cousin into a thing of beauty. That
no-good husband of mine is trying to put me aside and disown all
our children for you!"

"Maybe he is right to do that," I said. "None of them were
any good. Besides, they’re all dead, anyway. Even
Shoshanna."

Florine screamed out, "What happened to my
children?"

"Dennis was stabbed to death by an upset patient and the
girls taunted another patient at the old fountain," I said, "and
besides, I just saved Charles the trouble of getting rid of
Shoshanna, as she's not his kid to begin with. Your marriage to him
was filled with lies and ungrateful children, so you get what you
deserve."

"Mayhaps a suicide will free him of a deceitful wife as
well," Andres snapped as he threw the bomb at the stove and it
exploded, covering the entire kitchen in flames. The last I saw of
Florine, her face was beginning to melt from the intensity of the
fire.

"Who knew that Florine was behind Oliver’s death?" Jacquelyn
said as we ran around the hospital.

"I know," I said. "Everyone is going to think that Charles
is the bad guy, but I found some damning piece of evidence that it
was her all along. Although they'll never be able to hear her
lies."

"Exactly," said Jacquelyn. "They’ll blame Charles for
everything, but even if he were innocent, they need a scapegoat for
all of this."

"Shoshanna," said Andres. "We can claim that Shoshanna
murdered the others in cold blood and then killed herself. No one
would ever know that it was you."

Just then, alarms rang out loud and clear and panic was
setting in. Scores of people, both patients and doctors, were
jumping out of bed and away from their desks and fleeing to the
nearest exit. There appeared to be no plague at all.

"The plague was all a lie!" I shouted as a girl who once had
it rushed past us in her attempt to escape. "They were injecting
the patients with a deadly poison and calling it the
plague!"

"Indeed," said Jacquelyn, "and Oliver was among those
killed."

"It also wiped out nearly 2/3 of the entire world
population," said Andres. "Florine Dawson is ten times worse than
Adolf Hitler."

"Agreed," I said.

We found ourselves rushing towards the main exit of the
hospital, where most of the people were. I frowned as I looked upon
the burning building and saw it coming down. There were scores of
fire engines and spectators everywhere. It was a grand
sight.

I saw Cousin Charles crying out in anguish over the deaths
of his wife and children, and he screamed in anger when people
began spreading rumors that Shoshanna had killed them all. I needed
not feel guilty over this, but if Shoshanna weren’t already dead by
Jacquelyn’s hand, she would have been shot dead by Cousin Charles
himself.

Then, I saw something strange happening. Mother was there,
along with Oliver. I saw them sitting in a burning car. Or was my
mind playing tricks on me? I turned to Andres and said, "You must
leave now.” He stared at me, not believing a word I was saying.
“You need to leave now while you still have a chance.”

“Not without you,” Andres snapped. “Never without
you.”

We both turned around and saw Jacquelyn and Alexis running
among the crowd of people who were fleeing from the hospital. Once
I saw that they were secured, I knew what I had to do. I would have
to give up my own life in order to truly live.

Well, it was nice existing.

“Andres,” I said to him, “you must leave now. Go home. Tell
everyone our story. Keep the memory of our adventures alive. You're
the only one who knows the truth behind everything.”

“Olivia, what are you talking about?” Andres cried
out.

“I can't escape from my fate,” I said. “I don't know why,
but it seems that I can't live anymore. You'll have to live for me.
Not just for me, but for Sean and Brett, Mickey, Andrea, Ella, and
Mimi as well. They never had a chance, but you do. Live and live
well.”

“I love you,” Andres whispered to me as we shared a final
hug goodbye before he ran off into the night. I turned around and
walked towards the burning car and my eventual fate.

Three men were standing near the burning car. The men were
laughing and mocking those who were fleeing from the fire. A fourth
man reached out to me, pulling me away from the burning car. I
caught a glimpse of him; he appeared to be a golden angel with
golden eyes. Was it that God Himself had heard my many prayers and
He had sent an angel to rescue me?

To that, I would never know the answer. Not when the angel
dragged me away from death, one of the cruel men reached out and
punched me right in the face…








Part 3

A Bloody Future








I knew my mother was dead.

For some reason, I was not.

In fact, I was lying asleep in the morgue while the golden-eyed
angel was staring at me. Was the angel going to save me from death?
Would he save me the way Jacquelyn had been saved as
she lay dying?

Just then, another being was in the room. In fact, there were
two of them. However, they were not very nice.

One of them said, “You tried to help humans and they kill that
poor woman.”

“She deserves to die a natural death,” said the golden-eyed
man.

The red-eyed man laughed and said, “Silly Carlisle, don’t you
think that instead of letting humans die, you have the power to
save them?”

“I will not condemn anyone to this life!” the golden-eyed man
snapped in anger.

“Oh look, Aro,” said the second red-eyed man as he touched
my hand. “This one’s still alive. Let us turn her now before she
becomes too weak to withstand the venom.”

“Caius, you wouldn’t!” yelled the golden-eyed man. “You already
took my Jacquelyn away from me, so don’t you dare take
this young girl as well!”

Jacquelyn, I thought to myself. What would she say if
she were to find about the events that sent my mother to the morgue
and me as a potential meal for vampires?

Or wait, she didn’t exactly die. On the contrary, she did become
a vampire’s temporary meal.

Even though she never gave Oliver or me the full details about
her unusual second upbringing, Jacquelyn had revealed to
us that vampires do walk the earth, and they had existed for at
least 3,000 years. There had been that story about Lilith being the
mother of all vampires, but that was just a myth upheld by various
people.

Nonetheless, Jacquelyn did give us the names of the
three rulers of the vampire world, two of which had decided to pull
the plug on her future before she was old enough to begin to
live.

I began to understand why she had Delicia and the
twins: she wanted them to carry on her family name because she knew
that she wouldn’t live long enough to marry. In fact, she was a
confirmed Trichenberg at age 14.

That wasn’t enough to stop the two wicked vampires from turning
her at all, and I knew that I too was doomed.

The red-eyed man named Aro smiled and said, “Foolish
Carlisle, do you not know that it is wise to save a dying
person rather than letting them die?” To the other
red-eyed man, he said, “Turn her.”

I felt two lips upon my neck and then two cold hard teeth
piercing me. I screamed.

The unquenchable fire from my vision.





I did not know how long I was lying there; my screams were
powerful enough to shatter the very foundations of the cosmos
themselves. The fire inside me burned hotter than the fires of Hell
and damnation itself.

Finally, I heard the words, “Be at peace, Olivia Harlequin. All
is well.”

How can all be well when my life was ripped away from
me?

The voice said, “Your mother gave up her life for you. It would
be wise to honor her with your own life.”

“But those vampires…and what they did to Jacquelyn…” I cried
out.

“Yes,” said the voice, “it was a dreadful thing listening to her
scream. Nevertheless, I brought her back from pain and death, for
she had wished to find the family who loved her before her death. I
had sent her back so she could do great things. As for you, Olivia,
you have taught humanity a vital lesson about life. Your own life
story serves as a reminder that life is short and people can die at
any time. But this is not about death; it is about how to live your
life, not as if it was your last day, but to live to the
fullest.”

I was curious; who was that speaking to me? Was it God Himself?
If so, then how would He know of my mother’s decision to
give up her life in exchange for mine?

The voice said, “Olivia, your mother has given up her life so
you can have a better chance. Do not waste her sacrifice. As for
you, you have been given a new family, a new life, a new hope.”

“What about Oliver?” I asked. “Does he have a part to play in my
new life?”

“I don’t know,” said the voice. “Maybe he has no part to play,
maybe he does. We shall see.”

I knew that my life wouldn’t be worth living if all it was just
me alone in the cruel world. But then again, my old life was now
over; so was everything that I had ever done in my old life and the
memories of the few people I had been fortunate enough to meet. I
don’t even know if Oliver would still be alive or if he would be
part of my new life.

As Charles had once said, “Sooner or later, she will
have to be exposed to the outside.”

For once in my life, he was right.








"Did you see that?"

"See what?"

"Her eyes. They're as red as blood."

"My God!"

The girl woke up from her dreams; she had been through a lot
since her ordeal a few days ago. A fire had broken in the car that
she was riding in and her mother had been killed. Before that,
no one knew what had driven her from her home.

"This can't be Olivia," said a doctor who was in the
room. "She's dead."

"Just like her mother," said another doctor.

"Still, I'm not sure what was going on with the Harlequin
family. Ophelia had done her family some serious damage
when she decided to keep them isolated from the world, you know,"
said the first doctor.

"Oh, you know, Ophelia went crazy after her husband's murder and
she made sure that her children were never seen," said a third
doctor.

"Indeed she did," said the second doctor.

"I heard that she had Jacquelyn Ulrich removed from
her legal guardian and kept her until she was old enough to go to
that school in Brighton."

"That’s quite enough of that," said a nurse as he came into the
room. "She’s not dead, so let's get her out of this room and have
someone look her over. Surely we don't know how or why this could
have happened."

The girl was helped out of the bed and was
placed in a wheelchair. Several other nurses came and took the
wheelchair out of the room. The doctors sighed as they
watched the girl leave. "Such a shame, isn't it?" said the first
doctor. "I heard that Olivia was fighting to save
herself."

"Indeed she did," said the fourth doctor. "She attacked a
grown man, burned down a kitchen, and helped a young
boy escape from his kidnappers. But that isn't the
whole story, isn't it?"

"No, it's not," said the second doctor, "although I heard that
she was taken to the Nusan Juvenile Center when
her mother got too paranoid, and her brother got worse. I don't
know how she could have gotten the capacity to attack someone who
was much older than her or burn down the kitchen, but
sometimes in life, a dying person might put out all his strength,
as if for a last hurrah or whatnot. In this
case, however, she must have done something right because
she's still alive today."

"However her mother is not," said the third doctor, "and I’m not
too sure about her brother, but it's the girl that I’m
worried about. She doesn't have anyone to take her in, and there's
no way that we can send her back to Nusan, not after
everything that happened there."

"Besides, I hear that scores of people who worked there have
been arrested for child abuse," said the fourth doctor,
"and there are kids there who must undergo some aggressive
counseling at that. But there is a problem."

"Timothy Tate has gone missing," said the first doctor, "and
there are several other children at Nusan who are dead.
Sienna McGruffin was found at her father's house; he is
fighting tooth and nail to keep her. But it's not them who is here,
or is it?"








The girl sat alone in the examination room; a doctor looked her
over and said to another man, "Although she appears to
be healthy, I fear that she might not be quite right
in the head. Too much stress and trauma has been
heaped on her. But still, with the right medication and
therapy, she’ll be able to live a full productive life."

"If she can recover," said the second man. "Leave me with
her."

"I must advise against this," the doctor began, but
Charles Dawson Burundi brushed him off. "It will only take a
second." He approached the girl and said, "Olivia? No, no,
this can't be right. This isn't you! What have they done
to you?"

The girl did not speak, but she continued to stare at the man
with her cold red eyes.

"You canNOT do this to me, Olivia!" Charles yelled,
"They did this to you, didn't they? They took away everything that
made you you! I mean, have you seen yourself
lately?"

He took the girl in front of a mirror; the girl saw a strange
girl with almond-shaped cobalt-blue eyes, hollow cheeks, thin lips,
a high forehead with thick eyebrows, an upturned nose, a strong
chin, thick, straight, waist-length scarlet hair, china-white skin,
delicate ears, long-fingered hands, and wide feet. She was wearing
a pair of ill-fitting pink pajamas.

"Olivia? Please, speak to me," said Charles. "My family is dead,
killed in that fire! You cannot do this to me!"

Just then, some voices rang down the hall. "That’s him," said
the voice of an angry young man. "That’s the man who killed my
mother."

Charles gasped, wondering what else was happening to him. Was
Oliver still alive? No, that couldn’t be him; Oliver died in the
same firebombing that had killed his mother. Nevertheless, the door
swung open and the young man was staring at him. He had two large
blue eyes, a crooked nose, thin lips,
thick bushy eyebrows, high cheekbones, a wide forehead,
fine, straight, blood-red hair, cream-colored skin, medium-sized
ears, large hands, and large feet. "Oliver!" Charles cried out.
"You were supposed to be dead!"

"I’m a vampire now," said Oliver, "and so is my sister. I should
kill you, but for my father’s sake, I’ll leave you to face
justice." the police swarmed in and dragged Charles out of the room
kicking and screaming. Oliver shook his head and said, "You
OK, Liffia?"

Olivia, the girl thought to herself. That was
my name, wasn't it? My name was Olivia.

"Doctor Parajah," said Oliver to the doctor, who was still
in the room, "What exactly happened to her during the
firebombing?"

"I’m not sure," said Doctor Parajah. "I have examined her
from head to toe and found no major injuries. But I am
concerned because of a possible head injury that was
caused by something."

"Like what?" said Oliver. Olivia stared at him. "What happened
to my sister?"

The doctor sighed. "It was a sucker punch to the head."








Doctor Carlisle Cullen stood by the door, wondering if he was
doing the right thing. Was it right for him to take two children
away while they had other relatives who could take care of
them?

Doctor Parajah said to him, "I think it's best that you take
them to somewhere quiet and out-of-the-way so that they can
recover. Olivia needs therapy and counseling in order to recover
what's left of her mind."

"So I should just take them home," said Doctor Cullen.

"You should," said Doctor Parajah. "But I would advise you to
tell them that their mother is dead, but do not reveal the nature
of her death until some time has passed."

They both stared at Oliver and Olivia, whose eyes were glued to
the TV. The news had reported the story of a missing boy named
Timothy Tate. Timothy, aged 17 years old, had disappeared from the
Nusan Juvenile Center during the firebombing incident, and he
hadn't been seen since. Olivia seemed to perk up a bit at hearing
Timothy's name, as if she was trying to recall a distant memory.
Andres is safe now, she told herself. He will go on to
live a better life than the one that I am now doomed to live.
She shook her head, knowing that she was a vampire now.

It was her fate, one that no one would ever know.








POSTSCRIPT


Timothy Tate, also known as Andres Ewing, was standing
in line to board a ship that would take him away from London,
England, to somewhere in France. Although he was born in the United
States, he knew his mother had taken him away from his hometown of
Montgomery, Alabama as a small child and refused to return him to
his father.

Just then, two guards stepped in front of him and said,
"Passport?" Timothy frowned; knowing that he had carried nothing
but the clothes that he was wearing when he fled from the burning
building and there was no way that he was going to tell anyone his
name.

Just then, a voice rang out, "Oh, that's OK. He’s with me."
Timothy turned around and saw an older man dressed in a pilot suit.
Was that the Mentor that Olivia had told him about?

Olivia had given him a chance to live a new life, at
the expense of her own. She had helped him escape from a
world of abuse. She didn't deserve the reward she got for helping
him, though.

The man said to him, "We're going to be taking
off now." Timothy nodded and boarded the ship, paying little
attention to his surroundings or the gossip surrounding the arrest
of Charles Dawson Burundi for the murders of Ophelia, Oliver, and
Olivia Harlequin and the funerals that had taken place. He had a
new hope and a new life. He could only hope that Olivia had gotten
the same.

The pilot said to him, "And who has the power to change your
life? Who can save your friends and stop your enemies? It is you;
only you can do that. Now comes the next chapter in your life. Take
charge of it and good things will happen to you."

At the same time, Olivia Harlequin-Grantley was waking up to a
new day in a new life. Her past was behind her, the future was
ahead. All she had to do was reach out and grab it.

She would never forget her lessons, nor would she forget
Dominick McDaniels, Howard Richardson, Sonya
Wilkins, Alejandra Molina, Marsha Schwartz, Felix Reid,
Sienna McGruffin, and Timothy Tate. Especially Timothy, who
was the only one out of the group to survive and escape from that
terrible place. She hoped that he was living somewhere safe and
having a better life than her own.

Doctor Cullen came to her and said, “It is time to begin your
new life as a vampire.”

Vampire, she thought to herself. I am a
vampire. This is my eternal legacy now.

Thus ends this story.










Charles Dawson Burundi was arrested and charged with
murdering Ophelia, Oliver, and Olivia Harlequin after their
funerals had taken place. Within a few weeks, he was found guilty
of their murders and attempting to steal their inheritance and was
sentenced to life in prison.

Seamus LeSouse-Rowes (cousin of Ophelia) and
Jacquelyn-Claire Ulrich (Delicia's mother) took control of the
Harlequin-Grantley estates and used the money gained from the
inheritance to turn the house that the Harlequin family had
formerly lived in into a home for children with Down Syndrome.
Lydia Hartlen became the headmistress of Harlequin House and she
held that position until her death at age 75.

Oliver and Olivia will return in the story “Don’t
Hold Back.”







  

    [image: FeedBooks]
 
 
    www.feedbooks.com

    Food for the mind


  


OPS/images/cover.png
Peslerind Praviem Veston






OPS/images/logo-feedbooks-tiny.png
E{;edbooﬂs





OPS/images/logo-feedbooks.png
Eeedbomls





