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"How art thou fallen .. . " 
Isaiah 14:12 





PROLOGUE 

I watched my curtains billow in the early autumn wind 
that wafted through my opened bedroom window. The 
night beckoned to me. And I answered its call. 

Lifting the bedcovers off me, I walked over to the win­
dow and floated out into the darkness of midnight. The 
wind surged behind me, as I flew through the shadowy 
streets of my town. Weaving between the familiar shingled 
homes of my sleeping neighbors, I reveled in the sheer plea­
sure of flight and the secrecy of my journey. 

I was so lost in the sensation that the tall steeple of 
my town's eighteenth-century church loomed before me 
unexpectedly. The church's spidery, whitewashed spire 
stopped my progress, momentarily forcing me to drop 
and hover in midair in front of the church's circular 
stained glass window. Although the window was color­
less in the night sky, I swear it stared at me like a preacher 
from the pulpit.Judging me. Why had I never noticed the 



window be fore? In my other dreams? 
Without warning, the wind picked up speed and whipped 

at my face. It was cool and damp, and smelled of the sea. 
Suddenly, the church and the town structures and even 
the streets felt confining, and I longed for the openness 
of the ocean. 

My shoulder blades lifted and expanded . I streamlined 
my limbs to gain speed . Taking a sharp left away from the 
church, I headed toward the bracing-and freeing-air of 
the nearby sea. 

C iv il izat ion d isappeared as I raced along the jagged 
cliffs and rocky beaches of the Maine coast . The ebb and 
flow of the great ocean waves crashing on the shore below 
began to lure me farther and farther out to sea. 

A bright flash on a rocky promontory caught my atten­
tion. The light burned brightly-and inexplicably-in the 
deep darkness of the moonless night. Tearing myself away 
from the hypnotic enticement of the tide, I swooped down 
to the promontory to inspect this unanticipated deviation 
in my recurrent dream . 

As I neared the stony outcropping, I saw that the light 
on its surface wasn't a fire or a lamp. It was a man. What 
looked like a light was the shimmer of his blond hair, so 
white it gleamed even in the scant illumination of the night. 

The figure stared out at the sea, hands in h is jeans 



pockets. He looked young, maybe around my age of six­
teen. I flew a little closer, but not too close. I wanted to see 
him, but didn't want to be seen. 

Although his face was hazy in the dim light, I felt a pow­
erful connection to him. An attraction. He had green eyes 
and surprisingly suntanned skin. With such pale hair, I 
expected that he' cl be fair. 

He adjusted his position, and I could better see his 
almond-shaped eyes and cleft chin. But the more I stud­
ied his face, the more it changed. The eyes looked blue 
instead of green. The nose lengthened just a touch, and the 
lips filled out. He no longer looked young like me, or old 
like my parents, but sort of ageless. His features became 
more perfect and angular, and his skin grew paler and 
paler, almost as if his human flesh was turning to smooth, 
cold marble . Nearly as if a master sculptor had fashioned a 
human being into an ethereal creature . 

Then he turned and stared at me, as if he knew I' cl been 
there all along. And he smiled a horrible, knowing smile . 
His perfect face no longer seemed the sculpture of an angel 
but a demon, and I knew I looked into the face of evil itself. 

I opened my mouth to scream in terror . And then I fell. 



ONE 

I fell to earth with a thud. Or so I thought . 
I opened my eyes and saw my bedroom. I was lying on 

my tall sleigh bed, with the weak sun of early morning 
starting to stream through my blinds . The dream had been 
so real that I half-expected to find myself sprawled out on 
the promontory instead of back at home under my warm 
covers. 

Still, the dream clung. Rubbing my eyes to wipe it away, 
I heard a familiar voice call up the stairs . 

"Ellie." 
I still felt kind of drugged by the dream . I moved my lips 

to answer but couldn't get out much more than a croak. 
"Ellspeth? It's time to get up." 
The spell of the dream lifted the moment my mom's 

voice got louder and she used my full name. She only called 
me Ellspeth-my old-fashioned given name, which she 
knew I hated-when she was really irritated with me. My 



voice returned, and I responded to my mom. "I'll be down 

in a minute!" 

Disentangling myself from my sheets, I slid off the bed 

and padded over to my dresser, where I'd laid out my clothes 

for the day. I shivered; I could actually see my breath in the 

air. Why was it so cold? 

I looked around the room and saw that my window 

was ajar. Just a crack, but enough to let in the chilliness of 

the Maine autumn morning. I didn't remember opening 

it before I went to bed. Odd, but I could be a bit absent­

minded at times. 

I closed the window, gathered up my clothes, and 

headed down the short hallway to my bathroom. Shutting 

the door behind me, I turned on the water-hot. Then I 

lathered lemony soap onto a damp washcloth, and took my 

first look into the mirror. 

I ignored the pale, almost translucent, blue eyes looking 

back at me as best I could: their odd, unsettling color had 

brought me nothing but stares for years. Instead, I focused 

on the things I could control. I studied my face, wondering 

for the millionth time just how I'd tame my unruly, obsti­

nately straight black hair. Picking up my brush, I began the 

long, painful process of undoing all the knots, yawned, and 

slowly awakened to the sunny morning. 

Its brightness drove away the creepy ending to my dream 



and lifted my spirits a tiny bit . I thought maybe I'd be able 
to make it through my first day at the upper high school 
after all . Then again, I'd probably still wish I could fast­
forward through all the nonsense-past the hallways and 
classrooms full of social posing and gossipy d istractions 
from schoolwork-and go straight to college. 

Within the hour, I was careening through the hall­
ways crowded with all-too-familiar seniors and juniors. I 
approached my newly assigned locker with a single, silent 
prayer on my lips: "please, please, for once let Piper's locker 
not be near mine ." In an unfortunate twist of fate, I was 
regularly subjected to the uber-popular Piper Faires both 
at home-where she was my next-door neighbor-and at 
school. Our last names-Faires and Faneuil-doomed me 
forever to be Piper's locker neighbor as well. The fact that 
Piper routinely ignored me at school, while still acting like 
my friend at home, made the whole situation very awk­
ward . Although I had to admit, our unavoidable in-school 
proximity and neighborhood friendship had benefits: they 
brought me a certain immunity from her group's petty 
little games. 

Scanning the lockers, I didn't have to look too hard or 
too long before I spotted my assigned number twenty­
four, and realized my prayer hadn't been answered. There 



\ I I 

stood Piper with her swarm of friends circling around their 
queen- Missy-like honeybees. With their even tans, per­
fectly faded jeans, and colorful summer flip-flops, they 
glowed and seemed carefree-even young-in a way I'd 
never experienced. With all our environment-saving mis­
sions to impoverished countries, my parents had imbued 
me with such a strong sense of responsibility to the world 
at large that I never really felt happy-go-lucky. If I ever had 
a minute to spare, I felt like I should be volunteering more 
hours at the local soup kitchen instead of just hanging out. 

I knew I shouldn't care about their little pack, and really, 
truly didn't care most of the time. After all, Piper had 
"invited " me to be part of her inner circle back in middle 
school, and I rejected her. Even then, I just couldn't stom­
ach being part of a group that routinely voted their friends 
"off' the lunch table, relegating them to some "loser­
ridden backwater table" unt il they were voted back "on." 
Still, in such close proximity to their light, I couldn't help 
but feel like a black hole, with my dark hair and jeans. 

Missy, the most malevolent of the group, leaned directly 
on locker number twenty-four. My eyes rolled at the 
thought of having to cut through all Missy's nastiness to 
get to my locker before the bell rang. She caught my ges­
ture, and I braced myself for some sort of backlash. Instead, 
Missy flipped her golden brown hair over her shoulders 



and said, "Hey, how was your summer?" With a smile. 
I turned co look behind me, wondering just who she was 

talking co. My relationship with Piper ensured that Missy 
never bothered to belittle me, but she sure never bothered 
co be nice, either. 

She repeated herself. "How was your summer, Ellie?" 
" Fine," I answered warily, as I opened my locker. I bus­

ied myself inside it, slowly organizing my books in the 
hopes that she'd disappear by the time I emerged. 

It didn't work. 
"Where'd you go this time?" Missy asked when I 

peeked out. 
"Kenya," I said as I shut my locker. That she admitted 

to knowing my name and the fact that I cook summer trips 
abroad was beyond me. 

"You're so lucky your parents take you all over the world. 
I was stuck here in Tillinghast all summer long." 

I didn't know what co say to her, especially since Piper and 
the rest of the golden group were watching with expectant 
grins on their faces. And especially since I was pretty sure 
that Missy ·s glamorous vision of my world travels didn't jibe 
with the third-world reality. So I didn't say anything. 

Missy filled in the silence. "The girls and I were just 
talking about meeting at noon for lunch. Wane co join us?'' 



I was just about to ask why when Ruth walked down 
the hall toward me. 

Ruth's pace slowed and her shoulders tensed when she 
spotted me talking to Missy. Ruth knew that she'd have to 
pass by her to get to me, and that the immunity my rela­
tionship with Piper bought me didn't extend to her, even 
though she was my best friend. 

I watched as Ruth bravely s quared her shoulders, 
tucked her long red hair behind her ears. and approached 
me. Compared to the suntanned perfection of Missy and 
her friends, Ruth looked plain with her pale skin, wire­
rimmed glasses, and basic T-shirt and jeans. But I knew 
that she hid a quiet prettiness behind that camouflage; 
it was just that she hated any kind of attention, even the 
positive variety. 

" I  think the bell's about to ring, Ellie," she said. Our first 
class was A P  English, and rumo r had it that the tough Miss 
Taunton was a stickler for timeliness. 

Before I could respond, Missy swatted her hand in the 
air. She said to her little audience, "Did you guys hear 
something?" 

The other girls snickered. I shot a quick look at the unchar­
ac teris tically quie t Piper. I didn't expect Piper to defend 
Ruth, but I was happy to see that she didn't chime in. 



"No?" Egged on by her friends' laughter, Missy batted 
the air and continued with her little charade. "Must be 
some nasty fly." 

" What did you just say to Ruth?" I said, unable to keep 
the anger from my voice, which only made me really mad 
at myself. Missy's clique delighted in belittling those who 
could not-or would not-wear the "right" skinny jeans 
or date the "right " senior jocks. The bigger the reaction, 
the better. I didn't like to satisfy them-or feed their little 
games-with any sort of reaction. Particularly since Ruth 
was plenty capable of defending herself in the classroom 
and in the hallways, if she so chose . And today, she did not 
so choose. 

Missy waved her hand around again, and this time, it 
nearly brushed up against Ruth's cheek. 

I felt anger sweep over me like a wave, something I'd 
promised my peace-loving mom to avoid ever since I got 
into a nasty argument this summer with a spiteful mem­
ber of our mission. I sensed my fair skin turning a fiery 
red and experienced the oddest sensation of my shoulder 
blades lifting and expanding. 

Without thinking, I grabbed Missy's wrist. Suddenly, 
the school hallway faded away, and I got a vivid flash of six­
year-old girl Missy as if! were her. She stood at the edge of 
the pool at the posh Tillinghast country club she so often 



bragged about. In the image, a group of boys and girls 
teased her about her buck teeth and knock-knees. Missy 
turned around, looking for the protection and consola­
tion of her mother. Her mother was indeed watching. But 
rather than answer the call for help in her daughter's eyes, 
she gripped her gin and tonic and walked over to her own 
gaggle of friends, many of whose children were teasing 
Missy. Her mother kept pretending she'd never seen the 
weakness in Missy's eyes. In that very moment, the young 
Missy promised herself to never show that weakness again. 
She vowed instead to create that weakness in others, to 
make others buckle at her feet. 

I started to get another, more recent, image. Missy 
was locked in a tight embrace with a guy. Looking 
through Missy's eyes, I couldn't see the guy's face, but I 
could hear his low, gravelly voice whispering in her ear. 
At f irst, I couldn't make out his words, but I could feel 
the warm, feathery sensation send shivers down Missy's 
spine. Then the words became more distinct, and I swear 
he said, "Ellie." But the guy could only know my name 
from Missy, and why would she bother to talk about me? 

Lost in that thought, I was jarred back to reality by 
Ruth, who was trying to pull my hand off Missy and whis­
pering, "C'mon, Ellie, she's not worth the bother." The 
image disappeared as quickly as it came, bringing me back 



to the horrible, and very real, teenage Missy. Yet, of the 
two images, the childhood scene remained so real to me 
that I felt Missy's six-year-old feelings and thought her six­
year-old thoughts as if I were the six-year-old Missy, and I 
experienced a deep sense of pity for her. 

It wasn't the first time I'd had this kind of flash, as 
I'd come to think of them. They'd been occurring more 
often since my sixteenth birthday in June, although they 
usually didn't amount to much. Usually, they showed me 
what people had for lunch or told me what they thought 
of their friends' outfits. In the beginning, I thought my 
imagination was just going into overdrive, but it wasn't 
long before I realized that what I was hearing and seeing 
in my mind wasn't made up. It was true. One of the first 
times it happened, I imagined the girl sitting behind me 
in Spanish class was wondering about whether to break 
up with her boyfriend, and then a few seconds later she 
turned to her friend sitting next to her and asked about 
that very thing. But who could I tell without getting 
locked up for delusions? 

Despite Ruth's attempt to pull me away, my grip on 
Missy's wrist tightened as my feelings about her swung 
wildly between sympathy and rage. She didn't move; I 
guess she was too stunned by my action to lash out with 
one of her usual barbs or even yank her hand away. We 



stood frozen until I felt Ruth's hand forcibly pry my fingers 
off Missy's wrist and lead me away . 

" What were you thinking, Ellie? You know I can take 
care of myself with those idiots," Ruth whispered as she 
pulled me toward o ur classroom . I could tell she was 
mostly mad that I'd put myself in jeopardy ; Ruth was very 
pro tective of me. 

'Tm sorry, Ruth, I know you can. I really don' t know 
what came o ver me," I whispered back. 

We grew si lent as we wove slowly thro ugh the crowded 
hallway. I felt someone staring at me, and I turned, hop­
ing that it wasn't Missy or her crew behind us ready to 
re taliate. 

It wasn't. A ta ll, impossibly blond -haired g uy was lean­
ing against a door frame, watching me. He smiled a wry 
smile as though he'd seen the whole scene with Missy 
and company, even t ho ugh h e  couldn't possibly have 
witnessed it from his vantage point. He wasn't tradition­
ally good-looking, b ut he seemed older than the average 
hig h school g uy. His body lang uage was com for table 
in a way that I'd ne ver seen be fore in t he other g uys. I 
us ually hated arrogance. B ut this was something else. 
He had an easy confidence tha t I was s urprised to find 
instantly attractive. I felt certain that  I didn't know 
him-an oddi ty in the town where I grew up and where 



I recognized pre tty much e veryone. 
The be ll rang. "Oh my God, we can't be late on the first 

day with Miss Taunton," Ruth said and picked up the pace. 
I le t her drag me away from his penetrating gaze. And away 
from my own pound ing hear t. 



Two 

I forgot all about him over the next week of school. That 
was the little lie I told myself as I embarked on advanced 
English, history, chemistry, Spanish, and calculus, all of 
which had piled on thei r workload this yea r, supposedly to 
prepa re us for college . 

But the t ruth was, I was dist racted . I looked for him every­
whe re .  The relative smallness of the uppe r  school-just a 
hund red students for the junior and senior g rades-made 
h is absence that much odder. It was almost like he was a 
f igment of my imagination. 

But I couldn't really ask Ruth if she had seen him too. 
I'd never hea r the end of it. Fo r yea rs I'd been p roclaiming 
indi ffe rence and immunity to guys our age. I'd never really 
felt comfortable with them. They always seemed silly o r  
sel f-important , and I neve r felt like I had any common 
g round with them. Or they with me . 

But by lunch on Friday, I was scanning the tables and 



the cafeteria line for this guy. I could hear the buzz of 
voices around me , but my focus was elsewhere. It didn't 
help that I was exhausted. My nightly dreams were get­
ting more and more vivid, and I woke up feeling as if I' cl 
been up all night . The de ta ils would ge t f uzzier as the 
day went on, but every night I'd be back in the sky , flying 
over the town. 

"Ellie, are you listening to me ?" 
I turned to Ruth . " Sorry, what did you say ?" 
" I  swear, you're like a ghost these past few days . Where 

are you?" 
I thought about how to answer that loaded question. 

Should I tell her about Missy and company 's suspicious 
continued attempts at friendliness and blame my distract­
edness on that ? I knew that Ruth didn't really care that 
much about their clique, but no one liked to be snubbed 
and they weren't exactly seeking her out, even though 
Ruth and I were kind of a package deal. Or should I stick 
with the overwhelming schoolwork as the excuse for my 
preoccupation? I sure didn't want to pin it on some mystery 
guy in the hallway. 'Tm sorry, I guess the teachers' con­
stant harping about college has got me distracted. What 
were you saying ?" 

" I  was actually talking about colleges. Geez, you really 
are somewhere else, aren't you? There wasn't some guy in 



Kenya this summer that you've been keeping to yoursel f, 
was there?" 

Ruth's suggestion was ridiculous given the stark reality 
of my summer in Kenya, and I almost laughed . Until I saw 
her face. She looked really hurt at the thought that I might 
keep something from her. I would have thought that my 
best friend of seven years-almost like the sister I didn't 
have-would know better. 

But Ruth was complicated. Anyone close to her could 
see that she was witty, smart, dependable, and intensely 
loyal, albeit the kind of loyal that occasionally bordered on 
possessiveness. But you had to get close to see all her won­
derful qualities, which wasn't easy. Ruth lost her mother to 
cancer when she was in f irst grade-only months before 
we met-and she was a fraid to let people in, in case they 
left her, like her mom. To protect herself, she 'd erected 
enormous barr iers to friendsh ip, and I was one of the only 
ones who'd managed to surmount those walls. 

" No, I swear . I was up to my elbows in composting and 
African animal manure. It was hardly a glamorous atmo­
sphere to meet a guy." 

Ruth laughed. "Gross. But knowing your parents, I'm 
not surprised." Satisfied, she started talking about her wish 
list of colleges and the criteria for acceptance, who got in 
at what rates and all that stu ff. l wished that Ruth didn't 



worry so much ; I knew she'd have her pick when the time 
came, even though she'd have to rely on scholarships and 
financial aid to pay her way. Her dad's sa lary as a gro unds­
keeper at the university didn't go too far. 

We bussed o ur trays and made p lans to meet up at the 
co ffee shop after school. I walked back to my locker to 
switch out my English textbooks for Spanish, hoping to 
avoid Missy and her friends if at a ll possible. Letting o ut 
a sigh of relief as I neared number twenty-four without 
Piper's trademark auburn ponytail in sight, I saw him­
standing by my locker. 

He co uldn't be waiting there for me . It had to be a coinci­
dence. Whatever his reason, I s ure wished that I'd stopped 
in the bathroom after lunch and at least br ushed my hair. 

Up c lose, he was better-looking than I remembered, 
even tho ugh he was more striking than c ute. B ut his eyes, 
so pale and green, unsettled me. Much as mine must 
unnerve people, I s uddenly realized. It was the f irst time 
I'd seen any thing like them on another person. 

I almost co uldn't talk as I reached my locker . But I didn't 
have to. Within seconds, he said, " You look different." 

I reminded myself that I'd never met this g uy before. 
What did he mean, and who did he think he was, talking 
to me with such familiarity? "Different from what 7 I don't 
know how I co uld possibly look 'different,' when we 've 



never met before," I said and buried myself in my locker. 

"We have. Three summers ago. In Guatemala." 

That stopped me short. I had been in Guatemala then. 

As I took my time sorting through my books, I racked my 

brain. Three summers ago, I had tagged along with my par­

ents' university training program to a remote, rural area 

in Guatemala. My parents were college professors special­

izing in organic farming and, during the summers, they 

organized trips to destinations around the world, teaching 

local farmers' methods to increase production in an earth­

friendly manner. Not exactly the jet-setting world travel 

that Missy probably envisioned. I was expected to roll up 

my sleeves just like all the other professors, students, and 

local farmers, so I got to know everyone in the summer 

programs really well. But I had no recollection of this guy. 

And he was the kind of guy you'd remember. 

This had to be some kind of prank. Maybe this was 

Missy's backup humiliation plan because her attempts at 

faux friendship were failing. Why else would a cute, new 

senior be approaching me, claiming some nonexistent past 

acquaintance? Not that I thought I was without charm, 

mind you, but I was hardly the typical pick for a good­

looking senior. 

I would not be made a fool, especially by the jerks who 

thought of themselves as popular. As if that label meant 



anything in the scheme of life. 
S lamming my locker door shut, I said , " I  don't know 

what you're ta lking about." 
As I started to wa lk away, I heard him say, " You don't 

remember the University of Maine agricultural outreach 
program in Guatema la ?  Three summers ago? We were 
both there with our parents." 

The confusion in his voice sounded real. And so did his 
command of the details . No way Missy would have known 
all that. No way Piper would have remembered it from our 
few neighborly conversations. I turned around. He ac tually 
looked hurt. 

I was about to risk f urther discussion, when Riley-one 
of the most popular senior guys and a star athlete-walked 
by and grabbed his arm. If this guy was friends with Riley, 
I definite ly wasn't his type. Assuming this wasn't a joke , of 
course. 

Be fore I could say anything, Riley started to drag him 
down the hallway. " Come on, Chase . We' ll be late for 
practice." 



TH REE 

"Do you remember a g uy named Chase? From one of our 
summer trips?" I asked as casually as possible over dinner 
that night. I kept my eyes down and played with the pasta 
on my plate to avoid contact with my parents ' perceptive 
eyes. I wasn't used to being coy with them; I' cl never had 
anything of interest to hide. But saying the question aloud 
made me feel oddly exposed. 

"Chase ?"  my mom asked. 
I d idn' t look up from my plate, but I swo re I hea rd 

something like alarm in my mom's usually serene voice. 
Normally, she was irritatingly unflappable, the tougher 
of the two. And infuriatingly beautiful, by the way, 
despite an avowed aversion to makeup or anything that 
resembled "fashion." Only in the past two years had a 
few l ines appeared on her to tally natural face and a few 
grays in her chocolaty-colored hair. Of all their peers and 
friends, only my dad rivaled her in looks; it was annoying 



having such attractive parents. 

"Yeah, Chase." 

"That doesn't sound familiar," she said. 

My dad piped in, almost too casually. "I don't remember 

a 'Chase' either. Why do you ask?" 

"Because he introduced himself to me at school today. 

He's new. He said he remembered me from the Guatemala 

trip." 

Out of the corner of my eye, I saw my dad shoot a look 

at my mom. "Now that I think of it, the name does ring a 

bell. Chase, you said?" 

"Yes." 

"Huh, I seem to recall a nice-looking couple and their 

son. I think the parents were ethnobiologists. Chase is their 

last name, if I'm not mistaken." 

I groaned. "Now I really feel like an idiot." 

"What do you mean?" 

"When this Chase guy came up to me, I drew a com­

plete blank." 

"Well, it was three years ago, and that team was unusu­

ally big. In fact, it was one of our biggest and busiest 

projects, so I'm not surprised that you don't remember 

him," my mom quickly interjected. 

"Your mom's right, Ellie," my dad said as he got up from 

the table and started clearing plates. 



" It's just really strange that I have no memory of him at 
al l, especial ly since there usua lly aren 't any kids my age on 
the trips. Do you remember his first name?" I asked. 

"Michael, I think," my dad answered. He c leared his 
throat and turned on the water in the sink. " Did this 
Michael-if that's even the right name-say why his fa m­
i ly moved to Til linghast?" 

" We didn't get that far in the conversation. I fe lt embar­
rassed about not knowing who he was, even though he 
c laimed we'd met , so I was a litt le rude. Rea lly rude, actu ­
a lly." I groaned again . " I  feel awful now." 

" Don't worry about it, dearest. You can a lways apo l­
ogize." 

"True." I stood up and began he lping my dad with the 
dishes. As I handed him a rinsed plate for loading, my fin ­
gers brushed up against his arm, and it occurred to me 
that- for a ll the flashes I got when I touched people- I 
never got one when I touched my parents. But my thoughts 
quick ly returned to Michae l. "To answer your question, 
I bet his parents are working at the university. I mean, 
where e lse would they be working in Til linghast as ethno­
biologists?" Although Ti llinghast used to have a bustling 
mi llinery industry back in the e ighteen hundreds, it was 
now son of a one-horse town in terms of employment. 
Nearly everyone served the university in some capacity or 



other-whether as professors or as store-owners or some­

thing in between. 

"But I don't think I saw their names on the roster of 

visiting professors. Did you see any Chases on the list, 

Hannah?" he asked my mom. 

"No, Daniel, I didn't." She answered quietly, staying 

seated instead of getting up to help us clean the kitchen as 

she usually did. 

Why was she acting so strange? I wondered. Was it 

really that weird that I 'd asked about a boy? I kind of wished 

I'd never brought it up. Then again, maybe my parents 

were just being their normal awkward selves; they always 

seemed to be acting the role of parents, uncertainly search­

ing around for the right line. I always chalked it up to their 

being academics through and through-not really entirely 

in this world. 

"Oh, well, you're probably right, Ellie. I 'm sure the 

university brought them here. We'll probably run into 

Michael's parents in the halls before long," my dad said. 

Tm sure we'll run into the whole family soon enough," 

my mom echoed, finally rising from the table. ''It's a small 

town, after all." 

As I continued to rinse off plates and pass them to my 

dad, I cringed inwardly thinking about my exchange with 

Michael. On one hand, I felt relieved that his claims to 
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know me weren't a hoax, but on the other, I knew I 'd have 
to apo logize next week .  

The phone rang . My dad picked it up and made some 
smal l ta lk before handing it to me. "It's Ruth, dearest." 

Before I could even say hel lo, Ruth launched in. " Where 
were you? I called your cel l, I texted you-nothing. I finally 
just went home. Not cool, Ellie ." 

" What do you mean?" I was genuinely mystified. 
" The Daily Grind? After s chool?" 
In my haze over Michae l, I had forgotten about our 

plans to meet at the coffee shop. I wandered into the fami ly 
room, so my parents couldn't overhear our conversation. 
"Oh Ruth, I'm so sorry. It totally slipped my mind. Can you 
forgive me?" I felt terrible. Ruth's early exper ience los ing 
her mother made her worry about peop le's wel fare, among 
other things . 

"Of course. Don't be r id iculous . But you had m e  wor­
ried . You never forget things. What 's going on with you?" 

"Can I chalk it up to jet lag? We got back less than a week 
ago." I s crambled for an explanation, any explanation. 

"Yes, but please promise to keep your cel l on. Okay?" 
It annoyed Ruth to no end that I routinely fai led to turn 

on my phone . No one ever called me on it except Ruth and , 
in emergencies, my parents. "I promise ." 

" Now, you're not going to forget our pla ns to go to the 



movies tomo rrow night, a re you?" 
I laughed in relief at the mock scolding in Ruth's voice. 

" Of course not. Would I miss Aud rey Tatou's latest?" We 
both adored fo reign movies, though fo r  very diffe rent rea­
sons , and went nea rl y  every weekend . Ruth loved how 
diffe rent cultures told sto ries, while I was d rawn to the 
exotic settings. Ruth could never unde rstand why I didn't · 
get my fill of that over the summers .  No amount of explain­
ing on my part could make her unde rstand that farming in 
rural Kenya or Guatemala bore absolutely no resemblance 
to the P ari sian c afe culture . 

"Good . I'll see you at seven at the Odeon." 



FOUR 

On Monday, I expected t o  pass Michael in the hallways 
and get the cold shoulde r, at best. In fact, I wouldn't 
have been surprised if he told me o ff  fo r  my rudeness ; 
he would 've been justified. I ce rtainly didn't anticipate ­
o r  dese rve-seeing Michael waiting fo r me with a 
friendly smile on his face. But the re he was .  

Michael stood against the wall nea r my locke r so casu­
ally that, once again, I thought maybe he wasn't waiting 
there for me . After  all , he co uld have any numbe r of rea­
sons fo r  being the re. But then he waved and smiled at me. 
A fie rce blush sp read ac ross my pale cheeks when I real­
ized he was waiting fo r  me. How did he know where my 
locke r was? 

Although I shyly returned his smile and wave, I got 
mo re anxious as I walked towa rd him. Michael wo re 
ave rage -looking jeans and a black T-shi rt, but he looked 



different-more mature, maybe-than the average Ti lling ­
hast guy.  Plus, I had this business of apo logizing to 
address. 

Michael 's warm smile made the apology a lot easier. I bit 
the bu lle t and said, "Hey, I fee l really bad about no r re cog­
nizing you at first on Friday-" 

He interrupted me. "Don't mention it. It 's been three · 
years, and we both look different . You especia lly," he said 
with an appreciative g lance char made me blush. I hated to 
blush. He seemed to notice my discom fort, and rushed to 
lighten the mood by ceasing me . "I hope I look di fferent 
than I did three years ago, too. Maybe better?" 

I laughed a little, but didn't know what to say next. I 
never knew what to say to guys, unless it was about class 
work or organic farming . Obviously neither topic lent 
itse lf to casual banter, although normally I didn't mind. 
And anyway, I sti l l  had this weird amnesia when it came 
to Michae l and Guatemala, and I didn't know how to avoid 
that topic in a conversation since it was our main common 
ground. 

We stood in what seemed, to me, like an eterna l awk­
ward silence. To fill the void, I started walking down the 
ha ll, and he quickly fo llowed. But the quiet finally got to 
me, and I blurted out, "So, your parents want to save the 
world, too?" I figured that he cou ld relate if his parents 
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dragged h im on far-flung m 1ss 1ons to Guatemala, l ike 
m ine d id. 

" Something l ike that," he said pleasantly enough. Maybe 
I had passed the f irst conversat ional hurdle. " We've trav­
eled all over for the ir work, that's for sure. " 

" D id your fam ily move here so your parents could 
teach at the univers ity, M- ?" I almost sa id h is name, 
and then I stopped mysel f. Technically, we hadn't intro­
duced ourselves, and I definitely d idn't want to adm it that 
I' d d iscussed h im with my parents, and got h is name 
that way. 

" We moved to T ill inghast over the summer so my par­
ents could work on a spec ial project." 

" So it's just a temporary move?" Even though I barely 
knew th is guy, I felt d isappointed that he m ight not be in 
town for long . 

" We're here unt il the project meets its goal , I guess." 
Before I could ask any other number of pol ite, conver­

sational quest ions, he turned to me with a broad sm ile and 
asked, " So where are we headed?" 

"Engl ish." 
" What are you reading?" 
"Pride and Prejudice." 

" I  had to read that for Engl ish last year. I thought my 
teacher would never stop talk ing about it . I th ink she 's 



still looking for  her M r. Da rc y." 
I had to laugh . I had hea rd the same thing about my  

English teacher, Miss Taunton. 
We started talking about Pride and Prejudice, which I'd 

read on the long, hot Kenyan nights when there wasn't 
much else to do. In fact, I had finished the assigned Pride 

and Prejudice and wo rked my  way th rough all of Jane 
Austen ove r the summe r. He asked me what I'd thought 
of the novel . I loved it, and he admitted that he'd found 
it slower than molasses and about as inte resting. But he 
said it with the kind of smile that made me forgive him 
fo r  having such a negative view on a book that I loved. I'd 
neve r had this kind of conve rsation with any other guy 
before .  With anyone other than Ruth, actually. My pa rents 
and their colleagues stuck to practical scienti fic texts and 
world issues, and my othe r friendships we re of the superfi­
cial va riet y. And even though we didn't ag ree, it was such 
a rush to find a guy that I could talk to-afte r so long p re­
tending to myself and everyone else that I didn't much ca re 
that I couldn't speak the language of guys my own age. 

Too soon, we stood near the ent rance to my  English 
class. I paused nea r  the doo r. I felt awkward about how 
to b reak o ff.  Would it be reall y 1950s of me to thank 
him fo r walking me to class ? 

"Well , it was really nice seeing you again. " I let 
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the sentence dr ift off as I faced the uncertain business of 
whether I should say his name or not. I hoped he didn't 
notice . 

He did, of course . 
" Michael. Michael Chase," he interjected and then 

smiled that disarm ing smile again. "In case you forgot ." 
"Right, right. Thanks, Michael. And I'm- " 
"I know who you are. You're Ell ie Faneuil." 
He started down the hallway toward his own class, but 

then turned back suddenly with a devilish gr in .  "Actu­
ally, you're Ellspeth Faneuil, aren 't you?" With a wave, he 
walked away. 



FIVE 

To my surprise, Michael sought me out each day that week .  
I' d step out of class, and he' d be waiting nearby. I' d pop out 
of lunch and head to my locker, and he' d be strolling along­
side me down the hallway. His constant attendance never 
seemed weird. In fact, his easy manner and our effortless 
conversations-mostly about classes-made it feel really 
natural. By Friday afternoon, my reserve about him had 
chipped away. 

Just before two o 'clock, I stoo d in the back of gym, wait­
ing for Ruth to jo in me before I sat down for the pr inc ipal 's 
first assembly of the school year . The space was crowde d  
with bleachers and chairs, instead of the usual sports e quip­
ment. Students were beginning to pour in. 

I spied Missy and her usual entourage approaching my 
spot, and I just didn't want to interact with them. So I slid 
away into a darkene d corner next to the bleachers. From 
there , I coul d still see the doors to the gym and catch Ruth's 
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attention when she a rrived, but didn't have to deal with 
any of Missy 's annoying , ongoing effo rts at friendship. 

As I watched the clock tick closer to two and the seats 
fill, I wondered whe re Ruth was. Ever punctual and orga­
nized, it wasn't like her to be late. Not to something like 
this. I didn 't da re take one of the few remaining chai rs 
without her; she'd be furious at having to sit alone. 

Ruth. Just thinking about he r reminded me that I hadn't 
mentioned Michael. Our somewhat conflicting schedules 
meant that she hadn 't seen me with him . And I hadn't felt 
like telling he r about our conversations yet. I just didn 't 
want to bump up against that ove rp rotectiveness of he rs 
when I wasn't even sure that there was anything between 
Michael and me for Ruth to p rotect. 

The clock hit two, and the p rincipal st rode across the 
stage . Craning my neck, I scanned the room to be certain 
that I hadn 't miss ed Ruth . Th e gym was packed with stu­
dents, but no Ruth. I settled back into my little nook and 
waited. I would give her one more minute before I snagged 
one of the few open seats nea rby. At this point, she'd have 
to understand. 

Without warning , I felt a p resence in my dark alcove. I 
hadn't seen anyone approach my little co rne r, so I was con­
fused by the sensation . I looked around. But the re was no 
one standing to my left o r  right. 



Then I felt a hand on the small of my back . The light 
pressure sent chills up my spine, and my hea rt started 
racing. I did not need to turn around to see who it was . 
Somehow I knew it was Michael behind me. 

Removing his hand away from my back, he inched 
closer. "Is this spot taken?" he whispered, as he sidled up 
next to me . 

We'd never been so close to each other . I felt like I could 
hardly breathe, let alone answer. Where had this strong , 
physical attraction to him come from? Over the past few 
days, I'd grown to really like him, but I hadn't experienced 
anything like this with him. Or anyone else, for that matter. 

"No ," I finally managed, with a gulp. 
"Good. Maybe I'll just stay here with you instead of sit­

ting down, if that's okay. That way, we can scoot out early." 
"Sure," I answe red with what I prayed was a calm voice. 

Even though I felt anything but calm. 
T he lights dimmed, making our dark alcove even 

darker. The principal began to rustle some papers on the 
podium . He tapped the microphone, which let out an 
ea r-piercing shriek. Michael and I turned to each other, 
covered our ears, and laughed. Then we stood next to each 
other in companionable silence while the p rincipal started 
his speech . 

I heard Principal Robbins greet the in coming class of 
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junio rs and welcome back the senio rs, but I wasn't rea lly 
listening. I hea rd the crowd laugh politely at some lame 
joke the p rincipal to ld ,  and I smi led a long with them as if I 
were paying attention. But a ll I could hear and see and feel 
was Michae l. 

P rincipal Robbins int roduced the vice principal, and 
quiet fe ll ove r  the crowd whi le he walked ac ross the stage 
to the podium. In that b rief si lence, Michae l leaned towa rd 
me. I could feel his warm breath on my cheek, and I won­
dered what he was going to do o r  say. 

He nudged me in the d i rect ion of  the gym doo rs and 
said, "I think someone's looking fo r you." 

I looked o ve r. In the darkness of the gym , a person stood 
s ilhouetted against the b right light st reaming in from the 
opened doors. It was Ruth. 

More than anything in the world, I wanted to stay a lone 
in that a lcove with M ichael. But I knew I couldn 't. I had to 
signa l to my friend . 

Be fore I motioned fo r Ruth's attention, I turned back 
to thank Michael for  pointing he r out. But he was a lready 
leaving. 

As he wa lked away, I thought I hea rd him say, " Maybe 
I' ll see you this weekend ." 



S ix 

The weekend that followed was long and filled with misgiv­
ings. Michael never reached out to "see me" like I thought 
he had said . So I had way too much time on m y  hands to 
stare at my neglected cell phone and think about him. 

I couldn't help but wonder why Michael had been so 
persistent in seeking me out over the preceding week. Not 
that he'd declared a specific interest or anything, but he 
clearly went out of his way to see me during the school 
days-for friendship or more I couldn't quite tell. Could it 
reall y be that we had connected on that Guatemala trip? 
And why me? He seemed to have made other friends in the 
short time he'd been in Tillinghast , the sort of guys who 
hung out with the m ost popular girls and ignored the rest 
of us . I couldn't help b ut feel like Michael would start ignor­
ing me, too, one day. 

B y  Monday morning , I had my  guard back up. So when 
I stepped out of Eng lish and spotted him ta lking to a group 
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of jocks ins tead of waiting alone for me , i t  seemed that 
my fears were con firmed . Fears that  he'd given up on our 
tenuous relationship, fears that he hadn't been genuinely 
in terested from the s tart. I le t my hair hang in fron t of my 
face, and walked in the opposite direc tion to avoid passing 
him. Even though i t  was the wrong way to my next class . 

Darting down the hallway as quickly as I dared, I heard 
my name being called out. 

"Ellie." 
I knew i t  was Michael's voice, but I was so embarrassed 

that he might have caught my glance and my has ty exit 
that I kept moving. 

"Ellie." His voice was getting louder, and I could hear 
his footsteps approach . But I kept pretending I couldn't 
hear him . 

Michael reached my side, and reached out for my arm . 
It tingled whe re he touched it . "Ellspeth ," he whispered , 
and his breath sen t shivers up my spine. The long, disap­
pointing weekend had done nothing to change his physical 
e ffect on me. 

I stopped walking and turned to look at him. He seemed 
upset. 

" I  know you saw me. Why did you walk away?" 
"You seemed"-! reached for an explanation- "busy. 

I didn't wan t  to in terrup t." 



" You should know that I'm not interested in them . I'm 
interested in you ." 

" Really?" 
" Really." 
Our eyes locked for a br ief second, whe n I reali zed that 

Piper and Missy were walking nearby. And watching our 
every move . 

Michael must have realized it too, because he broke my 
gaze and changed the subject . 

" Sorry I didn't get a chance to call you this weekend . 
Did you have a good one?" he asked as we started wa lking 
down the hall again. 

"Yeah, I guess so ." I desperately wanted to ask what kept 
him from calling, but I didn't want him to think I'd fixated 
on his parting words from Friday. 

"How' d you like the movie on Saturday?" 
" You were at the Odeon?" I was shocked . No sel f­

respecting Tillinghast upper-class guy would be caught 
dead at the Odeon, which only showed foreign movies and 
independent films. From what I remember, the theater was 
almost empty. 

At the mere ment ion of the Odeon, Piper and Missy 
giggled and walked away . In that split second , they c learly 
decided that Michael-no matter how cute and how 
senior-wasn't worth their attention . He had revealed 
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himself as an indie-movie-watching geek . I was relieved. 
Mich ael answered as if totally un aware o f, or even bet­

ter, unin teres ted in, the judgment just p assed by Missy and 
crew. " I  c ame in late by mysel f. You and your friend looked 
like you were h aving so much fun th at I didn 't want to 
interrup t you guys." 

" You were there by yourse lf?" I b lur ted out and then my 
cheeks f lushed. Of course I wanted to know if he ' d brought 
a d ate, but why did I h ave to be so obvious? 

He smiled . "Ye ah, I was .  Th at's prob ably not very cool, 
is i t ?  To go to the mov ies on a S aturday n ight without any 
friends ?" But he didn' t seem the le as t  embarr assed. In fac t, 
his ability to do wh atever he wanted without worrying 
about the social consequences was one of the things I liked 
most about him. 

If possible, I go t even redder. I h adn' t me ant to insult 
him, but at le as t  he didn' t gr asp the re al re ason I'd asked 
the ques tion. Or at least he h ad the decency to pretend th at 
he didn' t. 

Mich ael continued, "I've lived in enough pl aces th at I've 
le arned no t to c are wh at is cool. I've le arned to suit mysel f. 
And anyway, Tillingh as t is a sm all p lace. It helps to get out 
of i t  for a whi le, even if i t's jus t at the movies . If th at m akes 
any sense at all ." 

" I t does." He m ade i t  sound accept able, r ather th an 



strange, to spend a Saturday night at the Odeon. And I 
really did get what he said. Having spent so much time in 
other cultures, I shared his compulsion to escape from the 
confines of Tillinghast into other worlds. 

He changed the subject back to the movie, a French 
film. Before long, we were back on t rack and engrossed 
in a discussion over the best F rench movies. I favored the 
Three Colors Trilogy, while he advocated fo r La Femme 

Nikita with its stylized action scenes. 
We ar rived at my calculus class doo r  too quickly. For 

me , anyway. The embarrass ing moment of depar ture 
arrived once again. But before I could say anything silly, 
Michael said, " I  wanted to ask you- " 

"Ellie, there you are ! "  Ruth bounded over and landed 
directly between us. "You almost forgot this in my car this 
morning, and you ran out of English befo re I could hand 
this to you." She stuck out a folder and handed it to me. I 
took the folder from her, careful not to touch her directly. 
Since the f lashes started, I always took extra care to make 
sure I didn't get any from Ruth . Late last school year, I acci­
dentally brushed up against her arm as she was looking at 
Jamie, a junio r guy she often described as "thick," and I saw 
that she actually had some p retty intense feelings fo r him. 
I didn't want any more f lashes from Ruth . It would make 
our friendship really weird. 



I stared down at the fo lde r Ruth h ad j ammed into my 
h and and re alized th at it contained my calculus homework. 
"Oh , wow, th anks, Ruth. I can't be lieve I almos t  lef t  it 
behind." 

Looking up , I s aw th at Ruth was g aping at Michae l­
and speech less. I re alized th at Ruth h ad le aped between 
Mich ae l  and me withou t re alizing that we were talking . 
Why wou ld she think th at I'd be ta lking to him? Afte r al l, 
I'd m ade a cons cious decision not to mention him to her. 
But b ased on her reaction, i t  was cle arly a very b ad decision. 
I def inite ly wished th at I h ad brought up Mich ae l alre ady. 

Wh at e lse cou ld I do at th at moment but introdu ce them 
and try to act no rmally? "I don't think you two h ave met. 
Ruth H all, this is Mich ae l  Ch ase. Mich ael, this is Ruth." 

" Nice to meet you, Ruth," Mich ael s aid. 
S ti ll Ruth s aid nothing, just kep t staring. You'd think 

she'd never seen a guy speak to her bes t friend befo re. 
Since he was getting no response from Ruth, Mich ael 

turned b ack to me and continued whe re he left off. 
"Anyway ,  E llie, I know it's e ar ly in the week, but I wanted 
to ask if you were free this S atu rd ay night. M aybe we could 
go to the Odeon together?" 

I shot a g lance at Ruth ,  whose mouth h ad lite ral ly 
d ropped open. We h ad talked about going to see the new 
Odeon re le ase ou rselves , this up coming S aturd ay nigh t. 



"Ac tually, Ruth and I had plans-" 
Wi th a s tart, Rut h came out of her spell. "Ellie, I fo rgot 

to tell you that  I have a family par ty to go to on Saturday 
nig ht. So you're free, you're to tally free." 

Family party? Rut h di dn 't have any family besides her 
dad. T hat was one reason s he 'd gotten so close to me an d 
my paren ts, and her dad had got ten so tig ht wi th my mom 
and dad. That, and the fac t tha t  her dad and my parents 
sha re d  a near -obsession with t he envi ronment . Ruth was 
really looking out for me, despite t he s hock a t  seeing me 
tal k  to Michae l. 

" Great," Mic hael said wit h  a smile at Ruth. He looked a t  
me again. "S houl d we meet t he re a t  six thir ty ? "  

I was a little surprised t hat he didn't o ffer to pick me 
up, but then what did I know about going on a date? T his 
would be my firs t. " Sure. I'll see you there." 

He laug hed. " Okay, but it 's only Monday. I think I 'll run 
into you before then." 

I blushed yet again. "Rig ht, rig ht." 
Just then t he bell rang. We all said a hasty fa rewell, and 

wen t  our separate ways to class. 



S EVEN 

I expected Ruth to be waiti ng for me at  the e nd of the day. 
I k new I had some explai ni ng to do. I'd never mentioned 
Michae l to he r before, a nd suddenly we we re going on  a 
date. It was kind of a big deal, a nd Ruth o nly k new about 
it because she walked up to me at the righ t moment. I 
was n't sure what her react ion  to the news wou ld be, but 
the fact that she'd sacri ficed our p la ns so I cou ld go out 
with Michae l was a good sig n. I hoped. 

I saw her sta ndi ng jus t i nside the mai n doors , looki ng 
distracted, a nd tugging at some stra nds of her lo ng, red 
hair-c lear ly lost i n  thought. Ruth was quiet as we wa lked 
out of the buildi ng toward the parki ng lot. We'd p lanned to 
go to the library to work o n  our first serious E nglish project, 
a nd she was driving. My eco- friend ly parents did n't be lieve 
that we should own more tha n one car-the who le carbon  
footpri nt thi ng. They figured I cou ld-a nd shou ld-wa lk 
a nywhere I needed to go i n  Ti lli nghast, even i n  the winter. 



It irked them that I c ircumvented the ir wishes by dr iv ing 
everywhere with Ruth . 

I was qu iet, too, wait ing for he r verd ict . 
" Why d idn't you tell me about M ichael?" she finally 

sa id .  
St ill unsure how to read her, I tread cautiously. " Tell you 

what? '' 
"About your relat ionsh ip with h im." 
" Relationsh ip? We 've only been in school for a l ittle over 

a week, and M ichael and I have talked a total of may be five 
t imes. Today 's the first t ime that an actual date came up ." 

"Don't be l iteral with me, Ell ie .  You've obv iously been 
talk ing to h im, and you haven't mentioned h im even once . 
And you had plenty of opportunit ies ; we were together all 
Saturday night ." 

I had my answer : Ruth was mad. As mad as the reserved 
Ruth got . I guessed that her anger wasn't from jealousy 
of my marg inal success with a guy, but because I hadn't 
told her. I knew that the very thought of keeping secrets 
from each other was beyond her comprehens ion. In fact, 
to her, it was tantamount to betrayal . It o ffended her sense 
of loyalty. 

'Tm sorry. I d idn't th ink there was really much to say." 
" I  thought we told each other everyth ing . Whether it 

seems inconsequent ial or not ." 



"Ruth, no one knows better than you that I have abso ­
lutely no experience with guys . I didn't know if he was just 
being friendly because we'd both been on that grueling 
summer program to Guatemala a few years ago . So I didn't 
really know what to tell you- " 

"He was on one of your parents ' trips?" She paused to 
process that little nugget . "So that's why he was staring at 
us on the first day of school. .. . " 

Ruth saw Michael that day . I was shocked that she 
noticed him but never mentioned him and offended that 
she though t the only reason he'd s tare a t  me was fam il iar­
ity . But I was in the hot seat, not Ruth, so I said, " Yeah, 
our parents do similar kinds of work. He recognized me 
in the hallway, and it was so awkward because I didn't 
remem ber him-" 

Ruth's anger couldn't hold. She interrupted me. "I get 
it , Ellie . Even though I'm still a little mad that you kept it 
from me, I'm excited for you," she sa id and sounded like 
she really meant it. "So, what are you going to wear on 
Saturday?" 

I was forgiven, and Ruth was off and running, mentally 
culling through my limited wardrobe. My parents were 
not big believers in amassing goods beyond the absolutely 
necessary. This dismayed Ruth, who was a secret student 
of fashion although you'd never know it from her bland 



school "uniform" of jeans, T-shirts, and sweaters. After lis­

tening to Ruth debate the merits of jeans versus skirts, I 

ventured a question about Michael. One I'd wanted to ask 

all week, but I'd hesitated to bring up to the very protective 

Ruth. Until now. 

"You don't know anything about him, do you?" I asked, 

and there was that crimson flush on my cheeks again. "I 

mean, have you heard anything about Michael's move 

here?"  

"Well, sure, let's see." I could practically see Ruth tick­

ing through her internal file folders on every person in 

the upper school-another one of her secret hobbies. She 

collected gossip, but she didn't spread it. At least, not to 

anyone other than me. She claimed that she culled this 

information out of necessity rather than true interest; she 

said that, as we learned in The Art of War, which we read 

for history last year, we needed to "know our enemies." 

We'd had enough unpleasantness with the popular crowd 

and wannabes for her taste. Again, part of her protective 

personality-for herself and me. 

"His family moved to Tillinghast this summer. He plays 

football and is supposedly amazing. That is what the new 

football coach has been saying, anyway. All the different 

groups of guys are friendly with him-the football players, 

the soccer guys, even the stoners-but he hasn't latched on 



to one group. He seems to prefer his own company, by his 
choice, not anyone else's. Oh, and he's smart . Scary smart, 
I hear. " 

Blush notwithstanding, I plunged back in with the ques ­
tion I really wanted to ask. "Has he dated anyone?" 

" No." She laughed. "A couple of girls have crushes on 
him already, but I haven't heard about him paying any par­
ticular attention to anyone." She paused and smiled at me. 
" Until now." 

I smiled back. My private little connection with Michael 
had suddenly become real. 

By the end of the week, I 'd grown sick of talking about what 
I should wear on my date. Ruth had torn through my closet 
in frustration, judging my collection of dark-colored jeans, 
cords , sweaters, T-shirts, and tops completely unsuitable. 
She then steer ed m e  through h er own clos et, with its rar ely 
worn but def initely cooler mix of casual clothes. But none 
of them worked on my slimmer, taller body . Desperate, 
Ruth finally dragged me to the mall-a place my parents 
frowned upon as a sad temple to materialism-looking for 
something "date-like," whatever that meant. 

There was only one good thing about Ruth's mad quest 
for the perfect date outfit. Between that and my regular 
schoolwork, I was so distracted that I barely had any time 



to think about the purpose for all this madness. So by the 

time 6:30 on Saturday evening rolled around, and my par­

ents dropped me off in front of the Odeon with eyebrows 

arched at the fact that Michael didn't pick me up, I wasn't 

even that nervous. 

I stood at the Odeon's doors all by myself watching 

the clock tick off fifteen minutes. Those fifteen minutes 

gave me ample time to review all my conversations with 

Michael and cringe over my awkward comments, to won­

der what on earth we'd talk about, and to triple-guess my 

Ruth-approved outfit. I started to feel so anxious that I 

wondered if l  should leave. 

But then Michael rounded the corner. When I saw him 

wearing a pair of khakis and a button-down, I was glad to 

have worn the vintage blazer, long-sleeve black]. Crew top, 

and skinny black pants that Ruth had insisted upon. And I 

was really, really happy that I had stayed. 

'Tm so sorry to keep you waiting, Ellie," Michael said as 

he handed me a beautiful, gold-foil gift bag. "This isn't an 

excuse, but I hope it explains my delay." 

I took the bag with a small, cautious smile. I reached 

inside and slid out a box of expensive chocolate truffles 

with a cinnamon center. I couldn't believe it. Over the 

course of the week, Michael had casually asked me about 

my favorite candy, and I'd named my dream treat. I never 



imagined that he'd get it for me. 
" I  can't be lieve you remembered." 
" You didn't tell me how hard these were to come by in 

Ti llinghast." 
" I  can't be lieve you found them in town at al l. I've only 

ever had them abroad in duty-f ree shops when I trave led 
with my parents for those summer trips." 

He smi led sheepish ly. "I didn't find them in Ti llinghast 
exact ly." 

" P lease don't tel l me that you went too far out of 
your way." 

"Let's just say that the gift shop in the big hote l in Bar 
Harbor carries a really nice selection of candy." He took me 
by the hand and said, "Come on, we don't want to miss the 
movie, do we?"  



EIGHT 

The movie and dinner couldn't have gone bet ter i f  I 'd 
scripted them mysel f. The movie was a perfec t choice, 
enough act ion and ph ilo sophy to sat i sfy us both , but no 
embarrassing love scenes. I had enough trouble concen­
trating on the movie given that my arm kept brushing 
up against Michael 's, without having to deal with some 
on-screen love interes t. The diner where we had burgers 
and fries afterward seemed somehow transformed into a 
French bistro straight out of one of the movie scenes. And 
we talked easily all night. 

Over a shared dessert, we play fully debated some more 
foreign films. As we finished both the chocolate cake and 
our cheer ful dispute, he said, "God, I'm glad you're in 
Tillinghas t." 

I felt my cheeks burn bright red. I wasn' t sure how to 
take his statement, so I pushed the chocolate cake crumbs 



around the plate and sa id ,  " You are?" 
" I  mean it's so great to f ind someone in th is small 

town who's smart and interested in the world beyond 
T illinghast . Someone who's traveled to the same k ind of 
obscure places and who's dealt with the same k ind of s ingle­
m inded parents." 

The way M ichael sa id "someone" made me hesitate . 
Was he happy to have found just anyone with whom he 
could connect? Or was he happy to have found me? 

As if he knew what I was th ink ing, he said , 'Tm so 
glad to have found you here , of all places. Imag ine see ing 
you aga in in T ill inghast after f irst meet ing you in rural 
Guatemala." 

I sm iled and looked up . "Even if I can 't remember you 
from Guatemala?" I'd tr ied and tr ied to conjure up even 
one image of h im from Guatemala, but couldn't. It was like 
a wall in my head that I couldn 't scale or peer around no 
matter how hard I tr ied. 

He sm iled back. "Even if I was forgettable in Guatemala ." 
We laughed over my forgetfulness, and I was hugely 

rel ieved. Up unt il now, we'd  managed to skirt the issue 
of Guatemala and my strange amnesia about h im .  But I'd 
always fel t  awkward about it. Not anymore. 

As he helped me into my jacket after d inner , I thought 



about how I loved what I saw in Michael. He was funny, 
chivalrous, and thoughtful, always opening the door for 
me and even stopping to help an older woman struggling 
to cross the street in between the theater and diner. He was 
obviously well-traveled, and really bright . He had only one 
flaw: He seemed too good to be true .  In fact, he was so 
comfortable it made me wonder whether he'd been on tons 
of dates be fore. 

We walked toward the diner door, and I wondered if I 
should call my parents for a ride . After all, Michael hadn't 
said anything about driving me ho me ,  and he did ask me 
to meet him at the movies . Maybe he didn't have a car, and 
I didn't want to be presumptuous. 

I pulled out my cell phone, and started to dial. He asked, 
" Who are you calling?" 

" My parents." 
" Do you always call them to report in midway through 

a date?" he said with a laugh. 
"No . Well, I don't go on dates-" I turned bright red at 

my unintentional confess ion. " What I mean is I don't have 
to 'report in' or anything-" 

He laughed . 'Tm only kidding, Ellie. If you need to call 
your parents for so me reason, by all means, please do." 

" I  just thought we were probably heading ho me and I 
should call the m for a ride ." 



"A ride? I was hoping to drive you home mysel f" 
" You were?" 
"Of course. If that's all right with you?" 
I nodded happily. 
Michael was quiet as he helped me into his parents ' 

navy Prius and headed toward my house. I wondered if I'd 
done or said something wrong, and tried to fill the void 
with chatter. But Michael seemed perfectly content driving 
in near-silence, with one hand on the wheel and the other 
nearly touching mine. 

He pulled up in front of my house . Our little white 
Victorian, with its whimsically painted Kelly green tr im 
and wide front porch that my parents had resuscitated 
from demolition, looked especially inviting. The warm 
lights coming from the kitchen were a sure sign that my 
parents were waiting up for me. 

"Would you like to come in?" I wasn't sure if I should as k, 
but it seemed the normal thing to do. Plus I was nervous. J' d 
never been on a date before-let alone k issed a guy-and I 
figured that might come next. Part of me hoped it would, 
even though I didn't have the slightest idea what to do. 

"Maybe it'd be better if I came in and saw your parents 
nexttime .  I'd kind of li ke to keep you all to my self tonig ht." 

The words "next time" had such a sweet ring to me. 
They were a reassurance of sorts that he had e njoyed our 



evening, even ifhe' d grown quiet. I put my hand on the car 

door handle and said, "Until 'next time,' then." 

Michael reached across me and gently took my hand off 

the handle. "Are we done with 'this time' so soon?" If his 

voice hadn't cracked when he asked the question, he might 

have seemed smooth, too smooth. Instead, he just seemed 

endearing. 

I didn't want the date to end either, even though I was 

anxious. I shook my head and looked down. 

With his free hand, Michael traced my cheek and lips, 

and rested his hand at the back of my neck, lifting my face 

to his. He slipped his other hand around the small of my 

back and drew me close. So close I could feel his breath on 

my skin. 

He leaned in to kiss me, and I surrendered. His lips were 

soft and gentle at first, as gentle as he'd been with me all 

night. I responded intuitively, following his lead as he grew 
more persistent. 

Slowly, so slowly, he parted my lips with his tongue. 

The delicate, but powerful, motion took my breath away. I 

waited as he ran his tongue around the tip of my own and 

then along the ridge of my upper teeth with an alluring 

deliberation. The movement sent shivers down my spine. 

I wanted to provoke the same reaction in him. Ten­

tatively, I touched his tongue with the tip of mine and then 



sought out his upper teeth. Mimicking his motions, I ran 
my tongue along the ridge, but it was razo r-sha rp. I c ried 
out in pain, as my blood filled both of our mouths. 

Instinct to ld me to pull back and I sta rted to apologize, 
but Michael g rabbed hold of me. Just like that, the intensity 
heightened. His kisses became mo re and more demanding, 
and I found myself swept away by his ardo r and my own. 
My pain did nothing to lessen my desire. The feeling was so 
new . . .  but the rush felt a lmost familia r. Like I was in one 
of my nightly d reams, flying high above the town below. 

Panting, Michael broke away f irst. We looked into each 
other's pale, pale eyes, and I saw a hunge r in his matched 
on ly by my own. I neve r knew that kissing could be like 
this. Not even from the movies. 

" I  think we should stop," he said. 
I'd never dreamed of feeling so much, so quickly. I didn't 

want it to stop. As if in a dream, I said, " No, I don't want 
to." And I reached for him. 

" Yes, E llie." He placed his hand on mine to keep me 
at bay. 

Still , I wanted mo re. " Please, Michael." I p ressed fo r­
wa rd, against the pressure of his hand. 

He pushe d me bac k into my seat. Gent ly, but it was 
enough to b reak the spell. 

What on ea rth had come ove r me? I was mortified at 



my aggressive behavior, and embarrassed by his rejection. I 
rec oiled int o the far corner of my seat, as far away fr om his 
spurning as I could get. B ut it wasn't far enough. M ore than 
any thing in the w orld, I wanted out of that car. 

As I reached for the d oor handle, he grabbed my hand. 
"Ellie, please believe me when I say that I 'm s topping only 
because we are meant to be together. And this is j ust the 
beginning." 

I tried to  wrench free of his grip. "Don't b other let ting 
me down easy, Michael . I may be inexperienced, but I 
wasn't b orn yesterday." 

Michael l ocked his hands around mine. "Please, Ellie." 
I met his gaze as if I understood-and agreed with­

his exc uses . But I n odded only s o  he w ould release my 
hands. Once free, I opened the door and ran fr om the car. 
Fr om him . 



NINE 

I tossed and turned for hours after our date. I was restless, 

both mentally and physically. My mind raced with replays 

of our evening together, while my body was plagued by a 

longing for Michael that even memories of his pushing me 

away couldn't shake. 

When I finally fell asleep sometime near dawn, I sunk 

back into my recurring dream. It started out on its normal 

course; I flew out of my bedroom window and into town. I 

made my usual pause at the village green and town church 

before heading out to the sea. 

Before I could reach the rocky cliffs bordering the ocean, 

I noticed a clear blue light coming from a house near the 

beach-a serious departure from my dream's customary 

path. It was the only visible illumination in the otherwise 

black landscape. Somehow my body knew precisely how to 

perform, and I streamlined my limbs to gain speed. 

Within seconds, I neared the street and circled the 



perimeter of the house. I noted a few lit lamps in the empty 
fami ly room and kit chen, but this was not the i llumina­
tion I sought. A lthough the rest of the house seemed da rk, 
I soon rea lized that the blue light came from an upstai rs 
bedroom- Michae l 's bedroom. 

Michae l sat at his desk, sta ring out at the sea. I couldn't 
see the source of the b lue light, so I flew close to his window. 
He looked so handsome and contemplative that I wanted to 
touch him. Even though he didn't see me, I reached out my 
hand for him. But then the wind kicked up and begged for 
my attention. I wat ched as it whipped thro ugh the copse 
of apple t rees in Michae l's backyard, vio lent ly rust ling the 
b ranches and late summer leaves. 

For a moment , I left Michae l behind , and fo llowed my 
undeniab le compulsion to rise. My head ti lted upwa rd 
toward the sky, and my shoulders broadened as if I had 
wings unfurling. My eyes closed as the wind swept me into 
its a rms, and the sky tugged me gent ly toward the heavens. 
I surrendered to the joyous feeling of flight and freedom. 

But then my body lurched downward, tang ling me 
in the apple trees. I looked down, expe cting to see hands 
clut ched at my ank les or sinuous b ranches wrapped 
around my calves. But there was nothing. Nothing e xcept 
the earth keeping its ho ld .  
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* * * 

The next t hing I r emember ed was t he phone ringing . I s at 
up wit h  a st art, surprised to s ee brig ht sunlig ht st reaming 
t hroug h t he sl ats of my window shades. W hat tim e was it? 
I g rop ed for my clock, and couldn't b eliev e  it was almost 
t en o 'clock. I nev er slept t his l at e, ev en on t he week ends. I 
just wasn't wir ed for it. 

As I gr abbed my t hings for t he s hower, I noticed t he 
c all er I D  alert on my c ell p hone. I c heck ed and saw t hat I 
had messag es from Ruth and Mic hael. I could guess what 
Rut h was dying to t alk about, but what did Mich ael want? 
To offer his sug arco at ed excuses ag ain? I didn't t hink I 
could fac e eit her one just y et. 

Instead, I m ad e  my way down t he hall to my b athroom. 
I hop ed a long, hot s hower would help wash away som e 
of t he dream and t he t houg hts of Michael t hat st arted to 
cr eep b ack into my consciousness. After I dr i ed my face and 
mov ed on to t he t hick et of my hai r, I heard my mom c all 
from downst ai rs .  

"Ellie? Ellie, honey, are you up ?" 
I cr ack ed op en t he b at hroom doo r, and c all ed b ack, 

"Y es, Mom ." 
"Good, we need to le ave in fifteen m inutes ." Although 

my p arents wer en't sticklers for c hurc h ev ery Sund ay 



morning, they did insis t that we serve a t  a lo cal soup 
ki tchen on Sundays. They believed God was bes t wor­
shipped by action, no t words . 

"I'll be ready." 
So, there would be no long, ho t shower this morning. 

But maybe a morning at the soup kitchen was exactly what 
I needed. Hard reality would wipe Michael right out of 
my head. 

I raced to get ready, but my brush kept get ting stuck in 
a par ticularly dense knot in the back. I tried to separate out 
the tethered strands one by one with a comb. When the 
kno t refused to budge, I realized that something was hold ­
ing the hairs together. Finally, I shook the object free to the 
floor and bent down to pick it up. It was a single leaf from 
an apple tree. 

I lifted the leaf up to the bathroom ligh t to be abso ­
lutely cer tain. There was no denying what  it was. I couldn't 
remember the last time I'd been anywhere near an apple 
tree. Excep t in my dream. Last night. 



TEN 

I success fully avoided Michae l on Monday and Tuesday. He 
tried to get my attention as I left a few classes, but I feigned 
ob liviousness. I did not want to re live the humi liation of 
our date, and my raw need for him toward the end. In the 
light of day, wa lking around school, it was hard to believe 
I'd actual ly acted that way. Just to be safe, I kept Ruth by 
my side as a shield. She thought I was making too big a dea l 
out of it, even a fter she heard what happened, but she sup­
ported me. As a lways. 

By Wednesday , I didn't see Michael waiting anywhere. 
At first ,  I experienced overwhelming relief that I could stop 
the playa cting. But as the day progressed, I couldn't hel p 
but feel disappointed. Even though I was sti ll cringing over 
my act ions and Michael's response, I was drawn to him. 

Following an a fter-s choo l meeting on Wednesday, 
I wa lked to the town library by mysel f. Ruth's yearbook 
meeting was running even later, so she couldn't drive me. 



And truth be to ld, I looked forward to the short stroll in the 
crisp autumn air-alone. I needed some solitude to clear 
my mind of the al l-encompassing thoughts of Michae l and 
refocus on my neglected schoolwork. 

I rounded a laz y  bend in the road and spied the librar y 
a few blocks off. The library was a marb le and granite con­
fection from the eighteen hundreds, when the prominent 
mi l liner y families sti ll had money to spend on Tillinghast, 
and its founders had spared no expense on an entr y stair­
case worthy of the bui lding's grandeur. I was just about to 
walk up its imposing steps when I spotted Michae l 's car 
idling in the no parking zone in front of the library. Did he 
know I was coming? 

Quickly starting up the stairs , I kept m y  head down. I 
reached out for the huge brass door to pull it open. I began 
to let out a sigh of relief, when I felt a hand on my upper arm. 

"Please , Ellie . Just listen to me for a second." 
I couldn't pretend any longer. Turning around, I stared 

into Michael 's pa le green e yes. Keeping ho ld of m y  arm, he 
whispered to me in a rush , as ifhe was scared I'd run o ff.  

"Ellie , I 've never been more certain about anything 
than my feelings for you. In fact, they're so strong that they  
shock me sometimes. I pushed you away the other night 
because I wanted you too much. And I was afraid I'd scare 
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you if I gave in to my feelings." 
Michael stared into my eyes as he spoke, never waver ­

ing in his gaze or his words . His confidence made me feel 
doubly mor tified. How could I have refused to give him 
a chance to explain over the past few days? I broke our 
connection and looked down at my feet. I wasn' t sure I 
deserved his persistence . 

He put his finger under my chin and lifted my face so 
he could look into my eyes. But I kept them aver ted. "El lie, 
you did nothing to be ashamed of on Saturday night. I 
wanted you, too. I s lowed us down only because I wanted 
things to be perfect between us." 

My cheeks turned bright pink, and I continued s taring 
down a t  the ground. "Me too, Michae l. I was just so embar ­
rassed. I've never behaved like that-fe lt like that-in my 
life, and then to have you- " 

He p laced his finger over my lips and whispered. " Shh. 
El lie, I've never behaved or fel t like that either. And I'm 
sorry I pushed you away." 

"Rea lly?" I asked without shifting my gaze, too scared 
that if I looked at him he might just disappear like a char­
acter from one of my dreams or suddenly rebuff me again. 
Once again, Michael seemed just too good to be true . 

"Rea lly .  Can we star t again?" 



Finally, I looked into h is eyes. I smiled sheepishly and 
said, T d l ike that." 

M ichael led me down the steep lib ra ry steps to h is wait ­
ing car and opened the doo r  for  me. As I waited for h im to 
ge t i nto the driver' s side, I no ticed a co uple walking up th e 
stai rs to the l ibra ry. The ir att ract iveness caught my atten­
tion at first, and then I realized that I recognized the gi rl .  It 
was M issy. She was walking very close to a tall, blond g uy 
who definitely wasn't Charlie, the sen ior I thought she'd 
been seeing s ince last year. 

The d river 's doo r opened, and Michael slid in. Be fore 
he said a single wo rd, he leaned in to kiss me . The chaste 
action was a far cry from the night be fore, but the gesture 
helped ass uage my fea rs and drove out all tho ughts of 
M issy and whomever she might be dating these days. 

" Do yo u mind if we drive down to the ocean? There 's a 
g reat spot where we can watch the sunset," M ichael asked. 

" S ure, that so unds g reat." 
To my relief, Michael launched into safe topics like 

homewo rk and classes d uring the d rive to the sho re. I 
ha rdly noticed the change in scene ry because I was so 
engrossed in Michael. And happy to be back with h im. 

We p ulled to the side of the road and got o ut of the ca r. 
Michael had pa rked at the flat top of a steep cliff that over ­
looked a beach . I crept over to the edge an d looked down 
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onto a picturesque cove that I'd never seen before, not in all 

my years living in Tillinghast. 

"What is this place?" 

"It's called Ransom Beach." 

The sun was just beginning to descend. Its fall cast 

purple shadows over the white sand beach below. Michael 

grabbed my hand and started to lead me down a jagged 

trail cut almost invisibly into the cliff face. He directed 

us so expertly down the precipitous path that I realized 

he must have come this way many times before. In min­

utes, we scuttled down the rocks onto the sand where the 

cove's huge, craggy boulders wrapped around us like a cold 

embrace. 

Michael put his arm around my shoulder to shelter me 

from the moaning wind, as we watched the sun. We made 

small talk about how pretty it was, and then he asked qui­

etly, 'T d like to talk about last night, if that's okay." 
I stiffened and then tried to lighten the mood a little. 

"We haven't talked about it enough already?" 

He laughed. "Almost. I want to talk to you about the 

reason I think we respond so strongly to each other, Ellie." 

"You do?" 

"Have you ever sensed that you were different from 
other people?"  

I had to laugh again, and not just because he was acting 



so melodramatic. Looking up at him, I answered honestly. 

"If by 'different' you mean more awkward than most peo­

ple, then yes." 

"Awkward? You're kidding, right?"  

I shook my head. Even though I found my gawkiness 

funny sometimes, I definitely wasn't kidding. 

"If you're really serious, then you've got to understand 

that you are the only one who sees you that way. Everyone 

else sees you as smart and intimidating and worldly and 

pretty." 

I almost snorted with laughter, but then stopped myself. 

"Yeah, right." 

"Piper and Missy have been really friendly to you lately, 

haven't they?" 

"Yes . . .  " I wondered how he knew and where he was 

going with his question. 

"But they still ignore you sometimes, don't they?" 

"Yes." 

"Idiots like Piper and Missy seek you out at the same 

time they ostracize you because you scare them. They 

don't know what to do with someone like you. Someone 

attractive and bright and completely uninterested in their 

games. Someone that they sense is different and special, 

but they don't know in what way." 

I was genuinely shocked. "Come on, Michael. I already 
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like you ; you don't have to flatter me. I am not different and 
special." My parents had worked long and hard to make me 
feel smart and important and loved, but at the same time, 
were always careful to remind me that I was just a regular 
girl, just like everyone else. With responsibilities to other 
people and the planet. 

" If only you could see how beautiful and unique you 
really are ," Michael said, and leaned in to kiss me. 

The howl of the wind and the increasing ch ill receded 
as I lost myself to him. He wrapped himself around me and 
kissed me with rapidly growing intensit y. Just l ike when 
we were in the gym and his car, I could only see and think 
and feel Michael . 

Gently, so gently, he pressed me back into the sand. 
I 

His kisses grew more insistent, and I enjoyed his mount­
ing excitement. In a familiar motion, he parted my lips and 
ran h is tongue along my tongue. He swept his tongue back 
into his own mouth and ran it along his own teeth, and I 
then felt his tongue lightly touch my own. 

A metallic taste flooded my mouth. Michael had caused 
the slightest drop of his blood to drip onto my tongue. The 
sand and the wind and the cove disappeared, and I expe­
rienced a powerful flash-much stronger than I'd ever 
experienced before. I saw myself on that first day of school, 
walking down the hallway with Ruth a fter the episode with 



her and Missy. I watched as I whipped my head in Michael's 
direction, and I couldn't believe how I appeared. My pale 
skin and eyes looked striking against the sleek blackness of 
my hair, and my long, lithe body was outlined in a glowing 
l ight. As seen through M ichael's eyes, I was indeed beauti ­
ful, almost ethereally so. 

Just then, the upper school hallway faded, and I saw 
another, more disconcerting image of mysel f. I watched as 
I elevated to Michael's second-floor bedroom window and 
stretched out my hand in an invitation to flight. It was a 
scene from my dream. 

I drew back from Michael's kiss, and the image disap­
peared. Pushing myself up from the sand, I asked, "What 
was that? How did you know-" 

"How did I know that you saw images like that? That 
you get insights into other people's thoughts and feelings 
and baggage?" 

"Yes." I could barely breathe. 
"How did I know that you dream of flying? And that, last 

night, you flew by my bedroom window in your dream?" 
"Yes." 
"Ellie, I told you that you are different. We are different. 

And that difference means we are meant for each other." 



ELEVEN 

Different-what did Michael mean by di fferent? I was too 
freaked out to ask. I was also too terrified-of him, .the 
images, even myse lf-to stand there next to him on that 
remote beach as darkness fell around us. I felt betrayed, 
too. Had he orchestrated the whole reconciliation just so 
he could bring me here and frighten me? And how d id he 
know about my flashes? About my dreams? Something 
was off. I backed away from him and headed toward the 
ro cky pathway leading to the road. 

Michael hurried after me . 'Tm sorry, Ellie. I didn't mean 
to scare you." 

I turned around and said, "Well, you did." Then I kept 
moving up the path. 

I felt his hand as he reached our for me. "Come on, let 
me help you back up the trail ." 

Keeping my hands glued to my sides and marching 
forward, I said, " No thanks, you've 'helped ' enough. I 'll 



make my own way." I didn't want him touching me just 
then. What if he could transmit more of his thoughts a nd 
images to me-or, worse, obtain more of my thoughts 
and images? 

The sun had almost sunk beneath the horizon, and the 
pathway was getting really hard to see . I trudged ahead as 
if I knew what I was doing-and where I was going. As I 
made my way along the narrow path, I heard some rocks 
slide down the steep cliff face. The sound startled me, and 
I lost my confidence and my footing. I started to slip, and 
Mich ael grabb ed m e  just in time. 

I sat for a moment to catch my breath. Since I didn't 
experience any weird flashes as he pulled me up , I figured 
that I should accept his help the rest of the way. I walked 
with his hand on my arm until we finally reached the peak. 
There, I tried to shake o ff  his hand so I could walk to the 
car on my own. But he held tight . 

"Ellie, look at me." 
I didn't want to look at him. As we had hiked up that treach­

erous path, I had thought about what had passed between us . 
Whether or not the sensations were rea l-and I wasn't ready 
to tackle that just yet- I was furious. How dare he bring me 
to such an isolated, even dangerous, spot to inflict all this on 
me? And I didn't want my anger to soften when I looked into 
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his eyes , which I suspec ted it might. 
" Please, Ellie." 
I kept my gaze f ixed on the ground . "Why should I, 

Michael? You dragged me out here to this remo te beach to 
scare me with some kind of game." 

" Game?" 
" Yes ." 
" You think that  the images I sha red with you were some 

kind of game?" He sounded shocked, even a little mad. I 
didn't da re look a t  his face. 

" Yes ." In truth , I was n 't su re. I' d e xperie nced e nough 
flashes, visions, or wha te ver you wanted to cal i them, of 
my own to suspec t that they migh t be real. Bu t I didn't 
want to admit it out loud to him-because then I' d have 
to face i t. And I desperately wanted to be regular, like my 
parents had always told me I was .  I'd never had any trouble 
thin king of myself tha t way until right now. I did not want 
to be di fferent, especially not in this weird way. 

"They were no trick , Ellie. You are di fferent. We are 
different ." 

" We are no t. I don't know how you did what  you did , 
but there's no thing different about either of us." 

I fel t Michael s tare a t  me , and I couldn't keep my eyes 
aver ted any longer. Even though it was fai rly dark , I could 



see the start ling greenness of his eyes . I refused to let them 
unnerve me, so I met his gaze. He re leased my hand. Then, 
very de liberately, he walked to the edge of the c li ff and 
looked out at the ocean. 

"Michael, what are you doing?" I was fuming, but I 
didn't want him to do anything crazy. 

Twisting toward me, he asked, "Are you so sure that 
your flying is just part of a dream? That you are just a regu­
lar girl ?" 

When I didn't answer, Michae l turned back to the sea. 
He s tood fro zen for a mom ent, a b lack si lho uet te agains t  
the remnants of the simmering crimson sky. For a second , I 
thought he wanted a moment a lone , to cool o ff.  So I wa lked 
away from him, in the direction of the car, and then turned 
to see if he fol lowed . 

But Michae l hadn't fol lowed me. He hadn't even looked 
back at me . Instead, in that moment, he stretched out his 
arms and dove off the c li ff. 

I lunged for him, but I was too far away . Only the preci­
pice stopped me . Frantic, I dropped to my hands and knees 
and crawled to the very edge. I scanned the c li ff  and beach 
be low, but could make out nothing but the blue-gray rocks 
and the white sand. And then I screamed. 

Within seconds , the shock subsided and the obvious 
occurred to me. I needed to go back down there to search 



the c liff s ide and beach for signs of Mich ael .  He could be 
hurt, or worse, g iven the s ixty -foot drop. The very thought 
of "worse" st arted me crying. I felt so gui lty, as if my lack 
of fa ith in h im h ad pushed h im over. 

But te ars wouldn't bring h im b ack . So I wiped my face 
and strugg led to my feet. Just as I was about to head down 
the p ath, I fe lt someone t ap my shoulder. I turned around, 
think ing th at some passerby h ad heard my scre ams . I wel­
comed the he lp .  But I was wrong . 



TWELVE 

It was Michael. 
Michael. Alive. Unhurt. 
I cou ld have ki lled him. 
"How cou ld you do that to me?" I ye lled . 
He had the audacity to smile . " Do what ? Fly?" 
"Trick me !"  
I spun around, away from him and toward the car. Of 

course he had tricked me. The pieces a l l  fit together. He had 
brought me to this sec luded spot with this whole scheme 
mapped out to make me believe some crazy fantasy about 
our shared "difference," whatever that was. And as a last­
ditch attempt to convince me, he staged a "flight ," rea lly a 
premeditated jump into some c li ff-side niche he obviously 
knew well ,  fo llowed by a "magical " reappearance. Why he 
had gone to a ll the trouble, I didn't know. C learly, he didn't 
need to resort to s leight of hand to get me. 



"Boy, this sure isn't going the way I'd hoped," I he ard 
him mutter to himsel f. 

I kept walking. 
"Ellie, it was no trick . Surely you must know th at the 

only way I'd survive a le ap like th at is by flying . I thought 
you needed to see the truth to believe wh at I've been tell­
ing you." 

I stood by the passenger c ar door, waiting for him to 
open the lock with his keys. I didn't look at him or spe ak. I 
could see th at any effort would be of no use ; he was going 
to stick with his story reg ardless . The l ast thing in the 
world I wanted to do was sit alone in a c ar with him, but I 
h ad no choice . I wanted to go home . 

He kept on trying to expl ain himself- "ourselves," he 
kept repe ating-on the ride . But I literally couldn't he ar 
him. I clung to my anger at him as a way o f  blocking him 
out. Of blocking out wh atever feelings I st ill had for h im 
and wh atever truth might lie deep within his words. 

I didn't bother to s ay good-bye as I got out of the c ar.  
Inste ad, I r an to my front door and closed it behind me. 
The compulsion to r ace up the st airs to my bedroom and 
bury myself under my quilt was strong. I just wanted to 
forget- about the night, about Mich ael, about all the weird­
ness-and awaken to a fresh, new d ay. But my p arents were 



waiting for me in_the kitchen. 

"Where have you been, Ellspeth?" my dad asked in an 

alarmed voice I' cl never heard from him before. And he 

used "Ellspeth"-which he never, ever did. 

"At the library." 

"Really?" Now it was my mom's turn to use a totally 

foreign, troubled tone. 

"Really." 

"Is there anything you want to tell us, Ellspeth?" It was 

my dad's turn again. 

"No," I answered. But as I uttered my denial, I remem­

bered that I had told them that I' cl be at the library after 

school with Ruth. And I never called Ruth to tell her that I 

wouldn't be there, that I' cl be with Michael instead. 

I knew what my mom would say before she said it. 

"Then why did Ruth call here over two hours ago looking 

for you-from the library?" 

I gave the only excuse that I could in the circumstances, 

even though it created its own host of problems. "I was at 

the library, Mom. But with Michael, not with Ruth. And 

then we left to get a cup of coffee." 

"The boy from the other night? The boy from 

Guatemala?" my mom asked. 

"Yes." 

My parents exchanged a glance I couldn't read. 



"Ellspeth Faneuil, you explicitly told us you would be at 
the library with Ruth . You know better than to leave the 
library with someone else and not inform us. Especially 
since it was with a boy we haven't laid eyes on for three 
years," my mom said , scolding me for the first time I could 
recall. 

'Tm really sorry. I should have called you." 
" Yes, you should have . You should have turned on your 

cell phone, at least," she said. 
"Why didn't you, Ellie?" My dad sounded so hurt that 

it brought tears to my eyes, for the second time that night. 
" I  just forgot, Dad." 
My dad sighed . "Oh, Ellie , if you only knew how impor­

tant you were, you wouldn't scare us like this or place 
yourself in jeopardy. You are so special , not just to us , 
but-" What on earth was my dad saying ? Calling me "spe­
cial" went aga inst everyth ing they'd  taught me. 

My mom uncharacteristically interrupted him . " What 
Dad means is that we love you and we want you to be safe. 
We thought that we had fostered a trust among us , but we 
can see that the teenage years are putting that to the test . 
You are going to have to be honest with us from now on, 
is that clear?" 

" Yes, Mom ." At that moment, I really meant it. I'd do 
anything to avoid seeing that wounded look on either of 



their perfect faces
_. 

They looked like they'd aged ten years 

in that one evening. 

They stood up and gave me a hug. The squeeze reminded 

me that my body ached in exhaustion from all the eve­

ning's tumult. I yearned for sleep. 

"Do you mind if I head up to bed?" I asked. 

"Of course not, Ellie." My dad gave me a kiss good night, 

and then smiled. "There's just one more thing." 

"Sure, Dad." 

"We're going to need to reacquaint ourselves with this 

Michael." 



TH I RTEEN 

I expected that  res t would elude me even though my body 
desperately craved sleep. I guessed that  thoughts of Michael 
and the cove and his cli ff-dive would prevent my eyes from 
closing at all. But the moment I crawled under my quil t and 
laid down on my pillow, I was out. 

Well, out to this world, anyway. Ins tead , I entered the 
familiar world of my recurring dream. I awoke in that  
world with a stronger urge to fly than ever. The impulse 
propelled me out of my bedroom window and onto my 
usual route. I soared through Tillinghas t's old cobbles tone 
s tree ts with new speed and reckless abandon. Al though 
I made the cus tomary stop a t  the village green with its 
whi tewashed church gaping at me like some cyclopic eye, 
i t  was quicker than ever . I had the feeling that there was 
somewhere else I needed to be. 

Be fore heading to the shore like I usually did, I followed 
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the blue light coming from a house ne ar the be ach . 
F rom my l ast d re am, I knew this was Mich ael 's house . 
Although I remembered wh at h ad gone on between us 
e arlie r th at d ay in the re al world, the knowledge did not 
lessen my desire to see him in this dre amsc ape . I didn't 
feel m ad at him anymore ,  just pe aceful and e xcited to be 
with him. 

I went immediately to the second floor bed room where 
the light c ame from- Michael's bed room . As before, he 
s at at his desk, st aring out at the se a, his blond h air b right 
ag ainst the d arkness . I flew close to his window, but unlike 
my l ast dream, the wind didn't compete for my attention to 
Michael. I re ached out my h and for him. 

This time, Michael s aw me . He st retched out his arm 
and cl asped my h and with his. With th at motion, he lifted 
out of his window and flo ated in the ai r by my side . It all 
seemed so natur al and e ffortless that we didn't even need 
to spe ak. We smiled at e ach other and set out . 

At first, we just flew around the sleeping streets of 
Tillinghast. D arting in between stores and homes and 
c ampus buildings, we reveled in the ex perience of flying 
together . He pushed me to climb highe r, and I d ared him 
to race me down the streets . We l aughed at the sheer thrill 
of it , and I wished th at re al life could be this e asy. 

But then Mich ael took my h and and led me aw ay from 



Tillinghas t toward the coas t. In my dreams, I 'd of ten 
flown along the shore, but Michael guided me on a route 
unknown to me. I gaped in awe as we sped past huge 
razor-edged rocks and pebbly sand beaches and enormous 
whi te -capped ocean waves. 

And then he stopped. As I peered down, I realized that 
I had been here before-by car earlier in the day. We had 
arrived a t  the cli ff overlooking Ransom Beach. 

Slowly, we lowered ourselves to the ground. I s tudied 
the se tting. It was the darkes t hour of the nigh t and the 
moon was only a quarter full, yet I could see every rock 
and every blade of grass as if it were midday. Better, in fac t. 
I was really starting to like this dream world. 

Even though s tanding on that f la t  cliff top reminded 
me of my earlier anger and fear, i t  didn' t shake the sense 
of calm and delight that pervaded this idyllic dream. 
I was curiously d eta ch ed from my rag e. Real life only 
crep t in for a moment as I silently wished I could bo ttle 
the peace and use i t  whenever Piper and Missy really 
go t to me. 

Michael strode to the very edge of the cli ff. S trangely, 
I fel t compelled to join him. As I walked toward him, my 
feet felt heavy, almost leaden, a fter the ease and lightness 
of flying. Michael smiled a t  me, as if he understood that 
walking had become foreign to me a fter all the flying, and 



o ffered his arm. I grabbed on to i t  tightly and followed 
him back to the precipice . Somehow I knew what we were 
about to do, and I welcomed i t. 

We s tre tched out our arms and dove . 
The wind whipped against my face as we plunged 

headlong down the six ty- foot cliff face. Jagged rocks and 
smoo th-edged boulders whizzed right pas t me, but I wasn' t 
scared; I was exhilarated. Anyway, I knew that, if it go t to 
be too much, I could always wake up. 

Jus t before we hit the sand head firs t, we leveled off. We 
flo ated down the remain ing few inches and l anded feet ­
firs t in the cove, our hands still locked toge ther. In the 
hazy moonlight, the white sand of the cove shi mmered 
agains t the blackness of the sea. I was so happy Michael 
had brought me back to Ransom Beach . I t  occurred to me 
that perhaps that had been his intention earlier that day­
to share this beautiful spo t with me . 

" I t was my in tention . In part." He spoke as if answering 
my thoughts. Or had I said my thoughts aloud ? 

" I  realize that now. I am so sorry that I go t mad and cut 
our visit shor t." 

" Don't be sorry, Ell ie . I t's my fault. I had ano ther in ten­
tion, one you weren't ready for." 

" What do you mean ?" 



"I wanted to show you something. But it was too much, 
too soon." 

I didn't respond. I knew what he was going to say next, 
but I didn't want him to say it. I wanted to remain in 
this tran quil moment, happy with Michael and this place. 
But I knew he couldn't let it go-wouldn 't let it go­
on ce he started, and I knew his words would shatter the 
serenity. 

"I wanted to show you what we are. " 
I shook my hand free of his. " Michael, I told you already. 

There's nothing to show." 
"Ellie, think about it. The flying, the insights we have 

about others, and the power of blood . Especially the blood." 
I felt myself getting mad at him again . "And exactly 

what does this bizarre e quation e qual?" 
"I think-" He stopped as if the words were hard, even 

for him. " I  think that we're vampires." 
Even I hadn't guessed his ludicrous theory, and I was 

torn between laughing and hitting him. I opted for laugh­
ing. "Come on, Michael, that's ridiculous. And anyway, this 
is just a dream." 

" This isn't a dream, Ellie. Don't you remember the apple 
tree leaf caught in your hair from your last ' dream'?" 

I didn't want to hear any more, so I willed myself to 



wake up. The co�e sta rted to blur, and I could feel myself 
fade away . 

Before I totally disappeared, I heard Michael call out. 
His voice was muffled and faint as if from a fa r distance, 
but l swear he sa id, "When you leave your house tomor­
row mo rning for school , I p romise that I'll be waiting for 
you. That way you'll know that this is not a d ream." 



FOURTEEN 

I sat up in my bed . The quil t sl ipped off my shoulders, 
but sun strea !Tled through my bedroom windows and 
warmed me up. The clo ck flashed seven A.M. Only twenty 
minutes to get ready before my mom drove me to school, 
so I had to move fas t. I was glad I didn 't have too much 
t ime to th ink .  

Racing around, I washed my face and brushed my hair. I 
threw on some blush and mascara and pulled my hair back 
in a pony tail. Jeans and a sweater would have to suffice, 
since I didn' t have the luxury of rifling through my closet 
for someth ing more interes ting. I could already hear my 
mom call ing up to me . 

Wheat toast with raspberry jam sat waiting for me on 
the kitchen table, along with a tall glass of orange juice. My 
mom hurr ied me .along as she d id every o ther morn ing; she 
liked to be in her office first th ing. She d idn' t men tion the 
l ie about the library, and I fel t rel ieved that  she didn' t seem 



upset anymore. We each grabbed our bags and headed for 

the front door. 

Just before she pulled the door open, I realized that I had 

left my English paper on the desk in my bedroom. I told 

her that I'd meet her in the car, and I ran upstairs to grab 

the paper. As I dashed back down the steps, I heard voices 

on the front porch. I opened the front door to see my mom 

chatting away-with Michael. 

I stopped. Why was he here? I spotted the gift basket 

in his hands, and I surmised that this was a peace offering 

for his stunt-a way of buttering up my parents. Michael's 

outfit-parent-friendly khakis and a rugby shirt­

confirmed my suspicions, and made me wish I'd had more 

than twenty minutes to get myself ready. 

My mom turned to me. "Look, dearest, your friend 

Michael brought us a present. Homemade breads." To him, 

she probably sounded sweet, but I knew from the cold way 

she said "your friend" that the bread hadn't won her over. 

She knew that it was I'who had acted badly last night-not 

Michael-but I'm sure she blamed him in part, for being a 

bad influence. My mom was way tougher than she looked, 

way tougher than my dad, in fact. "You must have been up 

all night making these. After all, you guys got back pretty 

late from the library." The last dig was for both our benefits. 

Michael didn't look in my direction, but kept his focus 



on my mom. "Mrs. Faneuil, I have to confess that the pres­
ent really comes from my mother. She said that I should 
deliver it to you with her regards." 

"How nice of her. Please pass along my thanks." She 
paused. "And please tell her that we should get together 
soon. It's been a long , long time." 

" I' ll do that. In fact, she mentioned the same thing. That 
it's been too long." 

Deftly, Michael turned the talk to our time together in 
Guatemala. I li stened as they recalled peopl e and events on 
which I drew a complete bl ank. He and I h ad t alked about 
the gaps in my memory, so I didn't feel uncomfortable with 
their conversation, even though it was still troubling. My 
mom glanced at her watch abruptly and said we should all 
get going. 

Finally, Michael seemed to remember me. He asked, 
"Mrs. Faneuil, do you mind if I take Ellie to s chool?" 

She paused for a split second that no one but me would 
have noticed. "No, that's fine. Just be careful with our Ellie." 

How embarrassing. "Oh, Mom- " 
Michael interrupted me. "I promise, Mrs. Faneuil." 
My mom gave me a quick peck on the cheek, and 

watched as Michael opened the passenger door for me. I 
slid inside and waited for him, unsure what to say when he 
closed his door and we were alone. 



Once he got i �, he leaned over to give me a kiss . His 
audacity brought the right words to my lips . I wrenched 
away and said, "Nice move, Michael. Did you think that I'd 
forget to be mad about the stunt you pulled yesterday just 
because you brought some bread for my mom?" 

To my surprise, he smiled and said, "No, Ellie, I didn't 
think you'd forgive me just because my mom baked banana 
bread . You had every right to be angry with me ; I know I 
scared you yesterday." 

"Good." I sat back in my seat and crossed my arms in 
satis faction. Feeling vindicated, I snuck a look at him to see 
how he was taking my victory. To my irritation, he was still 
smiling. 

He put the key in the ignition and started the car . 
"However, I did think you'd forgive me because I kept my 
promise." 

I froze . The only promise Michael had made was to 
meet me this morning-and he made it in last night's 
dream . I crossed my arms tightly across my chest. How 
could he know about that promise unless he could invade 
my dreams-or unless the dream itself was real ? And 
if the dream was rea 1, then so was the flying. And so 
were the visions. But I couldn't allow myself to play the 
thoughts out to their ultimate conclusion . 

I said nothing as he pulled out of my driveway and onto 
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the street. We d rove for several minutes without talking ; 
my mind was whi rring too fast fo r words. Could Michael 
really be right? 

Then, without averting his eyes from the road, he said , 
"I told you that the flying wasn't a d ream . It only seems 
that way." 

"So your flight at Ransom Beach was real ? And the fly­
ing in the d ream last night was real ?" I whispered aloud the 
awful truth. They weren 't really questions. Not anymo re. 
But I was terribly con fused . And a fraid . 

"Yes, Ellie." He reached over and held my hand . " We can 
fly. But I think i t's really ha rd fo r  our minds to a ccept that. So 
when we venture out into the night on our fligh ts-when 
our bodies a re compelled to do what they a re designed to 

do-our minds tell us that those flights a re really d reams . 
Be cause to p ro cess them as actual flights would challenge 
every th ing we have ever k nown." He paused and looked a t  
me. "Does that make any sense ?" 

"So rt o f  But why was I able to wake up in bed this morn­
ing and not remember flying back from Ransom Beach last 
night, if the d reams a re real ?"  

"P robably because your mind wasn't ready to deal with 
the truth . And if you remembered fly ing back from Ran som 
Beach into your bed room window and sliding into your 
cozy bed, it might have made your flying undeniabl y real ." 



"I don 't know if I 'm ready to dea l with the tr uth now," 
I whispered, half to myse lf. 

Michael gripped my hand tighter. " I ' ll be here with you, 
helping you." 

I gripped his hand back. "Did you go through a ll this ?" 
"Yes . But then the truth dawned on me, and I could 

no longer pretend the flights were dre ams." He smi led . 
"Anyway, now I want them to be real . And you wi l l  too. 
You'l l see ." 

I felt sick to my s tomach . This was a ll too much. 
Michae l saw the scared look on my face, and paused . 

He said, " I  know it's hard to accept right now but you and I 
share some extraordinary gifts ." 

" I  don' t know that I'd ca l l  them 'ex traordinary.' Or 
'gifts,' for that matter. I think scary curses might be a bet­
ter word for them ." 

Michae l laughed even though I wasn't rea lly joking . 
Once he realized that I was serious, he quick ly matched my 
mood . "Be lieve me, I know they can seem scary a t  firs t. But 
I'l l  be there to help you. At the beginning, I thought I was 
the on ly one with these powers, and i t  was rea l ly lone ly." 

A troubling thought occurred to me. "Is tha t  why 
you sough t me out ? So you wouldn 't be a lone in a ll this 
madness ?" 

"No, not at a l l." We were almos t at schoo l, and he pu lled 



the car into a nearly empty parking lot adjacent to the 
school gym. He stopped the car, reached out for my hands, 
and said, "Ellie, I sought you out because I was drawn to 
you on every level . Not just because I saw that you were 
like me ." 

I took a good look into his green eyes, and he appeared 
sincere. I was relieved, but still not totally trust ing. We 'd 
been on a roller coaster since the moment we met. 

"How did you know that you and I shared these"- I 
stumbled over the description-"gifts ?" 

"The first time I saw you, I wasn't sure. You did seem 
different from everyone else ; you had that glow about you. 
I 'm sure you saw it from that flash I sent you. But on our 
first date, when I tasted your blood, I knew." 

"What do you mean?" 
"Your blood gave me the whole picture. It showed me 

your flashes and your fly ing. I saw that you had the sam e 
susceptibility to blood that I do. And it told me that you 
were trying to act as though it wasn't happening. Instead , 
you're clinging to this image of a 'regular girl' that your 
parents have hammered into your head." 

"My blood told you all that ?" 
"Well , I was really listening . But blood can tell you 

almost anything about a person. Didn't you see that from 
my blood ?" 



I b lushed, th inking about the image of myse lf I 'd seen 
when I tas ted Michae l 's b lood. I d idn' t  know if I was ready 
for a l l  th is-especially no t the ''v'' wo rd he mentioned las t 
night, wh ich ne ithe r of us had referenced th is mo rning ­
b ut I couldn' t pretend tha t  i t  was jus t  a dream any longer. 

M ichae l leaned in to kiss me. My app rehens ion forced 
me to hesitate for a second. B ut then he caressed my hand. 
H is to uch sent shivers thro ugh me, rem ind ing me of how 
h is l ips and tong ue and b lood made me fee l. Unable to 
res is t, I moved toward h im. 

A tap so unded on hi s window. We jumped apar t, and 
s tared o ut. I t  was Mr. Morgans, the phys ed teacher . mo tion­
ing that  the be ll was abo ut to r ing. 



FIFTEEN 

Michael and I raced to our respective classes, but not before 
I agreed to meet him back at h is car at the end of the day. 
The bell fini shed ring ing before I made it to M iss Taunton' s 
classroo m, and she wasn 't about to let me get away with 
sneaking in the door. 

" Miss Faneuil, you know my rules about tardiness . You 
owe me a ten-page biography of Jane Austen." 

My jaw dropped ; she must have been in a really bad 
mood because her punish ments were usua lly in the five­
page range. My astonished expression didn't escape Miss 
Taunton. 

" You don't like that a ssign ment, Miss Faneuil ? You are 
welco me to detention instead." 

I rushed to accept the lighter sentence. I could just imag­
ine the look in my parents' eyes if they learned that Michael 
delivered me late to school to the tune of detention. " No, no, 
Miss Taunton. I' m happy to learn more about Jane Austen ." 



" Good, Miss Faneuil, so am I .  I'm sure you'll d azzle me 
with some esoteric piece of inform ation about one of my 
favorite writers. Now cl ass, let's hear from . . .  " 

As I walked to my se at in the b ack of the cl assroom, 
I c aught Ruth's symp athetic eye . I couldn't im agine how 
I'd dredge up fresh biogr aphic al det ails about one of 
the world's most written- about authors, but I h ad more 
pressing concerns . Mich ael and our "gi fts," to name a 
couple . 

After I slid into my ch air and unzipped my b ag, my 
cell phone quietly v ibrated with a text mess age . The r are 
occurrence intrigued me ; m aybe it was Mich ael. I created 
a b arrier with my b ag so I could gl ance at it. Nothing m ade 
Miss Taunton more furious th an students checking their 
cell phones . 

I scrolled to the text : sorry with a s ad face. It was from 
Ruth . 

I was confused. Looking to m ake sure th at Miss 
Taunton was s afely engrossed in grilling another student, I 
answered . Why? The Austen bio? 

The cell vibrated b ack . No. Your parents. 

Oh, no . Between the confusion of the dream and 
Mich ael's unexpected visit this morning, I'd comp letely 
forgotten about Ruth's c all to my p arents l ast night. I felt 



terrible . Why should she feel bad about cal ling my house 
when I was the one who d idn't give her the heads-up about 
meet ing M ichael? I wrote back : My fault. I'm sorry. 

Risking M iss Taunton's wrath, Ruth turned around in 
her seat and smiled to show tha t  all was well . It made me 
feel even worse, like I'd betrayed my own family. For years, 
Ruth and I had shared every th ing with each other. In the 
absence of o ther siblings, we'd become like sisters, with 
my mom even playing the role of mother to Ruth when 
she needed i t. I should be begging forgiveness for keeping 
secre ts and us ing Ruth as a cover for my date with M ichael. 
Not v ice versa. 

Worse, I'd have to continue keeping secrets from her. 
How could I tell her about the flying and the flashes I go t 
about people? Or the way blood a ffec ted me? With good 
reason, she 'd run o ff  to my parents, and they 'd have me 
commit ted. No, I'd hav e to explore this with Michael alone , 
while I s pun a fairy tale for Ruth about the normal side of 
my relationship with h im. 

M iss Taunton's voice grew shrill as she subjec ted a poor 
junior named Jamie and his "inadequate" assessment of 
Jane Austen to her scrutiny. I reached for my bag to slip my 
cell phone back ins ide , when it dawned o n  me that  I might 
have a few free mi nutes while Miss Taunton continued with 



her tirade. Yie lding to temptatio n, I searched Wikipedia for 
"vampire." 

I scrolled through the lo ng e ntry, a nd other tha n some 
terrifyi ng defi nitio ns of blood-sucki ng, death-deali ng 
vampires, I did n't find a ny descriptio ns that sounded like 
Michae l or me. Relief coursed through me ; maybe Michael 
was wrong. 

The name Professor Raymo nd Mc Master was quoted 
extensively o n  the page. There was a link to the Harvard 
University webpage with his bio . He was a n  expert i n  the 
history of vampires a nd othe r supe rnat ura l  be ings. Some of 
his academic papers sounded i nteresti ng, a nd I was about 
to click onto " I n  search of the real Dracula" when I heard 
my name. 

" Miss Faneuil, am I bori ng you?" 
My head s napped up . Miss Taunto n marched coward me . 

I scrambled to hide the pho ne under the mound of papers 
I'd scattered o n  my desktop. O n  top, I placed the paper due. 
She stopped within i nches of me a nd waited for my a nswer 
while the c lass held its collective breath . 

" Of course not. I was just rereadi ng the paper we 're 
tur ning i n  today." 

Miss Taunton looked over my shoulder at the paper 
i n  my ha nd, smi led, a nd lunged for it . Her ha nd brushed 
agai nst mi ne ,  a nd I received a very i ntense flash . I was 
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in a fussy , formal-look ing l iving room, complete with 
lace doil ies on the end tables and cloy ingly flowery 
wallpaper. For a second, I was d isor iented, but then I 
caugh t a look in a m irror fac ing the couch on wh ich I sat. 
Miss Taunton stared out at me. On her lap was a copy 
of Wuthering Heights. Tears streamed down her face. She 
was about to turn the page when I heard my name : "Ell ie 
Faneuil." 

The sad image faded, and I found myself s taring right 
into M iss Taunton's eyes. I nearly wanted to reach over and 
pat her hand -her life was that piti ful, that macabre-but 
then she gave me a s ick gr in. My s tomach lurched, and 
she sa id ,  "Thank you for returning to us, M iss Faneuil. I 
can see how th is paper would be far more interes ting than 
what I have to say about Jane Austen. Why don't you read 
your paper aloud to the class, s ince it appears to be so 
mesmer i zing?"  

I rose from my chair, ready to be hum il iated. My paper 
was t itled "Sex in Pride and Prejudice." 

One pos itive emerged from my mort ification in Engl ish 
class. It wiped clean from Ruth's m ind the inc ident from 
Sunday night. Loyal fr iend that she was, she stepped for­
ward to defend the teasing I took from my classmates r ight 
afterward. By lunch time, the s tory had spread to Missy, 



Piper, and their lesser lights, and Ruth stood up for me with 
them, too. No one wanted to believe that I used the wo rd 
"sex" in the title to denote "gender," no matter how many 
times Ruth explained it or the fact that they actually heard 
me read the paper. 

I cou ldn't wait for the school day to end, even though 
the afternoon presented its own challenges . Mercifully 
alone, I wa lked to the sti ll -empty back lot where we'd 
parked. There stood Michael. He pu lled a bunch of perfect 
red tulips from behind his back and handed them to me. 

" Thank you. They 're so pretty . Where d id you get 
them ?" I asked. They hardly so ld f lowers in the cafeteria. 

" [  can f ly, can't I?" 
I was horrified, and my face must have shown it. 
He pul led me into his chest. 'Tm sorry, El lie. I was jok-

ing. I drove to the florist shop right down the road." 
"Thank goodness. " I stayed buried in his chest. 
"I figured you needed them today." 
I looked up into his face. " Oh, no, you heard about 

Eng lish." 
Michael winced. " I  think everyone heard." 
I groaned and buried my head in my hands. " It rea lly 

was nothing like everyone is saying ," I said, suddenly 
more embarrassed. At his mischievous smi le, I groaned 
again. 'Tl! never live this down." 
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"I have a plan that  m ight take your m ind off of it," he 
sa id, and opened the car door for me. 

As I cl imbed in, I asked war ily, "What's th is plan?" 
"I th ink i t's time we prac ticed your fly ing ." 



S IXTEEN 

Michael didn 't mean that we should take off right there and 
then. Instead, he took me home, came inside to say hello 
to my mom , who'd just arrived from work , and st ayed to 
make small talk with her before heading home to do his 
schoolwork. He did all the things you'd expect from a new 
boyfriend-except for the plan to meet me at my bedroom 
window at midnight. 

Dinner dragged on and on that night. My parents men­
tioned Michael a few times, but I was relieved that they 
seemed appeased by his visits that morning and afternoon. 
Mostly, I felt antsy ; I just wanted to get up to my room and 
get ready for him. It was amazing that I was so willing to 
indulge in our strange abilities . I hated being the odd one 
out . I hated these "gi fts"  as Michael called them . Until I 
met him. W batever these powers were, not having to face 
them alone was the gift. And tonight we were going to fly 
together, while wide awake . No more hiding in dreams . 
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By the time my clock signaled twe lve, I had been sit ting 
at my window seat in the dark for nearly a half an hour. I 
had chosen sweats that could pass for pajamas should I run 
into my parents before I left, and I had s tuffed my bed with 
pillows to make i t  look like I was in there asleep. S taring 
out the window, I willed Michae l to appear. 

But when he fina lly arrived, no thing could quite prepare 
me for the sight of his face f loating outside my window. 
With his blond hair looming white agains t the b lack night 
and his wide grin resembling a jack-o'-lantern's smile, I s ti­
fled a scream . Breathing deeply to slow my racing hear t, I 
unlatched the window and prayed that the creaky o ld win­
dowpanes wouldn't wake up my parents. 

"Ready ? "  Michael asked. 
I nodded, even though I was terrified . He s tuck his hand 

through the opening and mo tioned for me to take ho ld. My 
hand was shaking, but I grasped on to him. 

Taking a leap of faith like no o ther, I let Michael wrap 
his arm around my wais t and lift me through the window 
and into the air. We hovered two s tories over the ground, 
and I clung to his arm like a life preserver. Even though I'd 
f lown be fore, I'd always believed it to be dream-with no 
fears, no repercussions. Michael was right; once I under­
s tood that  i t  wasn't a dream, every thing changed. This 
e xperience was entirely di fferent, almos t hyper-rea l. 



"Are you all right ?"  he whispered to me. 
Still clinging to his arm, I whispered back, "I think so ." 
" Okay, let's go ." He pulled me tighte r and we took off. 
I wondered where we we re headed , but I couldn't look. 

Instead, I bur ied my face in h is shoulder. Sens ing and hea r­
ing the wind as our speed inc reased , I could ba rely make 
out his words. "Ellie, you should really open your eyes. It's 
an amazing view." 

I shook my head. Michael wound his other a rm 
around me. 

Other than the wind, we fl ew in s il enc e. My body began 
to remember how to fly , and I could feel my shoulders 
expand and my legs st reamline. But then my mind took 
hold-fear permeated my thoughts-and Michael had to 
carry me along . 

We slowed, and I could feel Michael lower us toward the 
ground. I peeked out through my fo rmerly hermetically 
sealed eyes and gasped . We we re still a good fo rty feet o ff  
the g round. How high had we been flying? I vowed to keep 
my eyes shut until I could actually feel the earth beneath 
my feet. 

With a thud , we hit land. Michael removed his a rm, 
and dizzily I fell to the soft grass-covered ground . Rush ing 
to my s ide, he helped me up with a joke. " You'd th ink 
you've never flown before." 
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I laughed. "I haven't . Not awake, anyway." 
"You were awake, you just didn't know it ." 
"I think that's the problem tonight .  I know I'm not 

sleeping." 
I stood up and looked around, my  e yes able to see the 

finest details of the landscape. We were in a flat open f ield 
ringed by  fir t rees. The place seemed safe and secluded, the 
perfect spot fo r a first flying date. The ver y thought gave 
me pause ; what was happening to my  life? 

"Should we start?" he asked . 
"Yes," I said, even though I really didn't want to tr y. Not 

only was I scared , but I didn't  want to embarrass myself 
any fu rther in front of Michael . 

He said, " When I was f irst tr ying, I found it easier to 
sta rt high and dive down, rather than lift o ff  from the 

. g round . Unfortunately, we don't have that option tonight . 
This is really the only secure area for p ractice." 

Michael lined me up in front of him. Straightening both 
of m y  arms, he positioned them above my  head. Then he 
whispered, "Relax," and stepped back to watch. 

I felt like a dork. At first, I could not rise o ff  the grass . 
But then I fol lowed Michael's advice ; I closed m y  eyes and 
envisioned m yself ascending. I tried to stop analyzing 
m y  ever y move and summon up the sensation from my 
dreams . With a lurch, m y  feet lifted up, and I started to fly. 



The feeling was di fferent from my dreams, more halting 
and awkward. A sensation I knew all too well from my day­
time life . My instincts competed for my attention, begging 
me to lengthen my arms and legs as I swooped through 
the air. When I surrendered to my impulses, I re captured 
some of the grace from my "dream" flying . 

I began to enjoy myself. I climbed and plunged through 
the night sky like it was my playground. As I made one 
par ticularly steep dive , I noticed Mi chael on the field below 
wat ching me. Instead of sweeping back up before I got too 
close, I dec ided to land next to him. 

But I didn't quite know how to touch down softly. I 
landed on my bottom , kno cking Mi chael down in the 
pro cess . Laying there in the field, we burst into hysteri cal 
laughter. I started to wipe my tears away and sit up when 
he pulled me back down. He kissed me with such for ce it 
took my breath away. 

I forgot all about the flying and the field. I yielded to his 
hands as they ran up and down my arms and legs, tracing 
cir cles wherever they went. I submitted to his tongue as 
it explored my lips and mouth and neck with the lightest 
touch. And then I tasted the blood. 

I felt the blood-h is blood- course through me. It 
burned like the wine I'd snu ck once at a wedding, mak­
ing me feel weak and invincible at once. As the blood 



surged through me, a breathtaking image seared my con­

sciousness. 

He broke away. "Tell me what you saw." 

A tiny droplet of blood remained on my lip. I licked it 

before answering. I wanted more. 

With effort, I said, "I saw a beautiful winged woman." 

"Winged?" Michael looked confused. 

I closed my eyes and tried to remember the image more 

clearly. "Well, she didn't have wings exactly. More like two 

arcs oflight behind her shoulders." 

He nodded, as if that made more sense. "Did you recog-

nize her?" 

I suddenly realized who she was. "Yes, it was me." 

He smiled. "Do you believe me now that we are special?" 

"Yes." I did, even though it went against my parents' 

teachings. Whether it was the heady influence of the blood 

or the flying or merely his proximity, it didn't matter. I 

believed him. 

Michael kissed me again. I could feel myself being over­

taken by him. But a tiny, nagging question stood in the way 

of being totally engulfed by him. I broke away. "How did 

you discover the way blood affected you? I would never 

have known unless you showed me." 

Even though it was really dark, my newly sharp eye­

sight allowed me to see him blush. "J took this girl to the 



junior prom last year, when we lived in Pittsburgh." 

"Yes?" I recoiled a little. 

"Well, we kissed at the end of the night and her tongue 

got cut by my teeth. You know how sharp they are-" 

"Yes, I do." I felt sick at the thought of Michael kissing 

another girl. 

"I got the strongest sensation from it, much more pow­

erful than anything I'd seen by touch. I learned something 

really disturbing about her childhood, something she had 

never told anyone." 

"What was it?" 

He hesitated. "Her dad used to hit her mom. They got 

divorced when she was little, but I got these really clear 

images from her childhood. I felt so uncomfortable that I 

couldn't even look her in the eye afterward." 

'Tm sorry I made you tell me." Although I wasn't sorry 

that he couldn't bear to be around her after the incident. 
He hugged me. ''Don't apologize, Ellie. It's critical that 

we tell each other everything. Even really unpleasant 

things, okay?" 

"Okay." I paused, weighing whether I should share my 

"unpleasant" speculation with him. There would never be 

a better time. "Then I should probably tell you that I think 

your vampire theory is off the mark. I did a little research, 

and I don't think we fit the bill of straight-from-the-grave, 



bloodsucking ghouls . We must be something else." 
He grew quiet. " We don't have to resemble movie­

character vampires to qua lify, E llie .  We f ly, and I don't 
think you can deny the unique sway of b lood o ver us. I 
don't know how the whole 'flash' thing fits in, but rea lly, 
what e lse could we be?" 

I had no idea, but from Michae l's tone , I could tell he 
didn't want an argument. I kept quiet. I didn't want to taint 
the magic of the night with the questions about our nature. 

His tone softened, and he s queezed me tight . "Anyway, 
what does it matter ? We have each other , and we're the 
same. Whatever we are ." He gave me a mischievous smi le. 
"Even if I sti ll think we're vampires." 

In a way, he was right about it not mattering . Soon 
enough, we'd have to figure out who-or what-we were .  
So I re la xed into his arms and let my  questions rest. For 
the moment , I al lowed m yse lf to just be, whatever I was ­
with Michae l. 



SEVENTEEN 

I did tra nsform, though the change did not happen o ver ­
night . I discovered that, as I ack nowledged the existence of 
my powers to mys el f, they grew. A new Ell i e  s truggled to 
come i nto bei ng sooner tha n I imagi ned possible, o ne that 
liked the gi fts-the di fferences-that surged beneath the 
sur face. Almost as if she'd bee n sleepi ng for a long, lo ng 
time and had fi nally awakened . 

At first, I ma naged to keep the two parts-the power ful 
nighttime self a nd the ordi nary daytime sel f-completely 
separate. But then, my noctur nal side bega n to creep i nto 
the day. As I walked down the school hallways, I felt the 
power race through my fi ngertips, a nd a war bega n to sim­
mer beneath my seemi ngly normal sur face . I k new I had 
the abil ity to see the o ther kids' true identities a nd darkest 
secrets-a nd I itched t o  do it . Sometimes, it was all I could 
do to stop myself from reaching out a nd touchi ng them, 



even helping them with their secret problems. Was this 
c ompulsion part of whatever I was? It was heady, tempt­
ing stu ff, and I c ould barely maintain the facade of the 
old Ellie . 

But I had to  keep up appearances ; otherwise my dual 
existence would unravel . This meant stopping for coffee 
with Ruth and having dinner with my parents, as well as 
paying attention in class and laboring at my h omework. As 
i f  nothing had changed. Even though I'd tried t o  keep my 
normal r outines with Ruth-lunch every day, coffee after 
school on Fridays, even the Ode on- 1 knew that the veneer 
wasn't with out cracks. I had a whole li fe with Michael fr om 
midnight to five A.M.-not t o  mention a wh ole new secret 
sel f-and it made regular activities challenging, to  say the 
least. The r ole -playing made me feel exhausted and c on­
flicted, particularly around Ruth, with whom I'd v owed to  
share everyth ing .  

One m orning, a fter the ong oing t orture of Miss Taunton's 
class, I stopped in the bathroom on the way t o  calculus. I 
needed a minute al one t o  c omp ose mysel f. 

The bathroom l ooked empty, but as I washed my hands, 
I th ought I heard an odd noise in the back stall. I turned off 
the water and waited a minute in silence. The t otal quiet 
made me doubt mysel f. I reached for the faucet t o  finish 



c leaning up when J heard a stifled sob. 
The gi rl must have thought the sti l lness signa led my 

departure , because the sta ll door s lammed open a second 
later. Out stepped Piper. 

I was so shocked to see a preny, popular gi rl cry ing in 
the school bathroom sta l l  that I froze. Gir ls like her never 
showed weakness, at least not during schoo l. When I 
finally regained my composure , my compassion , and my 
manners, I asked, "Are you a ll right, Pipe r? Here, let me 
get you something ." I rushed over to the paper towe l dis ­
pense r. A lthough Piper and I usua lly ignored each othe r 
in school, we had long maintained a civi l, a lbeit sec retive, 
re lationship outside of it. 

The typica l schoo l Piper resurfaced , and she waved her 
hand dismissive ly as if! was her servant. "No, no, E llie. I'm 
fine . I 've just got something in my eye." I hated it when 
she reverted to her school behavior, as if I didn't know the 
othe r side of he r. 

I caught a g limpse of he r in the bath room mi rror as 
she patted down her face . A waywa rd eye lash could not 
possib ly exp lain her swo llen eyes, tear -strea ked cheeks, 
and b lotchy nose. If it had been any of he r jerky friends, 
for whom I couldn't muster up a sh red of sympathy, I 
might have laughed at the lame excuse . But I couldn't 
mock Piper unde r the ci rcumstances. 



"Come on, Piper . You look really upset. Can I do any­
thing to help?" 

She stopped her ministrations and gave me a cold , hard 
stare. "Yes, you can." 

"What can I do?" 
"Don't tell anyone that you saw me in here crying." And 

with that command, she pulled out her makeup bag and 
started to powder her mottled face. 

" Tell who? Ruth?" 
" I  don't care about Ruth." She waved her hand dismis­

sively. Then her voice changed. "But everyone knows that 
you and Michael Chase are seeing each other . Don't tell 
him, okay? He knows a lot of the guys. He could really 
spread it around if he wanted to." 

Piper wouldn't care so much if her friends weren't the 
source of her tears. I was really curious to know what they 
did to cow the indomitable Piper. 

"Don't worry, Piper. I won 't mention it to him or anyone 
else," I lied. Then I handed her the paper towel I'd grabbed, 
brushing my fingers up against her hand ever so slightly. 

The flash hit me hard . I saw Missy just inches from 
Piper's face , as if I were Piper. Missy was screaming, her 
expression venomous. I felt Piper cringe in terror as words 
lashed out of Missy's mouth like a whip. 

"Who do you think you are? How dare you mess with 
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my plans ?"  Missy shrieked. 
'Tm sorry, Missy. I just think that we might be going too 

far ," Piper said . I sensed that it was really tough for Piper 
to disagree with Missy, but for once, she felt compelled to 
take a stand. 

Piper shuddered as the malicious look faded from 
Missy 's face, only to be replaced by a smile . It seemed that 
she feared a grinning Missy more than an overtly malevo­
lent one. " Really ? Too far ?" Missy asked, mocking her. 

"Yes," Piper said, although her voice was weakening. 
Missy kept smiling and started to c ircle Piper slowly, 

like a hawk about to attack its prey. There was someone 
else standing behind Missy, but I couldn't see who it was. 
Because Piper didn't dare take her eyes o ff  Missy. " It sud­
denly occurred to me that you might be a better subject 
for my plan than the person I originally picked," Missy 
finally said. 

"Me ?" Piper had to work hard to keep her voice steady. 
Missy stopped circling and got right into Piper's face . 

" Yes, you." 
I could feel Piper 's heart race. " I  was wrong, Missy. Your 

plan is perfect just the way it is. Let 's go ahead with it." 
Missy's threatening smile became a triumphant one, 

and she beamed it at Piper and the shadowy figure behind 
her. "I knew you'd see reason. We'll start tonight." 



Piper stared down at the floor, feeling sick and scared. 
Even though she didn't look up, she could see Missy rejoin 
the person at the back and walk with h im-I could tell it 
was a him from his shoes-toward the door. As the mys ­
tery guy passed Piper, he reached out and ran a finger 
along her shoulder. I felt Piper shudder with a strange m ix 
of revulsion and des ire. 

The image faded, and I returned to the bathroom. I was 
still standing there with my hand outstretched, having just 
given Piper the paper towel. Only a second had passed, but 
it felt l ike hours. We turned our attent ion to the m irror, 
standing next to each as if nothing had happened. Just two 
girls fixing their ha ir and makeup. It was surreal. 

I watched Piper check me out. "You look good, Ellie." 
"Thanks," I said and glanced at myself in the mirror. 

Instead of my typical jeans and T-sh irt, I was wearing a 
pr inted top and sk inny black pants that somehow worked. 
M ichael's encouragement and my own increasing sel f. 
con fidence had emboldened me to try out some new looks. 
I still felt awkward, but I l iked Michael's reaction . The 
clothes seemed to suit my new self a little better. 

"M ichael has changed you for the better." 
I smiled. He had a ffected me, but not in the way she 

imagined. 'TU be sure to tell h im." I zipped up my bag, 
ready to leave the bathroom. 



Piper shot me one last imploring look before I left. The 

mask slipped, and she showed her neighbor face, rather 

than her school face. "Please, Ellie, don't tell anyone what 

you saw in here." 

If she only knew what I saw. 



EIGHTEEN 

The flash plagued me all day at school, even driving out 
my usual temptations to read the other kids . By the time 
my painful after-school meeting with Miss Taunton was 
over, I practically ran to the Daily Grind to meet Ruth . I 
figured that she might have heard something about Missy 
a nd Piper's plan, a nd I itched to lear n more. 

In my haste to open the coffee shop door, I nearly 
crashed into the back of a ma n who walked in just before 
me. As I started to apologi ze, he t urned around to face 
me. He had blond hair and bright blue eyes, and wore a 
sweater and jeans. But his age confused me ; he wasn't an 
old man exactly, but he seemed a lot older than the teen­
age guys who hung around the Daily Grind . Maybe he 
was a college student. I couldn't deny that the man, or kid, 
was handsome, but there was an unsettli ng quality to his 
attractiveness. I found him appealing and repellent at once. 
Particularly when he smiled a strange, bemused smile at 
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me in forgiveness .for my clumsiness. 
Unnerved, I e ked out one more 'Tm sorry," and raced 

over to the table where Ruth waited with my latte. I was 
worried that she 'd notice how flustered I was ,  but she was 
utterly preoccupied by che upcoming Fall Dance. Jamie 
from English had asked her-the Jamie I'd seen Ruth fan­
tasize about in that one flash-so the four of us were going 
together . I sipped my coffee and listened to Ruth chat away, 
while I waited for my heart to stop racing from my peculiar 
little encounter. 

"So are we going shopping for your dress this wee k­
end?" I asked, grateful for the coffee. I needed the ca ffeine ; 
the late nights were ta king their toll. 

She smiled. " Yes, I can't wait. I 've been looking through 
magazines for ideas. I even found something perfect for you." 

"Oh ? "  
"Yeah, it's in this real ly cool blue color that' ll look great 

with your eyes." 
I hadn't wanted to tel l Ruth, but I already had my dress. 

One day after school, Michael and I passed the only really 
nice boutique in Tillinghast, and he practically dragged me 
in. He stood outside the dressing room while I tried on six 
dresses he pic ked out. I refused to leave the room to let 
him see me in any of the first five. But when I slipped on 
the last one, a red strapless sil k dress with shirring around 



the bodice, I couldn't stay in that room. I looked and felt so 
di fferent, but I wasn't certain. I needed Michael to be my 
reflect ion. 

When I stepped out into the store, Michael's react ion 
told me it was the one. As I stood in front of the full-length 
mirror, he came up beh ind me, put h is hands on my shoul ­
ders, and whispered. Sitting there at the table with Ruth, I 
almost shivered thinking about what he said : " You loo k  as 
beaut iful as when you fly." 

Ruth paused for a second, and I f igured I had my open­
ing ro ask about the flash from Piper. Discree rly, of course . 

"Have you heard any gossip about Missy or Piper 
lately?" I f igured if anyone knew about the plan outs ide 
the inner c ircle, it would be Ruth. Her unassum ing exte ­
rior masked an insat iably cur ious m ind and provided the 
perfect cover for some adept eavesdropping. I knew I could 
have just touched her to see if she had any information, but 
I'd learned that it was impossible to act normally around 
her if I read her thoughts. So I cont inued to absta in from 
read ing Ruth. 

"No, other than the normal junk about boy friends and 
part ies. Why do you ask? You usually don't care." 

" I  overheard someth ing about some plan of the irs. It 
sounded l ike it m ight be nas ty." 

"A plan from those two? Who d id you hear tal king?" 
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How could I explain my source? For about the mil­
lionth t ime, I felt guilty about keepi ng secrets from her. I 
scrounged around for a n  expla nat ion, a nd said something 
close to the truth: "I was i n  the bathroom, a nd I heard two 
girls talking by the s ink." 

"Did you recog nize the voices at all?" 
"It sounded a little bit like Piper a nd M issy." 
'Tll keep my ears open." 
"Tha nks ." I did n't k now why I cared . After all, Piper 's 

problems were her own, a nd she 'd never reach out tO help 
me . But since I'd ack nowledged my gifts , I' d been experi­
encing this overwhelming Good Samaritan impulse, a nd 
the flash I experienced with Piper left me with the desire to 
swoop i n  a nd help out this unk nown victim. 

"Although ser iously, Ellie, I do n't think I' ll hear a ny­
thi ng. Piper a nd Missy do n't have the brains." 

I was about to disagree-maybe P iper a nd M issy 
could n't take the heat of a n  A P  class but they were no dum­
mies in the scheming department-when she blurted out, 
"Is e veryth ing all right, Ellie?" 

It was the question I'd been dreadi ng. I real ly hated tO 

lie to Ruth outright. " Yeah, of course. Why do you ask?" 
"You seem so dista nt sometimes." 
'Tm really sorry, Ruth. It's just that-" I started to trot 

out the excuse I'd prepared just for th is occasion, whe n  



Ruth's attention drifted o ff.  She was staring at something 
or someone behind me. Wondering if she was trying to 
demonstrate just how inattentive I'd become, I twisted 
around to fol low her gaze . 

She openly gawked at a guy sitting in the red club chair 
in the corner of the co ffee shop -the guy I'd nearly crashed 
into when I walked in. From afar, he appeared even cuter, 
since the distance muted the whole dis concerting quality. 
He he ld a cup of coffee and a newspaper like most of the 
other people in the store, but somehow they looked like 
movie props and his clothes looked like a costume. Because 
he was far too good- looking for Tillinghast. 

I spun back to Ruth to dis cuss him, and rea lized that 
she would disagree with any observation of him I might 
have. He mesmerized her. I litera lly had to snap my f in­
gers and call her name before she tore her eyes away from 
him. And when she did, I was thankf ul he'd v isit ed our 
coffee shop rather than the Starbucks a cross the street, 
whatever lingering eeriness I fe lt about him. Be cause the 
very presence of this strange man made Ruth forget a ll 
about her question. 



NI NETEEN 

That night , Michael and I lay in our f iel d, spent f rom 
f lying along the coast. My hea d reste d on Mi chael's arm 
as we stare d up at the night sky. The grass was spring y 
and soft a fter a light afternoon rain, almost as if we' d 
sprea d out a blanket. I felt so peaceful that I di dn't want 
to bring up m y  flash with Piper. But I coul dn' t stop think­
ing about it. 

"What's wrong, Ellie?" 
Clearly m y  attempts to act normal weren't working. 
"I ha d this really weird  flash to day, and I just can't 

shake it." 
"What was it?" 
I tol d him ever y detail of the vision I could remember. 

The exchange between Missy and Piper. The references to 
a plan. The strange guy lurking in the background. The 
fear that Piper experience d. 

Michael listene d carefully, and then asked, "Of all the 
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flashes you've had, why should this one affect you so much?" 
His reaction disappointed me ; he didn't seem par ­

ticularly moved . Maybe I e xpected too much . Maybe I 
e xpected him to feel everything I felt. We were alike in so 
many ways .  

" I  don't know. But I feel like I need to find out more and 
do something ." 

He twirled a strand of my black hair in his fingers and 
then sighed. "Why, Ellie? They're such jerks. You don't 
need to rescue Piper from anything." 

"Ir's nor Piper that I plan on rescuing. I r's the victim ." 
" That's very noble, Ellie. But we're not superheroes ." 
I sat up . Michael had pulled me away kicking and 

screaming from my somewhat happy obliv ion into this 
new e xistence . He basically made me acknowledge and 
embrace these "di fferences" of ours-and now he wanted 
me to ignore the impulse to help that came along wi th 
some of the flashes . This one especially. " No, Michael, 
we 're not superheroes. But we're something more than 
regular humans ." 

" I  know. But I don't see why that obliges us to fly in and 
clean up whatever mess Missy and Piper are making ." 

"Michael, I can't ignore this compulsion to get involved. 
Don't you ever feel it?" I had just assumed that he did. I'd 
never felt the urge to assist so intensely before, but I did 



e xperience it from time to time when a classmate transmit­
ted a particularly troubling image to me. 

"A little, I guess." 
"Ever since we started "-! gestured around the field­

"all this, I've been getting the strong feeling that we should 
use our gifts for something other than our own entertain­
ment. Like helping the people whose minds we read. Do 
you ever get that sensation?" 

He paused for a second. I saw his hand reaching out 
to stroke mine, but I drew back a little. I didn't want this 
conversation to be tainted by his touch ; I was just too sus­
ceptible. "I guess I've been so wrapped up in you that I 
haven't let those thoughts get much play," he said. 

For all my e fforts to keep a physical distance, I felt like 
melting. Here was the guy of my dreams telling me that I 
so distracted him he couldn't see straight. How could I be 
irritated with him? Especially since I felt the same way. 

Still, I wanted him on board with me. Not just about this 
Piper and Missy incident. I wanted him to feel what I felt. 
And given all my parents' training about helping out man­
kind, I was more than a little disappointed that he didn't. 

"If you did think about this idea-that we have some 
kind of obligation to o thers because of our di fferences­
what would you think?" 

Even in the darkness of the moonless night, I could see 
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Michael smile at me . "I've never heard of do -gooder vam­
pires," he joked, to which I rolled my eyes. "What would I 
think ?" he continued. 'TH tell you what I do think . I think 
that I'm lucky that you are sharing this experience with 
me. And I think that I 'll help you. Because, even though I 
don't care about Piper and Missy, I care about you." 

I curled into the crook of his arm, and whispered, 
"Thank you." 

We talked for a moment about a game plan for gather­
ing information and then Michael whispered, "Ellie ?" 

"Ye s?" I an swered. His tone was so silky and inviting 
that I figured he was going to kiss me . He usually did at the 
end of the night. But I was always careful to stop it there ; 
those first experiences kissing him really shook me up, and 
I didn't want to lose control. 

His lips tickled my cheek, and his sweet breath warmed 
me. I turned my face toward his , ready. 

In that same honeyed voice, he said, "You know if we 
used their blood, we could find out nearly anything." 

"Michael," I said in frustration. He knew how I felt 
about the whole blood thing . And anyway, I wanted a kiss, 
not another argument on this topic . 

"Come on, Ellie . It' cl be a chance to try out its power." 
Other than those first few, unplanned occasions, I hadn't 

tried Michael's blood . Or let him try mine . I remembered 



the addictive he aqiness of its t aste all too well, and it sc ared 
me . I was afraid th at, once I started, I wouldn't be able to  
turn b ack . But I c ouldn't tel l Mich ael th at .  

" N o." 
"It would be for a g ood c ause," he s aid suggestively, as 

he tr aced his finger up and down my arm .  
" Y ou' ll try anything t o  persuade me, won't y ou?" 
He just smiled, unable to  deny it . 
" Let's see if we c an't find another way," I s aid and kissed 

his neck very lightly. 
" N ow who's be ing per suasive ? "  he s aid , h is v oice gr ow­

ing thick. 
It was my turn to  smi le .  
He s aid , "All right, we'll try it y our way first . But prom­

ise y ou'll just c onsider- " 
" I  pr omise." 
I kissed him h ard. I was so  relieved and h appy that he 

was on my side for the Piper thing, I let my guard d own. 
Within seconds, we were wr apped in e ach other's arms. I 
felt his tongue on mine, and I surrendered to  the fee ling of 
it. He must h ave sensed th at I wouldn't fight him, bec ause I 
s oon felt a tiny cut on my tongue and t asted the blood . His 
and mine. Together. 

The sens ation was pure ple asure, unlike anything I'd 
ever exper ienced. I c losed my eyes and let the bliss wash 
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over me. Until a flash-more like a vision than a memory­
came . The light was blinding ; I s quin ted in my mind 's eye . 
As my vision adjusted, I saw Michael and me standing on a 
pristine beach of white sand , arcs of light a t  our backs . We 
looked so beauti ful, so ser ene. And then I no ti ced some­
thing really peculiar. Emblazoned across our chests were 
le tters, wri tten in light. I s truggled to read them, but the 
charac ters were in an un familiar language . 

I could have lingered in the moment, but I fel t Michael's 
tongue graze over my tee th again and I knew he was 
s earching for mor e blood . I awak en ed fr om th e imag e,  
unders tanding that, i f  we continued this prac tice of blood 
sharing , we would never, ever s top. 

I pushed Michael o ff  me and sat up. I s truggled to speak. 
" Do you understand why we can' t do this with anyone else? 
Why we shouldn't even do this with each o ther? Do you 
see how you can' t s top hunting for blood once you s tar t?" 

"I do." His breath was belabored. 
" Promise me, Michael, you'll never tas te anyone's blood 

but mine." 
He s tared in to my eyes, his chest s till heaving but his 

gaze s teady. " I  promise ." 



TWENTY 

M ichael and I had agreed to d iv ide and conquer M issy's 
cl ique. 1 took P iper for obv ious reasons and M issy out of 
guilt , s ince I' d inst igated th is whol e th ing . In exchange 
for my handl ing of the heavy h itters, M ichael took the 
rema ining s ix group members- Hall ie, Kr isten, El izabeth, 
Samantha ,  Jennifer, and Shadley. Soon we unleashed our­
selves on the unsuspe ct ing T ill inghast Upper High S chool. 

Or so we bel ieved. We had th is fantasy of saunter ing in, 
touch ing them, and gather ing up all the ir se crets. Not so, 
when we had spe cific secrets we wanted to gather. 

The stars had to be perfe ctly al igned to learn the t ini­
est deta il. F irst, we had to actually make phys ical contact. 
Then, the person had to be th ink ing about the s cheme at 
the exact moment we touched them . F inally, the f lash­
if we were lucky enough to get the one we sought-had 
to make sense. We had learned that people's thoughts 
weren't l inear, but often so d isjo inted and jumbled that we 
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couldn't understand the image. 

But the most difficult part was touching them. How 

could we brush up against them and make it seem acciden­

tal-instead of looking like some kind of a pervert? Plus 

I faced an additional hurdle. Usually, I avoided Missy and 

Piper at all costs. But now I had to place myself in their path 

in a seemingly natural way-and then find a way to touch 

one or both of the school's most unapproachable junior 

girls. It wasn't easy, particularly since they seemed to have 

abandoned their efforts to woo me. 

I l ingered at my locker, hoping to run into them. To 

no avail .  I memorized their class schedules, and I shifted 

my route so I could bump into them. Without success. I 

forced poor Ruth to have coffee at the Starbucks instead 

of the Daily Grind because that's where they hung out. No 

sightings. After all these weeks of trying unsuccessfully 

to avoid them, suddenly I couldn't cross their paths to save 

my life .  

Michael's efforts were stymied as  well. While he  had 

more luck making physical contact with the group's minor 

members than I did-no surprise given that he was a cute 

senior guy-he couldn't wrangle any relevant images from 

their minds. Whether the reason stemmed from their 

ignorance about the plan or the fact they weren't think­

ing about it when Michael made contact, we didn't know. 



But he loved to t?rment me a li ttle with the description 
of romantic images of himself he extracted from some of 
their minds . 

In desperation, I thought maybe I'd try the next-door 
neighbor gambit. I hoped beyond all hope that the friend­
lier version of Piper who appeared once we le ft school 
might be more amenable to my e fforts. But, day af ter day, 
a solid oppor tunity eluded me . 

One afternoon, while my mom was making cook ies , I 
spotted my chance . Much to her as tonishment , I offered 
to drop o ff  a dozen at the Faireses as a " fr iendly " gesture. 
Both of Piper's parents worked pret ty long days-her mom 
was a secre tary at the university and her dad was an associ­
ate professor of political science-and I guessed they'd still 
be at work . I 'd seen Piper's car in the driveway, so I f igured 
that I might have a few minutes alone with her. 

I had no fixed game plan , but I had to try. Balancing 
the tinfoil -wrapped plate on my hip, I walked the shor t dis­
tance between our two houses. Then I lifted the ancien t 
door knocker and le t it bang down with a clang. As I'd 
hoped, within a few seconds, Piper opened the door. 

Her mouth was wide in surprise a t  the sight of me on 
her doors tep. Since I came bearing gifts, she had no choice 
but to invite me in. As she held the door open for me, I 
grazed my finger agains t her forearm. All I got was a faint  
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image-as weak as milky tea-of her struggling over an 
English paper on Shakespeare. I must have interrupted her 
homework . 

Piper ushered me into the kitchen, thanked me, and 
pointed to an open spot on the counter to lay the cookies. 
Her neighborly duty done, she pivoted and started to walk 
back toward the door. I was about to be discharged like a 
servant ; apparently, friendly Piper was not going to make 
an appearance. Not readily, anyway. 

I had to get her thinking about the plan and make con­
tact. Fast. 

"So, are you doing all right?" I asked, all concern and 
empathy. 

" Yeah, why wouldn't I be ?" Piper had a quizzical expres ­
sion on her face, but it looked forced. She knew what I was 
talking about. 

"You know, the bathroom." 
"Oh, that," she said with a wave of her hand. "That was 

nothing, like I said ." 
Here was my chance. 
"Well, if you ever need anyone to talk to . . . " I reached 

out and touched her shoulder. 
I got a strong flash. The vision showed her and Missy 

in the school library, trans fixed by Piper's laptop. They 
were sitting so close, I could actually smell the co ffee 



on Missy 's breath : Looking through Piper's eyes , I saw an 
open Facebook page. 

Missy was barking orders at Piper. "Hurry up, Piper. 
I've got to meet Zeke at the Till in ten minutes." The Till 
was a bar fre quented primarily by universi ty students , and 
had a pret ty stric t carding policy. How did Missy think she 
would ge t in there? 

Piper typed f uriously in response , but didn't look up. 
Al though, I could feel her hear t race and her stomach churn 
a t  the mention of Zeke. Who was he? I couldn't think of a 
single Tillinghast teenager named Zeke. Maybe he was a 
University student. 

As Piper typed, I looked closer at the screen; she and 
Missy were creating a new user profile. This struck me as 
odd given that both girls had been active on Facebook for­
ever. Jus t as I tried to make out the user name, the image 
faded. I returned to Piper's ki tchen. 

Piper shook o ff my hand. "Ellie , I don't need your help." 
Then she marched off to the front door. 

I followed in her wake with a private smile. I didn't 
care if she dismissed me, because I finally had something 
to go on. 



TWENTY-ONE 

I was wrong. The more M ich ael and I mulled over the 
f lash I'd gotten from P iper, the less exc ited we bec ame . 
On c loser an alys is, the flash didn 't really s hed much l ight 
on the scheme-beyond the Facebook element-or the 
intended v ictim. On b al ance , we were left with more ques­
t ions than answers. 

Even though I h ated to admit it, we were both gett ing 
a l ittle frustr ated and burned -out from our l ittle invest i­
g at ion . So when M ich ael sugg est ed- in the nicest way 
possible-th at we le ave o ff  our "rese arch " for the week 
before the fall d ance, I told him I'd seriously cons ider it . 
A fter he ment ioned I was look ing worn -out, I agreed to 
t ake a break ; I wanted to look good for the d ance ,  as he 
well knew. But I found it h ard to put the whole th ing out 
of my m ind. 

I tr ied to let the d ance d istr act me . Once Ruth fin ally 



forgave me for ?uying my dress without her-after I 
pointed out that it left me more time to dedicate to her 
search-we spent hours at the mall. She tried on gowns 
in every shade imaginable-from black to pale green to 
lavender to chocolate brown-and finally settled on a 
pale pink dress that looked surprisingly perfect with her 
reddish hair. The big hurdle over, she then turned her 
attention to the smaller details like our hair , makeup, 
shoes, and even nails, not that she thought of these finer 
points as minor. We pored over countless magazines and 
visi ted every Tillinghas t makeup counter and shoe s tore 
until we found the perfect accessories. Happily, I let her 
sweep me up in all things dance, relishing feeling like a 
normal teenager for a change. 

We made plans to have everyone meet at my house just 
before the dance. Everyone included not just me, Ruth, 
Michael, and Jamie, but the parents as well. Ruth didn't 
feel com fortable having Jamie pick her up at her house 
with just her dad around. And anyway, Ruth's dad and my 
parents were close. Once my parents and Ruth's dad were 
going to be on the scene, we felt like we had to include the 
guys' parents too. I never thought the guys would actually 
ask them. But surprisingly, they did. 

Friday night before the dance everything was in plac e. I 



had my dress, shoes, purse, and makeup lined up and ready 

to go, even though we had hours to get ready on Saturday. 

I finished my homework that afternoon, so I wouldn't have 

to think about it Saturday and Sunday. I'd even begged off 

flying with Michael; I told him that I needed at least one 

night of uninterrupted sleep to look perfect for the dance. 

He begrudgingly agreed. 

But I couldn't sleep. I was restless, though I couldn't 

say exactly why. Thoughts of Missy and Piper crept into 

my consciousness, but they weren't the sole source of my 

agitation. Anxiety about my powers and what they meant 

crossed my mind from time to time, yet I 'd  really let go 

of my worries over the past week and enjoyed myself. So, 

why couldn't I sleep? Had I grown used to staying awake 

all night? Was it just typical pre-dance jitters that average 

teenage girls experienced? I didn't know. 

The minutes ticked by, a half hour, an hour, two hours. 

I grew madder and madder at myself. I should've just gone 

flying with Michael; it always tired me out. Finally, at the 

three-hour mark, I threw off my quilt and sheets and pad­

ded over to the computer. I had to do something other than 

lie there in my bed. 

I stared at my Google homepage. Before I knew it, my 

fingers were racing across the keypad. I looked up and 



saw the name " �rofessor Raymond M cMaster" typed 
into the previous ly b lank sear ch box . Where had that 
come f rom ? 

I rea lly hadn't given him much of a thought since that 
humiliating day in Miss Taunton's class. Or so I thought. 
My sub cons cious must have been working on over ­
drive . The truth was, I didn't feel like a vampire. I always 
imagined vampires as co ld-hearted, or no-hearted. The 
feelings I fe lt were . . .  big, warm, in clusive. I needed an 
expert to help me sort this out. I cli cked onto the Harvard 
University w ebpage and read Professor Mc Master's 
r esum e. Under-grad and grad work done at Harvard, 
fo llowed by a post-grad stint at Oxford . He did an assis ­
tant professorship at Stanford, after whi ch he took on his 
current tenured role back at his alma mater. Impressive . 
Espe cia lly for a Dracula expert. 

S canning down the bio, I saw a list of his published 
papers. They weren't all about vampires ; some of them 
fo cused on other "supernatura l folklores and mytho lo ­
gies ." But vampires certainly seemed to be his spe cia lty. I 
clicked on one paper that looked parti cular ly interesting : 
" Multicultural Origins of the Vampire Legend." 

I cli cked open the paper. The very first words made 
me shiver unp leasantly. Professor McMaster might not 
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serve as the ally I'd bee n hopi ng for, to co nvi nce Mich ael 
th at we were no t v ampires. 

Vampires walk among us. Whether the Scottish bao­

bhan sith, the Indian baital, the Chinese Jiang shi, the 

Croatian kosci, the Romanian moroi, or the Mexican 

tlahuelpuchi, every society and every culture harbors 

vampires. The question is not whether vampires exist­

in our collective subconscious or on our streets-but in 

what form and why. 

P age after page, Professor Mc M as ter's thesis- all around 
the no tio n th at v ampires mus t be re al, given their pres­
e nce i n  every civiliz atio n-e nthr alled me . A nd chilled me. 
This w as n' t  some kook spouti ng o ff  cr azy co nspir acy the ­
ories o n  the i nter ne t, but a respec ted schol ar a t  Harv ard 
U niversity, of all pl aces . 

But, Professor Mc M aster s aved the re al zi nger- to my 
mind ,  anyw ay- for the l as t  p ar agr aph . 

This survey makes clear that, although each society's 

vampires take different forms, they share two unsettling 

characteristics: an inhuman ability to transport them­

selves, and a fascination with blood. But while interesting, 



the precise form, and nature of a culture's vampires ulti­

mately is of no import to the vampires' purpose. Wherever 

they might be found, whatever form they purport to take, 

all vampires embody our darkest and most primeval fears 

of the unknown and serve as the key to the mystery of 

what, if anything, comes after death. 

Suddenly, Michael's vampire theory seemed all too 

possible. 



TWENTY-TWO 

By morning , I had no time to think about Professor 
Mc Master, vampires, Missy, Piper, or anything other than 
the fall dance. Ruth arrived at eight A.M. with as many bags 
as my parents and I took with us on our summer trips and 
a computer-generated timetable of our appointments and 
activities. I was never so happy to see Ruth ; I didn't want to 
be alone with my thoughts for company. 

All day long, Ruth swept me up in a tidal wave of mani­
cure and ped icure appointments and professional makeup 
applications. I drew the line at having my hair done by her 
stylist-no one could ever make sense of my thick, pin ­
straight hair, not even me--but I watched as Ruth had her 
hair pinned into a complicated style that really suited her. 
I thought my parents would balk at all the overt displays 
of fr ivolity and materiali sm , but they didn't. They seemed 
relieved to have a normal sixteen -year-old daughter getting 
ready for a dance. I found it a relief to play the part, rather 



th an wallow in the re ality th at I was some fre ak of n ature, 
like one of the cre atures described by Professor Mc M aster. 

"Ruth, Ellie ' Come down, girls. Everyone will be here 
in a few minutes," my mother yelled up to my bedroom 
from the b ase of the st airc ase . 

"Oh my God, it's almost six," Ruth nearly shrieked . 
I looked at the clock in disbelief. H ad we really been 

primping and preening for almost ten hours? I guess if I cut 
out the time we spent getting co ffees and lunch as well as 
the time in tr ansit and gossiping, we h ad spent more like 
four hours be autifying ourselves. But still, it was kind of 
unbeliev able. 

Ruth and I walked over to my old, st and- alone f ull­
length mirror . Gazing into it, I g ave her the on ce-over first , 
not quite ready to face my fin al sel f. 

" You look gorgeous, Ruth," I s aid and me ant it. With her 
long reddish h air pulled o ff  her face and neck and the p ale 
pink dress setting off her physique, she was tr ansformed 
into a princess. 

She g ave me a huge hug and then quickly pulled b ack 
to check me out. "Ellie, Mich ael is going to faint when 
he sees you. You look so gl amorous, like a movie st ar or 
something." 

L aughing, I st ared b ack at the mirror. I definitely did 
not look l ike a movie star, but I looked better. Somehow, 



the fitted red dress and new makeup enhanced my figure, 

straight black hair, and blue eyes. Instead of appearing 

gangly with oddly bright eyes, I looked, well, striking. It 

felt weird to apply that word to myself even in my private 

thoughts. 

"Girls!" my mother yelled again. That tone meant hustle. 

Teetering on our heels ,  we hurried to the top of the 

staircase. Just as we were about to walk down, we heard a 

loud knock on the front door. 

"Too late," my mother whispered harshly from the bot­

tom stair. 

Our momentary delay in front of the mirror cost us. 

We would now be forced to descend my steep, long stair­

case with an audience, like a pair of modern-day Scarlett 

O'Haras. Not exactly the impression I wanted to make on 

Michael's parents. I 'd been kind of hoping to go the nice­

girlfriend route, not the drama-queen path. 

Glancing at each other first with a mixture of fear and 

excitement, Ruth and I put on our game faces. We pasted 

on brave smiles and headed downstairs hand in hand. My 

dad opened the door about mid-staircase so I couldn't get 

a good look at our guests until we neared the bottom stair. 

When I finally glanced up from the final step, to which I 

had my eyes glued so I wouldn't fall ,  there stood Michael, so 

handsome in a dark blue suit and yellow tie. His green eyes 



pierced mine, an � I didn't need to ask him how I looked. 
His expression said it all. 

In front of everyone, before he e ven brought me o ver to 
his parents, he took me by the hands and kissed me lightly 
on the lips. Then he strapped an e xquisite rose corsage 
around my wrist ; he already knew there was no space fo r  
it on the bodice of my dress . He whispered, " It's nowhe re 
near as beautiful as you." 

I should've been emba rrassed, but I wasn't. 
He broke our gaze first, saying, " Mom, Dad, you remem­

ber my El l ie." 
My Ellie. He knew p recisely how to make me melt . I 

stretched out my hand to a very pretty, chestnut-haired 
woman who was beginning to gray around the temples . 
Just like my parents. I 'd met his parents twice before­
once when they had me over for  dinner, and once when 
we sat together at one of Michael's football games. They 
were un failingly pleasant, if a little distant and formal, 
and somehow we managed to avoid the awkward topic of 
Guatemala. I still couldn't dredge up an image of Michael 
from the far reaches of my t rip memo ries. 

" M rs. Chase, it's nice to see you again ." 
" You too, Ellie. Y ou look absolutely lovely tonight. 

Michael told me about your dress, but his desc riptions 
didn't do justice to the dress-or you in it ." 



I blushed, thinking of Michael talking about me to 
his parents. Trying to ignore the redness o f  my cheeks, I 
welcomed his dad next. He was attractive, with an olive 
complexion and nearly black hair. I kept searching for fam­
ily resemblances, but blond, fair Michael didn't favor either 
one of them. 

My parents joined our conversat ion. Out of the corner 
of my eye, I watched as Ruth, Jamie, and their respective 
parents made their introductions. The group moved into 
the living room, and my mom passed around appetizers 
while my dad poured sof t drinks for the kids and wine for 
the adults . 

An hour passed with surprising ease. School and the 
dance provided ready topics of conversation, and even 
Ruth's usually recalcitrant dad seemed to relax and open 
·up. Around seven, Michael and Jamie started glancing at 
thei r watches and d ropping h ints that we should leave . The 
parents ac quiesced, but only after they took about a million 
pictures. 

Everyone said their farewells, and Ruth,Jamie, Michael, 
and I hopped into Michael's car. We had decided on one car. 
We had no idea what the parking would be like, and in any 
event , we had agreed to hang out at my house aft erward. 

Michael was just about to pull out of the driveway, when 
I called out for him to stop. Unused to carrying a purse, I'd 



left mine on the kitchen counter. 
Michael d rove me right to the porch 's front steps, and I 

.c limbed up them as fast as my spindly heels would a �low. 
Opening the front door, I was relieved that none of the par­
ents were lingering in the front hallway. I wanted to slip in 
and slip out without the holdup of more chitchat. 

Tiptoeing down the back hal lway towa rd the kitchen, 
I hea rd my mom and Michael's mom ta lking. So much for 
going undetected. But then a rush of water from the kitchen 
sink sounded. I peeked in and saw our moms ' backs as they 
rinsed o ff  the dishes. Maybe I could slide in and grab my 
purse unnoticed. 

"I stil l cannot be lieve that you and Armaros are in 
Ti l linghast," my mom said in a tone that wasn't exactly 
warm . 

"We real ly had no other choice," Michae l's mom said 
apologetica lly. 

"After we worked so ha rd to make them fo rget that 
they'd  ever met-in Guatemala . . . .  " My mom 's voice 
trailed off. 

"I  know. And so successfu lly with Ellie. Those same 
techniques didn't work so well with Michae l, as you know." 

"We did need to have them meet at least once be fo re 
they come of age, to see how they 'd react to one a nother 
and to find out what they were capable of together . We 



neede d  to take that r isk in Guatemala. I just wished they' d 
ful ly forgotten each other," my mom said. 

The way my mom sa id it made me won der whether 
someth ing awful had happened in Guatemala that they 
wanted me to forget. If only I could get flashes from my 
parents or M ichael about that tr ip .  I'd tr ied  without suc­
cess . I kept com ing up against that same wall .  

My thoughts were interrupted by Michael 's mom. "I 
know, an d that's the only reason we've let them spend t ime 
together. But it woul d be so much easier to keep them in 
the dark unti l i r's t ime ." 

"It would have been easier if you' d stayed away from 
T ill inghast," my mom repl ie d, her vo ice gett ing louder and 
angrier . 

"You know that the best way to protect them is to have 
them in the same locat ion. To keep watch over them ." 

"You should have contacte d us be foreha nd." 
"It didn't seem wise. You know that . Tonight-all of us 

together in one place-was r isk enough ." Michael 's mom 
soun ded almost repentant . 

"Even once the ch ildren had foun d each other of their 
own accord? You didn't th ink that you shoul d contact us 
then?" My mom's vo ice rose ; she was rea lly mad. 

"We couldn't take the chance, Hananel. It seemed bet­
ter to wait an d allow their relat ionsh ip to develop of its 
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own accord. And watch." 

Hananel? Who was Hananel? My mom's name was 

Hannah. And what were they talking about? 

My mom was almost screaming. "Watch? Those are 

rich words coming from a former watcher, whose watch­

ing was anything but passive waiting. Just what did you 

think this passive waiting and watching would gain us?" 

"Time, Hananel. I thought the watching would give us 

time." 

My purse dropped to the ground with a clap, and both 

women pivoted toward me. 

"Ellie, honey, I thought you'd gone," my mom said, her 

voice as sweet as sugar. 

I bent down to pick up my purse and brandished it 

like a sword. I smiled as if I hadn't heard a thing, and 

said, "Couldn't leave without my purse, could I? " Then, 

uncertain of what to say or do, I waved good-bye and 

raced back to the car. The conversation I overheard was 

bizarre, to say the least, but I wouldn't let it ruin my first 

dance with Michael. 



TWENTY-THREE 

The e xpression on our cl assm ates ' faces as we walked into 
t he gym was worth  every moment of prep aration. T he 
girls mostly g ave Rut h and me sidelong glances of appre­
ciation and mild astonis hment , but t he guys were anot her 
story. Some of t hem openly g aped as we s auntered across 
t he room. 

Rut h basked in t he attention, and I could tell t hat 
Jamie derived a cert ain vicarious t hrill being by her side. 
As for mysel f, I e xper ienced a surge of power not unlike 
t he sensation I got when I had a strong fl ash. And looking 
at Mic hael, I s aw t hat he did as well. T he feeling helped 
dispel t he nagging voice inside my he ad about t he conver­
s ation I'd overhe ard in t he kitc hen, whic h I hadn't d ared to 
mention to Mic hael yet . I didn't want to ruin our perfectly 
norm al teenage nig ht wit h a reminder of our str angeness. 

We smiled at t he ot her kids as t hey st ared at us, and 
tried to act c asu al .  The four of us commented on how t he 



dance committe� had really t ransfo rmed the place . Ou r 
gym no longer looked like a relic from decades past, but 
more like an intentionally ret ro eighties dance club . 

All the while, Ruth's voice buzzed like a lit tle bee in my 
ea r as she gave a running commenta ry on the othe r gi rls' 
d resses. Lexie, she p ronounced, looked g reat in he r st rap­
less blue mini , as did Cha rlotte in her black-and-white lace 
d ress . But, Ruth said, what was Nikki thinking wea ring 
that gold satin full-length gown with a c rystal neckline? 

I spotted Piper and Missy in a da rk corne r, almost behind 
a set of bleache rs .  The out-of-the-limelight spot seemed odd 
for  the gi rls; I expected them to hold cou rt front and cen­
ter, especially at an event like this. And whe re were thei r 
dates? I knew Pipe r was going with Lucas, bu t I wondered 
who Missy's date was. I hadn't seen her with Charlie lately, 
but I had spotted he r walking up the lib ra ry stai rs with that 
other guy. I guessed that guy was the Zeke mentioned in 
the flashes, and the figu re I'd seen in the shadows. 

Maybe Piper and Missy had sequeste red themselves in 
the corne r because one o r  both was mad that they hadn't 
been named Fall Queen, and maybe that had something to 
do with thei r plan. Thei r former friend Vanessa had some­
how managed to rally an overwhelming majo rity in o rde r 
to win the votes. I stopped dead in my t racks. Why was I 
spending even a minute of my night thinking about them, 



especially when Michael and I had made a pact to take a 
break from our investigation? I pushed all thoughts of 
Piper and Missy out of my mind so I could enjoy my night. 

One of my favorite songs, Coldplay's " Lost," started 
to play, and Michael pulled me onto the dance floor. He 
carved out a place for us in the crowd, and then wrapped 
his arms tightly around my back .  I looked up into his green 
eyes, bright even in the darkened room. For the millionth 
time, I thought how lucky I was to have found him. 

The music grew louder, and he pressed his body up 
agains t mine. I held on to his strong upper arms and rested 
my head on his shoulder . The tempo of the song picked up, 
but Michael slowed down. He lifted up my chin and leaned 
down to kiss me. 

His lips felt so soft, so inviting. I kissed him back and 
savored the gentle touch of his tongue. As he ran his 
tongue lightly over my teeth, I began to experience a surge 
of desire for him, unlike anything I' d felt during the many 
times I'd been physically close to him before. But this was 
no normal desire to kiss him, or go further. This was di ffer ­
ent than anything I'd ever felt before. This was bloodlust . 

We brnke off and stared at each other. Michael felt it 
too . We  had to leav e the dance floor befor e som ething hap � 
pened . Something we couldn't control . Something that 
would freak out everyone around us . 
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'Tm going to t_he bathroom to freshen up," I said, for the 
bene fit of anyone nearby who might be lis tening . 

"Do you want me to come with you?" he asked, his 
voice cracking a bit . 

"No, no ." The last thing I needed was Michael in close 
proximity to me . He shot me a concerned look, so I smiled 
and reassured him . ''I'll be fine ." 

Michael walked me to the gym door neares t the bath­
rooms. He gave me a kiss on the cheek and then leaned 
against the wall, as if he needed i ts support. ''I'll wai t  righ t 
here," he said, s till breathing a little heavy. 

I nodded and opened the door . A lit tle unsteady on 
my feet-and my heels -I wobbled out into the jarring 
fluorescent glare of the hall . Blinking in the bright light, I 
turned right toward the girls' room. A long line of girls ­
all waiting to jockey for position in front of the mirror, 
no doubt-snaked out of the door into the hallway. I jus t  
couldn't face all that agg ressive female energy in my state . 

Ins tead, I turned left, passing by the gym doors. Maybe a 
lit tle walk would help distance me from the urge . I s tar ted 
down an empty hallway, lined with lockers and classroom 
doors. Funny how t he hall looked so unintimidating and 
small without all the kids streaming through it. After I 
cooled down, I turned back toward the gym-and Michael . 

Then I heard a whimper from a connec ting hallway. 



Backing up a fev,r steps, I peeked down the hall. On first 
g lance, it appeared empty. But then I saw a sma ll movement 
in a da rkened doo rway, and I hea rd the whimper again. I 
hesitated. I rea lly didn't want to deal with someone e lse's 
p roblems tonight of a l l  nights. But the Good Sama ritan in 
me won out ove r my app rehensions . 

Not bothering to soften the click of my heels, I approached 
the da rk niche. The whimpe r grew louder and became an 
actua l bawl by the time I got there. 

"Are you okay?" I said to the gi rl cowe ring in the doo r­
way. Her face was buried in he r hands, but I could see 
her upswept auburn hai r and her chocolate brown d ress . 
Maybe the poor gi rl had gotten into a fight with her date. 

The gi rl lowered her hands . At first, a ll I could see was 
the welt on her cheek from a ha rd slap and a long, bloody 
sc ratch on her a rm, undoubted ly from a fingernai l. Only 
then did I realize that the gi rl was Piper. 

I a lmost left . Another thank less encounte r with Piper 
wasn't what I needed. And anyway, it was my specia l night 
with Michael.  But then I smel led a st rong metallic odor, 
and I rea lized that I cou ldn't leave, even if ! t ried. The smell 
was Pipe r's b lood, wel ling up from the deep sc ratch on her 
arm . It mingled with the distinctive smel l of someone e lse's 
b lood . Maybe the b lood of the other person she'd fought 
with. How I could detect and discern the presence of two 
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dis tinc t blood scents was beyond me. 
More than anything in the world, I wan ted to touch and 

tas te the blood, and no t jus t because I sought information 
about her and Missy's scheme. My ins tinct compelled me to 
do i t. No matter the promise that Michael and I made about 
not tas ting anyone else's blood. 

As I reached into my purse for a tissue , I asked her, 
" Who did this to you ?" 

"It doesn' t matter ," she said with a sob. 
"Of course i t  matters, Piper." 
Tissue in hand, I leaned forward as if to dab her wound 

clean. As I did so, I touched some of the blood from her 
wound with my finger tip. Then I turned away slightly­
os tensibly to reach for another tissue from my purse-and 
licked i t. 

The blood burned like liquor as i t  coursed down my 
throat and made me wooz y immediately. Then two sepa­
rate flashes struck. Their force nearly knocked me off my 
heels , and I reached for the wall to steady mysel f. S tronger 
than any flashes I'd received from anyone but Michael, 
they told me every thing I wan ted to know. And much, 
much more that I didn' t want to know. 



TWENTY-FOUR 

Without a word to Piper, I kicked off m y  shoes and car­
ried them with me as I ran back down the hall . I didn't 
ha ve a spare se cond to make excuses to Piper, and she 
didn't deserve them. I needed every moment to get to the 
gym and stop the figurative bloodshed. 

The hall seemed to have doubled in size since I walked 
down it a few short minutes before , like some hazy, frus­
trating dream. I longed to fly down the hall, but had to rely 
on my gangly legs to propel me. The slower gait gave me 
all too much time to think about the malevolent images I'd 
culled from the blood. And it gave me too much time to 
think of Vanessa, Missy and Piper's victim . 

Why hadn't we thought of Vanessa? This summer, 
she'd been on the outs with the group for trying to unseat 
Missy from her veritable throne. S ince then , Vanessa had 
been relegated to the "reject" lun ch table, below Missy's 
notice. Michael and I had believed that Missy had deemed 
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the cafete ria demot ion ade quate pun ishment fo r  whatever 
wrong Vanessa had inflected on M issy. Not so. 

The f irst flash from P ipe r told me that, just befo re 
Vanessa would be crowned Fall Queen, eve ry s ingle 
T ill inghast jun io r and sen io r  would re ceive an email on 
thei r cells inv it ing them to be Vanessa's Facebook fr iend. 
The pe rfe ctly t imed invitat ion would be irres ist ible to 
nea rly eve ryone at the dance, who p resumably would 
accept and be t ransfe rred immediately to Vanessa's 
page. The re, v ia a dummy a ccount, M issy and P ipe r had 
posted not only a montage of ho rrif ic d runken photos of 
Vanessa but-wo rse-ent ries purpo rtedly from Vanessa 
that revealed a l itany of awf ul, hum il iat ing se crets about 
many of T ill inghast's jun io rs and sen io rs. It wasn't no rmal 
d i rt in those ent ries, but te rrible th ings l ike cheat ing and 
h idden p regnan cies and fam il ial meltdowns. The whole 
plan was designed to d isg race Vanessa and , th rough he r 
supposed revelat ion o f  so many people 's closest-kept 
se crets , make he r the obje ct of eve ryone's hat red. The 
only redeem ing se cond of the flash was the d isgust P ipe r 
felt fo r pa rt icipat ing in it. Not that he r d istaste stopped 
he r, mind you. 

But it was the second flash that t ransm itted a sense of 
evil so palpable that I felt s ick. The flash seemed to come 



from Missy, the source of the o the r blood. Th rough he r 
eyes, I saw her in a tigh t  embrace with some guy. Because 
she had he r head nes tled on his shoulde r, I couldn' t see the 
guy's face, just the fine black fabric of his suit jacket. But 
I could hea r his voice. In the mos t enticing whispe r imag­
inable, he told he r that she was beautiful and deserved 
the Fall Queen c rown mo re than anyone in the wo rld. 
Though his wo rds sounded like innocent flatte ry, some ­
how they had spurred Missy on to this plan and made 
her want to bathe Vanessa in metapho rical blood a t  the 
moment of he r c rowning. I saw-in he r soul, it seemed­
a desi re fo r wickedness and dest ruc tion wo rse than my 
wo rs t nightma res. 

Finally, finally, I reached the gym doo r. I pulled it open 
and ran ove r to Michael, who was still leaning up against 
the same spo t on the wall. I s truggled to speak; it was amaz­
ing how running ti red me out so quickly, when I could fly 
for hours with ease. " I  know what  Missy and Piper are 
going to do." 

Gaping at my disheveled s ta te, he g rabbed me by the 
shoulders. "A re you okay?" 

I b rushed aside his hands . 'Tm fine. Michael, I don't have 
much time. Have they announced the Fall Queen yet ?"  

" No, Vanessa and Keith are s till s tanding ove r there. I 



think the crowning ceremony is supposed to start in a few 
minutes." 

Still panting, I said, "Good, I still have time to stop it . 
Or defuse it, at least." 

"Defuse? As in a bomb?" From the terrified look on his 
face, I saw that he thought-by my unfortunate choice of 
the word "defuse"- ! meant something much worse . 

" Don't worry. It's not a literal bomb, but it's still really 
awful." 

I wanted-no, needed-to save Vanessa and all the 
other kids from the virtual bloodbath about to rain down 
on them . And there was only one way to do it in the time 
I had available. To sacrifice myself by naming myself as 
the creator of the Facebook entries and deem them fic­
tion. To point the finger at anyone else as the architect of 
this scheme left too much room for denial-and possible 
belief by the viewers in the horri fic stories they'd see on 
the Facebook page. I cou ldn't let that happen. 

I didn't have enough time to explain my intentions 
to Michael before the room started buzzing with cell 
phones containing Facebook invitations from Vanessa. 
Leaning down, I quickly strapped my shoes back on. I 
reached into my purse and slid out my brush and lipstick. 
As Michael stared incredulously, I hurriedly fixed my 
hair and makeup . If ! was going down like a phoenix into 



the ashes, I wanted to l ook p resentable-even g ood­
d oing it. 

I gave Michael a kiss, and whispered, 'Tm so sorry that 
I'm about to ruin our night." 

Turning t owa rd the s tage, I hea rd him call out, "Ellie, 
what's g oing on?" 

I c ould hea r the apprehension in his v oice, but I couldn't 
l ook at him . His conce rn would only make me hesitate, and 
I couldn't afford to fal te r. 

S qua ring my shoulde rs and taking a deep b reath , I 
walked t o  the front of the gym . Out of the c orne r of my 
eye, I spot ted Vanessa and Keith prepa ring to g o  on s tage . 
Ignoring them as best I could, I sta rted up the s tai rs. A c ou­
ple of kids and at leas t one teacher t ried to discourage me. 
But I just smiled and plowed ahead . 

Once on s tage, I sea rched a round for the mike. The 
whi te-knuckled student c ouncil p resident held i t  tightly 
in his hand as he reviewed the note ca rds fo r his speech. I 
sidled up to him and said, ever so  s weetly, "Can I b orrow 
that for a minute ?" 

Surp rised at the request, he said, "Um, I'm about t o  
make a speech ." 

Sm iling ag reeably, I said, "I know. I just have to make a 
quick announcement first." 

"Sure," he said with a smile and handed me the mike. 



" Thanks so much. You can have it back in a second, I 
promise." 

Mike in hand, I stared out a t  the crowd. My sel f­
assurance- real and pretend-left me as I su rveyed the 
nearly two hundred kids on the dan ce floor. But I couldn't 
succumb to my fears ;  I had to move forward. I was moved 
by a compulsion that was more powerful than anything I 
had ever fel t. Even my desi re for Michael. 

I cleared my throat and said, "Hi. Fo r those of you who 
don't know me, I'm Ellie Faneuil." 

Even though the kids had stopped dan cing, they contin ­
ued to mill around and talk. They appea red as uninteres ted 
and unimpressed with the Fall Queen and King crowning 
ceremony as Michael. I hal f-waved and tapped the mike. A 
loud scree ch reverberated from the speake rs, and suddenly 
I had everyone's a ttention. 

"I'm sor ry to interrupt your night. In a few minutes , you 
will all re ceive a Facebook invi tation from Vanessa Moore , 
our Fall Queen. If you accept  the invitation, you will be 
directed to a Facebook page that contains several pictu res 
that seem to be of Vanessa and some posts allegedly by her 
hand. But the page is complete fiction. The pictures are 
Photoshopped, and the entries are made up." I paused ; the 
next words stuck in my throa t. " I  created the entire th ing." 

In the crowd, I saw Ruth ·s face s taring up a t  me in 



disbelief. The magnitude of my actions hit me, and my 
voice cracked. "I want to apologize to Vanessa and every­
one else named on the Facebook page. Even though I know 
none of you will ever be able to forgive me ." 

Before I handed the mike back to a stunned student 
council president, I glanced out at the crowd. There, at the 
center, I saw Missy, murderously furious that her plan had 
been thwarted. At her side stood a guy-a blond, good­
looking guy who had to be her date . A guy who had to be 
the shadowy Zeke from the flashes. 

Something about him seemed familiar, and not just 
from the visions I'd gotten about him. In the split second 
before I left the stage, I looked at little closer, and realized 
that he was the guy from the coffee shop. He noticed my 
stare, and smiled that str ange, bemused smile of his. As if 
he'd  expected me to be up there on that stage all along. 

I dropped the mike and ran. 



TWENTY- FIVE 

Over the next few days, darkness seeped into my soul. 

Maybe it came from the hatred of me I saw in my class­

mates' eyes and minds. When I returned from my three-day 

suspension for my Facebook prank, as it was dubbed by 

the administration, I 'd become the object of loathing for 

every student at Tillinghast Upper High School. My locker 

was vandalized, my homework destroyed before it reached 

the teachers' hands, my face spit upon. God forbid that I 

accidentally touched someone ; the abhorrence seared my 

fingertips. But I could speak not a word in my own defense: 

I conceded that right on the gym stage. 

Maybe the darkness came from the evil that I'd wit­

nessed in Missy's heart, or the blood I'd sampled from 

her via Piper. In the flash from her blood, I saw the desire 

for such unspeakable acts that I couldn't allow myself to 

revisit the images. It was like becoming a character in one 

of Hieronymus Bosch's paintings of hell .  
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I didn't know the source of the darkness. I knew only 

that the Good Samaritan compulsion all but disappeared 

the night of the dance. Looking back, I had no idea why I 

did what I did. Once I'd realized that I had the capacity to 

spare all those kids all that pain, I just had to take the fall. 

Was this part of who I was? It certainly didn't sound like 

the impulse of a vampire. But really, what did it solve, my 

taking the fall? Although it wouldn't have fixed anything to 

point the finger at Missy. 

Regardless, all that had vanished. I filled the void left in 

its wake with me and Michael. 

Ruth hadn't spoken to me since the dance, and I wasn't 

sure why. Since I was certain that she must know that I 

didn't create the Facebook page, I could only guess that she 

was furious that I'd ruined her dream night. I couldn't even 

tell her why. Whatever her reason, her abandonment of me 

made my own submission to the darkness easier. It was one 

less tie to my old self. 

The only ones who didn't detest me outright were Piper 

and Missy, who were uniform in their disbelief and confusion 

even though they were no longer in league as friends. Instead 

of hating me, they seemed to be frightened of me. And with 

my urge to act charitably gone, I certainly felt no impulse to 

reach out toward Piper and encourage her better nature. 

Only Michael stood by my side, even though part of 



him wished that, I'd tel l  the truth about Missy 's act. Only 
he understood what I had done and why. The knowledge 
brought us c loser. So close that there was no longer any 
room for anyone e lse. 

By day, Michae l and I strode down the Til linghast 
schoo l hal lways impervious to everyone but ourse lves; I 
fe lt powerful in a way I 'd never experienced . By night, we 
flew through the skies like gods. Like the vampires that I 
guessed we were. We surrendered to each other. And to 
the blood. 

" Come on," I urged Michael. Where he used to push me 
a long, I now dared him to follow me. The darkness had 
filled me with a reck lessness I'd never before experienced .  
I now acted with abandon-without concern for anyone 
other than Michae l. 

He d idn't move . 
" Come on," I said again . 
"Are you sure there's no one inside ?" Michae l didn't 

sound convinced. 
" Positive . I can 't sense anyone." Ever since I'd submitted 

to my powers, my ski lls had grown. I could scan a build­
ing or a room to discover how many people were present. 
With certainty, I knew the charming little townhouse, 
which dated from the eighteen hundreds, was empty. 



Without waiting for Michael's agreemen t, I slid open 
the third-floor window and flew inside . Narrowly missing 
a s tack of boxes, I landed hard on the rickety wooden floor. 
Ano ther thud ensued, and I knew Michael had followed. 
My eyes adjusted to the pitch -blackness and I saw a clear 
path to the a ttic s taircase. I took Michael's hand and led 
him downstairs . 

We 'd broken into Rose's, the nices t restauran t in town, 
the one that all the undergrads dragged their moms and 
dads to on paren ts' weekend. It was our two -mon th anni­
versary, and Michael wan ted to celebrate with a really 
special dinner even though my parents had grounded me 
indefinitely. He had scouted out the restaurant during the 
day to crys tallize his plan. 

After we go t to the ground floor, he direc ted me to a 
private room that  contained a table for two, as well as a 
fireplace, a few scattered club chairs, and a couch uphol­
s tered in ivory damask. He seat ed me in one of the chairs 
and lit the silver candelabras a t  the table's cen ter and on the 
man tel . After which he disappeared into the kitchen. 

Within a few minutes, Michael re turned bearing a large 
waiter's tray. Delicious aromas wafted from the silver­
l idded plates on top. W ith a flourish, h e  un fold ed a l in en 
napkin and laid it in my lap. Then he placed before me a 
vase brimming with the res taurant's signature variegated 



red roses. Finally, he brought the two plates to the table. In 

a grand gesture, he lifted the lids simultaneously, revealing 

lobster with asparagus and risotto, dishes that he'd ordered 

earlier that day. My favorite. 

Before he sat down, he knelt next to me and whispered 

in my ear, "Happy anniversary." We tucked into dinner, 

talking and laughing-even giggling-as if we were any 

normal couple. But all the while, we knew that it was only 

playacting. Michael and I were anything but normal. 

After we finished the last bites of a molten chocolate 

cake, I stood up and stretched out my hand to Michael. He 

rose, and I led him to the couch facing the fireplace. We 

hadn't dared light a fire-the chimney smoke would be a 

giveaway-but we had no need. We could see each other 

well enough in the dim candlelight; we were used to much 

less light. 

I lay down on the couch and motioned for him to 

join me. Lowering himself down, he molded his body to 

mine. Our lips rested up against each other, and for a long 

moment, we just breathed each other's breath. Through 

his breath, I experienced every aspect of his day as if [' d 

been with him the entire time. He did the same. We had 

no need for words. 

Then I kissed him. At first, the sensation was simple, 

pure pleasure. My lips, his lips, ·our lips, our tongues. In 



time, the bloodlust began to build, the same urge we first 
experienced at the fateful Fall Dance. But we no longer 
fought it. We yielded to its power. 

I ran my tongue along his teeth at the same moment he 
ran his tongue against mine. Tiny droplets emerged on the 
tips of our tongue, and our blood mingled. Intense waves 
of physical delight washed o ver us. Then, like a slow burn 
that becomes more intense o ver time, the images came. I 
saw Michael and myself with wide swaths of light at our 
backs and letters of light emblazoned on our chests. I saw 
us flying through places and times I could not identify or 
comprehend . I saw us battling and helping and fighting and 
saving. Much as I didn't understand who or what we were, 
I didn't comprehend many of the images ; indeed most of 
them seemed vaguely futuristic . Yet I reveled in them. 

The visions and the pleasure slowly receded. I lay in 
Michael's arms, peaceful and content ; we never discussed 
the images, and we rarely talked about our natures. But I 
knew that, from the instant I awoke until night fall of the 
next day, I would wait for this moment . I lived in-and 
for-it. As did Michael. We had become addicted to each 
other's blood. 



The next night, I stared at the clock. The hands seemed 

frozen at 1 1 : 50. I prayed and prayed for them to move. I 

desperately wanted that minute hand to hit the eleven and 

the twelve. Only then, only at midnight, could I rise from 

my bed and fly out to meet Michael. I didn't think I could 

hold off the craving- for Michael and the blood-a minute 

past twelve. 

My countdown had started as soon as I woke up that 

morning. Every day progressed that way now. As I got 

ready for school, as I sat in class, as I walked alone down 

the hallways trying hard to ignore the hateful stares, as I 

sat at dinner with my parents, 1 thought about my upcom­

ing night with Michael. Knowing that the sweet release 

was only hours away made the daytime misery of school 

bearable. 

The clock's hands finally joined at the twelve. Midnight. 

I wanted to leap from my bed, but instead I peeled back my 



q uilt q uietly, careful not to r ustle the sheets. After I low­
ered my feet to the floor , I st uffed the bed with a blanket 
and then tiptoed across the notorio usly creaky floorboards. 
I carefully modulated every step I took and every move I 
made to minimize noise ; I didn't want to risk awakening 
my sleeping parents. 

I made it across the floor to my window with only a 
modic um of so und. Then I paused to listen for any stirrings 
from my parents. The ho use was silent . 

Bit by bit , I opened the window. Even my gentle e fforts 
caused the ancient window sash to groan. I winced and 
forced myself to wait a moment before pushing it up the 
rest of the way. Part of me wondered why I cared so much 
abo ut my parents catching me . Most of the time I didn't, 
which was probably one reason I'd never mentioned to 
Michael that conversation between our parents that I had 
overheard. My powers had grown such that my mom and 
dad co uldn't stop me from meeting Michael, no matter 
what tactic they tried. Yet, I g uessed that enough of the old 
Ellie remained to make me protective of my parents. More 
speci fically, I g uessed that I wanted to protect them from 
me, from the vampire, or whatever it was, that I'd become . 

Kneeling on the window sear, I created an opening 
wide eno ugh to slip my body thro ugh . I planned on closing 
it once I made it into the nighttime air, as nothing would 
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awaken my parents quicker than a cold blast. I worked my 
head, arms, and torso through the aperture and was just 
about to slide my legs through when I felt a hard tug on 
my ankle. For a second, I thought that my leg had gotten 
tangled in one of the blankets folded on my window seat. I 
shook my leg a little, trying to loosen it from the blanket. 
But the grasp only tightened. 

I froze. The blanket felt distinctly like a hand. 
Part of  me wanted to just kick my leg loose and fly off, 

but I knew I couldn't. I had to face him or her. Or worse, 
I suspec ted, them. Terri fied, I slowly slid my body back 
through the window opening. I delayed sliding my head 
through until the very last second. 

Finally, I mustered up the courage to turn around. 
There my parents sat, looking oddly vulnerable in their 
pajamas. My dad settled on the window seat-his hands 
must have been the ones to pull at me-while my mom 
perched on my bed. Right on top of the blanket I'd stuffed 
it with, as a matter of fact. We stared at one another in 
complete silence. I didn't know what to say or do, and they 
didn't seem to either. 

"Just where do you think you are going, Ellspeth?" my 
dad asked, breaking t he silence . His tone sounded hurt, 
and he was using the formal "Ellspeth." 

"Nowhere," I whispered . 



" Does th is 'nowhe re' include meeting M ichael?" my 
mom asked. Her vo ice bore none of the soft, injured quali ­
t ies of my dad's. She was furious. 

" I  don't know what you're talk ing about." I sounded 
unconvincing, even to my own ea rs. 

" We may be t rusting, Ellspeth, but we' re not fools," 
she said. 

I didn't know how to respond. Obv iously I was t rying 
to sneak out, although I hoped they hadn't witnessed the 
fly ing pie ce. I had no idea what they knew o r  for how long 
they had been awa re of my no cturnal act iv it ies. Given that 
I had no des ire to educate them about the deta ils if they 
we re bliss fully unaware, I kept quiet. 

"Ellspeth, allow me to make clear to you what seems 
very apparent to your mother and me." My dad's tone 
sta rted to match my mom's-less hurt and more angry. 

"All right," I sa id. 
"We have g rounded you for that Facebook incident, 

which myst ifies your mothe r and me . But you st ill want to 
see M ichael. So you two thought you'd sneak out of your 
respe ctive houses late at night and rendezvous somewhere. 
Am I right?" 

I wondered whether I should just cop to my fathe r's t ale . 
After all, h is theo ry was p retty close to reality, and it was 
fa r  less damning than the full truth. Plus, I could feel the 
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need fo r Michael's blood pulsati ng through me. Maybe if 
I just  came clean, they would leave me a lo ne, a nd I could 
s ti ll meet Michael. Even now, Michael was my fo cus. 

As I co nside red my response, my mom i nterje cted, " Is 
Michae l wai ti ng for you out i n  the yard?" 

" No," I practica lly sh rieked. Michae l a nd I had pla nned 
o n  meeting i n  town. But I was late, a nd I could n't take the 
cha nce that  he 'd come to my house looking for me . A nd I 
absolute ly could n't risk my mom pee ring out the window 
fo r him, o nly to witness him f lying by i n  sear ch of me . 

"Do you admit that you made arrangements to meet 
him somewhe re ? Jus t no t here?" 

" Yes." 
My dad shook his head. "E llspeth, we a re so disappointed 

i n  you. This behavior is so uncharacte ris tic for the daugh ­
ter we've raised a nd loved." He looked ove r a t  my mo the r, 
who nodded i n  e ncouragement. " We can't help but thi nk 
tha t  Michae l is somehow i nfluencing your actio ns. For 
your own pro te ction, we have de cided to ban you from see ­
i ng Michael." 

" No ! " I cried out. 
" Yes, E llspe th." My dad's voice was unusually firm. " We 

wi ll do whatever i t  takes to keep you from seeing him." 
I could no t al low my parents to sepa ra te me from 

Michael. I no lo nger cared about bei ng a dutiful 
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daughter -all I cared about was M ichael and the blood . I 
felt myself gett ing fur ious, felt that expansion I first expe­
rienced when I lashed out at Missy. My words and my 
actions were no longer under my control. 

I stood up from the w indow seat, def iant in the face of 
their attempt at restraints. " You cannot stop me from see ­
ing him ." 

My mom rose and got right in my face. She looked the 
way I felt. "Oh, yes, we can." 

" You have no idea what I'm capable o f." 
"Ellspeth, I th ink your dad and I know exactly what you 

are capable of." 
Placing my hands on my h ips, I matched her expression 

and then smiled smugly at her. "Oh, really ? I don't th ink 
that's poss ible." I didn't wa it for her response ; I headed 
straight for the window. I had every intention of fly ing 
r ight out of it, into M ichael 's arms. I d idn't care if they saw. 
I needed to get to M ichael, and I would not let them con­
strain me. 

As I l ifted the sash once aga in, I heard her call out, " You 
th ink you're a vampire, don't you?" 



TWENTY-SEVEN 

I spun around and stared at my mom. Her eyes were so 
certain and knowing, yet contained no judgment of me and 
no incredul ity. She knew who I was, what I was .  I wanted 
more than anyth ing to ask her how she knew, but the 
words stalled on my lips . How could I ask an unthinkable 
question? 

Overwhelmed and confused, I fell back on the win­
dow seat . I must have looked as disoriented and woozy as 
I felt , because my parent s' hand s reached out to steady me. 
Through the m iasma of the moment, I heard my dad say, 
" It 's all right, dearest . We'll help you." 

"Help?" I asked with a laugh. How could they help 
me? Th is wasn't some high school problem to be solved 
with a pep talk and a pat on the back. It wasn't a dilemma 
that a few sessions wit h  the local psych iatrist could cure. 
No, my parents couldn't help me. No one could help me , 
not even M ichael . 
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I felt my dad's a rm slide a round my shoul de r  and pull 
me tight. " Woul d it help you to know that you 're not a 
vampi re? Woul d it help you to know that vampi res-as 
you think of them-don't really exist?" 

I didn't answe r. I coul dn't answe r. The whole setting 
an d conve rsation was becoming inc reasingly su rreal. Was 
I actually sitting here in my be droom at midnight talk­
ing with my pa rents about why I was not a vampi re? O r  
was I having one of those awful hype r-real nightma res in 
which you know you a re dreaming but you can't wake 
you rself up? 

My dad filled in the deafening silence. 'Tm going to tell 
you a sto ry, Ellie . It's from the Bible-from Genesis, to be 
exact-so we have to take it with a g rain o f  salt. But this 
pa rticula r sto ry contains a nugget of t ruth, a very relevant 
nugget of t ruth . So I want you to listen carefully, ve ry 
ca re fully." 

I '  cl g rown use d to my dad's ran dom quotations-even 
tole rated them-but I was in no moo d. Any way, a sto ry 
from Genesis was an o dd choice fo r my dad, who claime d 
he love d the messages and tales of the Bible , but couldn't 
stomach how o rgani ze d  religions used them . " You said you 
wanted to 'help' me, Dad. How is that supposed to h elp ?" 

'Just listen, Ellie ." It was an o rde r. Since he was typi­
cally mo re incline d towa rd polite requests, I no dde d. 



"In the beginning, for lack of a better term, God sent 
some of his spiritual intermediaries-we'll call them 
angels-to mankind . He wanted these angels to protect his 
newly formed humans, to teach them about His divinity, 
and to shepherd them to heaven upon their deaths . Instead, 
these angels became enchanted by mankind . They became 
enamored of their purity and innocence and, of course, 
their physical beauty. They were made in God 's image, 
a fter all . But most of all, the angels became entranced with 
mankind's thirst for knowledge, about their world and their 
origin . Because, you see, the angels knew the answers. 

"So, succumbing to their own pride in knowing the 
world's secrets, the angels began to teach human beings all 
they knew about the earth-the constellations, the signs 
of the ear th ,  sun , and moon, knowledge of the clouds, the 
working of metals, the use of coin, and the art of war.  In 
so doing , they fell in love with mankind. They even took 
human men and women as spouses and produced a unique 
race of half man and half angel . These beings were called 
Nephilim . 

" From afar, God watched the acts of these angels . And 
He was mad . These angels had taken His secrets and cor­
rupted His favorite cr eation, humankind . They had even 
dared to fall in love with His creation and made a new cre­
ation of their own . And what could be more audaciously 



Godlike and defiant than that? Creation was reserved for 
His hands a lone. 

"God decided that there was only one way to undo the 
damage caused by these angels. He had to wipe out the 
now corrupt humans and the ha lf-breed creations, leav­
ing only a select few pure humans. So he whipped up the 
flood ." 

My dad said this last word as if it deserved a capital 'F ' 
and as if I knew what he meant. Which I didn't . 

So I asked, "The flood ?" 
" Noah's flood," he said irritably, as if CN N had just 

reported the deluge . Then he launched back into his story. 
"Anyway, even though He a llowed these wayward 

ange ls to live, God had no intention of letting them go 
unpunished . He cast them out of heaven permanently and 
ordered them to remain on earth. To torment them in 
the ir new earth -bound e xistence, He le ft them with their 
immorta lity and their ethereal skills as a reminder of al l 
they'd  lost . E xcept He took away the ir ability to procreate 
with humans, of course. 

"Many of these angels were furious with God's command, 
and decided to reta liate. They embraced their new 'fallen' 
·status, and made concerted efforts to turn the remainders 
of God's pet creation-humankind-away from His light 
and toward their own refracted i lluminat ion. These fallen 



angels taught humans to worship earthly glamours that 
they could control and manipulate. In time, humans began 
to think that the ideals of these angels-even the angels 
themselves-were divine. Humankind no longer truly 
feared and worshipped God. Humans worshipped the idols 
fashioned by these angels-commerce and technology and 
consumerism and warfare and themselves, of course. And, 
in turn, the fallen ones captured-sucked away, if you will­
humankind 's souls. 

" But a few of these fallen angels realized their hor­
rible mistake. They decided to try and work their way 
back into God's grace by living quietly among humans 
and redirecting man toward His light. This small group 
assessed the damage that had been done to the earth and 
humankind by the other fallen ones, and fashioned a plan 
of redemption. Certain angels decided to address the cor­
ruption of the financial sector , others dealt with the rise 
of materialism, and so on-and you can see the fruits of 
their labors these days in the news . In addition, every 
angel in this group, the good group, tried to utilize the ir 
natural talents to guide humankind to God at the cri ti­
cal moment-the instant of their deaths. So using their 
gifts-their powerful sense of an individual's psyche 
which they der ived from touch or blood, their height­
ened powers of persuasion, and their ability to fly-they 



reac hed out to as many dy ing humans as they could." 
I froze. My dad cont inued talking about these angels, 

but h is vo ice receded. I could hea r only a cons tant replay 
of h is desc ript ion of the angels' ab ili ties. Thei r skills were 
m ine. Was that what  I was ? A k ind of an angel ? Fo r some 
reason, the concept seemed even mo re fo reign t han being 
a vamp ire. Mo re impudent. 

"Gifts?" I inter rup ted. I needed to bette r understand 
who o r  what I was. 

" In the beginning, all of t hese angels we re g iven ce rta in 
ab il it ie s  to assist t hem in the ir wo rk of shephe rd ing soul s to 
God 's lig ht. They we re endowed wit h  the gift of fl ig ht ,  so 
they could quickly reach the s ides of dy ing humans to help 
them before it was too late. The angels were able to see into 
humans ' minds and hea rts, so they could understand how 
they m ight ass ist the humans in shedd ing the ir worldly 
care s and choosing a highe r plane . T hey gained th is insig ht 
by touch ing the human o r-mo re power fully-by tas t­
ing the ir blood, the ir l ife fo rce. And t he angels bo re st rong 
powe rs of pe rsuasion, to bette r influence the humans' final 
dec is ions . The angels we re supposed to use these g ifts for 
thei r intended purposes only-to guide souls to God." 

A though t occurred to me. What if you d idn't use your 
powers for the ir intended objec tives, for good ? What if you 
s ta rted us ing t hem only fo r  your own sel fish purpo ses, l ike 



I h ad with Mich a_el l at ely ?  Could th at explain why I'd fe lt so 
d ark recently ? Why I'd sort of lost th at compulsion to he lp 
others ? Al l these questions assumed th at I was an ange l, of 
course. I asked my d ad, " Wh at if ange ls used their gifts for 
their own purposes ?" 

My d ad p aused before answering. I could te ll my ques­
tion kind of disturbed him . "Th at is precise ly wh at these 
ange ls did at first, when they were sent to guard m an­
kind. After al l, even angels h ave free wi ll, the c ap acity to 
choose d arkness over light. Th at is why they were c ast out. 
Once these angels were cast o ut and be came fallen , they 
fu l ly submitted their powers into the service of their own 
desires. Then the d arkness-the urge to serve self ·r ather 
th an something higher-took ho ld. And th at hold was ­
is-very, very h ard to bre ak, ne ar ly like an addiction." 

Before continuing, he sort of shivered. Then he pulled 
himself together and s aid , " Over the centuries, people in 
every culture , every society, beg an to t ake notice of these 
ange ls-especi ally the fa llen ange ls trying for redemption . 
Remember, these angels striving for s alvation were trying 
to bring souls to God at the moment of de ath. People occa­
sion ally s aw them in th at inst ant, and attributed to them 
the deaths they witnessed. People started to fe ar these 
angels .  Who could b lame them ? Sometimes, the people 
watched the beings draw c lose to the dying and whisper in 
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their ear s. O ther times, they saw the creatures touch their 
loved ones as they took their la st breath s. And in rare occa­
sion s, they observed an exchange of blood between the 
dying human and the being. Of course, the people believed 
that  the beings were causing the deaths- rathe r than facili­
tating the afterlife journey s of their loved ones. People 
created entire legend s around the se beings. The my th s  di f­
fered from cul ture to cul ture, from age to age. But the core 
alway s remained the same, and it gave birth to the legend . 
The legend of the vampire. 

"And you can see how that legend wa s no t too far o ff  
the mark with cer tain of the fallen angel s, the ones who 
continued to serve themselve s and reject the light. For they 
u s·ed their gi ft s to suck away human s' soul s and create a 
civilization that worshipped them, instead of God." 

My dad pau sed, and in the quie t, I couldn 't help but think 
that  thi s la st bit sounded a lot like the musing s of Professor 
Mc Ma ster. Since when was my biologist dad a vampire 
scholar ? Or a biblical scholar, for that matter ? I looked over 
at him and no ticed that, during the cour se of his long talk, 
hi s hand some face had grown craggy. He suddenly looked 
so sad and so old that I couldn't possibly challenge him. 

He reached out to caress my cheek. " So my lovely daugh­
ter, you canno t po ssibly be a vampire, becau se there are no 
vampires .  Only fallen angel s. Good and bad ." 



"Ho w  do you �now all this?" I finally asked, one a mong 
the many questions I' d a massed. 

Befo re answering, he looked o ve r  at my mo m, 
who' d re maine d still and silent during the whole of his 
monologue. She no dde d  her head once, and he turne d 
back to me . 

"Because humans once called me and your mother 
vampires." 



TWENTY-EIGHT 

No way. My pa ren ts we re pe rfec tly normal , perfec tly ter­
res trial. No way were they angels, o r  vampires, o r  any th ing 
els e  that whi ffed of th e o therworld. The v er y  notion of my 
mom and dad as unea rthly beings was ridiculous. 

In fac t, all of this suddenly fel t laughable . I t  was too 
much, and I could feel the hys te ria bubbling up in me . Tea rs 
streamed down my face . My s tomach ached from the fo rce 
of my laughte r. When I realized that  my pa ren ts weren' t 
joining in, the hilarity subsided a li ttle bit. But then I looked 
o ve r  a t  them, somber and respec table and silent in thei r 
flannel nightgown and p ajamas and robes, and the whole 
concep t of them flying and divining thoughts seemed so 
hys terically ridiculous that  the laughte r  took hold again. 

Finally, I calmed down enough to ask, " You two ? 
Angels ?"  

" Yes," my dad said quietly. Almos t apologetically . 
" So, we're like a family of angels ? Are you two the good 



kind or the fallen _ones?" I said with a giggle. 
" We were fallen . But now we are trying to redeem our ­

selves," my dad solemnly answered my not-so-serious 
question. 

"Come on." l don't know why I was hav ing such a hard 
time buying their claims , when I'd thought of myself as a 
vampire for some time. Except that they were my parents, 
and parents were supposed to be ordinary and respectable. 
Especially mine , who were boring academics. 

But the more I thought about it, the less ridiculous it 
seemed. My parent s were uncommonly beautiful ; people 
always commented on it. They carried themselves with an 
unusual grace and calmness , excepting their reactions to 
my most recent behavior , of course. They dedicated them­
selves to teaching others how to protect the environment 
while still feeding the multitudes. They were the only peo­
ple whose touch did not give me a single flash. And they 
were my parents, the ones who'd created me. If I was some 
kind of supernatural being, why not them? Lately, crazier 
things had happened. 

The thought sobered me up-although I wasn't quite 
ready to buy the entir e notion. 

My mom shot my dad a look, and he left the room. My 
mom and I sat there in an uncomfortable silence as we lis­
tened to Dad's slippers c lo p  up and down the attic stairs. 



He returned bearing a small wooden box covered in metal 
designs , k ind of like the tin-impr inted, wooden trunks 
Irish immigrants brought over with them on the ships a 
couple of centuries ago. 

Reaching into her nightgown, my mom pulled out a 
long gold chain made up of open, c ircular links. I knew 
that there was a plain, heavy oval pendant , also gold , on 
the chain too .  As a child , I'd loved to play with it, running it 
up and down the chain unt il my mother t ired of my game 
and admonished me to be careful with it . Over the years, 
I'd grown to see it as my mom 's one vanity, her one decora ­
tion in a wardrobe of s imple , funct ional clothes . But I was 
wrong. 

She twisted the pendant , and it popped open unexpect­
edly. The little mot ion made me jump; I never knew that 
the pendant was a locket . Then she reached inside , pulled 
out a small key, and handed it to my dad . 

He slid the key into the box 's lock and opened it with 
one deft turn. Moving slowly and carefully, he thumbed 
through the items inside and removed a yellowed enve­
lope . He placed it in my hands. 

The envelope was sealed. Working my finger under the 
one loose corner , I looked up at my dad for confirmation 
that I could open it . He nodded . Gingerly, I loosened the 
flap on the back and peered ins ide. A stack of what looked 



like photographs �ested within. 
I slid them out . They were indeed photographs, all 

of varying vintages. Some were fairly recent-black and 
whites from the nineteen forties maybe-and some were so 
old that they were printed in sepia . F lipping through them 
quickly at first , I thought they were postcards because they 
depicted so many e xotic locations. They sho wed the pyra­
mids of Giza in the late eighteen hundreds, the Great Wa ll 
of China in the early nineteen hundreds, even the Empire 
State Building under construction, with an attractive cou­
ple in the foreground . 

As I examined the pictures more closely, they appeared 
too amateurish and informal for postcards. The lighting 
and focus were often blurry, and the centering sometimes 
seemed a bit off. The more I studied them the more they 
looked like snapshots of different couples on their holidays. 
Why were my parents giving me these? Particularly no w. 

As if reading my thoughts, my dad said softly, "Look 
closely." 

I stared at the pictures, willing them to make some sort 
of sense. Then I recal led that the coup le was identical in 
every photo . Different hairstyles, different clothes, but oth­
er wise the same coup le looking precisely the same for a 
span of nearly one hundred and fi fty years. Only then did I 



real ize that I knew them : they were my parents. 
"Oh, so  this is supp osed t o  be y our proof of immortality, 

I take it?" I asked . My skepticism had returned. 
"You think these are fake?" my m om said. She s ounded 

stunned and a little hurt. 
"Anyth ing can be Phot oshopped, Mom." 
"Y ou thi nk we prepared these so  that we could make 

up an elab orate l ie ab out be ing angels?" She m oved past 
stunned and on t o  fur ious . "And h ow d o  y ou expla in y our 
l ittle flying sessions?" 

When she put it that way . .. The cra zy thing was my 
parents were the m ost practical, d own-to-earth pe ople I 
knew. Or th ought I knew, anyway. I scrutin ized the phot o­
graphs aga in . There, am ong the p ictures of all the far -flung 
dest inat ions was one small ish ph ot o  of my parents in 
period garb staring at each other. The j oy ous expressions 
on th eir faces caught my ey e, and I t ook a closer look. 
They were seated before the white-washed church on the 
T ill inghast town green, a fam il iar enough setting . Except 
that the church was the only structure in s ight ; none of the 
other storefr onts and h omes that surr ounded it had been 
built yet . 

I held up the picture. "Th is is Till inghast?" 
My dad drew cl ose to the photo, and smiled at the 



memo ry it evoke �. "Yes, that is Tillinghas t in the late eigh­
teen hund reds." He handed it to my mom . "Remember, 
Hannah?" 

She smiled back a t  him . " Yes, we were so happy here, 
despite all troubles." 

"What troubles?" I asked. 
The g rin disappea red from he r face . "Like many New 

England towns in the eighteenth and nineteenth centu ries, 
Tillinghas t su ffered from several outbreaks of tuberculosis 
and consump tion. Some of us who were a ttempting to find 
a path toward redemp tion visited here in the early days and 
t ried to bring the many dying ove r to God . Unfo rtunately, 
these e ffo rts were witnessed by a few Tillinghas t towns­
men and mis taken as the wo rk of vampires, as your father 
described ." The smile resu rfaced . " S till, we loved it he re. 
That's why we came back-when you ar rived." 

I sta red up at my parents, seeing them as if for the ve ry 
firs t  time. Suddenly, wi thou t warning, I believed them. 

"You two a re angels. Fallen angels, to be exact." I didn' t 
intend i t  to be a ques tion, but a s ta tement. "The good kind ." 

" Yes," they answe red in unison. 
" So you can fly and read people's thoughts? By touch or 

blood?" 
"We could," my mom answe red, alone this time. 



"What do you mean? I thought you said that a ng els 
could do all that stuff." 

"Th ey ca n. But we can no long er do those thi ngs. For 
the most part," my mom said. 

"Why not?" 
"That part is not really important. We chose a differ ent 

path." 
"What path is that?" 
"Part of our path is to t each p eople ways to care for this 

earth so it can b e  sav ed." 
I nodded. "What 's the other p art of your 'p ath' ? "  
"To watch over you," my mom said. 
"Me?" 
"Yes ,  you." 
What was so sp ecial about m e  that two ang els need ed to 

k eep a n  ey e o n  me? Th en it dawned o n  me. A ng els weren't 
supposed to b e  able to procreate, but my parents obviously 
'procreated' me. "Is it because you were abl e to have a child, 
ev en though God-or whoever-banned the a ng els from 
conceivi ng?" 

"Som ething lik e that, d ear est. W e  hav e always f elt 
bl essed to care for you," my dad said. 

"So I'm a fallen a ng el? Like you two?" Just saying those 
words aloud, alig ning myself with them, mad e me  feel 
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ligh ter . Less alon �. I was shedding the weigh ty, dark secre t 
I'd been keeping-and living-for the past couple of months. 

"Not exac tly, Ellie . You are somewhat different from the 
res t of us, either those tha t  keep to the darkness or those 
tha t  chose the light." 

" But I can do all the things that you described- the fly -
ing, the reading of people's thoughts ." 

" We know. Now." 
" What am I ?" 
My mom stepped in. " We canno t tell you jus t yet . It isn' t 

time. But we will. Please trus t us." 
My dad reached over and touched my cheek . "Maybe i t's 

better for you to get some res t, dearest . We can talk more 
tomorrow and answer some of your ques tions . At dinner." 

Sleep ? Who could sleep with all this revelation ? The 
very suggestion made me mad. They wan ted me to sleep 
on a secre t they'd kept from me for six teen years . A major, 
m ajor secre t. I needed answers about my nature, my pow­
ers, and my immor tali ty-for God's sake. And I needed 
them now. 

" No way .  There is no way you're going to spring all this 
on me, and then expec t me to go to sleep ." I was as angry at 
my parents as I' d ever been . 

"We know that you are angry, dearest . It is perfectly 
unders tandable under the circumstances. But there's time 



enough for your questions when you've slept," my dad said. 

His voice had a curious, singsong quality to it. 

I started to object, when all of a sudden, sleep really did 

seem like the most logical suggestion in the world. My dad 

took me by the hand and brought me to my bedside. My 

mom pulled back the quilt and motioned for me to slide 

into the sheets. I had no choice but to follow them like an 

obedient child. Even though a tiny voice in my head won­

dered whether they still had some of those angelic powers 

of persuasion and were using them on me. 

Snuggling down into my covers, I looked up at my par­

ents. My mom cast upon me a smile that could only be 

described as beatific, like some Madonna. Or maybe I was 

just seeing angels and saints everywhere. 

The last words I remembered hearing before I drifted off 

into a deep sleep came from my mom. She said, "Ellspeth, 

try to shroud-in your mind-what you've learned tonight 

from Michael." 

The last thought I remembered thinking before I drifted 

off into that deep sleep was that it took a curiously long 

time for them to mention Michael. Especially since he and 

I were the same. 



TWENTY-NINE 

Michael was waiting for me at s chool the next mor ning . 
"Where were you last night? I was so worried about 

you," he said before I could even get my locker door open. 
I quickly s ca nned the hall to make sure no o ne was 

listening. Fortunately everyone looked just as rushed as I 
was; I was seriously late for Miss Taunto n's class. " My par­
ents caught me," I whispered . 

"Caught you?" Inexplicably, he seemed confused. 
"Caught me tryi ng to s neak out." 
A look of horror crossed his face. "They didn't see you-" 
I knew he was about to say " f lyi ng," so I cut him o ff.  

"No, they did n't see me do that ." The words were te ch­
nically true-if not accurate . My parents k new about my 
flyi ng; they just did n't wit ness it last night. Why did n't I 
tell him? 

I wo ndered why I felt uncertain. I'd woken up confused 
about what my pare nts had told me, and mad that they 'd 



kept such secrets from me. But at the same time , I retained 
that sense of lightness I first expe rienced when they to ld 
me, at the thought I might be part of something better and 
bigger than myself. That hopeful sensation stayed with me 
as I got ready for  school and drove in with my mom-e ven 
when she fended off my re lent less questions with assur­
ances that we 'd ta lk late r and even when I started to get 
ang ry at her withholding exp lanations. A ll mo rning, I 
could ba re ly contain my excitement to tel l Michael what 
I'd learned about my identity, our identities. Despite my 
promises to my pa rents to the cont ra ry. 

Yet now that the opportunity was at hand, I wave red . 
There was something different, e ven o ff-putting, in 
Michael's manner-something I couldn't quite desc ribe­
that made me hesitate. And I hadn't hesitated with him for 
a long time. 

" Thank God for that," he said . 
" Thank God ." I smi led a litt le; the phrase had taken on 

new meaning. 
He took me by the hand and asked, " Do you think you'd 

be able to get away after school today? I know it's tough 
with your grounding and a ll ,  but something happened last 
night . I want to te ll you about it ." 

"I don't know, Michael. The grounding isn 't my on ly 
prob lem. A fte r  my pa rents caught me t rying to sneak 



out last night, they speci fically told me I couldn't see you 
anymore." 

He withdrew his hand. " Me ?  Why ?" 
"They guessed that I was going to meet you. Not that I 

admitted it." 
"Great," he said sarcastically. "Now we' ll only be able to 

see each other during the supervised school hours of eight 
thirty to three thirty and af ter midnight . Assuming your 
parents don't  camp out in your bedroom." 

"Assuming they don't camp out in my bedroom," I 
repeated, sadly. Although, given what I knew they knew, 
I was pretty certain that's just about what they'd be doing. 

Michael grabbed my hand again and pul led me away 
from the throngs of students racing to class. He led me 
down a dark corridor that led to the empty auditorium. 
Backing me up into a niche holding a set of double doors, 
he breathed into my neck. "Ellie, I won't be able to stay 
away from you at night. One night was hard enough. Say 
you' ll meet me at Ransom Beach af ter school." 

All morning, I'd experienced a sense of lightness, like 
the black fog in which I 'd been living had lifted. But now, 
with Michael so close, I felt the bloodlust again, along with 
the intoxication of the darkness . And I knew I'd find a way 
to meet him after school. 

I made it into Miss Taunton's c lassroom just before the 



bell finished ringing. Weaving down the crowded aisle to 
my seat in the back, I tried to ignore the hateful stares of 
my classmates . In fact, I tried so hard to ignore them that 
I tripped on a foot that had been outstretched for that very 
purpose . I pretended not to hear to delighted giggles­
among them , Miss Taunton's-as I picked myself off the 
floor and dusted o ff  my pants . 

Settling into my seat, I rifled through my bag for the 
paper due on Edith Wharton. The text icon on my cell 
flashed, a rarity. With my hands still in my bag, I clicked 
on it. To my surprise, it was from Ruth. Are u ok? she asked. 

That text was the first time she' cl communicated with 
me since the night of the dance. Immediately, I texted back. 
Fine. Used to it. Thx for asking. 

Want to meet for coffee after school? she responded. 
I raced to answer her. Yes! Just yesterday, if she 'd asked 

me to coffee, I wouldn't have cared. The darkne ss' s hold 
had been that firm. But now that a sliver of light had poked 
through the clouds, I felt excitement at reconnecting with 
Ruth . Plus, I had another reas�n to be thrilled: I had my 
way to meet Michael . 

I negotiated with my mom for a limited-very limited ­
exemption from my grounding, a negotiation that required 
I pass my cell to Ruth for her confirmation that we would 



\ .  ' , .\  

be making a quic)< stop for coffee and that she'd bring me 

directly home. On the car ride to the Daily Grind, we didn't 

broach the rift between us. Instead, we talked about our 

classes and the heaping piles of homework. I waited until 

we sat side by side in our two favorite club chairs, with 

steaming coffees in our hands. 

"Ruth, I'm really sorry about ruining the dance for you 

and Jamie." 

"It's all right, Ellie. I was furious when it first happened. I 

mean, I knew that you hadn't actually set up that Facebook 

page. I knew that Piper and Missy must have done that. But 

why on earth did you race up to that stage and take credit 

for such a hateful thing? It seemed so pointless and . . .  out 

of character. And, of course, it totally ruined our night. But 

I'm not mad about it anymore. I haven't been mad about 

that for a while." 

I didn't want to ask the logical next question, but I had 

no choice. "What have you been mad about?" 

"The way you've changed." 

"What do you mean?"  Again, the question had to be 

asked. 

"Since the night of the dance, you've become distant 

and cold. You've been walking around like you're in a dif 

ferent world. I understand that you had to put up some 

kind of barrier to deal with the anger of the other kids, but 



with me ? Especially when I tried so hard to break through 
to you." 

Now that perplexed me . I knew that I hadn't  much cared 
about anyone but Michael, but I honestly didn't  recall any 
special e ffor ts on Ruth's part to break through my barrier. 
Tm sorry, Ruth. I don't know what  you're talking about." 

" You really don't remember me trying to talk to you 
a fter English ? Or walking with you to the school assem­
bly ?" She sounded baffled . 

I shook my head ; I had no recollection of such things. 
Then, for the firs t time since al l the madness, I touched 
her hand . In a rush, I watched the pas t few weeks through 
Ruth 's eyes. I witnessed my rejection of her overtures, felt 
the sadness and loneliness that  overcame her with each 
rebuffed approach, and experienced her nigh tly tears . I 
could tell that  there was more, but Ruth quickly withdrew 
her hand . 

I star ted sobbing . "Ruth, I am so sorry. I-" 
She interrupted with a hug. "Ellie, I know you're going 

through something di fficult, something obviously I can't 
unders tand. Let's talk about it when you've calmed down, 
okay?" 

S q uee zing me tighter , she said excitedly , " Can I tell you 
all about me and Jamie instead ?" 

We spent the nex t  half hour chatting like nothing bad 



had tra nspired between us. I heard a ll about her buddi ng 
roma nce, and I loved watching the happi ness i n  her face . It 
made me wish that I was normal, that Michael a nd I could 
ha ng out with my best friend a nd her new boy friend like 
ordinary tee nagers. 

Ruth glanced at her watch a nd jumped up . She'd made 
pla ns to meet Jamie at the library, but would drive me 
home first. 

"Ruth, I have a favor to ask, but I'm hesitant after every­
thi ng I've put you through ." 

"E lli e, you ar e st ill my closest friend .  I 'll always b e  happy 
to help you. You k now that." 

" It will require that you disobey my mom's specific 
request to bring me home after co ffee." 

"All right," she said hesita ntly. 
"Would you mind dropping me at Ransom Beach whe n  

we leave? A nd not telli ng my parents i f  it ever comes up?" 



TH IRTY 

Ransom Beach looked more isolated and less welcoming 
than I remembered. The craggy cliffs seemed to drop more 
precipitously into the white -capped ocean , and there was 
not a soul in sight, it being late fall. From the inside of the 
car, Ruth and I could tell that the beach was colder and 
windier than town. We could even hear the loud cry of the 
seagulls through the closed car windows , and they sounded 
lonely, rather than the normal friendly harbinger of sum ­
mer. The whole scenario made Ruth visibly uncomfortable. 

"What are you guys doing out here?" she asked 
skepticall y. 

"We just like to walk along the beach ," I lied . I felt a 
little bad about it, but being with Michael was more impor ­
tant than not telling a white lie. 

"In thi s weather ?" Ruth wasn't buying it. 
Before answering, I hung my head down . I didn't think 

I could tell her yet another lie while looking her in the face . 
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" It 's the o ne place. we ca n really be alone to talk. "  
I could tell Ruth did n't believe me, but she was n't going 

to challenge me a ny further. Still, she refused to let me out 
of the car until Michael appeared. We spent several long 
mi nutes maki ng small talk while she looked at the ca r 
clock-she did n't want to keep Jamie waiti ng, I could tell­
and I scanned the otherwise empty road for Michael 's car. 
When he finally a rrived, we both let out a sigh of relief. 

She was reluctant to go. "Are you sure you'll be all right, 
Ellie?" 

I smiled assured ly. "Of course, Ruth." 
" It doesn't seem pa rticularly safe out here . . .  ," she said. 
'Tll be with Michael." 
" Okay. But don't be a fraid to call if you need me." She 

paused , then added with a smile , "And please go home 
within the hour like we promised your mom. I do n't want 
her mad at me. She ca n be scary." 

I gave her a hug-thankful for the ride and the bridge back 
toward friendship-and hopped out of the car. Immediately, 
I was g rateful she had n't let me out sooner. The salty ai r was 
bracing a nd strong, practically slappi ng me i n  the face with 
its cold dampness . If I was n't so confident in  my flying skills, 
I might have clung to the road instead of bravi ng the cliffside 
path nearest to Michael 's car. 

Ruth was still waiting, so I raced over to his car. Wavi ng 



good-bye, I opened the door and slid i n. Straightaway, 
Michael pulled me toward him, a nd over the gearshift, he 
kissed me. I'd been  feeling guilty about deceivi ng my par­
e nts a nd using Ruth to help me, but his lips and his ha nds 
wiped all that guilt away. I needed to be with him. 

"So where are we going ?  In a n  hour, I have to be home ." 
"Actually, I thought we might stay here , down i n  the 

cove." He smiled . " It's where we had o ne of our first dates, 
after all." 

I laughed. "You' re calling that a date now?" 
He laughed too. "So a re you game ? Or is it too cold 

for you?"  
I could tell he was da ring me . After all these weeks 

where I taunted him a nd pushed him, he was turning the 
tables back o n  me . I had to rise to the occasion. " It depends 
o n  how we 're getti ng down there," I a nswered co quettishly. 

"J think it might be the right conditions for an after noon 
flight." 

We'd never flown i n  daylight before. It was too risky. 
But if ever a safe time a nd place existed for the gamble, 
Ra nsom Beach i n  late fall was it . " Let's go," I said. 

Checking to make sure Ruth was gone, we got out 
of the car a nd walked over to the edge of the cliff For a 
mome nt, that first, terrify ing experience of watching 
Michael jump from the very spot- not knowi ng that he 
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could fly-revisited me. I felt a little dizzy at the intensity 
of the memory, and I stopped to steady myself . 

"You haven't become afraid of heights overnight, have 
you?" Michael asked , teasing me again. 

I s quared my shoulders and looked down the sixty-foot 
drop. " Of course not." Just to prove my point, I grabbed his 
hand and dove. 

Flying during the day was different. All the shapes and 
sounds and smells we normally guessed at were clearly 
discernible. All the hidden dangers were made apparent. 
Day light made the experience more exciting and more 
frightening-simultaneously. By the time we landed on 
the sand, I wanted more. 

But Michael declined my invitation for another flight. 
He wanted to stay in the cove . Its protective boulders made 
the temperature sur prisingly warm, and Michael's arms 
made it even warmer. So instead , we stood for a long min ­
ute in our sheltered s pot , holding each other and staring 
out at the rough sea. 

"There's something I want to tell you-need to tell 
you-about last night," he whispered softly in my ear. 

He had mentioned this earlier. But, in the chaos of the 
day, I hadn 't given it much thought. Particularly since I had 
my own news that I 'd decided to share with him. 



"There's something I need to tell you, too ," I said. 
"I think I should go first," he persisted . 
"All right ." I suddenly felt uneasy and sick , like he was 

about to confess that he'd hooked up with another girl last 
night. 

Michael took a deep breath and opened hi s lips to speak, 
when-over Michael's shoulders- I saw another person 
amble down the beach in our direction. A man. He wore 
jeans and a fleece, but he was barefoot and had his shoes 
slung casually over his shoulder as if going for a beach stroll 
on a beautiful summer day. What was he doing out here? 

I placed my finger on Michael's lips and said , "Wait. 
Someone's coming." 

He craned his neck to see who it was. Spinning back to 
face me, he clutched me tighter-as if he was worried I'd 
fly away-and said, "It's okay, Ellie. He's here to meet us. 
He is what I wanted to tell you about." 

Even though Michael's words registered in my head and 
he intended them to be a comfort , I couldn't stop staring 
warily at the man as he came closer and his face became 
more distinct. The blond hair, the blue eyes , the handsome, 
chiseled features- I knew I'd seen him before. 

He was the guy in the coffee shop several weeks ago, 
the one [' d bumped into. The one that Ruth couldn't take 



her eyes o ff of.  The guy who stood by  Missy's s ide at the 
Fall Da nce, a nd the one I saw in shadows i n  flashes . He 
was Zeke . 

What o n  earth was he do ing out here? Meet ing us ? 
The guy not iced m y  gaze, a nd sm iled that creep y, d is­

concerting sm ile . A nd I got reall y, rea ll y  scared. 
The urge to escape became irrepress ible. I felt m y  shoul­

der blades start to l ift a nd expa nd, just l ike they d id before 
flyi ng, though now the motio n was involu ntar y. M ichael 
must have sensed it, because h is gr ip t ightened. Tr ying 
to wre nch out of his grasp, I dug m y  nails i nto his arms. 
" M ichael, what's going o n?" 

"Ell ie, h is name is Ezek iel. A nd he's go ing to tell us 
who we are ." 



TH I RTY-ONE 

" Who are you?" I asked this "Ezekiel," as I t ried to shake 
off Michael. Why was Michael holding me in a vise grip so 
I could listen to this guy? 

"Ellspeth, allow me to introduce mysel f. My name is 
Ezekiel. It is a pleasure to finally meet you, although I apol­
ogize for the circumstances ." Zeke-or Ezekiel-said, as i f  
we were being int roduced over high tea at Ba r Ha rbor's fin­
est hotel rather than on a deserted beach on a freezing cold 
evening while my boy friend held me down. All the while, 
he kept that strange smile pasted on his face . 

" Where's your friend , Missy?" I asked, as I st ruggled to 
free mysel f from Michael . 

" I  am sorry for my unfortunate association with your 
classmate Missy. I entered into that relationship with the 
hop es i t  might provide me with an easy i ntroduction to you 
and Michael . Sadly, that was not to be the case. But I stayed 
with her becaus e I saw she could serve other purposes." His 



lang uage had a forma l, almost antiq uated, feel to it. 
S uddenly I understood why Missy had been so friendly 

to me at the beginning of school . It was an effort by this 
Ezekie l to get to us through her. And I thought I knew 
what he meant by the "other p urposes" that Missy served. 

"Did yo u put Missy up to the Facebook st unt ?" I asked, 
having seen him in those f1ashes. Not that he'd know about 
them, of co urse . 

"Yo u  showed yo urself to be q uite the savior in that 
incident, Ellspeth . And yo u showed me q uite a lot about 
yourself in the process." 

"Yo u didn't answer my q uestion. Did you orchestrate 
that whole sickening thing?" 

He sighed, as if disappointed by the inq uiry. "No, 
Ellspeth. I did not force Missy to perpetrate the Facebook 
st unt, as you have called it . Missy did not act outside her 
own nature and she d id not ac t at my behest . I will admit 
to fostering her nat ure and her Facebook plan as the inci­
dent a fforded me an important insight. .. . It allowed me to 
see how yo u would behave when faced with a tr uly soul­
less act . And I saw that, while yo u were willing to sacrifice 
yourself to protect the potential victims of Missy's game . 
yo u were not immune to the lure of the darkness that ema­
nated from it." Ezekiel smiled , evidently pleased by his 
remote handiwork and my reaction to his test. "But you 
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should know that  I was no puppe teer of Missy, Ellspeth. 
You must have seen that she ac ted of her own accord-in 
your visions." 

Like ice, my blood froze in my veins. "How did you 
know about those?" 

" I  know what  you are and what  you can do. Therefore, I 
assume you saw how her plan unfolded, Ellspeth." 

Michael finally spoke. "Ellie, lis ten to what  Ezekiel jus t 
said. He knows what  we are and what  we can do. He can 
help us unders tand who we are." Was this the reason that  
Michael was ac ting so deferen tially toward this Ezekiel? 
Even if Michael believed that  Ezekiel had the answers, i t  
was no excuse for his iron grip, for his betrayal of me . 

Ezekiel interjec ted, his tone s till becalming. " I t is quite 
all righ t, Michael. I think you bes t release Ellspeth from 
your embrace." 

As if obeying a command, Michael's arms slackened. 
I faced Ezekiel alone, thoroughly exposed to his fear ­
someness. 

Ezekiel spoke to Michael, but s tared direc tly a t  me. 
"Ellspeth's reac tion is perfec tly unders tandable. She does 
no t know who I am. She does no t even know who she is. 
Ye t. But I am very much looking forward to sharing with 
her the uniqueness of her-" 

" I  don' t need you to tell me who I am." I t  was my turn to 



interject. Thanks -to my parents, I had some understanding 
of my identity. Some . 

"Ellie, please ," Michael begged me-to listen and defer. 
I felt like I didn't even know Michael. He seemed almost 
drugged by the very presence of this Ezekiel. 

I spun around toward him. Drugged or not, how dare 
he? "Why should I? You've dragged me to Ransom Beach 
under false pretenses-once again. I have no reason to 
trust you, or him." I was so thankful that I hadn't shared 
my parents ' secrets with him. 

Michael started to stammer out another objection, but 
Ezekiel interrupted. " Michael, of course Ellspeth is mis ­
trustful. Once she learns everything that you have learned, 
she will undoubtedly relinquish her suspicions. She will 
come to understand-as you have-that I am only here to 
help you both." 

Even though my instincts told me to flee , I knew I 
would stay. I wanted to hear Ezekiel's explanation of my 
"uniqueness," to compare it with the story my parents had 
told me . So I stood firm in the face of his devouring gaze, 
and waited. I would listen to what he had to say but I would 
not react . I would take the knowledge I'd garnered from 
him and return to my parents-with my new information 
in hand . And they would help me make sense of every­
thing ; they would tell me all the details they'd withheld 



last night. That was my plan, anyway. 
Ezekiel acknowledged my mo mentary ac quiescence 

with a self-satisfied s mile . It was the smile of one used to 
getting what he asked for. 

He began. "Last night, I ca me upon Michael. Alone. He 
was scared and full of queries, so I answered them. Much 
as a parent answers the pleas of his child . Because, in many 
ways, Michael is my child . As are you, Ellspeth . 

"You and Michael are born from the sa me source as me. 
You fly. You can read and influence the thoughts of others, 
through touch and blood . You know you are different fro m 
the others . Better. But what are you ? 

"Michael tells me that you have resisted the label of 
vampire, though all the characteristics seem to fit . How 
right you were to resist this moniker. The name 'vampire' is 
given by hu mans to beings such as ourselves-out of igno­
rance. You can see, of course, fro m whence the va mpire 
legend sprung . The flying , the blood, the sheer inco mpre­
hensibility of our powers , would give ris e to the fairy tale 
of the va mpire. 

"But you and Michael are not va mpires . Nor a m  I. 
Ellspeth, we are select beings, born to lead mankind. And I 
will show you and Michael the way." 

Ezekiel paused dra matically. I guessed that he wanted 
me to swoon or gush e xcitedly over his speech. Maybe 



those were the reactions he usually received. But, in truth, 
it sounded like the story my parents had told me the night 
before. Minus the bit about leading mankind. Yet that bit 
was beginning to give me a good sense of who Ezekiel 
was. He was sounding more and more like an unrepentant 
fal len ange l, and I was getting more and more frightened. 

As Ezekie l waited for my response, he stared into my 
eyes . " Your parents have to ld you a di fferent tale about 
your origin," he final ly said. It wasn't a question ; it was a 
statement. 

"How did yo u know?" I asked. 
" It is certain ly not as if they to ld me. It has been years 

since I've had contact with your parents, and they have no 
idea that I've been in Til linghast. I know that they've told 
you a different tale about your origins because I have had 
centuries-no, mi llennia-of experience reading faces. I 
can see that you are no t surprised by what I am sharing 
with you. Your parents are the only ones who could have 
to ld you part of this tale ." 

"Her parents?" Michael asked, as if jolting awake from 
his trance. 

Ezekiel turned to him. "Ellspeth hasn't told you?" 
"No," Michael said slowly. 
"I had planned on te l ling you, Michael. Before you 

sprung all this on me," I said defensively. I didn't know why 
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I felt the need to justi fy myself to him, afte r the stunt he 
pulled . 

" Be wary of what Hananel and Daniel tell you, Ellspeth," 
Ezekiel said. "A fte r  all, they a re not your real pa rents." 

Hananel. That was what Michael's mother had called 
my mom. "Of course they ' re my real pa rents." 

"To be sure, they have raised you since your bi rth. F rom 
the looks of you, my dea r, they have performed that role 
wonderfully. But Hananel and Daniel played no hand in 
conceiving you, ca rrying you, o r  bi rthing you." 

" You' re lying ." 
He sighed, as if it pained him to b ring me such dis­

t ressing news. " I  wish I we re lying, my dear Ellspeth. But 
you see, I was the re on the day of your bi rth. And neither 
Hananel nor Daniel a re your parents." 

I needed to know for  certain if he was telling the t ruth. 
Even though I shivered at the thought of ge ccing close to 
Ezekiel, I needed to touch him. I needed to see inside his 
mind. 

I wondered if he would allow it. Then I remembe red my 
dad's desc ription of the fallen angels' powers of pe rsuasion 
and realized that Ezekiel was p robably t rying to gain con­
trol over my mind. Just as h e'd s eemingly done to M ichael. 
Ezekiel was continuing to use that sing-song voice, certain 
that he was influencing me. 



I saw my opportunity. Acting as if he swayed me, I 

approached him. 

"There have always been inconsistencies in their stories 

of my birth, discrepancies that never made sense," I said. 

" J  am not surprised." 

"They are not my parents? Really? " As if convinced 

by his words, I allowed my eyes to well up with very real 

tears. Tears I'd been holding back from Michael's betrayal. 

"Really, dear." 

"So I can't trust what they've told me about myself?" 

"No, Ellspeth. I am sorry to tell you that you cannot 

trust the representations ofHananel and Daniel." 

"But you will become a parent to us? Michael and I 

will not be alone? You will show us the way?" 

He smiled; this was the reaction he sought. "I will 

indeed, Ellspeth." 

I smiled back at him and drew even closer to his blond 

hair and blue eyes and his unusual, incense-like scent. Tm 

so pleased," I whispered. 

"As am I, my dear," he whispered back. Then I touched 

him. 



TH I RTY-TWO 

The hatred I witnessed in the hearts and minds of my 

classmates after the Facebook incident was kindergarten 

stuff in comparison to the darkness of Ezekiel's spirit. 

Even the malice I'd seen in Missy could not compare. 

Through his eyes, I watched scene after scene of domi­

nance and degradation, where he'd concocted ingenious 

and sickening ways to ensnare the attention-and then 

the souls-of mankind. He was relentless in reaching 

his nefarious tentacles into human beings' lives-births, 

marriages, illnesses, deaths, educations, businesses, gov­

ernments, technology, warfare, money, you name it. Ezekiel 

would not rest until mankind's thoughts and desires 

were his own. 

He delighted at each conquest, no matter how small 

or large. For each victory turned another soul away from 

any hint of goodness. Ezekiel was a fallen angel, and if you 

bought into the biblical tale, he was punishing God for 



casting him out. �nd he would never, ever stop . 
His was the darkness that had crept into my soul and 

mind after the Fal l Dance. I wondered if it had crept in 
through my tasting of Missy's blood. Had she sampled 
Ezekiel 's, and did she carry his blood in her veins? 

I did not think I could to lerate the ma levolence of 
Ezekiel's thoughts or, worse, his deeds anymore. He' d 
performed and arranged countless acts of betrayal, de ­
ception, seduction, even murder-some with his own 
hands, some using the hands of others. I couldn't survive 
the onslaught a second longer. Then suddenly it stopped. 
Ezekie l rea lized what I was doing and shut down his 
mind . 

I opened my eyes and looked direct ly into his. In that 
moment , he understood that I saw him-as no one had 
every truly seen him be fore. Why couldn't Michael see 
Ezekiel 's evil? Had Ezekie l corrupted him before he had a 
chance? If Ezekiel had fr ightened me before, he now terri­
fied me. 

But the flash had given me a moment of c larity and free­
dom, and I f lew. 

I had never f lown as fast or as high. Propel ling upward, 
I sped past the boulders that comprised the she ltering cove, 
the sharp rock face into which the path was cut, and spiky 
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precipice th at m ade up the cliff top . I desperately needed 
to m ake it to the level rock overlooking R ansom Be ach 
before Ezekiel or Mich ael. Otherwise, the v ant age point of 
the R ansom Beach cliff top would provide them with the 
precise direction of my route. Once I figured it out .  

I touched down on the top of the cliff. For a moment , I 
s aw nothing but gray skies and gr ayer rocks and the bl ack 
asph alt of the highway. No silvery-white of Mich ael's or 
Ezekiel's h air. I exh aled in relief. 

Too soon. I felt the e arth shudder beneath my feet, and 
suddenly Ezekiel was t here. 

"Ellspeth," he s aid with his awful smile ; it was like see­
ing the skeleton under his skin. "Where do you think you 
are going, de ar?" 

When Ezekiel walked toward me, I re alized th at he 
wasn't alone. Mich ael stood to his right. 

They were converging on me. Slowly but deliber ately. 
As I b acked away, I re alized just how much they looked 
alike. It clouded my thinking for a minute, but then I refo­
cused. My choices were limited : move b ackward to the 
cliff edge from which I'd just alighted, or he ad out onto 
the deserted highway. I opted for the ro ad and the slim 
ch ance th at a c ar would appe ar. Not th at a vehicle and 
driver could stop this duo. 



"Ellspeth, there's nowhere else to go. Nowhere else 
will you be understood and appreciated for who you are," 
Ezekiel said. 

"We are your true family," Michael echoed Ezekiel. 
What was happening to him ? 

"You belong with us, Ellspeth . You were born to rule, 
with Michael and me at your side." Ezekiel kept using 
that lulling tone, despite my read of him. I bet it lured a 
lot of people to him, but just now it wasn't working. Not 
that I'd point that out. I'd hate to see what tactic he'd try 
instead. 

"Please, Ellie. You know that you and I were meant to 
be together," Michael piped in. How could he have joined 
up with this monster? Did he not see what I saw? 

I kept retreating as they continued their slo w advance 
toward me. I didn't know how to fend them off or where 
to go . Unfortunately, comforting thoughts of home kept 
penetrating my consciousness before I could lock them out. 
I longed to be with my parents, and Ezekiel must have read 
the yearning on my face . 

"Do you think of returning to Hananel and Daniel, 
Ellspeth? They can no longer protect you. And your pres ­
ence will only bring them harm." 

" What do you mean?" I stopped . 
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"D idn't they te ll you the ir lit rle secret wh ile they were 
divulging yours?" 

I shoo k my head, s ic k  at the thought o f  what he was 
about to say. 

" No? Hanane l and Daniel surrendered the ir immorta l­
ity when they agreed to ra ise you as their chi ld." 



TH IRTY-THREE 

"Ruth, you said I could call if I needed you. I really, really 
need you." 

To her credit , Ruth did n't ask what happened or why I 
needed help. She just asked where I was, and said she'd pick 
me up i n  twenty mi nutes . 

Twenty minutes? Twenty minutes sounded like a n  
eternity whe n  I k new how fast Ezekiel and Michael could 
travel if they wanted. I prayed that Ezekiel mea nt what he 
said just before I took o ff:  " Let her go, Michael . She will 
retur n to us whe n she is ready ." 

Rainwater pooled at my feet as I slid my cell back i nto 
my bag . I wiped off my face a nd hair as best I could with 
a dry T-shirt from my bag, a nd looked around the kitschy 
general store, The Maine Event. I n  summertime, when the 
tourists flocked to the beaches and even the locals became 
regulars at the seaside ha ngouts, this place swarmed with 
visitors. Now, manned by a single attenda nt, it did n't 



exactly have the comfo rt of c rowds. But I didn't spot a lot 
of other options as I ski rted this isolated st retch of highway, 
especially once it sta rted to storm . 

Trying to look occupied, I st rolled a round the store. I 
spun ca rousels of postca rds and examined shelves with sea­
shells and local p reserves. The attendant gave me a curious 
once-over, so I hoped that I looked mo re app ropriate-and 
interested-than I felt. My mind whi rred with the horro rs 
I 'd seen th rough Ezekiel's eyes and the nar rowness of my 
escape. 

After e xactly twenty minutes, I heard the bell over the 
front doo r ring. My stomach lurched . I wasn't sure whether 
it was my savior Ruth o r  my persecutors. 

Thank God it was Ruth. 
She raced over. "A re you okay? You look terrible." 
'Tm fine .  Really I am." 
"Did Michael do something to you?" 
I knew that would be her p resumption ; after all, she'd 

looked reluctant to drop me o ff  with Michael at Ransom 
Beach less than two hours ago. In fo rmulating my reason 
for the emergency pickup, I had decided to play on that 
assumption. "We just had a fight. And I didn't t rust him to 
b ring me home st raightaway." 

"I understand ." She gave me a hug and pulled me towa rd 
the doo r. "Come on, I 'll take you home ." 



Home. I wishe? I could go home, but I couldn't. I would 
have to enlist Ruth's unwitting aid once more-to protect 
myself and my parents. And her, for that matter. 

We drove in silence until I asked her about Jamie. Her 
face lit up as she described how smart he was and how help­
ful with her homework. I kept her talking until we neared 
the Tillinghast town green. When we pulled alongside the 
whitewashed town church, I asked her to stop the car for 
a minute. 

" Ruth, I'm going to ask for an enormous favor . The big­
gest favor I've ever asked of you. And I'm not going to be 
able to tell you why ." 

" Okay," she said hesitantly. 
"Can you please take me to the train station? And not 

tell my parents or Michael . Or anyone else who might ask." 
She paused, weighing very carefully whether or not to 

utter her next words. "Ellie , I know." 
"Know what?" 
"I know about you and Michael-and the flying." 
I was stunned into speechlessness. 
Ruth looked down at her hands, almost embarrassed 

by what she'd said and how she knew. " I  told you earlier 
that I just didn't unde rstand the whole Facebook thing. It 
se emed totally out of character for you, and you acted so 



different afterward. So I started eavesdropping here and 

there. I overheard you saying to Michael that you'd see him 

later that night-even though you were grounded. It got 

me wondering whether you two were sneaking out, and 

whether Michael was the reason you changed so much. So 

I began to follow you-at night. That's when I saw you fly 

for the first time." 

"You saw us." I couldn't believe my ears. 

"Yes." She smiled despite herself. "It was really amazing 

to watch." 

I shook my head in disbelief. 

"Ellie, does the trip to the train station have something 

to do with your flying?" 

"Yes, in a way." 

She paused again. It was strange for me to watch my 

best friend of seven years acting so uncomfortable around 

me. "What are you, Ellie?" 

I didn't have an answer, although I wished desperately 

that I did. "Would you believe me if I told you that I hon­

estly don't know?" 

Reaching out toward me, she clasped my hand. "After 

seeing you two fly, I'd believe anything." 

I didn't want to push her along, but I knew I was run­

ning out of time. "So you'll take me to the train station?" 



"Do you really need to go? I don't know what I' l l  do 
without you, Ellie . Especially now that you a re back. The 
real you, I mean." 

Tea rs started welling up in my eyes at the idea of leaving 
my poor parents behind . And Ruth. And Tillinghast . But I 
knew I couldn't stay. Ezekiel had warned me . 

" I  have to go. It's in everyone's best interest," I said, 
knowing that Ruth couldn't possibly comprehend-or 
believe-the danger I'd be thrusting upon Tillinghast if I 
didn't leave. 

"Take me with you, Ellie," she said suddenly. A lthough 
I could tell she'd been mustering up the courage to make 
her request . 

"You don't want to be a part of this . I promise you." 
"Ellie , I don't know what you are, but I know you a re 

more than human." She started to cry too. ''I've seen up close 
what it means to be human. With my mom's death . And I 
don't want to end up like that. I 'd rather be like you." 

Watching Ruth cry made me cry ha rder. "Oh, Ruth, 
even if I wanted to, I couldn't turn you into whatever I 
am . And anyway, I don't think my differences make me 
immune from dying." 

We hugged each other for a long time . Ruth broke away 
first, and turned the car back on. " I  guess I should take you 
to the train station." 



TH IRTY-FOUR 

I walked into the back entrance of the sleepy Till inghast 
train station feeling more alone than ever before. It wasn't 
b ec ause th e st at ion was empty exc ept for a l one t i cket ag ent 
or because I was uncertain about my destination . It was 
because I was truly on my own. 

I didn't know when-or how-my solitude would end. 
I couldn 't see or even contact my parents until I could be 
certain I wouldn't cause them harm . The same applied to 
Ruth. As for Michael , well , he had chosen Ezekiel ove r me ; 
he was gone . And there was no one else . 

As I stared up at the train destination board, a tear ran 
down my cheek. For a split second , I was glad to be alone. 
I didn't want anyone to see my weakness. I needed to be 
strong to face the coming days. 

W iping the tear away, I concentrated on the board. 
scanned the l ist of tra ins slated to leave the stat ion in the 
morn ing , but immed iately rejected those as depart ing too 
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late. I couldn't c�anc e staying ov ernight in the station. I 
didn' t doubt that Ez eki el could desc end upon m e  if h e  so 
chose, but I did not wan t my pa rents to f ind m e  and suffer 
Ezekiel 's wrath . 

Th en I noticed that on e las t train was due into th e station 
that night, just after eight P.M. Call ed th e Downeaster, th e 
t rain stopp ed at the Tillinghast s tation in fift een minutes. 
I t  would arriv e in Boston in about th ree hours- Bos ton . I 
had my des tination; i t  couldn't hav e been mo re p erf ec t if 
I 'd plann ed it. 

I waited until the station ag en t  s tepp ed away f rom his 
post to buy my tic ket from the tic ket machine with cash. 
Purchasing i t  from the automated tell er rath er than the 
ag en t  s eemed wiser. I'd gain some l ead tim e  if Ezekiel and 
Michael chang ed thei r coll ectiv e minds and followed m e, 
instead of waiting as Ez ekiel initially inst ruc ted. 

Tic ket in hand, I h eaded in to the ladies' room to wait 
until I h ea rd th e train pull into th e station. I didn't want to 
giv e the ag ent any additional tim e to identify m e. I pac ed 
a round restlessly, listening inten tly fo r the train and ma k­
ing a few c ri tical in tern et s ea rches b efore I toss ed my c ell 
phone. I didn't wan t  anyone to t rac e m e  that way either. 

As I jotted down the vital pieces of in formation from my 
research, I h ea rd the chug of th e t rain. Then I th rew my 
c ell in to the trash . 



Pee ring out the bath room door, I didn't see the agent 
anywhe re. I da rted from the bath room into the t rain, 
quickly g rabbed a seat , and bu ried mysel f in a book I 
snatched from my bag. I didn't want to look as i f  I 'd just 
boa rded, in case the Tillinghast agent peeked in. 

I didn't really exhale until the t rain pulled away from 
the Tillinghast station. Only then, and only su rreptitiously, 
did I assess my fellow t ravelers. In the rea r  of  the ca r sat 
two businessmen talking about a meeting they had the 
next morning with a prospective client. In the occupied 
seats closest to mine were a few k ids that looked like they 
were headed back to college. I kept an eye on them. Thei r 
sweatshi rts, backpacks, and other pa raphernalia bore the 
Ha rva rd logo, and I thought they might prove useful. 

The doo r  sepa rating the ca rs suddenly slid open, and I 
jumped. It was only the conductor ready to take my ticket. 
As I p re tended to rifle th rough my bag so I wouldn't have 
to look di rectly at him, I handed it ove r. He punched it and 
then placed the stub in the slot above my head. His busi­
ness completed, he left the car. 

I had th ree hou rs until we reached Boston. Th ree hou rs 
to p repa re. Th ree hou rs to map out a game plan. 

I decided to sta rt by assessing my resou rces-whatever 
was in my ·bag. I hadn't exactly planned my depa rtu re in 
advance, so I was limited to what I ca rried. When we 



traveled, my par�n ts always insisted that I carry on my 
pers on all the necessities sh ould I ever be separated f rom 
them-a c ouple hundred d ollars, identifica tion, a toiletry 
bag with essentials, credit cards, and an AT M card tha t  
now I 'd have to  avoid usi ng excep t when abs olutely nec­
essary. I 'd got ten into the habit of carrying these things . 
Lucky that I did . I t  made me prepared for a day like this. 
Maybe that  was their in tention all al ong ; maybe they knew 
a day like this would come. 

Thinking about my parents-and I would always con­
sider them my mom and dad, birth parents or n ot-made 
my eyes star t to well up again. I wasn't mad at them any­
more for keeping secrets ; I underst ood that they were just 
trying to protec t me. They'd even given up their imm or­
tality t o  shield me . And even th ough Ezekiel c ouldn 't 
be trus ted, I believed what he said about their sacrificed 
imm ortality when I th ought h ow my parents had aged in 
the past six teen years a fter s taying y outh ful for over a hun­
dred years of pic tures. 

But if they weren't my real parents, who were? Were my 
real parents s till alive? Why did Hananel and Daniel have 
to raise me? Who did they make that arrangemen t with? 

They would be worried sick about me by now. I won­
dered if they would file a police rep or t  or conduct a search 
for me on their own. I h oped they still had s ome residual 



powers on which they could draw. 
But I didn't have the luxury of emotions, and I certainly 

didn't want to draw attention to myself by crying. So I took 
a pad of paper and pen from my bag and s cribbled down all 
my questions. 

The train ro cked back and forth and s topped from 
time to time during the three hours to Boston . But I was 
so engrossed, these even ts hardly registered with me. By 
the time the train screeched in to Boston 's North S ta tion, I 
had made a list of the questions I had about my nature and 
future. 

I looked down at  my notes : 
1. What was I? My gifts sounded a lot like the ones Dad 

had described for angels. Did that mean I was an angel, 
fallen or good? Or was I some other kind of supernatural 
being? Mom had said I was "somewhat different" from the 
angels . 

2. What was my purpose ? Dad said that  the angels were 
meant to use their gifts-flying, flashes, and persuasive 
powers- to guide souls to God. Was that what  I was sup­
posed to be doing with mine? After all, before the whole 
Face book thing, I'd experien ced that  intense compulsion to 
help o thers. B ut Mom and Dad had hinted that I had some 
kind of spe cial role. What was that role? 

3. Who was Ezekiel, and why was he so interes ted in 



me ? I had guessed'that he was o ne of the fallen a ngels, but 
not the kind seeki ng redemption. If so , why did n't he just 
use his persuasive powers to force me to his side? It seemed 
like he had some kind of i nflue nce over Michael i n  that 
way. A nd how did Ezekiel fi nd me a nd Michael a nyway? 

4. If l could even believe E zekiel about my parents, who 
were my birth parents? A nd where were they? A nd why 
had Hannah (I could n't think of her as Ha na nel )  a nd Daniel 
agreed to raise me? 

5. Had I lost Michael to Ezekiel forever? 
I prayed that these q uest io ns might be a nswered i n  

Boston, because, without the a nswers, I was paralyzed. 
A nd terribly confused. But armed with this i nformatio n, I 
might stand a chance against Ezek iel , a nd might be able to 
protect my parents i n  the process. 

The students ridi ng alo ng with me were headed to 
the same place, so I followed i n  their wake. I hoped that 
it would make me seem like just a nother college student. 
I trailed along after them as they connected i nto Boston's 
subway system, the T, a nd hopped on  a Red Li ne train 
headed for Cambridge. Nowhere alo ng the way did I se nse 
that I was being tracked. 

I alighted whe n  the students did a nd tagged along-at 
a dista nce-as they walked to their campus. As they filed 
i nto their dorms, I started to get co ncerned. What was I 



going to do until tomorrow morning? I wasn't worried 
about staying awake until sunrise- I' cl had too many long 
nights with Michael to worry about that-but staying safe 
and inconspicuous . 

Then I remembered we had passed an all-night coffee 
shop when we walked from the T stop toward the dorms. 
It seemed to cater to students with its late hours and free 
internet . So I headed back in that direction . 

When I opened the door, I saw that it was populated by 
bleary -eyed un dergrads studying and cranking out papers, 
fueled by coffee and cookies. I knew I had my waiting spot . 

I had nearly nine hours to kill until nine A.M.-when I 
could try to meet with Professor Mc Master. 



TH I RTY- FIVE 

I didn' t know why I felt so certain that a man I'd merely 
read about on the internet cou ld answer my questions. 
Espe cia lly since his specialty was vampires, and I'd come 
to believe that I was something else entire ly. But I was des­
perate for answe rs, and desperation bred overconfidence, 
I guessed. I thought that if he could just tel l me what I 
was-and my purpose- I'd be able to make sense of this 
madness. 

When mo rning came , I cleaned up as best I could in 
the co ffee shop bathroom and left my litt le haven for a 
bookstore, camping out at a Dunkin' Donuts afte rward. 
It o ffered an exce l lent view of the entrance to the bui lding 
where P rofesso r McMaster held o ffice hours. At exa ct ly 
two minutes to nine, I wat ched as a disheveled-looking 
e lder ly man with frizzy gray hair raced into the build­
ing. At firs t, the man caught my attention be cause he 
was seriously underdressed for the cold, wearing only a 



tatty-look ing blazer tossed on over a button-down sh irt . 
Then I real ized that the man resembled the photo from 
the Harvard webs ite, even though he looked s ignificantly 
older. I decided that it was definitely Professor M cMaster . 

I waited two m inutes, and then followed h im into the 
build ing . I d idn't want to bombard h im, but I needed to be 
the first in l ine for his nine A.M. to eleven A.M. office hours. 
Instead of taking the elevator, as he did, I climbed the two 
fl ights of sta irs to h is office . Pass ing by what looked l ike 
a departmental secretary, I walked d irectly to h is door­
wh ich was closed. 

Double- che cking the posted o ffice hours to be sure I 
had the right t ime , I kno cked on the door. Other than a 
rustle of papers and the s queak of a desk chair, I d idn't hear 
anyth ing. So I kno cked aga in. 

"J  heard you the first time. J'll be with you in a moment," 
a gravelly, very slightly accented voice answered . And he 
d idn't sound happy. 

" Thanks," I sa id sheepishly. This wasn't exactly the start 
for wh ich I 'd hoped . 

A few m inutes later, I heard a ser ies of lo cks jangle . Then 
the door creaked open, just a sliver. " Come in, come in," he 
said impatiently. 

I slid through the small opening Professor McMaster 
provided. He then closed and lo cked the door beh ind us. 



After the greeting' I 'd received and the frazzled state of the 
professor , I wasn't exactly excited to be in a locked o ffice 
with him . But what were my choices ? 

I didn't want to be presumptuous and take the seat oppo­
site his desk, so I stood there until invited . He made some 
grumbling noises as he stepped over the piles of papers lit­
tering the floor to get to his desk chair. Once he settled in, 
he just stared at me with his surprisingly bright and clear 
brown eyes. 

"What are you waiting for?" He gestured to the guest 
chair. 

I hustled over to the battered wooden chair and sat 
down. I had planned on introducing myself as a Harvard 
student writing for the daily newspaper-The Harvard 

Crimson-that wanted to conduct an interview of him . I'd 
even bought and put on a Harvard sweatshirt, and carried a 
copy of the Crimson on top of my notebook. But the profes­
sor 's manner was so gruff and odd, I hesitated . Much to the 
professor's irritation. 

He stuck out his ppen hand in my direction. "Come on, 
miss. Have you got it or not?" 

" Got what ?" 
" Your seminar paper . Today's o ffice hours are reserved 

exclusively for my Eastern European Myths and Legends 



seminar students ." 
He saw my b lank stare and s quinted at me . "You are in 

my seminar, are you not?" 
"No, I'm not . I am actua lly a-" 
He cut me o ff  "Then I must ask you to leave. You may 

come back during my regular o ffice hours on Friday." 
"I'm afraid I really can't wait until Friday, Professor 

McMaster." 
"I'm afraid you do not have a choice, Miss- " 
"Faneuil ." 
"Come along, Miss Faneuil. There are no imminent 

deadlines in my other two courses, so you will have to wait 
until Friday. The seminar students have priority." 

I launched into my little plan. I thought I 'd play on his 
vanity with The Harvard Crimson interview-everybody 
liked to talk about themselves-and then sneak in my 
questions. That way, I wouldn't scare him o ff. I just kept 
my fingers crossed that he wou ldn't ask for any Crimson 

identification . 
"[ promise I won't take up too much of your time, 

Professor Mc Master. I'm a writer with The Harvard Crimson, 

and we would like to do an interview of you for our maga­
zine se ct ion. I would 've set up an appo in tmen t wi t h  your 
secretary, but we have an unexpected opening today and 



we would love to fill it with an interv iew of you." I looked 
down at my notepad as if consult ing some notes. " M y  sta ff 
told me that we've never done a formal interv iew of you , 
and we'd l ike to rect ify that situat ion." 

The professor's face softened. I could tell that he really 
d idn't want to do an interv iew, but felt obliged . He sa id, 
" M y  apolog ies, M iss Faneu il." 

'Tm the one who should apolog ize, Professor Mc Master. 
As I sa id, I really should have made an appo intment with 
your secretary. Espec ially since th is seems l ike a really 
busy time ." 

"It is indeed . I am fully committed to student appoint­
ments through the afternoon. However, I can o ffer you 
fifteen m inutes r ight now, before the first student starts 
clamor ing for h is meet ing." 

"I really apprec iate it, Professor." I looked back down at 
my notep ad of " inter view" ques t ions, and said, " Le t's no t 
waste a m inute ." 

Quickly, I asked h im a ser ies of basic quest ions about 
h is background and areas of expert ise. He was responsive 
enough, although he was v is ibly uncomfortable . His d iscom­
fort increased when I started on the quest ions I really wanted 
to know about-the characterist ics of vampires. And what­
if anyth ing-he knew about other supernatural creatures. 

He interrupted me. " M iss Faneuil, I informed you that 



I could spare fifteen minutes. I believe that I kept to my 

promise. I cannot offer you a moment more." 

The professor stood up abruptly and came around to 

my side of the desk, presumably to escort me back to the 

locked door. As he took me by the hand to lead me out 

of his office, I got a flash from his touch. It was mild, but 

astonishing in the breadth and potency of its information. 

And not surprising in its contents given that we'd just been 

talking about his upbringing. I didn't want to use what I'd 

learned to get his attention-that seemed too fallen, for my 

purposes. But I had no choice. 

'Tm afraid that I'm going to have to insist on a few more 

minutes . . .  Professor Laszlof." 



TH I RTY-S IX  

The professor recoiled from my touch, as if I'd burned him . 
" What did you call me ?" 

" Istvan Laszlof. That was your given name, wasn't it ?" 
He didn't speak . Maybe he couldn't . It had probably been 

f ifty years since anyone had called him by his birth name. 
When I touched him, I learned that he had been born 

in Eastern Europe in the nineteen thirties, as Istvan 
Laszlof . He came to this country with excellent creden­
tials as a historian and spok e near-p erfect English-but no 
one would admit him into their doctoral program at that 
time. They'd rather see a former adherent of Communism 
mopping the floors of their hallowed halls. Not one to be 
cowed and so thirsty for knowledge that nothing could 
stop him, Istvan bought himself a new identity and reap­
plied to all the top programs as Raymond Mc Master . If 
the truth about his falsification became known, Professor 
Mc Master's career would be destroyed. 
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"Who t old y ou that?" 
" It d oesn't matter. " 
"It most certainly d oes." His naturally unpleasant tone 

was getting nasty. 
" Professor, I have n o  intention of sharing your secret 

with any one else. I just want a few more minutes of y our 
time." 

"Miss Faneuil , if y ou d o  n ot tell me where you learned 
this information , I will not give y ou the time you want." 

N ow I was getting mad . I just wanted to talk to him­
why did it require telling him all my secrets ? But what 
were my options ? "You just t old me about Istvan Laszl of." 

"I d on't understand." 
I sp oke slowly, wanting to  soften my next statement as 

much as p ossible. "I learned about y our origins as Istvan 
Laszlof by t ouching y ou just n ow. Professor Mc Master, I 'm 
not like other people. I can see and d o  things that would 
pr obably shock you. I didn't tell y ou about Istvan Laszlof to  
scare y ou-as I have n o  intention of telling any one else­
but because it seemed the only way to  get a little more of 
y our time." 

Trembling, he walked back behind his desk and sat 
d own. " That's r eally all you want? Just to talk ?" He l ooked 
very skeptical. 

"Yes, that's really all I want. I' m n ot here n ot to  frighten 



you ; I'm he re fo r you r help." 
In an effo rt to reassemble the shattered pieces of 

P rofesso r Mc Maste r and sto re away Istvan Laszlo[, he 
smoothed his wild hai r and st raightened his shi rt befo re 
speaking. Afte r taking a deep, steadying b reath, he ges­
tu red that I should take a seat and said, 'T d be happy to 
assist you, then, Miss Faneuil. Though, I must confess, I do 
not know very much about psychics. Vampi res a re my a rea 
of expertise." 

"Oh, P rofesso r Mc Maste r, I'm not a psychic." 
"What a re you, Miss Faneuil?" 
"I am hoping you can tell me what I am." 
He appea red relieved at my request. "I am little used to 

classifying people." 
I wasn't about to relinquish my hope so readily. "Yes, 

but you have some f amilia rity with c reatu res that a ren't 
human?" 

"I do," he admitted reluctantly. 
"And you believe in the existence of such beings? 

Including vampi res?" 
" Yes. I have had the ac quaintance of a few beings that I 

would conside r to be actua l vampi res. Hence, the necessity 
fo r the locks on my office door; one can ente r and exit my 
o ffice only by my own hand. Evil must be kept at bay as 
best it can." 
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" I  understand," I sa id, although I knew that no lock 
could keep someone like Ezek iel "at bay ." 

He qu ickly added, " But, in most cases, the ind ividu­
als who have made such claims are only humans whose 
perceived d ifferences can be expla ined by a thorough 
understanding of histor ical and cultural trends ." He had 
slipped into academ ic-speak. 

" I  don't th ink my 'd ifferences' can be expla ined away so 
eas ily." 

Professor Mc Master sat back in his chair and folded h is 
hands into a tr iangular shape. While he looked the part 
of a professor, I wondered whether he truly felt the role 
or was us ing it as a protect ive measure. A fter all, I 'd just 
strolled in here and band ied about the skeleton in his closet. 
" Tell me about your "-he hesitated, and then picked the 
word- "  differences ." 

"You witnessed one of my · d ifferences ·  just now. By 
touch ing people, I can read certa in thoughts, those that are 
currently pass ing through their minds ." 

" Yes, that was-impressive. Can you extract people's 
thoughts by any other means ?" he asked, very matter-of­
factly. 

I hesitated. Was it too r isky to tell h im ?  I had no alterna­
t ive but to divulge my darkest secret to a stranger. " Yes, 
through their blood ." 



He did not seem fazed. Had he met others like me? Or 
just a slew of kooks pretending to be vampires? He contin­
ued with his line of questioning. "By touc hing or tasting 
their blood?" 

I' d gone t his far ; I mig ht as well disclose everything. "By 
tasting their blood." 

Pro fessor Mc Master nodded and continued wit h  his 
questions, as if processing my credentials. He was remark­
ably composed. "Do you possess any other special skills?" 

"I can fly." 
T his alone seemed to surprise him. "You mean that you 

can actually take flig ht?" 
"Yes. " 
"That is most unusual." He rose and started pacing 

around his little o ffice. W hile he didn't appear frig htened 
or repelled by my strangeness, he did seem t hrown o ff.  As 
if [' d messed up his categorization of ot herworldly beings. 

There was a knock on his door. He muttered some­
t hing about his seminar students and excused himself. He 
unlocked t he door, stepped outside, and closed the door 
behind him. I heard a muffled exc hange. It sounded like 
Professor Mc Master was trying to persuade his student to 
wait patiently for a few m_inutes. 

He returned, closing t he door tightly behind him. "Other 
than an understand ing of your skil ls, do you have any 
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information about your nature or origins? Even an intu­

ition of your identity might prove helpful." 

"Just what my parents told me." I'd been reluctant 

to mention my mom and dad. Because of what Ezekiel 

said, I wanted to keep them as far out of this as possible. 

But I had to share it; I didn't want to risk getting useless 

information. 

"Your parents know about your skills?" For good rea­

son, he sounded shocked. What teenager would tell their 

parents about that? 

"Yes." 

"What did they tell you?" His natural impatience surfaced. 

"My father told me a Bible story, and told me it was rel-

evant. It was from Genesis, and it dealt with angels, their 

Nephilim creations, and Noah's flood." 

Professor McMaster went to his shelves and plucked out 

a well-worn copy of the Bible. He read aloud the verses 

from Genesis that my dad told me about. Then he stared 

at me. "Miss Faneuil, your parents didn't explain the rel­

evance of this biblical passage to you?" 

"No." In fact, I had inferred from my parents' story that I 

was some kind of angel. Particularly since God had ordered 

the annihilation of all Nephilim. 

"They just told you a story and let you draw your own 

conclusions about your unusual powers?" He sounded 



justifiably incredulous. 
It did sound preposterous, particularly without the 

context of the full story my parents shared and their own 
identity as ange ls . But I had no intention of tel ling that to 
the professor . Obviously, I needed to divulge something 
more , or risk sounding ridiculous . So I o ffered him a fairly 
irrelevant tidbit, for my purposes anyway . " We ll, they did 
say that the vampire legend emerged from the presence of 
these fal len angels in our world, once they had been cast 
out of heaven for creating the Nephilim." 

He looked conf used-but excited. "What did they te ll 
you?" 

I tried to clarify . "God insisted that these angels-the 
ones that mated with man-remain on earth as punish­
ment, right? My parents explained that , from time to 
time, these fa llen ange ls appeared at the side of a dying 
man or woman. For good and bad purposes . Occas ional ly ,  
mankind witnessed these ange ls, and man fashioned the 
vampire myth around them ." 

Professor Mc Master practically leapt from his seat. "Can 
you repeat that?" 

I did the best I cou ld. As I spoke, his eyes lit up, and he 
clapped his hands . "This is terribly exciting. It is a very 
interesting-indeed unique-explanation for the creation 
of the vampire myth. Even an explanation for the existence 
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of vampires themselves." 

Odd that he seemed more excited about uncovering 

the origins of a legend than he did about the possibility of 

finding a real live supernatural creature in his office. But I 

supposed there was no accounting for the eccentricities of 

academics. 

He seemed to realize the idiosyncrasy of his behavior 

and backtracked by saying, "But of course, we need to 

focus on your question, Miss Faneuil. I confess to no great 

familiarity with Nephilim or biblical creatures, but we 

could talk further and do some investigation. And I have 

an acquaintance with a noted scholar in the field that we 

might contact." 

"I would really appreciate that, Professor McMaster." I 

wondered ifhe was being so helpful because he feared my 

knowledge of Istvan Laszlof or because he wanted to hear 

more about the genesis of the vampire fable. It certainly 

wasn't due to any innate kindness. 

Another knock rattled on his door. He rose and said, 

"We obviously need some uninterrupted time. Let me 

meet with some of these anxious students, and let us meet 

back in my office at five P.M. today. I will see what I can find 

out in the meantime." 

Five o'clock sounded so far away. "Is there no way 

to meet sooner? I'm afraid there's some urgency to my 



question." 

"No, Miss Faneuil. It would be impossible." His door 

shuddered with a knock-again. "Not without constant 

disruption." 

My heart sank at the thought of waiting around until 

five. 

Not so for Professor McMaster. His eyes lit up, and he 

said, "Later, you can tell me all about the beginnings of the 

vampire myth." Hardly my interest. 



TH I RTY-SEVEN 

I walked out of Professor M cMaster's building and into the 
sea of students that filled up Harvard S quare. For a split 
second, I felt like one of  them, caught up in the excitement 
of fresh dis coveries and the frenzy of deadlines . I slung my 
bag a cross my chest, imagining it to be f ull of term papers 
instead of s cribbles on the mysteries of mysel f, and pre­
tended to be a student at the college of my dreams . 

But then I saw a distinctive flash of short, white-blond 
hair across the square . My heart started racing and , even 
though my gut told me to run in the opposite direction, 
I followed it as it bobbed away from the s quare . I needed 
to know if that hair belonged to Ezekiel or Michael-and 
whether they had already found me . Plus, I told myself 
that it would be better · to learn the truth while in a crowd. 
Safety in numbers and all that. 

The person moved q uickly, darting from one side street 
to the next in a mad dash somewhere. I tried to keep his 



pace while keepi ng my distance , but it wasn't easy ; I was 
no trained detective . Just when I thought I'd hit my stride, 
he took an unexpected, sharp right turn down a more com­
mercial road and disappeared from my sight. I craned my 
neck trying to get a look. Countless blond students walked 
down the road, but none had the distinctive platinum 
shimmer of Ezekiel or Michael . I slowed down, furious 
with myself for losing either one of them. If it was really 
Ezekiel or Michael. 

The remnants of adrenaline coursed through me. I 
allowed the rema in ing momentum to carry me away from 
the commercial thorough fare into the far reaches of the 
campus . The crowds thinned as the students raced into 
classes , and I found myself in a little brick courtyard bor­
dered by ivy-covered walls. It was straight from a campus 
movie set, picture perfect-almost too perfect .  

The spot looked so inviting. A wrought-iron bench sat 
in one corner, under a weeping willow tree . I hadn't slept 
the night before, and nothing in the world looked more 
enticing than that courtyard and that bench. I slowed my 
pace even more, strolled over to the bench, and sat down. 

For the f irst few minutes, I just breathed in the calm­
ness of the place and watched the students trickle into 
class. They reminded me of the feeling of belonging I'd 
experienced just before I'd glimpsed the possible Ezekiel 
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or Michael, the b.rief fantasy I' cl had about actually being 

a Harvard student. I realized that the fleeting playacting 

might be the closest I would ever come to being a college 

student. How could someone like me-whatever I was­

hope to move past all this drama and strangeness and go 

to college? 

I started crying. Pretty quickly, the trickle of tears turned 

into a torrent, and I was sobbing. All I wanted was a normal 

life-a high school boyfriend, a good college, supportive 

parents, and nice friends. Instead, here I was, a sixteen-year­

old girl, totally on my own-no parents or friends that 

I could contact, and certainly no boyfriend to speak of­

trying to figure out what I was. 

Out of nowhere, a sweet-looking blond girl wearing a 

Harvard sweatshirt stood before me. She asked, "Are you 

all right? Can I get you anything?" 

Through my tears, I answered. "No, I'm fine. Thanks 

for asking." 

Before I could offer her a seat, she sat down beside me. 

She didn't actually touch me, but her presence felt comfort­

ing. Almost as if she' cl hugged me. 

"You know, when you are looking for answers, it is 

always best to start with the questions." 

"Pardon me?" Her advice seemed an odd choice to offer 

a sobbing stranger on a college campus, even though her 



demeanor was ot herwise soothing. 
She laughed a delight ful, tinkly-sounding giggle. 'Tm 

sorr y. M y  friends are always a ccusing me of being obscure. 
All I meant was that you look like you are struggling with 
some big issues. I always return to the questions when 
looking for answers to a tough problem. Then I start my 
research." 

'Tm sure you're right." 
The girl smiled serenely and then handed me a tissue. 

Abruptly, she stood up and said, "Well, I better run. I'm 
rea ll y  late for class ." 

After wiping away the rest of my tears so I appeared 
somewhat presentable, I looked up to thank her. But the girl 
had disappeared into the thicket of sidewalks and buildings 
surrounding the courtyard. 

Her words lingered, as did her pervading sense of calm. 
Maybe she was right. Maybe the answers lay in the ques­
tions themselves-in part, anyway. And maybe I should 
start researching the answers to those questions. After all, 
I was at Harvard, one of the research capitals of the world. 

I stopped the pit y  party, and really homed in on my 
questions, the ones [' d s cribbled down on the train ride. 
More than anything, I wanted to know who I was. I didn't 
know whether I was a fallen angel, one of these Nephilim 
beings, or some creature related to the bibli cal stories. But 
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I did know that I was important enough that two "good" 
fallen angels sac rif iced their own immo rtality to raise me 
as their own daughte r. I a lso knew tha t  one of the "bad" 
fallen angels-E zekiel-said that  I was des tined to rule a t  
his side . I didn't think his words were me re flattery ; given 
his advanced gifts, E zekie l could lure any number of people 
to join his ranks without hyperbole. Whatever I was, the 
stakes were high. And I needed to f ind out, to deal with 
E zekiel . 

Only six hours le ft unti l I met P rofessor Mc Maste r  again. 
I would use the time to prepa re-even arm mysel f- fo r  the 
coming days. 

I left my peaceful little courtyard with reluc tance, even 
though I welcomed the safe ty of the student c rowds . When 
I f inally reached the th rongs in Harvard S quare, I felt like 
I'd been tossed a life p reserver. 

But then I saw that d i st i nctive flash of platinum again. 
And I knew that evi l lurked in the masses as wel l as on 
deserted s treets. E zekie l was here, and he was taunting me. 



TH IRTY-EIGHT 

After cons ulting a guidebook, I decided to visit the Andover­
Harvard Theological Library, on the northeast part of the 
camp us. The guide described the library as containing a 
preeminent collection of biblical research materials, one 
of the largest in the United States. If I was going to find 
help ful information on angels or other biblical creat ures, I 
g uessed the Andover-Harvard Theological Library wo uld 
be the place . 

The directions from Harvard S quare to the library were 
a little complicated, and I was more than a little distracted 
by any blond passersby. So it took me half an hour to get 
there, rather than the estimated fifteen minutes. I got more 
and more anxio us with each step ; the clock was ticking. 

Finally, I spotted the stone gothic b uilding described 
in the g uide : Andover Hall. The hall connected to a 
building of more modern design, and the library nestled 
between the two. Following the map, I entered the hall 



through a center e ntra nce u nder the go th ic tower . I the n 
s tar ted down a lo ng hallway called the cloister walk, 
wh ich was l ined in old s to nes a nd wha t  looked l ike d is­
carded church pews . 

At  the very e nd of the clois ter walk wa ited a closed 
door-the l ibrary e ntra nce. I opened it with a deafe ning 
creak, a nd then busied myself with a lobby d isplay while I 
wa ited for the c irculatio n desk to become busy so I could 
sneak in. I had read tha t  the library was used pr imar ily by 
masters ' a nd doctoral s tudents a nd, wh ile I m ight pass as a 
college freshman, posing as a graduate student was a m ajor 
s tre tch. 

After sk ir ting past the circulatio n  desk a nd rac ing up 
a fl igh t of s ta irs , I headed into the Hough to n  Reference 
Room. I sat at a computer ded icated to search ing the l ibrary 
collec tio ns, a nd placed my fingers on  the keyboard . Where 
should I eve n beg in? I typed i n  "fallen a ngels ," but got 
thousa nds of hits . So I narrowed my search to the u nusual 
word my dad ment io ned : Nephil im. 

A few matches flashed o n  the screen. O ther tha n  the 
Book of Genes is from the B ible-which I had expec ted- I 
saw e ntr ies for the Book of E noch . What was that? 

I qu ickly scr ibbled down the refere nce number for the 
Book of E noch a nd headed into the s tacks. Alo ng the way, I 
grabbed a copy of the B ible-a n  easy matter in  a theological 



library-so I could l ook at that Genesis q uote again. B ut 
finding the Book of Enoch was another matter altogether. 

The stacks were endless. And overwhelming. How 
wo uld I ever find this crazy book and read it i n  my dwin­
dling time ? 

I must have looked lost, because a nice, b ut seriously 
nerdy -looking, st udent approached me. "Do yo u need 
some help?" 

I almost said no, b ut the passing of time nagged at me . 
I smiled at the bespectacled st udent, and said, "Thanks so 
much . I 'm looking for a copy of the Book of Enoch. Do you 
have any idea wher .e one might be?" 

"All too well. Follow me." 
Silently, he led me down two flights of stairs. We entered 

the labyrinth of a different, larger set of stacks . Following 
his lead, I turned right and left and right again. Until he 
came to dead halt. He reached up to a high shel f, pl ucked 
down a book, and handed it to me. 

The g uy knew the book 's location so well that I fig ured 
he must know something about its content. So I thanked 
him and whispered, "You certainly seem familiar with the 
Book of Enoch." 

"I better be. Apocryphal Gospels are my area of focus." 
"Apocryphal Gospels ?"' 
He looked at me a bit askance but answered cordially 



enough. " Biblical b ooks that were considered for inclusion 
in the Old or New Testament, but that never made it, never 
became part of the accepted canon. You 're not a divinity 
student, are y ou?" 

" N o. Is it that obvious?" 
"Just a little ." He smiled. 
I smiled back. "Can y ou tell me anything ab out this 

B ook of Enoch?" 
" Well, it's an ap ocryphal g ospel that was written 

between 300 B.C.  and the first century B.C . It is not part of 
the canon for m os t  Chris tian ch urches , excep t the E thiopian 
Christian Church. But many of the New Testament writers 
were familiar with it, and it is quoted in the New Testament 
Letter of Jude. These facts have given it some credence in 
certain experts' minds ." 

" What's it about?" 
" It's about many t hings." 
"Anything in particular?" 
" The B ook elab orates on a passage f rom Genesis that 

deals with angels and N oah's f l ood. It discusses the cre ­
at ion of the Nephilim, as they are s ometimes called-half 
angel and half man-and their destruction at the hands 
of a very angry God. S ome say that their destruction 
was the impetus for N oah's f l ood ." He p ointed t o  a car ­
rel jam-packed with b ooks nearby. 'Tm sitting just over 



there . Once you've read it, I 'd be happy to try to ans wer 
any questions you have ." 

After than king h im pro fusely, I sat down in an empty 
carrel not too far away. I opened up the Bible and read 
the se ction of Genesis that m y  fath er had summa rized . 
Although the language was dense, it told basically the same 
story as my dad . I was just about to close the Bible up and 
open the Boo k of Enoch when I noticed a footnote at the 
end of the relevant Genesis section . It read, "The Nephilim 
were thought to have been a race of giants, whose superhu­
man strength was attributed to semi-divine origin .  They 
were the legendary worthies of ancient mythology." That 
sounded eerily familiar. 

Then I started on the Book of Enoch . Although most of 
the language was old-fashioned and really hard to follow, 
one line toward the beginning was very clear : 

The fallen angels were in all two hundred, who 

descended . . .  and these are the names of their leaders: 

Samyaza, Arakiba, Sariel, R ameel, Armaros, Kokabiel, 

Tamiel, Ramiel, Baraqijal, Azael, Daniel, Hananel, 

and Ezekiel. 

I froze at the sight of my parents' names-and Ezekiel's. 
This ancient biblical story was becoming more and more real . 



Tearing my eyes away from the list of fa l len angels, I 
turned back to the story . In time, I got its archaic rhythm 
and began to parse together its ta le .  The Book to ld of all 
the wrong things the fallen angels did, the fury of God at 
the ange ls' creation of the Nephi lim, and God's decision 
to bind the fa l len angels to earth until the day of judg ­
ment . It sounded like the story my dad had told me, just 
a lo t longer and lot harder to comprehend. 

Certain_ passages jumped out at me . For examp le, I kept 
noticing that the Book of Enoch sometimes called the 
fallen angels " Watchers. " I remembered cha c my mom had 
ca lled Michael's mom a "former watcher." Were Michael's 
parents fallen angels too? 

But I sti ll wasn't sure what I was .  The Book of Enoch 
bolstered my parents' statements that I wasn't a fa llen 
angel ; after all, they were fixed in number and listed right 
there in the text . The book al so rejec ted the no tion th a t  
I was a Nephilim ; they'd all been killed in Noah's flood 
from what I could tell. So the book hadn't answered my 
core q uestion. Maybe there was a whole other category 
of biblica l creatures that I'd overlooked. 

I stopped by the carrel of the nice st udent who'd 
helped me . We chatted for a few minutes about the 
density of the ancient texts, and I thanked him again. I 
nearly reached the stairway when I thought of one last 



question and turned back. 

"Assuming that the creatures described in the Bible 

really exist, would the Nephilim be around today? Or were 

they all killed in the flood?" 

He paused for a moment, and then said, "Actually, at 

least one biblical expert maintains that a Nephilim will 

return at a critical point in mankind's existence-the end 

days." 

"The end days?"  

"Yeah, the end days-or Judgment Day, as the concept is  

sometimes called. They're a turbulent time preceding the 

return of a Messianic figure who'll judge all earthbound 

creatures and shepherd in a heavenly reign. All three of the 

Abrahamic religions-Christianity, Judaism, and Islam­

contain this notion in some form." He talked as if he were 

reading from a textbook. 

"And this expert thinks at least one Nephilim will 

emerge around these end days?" 

"Yes. In fact, he believes the Nephilim is the creature 

referred to in the Book of Enoch as the 'Elect One."' 

Suddenly I remembered the predominance of that 

phrase throughout the book. And I also recalled one of the 

last lines of the Book of Enoch. It stated that the Elect One 

will lead at the end of time. 

I felt goose bumps on my arms. 



"Can you tell m e  the nam e of th e exp er t who believes 
tha t th e Nephilim will return?" 

" Sure. His nam e is Professor Barr, and h e's a professor of 
Biblical Studies a t  Oxford Universi ty in England." 



TH IRTY-NINE 

The campus was growing dark, surprisingly dark for the 
time of day and the time of year. Almost as if the mere 
specter of Ezekiel cast a shadow on the whole of Harvard , 
blackening out any remaining daylight or the glow of the 
sunset. Or maybe it was just an illusion performed by 
Ezekiel for my benefit, like a storm cloud following me 
wherever I went. 

As I approached Professor Mc Master 's building, I 
scanned it and determined that it was largely empty. 
Classes were over for the day, so I guessed the malinger ­
ers were stray students a nd obsessed professors. I found the 
same staircase I'd taken that morning and walked up the 
two flights to the professor's floor. 

Pushing open the heavy sta ircase door, I stepped out 
into the darkened hallway. The secretaries' desk lights were 
off, and most of the professors ' offices were closed for the 
day. The walk down the corridor to Professor Mc Master's 



o ffice seemed long, and I was relieved to see light peering 
out from under his closed door. 

I knocked on the door, all too aware of the tangle of 
locks that lay on the other side and all too cognizant of the 
unpleasantness of my earlier greeting . I got no response. 

The lights were on, but it was silent. I waited what 
seemed like an eternity. Had the professor had second 
thoughts? 

Bracing myself to knock again, I finally heard the unfas­
tening of locks accompanied by an unexpectedly cheerful 
reception: "P lease come in, Miss Faneuil ." 

The door creaked open, and Professor Mc Master's grin­
ning face welcomed me in. His expression restored my 
hope. The thought fortified me. I smiled back and followed 
him inside . 

But what I saw when I stepped inside wiped the smile 
off my face. In the battered wooden gue st chair sat a man 
with white-blond hair and piercing blue eyes : Ezekiel. 

No matter my horrified expression, Professor Mc Master 
had smiles to spare. " Miss Faneuil, I have just been having 
the most intriguing conversation with your friend, Mister 
Ezekiel." 

So, it was "my f riend, Mister Ezekiel " now, was it ? I had 
sensed him and Michael in Harvard S quare, but I didn't 
e xpect to see him here . A fter all, he had instructed Michael 
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to wait until I ca me to them. W h y  I had any faith in the 
assurances of evil itself, I don't know. 

Ezekiel gave me his sickening smile. Using his most 
polite tone, he said, "Hello, Ellspeth. We've been looking 
forward to your  a rrival." 

"I wish I could say the same." 
Ezekiel ignored m y  snide remark, and the professor 

seemed not to hear it at all. He was too fixated on Ezekiel, 
who said, 'Tve been telling Professor Mc Master all about 
the interesting link between the fallen angels mentioned in 
Genesis and the birth of the vampire m ytholog y." 

Turning away from Ezekiel in disgust and fear, I caught 
a glimpse of the professor 's face. His eyes positively shined 
with excitement at the prospect of studying the true ori­
gins of the vampire legend and sharing his discovery with 
the world ; it would be the pinnacle of his life's work. At 
that moment, I saw in the professor the same unquench­
able thirst for knowledge that I'd seen in the young Istvan 
Laszlof's face , a thirst that caused him to take enormous 
risks then with his life. And now, he was unwittingly risk­
ing his soul, as Ezekiel was determined to turn him toward 
the darkness. 

I stared over at Ezekie l, who smirked knowingly behind 
the professor's back. He had no intention of ever allow­
ing the professor to divulge the truth behind the vampire 



legends ; keeping the myth alive was one of his most use ­
ful weapons. But Ezekiel needed the professor, and he 
knew that this link between vampires and angels-paired 
with his formidable powers of persuasion-would sway 
Professor McMaster toward the darkness. And away from 
the light of helping me. 

As I stood by helplessly, Ezekiel continued with his cam­
paign to pro cure the professor. 

"As I was saying, a most fascinating case presented itself 
in Tillinghast, Maine. One winter in the late 1800s, f ive of 
the fourteen ch ildren of a prominent farm ing fam ily, the 
Stuckleys, suffered from tuber culosis. The family patri­
arch, Ezra, witnessed strange beings hovering around the 
first four of these five children on the eves of their deaths. 
So he watched over his pitiable fifth child , determined 
that these beings would not torment his sweet Honour. 
Unfortunately, one evening, he fell asleep d uring his v igil . 
He awoke to the horrific sight of a winged being drink­
ing from the ne ck of his poor dying Honour-drinking 
her blood, that is. The creature fled when Ezra dis covered 
him, but it was too late for Honour . You see, Professor, the 
creature was no vampire. It was one of the fallen angels 
I mentioned , called Daniel. But even angels have an insa­
tiable thirst for blood . Hen ce, the legend." 

I felt sick. My parents had mentioned an earlier visit 



to Tillinghast. Could they have been involved in this 
Stuckley incident ? I knew firsthand the powerful lure of 
blood . Or was E zekiel just baiting me ? More than likel y, 
m y  parents had been there , tr ying to help bring the d ying 
over to God . 

. As Professor Mc Master listened to this nugget of his­
tory, his expression changed from mere excitement to utter 
devotion, and I knew E zekiel had him . Watching as E zekiel 
utili zed his skills on the professor made me unexpectedl y 
sympathetic to Michael. E zekiel's talents were almost irre­
sistible-to anyone but me , it seemed. Maybe M ichael was 
more susceptible than I. Maybe his betrayal of me wasn't a 
matter of free will .  

Witnessing this sick, soul-sucking process, a critical 
question formed in my mind . Why would E zekiel go to all 
this trouble of turning the professor? Why wouldn't he just 
persuade me-or, better yet, force me-to join his ranks ? 
Suddenly the words of the girl from the courtyard came to 
me, and I realized that the answer lay in the question itsel f. 
Ezekiel went to all this trouble because he couldn't force me 
to align with him. Unlike Michael, I had to choose Ezekiel. 

This compelled Ezekiel to take desperate measures. He 
had to close down all avenues of escape-my parents and 
Ruth-and all pathways to information about m y  identity. 
He had to remind me constantl y of his presence and power 



by using the tricks I witnessed over the past day . He had to 
leave me with one choice only : him . 

Yet Ezekiel unwitting ly tipped his hand th rough these 
actions . By trying to shut down my access to info rmation 
about my nature, he told me just how impo rtant this infor­
mation was to my salvation. Why e lse would he go to such 
lengths to keep it from me? For  about the millionth time, I 
wished that my parents had told me everything . 

But they hadn't . I would have to keep seeking out 
answers about my identity and purpose on my own­
although I knew that Ezekiel would fo llow me wherever 
I went . Yet somehow, his actions didn't scare me off my 
quest-as he undoubted ly intended-but made me more 
determined than ever to embark on it . Even if it meant dar­
ing to use Ezekiel's own games against him to gain time 
and knowledge. 

So I must ered up my co urag e and sa id, "Prof essor 
Mc Master, Mr. Ezekiel, I 'm so sor ry to interrupt this capti­
vating conversation. But I have to go ." 

"So soon?" Ezekiel asked with that ever -present sneer . 
As if he knew what I was up to. 

" Unfortunately, yes." I turned to the p rofesso r. "Would 
you mind walking me to the door? It looks a bit like Fort 
Knox ." 

Professor Mc Master tore his eyes away from Ezekiel 



reluctantly and said, "Yes, yes, Miss Faneuil." 

I followed the now-spellbound professor to the door. 

Although I could feel Ezekiel's eyes boring into my back, I 

didn't risk a final glance at him. 

But Ezekiel wouldn't let me leave without a good-bye. 

And more. "Farewell, Ellspeth. Give my best to Hananel 

and Daniel. If you risk a visit home, that is." 

I needed to get out of that room. I could feel the ten­

tacles of Ezekiel's evil start to wrap around me. 

Slowly, so slowly I thought I would scream, the profes­

sor painstakingly undid each lock. When he finished, I 

touched him on the hand, seemingly out of gratitude. As 

I did, I looked at him directly in the eyes, and willed him 

to forget about any information he might have gathered 

for me. Particularly anything he might know about this 

Professor Barr from Oxford that the Harvard student had 

mentioned. I prayed that the professor hadn't told Ezekiel 

anything already. 

I said, "Thank you so much for your help, Professor 

McMaster. It's unfortunate that you didn't know more 

about my situation. Or anyone who could assist me." 

When Professor McMaster answered, his voice sounded 

dazed from Ezekiel's efforts. "Yes, it is unfortunate, Miss 

Faneuil. But you are a smart young woman, and I am cer­

tain you will find your way." 



Brush ing up aga ins t h is hand one las t time, I scanned 
h is thoughts and saw tha t  the professor's mind was curi­
ously blank. Had Ezek iel wiped it clean? Had I? 

Rac ing down the hall away from the horror of Ezek iel , 
I heard Professor Mc Mas ter close h is office door and then 
bol t all h is locks . I wondered why he bo thered. The profes­
sor had ins talled all those locks to keep out the malevolent 
creatures he s tud ied, but now he had locked h imself in 
with ev il itself . 



FORTY 

I ran as fast as I could down the two flights of stai rs to the 
building's exit. Only fe ar of detection by the rem aining stu­
dents or  te achers p revented me from actually flying down. 
Once I re ached the m ain floo r, I th rust open the he avy 
wooden doo rs and bre athed the cold nighttime ai r, as if I'd 
been s aved from d rowning. 

The evening sky h ad turned from d ark to pitch ­
b lack. The neighboring bui ldings and businesses h ad 
closed, e limin ating a m ajor source of light. I couldn 't see 
a street lam p anywhere. Even with my unusually sh arp 
eyesight, I found the odd, sh adowy l andsc ape h ard to 
m ake out. 

Sti ll, I was pretty sure oft he route b ack to H arvard S quare, 
where I could pick up the T to Log an Airport. It seemed 
th at my next step must be meeting with this P rofessor B arr 
in London. I didn 't think I could just phone the schol ar up 
and ask my questions without being considered a kook or a 



crank. Anyway, where els e  could I go ? 
If my exp er im ent had worked on Professor McMas ter, I 

need ed to take advantag e of my small l ead on Ez ek iel and 
g et th e next flight to London. I had check ed the sch edule 
alr eady and knew that a Br itish Airways flight took off at 
eight P.M. If I r eally hustled, I m igh t make i t. 

I followed a s erp ent ine pathway lead ing away from the 
professor's bu ild ing, th en mad e a sharp l eft and r ight. By 
my calculat ions, I should hav e spo tted Harvard S quare in 
th e d istanc e, but I d idn't. Instead, I found mys elf in a quad­
rang le of nearly d es er ted sc ienc e bui ld ings. I backtrack ed 
a l ittl e and tr ied out another r igh t turn I'd consid ered. It 
l ed m e  r ight back to that science quadrangle. How could 
I b e  so lost ? D esp erate, I ask ed one of th e few stud ents I 
passed, and th en d il ig ently followed h er d ir ect ions. But I 
found mys elf in th e sc ienc e quadrangle once aga in. Was 
th is ano ther of E zekiel 's games ? Or jus t ano ther unfor tu­
nat e  turn of ev ents in my nightmar ish l ife? 

I h eard footsteps b ehind me, bu t d idn't mak e much of 
th em a t  first. Th en I s tart ed to notic e that the footst eps 
wer e match ing my str id e. So I took an unexp ect ed sharp 
l eft turn as a t est. The p erson followed. 

I was scared. What if it was Ez ek iel or M ichael ?  I could 
handle pret ty much anyone else. I p ivoted and star ted run­
ning in th e oth er d ir ect ion. I could h ear th e p erson gaining 



on me. I had no c noice. I had to fly. 
Almost instantaneously, my back expanded , and my 

body streamlined fo r flight. My feet had just started to levi­
tate , when I felt a hand pull at my foot . I struggled to kick 
it o ff, but the person was st rong. I fell down to the g round 
on top of my pursuer. 

"Ellie, it's me. It's Michael," he said, as if that was sup­
posed to be a com fort. 

I shoved away his outstretched hand, and pushed myself 
o ff him and onto the hard concrete of the pathway. " I  can 
see that. Why would I want to see you?" 

" You have eve ry right to be furious with me, Ellie. But 
it's me-the real Michael ." He looked at me with those 
familia r green e yes, and it did seem as though my Michael 
stared out through them. But how could I be sure ? 

" I  thought I went to Ransom Beach with the real Michael. 
But un fortunately, it was Ezekiel's underling." 

Very, ve ry gently, he reached for me. Even though it 
seemed a gesture of comfort, I pul led away. It would take a 
lot more convincing be fore I'd let him touch me. " I  under­
stand, Ellie. I didn't like what I became either. Do you know 
how scary it is to watch yourself say and do things you'd 
never imagine, and be unable to stop ?" 

From witnessing the trans formation of Professor 
Mc Master, I knew that Michael's words were entirely 
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possible. I wanted it to be true. But I still didn't trust him. 
After all, he'd seemed like my Michael when we flew down 
the cli ff to Ransom Beach-right into Ezekiel's waiting 
arms. Ezekiel must have turned him the night before. 

I crossed my arms, and gave him a thorough once-over. 
No glazed eyes, no deadened speech, but still, I wasn' t cer­
tain. "How did you change back to yourself ?" 

" Last night, your parents came over to my house-to 
talk to my parents. It was really late, and they didn' t know I 
was still awake. So I eavesdropped on them. For some rea­
son, hearing them talk about you snapped the connec tion 
between me and Ezekiel." 

I wanted to know what my parents had said, but assess­
ing Michael's truthfulness was far more critical just now. 

" If you aren' t aligned with Ezekiel anymore, why are 
you here in Boston with him ?" I asked the obvious ques tion. 

" I  knew E zekiel would find you. So I snuck out o f  the 
house and called to him-pretending that I was s till in 
his sway. Though it was quite a trick making sure I didn' t 
come into physical contact wi th him, so he wouldn't dis­
cover the truth. He kept saying we should hold off until 
you reached out to us, but I knew that he'd try to find you. 
H e  jus t couldn't stay away from you ." 

" Why aren't you with him right now?" 
"I knew Ezekiel wanted to meet with that professor you 



found-to find o ut what he k new and what he told you. 
When he went into the professor's o ffice, I told him that I 
would meet him outside afterward; Ezekiel didn't want me 
in there anyway. That was my opportunity to break from 
him and track you down." 

"Why did he let me leave the professor 's o ffice?" 
"Ezekiel probably wanted to fi nish what he started­

either getting information from the professor or tur ning 
him into one of his minions . I think he liked the irony of 
having a vampire scholar in his ranks . Anyway, he can fi nd 
us again whenever he wa nts us. "  

"How does he track us?" This question figured promi­
nently o n  my big list. I needed to know how Ezekiel could 
find me, so I could figure out to hide from him. 

"Once I started usi ng my powers, I became like a bl ip 
o n  a radar screen to him, as he described it. He and I are 
somehow linked through our blood . That's what he told 
me, anyway ." 

Michael had only answered one-half of my question-the 
part about him. "But that doesn't explain how he tracks me." 

He averted his eyes before respond ing. " You have my 
blood in your veins. S o  he ca n track you, too." 

I fe lt sick. There was nowhere to hide from Ezekiel 
because I'd tasted M ichael's blood a nd now it ran in my 
veins? No wonder Michael did n't want to look me in the 



face when he del ivered that p iece of news .  "Great ." 
M ichael paused and then pleaded w ith me . "Please, 

Ellie. Give me another chance." 
I hes itated. I wanted to bel ieve M ichael, and it s ick­

ened me to th ink that Ezekiel had put h im up to this little 
reunion. I didn't want to go on this crazy, scary journey all 
by mysel f. But after everyth ing J' d been through, I couldn't 
believe h im .  Not without proo f. 

I t ightened my crossed arms . "How can I be sure you're 
telling the truth, Michael?" 

"There is only one way to know for certa in," he sa id. 
M ichael was r ight. There was only one way. 
This was no gentle k iss. Th is was no soft exchange of 

tongue and teeth . M ichael didn't deserve any tenderness or 
affection. I was mad at h im for h is betrayal, whether or not 
it was consc iously done . I leaned over and b it h im .  Hard . 
Lik e  a vampire. 



FORTY-ONE 

Mic hael's blood rushed into my mout h. I staggered from 
t he force of its flow and t he power of its images . J' cl never 
known his blood to have suc h strengt h, but then I' d never 
procured it by violent means before . 

Looking t hrough Mic hael's eyes , I stood on t he second 
floor landing of his house. A tal l, elegantly curved grand­
fat her clock stood ne xt to me, and its hands met at twelve. 
I peered down the curved staircase and caug ht t he tiniest 
glimpse of my parents and his parents in t he entryway. 
T hey were talking in hus hed tones-presumably so as not 
to awaken Mic hael- but I could hear them if! strained and 
ignored t he ticking. Interestingly, thoug h, t he scene looked 
filmy, as if Mic hael's vision was hazy. 

" W hat is it, Hanane l? You look distraug ht ," Mic hael's 
mom asked. 

"Ellspet h is gone ." My own eyes we lle d up wit h tears at 
t he despair in my usua lly unflappable mother's voice . 



" Wh at do you me an 'gone'?" She sounded al armed. 
" I  mean th at she was supposed to be home by five, after 

she h ad coffee with her friend, Ruth. I'd given Ellspeth a 
spec ial exemption from her ground ing to meet with Ruth, 
s ince their fr iendship h ad been str ained l ately- " My 
mom's voice broke, and I s aw my d ad put h is arm around 
her shoulder as she cr ied . 

" It's all right, H ananel. What h appened?" M ichael's mom 
prompted her. 

"Ellsp eth d idn't come home. I waited until six to contact 
Ruth, who cl aimed to be confused bec ause she h ad dropped 
Ellspeth at our house. But Daniel and I didn't believe her, so 
we asked Ruth to come over. She was v is ibly nervous when 
she arrived ; obviously she knew someth ing. At first, she 
clung to her origin al story th at she h ad brought Ellspeth 
home. We used the vestiges of our sk ills to find out more, 
but all Ruth knew was that Ellspeth h ad h ad some kind of 
fight with M ich ael. So, at Ellspeth's ins istence, Ruth took 
her to the tr ain st at ion. Ruth d idn't know where Ellspeth 
pl anned to go." S ilently, I cheered on Ruth for keeping quiet 
about the fly ing. Even though my p arents alre ady knew 
about it, of course. 

" But you're afraid that i t's more than a teenage figh t ?  You 
th ink th at she left for other reasons ?" M ichael's mom asked. 

" Yes, S ar iel," my d ad ans wered. " We t alked to Ellspeth 



last night. We read her the passage about the Nephilim 
and-" 

" What?" Michael 's dad pra ctically yelled . 
"Keep your voice down,  Armaros," Michael's mom 

warned. Sariel? Armaros? Hadn't I seen those names in the 
Book of Eno ch? Michael 's parents must be "good " fallen 
angels too, as I'd suspected . 

"You didn't tell her who she is, did you?" Armaros asked, 
his voice incredulous . 

"Don't be ridiculous. Her ignorance is the only thing 
that has prote cted her so far. The same goes for Michael. 
You know that ," my dad said. He was as angry as I'd ever 
heard him. 

" Then why would you come so dangerously close to 
revealing th e truth to her?" 

"Her powers have started to emerge. The poor thing 
thought she was a vampire. We needed to give her just 
enough information to dissuade her of that mis concep­
tion-and explaining the link between the fallen angels 
and vampires was the only way. We didn't tell her anything 
more." I knew that thi s last point wasn't exactly true, but I 
was glad Armaros didn't. He was fierce. 

" Daniel, how could you be so foolish? We were meant 
to prote ct them longer, keep them unaware until they were 
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ready. Until it was time." A rmaros continued spar ring with 
my dad . 

" What were our choices, Arma ros? To let her go on 
believing she was a vampire? And have Michael believe 
the same thing too? Such thinking would bring them pre­
cariously close to darkness. When Ezekiel o r  the others 
emerge, as they undoubtedly will, it would make Ellspeth 
and Michael easy prey for thei r da rk purposes ." 

I felt something snap in Michael, almost like he'd woken 
up . And suddenly I saw the image more clearly, not through 
some bizarre haze . I guessed that the haze was th e residue 
of Ezekiel's influence. 

" You're right, Daniel . But while it is one thing for 
Ellspeth to be awa re of her diffe rences, it is quite another 
for her to e ven suspect who she is . You may have opened 
the doo r just enough to put Ellspeth and Michael in play, 
assuming Ellspeth told h im what she knows," Armarmos 
barked back at my dad . Then he said quietly, "You might 
have e ven t riggered the end days." 

" You don't think I know that, Armaros? Hananel and I 
tried so hard to make Ellspeth feel like a regular human­
to align her with mankind when it's time and to stave off 
her powe rs and the clock. You don't think I've worried 
myself sick o ver when to tell her who she is? When to 



begin preparing her for the battle that rages beneath the 

surface in this naive world? We have walked a very fine 

line between keeping her safe and innocent and preparing 

her for war. How can we possibly know the best course 

for Ellspeth and Michael when we haven't seen their kind 

since-" 

Armaros interrupted. With venom. "Since the beg­

inning." 

"Enough fighting," my mom interjected. "We don't 

know that either Ellspeth or Michael know anything of sig­

nificance. We do know that Ellspeth is gone, and we need to 

find her. We have sent a gifted friend to track her down and 

bring her home, since obviously we cannot go ourselves-" 

"Obviously," Michael's mom interrupted. 

"And we were hoping that you might send one of your 

friends to do the same," my mom finished. 

"We would be happy to do so, Hananel." Michael's mom 

paused and then said, "Thank goodness, Michael doesn't 

know anything." 

"Nothing?" My mom sounded skeptical. 

"He senses his powers, of course. But, otherwise, he 

seemed perfectly normal at dinner tonight. If a little 

subdued." 

"He didn't mention a fight with Ellspeth?" 

"No. But then, you know how teenagers are." 
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"Are you certain that he is unin formed ?" 
"Insofar as I can be certain of anything with the limita-

tions of this mortal body." 
" Perhaps you should check on him." 
" Perhaps I should." 
The stairs began to creak as Sariel walked up to Michael's 

bedroom. I watched through his eyes as he scurried back 
to his bedroom and threw himself under the covers. The 
wooden floorboards s queaked as she approached his bed 
and hovered OYer it for several minutes. Then she tiptoed 
out of the room, closing the door beh ind her. 

The image faded. I stood before Michael , staring into his 
waiting eyes. He looked almost sick as he anticipated my 
judgment on the image he had summoned up for me . 

" Do you believe me? Do you believe that Ezekiel doesn't 
have a hold on me any longer ?" 

I did. I knew he was telling the truth. In fact, I sensed 
the very moment when the cord between Michael and 
Ezekiel was cut-it was when my dad mentioned Ezekiel by 
name-and I knew that Michael came to Boston of his own 
volition. Not under Ezekiel 's sway or for Ezekiel 's purposes. 

"I do, Michael." 
"Thank God ." 
Michael wrapped his arms around me, and I let him. I 



didn't return the embrace. I wasn't ready. But I couldn't s tay 
mad at him either. Through Ezekiel 's eyes, I 'd seen Ezekiel 
turn powerful ,  grown men and women into his followers. 
Into monsters. How did I expec t Michael to resis t? 

"Ell i e, I promis e that I will nev er b etray you again. 
We're in this together, against Ezekiel." 

" I  hope so, Michael ." I really did. But how could I be 
cer tain that Michael wouldn' t fall under Ezekiel's influ­
ence again? I knew Ezekiel would be a cons tant presence, 
in one form or another , and Michael seemed to be suscep­
tible to Ezekiel in a way that I wasn't. I would have to be 
vigilant, to constantly assess Michael for any changes, by 
touch or by blood if necessary. 

But for now, it was enough that Michael was back. And 
that I was no longer entirely alone. 



FORTY-TWO 

Hand in hand , we raced across the Harvard campus toward 
the s quare . The lights from the stores and restaurants and 
theater blinded my sensitive eyes after the dimness of the 
campus pathways .  In the few seconds it took for them to 
adjust, Michael led me down into the murky tunnels of 
the T ;  the strange disorientation I'd experienced on the 
Harvard campus must have been an Ezekiel trick. I bristled 
at the thought of being underground-trapped- but with 
Ezekiel so near, we had no choice. 

I had told Michael where we needed to go and how fast 
we needed to get there. To his credit, he didn't ask why. He 
just asked how he could help us reach Professor Barr. 

At Michael's suggestion, I had tried to reach Professor 
Barr by phone first , without success. The time difference 
was working against us, so we decided the quickest­
and perhaps only-way to reach him under the circum­
stances was to fly to London. 



After quickly mapping out the necessary connections 
to get from the Harvard S quare Station to Logan Airport, 
we stood on the train platform. Using Michael 's cell, we 
booked seats on the British Airways flight to London . And 
then we waited. An ancien t clock loomed over our heads 
and tapped out the minutes, as if reminding us how little 
time we had before the gate would close. I wished that 
we ourselves cou ld fly to London, but neither of us knew 
whether we had the ability to fly such far distances. 

Finally, finally, in the far distance , I heard the rum ­
bling of the train. I thanked God . I didn't think my nerves 
could stand one more second of delay. One more second for 
Ezekiel to find us. 

The crowds started to converge on the cramped plat­
form as the train slowed down. As the doors opened, people 
jostled for spots in the already packed train car. I reached 
for Michael's hand to make sure we didn 't lose each other . 
Before his hand gripped mine, I saw a familiar head of 
blond hair in the crowd pouring into the train . 

I stopped. Was it Ezekiel? 
I felt the warmth of Michael's hand in mine, and yet I 

still couldn't move. The man looked like he was about to 
hop on board, but was hesitating. Should we stay here­
and risk missing our flight-or get on an enclosed subway 
car with Ezekiel for company? 
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Michael pulled me toward the open train doors. They 
had started to beep in anticipation of closing. "Come on, 
E llie. The doors are about to shut." 

My body was rigid . Michae l spun around and saw my 
expression . He follo wed my gaze and understood immedi­
ately the source of my fear .  

"Ellie, it's not Ezekiel." 
The man was facing the other way, so I couldn't see his 

features. But his hair so resembled Ezekie l's distinctive 
color and style, I didn 't trust Michael. "How do you know?" 

Rather than wasting prec ious time explain ing , M ichael 
re leased my hand, ran over to the man, and tapped him 
on the shoulder. When the man turned around, I saw the 
ruddy face of a young college student . Not Ezekiel. 

Just before the doors slid shut, Michael dragged me on 
board. College students jammed the car, so we clutched 
onto the metal rings for support as the train lurched for­
ward. I exhaled in re lief and willed my heart to stop racing . 

At the next stop, the Central S quare Station, most of the 
students got off. A bench opened up. We grabbed it and set­
t led in for the fifteen-minute ride to South Station, where 
we'd transfer to the bus for Logan . 

We rode in si lence. I became acutely aware of a ll that 
we hadn't talked about: the overh eard conversations of 
our parents, my discussions with Professor Mc Master, 



Mic hael's time alone wit h Ezekiel. T he unspoken words 
hung between us, like a screen separating us. I didn't want 
to feel so detac hed from Michael, but I didn't know where 
to start. Or how to break t hroug h t he divide. 

Finally, Mic hael tried. He looked at me, wit h  a ser ious 
and sad expression, and asked, "Ellie, what are we?" 

I hesitated. I wasn't certain of my conclusion at all, but 
he deserved to know t he most logical assumption. " I  t hink 
we're something called Nephilim. But I 'm not really sure 
what that means ." 

Mic hael's lip s formed t he first of many questions , but 
my eyes suddenly grew heavy. I hadn't slept for nearly two 
days . He whispered, " It's all rig ht, Ellie. Go to sleep. We 
have plenty of time to figure t his all out. I'll stay awake so 
we don't miss our stop." 

His arms enfolded me, and I returned t he gesture . I 
hadn't hugged him since he returned to himsel f. And it 
felt good . 

For t he first time since I met Michael on Ransom Beac h, 
I relaxed and closed my eyes . His arms and his reassur ­
ances t hat we would uncover t he mysteries of our beings 
toget her soot hed me. I wanted to thank him, so I forced my 
eyes open a little . 

My drowsy vis ion settled on a sweet-faced blond girl 
wearing a Harvard sweatshirt walk ing do wn the train 



car aisle. She resembled the helpful girl from the peaceful 
brick cour tyard, the one who advised me to think about 
the questions. I thought she smiled at me. I s tarted to smile 
back, but then a disturbing question crossed my mind. It 
wiped away all thoughts o f  sleep . With all the thousands of  
college s tudents in Cambridge, what were the odds that I'd 
run into the same person twice within a few hours? Slim, 
very slim. 



FORTY-THREE 

My eyes flew open, and I looked at her a little closer . It 
was the girl fr om the Harvard courtyard. It couldn't be a 
coincidence . 

I nudged Michael to watch the girl as she continued 
down the aisle in our directi on. The train hurtled d own 
the tracks, plunging the car deeper and deeper int o 
the warren of underground T tunnels and making any 
immediate escape impossible . But the girl seemed imper­
vi ous to  the j olting of the train; she just walked serenely 
toward us. 

As she approached our seat, the older man on the bench 
facing us got up. Even though the train hadn't slowed 
and we were nowhere near a station. She settled int o the 
vacated seat and beamed that sweet smile at me . 

"Hell o, Ellspeth ." 
I didn't think I'd t old her my name during our brief 

discussion in the courtyard. And I certainly wouldn't 



have called myself Ellspeth even if I had. "How do you 
know my name ?" 

"Your parents sent me." From the conversation Michael 
had overheard, I knew that my parents had mentioned 
sending a "friend " to watch over me. But how did I know 
she wasn't a "friend" of Ezekiel's instead? 

As if she knew I needed reassurance, the girl said, "Your 
mother asked me to give you this, as a sign of my loya lty to 
you. And to Michael, of course ." Although she referred to 
Michael as if he was an afterthought . 

She put an object in my hand, and then clos ed my fist 
around it. I opened my fingers one by one, and discovered 
my mother 's locket inside . I had never seen my mom with­
out it. How had this girl gotten it from her? I guessed she 
could have taken it from my mom by force, even though 
my intuition told me otherwise. 

To answer my unspoken question, the girl placed her 
hand over mine . I received a precise, vivid flash, as if 
she explicitly sent the image to me . It was a very differ ­
ent sensation than retrieving information from people's 
minds. 

In the image, my mom and the girl stood in the entry­
way of our house. My mom unfastened her locket and 
gingerly placed it in the gir l's waiting palm. 

"Take care of El lspeth for me, and bring her home. 



Give her this for ine · if she resists your good intentions ." 
My mom smi led, and continued. "And knowing my strong­
wil led daughter, she may wel l resi st ." 

" I  wil l, Hananel ." 
The girl turned to leave, but my mom grabbed her by 

the arm before she went out the door. My mom gazed 
into the girl's eyes, as if she was speaking through them to 
me. " P lease make Ellspeth understand that, by not rush­
ing to her side, I'm not abandoning her. I'm trying to he lp 
her. And please tell her that there were reasons-vital rea­
sons-why we didn't te l l  her who she is, or prepare her for 
what 's to come." 

"I promise, Hananel." 

The image faded . I found myself back in the train car, 
clutching on to Michael's arm and staring into the face of 
an angel. For surely that is what she was. Her face had the 
same exquisite, time less quality as did my parents. Or as 
my parents used to have, anyway. 

I placed the locket around my neck. Sensing that her 
message was successfully receive d, the girl stretched out 
her hand to me . " P lease come with me . We wi l l  get off at 
the next stop and fly somewhere safe." 

I looked to Michae l for agreement. He gave me a quick 



nod ,  so I took her hand and stood up. As did Michael. 
" Who are you?" I asked. 

" I  am Tamie !," she answered as we started walking 
through the car. " I  am also one of the fallen, trying for 
grace . Like both sets of your parents ." 

We followed Tamie ! to the closed train doors . As we 
listened to the train hurtle down the tracks, I whispered, " I  
have so many questions." 

She smiled that sweet, calming smile I'd seen in the 
Harvard courtyard. " I  know, Ellspeth. I sensed that when 
we met ea rlier. So I guided you to a place where you could 
have certain quest ions answered without any harm befall­
ing you. But I was tasked to bring you to safety . Not to 
illuminate you fully. It isn't time yet." 

" Please, Tamie !. What are we ?" 
A crash sounded in the a djoining car, and we all jumped . 

Tam ie !  grabbed our arms and said, " We need to get out of 
here." 

"Why?" 
" Someone is coming for you." 
"Ezekiel ?" I asked. 
Tamie ! stopped and spun around. "How did you know 

that? I just discovered today that he had sur faced." 
So our parents didn't know about the Ezekiel factor 



yet. I was kind of glad they'd been spared that considerable 
worry. Especially since they didn't have any internal weap­
onry left with which to fight him. "He's been in contact 
with us." 

" Yes, i t's Ezekiel. And I don't think he will show any 
mercy." 

" I  don't think he'll hurt me, Tamie !." 
Her bright blue eyes widened in astonishment. "Why 

do you say that?" 
" I  just sensed it. For some reason, I think E zekiel needs 

me. I think he needs me to choose him ." 
" Well, you're right. But there are many ways to make 

you choose him. Especially since you care about mankind." 
" Like?" 
" Like threatening Michael , who is susceptible to his 

call. Like holding this entire train of innocent people 
hostage, until you come to his side ." Her expression no lon­
ger appeared surprised, but angry at my delay. " Should I 
continue?" 

" No." I remembered all too well the horrors I had seen 
through Ezekiel's eyes, and shuddered at the thought of 
being the reason for him to inflict more suffering on others. 

" Then let's go." We linked hands and exited our train 
car. I felt the warm rush of the underground air, as the 
doors closed behind us and we stepped onto the rickety 



outdoor platform connecting the two train cars . 
Tamie ! crossed over first, ho lding on to my hand the 

entire time. I hesitantly stepped over the divide, when I 
hear d a huge thud in the t rain ca r we' d just left. 

" I  hope we aren't too late," Tamie ! said, as she pulled  
me and Michae l over to the other side. And we ran into the 
next car. 



FORTY-FOUR 

The tr ain c ar was p acked . With Tamie! in the le ad, we 
pushed and elbowed our way through the crowd to re ach 
the next se t of doors. But not before we he ard a de afening 
sm ash on the opposite side of the c ar. 

"Don't turn around," Tamie! yelled, and shoved me and 
Mich ael through the doors on to the connec ting platform. 

She propelled us into the next c ar and the next, s taying 
at our backs as a shield ag ains t  an obviously angry E zekiel. 
As we r aced through the speeding tr ain, we he ard thuds 
and cr ashes in our wake . But we couldn' t s top to look or 
specul ate ;  we h ad to keep moving. Even when we heard 
screams from o ther p assengers. 

We re ached the doors of the l as t  c ar. I wondered wh at 
Tamie! h ad pl anned, as the sounds of Ezekiel's r amp age 
h adn' t s topped. In fac t, they h ad only increased. And I 
knew enough to be terrif ied. 

Tamie ! pried the l as t  se t of tr ain doors open, and pushed 



us onto the p lat form. It swerv ed back and forth as th e train 
sp ed down the track, and I didn't think we'd b e  able to k eep 
our footing. But then, I rea liz ed that Tamie! didn't int end 
for us to use our feet at a ll. 

We linked hands, and our bodies g eared up for f light . I 
fe lt my shou ld ers broad en and the fami liar warmth spread 
across th em. I looked over at Michael to s ee if h e  was pre­
pared. H e  nodded at me, and I s queez ed his hand in r ep ly. I 
was r eady-as r eady as I 'd ev er b e  to f ly down th e tr each er­
ous, und erground tunnels of th e T. 

Just as our feet began to lift, the p lat form shook vio­
lent ly. I nearly fell o ff, but Tamie! pu lled m e  back b efore 
I tumbled down onto th e electri fied tracks. As I st eadied 
myself so we cou ld tak e off, I said a si lent word of thanks 
to my mom for s ending Tamie!, and looked over at h er in 
gratitud e for saving me. 

But then I felt the earth shi ft hard under th e tracks, and 
I scr ea med. Ez ekiel was standing right next to Tamie!. 

In the split second that Tamie! spun around to look 
at him, I s econd-gu essed h er. P erhaps the locket and the 
imag e of my mom and th e chase through th e train were 
just part of a trap to lead us to Ezekiel. But then I saw the 
expression on h er fac e-a mix of astonishm ent and fear­
and I knew that I was wrong. Sh e was on our side.  

The only one smiling was Ez ekiel. 



"That scream was not much of a welcome, Ellspeth . And 
here I've been searching everywhere for you and Michael ." 

Ezekiel reached for me, and I recoiled . I started back­
ing up. Flight was the only way I could escape him, but 
my body wasn't prepared yet . Just as his f ingers grazed my 
arm, I felt Tamie ! swoop me up into the air . 

Within moments, I was able to soar on my own, and fol­
low Tamie! down the warm, dank tunnels . The space was 
disorienting and narrow, so narrow that my arm brushed 
against a slimy tile wall. I reminded myself of the torture 
I'd seen in Ezekiel's vision-torture that would be visited 
upon me, and God knew who else, if he caught us . So I held 
my tongue and flew. 

As Tamie ! raced down the passageways, Michael and I 
flanked her as best we could. She was incredibly fast and 
made sharp turns down the labyrinthine passageways of 
the T as if she'd memorized the entire system. Maybe she 
had ; maybe she knew it would come to this . 

The wall tiles turned from red to green signaling the 
switch in train lines, and we veered le ft down a tight tun­
nel. I felt a sudden whoosh behind me, and I pivoted in 
midair to see what caused it. Ezekiel's shiny hair and pale 
face loomed in the distance. 

"He's gaining on us," I called up to Tamie !. 
She didn't respond. Instead she sped up and made a 



quick, unexpected r ight turn. Michael and I raced to follow 
her. A roar and a bl inding l ight greeted us in the mouth of 
the tunnel she 'd just entered. We found oursel ves fac ing an 
oncom ing tra in. 

M ichael and I nearly spun back around-into the 
advanc ing arms of Ezek iel-but we saw Tam ie ] propel her­
self up and o ver the moving tra in. M irror ing her actions, 
we tra iled her as she shot stra ight up through a t iny shaft in 
the ceil ing of the tunnel . 

The shaft was so constr icted that M ichael and I could 
barely f it through the opening. But once we s queezed our­
selves through, it broadened, allowing us to rega in speed. 
We followed Tam ie!  through the p itch-blackness as she 
cl imbed upward to the surface .  

The a ir grew colder, and a gl immer of l ight appeared 
above us . W ith in seconds, Tam ie! sho ved as ide a metal 
grate covering the shaft and peered upward .  She motioned 
for us to follow her as she flew up and out. 

We stood at the far, dark corner of a T stop- Govern­
ment Center. A train must have just left, because the stop was 
merc if ully empty. W ithout a word of explanation, Tam ie ! 
spr inted down the long platform toward the ex it, and we 
chased a fter her. After tear ing up two flight s of stair s, we 
stood outs ide in the fr ig id nighttime of downtown Boston. 
The fresh a ir was a rel ief after the fet id underground, but I 



was reluctant to trade flying for running. I felt like I could 

hold my own a bit better against Ezekiel if I flew. 

We could see and hear the lights and noise of the nearby 

tourist attraction Faneuil Hall. I assumed that we'd head in 

the opposite direction, and started walking the other way. 

But Tamie! pulled me toward Faneuil Hall instead. 

"I thought you wanted us to stay away from crowds. You 

said that Ezekiel could use them as a weapon against us," 

I said, as we began running toward the busy eighteenth­

century marketplace built around a cobblestone prom­

enade where street performers entertained tourists while 

they shopped and ate. 

"He can. But the crowds also limit his powers and pro­

vide us with a means of escape." 

"Why is he doing this, Tamie!? He's had the chance to 

take us by force before, but he never tried." 

"He's furious with Michael for deceiving him out­

side Professor McMaster's office, to start. And-" Tamie! 

stopped herself. As if she'd said too much already. 

"Tell me, Tamie!." 

"He believes that you are dangerously close to under­

standing who you are. Once you fully comprehend your 

nature and purpose, the end days will begin. And Ezekiel 

can no longer wait. He will want you at his side." 



FORTY-FIVE 

I sensed-rather than saw or heard-Ezekiel following us 

toward Faneuil Hall. I knew that Michael and Tamie! did 

too because each time my instinct told me to veer left or 

right to avoid him, they did the same-without speaking. 

We moved like this-in unison-and entered Faneuil 

Hall. Despite the cold, the place was packed. We weaved 

through vendors hawking wares and tourists sipping hot 

drinks and jugglers entertaining them. Tamiel was right; 

the crowds provided a shield for us and compromised 

Ezekiel's ability to lash out. For the moment. 

After several minutes hurrying through the crowds as a 

unit, Tamiel suddenly broke and took the lead. She led us into 

an impressive building with huge colonnades and a brass sign 

that read QUINCY MARKET. Inside was an enormous indoor 

food court, jammed with tables, stalls, and even more people. 

Cutting through the crowds like a knife, Tamiel headed 

straight for the doors at the rear. Clearly she had brought us 
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into Quincy Market only as a d ivers ion and a way to shake 
Ezekiel. M ichael and I kept her pace and followed her to the 
far end of the marketplace. I was so happy when I finally 
saw the ex it doors next to a small stage. 

Just as Tam ie ! reached for the door handle, I heard a 
loud slam reverberate throughout the busy hall. We spun 
around. All the doors to Quincy Market had s imultane­
ously shut and locked. But the people continued eat ing 
and dr ink ing and chatting as if noth ing had happened. 

We turned back toward the ex it doors. There, on the 
stage, stood Ezekiel. It was the scenar io I most feared. 

Ezek iel pasted on that sickening sm ile of h is and started 
pacing the stage. He stared at us, but spoke to Tam ie ! in a 
tr iumphant vo ice. "I am going to tell them who they are." 

"Please don't, Ezek iel." I heard begg ing from the seem­
ingly inv incible Tamie !, and it terrified me. I looked over 
at M ichael, but he didn't meet my gaze. He was transfixed, 
watch ing the showdown between two angels. 

"Does it scare you to think of them knowing the full 
story, Tamie !? Oh, I forgot. You would rather they learn 
the pretty l ittle b its and pieces that you and the others feed 
them in sanit ized places like the Harvard libraries." 

"Have you no care for what will happen if you tell them 
everyth ing?" 

"Do you mean what m ight happen to you, Tamie !? And 



t he ot her fa llen?" H e  g estur ed around t he room . T he p eo ­
p le were ob livious to us ; he must hav e used som e trick to 
c loud us from t heir view. "Or do you mean what mig ht 
happ en to a ll of t hem? O h, I was a ll for k eeping Mic hael 
and E llsp et h  in t he dark at first, but now t hey probab ly 
know enoug h to start t he c lock . So I would lik e to b e  t he 
one to share t he entir e story-instead of t he watered­
down versions t hose simp ering foo ls who cal l t hems elv es 
t heir par ents wi ll t el l  t hem .  Mic hael and El lsp et h  should 
know t he trut h and t he ro le t hey are d estin ed to p lay at 
t he end." 

H er voic e b ecam e a t hund erous c lap . " Stop, Ez ekiel ! "  
But her voice was no match for t he roar o f  his own. H e  

y ell ed back, "You wi ll l et t hem listen ! Or I wi ll s et t his place 
into a conflagration t hat matc hes hel l's own fir e. And t hat 
wil l only be  t he b eginning." 

Tam ie !  s tayed where she was, but s he wi thd rew from 
t he fig ht. Ez ekiel's voic e quiet ed and took on t hat lull­
ing ton e t hat he s eem ed to find effective for his purposes . 
T hen he met our ey es for t he first time since we saw him 
in Quincy Mark et. 

" Mic hael and E llsp et h, I hav e hop ed to find you 
for a long , long t ime . Ever s ince t hat day when He"­
Ez ek iel spat out t he word lik e  a curse-" d estroy ed your 
fel low N ep hi lim, your brot hers and sist ers, in Noa h's 
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flood. From the ve ry moment I lea rned about your co n­
ceptions, I 've bee n looking fo r you. The people who 
claim to be your pa re nts made my sea rch d ifficult, sur­
re nde ring thei r immo rtality so that your p resences 
would be da rk to me. They sh rouded you in humanity 
that  made you ha rd to find .  But I finally found you, whe n  
your own powers surfaced. You became like a beaco n  
to me. O r  Michael did , at least. A nd th rough h im, you, 
Ellspeth ." 

E zekiel the n  asked, "Shall I tell you why I have longed 
fo r  you?" 

Michael a nd I did n't reply. How could you rea ct whe n  
evil itself told you that you a re the a nswer to i ts p rayers? 

"The key lies-i n  pa rt-in the Book of Eno ch." He 
smirked, a nd said, "Ellspeth, I believe you uncovered that 
duri ng your little research today. 

"When the congregation of the righteous shall appear, 

And sinners shall be judged for their sins, 

And shall be driven from the face of the earth; 

And when the Elect One shall appear before the eyes of the 

righteous, 

Whose elect works hang upon the Lord of the Spirits, 



And light shall appear to the righteous and elect who dwell 

on the earth . . . .  

From that time those that possess the earth shall no longer be 

powerful and exalted; 

And they shall not be able to behold the face of the holy, 

For the Lord of the Spirits has caused his light to appear 

On the face of the holy, righteous, and elect. 

Then shall the kings and the mighty perish 

And be given into the hands of the righteous and holy. 

And thenceforth none shall seek for themselves mercy from 

the Lord of Spirits 

For their life is at an end. 

" Do you know what that means?" 
Michael and I had absolu tely no idea , and Tamie ! hadn't 

ut tered a word since E zekiel had shut her up with the 
threa t of fire. 

"No?" E zekiel said with a smile. "Let me explain. 
Ellspeth , I bel ieve that Hananel and Dan iel tol d you 
that God cursed cer tain of us angels when we descended 



to earth and created a race of our own by mating with 
humankind; that race was called the Nephilim. God-in 
His in finite hubris-was so furious at our act of creation 
that He wiped out all humans, save for his pet Noah and 
his kin. God then prohibited angels from procreation and 
banished us from heaven , leaving us here on earth as the 
so -called fallen. Did Hananel and Daniel tell you of this, 
Ellspeth?" 

I nodded. 
"The Book of Enoch describes how the fallen angels­

like me and like your parents and even like Tamie ! over 
there-will rule mankind until the end of time. Then, at 
the end, a select being wi ll emerge whose purpose will be 
to judge the fallen angels and mankind . That select being­
who Enoch calls the Elect One-is a Nephilim, part man 
and part angel ." He smiled . "So you see , Enoch tells us 
that, regardless of God's specific command tha t the angels 
not procreate, the Nephilim will indeed come again . And 
one of those Nephilim will decide the fate of all beings on 
earth-angels and humans ." 

I felt sick. Suddenly, I knew where Ezekiel's story was 
going . He stretched out his hands toward me and Michael . 
" You are those Nephilim . And one of you is the Elect One." 



FORTY-SIX 

Come on. I had gotten used to the fact that I was dif­
ferent, something other than human. But this? E zekie l 
expected me and Michae l to be lieve that one of us was a 
chosen being, here to judge a ll creatures on earth at the 
end of time . 

I shot Michae l a look, but he seemed mesmerized once 
again . So I g lanced over at Tamie! to gauge her reaction. 
She looked defeated . She a lso looked as dead ly serious as 
Ezekie l. 

"How does this exp lain why I have longed for your 
births? For centuries, even mi llennia?" Ezekie l said as he 
paced back and forth across the stage, lecturing to his cap­
tive audience . 

He continued . " I  knew that , once I found you, and the 
E lec t One s tood a t  my side, the fa llen would be judged fair ly 
at the end. For when the E lect One has learned what I have 
learned and has seen what I have seen, the E lect One would 



understand that the fallen are not sinners, but indeed the 
'righteous and ele ct,' a s  Eno ch said. And the fallen would 
continue to po sse ss the earth-maybe even the heavens 
again." 

It all became clear-whoever controlled the Nephilim 
controlled the end. But why did Ezekiel think that Michael 
or I would ever judge him to be "righteou s and ele ct"? 
Ezekiel would be at the top of my li st of sinners. 

Ezekiel took center stage. With a flouri sh, he stretched 
out hi s hand s in our direction and announced, "The answer 
lie s in your name, Ell speth." 

What on earth did he mean? 
He chu ckled, as  if I' d said my que stion aloud. I guessed 

that my face spoke volume s. "Ell speth means the Cho sen 
One. You are the Ele ct One." 

"Me? Why not Michael?" The word s just blurted out. 
"Oh , Michael has a special role. But more in the nature 

of protector, a knight to hi s lady, if you will. Except you are 
so much more than a lady." 

Stretching out hi s hand, he said, "Come with me." 
So it was me. The Ele ct One. T hi s  wa s insane. And why 

did Ezekiel think I would go anywhere with him? Better 
than anyone , I knew hi s darkne ss; I had seen it fir sthand 
through hi s own eye s. 

I spun around and looked at Tamie ) and Michael for 



help . Michael's face s till bore that glazed exp ression. And 
Tamie! hadn' t left, but she had averted her eyes and s tepped 
away from me and Michael and Ezekiel. Almost as if she 
was fo rbidden to join us in this battle. 

Only Ezekiel met my gaze. "Ellspeth, you have a choice. 
You can come with me and save Michael. O r  you can choose 
Tamie ! and he r kind, and I will des troy Michael ." 

So that's how Ezekiel though t he could get me to go with 
him . He believed that I would never, ever risk Michael 's 
life. Even for  a greate r  good. 

And Ezekiel could be right . How could I choose to 
des troy Michael ? 

"You canno t have her ! "  Michael suddenly awoke with 
a sc ream . 

Inexplicably, Ezekiel cas t an amused look in Michael's 
direc tion. " I've hea rd those wo rds before. I think Hananel 
and Daniel said them to me the day you were born, Ellspeth ." 

Michael li fted o ff  the ground and flew at  the surprised 
Ezekiel, who s till s tood on the s tage. He landed on hi m 
with such force that  Ezekiel fell o ff  the stage with a crash, 
nar rowly missing an exposed iron rod that  suppor ted the 
platform . But the rod mus t have grazed Ezek iel 's face, as 
blood t rickled down his cheek. It was unsettling to see 
the immortal Ezekiel bleed. 

Ezekiel s tood up, wiped away the blood with his f inger, 



and then licked it. "You would kill me instead, son?" 
"Son? I 'm no son of yours," Michae l yel led. 
"That is precisely who you are," Ezekiel answered 

calmly . 
Michael then f lew off the stage toward Ezekiel. This 

time, Ezekiel was ready. He propel led himself upward, 
into the rafters high in the ceiling of the hall . As Michael 
fol lowed him, I started to lift off in pursuit. I couldn't let 
Mic hael fight Ezekiel alone. 

Tamie ! pulled me down to the ground. " Michae l must 
comba t Ezek iel una ided." 

I struggled to free myself from her grasp, but she was 
incredibly strong. "Michael is trying to protect me from 
Ezekiel. I can't let him do that by himsel f. He needs me." 

Tamie ! took me by the shoulders and stared into my face . 
"Ellspeth, only the chi ld can kill the parent. Let Michael 
fulfil l his destiny, if he can." 

"Ezekie l is real ly his father?" I was shocked, although 
it explained t he link between them. I thought Ezekiel had 
been speaking metaphorical ly. 

"Yes, he is. Only one with Ezekiel 's b lood in his veins 
can destroy him." 

The news tore my attention from the batt le raging over ­
head. "But I thought angels couldn't procreate?" 

"They usua lly can't. But you and Michae l are unique." 



"So we really are Nephilim?" 
"Yes." 
"Where are our mothers? Our human mothers?" I felt a 

sudden, deep yearning for mine. 
Tamie! stared at the floor. "Your birth mothers are no 

longer with us ." 
" They 're dead?" I wanted to cry, but knew I couldn't. I 

had to keep my focus. 
She nodded slowly, still not meeting my eye . 
" What about my father? Where is he?" 
A crash sounded out above us . Ezekiel had flung Michael 

into the metal sca ffolding bolstering the ceiling, and I 
screamed despite mysel f. I twisted and turned, trying to 
get out of Tamie l's grip so I could help him . 

" Stay here, or you will only complicate matters for 
Michael," she ordered . 

Tamie ! 's hold was unbreakable, leaving me no choice 
but to stare at the war above us. Michael and Ezekiel dove 
up and over and around the massive ra fters reinforcing the 
ceiling. Each took e qual turns harming the other, and for 
a time , I felt heartened that Michael might actually win 
the battle . But then E zekiel caught Michael by the foot and 
swung h is head into a h uge beam . Michael flew away, but 
I knew he was badly hurt. I could smell the blood flowing 
from his wounds, and I could sense him weakening . 



Suddenly, I kne� how I could h elp . Som ehow I wr enched 
Tamiel's hands o ff my should ers and rac ed to the sid e of 
th e s tag e. I looked up. M ichael and Ez ekiel were hov ering 
d ir ectly abov e me. It  was my mom ent. 

I forc ed a sob and cried out, "Ez ekiel ,  s top . I can't watch 
you hur t Michael any long er. Stop. I' ll go with you. But 
only if you d eliv er him to me-unharm ed and f ly ing of h is 
own accord-right h er e." 

"No, Ellie '" Michael y elled back. 
"Y es, Michael ." I po intedly looked down a t  the exposed 

iron rod, hoping d esperately that Ez ekiel didn't catch my 
meaning as well. "It is the only way." 

"You hav e mad e th e right choic e, Ellsp eth," Ez ek iel 
called out . 

S ide  by s ide, they began their desc ent. Ez ekiel was car e­
f ul not to touch M ichael, but h e  didn't let him out of his 
sigh t either. I stood near-but not next to-the iron rod, 
and watched as they neared th e floor. Just b efor e they 
touch ed down, I str etch ed out my arms to Ezek iel ,  to dis­
tract him . 

"It is almost tim e," I said. As if to Ezekiel. 
Ez ekiel reach ed out his arms for me. With an expres­

sion of tr iumph, h e  looked away from Michael and smil ed 
at me.  J ust  then, Michael f lew at Ez ekiel's back and shov ed 
him into the iron rod with all his str eng th. 



We raced to Ezekiel's  side to make sure the deed wa s 
done. But we needn't have. Within second s, the smell of 
the blood pouring from his body wa s overpowering . He 
seemed weak-even near death-but hi s eyes were still 
open and blinking. 

" I  am not alone . There are other s. Other s even more 
powerful than me. Like your father," Ezekiel whispered, 
and smiled hi s sick smile out at the crowd .  And then the 
blinking stopped. 

I looked out at Quincy Market, in the direction of 
Ezekiel 's final gaze . There, in the throng s, I spotted a man 
with black hair and bright blue eye s  staring right at us. As 
if he saw us. Then he di sappeared . 

Tamie! raced to our sides. She nodded in agreement with 
Ezekiel's  last word s. It wa s over, but only for the moment. 

I didn't care . I stood up and hugged Michael as  hard a s  
I co uld . Even if we had only a short time o f  peace fulne ss 
together, even if I wa s thi s  other, elect, strange creature, I 
wanted thi s moment, this  moment of peace. 

We looked into each other's eyes and smiled. I clo sed my 
eyes and surrendered into the warmth of Michael's arm s. 



FORTY-SEVEN 

I opened my eyes. I was in my bedroom. 
M y  bedroom. 
I had no memory of returning to Till inghast from Boston. 
How had I gotten here? T he last t hing I remembered 

was holding on to M ichael in Quincy Ma rket , after we 
looked down at t he body of Ezek iel. Oh my God , Ezek iel. 

I sat up in my bed. I lifted up my qu ilt, blanket, and 
sheets. I was in my flannel pajamas. W ho had dressed me 
in t hese ? I looked at t he clo ck. It sa id seven A. M., but I had 
no idea what day it was. 

P ushing off my quilt, blanket , and sheets, I stood up, 
a l ittle unsteady on my feet. I totte red over to my desk . 
where my bag sat. I p icked it up, looking fo r any s crap of 
ev idence that I 'd been to Boston. I fo und m y  notebook 
filled wit h  t he usual s cr ibbles , m y  wallet wit h  my ident ifi­
cat ion and money, and my toilet ry bag stocked as always. 
The re we re no t icket stubs or rece ipts o r  even any of t he 



lists of questions I'd made on the train to Boston or during 
that long night in the Harvard S quare co ffee shop. But my 
cell was there . The cell phone I'd thrown into the garbage 
can at the Tillinghast train station . 

Had it all been a dream? The flying and the blood? 
Eze kiel and the trip to Boston? All that stuff about the 
Nephilim and the Ele ct One? Was Michael a dream too? 

I ran downstairs, not sure what to hope for. My mom 
stood at the kit chen counter buttering toast and pouring 
orange juice, like she did every morning. She looked up at 
me, unsurprised that I stood in the kitchen. But she was 
surprised at my state, given the hour. 

" Dearest, why are you still in your pajamas? You have to 
leave for s chool in five minutes ." 

I stared around the kitchen, as if I hadn't seen it in 
months. The kettle sat in its typical place, and the magnets 
on the fridge held up the normal pictures and remind­
ers. Everything looked the same as when I le ft. But I felt 
entirely di fferent. 

My mom marched over to me and placed her hand 
on my forehead. " Do you feel sick, Ellie? You look  a little 
pea ked, but you don't feel warm ." 

I was a fraid to speak. Almost any sentence that came 
out of my mouth could be really out of place. Even crazy. 

" Dearest, is everything all right?" 



Wo rds finally �roaked out of my mouth. 'Tm okay, 
Mom. I just woke up from a really wei rd d ream." 

Her eyebrows rose in ala rm, but her vo ice sounded 
calm. Very, very calm. " What was the d ream, dea rest?" 

" Nothing. Just a d ream. I' d better get ready." 
I walked back upstai rs and opened my closet to pick out 

an out fit. Hanging on the rack were some of the mo re da r­
ing clothes I'd bought since I started seeing Michael. And 
the red d ress I'd worn to the Fall Dance. That wasn't a 
d ream, at least. Maybe Michael wasn't either. 

I grabb ed a pai r of j eans and a sweater and h ead ed into 
the bath room. Standing against the closed bath room doo r  
fo r a long moment, I finally went over to the sink and 
turned on the hot wate r. As the steam rose up , I sta red at 
myself in the foggy mi rro r. How could I look like the same 
old Ellie wheri so much had happened? O r  had it? 

But what choice did I have but to go th rough the 
motions of no rmalcy? I washed my face with my favo rite 
lemony soap. I b rushed out all the knots in my hai r. I put 
on some blush and masca ra ,  and I got d ressed . All the 
while t rying to igno re the sinking f eeling in the pit of my 
stomach. 

D reading the unce rtainty of school , I t rudged back 
downstai rs. 'Tm ready to go, Mom." 



She looked at me curiously. " But Mich ael's picking you 
up tod ay." 

'Tm not grounded anymore ?" Mich ael h adn't been 
allowed to drive me to school since the Fall D ance. We 
were only allowed to see e ach other in supervised settings, 
like school or home. 

"No, dearest. Your grounding was over this weekend ." 
She p aused and then asked, "Are you sure th at you're all 
right, Ellie ?" 

'Tm fine, Mom." I hoped I sounded mo re convincing 
th an I felt. I didn't want her to be worrying about me ; I h ad 
enough troubles. " I'll just go wait by the front window for 
Mich ael." 

" Do you want me to wait with you?" 
" No th anks, Mom. I need to review my homework any­

way." I needed a moment alone. And she seemed pleased 
th at I ment ioned something as no rm al as homewo rk. 

St aring out at the driveway, I tried to m ake sense of 
things. The list of questions th at I'd written on the tr ain 
to Boston kept coming b ack to me. If the p ast couple of 
months h ad been re al-instead of some biz arre dre am­
then I might h ave a few answers to those questions. 

Wh at was I ?  The million-doll ar ques tion . Assuming the 
flying and the blood and Ezekiel and Boston h ad actually 



happened, I was pretty sure that I was a Nephilim. But aside 

from the powers it brought me, I wasn't certain what that 

meant. What was the purpose of a Nephilim? If I believed 

Ezekiel, then I was the "Elect One" with some special role 

in the "end days," whatever that entailed. Even my parents 

had said something about me being different and prepar­

ing for "war," and Tamie] had mentioned "end days." What 

was this war, and who would I be fighting against? 

I still had more questions than answers. Like what had 

happened to my birth parents .  Like whether I could count 

on Michael while I tried to figure this all out. 

Just then, I heard the crunch of gravel. Michael's car 

pulled into our roundabout. My anxiety-already sky­

high-mounted. What would I say to him? I still wasn't 

certain what was real and what was a dream. 

"Bye, Mom," I called out, and walked to his car. The day 

was cool and drizzly, chilly but not cold enough for snow. 

Michael turned off the ignition and opened the door for 

me from the inside. I slid in and closed it tightly behind me. 

Then I sat silently, uncertain what words were appropriate. 

He reached over and kissed me on the cheek. "How was 

your night? " 

"Fine," I answered warily. "Yours?" 

"Good. I finished that awful calculus assignment," he 

said as he turned the key in the ignition. 



" That 's great ." I didn't know what to say next . I couldn't 
even remember what homework I' d been working on 
before I fled to Boston. So I stayed quiet . 

The car started, and music flooded the car. The song 
was Coldplay, "Cemeteries of London." It was one of my 
favorites, as Michael knew. It reminded me of our night­
time flying and exploring . If those things rea lly happened, 
that was. 

" Feels like London out today, doesn't it?" Michael said. 
I looked ov er at him in surprise. Had he just said what 

I thought he had? We had been heading to London to see 
Professor Barr the day before- from Boston. Or was he 
just referring to the song? 

A smile spread across his face. A knowing smile . 
"So . . . ?" My mind raced. It hadn't been a dream. 
As if reading my thoughts, Michael said, "Ignorance is 

the only thing that has protected you so far." 
In that instant, I realized what had happened. In the con­

versation among our parents that Michael had overheard , 
my dad had said the same thing. Our parents wanted so 
badly to keep us in the dark about our identities-for 
our protection and to prevent the ticking of the end days 
clo ck-that they'd attempted to have our memories erased. 
About flying and Ezekiel and Boston and the Nephilim and 
the Elect One . They knew better than to try to make us 



forget each other ; they had t ried it after Guatema la, and it 
hadn't fully worked. 

It had fai led again here. We remembered eve rything . 
I started to ta lk excited ly . A ll the pieces were fa lling 

into p lace. B ut Michael shook his head and put a finger 
ove r my lips. 

So I just smi led back at Michael. I knew that this wasn't 
the end. It was on ly the beginning. 
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Stepp ing into the ha llways of Ti ll ing hast Hig h  Sc hool was 
actua lly we irde r t han acknowledg ing t hat I was an othe r­
wo rld ly c reatu re. 

I watc hed as gi rls c hatted about t he ir lip gloss , and guys 
sha red apps on the ir i P hones. I not iced f riends g igg ling 
about other fr iends' outfits, and teammates thump ing 
eac h ot he r  on t he backs fo r  games well-p layed . I wa lked 
past k ids fu rious ly copy ing the ir friends' homework assign­
ments, and others fumbling with  the towers of books in 
the ir locke rs. 

I cou ldn't stop from sta ring at my classmates in amaze­
ment, l ike t hey we re exot ic c reatu res in the zoo. They had 
no idea t hat some kind of A rmageddon was heading thei r  
way and t hat I was se le cted to pl ay some spe cial role at t he 
end. Maybe even stop it. 

I felt t he s imu ltaneous u rge to sob and gigg le. Because 
t he whole not ion of E llspet h Faneu il as savior to t he world 
was both ove rwhelming and rid icu lous. 

T he only thing keep ing me sane whil e  I walked down 
the ha l lway was M ic hae l. T he linkof his f inge rs in mine was 
like a tether to ou r new rea lity. I believed I could nav igate 
throug h ou r confl icting worlds-the fr ivo lous Tilling hast 



High School and the looming otherworldly battle-with 

him beside me. 

But once I said good-bye to Michael before heading 

into English class, I lost my anchor. I felt like I'd been cast 

unmoored into an unreal sea. 

English class brought me near to the brink. The minute 

I entered the classroom, Miss Taunton launched into me. 

Like a hawk circling a wounded animal, she bombarded 

me with questions about our latest assigned novel, which I 

could barely remember amid the more vivid recollections 

of my days in Boston and my encounter with Ezekiel. I 

wanted to scream at her that none of this mattered. 

The second that Miss Taunton laid off me, my best 

friend, Ruth, texted me. "Wait for me in the hall after 

class." Normally, I 'd welcome a quick chat with my oldest 

and best friend in the world, especially if it involved com­

miseration over Miss Taunton's unfair, but not unusual, 

treatment of me. But I didri't know if I could handle a one­

on-one conversation with Ruth just yet. I had no idea what 

she remembered. The last time we were together-just 

before I boarded the train to Boston-she had confessed to 

seeing me fly. Had my parents tried to erase Ruth's mem­

ory, too, with more success? If so, could I pull off the act 

of regular Ellie? I pied illness and intermittently coughed 

throughout class to support my ruse. 

At the ringing of the bell, I raced out of class. My head 



was spinning. I needed a moment to catch my breath, to 
reassemble mysel f. 

Instead, I ran smack into Piper. My next-door neighbor 
and one of the most popular girls in school had been ignor­
ing me for weeks since I decided to take the blame for that 
wicked Facebook prank. Unbelievably, she had decided 
that this was the moment to break the silence. 

"I know what you did, Ellie. I just don't get why you did 
it. Why would you take the blame for something you didn't 
do? Why would you sit through weeks of detention and 
walk down the hal lways knowing that a ll the kids in school 
hate you? Without ever pointing the finger at me or Missy. 
I bet you think you're some kind of a saint ," she said with a 
flip of her perfect blond hair. 

I didn't know what to say. Part of me wanted to tel l her 
the truth . That her snide little guess wasn't total ly off the 
mark . I was a hal f-angel, and I s imply couldn't have sat by 
and let others suffer at her hand. That she better rethink her 
future actions and ask forgiveness for those past, because 
there wasn't much time left for malevolent games. 

The conversation nearly delivered me to the edge. Who 
was I meant to be? How was I supposed to behave, know­
ing what I knew? 

Before I said anything I'd regret, Michael appeared at 

my side. 
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He had been waiting for me after class, farther down 
the hall . When he saw Piper accos t  me and witnessed m y  
obv ious discomfort at the exchange, he raced to my rescue. 

"Are you all right, Ellie ? You look really pale," he asked, 
once we were alone . I mus t have looked really bad, because 
alarm registered on his face. 

'Tm not sure ifl can do this, Michael. I know we need to 
pretend, but I'm having a hard time already. Knowing what  
we know," I whispered. 

Mi chael put his arm around my shoulder and walked me 
down the hallway. He b rough t us in to a darkened alcove. 
More than any thing, I wanted to s tay in that warm, shad­
owy recess, wrapped in his arms . I t  was the only place I fel t  
safe. I t  was the only place that made sense. 

Mi chael placed his finger under my chin, and tipped my 
face to his. "Ellie, I know you can." He slipped a letter into 
my hands. He nodded that I should read it immediately, so 
I smoothed out the paper and s tarted. 

My Ellie -

Do you remember the first time we went flying 

over our field? You were so nervous of everything. Yo11 

were afraid to fall from such heights; you didn't want 

to embarrass yo11rself infront of me; you were fearf11l of 

doing something so clearly otherworldly. B11t you were 



determined and strong. And I watched in awe as you 

furrowed your beautiful brow, willed your fears away, 

and took to the air. 

You were breathtaking up there. The wind at your 

back, your black hair whipping all around you-you 

owned the skies. From the very beginning. 

And the very next day, you walked down the 

hallways of Tillinghast High School l ike nothing had 

happened. Like you were just a regular girl- prettier 

and smarter than all the rest, of course, but still just a 

regular, human girl. 

You can do that again, Ellie. You can walk the 

tightrope between the two worlds with courage and 

determination. You've done it before. 

I love you, 

Michael 

I smiled as I read the letter. Somehow he had anticipated 
my feelings, and unde rstood-perfectly-how to resto re 
my confidence. How to b ring me back to mysel f. Michael 
t ruly was my soul mate. 

" Thank you," I wh ispered . 
"Just remember who you are . Remember that you 

walked this walk before, and you can do it again." 



I nodded and closed my eyes for a se cond. C onjuring 
those d ays fr om e arlier in the fall, my sel f- assur ance 
returned . Sl owly and sh akily. I real ly h ad no other option. 
I had to  successfully pl ay act at being a regul ar high s chool 
junior, concerned about h omework and her new b oy friend. 
Mich ael had to convincingly m ake-believe th at he was an 
aver age senior guy, fo cused on fo otb all and college pros­
pe cts and me. Too much depended on our r ole-pl aying. 

Feeling fairly confident, off to  cal culus I went. As I 
listened t o  Mr. Modic r attle off theorems, I stopped fixat­
ing on the surre al nature of my situ ation and st arted t o  
m ap out next steps . By the time cl ass ended, and I j oined 
Mich ael in the h allway, I wasn't surprised th at his next let­
ter h ad the s ame fo cus. I h ad alre ady drafted a simil ar note 
in my he ad. 

My Ellie-

Now that your resolve has returned, did you spend 

all of calculus thinking about what we should do next? 

I know you well. I bet you didn't take a single note, but 

instead stared out the window, dreaming up a strategy. 

I did the same thing. 

What should we do next? The trip to Boston 

definitely gave us a better sense of our natures as 

Nephilim, and the encounter with Ezekiel linked our 



b irths to the emergence of some kind of apocalypse. 

Crazy as that sounds. But we need much more 

information in order to act next. We need to know 

exactly what the Nephilim are and were-creation, 

h istory, powers, even mortality- and we need to know 

how the Nephilim fit into this whole end-of the-world 

scenario that Ez�kiel revealed to us. 

But how are we going to get that knowledge-about 

ourselves and the end days-while playing dumb and 

suppressing our powers? Wouldn't any research we 

undertook-either in a library or on the ground-serve 

as a red flag to our parents or anyone else who might be 

seeking us? We need to act, but what do we do? 

My brilliant, brilliant Ellie. D id you drum up any 

amazing ideas in calculus? We need a plan. Now. 

I love you, 

Michael 

Between the last few periods of the day, we exchanged 
a flurry of le tters. We each had our theories on how bes t 
to get the inform ation we re quired, and they weren't the 
same. 

Finally, by the end of the school day, we concocted a 



• I 

plan we could both agree upon. It was risky . But really, it 
was our only choice. 

* * * 

When the last bell rang , I walked Michael over to the foot­
ball field for his pract ice, just as I would any other day. We 
had decided to keep as close as possible to our usual activi­
ties and schedule. Just in case. 

Before he headed into the locker room, I leaned in to 
kiss him, as I always did. But today, instead of the usual 
"see you later," I heard him whisper, "good luck." 

I needed It. 
I walked over to the parking lot to meet Ruth for an 

after-school coffee, having texted her that my cough had 
subsided and I felt up to our regular meeting. It sickened 
me to l ie to her ; we'd alway s told ea ch other everything. 

Amid all the cars and all the kids preparing to bolt from 
school, I didn't spot her at first. But then I caught a glint of 
her red hair against the backdrop of the gray day. I hustled 
over to her used, green VW Bug, not sure what reaction I'd 
get. Did she remember seeing me fly or didn't she? How 
was I supposed to behave ? 

"You look really ready for a latte," Ruth pronounced, 
sounding very normal . 



"I a m  really ready fo r one ," I said , attempti ng to match 
her light tone. 

As we got i nto her car, I thought how pretty she looked 
u nder those wi re-ri mmed glasses. I smiled a little thi nk­
i ng about how shocked ou r classmates had bee n when 
Ruth u nleashed her i nne r ru nway model at the fall da nce. 
O nly to tuck that beauty away agai n fo r school on Monday. 
Loyal . whip-smart, but i ncredibly rese rved, Ruth loathed 
any u nnecessary attention. She saved up her a ni matio n and 
lovely smiles for a select few, a nd most of Tilli nghast High 
School did n't make that cut . I just hoped that the fra nk con­
ve rsation I pla nned for our coffee b reak would n't wipe the 
pretty gri n right off her face. 

I tried to mask my nervousness as we rode to the Daily 
Gri nd, and to bolster my courage by rememberi ng the words 
of Michael's first letter that day. We chatted away, mostly 
about a benig n argu ment she had had with her new boy­
friend, Jamie, about his ch ronic late ness . The conversation 
continued as we ordered our coffees a nd settled into two 
brown club chairs that sat side by side. As I feig ned interest , I 
lifted my latte to my mouth for a sip . Suddenly, I noticed that 
my ha nd was shaki ng. I put the cup down on the table ; I did n't 
want Ruth to see and wonder why. Not qu ite yet, anyway. 

O nce she fi nished, I waited u ntil the Dail y Gri nd buzzed 
with noise. Then I sca nned the roo m  to make su re no one 



was paying us the s lightest attention. Leaning over the arm 
of my chair, I slipped a piece of paper into her lap. 

I p rayed that the information divulged within wouldn't 
shatter her wo rld. More fervent ly, I prayed that, after she 
read the contents of the letter, she wouldn't decide Michae l 
and I were c razy and a lert my parents to the disc losure-in 
an e ffo rt to "help"  us with our delusions, of course. That 
would undermine everything that Michael and I were t ry­
ing to accomp lish . 

Either way, it was a gamble Michael and I had to take. 
We had no other options. 

Ruth stared down at the letter sitting in her lap, and 
said, "What 's this?" 

"Just read it, Ruth. P lease." 
Laughing, she said, "So we're passing notes now? What 

a re we, in the third g rade?" 
I bit my lip and motioned for her to read the letter that 

Michae l and I had so painstaking ly c rafted. Hesitant ly, she 
picked it up and unfolded it. I he ld my breath as she did. In 
the letter, we told her everything we knew. We begged her 
to he lp us better understand who we we re and what the 
end days were. We couldn't unde rtake the research our­
selves ; if anyone was lo oking fo r us or watching us, they 
would rea lize that we knew. 

Even though Ruth had been my best friend for nearly 



ten years, I really didn' t know how she would respond to 
our p lea for he lp resea rching the na ture of the Nephilim 
and the looming apoca lypse . How could I poss ibly pred ic t 
he r reac tion to the claim that I was an angel of some sort? 
That our wo rld tee tered on the edge of annihi lation? 

Ruth clea red her throa t, and whispered, " So you do 

remembe r?" 
I was flabbergasted. Nothing in her behavior had g iven 

me the s ligh test hint tha t she remembered any thing. "You 
do too?" 

Ruth leaned toward me . In a voice so low that I could 
ba rely hear it, she sa id, "I remember watching you and 
M ichae l fly. And I remember taking you to the train s tation 
a few days ago. Today is the firs t day I 've seen you since. 
I've been so wo rried about you and M ichael, but who could 
I ask? Cer ta inly not your parents." 

Relief coursed through me. I reached over to hug her, 
and said, "Thank God." 

Ruth squeezed me back, and whispered, " I  thought you 
had forgotten what you could do, o r  that I knew about your 
and Michael's . . . abilities . O r  that you d idn' t  want to ta lk 
about it fo r some reason. So when you pretended you were 
sick e ar lier tod ay, I kind of b acked away from yo u." 

" Now you know why I haven' t mentioned it." I tr ied to 
apologize. I fel t her nod against my shoulder. 



"So you'll help us?" I whispered. 
"Yes, Ellie. I'll do the research that you and Michael 

need." 
"You understand that  there are risks ? Huge risks ?" 
"Of course. That seems very clear." Even though her 

voice sounded firm and s trong, I wondered if she really 
comprehended the dangers. How could she, unless she'd 
s tared evil in the face as Michael and I had ? 

I s tar ted to cry. "Thank you, Ruth. Thank you so much 
for helping me and Michae l." 

"Ellie, I'd do any thing for you. You know tha t. But, I'm 
not just doing this for you and Michael."  

"No ?" 
"I am doing this for everyone, Ellie. Because if I under­

s tand your le tter correc tly, everyone is a t  risk. And the 
entire world is a t  stake." 
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