272

June 1
. She doesn't like to walk on the sidewalk. I've seen her mincing
%, delicately on the pavement, trying not to touch it until she
reaches the next strerch of grass, Then the ground beneath her
feer is familiar, even if she can sense the concrete below the

thin veneer of green.
- Nobody else knows what's wrong with her. My neighbour,
Mus. Kerenson, said that she’s probably autistic, which means

real world. M. Kerenson agreed, and said thar Laura is living

in a different world.

. They're wrong. She was living in a different world. But

she’s here now, and she'll have to get used to it, The same way
= 1 did.
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June 8

I've been trying to avaid her. After all, you never know what
# kind of people get sent out here; murderers, thieves, heretics.
7 Bue today we came face to face. 1 was walking on the grass,
indulging myself, and she was on the grass as usual. It was a
narrow strip of grass, so we stood there and stared at each
other.

" Fach of us knew what the other was, We can always tell,

when we meet.

“I heard my ‘mother say that you were a little strange.”

“They say that you are very strange,” | countered.

“That’s because you've been here longer than I have.”

I mer her bieak gaze and said, “T've been here ten days.”

“Ten...” Her mouth opened in horror, “Burt then — you've
been here less time than | havel”
“How long have you been here?” T asked.
“I don't know. But longer than ten days. How can you
" bear it?”

-“I have t0.”
had magic.”

~ “Ch!” Her little gasp of pity told me what I hadn't dared

ask directly; she #ad possessed magic, worlds away. So she
~ hadr’t been banished for lack of ir, like me. She committed a
crime, and this exile is her punishment,

The pavemens, thar she hates, is her punishment.

I dor’t know what came over me then, What spurred me
_ might have been her pity, or her criminality, or just my own

- frustration. I stepped forward and pushed her, hard; hard

enough to make her step back off the grass. Her foot came
down on the sidewalk. I pushed her again, and she fell, lying
in a heap on the concrete squares, her mouth open in a little
of shock and bewilderment.
1 walked away. When I fooked back, she had pulled herself

onto the grass and was crying.

I looked away from her and added, “T never

-
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! T can’t believe I did that. T'm not a cruel person. | krow I'm
i not. Not even in human form. So why...?

i expressionless. When | was finished, she said, “You think I'm a
! criminal, don’t you?”

_ didnt hurt anyone!™
™ (she explained condescendingly) that she doesn’t respond to the :

i kids were playing tag on the beach, We warched them for a

{ few minutes, for lack of anything to say to each other. I found
myself wanting to join them, something that never would have
{ oceurred to me two days age.

That soon we'll be children like any other children, and

i eventually we won’t even remember the truth.”

i reassurance. But while a part of me war afTaid, a part of me
i wanted to be in the game, to be like all the others.

fnally, slowly. “It’s growing up that worries me.”

“I t/ﬂoug/ﬂtyou might be one of us,” Laura breathed finally.
Jume 16

i I've become very close to Laura, I should have known that 1

¢ would; we're both going through the same thing, even if [ am
guilt-free and she’s a Criminal. We discuss Faerie often. My
memories of it are fading, but hers seem as distinct as ever.
Sometimes I don’t even remember the things she describes.

! children — sometimes even when I'm alone — I am contenr to

! let it be that way, to let my old life fade and disappear. But
when I'm with Laura, I feel that I've lost something wenderful,
i and that I have to keep the memory no matter how much pain
it causes me.

! stole. I never thought about anything like that before, but now
i we discuss it often. Did they disappear? Did they go to Pacrie?
i Or are they still here, in our minds, sdbjugated by our stronger
! possession?

think that iz will do Laura good. My mother - my body’s
" mother, anyhow — makes sure o drop a few encouraging words
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June 9

T went over tw her and apologised. She listened,

<t 30
You mean you arent!

“Oh, I guess I am. The - the Justices said that I am. Bur |

“What did you do?” I asked, morbidly curious.

“Droes it marter?” she demanded, staring at me.

“No,” I said, astramed. “T guess it doesa’®.”

We were sitting on the boardwalk, and a bunch of other

“I'm afraid,” Laura said suddenly. “T heard that we forgert.

She looked at me pleadingly, sure that I would give her

“Being a child like any other wouldn’t be so bad,” I said

>,
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It’s a mercy, this forgerting. And when 'm with other

Laura thinks abaur the human children whose bodies we

I thought that they might take over ourbodies in Faerle.

Bur Laura says that’s not possible. She claims that shes seen the w3
! bodies of the changelings, the banished ones, and they are
i quite dead. Thar means that my body is dead, tog, but it
¢ doesn’t bother me. I don’t even remember what my body

! looked like. This body felt thick and heavy at first, bat now

Im used to it .
Anyhow, the adults are happy that we talk so much. They




every-night.
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June 20 *
Laura finally told me whart her crime was. Her brother killed
another boy and was sentenced to Earth, She tried to rescus
him, so she was sentenced two.

I'm amazed at her gall. Going againse the Justices for the
sake of a murderer — even if he was her brother! And she
should have realised that nobody can escape justice.

I told her that, and she pressed her lips together and said,
“Don’t be so sure. I still haven’t given up.”

-,
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June 21
1 asked Laura whar she Tneant by what she said yesterday. She
looked at me for a long dme, as though deciding whether or
not to trast me. Then she said, “T want to escape.”

She’s crazy. Nobody escapes from Earth. T told her that.

“f will” she said.

“Nobody even knows how the Justices work the Change!”
I said.

“I do,” she said, and she meant it

I thought she was lying. But I've been thinking... she did

see the bodies of the changelings. Nobody's allowed to see that,

So maybe she found some things our when she was trying to
rescue her brother, Maybe escape 45 a possibility for her.

*
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June 23
“What do you think about Laura?” my mother asked me
tonight, as she was giving me supper.

I stared at her. She never asks me whar I think, not

seriously; adults never do, I've noticed. This system of everyone |
! feelings were the human’s first victory?

having a different age is a stupid one. I leads o a lat of

inequality.

“What do you mean, what do T think?” T asked cautiously
this to me?

as she sat across from me. My facher wasn’t home. He rarely is.
“Well, I was talking to her father. He thinks it’s a
wonderful thing that the two of you are friends. I was just
curious to know how she — er — responds to you.”.
So Laura is the patient, and T am her therapy. I find that

definitely not making her sane.

“I don’t know,” I said noncommittally, starting to eat.
Their food is completely tasteless, “She’s fine.”

“Is she normal?” )

I almost choked on my food. If only she knew how
ridiculous thar question was. If only she knew that she should
be asking about 7y normality... and suddenly I wanted to tell
her everything, zbout Faerie and the Justices and how they had
come for me while I was dancing in the fields. I wanted to tell

her how strange the house, the world, is 1o me, and how much
I hated it at first. How much I still sometimes hate it. [ wanted | [pg later at night. Tve been lying awake in bed, thinking, and
! finally T just had to get up and write my thoughts down, I'm

afraid I'll forget them in the morning,

to tell her all this, and T almest did. The only thing that
stopped me was the knowledge that she'd find me silly — unsil
she saw how serious [ was, and then she'd be scared..

“She’s okay,” I said, still noncommittal. My mother
dropped the subject.

And now I'm really scared. Because I've never wanted to
tell anyone anything before. It’s not in my characrer. This
sudden desire ro spill out my guts didn’t come from me.

So who did it come from? ‘

Laura and I were wondering what happened to the human
souls that occupied these bodies. We assumed thart they died or
ceased to exist, or maybe remained as helpless, bediless ghosts.

Buz now I wonder. The tie that a soul has to its body is a
. strong one. The Justices” powerful magic can separate them,
i gbviously » but for how long? What if, eventually, the human

{ June 24

i Itold Laura my theory this morning. I was half-hysterical,
very amusing. It’s possible that she's making me crazy, but Tam !
i then she said, “I've been around for longer than you have, and
! I'm still here, aren’t [?”

! not speaking. 1 like the ocean, It's so peaceful and wild, calm
i and treacherous. We passed a bunch of kids laughing and

i playing in the sand, and for once I was just as eager 1o avoid
! them as Laura was.

¢ this afternoon. She was talking about Faerie, about how much
i she missed it, and she said, “The sea reminds me. Sometimes
“: that’s good, bur sometimes it's bad.”

¢ things I don’t remember, more every day.
: g ry aay.

i is a — z connecrion between Faerie and Earth, That’s a secrer,
¢ closely guarded by the Justices.”

Hlustration: Les Prince

spirits reassert themselves? What if my uncharacteristic

Spirits, I'm scared, They never told me about this. I don®t
want to die. I don’t want to forget myself. How could they do i

,
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almost sohbing. She listened calmly until I was finished, and

Ifelt likea fool.  *
We spent the rest of the day just walking by the seashore,

a,
e

Whar made me start thinking is something that Laura said

“I don’t remembér any sezs,” I said. There are a lot of

Talking about the Justices malkes me nervous, even here,




‘ ‘\?’%ﬁ never heard of. T thought it might be because I've forgorten
¥ what [ once knew ~ but today she admisted that whar she

it while she was searching for her brother. I think the justices
told her... the way they tell every one of their members.

I think thar Laura was a Justice.

It makes sense. Who else would dare try to save someone

strength and understanding to keep her memories, herself,

. able to go back — and would know how the Justices work the
" Change?

I don't think its ever happened before — a Justice being

exiled. But that’s what happened to Laura, I'm sure of it.

»
"

¥ fune 25
I asked Laura roday how she plans to escape.

R  know?”
5 “Whart do you mean, why?”
She turned and faced me. “Do you want to go back to
Faerie?”
“QOf course I do!”
Fwven if chere’s a risk?”
“What risk?”
She took a deep breath. The Justices have a potion that
_they make you drink, in order to free your spirit. L.. stole
some of it.” '
And whao but a Justice could do thar? I smiled and said,
_ “That’s unbeligvable!”
. Laura looked away from me. “When the time is right, T'll
drink the potion and walk into the sea. And... I'll just hope
that it works in reverse.”
“You mean you don't &nous”
“Of course not! It's never been done before. I'm just
 guessing and hoping.” :
“Will you return to your old bedy?”
“I don't know!
“Wor't it be... decomposed?”
Laura looked at me oddly, “Cur bodies don't work that
way.”
“Oh.” 1 hesitated. “T forget so much. I don't remember
what it was like... I don even remember how they Changed
mel” ‘
“Nebody remembers that,” Lanra said softly.
Bur did she? I wondered. Is it different for a fustice?
I didn’r ask her. For some reason, | don’t want her to
know thar I know who she is.
“When will the time be right?” | asked.
Laura glanced at me quickly, out of the corner of her eye.
_“Tonight.”

Somehow, [ wasnt surprised. “I can sneak out of my
house.”

you want to.”

_ Doest’t she want me to escape? Or is she just trying to
" test me, to see if I'll do it?

I'm going t be there tonight.

7
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{aura seems to know a lot about the Justices, things that I

looked very dark and cold.

knew about the ocean was a secret. | don’t think she discovered
Without a word, she handed me a small bottle.

whom the Justices had condemned? Who else would have the
i dance right there on the beach, the weirdest dance I have ever

once banished to Earth? Who else would even dream of being

{ jeans. Laura was way in front of me, laughing in sheer joy.

when fear suddenly hit me and I stopped again. My mother

~ She didn’t answer me for a leng time. | thoughr she wasnt
going to answer me a all, uncil she said, “Why do you want 1o
scared.

work., What if it dide'? Whart if we just drowned? I thoughr of

i cold water filling my mouth, my lungs, and I froze.

shore,

i beside me, and she didn’t cry, but her eyes were 50 sad that I
! couldn’t look at her.

i The human influence that kept me from going into the sca
: will eventually regam its own, no matter how hard I ury o

fight it B
Laura will share my fate. She could have gone on... but £

. she came back with me. ¥'ll never forget that. q%
; /%
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{ Laura has been avolding me for several days now.

An even longer silence. Then Laura said, almost coldly, “If

come visit again today. So instead of moping around and &
¢ feeling lonely, like I've been doing for the past few days, I went

38

She was dressed in black shorts and a black T-shirt - very
dramatic - and was standing right by the shoreline. The ocean

I ran over the sand toward her. She turned and smiled.

I drank it quickly. The taste was vaguely familiar... but the
memory vanished as soon as | reached for it. It made a wild,
fey feeling run chrough my veins. Laura must have already
drunk hers. She was even stranger than usual, She did a lietle

seen, and then she laughed.

“Come on!” she shoured gleefully, and ran straight out
into the ocean. Her feet were bare,

1 followed her. The water was ice-cold, and it sank
through my socks and sneakers instantly, then through my

Iignored the coldness of the water and the pull of the
tides and ran after her. The waters were tugging at my waist

had warned me not to go out this far, or the current would
pull me in.

AiThat was [ thinking? [ wanted the current to pal! me in! )
1 took a few muore steps forward, and then I stopped. I was too 4

Laura said that she didn't know for sure thar this would

“Come on{” Laura shouted. “Faerie is on the other side!’

I wanted it - I 7. But my human body didn’t want to
die. ¥ couldn’t move.

“Corme on!” Laura said, and suddenly she was beside me,
her hands on my arms, pulling me forward.

I fought her. I couldn’t help it. It was like | wasn'tin
control of my own body - except that it’s not reafly my own
body, is it? I'm taller and stronger than Laura is. She couldn’t
stop me from turning in a sudden panic and runaing back to

I crouched on the damp sand, weeping. Laura knele

“You could have gone,” 1 sobbed “You should have.”

Laura just shook her head. After a while, she helped me w0
my feer, [ snack back into my house, put my wet clothes into
the laundry, and fell asleep crying,

I've never felt so hopeless. So... lost. I'll never go back to
Faerie — I know that now. And soon [ won't even five on Earth.

ok
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1 don't understand it. s she angry at me? Does she blame
me because she didn’t make it to Faerie? She rerurned on her
own. | didn't force her.

Today T went up to her house and knocked on the door.
Her mother said thar she istt feeling well, and that T shouldn’




= up to some kids and asked them if T could play freeze-tag
with them. It wasnt so hard.
They said yes, and ] had fun.
Who needs Faerie, anyhow?

»
e
*

June 31
I car’t believe I wrote that.

. to Faerie is going to be right again — tonight. And that she
wants me to come with her.

[ wantto. I really want to! Bur I know rhat I can’t.

“Maybe it would be better if you go yourself,” I said
slowly.

I half-expected her Yo be relieved. Instead, she gor
angrier than I've ever seen her.

“Why,” she sneered, “do you want to stay on Earth?”

“T can't go to Faerie. You know that”

“Can’t or won't?”

" “What's the difference?” I demanded. There’s a big

difference, and I know i, but I was annoyed at her tone,

“There isn't much of one, obviously. After all that I-7
She broke off and turned away..

away from me, treading only on the grass; I raced after her

,;;@sﬁs and grabbed her shouider. “After all that you whas”

Laura whirled and pushed me so hard that T almost fell
“Leave me alonel”
“After all that you went through? After all that you did
for me? Is that what you were going o say?”

“Shut up!”

QVEL

banished! Banished because " And I stopped short.

Because she tried to save her brother.

Except that there are no gender differences in Faerie. [
hads't remembered thac untl now.

Why would she say brother ~ unless it was to keep me
from guessing who I was? -

Laura just looked at me.

“I'm not your brother!” 1 said.

Her lip curled. “And why do you think I wanted you w
escape with me? Why do you think I waited for you o be

for you! Why do you think I came back for you?”
“Yourre lying!” [ said. “You said thar you were here
longer than [ was....” :

“ really was. Your trial took longes” She glared ar me.
“1 tried to rescue you from their prison ~ then I tried to.
rescue you from Exile — but nothing works, does it?
Nothing!”

A tight hand was gripping my chest. “I am not a
murderer! I was banished because T had no magic -

“You were always good at lying to yourself,” Laura
hissed, “Nobody gers exiled for not having magic! Only the
Justices have magic. You were punished for murdering ="

1 pushed her, harder than she had pushed me. And
suddenly my memory flew back to the first time | met her,
when I pushed her for no reason. I shuddered and uried 1o
forget that. “Liar!”

“And you think that you don't have it in you 0 do
violence?” Laura practically snarled at me.

Her words hit a little roo close to home ~ and I had to

face, and her eyes became a little calmer “If iv helps, Miasi,
the faerie that you killed deserved ir....”

[-finally spoke to Laura, She told me that the time to go

“After all that you what?” I asked. Laura started walking

“Diont lie to me! You didn’t come here for me, you were !

- Juiy 3

ready? There’s no such chmg as the ‘right time’ — 1 just wazted

stop myself from pushing her again. Laura took a look ar my

Miasi My facrie name; we forget them when we come <o
Barth. And with it came a whole flood of memories, and [
turned and raced away from Laura so that she shouldn’t see
me erying.

He did deserve it. Nobody ever deserved killing as much
as he did. But I remember how easy it was for me to kill.,
and how I thought no one would know, how I'd gone

dancing in the golden felds of Faerie afterward, delirious

with joy. And then the Justices came for me, and it all wrned
to fear, justly deserved....

I remember my horror at my exile, I remember how I'd
longed to stay in Faerie, the Faerie that I'd loved, how the

very thoughe of Earth had filled me with disgust. That

disgust lived in me again, and I ranted and raved and tore at
my human body. People gave me a wide berth, thinking that
I was mad, which suited me well. 'm a murderer, am I not?
Theyd better stay far away from me, If they don', they might
be sorry.

My mother is very concerned at the change in me, and is
thinking of a psychologist,

Laura carne 1o ray house and told me to be ar the beach
tonight, if I want to come. Then she left, Not another word
passed between us.

I remember Faerie. [ can't bear Earth... but I've become
weaker. ['ve given into the human soul these past days,
thinking that it would be better if T was fully human. Maybe
my murderous spirit can be suppressed. And even as I think
this, {m wondering... I didr’t feel guilt in Faerie. Is this guile
mine, or hers

The real human spirit will soon live again, and the exiled
criminal will be gone. By the time I feel thar I want to fight
again, it will be too late.

Panic in the neighborhood: Laura has disappeared.

! know where she is, of course, But I'm not telling.

My mother thinks that she drowned. She may be right.
Lauras body is definitely under the sea — and the human
spirit that inhabited thar body is dead forever. It seems cruel.
1 just hope that Laura has returned to Faerie. Her mission
was a failure, but I hope she didr’t die for it

I guess Tl never know whether she really escaped or not.
It seems strange to think that she did it all for me.

<
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Summer vacation is almost over. T've been packing up for
school and T found this, It's in my handwriting, but I don't
remember writing it at all! Strange, tsn't it? [ remember
Laura, of course, and she &4 drown. My mother says [
probably wrote this to get rid of the grief. It’s a good story
anyhow.

I showed it to my mother and she said it’s really good,
She says she'll send it into a magazine and maybe it will win

‘ znd maybe T'll even get paid for ir! I think that’s awesome!

I want to rewrite it and make them both go back to
Faerie. I think that would be 2 much berter ending. My
maother says it iso't, though. She'll send it in the way it is. But
1 don like for anyone to be sad in my stories. I think I'll
write another one where it all turns out berter #




