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DEAR READER,
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I never meant to share these diaries — I planned to forget them.

But memory is stubborn.

The past has claws, and dreams murmur in your chest long after dawn.
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So here they are: shards of early days more haunting than innocent, stitched together with wonder, curiosity, and an ache to know why the sky never tells the whole truth.

Indigo Diaries is my inheritance — fragile, unmasked, and yours now.

Keep it safe. Or let it set you free.
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It Matters That You Know
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These chapters are drawn from my real journals — scribbled notes tucked under pillows, secrets pressed between torn notebook pages. Together they trace the hidden life of an Indigo child: visions, rebellion, and a knowing that growing up would never tame the wildness inside.

This is my story — unfiltered, authentic, and still unfolding.
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​THERE ARE TWO VERSIONS OF THE FIRST VOLUME IN THE “INDIGO DIARIES” SERIES:
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​“The Adventures of Emily Smyth and Billy Fifer” for preteens and teens

and “Gods’ Food” (which is NOT a religious book) for adult readers. 

The journey continues in “A Dream of Two Moons: Alien DNA.”
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INDIGO DIARIES, Book 1
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PREAMBLE
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ECHOES IN THE HAZY GROVE
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Do you recall the summer rain falling unbidden,

Dancing on leaves to whisper tales long hidden?

​

Could you forget the meadow honey traces,

Or acorn beads with amber-colored faces...

​

The birds that wove a song so deep,

Around the lake where shadows sleep?

​

In that grove, where secret stories yearn,

OUR CHILDHOOD LIVES—A MAGIC TO RETURN...

​
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1. NOT ALL WHO WAKE ARE MEANT TO SEE (SEPTEMBER, 1984) 
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The Fog Rolls In
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T

he alarm shattered the silence—a sharp, metallic jangle that felt almost intrusive in the predawn hush.

On the carpet, Emma’s cat twitched, startled from its curled-up slumber. With a disgruntled meow, the feline stretched, its emerald eyes flickering open like tiny lanterns in the dim room.
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The girl groaned, rubbing the sleep from her eyes. The house felt frozen in time, wrapped in a hush that didn’t belong to the waking world. Outside her window, mist curled through the streets, swallowing rooftops and blurring the trees into shifting shadows. Fog wasn’t unusual in these parts, but today—something about it felt different.

A single star lingered stubbornly in the sky, refusing to fade with the coming dawn.

A shiver ran down her spine.

It was four in the morning. Too early for anyone to be awake. An unnatural hour for the strange pull in her chest that whispered, “Get up. Go outside...”

Her ever-practical parents had been sending her on solo errands for as long as she could remember. The youngster had always traveled alone, and now she was to catch the early bus to Mary’s Land for her dentist appointment.

But something gnawed at the edges of Emily’s thoughts. Something wrong.

Sliding out of bed, she pulled on her jeans and sweater. As she laced up her boots, the fog thickened outside, pressing against the window like a living thing. She hesitated at the threshold before stepping out, wrapping her scarf tighter around her neck as the cold kissed her skin.

The streets were empty. No footsteps. No voices. Just the hum of flickering streetlights—yellowish, pinkish, greenish, blue—hanging like ghostly orbs in the haze.

Emma wasn’t afraid of the dark. But this wasn’t just darkness. This was a feeling.

Something unseen. Watching. Waiting.

Her breath puffed white as she walked, her boots clicking softly against the damp pavement. She should head straight to the bus station. She shouldn’t get distracted.

But the pull was undeniable.

Her feet turned before she could stop them, veering down the narrow path that led to the lake—hidden behind a veil of trees, its surface always still, always secretive.

The mist grew heavier as she reached the shoreline.

And then—she froze.

The lake was glowing.

Not from the moon. Not from streetlights. But from something beneath the water. A pale, silvery luminescence pulsed from the depths, making the mist above swirl in hypnotic patterns.

A cold wave rippled through her backbone.

High above, in the navy blue sky, three stars detached from their places.

They weren’t falling.

They were dancing.

Twisting, turning, shifting in impossible patterns. Flickering, disappearing, reappearing in new places, as if drawing symbols in the air.

Her heartbeat slammed against her ribs.

This wasn’t normal.

This wasn’t a trick of the fog.

She should run. She shouldn’t be seeing this.

But her body refused to move.

A whisper curled through the mist, soft as breath.

"Not all who wake are meant to see..."

Emily stumbled back, her foot catching on a rock. The trance shattered. She gasped, spun on her heel, and sprinted—away from the lake, away from the impossible.

By the time she reached the bus stop, her lungs burned. Her mind reeled. The world looked unchanged—ordinary.
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The fog was lifting.

The sky was growing pastel with morning.

Maybe she imagined it. Maybe it was a dream.

And then—

"Hello there! No bus yet?"

Emma turned sharply.

A tall young man stood nearby, brushing dew from his coat.

Her breath caught.

She knew him.

“You’re... Mr. Fog, aren’t you?”

His lips curled into a grin. “Steven Fog, standing right in front of your huge green eyes. Still trying to figure out where I’ve seen you before...”

Emma blinked, trying to stay composed. This was no coincidence.

Her pulse quickened.

A slow smile tugged at the corners of her lips. “It was years ago,” she reminded him. “You spoke to a little girl once—about the meaning of life.”

Steven snapped his fingers. “Ah! Yes, Emily, wasn’t it? I remember now. How could I forget?”

“Nice to hear that,” the blonde murmured, warmth threading through her voice.

The man studied her for a beat, his eyes flickering with recognition.“Time flies.” He gave her a once-over, smirking slightly. “You’ve grown up.”

Emma tilted her head. “I suppose I was meant to.”

“Right... obvious, I know,” he chuckled. “I just didn’t expect to run into you today.”

“Me neither,” she admitted.

A pause. Something unspoken lingered between them.

Steve’s brows pulled together. “But you look... unsettled. Something happened?”

The teenager hesitated, then sighed. “I don’t even know if I should tell you.”

“Didn’t you feel better after talking to me last time?” he asked.

“I did,” she confessed. “You were kind.”

“So, go on then,” Steven prompted, his voice light, but his gaze sharp.

Emily exhaled, glancing toward the mist still clinging to the road. 

“I went to the lake this morning. I don’t know why, but it felt like... something was pulling me there.” She swallowed. “I looked up, and—” her voice faltered. “I saw something. Something I can’t explain.”

Fog leaned in slightly. “UFOs?”

Her pulse jumped. “How do you know?”

“Three stars darting around the horizon?” His voice was lower now, unreadable.

Emma’s stomach clenched. “Exactly!” She searched his face. “You saw them too?”

Steven nodded, his gaze distant. “On my way here. But I didn’t think anyone else would believe me.”

A slow breath escaped her lips. “Maybe we were meant to meet today. To make sure we weren’t imagining it.”

The bus screeched to a stop, doors hissing open. The moment shattered.

Emily stood reluctantly. “I have to go. You’re waiting for a different bus, aren’t you?”

Steven Fog smiled. “Yeah. But maybe we’ll meet again.”

She nodded, stepping onto the bus, feeling the weight of something she couldn’t name settle over her. As she sank into a seat, staring at the rolling fog outside, she murmured under her breath—

"Meeting Mr. Fog on a foggy morning... and hearing that he saw the same thing. Feels like the skies are playing tricks on us again..."

***
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The rest of the day passed in slow, detached moments.

Two hours wasted in a stiff-backed chair at the clinic.

Twenty minutes under the dentist’s gloved hands.

––––––––
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By the time Emily stepped onto the cobbled streets of Mary’s Land, the morning’s strange events had settled into the back of her mind—but never fully faded. 

A small bookstore caught her eye, its glass door streaked with fingerprints and faint reflections of the street beyond. She pushed it open, stepping inside with a quiet sense of purpose.

Last time she was here, and the cashier had given her too much change. It had been a small mistake, but guilt had kept tugging at her ever since.

Fishing into her pocket, she slid the extra coins onto the counter.

The woman behind the register blinked in surprise. “It’s so rare for anyone to return extra money! Thank you.”

Emma only smiled. “My pleasure. Do you have any thick notebooks? I’d like to start a diary.”

The lady shook her head. “Not at the moment, sorry.”

The girl nodded and stepped back onto the street.
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The late afternoon air was rich with the scent of cut grass, tinged with something faintly metallic. As she walked toward the bus stop, something made her pause.

A small table had been set up outside a quiet yard. Books and notebooks stacked in neat, uneven piles.

Strange.

She had passed this way earlier. Hadn’t she? 

The vendor — a dark-haired lady with eyes like shadowed crystals — smiled as Emma approached.

“Looking for something?”

“I need a thick journal,” the girl said. “Something for a diary.”

The woman’s lips curled slightly. “Then you’re in luck: I have seven. But they come as a set—you’ll have to take them all.”

Without another word, she reached beneath the table and pulled out a bundle wrapped in twine.

Emily took it carefully, running her fingers over the covers—deep lilac-navy, almost black in the shifting light.

She hesitated. “Seven Diaries?”

“Indigo Diaries,” the vendor murmured with a knowing wink. “They’re meant for something special.”

A strange tingle ran up Emily’s arms. She turned the notebooks over in her hands, their weight solid yet oddly electric. “This shade... it reminds me of something I saw earlier today.”

The woman nodded, as if she already knew.

“‘Indigo’ is the simplest way to describe it,” she said. “It’s the color of the ones who see the world differently—dreamers, wanderers... you know, those who don’t quite belong.”

A chill whispered down the girl’s spine.

As she tucked the bundle under her arm, her jacket sleeves slid up slightly. The vendor’s gaze flicked down—and lingered.

“Wow...” the woman breathed. “So it’s true.”

Emily glanced down, confused. 

“The birth markings on your arms,” the lady whispered. “Like constellations. A star map... but not of this galaxy. Gosh... You’re one of them!”

Emma’s brows knit. “One of... what?”

The woman tilted her head. Her voice turned to velvet, threaded with awe.

“Born of stardust. Chosen. One in millions—maybe fewer. Most souls here on this planet are young... but you're one of the ancient souls—not from here. You’re different.”

A strange warmth bloomed in Emma’s chest. That phrase—born of stardust—rang like a bell somewhere deep inside her. She’d heard it before... she was sure of it. But where? And who had said it?

The vendor watched her closely, as though sensing the threads pulling taut inside the girl.

“You’ve been told this already,” the woman said gently. “Haven’t you?”

Emma didn’t answer. She only nodded—slowly.

A memory stirred like mist behind glass... a dark-eyed Lady Wanda, whispering in a room thick with herbs and shadow.

The vendor smiled softly.

“Then trust it. And write it all down—before the world teaches you to forget.”

She pressed the bundle of diaries into the girl’s hands with quiet finality.

“Enjoy.”

***
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The bus stop was empty when Emma arrived, save for a light breeze rustling through the nearby flower beds.

And then she saw indigo color cornflowers. 

A whole cluster of them, tucked in the corner of a garden. Their petals shimmered in the last rays of daylight.

Indigo. Again.

The girl swallowed hard. If not for the mist, the diaries, and now this... she wouldn’t have noticed.

"Hey, Em!"

She turned.

Deborah strode toward her, windblown and grinning.

"What are you doing in Mary’s Land?"

Emily blinked, shaking herself free of her thoughts. "Sorting out some things. You?"

"Visiting my sister," Deb said, brushing hair from her face." Ugh, the wind blew dust right into my eye. You have a mirror?"

The blonde rummaged in her bag, pulling one out. "Just a magnifying one."

Debbie took it, squinted into the glass—then gasped. "Ew! Is that a wrinkle? Do you think it’s normal to have wrinkles at ten years old?"

Emma leaned in. "Oh, no... I’ve got one too."

Her friend clutched her forehead in mock horror. "Does this mean we’re aging too fast? What if we turn into old ladies before high school?"

Emily rolled her eyes. "Relax. Magnifying mirrors exaggerate everything."

Before Debbie could argue, the distant rumble of an engine made both girls turn.

"There’s the bus!" Emma tucked the mirror back into her bag and climbed aboard, still half-smiling at her friend’s antics.

But as the scenery blurred past the window, her mind drifted back to the color she couldn’t escape.

Why did it feel like indigo was following her?

Emma's logical side whispered an answer... Selective perception?

Her gut told her otherwise.

The teenager leaned back, watching the last traces of daylight slip away.

Somewhere—out there—something was watching too.

And it wasn’t done with her yet.

––––––––
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As Emily stepped through the door, the familiar scent of fresh laundry and home wrapped around her.

Her mother, Bethany, mid-fold with a stack of clothes, glanced up.

"Ah, there you are! Just in time—I put fresh bedding on your bed," Mum announced.

The girl hesitated, an odd certainty pressing at the edges of her mind. She tilted her head. "Let me guess... it’s purplish-blue?"

Beth’s hands stilled. "How did you know that?"

Emma smirked. "Lucky guess."

Her mother’s eyes narrowed, suspicion creeping in. "Someone must have told you. Was it your brother? Your father?"

The teenager shook her head, biting back a laugh. "Nope. No one told me."

Beth crossed her arms. "Then how could you possibly know?"

Emma shrugged, feigning innocence. "Call it intuition, Mum."

The woman gave her daughter a long, puzzled look, but didn’t press further.

"I’m sure I’ll like it," Emma said, making her way toward her room. But a restless itch stirred at the back of her mind. The color... It was everywhere.

Indigo mist.

Indigo notebooks.

Indigo flowers.

And now—indigo sheets.

She pushed open the door.

A wave of déjà vu crashed over her.

The bedding was deep lilac, rich navy, dark as twilight. She ran her fingers over the fabric—cool and impossibly smooth, as if the universe itself had woven it into her life.

"What is this?" she murmured, staring at the way the dim light caught the fabric’s sheen. "Some kind of cosmic joke?"

She let herself fall onto the bed, stretching out, staring at the ceiling.

Her mind replayed the day in fractured pieces—Mr. Fog appearing like a ghost from the fog, the glowing lake, the stars that moved when they shouldn’t have, the notebooks that felt like they were meant for her.

A string of coincidences... or something more?

"What a bizarre day," she whispered. "Are there any studies—or survival guides—on how many weird things one person can handle before they start questioning reality?"

The silence didn’t answer. Only the faint rustling of leaves outside her window, as if the wind itself was listening.

She exhaled, letting her eyes drift shut.

"Whatever this is... I’ll figure it out."

––––––––
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Sleep pulled her under.

She was drifting.

Not in a dream.

Not in sleep.

But in space.

The void was endless, thick and velvet-black, wrapping around her like a cocoon. Yet she wasn’t afraid. She was floating... weightless, untethered—no, not floating. She was resting.

On what, exactly?

A galaxy!

Emma’s breath hitched, though her body remained relaxed. Below her, stars pulsed in slow waves, glimmering like embers in an infinite sea. Planets spun in lazy orbits beneath her fingertips, small as marbles... yet impossibly vast.

She wasn’t just on the universe. She was part of it.

Or was it part of her?

The thought sent a ripple through the stars, as if the cosmos itself had heard her. The galaxies hummed, their soft, echoing whispers just out of reach, filling her with the sense that they were trying to tell her something.

A secret. A truth she wasn’t ready to understand.

She tried to focus, to catch their meaning, but the world beneath her began to shift.

The stars blurred. The vastness trembled.

A deep indigo mist rose from below, curling around her like a tide... pulling her down... down.

And then—

She fell.
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Emma tumbled back into her bedroom, her senses jarring awake inside the familiar space.

The door creaked.

Billy stepped in, his usual clumsy self, his hand grazing the navy blue scarf hanging from the moose antlers nailed to the wall.

The scarf tumbled to the floor.

The moment it landed—

She woke up.

For real this time.

––––––––
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Her ceiling stared back at her. The soft glow of morning leaked through her curtains, painting her walls in muted gold.

She blinked, her pulse still racing.

Her body still tingled with the weightlessness, the vastness, the knowing. And the words—the whispered knowledge from the stars—lingered just beyond her grasp.

She closed her eyes again, trying to chase the feeling.

Nothing.

​

A soft knock sounded at the door.

Before she could answer, it creaked open, and her cousin stepped inside.

"Morning, Em—"

Billy’s elbow clipped the moose antlers nailed to the wall. The dark-blue scarf draped over them shifted, then tumbled to the floor.

The girl stiffened.

Her breath stalled in her throat.

Billy frowned. "Oops." He crouched, reaching for the scarf.

Emily shot up, heart hammering. "Leave it."

The boy paused, looking up at her. "Okay...?" He straightened, crossing his arms. "What’s up with you?"

Her pulse roared in her ears. "I saw this." Her voice was barely above a whisper. "Before it happened."

Her cousin squinted. "What?"

"In my dream," she murmured. "You walked in. You hit the antlers. The scarf fell. Just like that."

His smirk wavered. A flicker of something—uncertainty? Amusement? Something else?—flashed across his face. "You had a dream about me being clumsy?"

"No. It wasn’t just that. It was like..." Emma struggled to find the words. "Like I knew it would happen."

Billy studied her for a long moment. Then, he rubbed the back of his neck. "Okay. That’s... weird."

His cousin scoffed. "Thanks for the insight."

"I mean it," the boy said. "I’ve had that feeling before, too. Like a memory from the future, but not."

Her skin prickled.

A memory from the future.

Her gaze flickered to the purplish-navy-blue scarf still lying on the floor. The dream, the galaxy, the whispering stars, the mist pulling her under—

The color.

Indigo.

It was everywhere... Why?

***

[image: ]


But the strange conversation soon faded into the background as more immediate concerns took over—how to spend the rest of the day.

"Let’s visit one of my schoolmates, Shirley Hawk," Emily suggested. "She’s not a close friend, but we talk now and then. I’ll introduce you."

Her cousin agreed, and soon they were pedaling toward Shirley’s house.

After picking her up, the trio veered toward the wooded grove near the main road. Just before reaching it, they spotted a massive stack of hay in the neighboring field, golden in the afternoon light.

"Look at that!" Billy grinned. "Perfect for jumping, isn’t it?!"

It didn’t take much convincing. Scrambling up the mound, they took turns flinging themselves into the fragrant heap below, laughing as they tumbled down.

The blonde, caught up in the moment, leaped without thinking—only to yelp as she landed. A sharp tug at her ear sent a sting through her skin.

She winced, reaching up. One of her earrings had snagged on the collar of her jacket, the force yanking painfully at her lobe.

Billy crouched beside her. "You okay?"

Emma untangled the jewelry—a pair of long, deep red earrings shaped like bunches of bananas, their translucent plastic catching the light. A recent gift from her cousin.

"Yeah," she muttered, rubbing her ear. "Just a scratch."

Billy smirked. "Well, that’s one way to mark an adventure."

Dusting themselves off, they continued toward the grove. A canopy of towering mulberry trees stretched ahead, their tangled branches heavy with fruit. Blackthorn bushes grew thick along the edges, their dark berries glistening in the sun. The air smelled sweet, the scent of ripe fruit clinging to the breeze.

Emily slowed, her gaze tracing the violet-blue clusters nestled among the leaves. Indigo color berries. Another thread in a pattern she wasn’t sure she understood.

She plucked a berry, rolling it between her fingers as if searching for an answer hidden beneath its inky surface.

Billy flopped onto the grass, tossing a pebble into the air. Shirley wandered to a nearby bush, sampling a few fruits.

"Do you believe in coincidences?" the boy asked suddenly, his voice breaking the soft rustling of leaves. "Or do you think some things are... meant to happen?"

Shirley snorted. "What’s this, a philosophy session in the woods? Stuff just happens."

The boy grinned, flicking the pebble aside. "You sound like my Granny. Always the skeptic!"

Emily barely registered their exchange. She kept turning the berry in her palm, her mind piecing together the strange connections that had formed around her.

Finally, she spoke. "Have you ever felt like a color is following you?"

Shirley cast her a sideways glance. "What?"

Emma hesitated. "Like you keep seeing it everywhere. In things that shouldn’t be connected."

Shirley shrugged. "Maybe your brain’s just stuck on it. What’s the color?"

"Indigo. It keeps appearing in ways I can’t explain."

There was a pause. Then Shirley snorted. "Indigo, huh? Well, it is a nice color."

Billy sat up, watching the girls carefully. "What do you think it means?"

Emma exhaled. "I don’t know." Her gaze drifted upward, following the shifting leaves above them. "But it feels... important. Like it’s trying to tell me something."

A gust of wind stirred the branches. A handful of berries tumbled to the ground. One landed in Emma’s open palm.

She stared at it for a moment, then slipped it into her pocket.

Shirley rolled her eyes. "Don’t over-think it, Em. It’s just a color, not some cosmic sign."

"Maybe," Emily murmured.

But something deep inside her whispered otherwise.

​

The sun dipped low, casting long shadows as they made their way back to the village.

They dropped Shirley off first—her family waved from the porch, calling out as they left.

"See you later!" Billy exclaimed, steering his bike toward their grandmother’s street.

"Bye, you two! And Emmie—don’t let those earrings get you in trouble again!" Shirley teased before disappearing inside.

Her cousin chuckled. "She’s got a point, you know."

"Oh, hush," Emma said, rolling her eyes but smiling.

They reached Grandma Anna’s house next—a cozy dwelling shaded by an old elm tree.

"See you tomorrow, Billy," the girl said, hopping off the bike.

"Good night," he replied, leaning his bicycle against the fence.

​

Adjusting her bag, Emily set off for her parents’ house a few blocks away. The village was quieter now, bathed in the warm glow of evening. The scent of freshly blooming flowers drifted through the air, mingling with the distant hum of crickets.

She turned onto her street—and that’s when she noticed them.

A small group of women, huddled near one of the houses. Their voices were raised, hands gesturing wildly as they spoke. Even before she was close enough to hear the words, she could tell—something had happened.

Slowing her pace, Emma felt curiosity tugging at her.

"...Both of them gone without a trace!" one woman screamed, throwing her arms up.

"Vanished completely! We searched the fields, the woods..." another added, her face tight with disbelief.

"Cows don’t just disappear," a third muttered. "It’s not natural."

The girl hesitated on the edge of the gathering, pretending to adjust her bag.

"When did it happen?" someone asked.

"Early this morning," the first woman replied. "We went to the shed to milk the cows, and they were gone. No tracks, no signs of anything—just... nothing."

The others murmured in agreement, voices overlapping in a swirl of confusion and worry.

A chill prickled down Emily’s spine one more time.

Disappearing cattle? It sounded absurd, but the way they spoke—so certain, so rattled—made it clear this wasn’t some joke or misunderstanding.

She glanced at the darkening sky, where the first stars had begun to flicker into view.

A whisper of unease curled through her.

Something about this felt... connected.

To the lake. The mist. The moving stars. The way indigo seemed to be threading itself through her life.

Emily pulled her shawl tighter and quickened her pace.

By the time she reached home, the women’s voices had faded into the night, but their words lingered in her mind.

She stepped inside, the familiar aura of home wrapping around her.

But the sense of something shifting—something waiting—hadn’t left her.

Not at all.

​

––––––––

[image: ]


[image: image-placeholder]



	[image: ]

	 
	[image: ]





[image: ]


2. FOUR YEARS EARLIER 
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SUMMER, 1980

––––––––
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J

une of 1980 was a month drenched in color—a season where the world seemed to exhale in vibrant hues, offering its beauty to anyone willing to pause and look. 
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A European cyclone had swept through, saturating rivers, swelling the lakes, and leaving the land thrumming with life. The forests stood deeper, darker, their rain-slicked leaves gleaming like polished jades. Meadows stretched in endless waves of wildflowers, their delicate petals trembling in the breeze. Gardens spilled over with blossoms, their fragrances curling through the warm air, weaving an invisible spell of summer’s enchantment.

Then came the still, golden days—the kind that stretched endlessly, where the sky burned a flawless blue and uninterrupted sunlight bathed the earth in brilliance. Buds unfurled in extravagant bursts, petals drinking in the sun’s warmth, raised in gentle reverence. Bees flitted tirelessly from bloom to bloom, carrying out their hidden work. High among the branches, birds lifted their voices in an unbroken melody, orchestrating the very fullness of life.

And when the day finally faded, the world melted into a masterpiece of fire and amber. The horizon blazed in hues of copper and rose, reluctant to surrender to the night. Soft breezes whispered through the trees, brushing against bare skin like the ghost of a forgotten dream.

But the nights...

The nights were something else entirely.

Cool and boundless, they stretched across the sky like a velvet expanse, pierced by stars so bright they seemed alive—watching, waiting. Constellations stood in full splendor, their ancient glow whispering secrets from a time beyond time. ..

Who hasn’t stood beneath such a sky, lost in thought, the weight of the universe pressing against their very existence?

Beneath that vast and endless black, it was impossible not to wonder. What lies out there, beyond the edges of sight? At the boundaries of everything we think we know?
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Scattered across the cosmic void, unseen eyes might be gazing back. Watching. Listening.

Far more advanced civilizations, equipped with crystal-like lenses, might peer across the vast stretch of galaxies—observing Earth the way we study an insect under glass...

Would they marvel at the world’s quiet, delicate beauty? Would they watch as the days unraveled, as lives intertwined—tales of those who dared to chase the unknown, uncover secrets, and step beyond the veil of the mundane?

In that moment, they would glimpse the faint stirrings of something about to unfold.

Because June of 1980 was the kind of month where the world seemed to hold its breath, poised for a step to be taken, for a mystery to reveal itself. For something unseen and extraordinary—to stir beneath the surface of reality.

And as the constellations above continued their eternal dance, the story began...

​
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3. THE BURNED POPLAR (SUMMER, 1980)
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When the Bizarre Began
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W

hen her parents weren’t home, a six-year-old blonde girl, Emily, sometimes stayed with her father’s mother, Annabel Smyth—known to everyone simply as Anna or Anny. 

Grandma Anna’s house was small but tidy, a place where everything had its designated spot. It wasn’t what anyone would call spacious—just a living room, a kitchen, a ridiculously tiny bathroom, and a narrow hallway. The absence of a bedroom might have puzzled visitors. Some might have imagined the inhabitants were peculiar creatures who never slept, but the truth was far less mysterious: the house was built when money was tight, and every inch was used as practically as possible.

That summer, the days stretched long and golden, while the nights were thick with heat, clinging to the skin like an invisible blanket. On one particularly sweltering evening, the little blonde found herself sharing a narrow single bed crammed into the kitchen, her grandmother pressed snugly against her.

It was unbearable.

The granddaughter shifted restlessly, trying to reclaim some space, but the old woman remained unmoved—a solid wall of warmth. With no other choice, the child nudged her gently.

"Grandma, please move away a little bit... you’re too close!" Emma said, her voice a mix of politeness and desperation.

"Sloes?" Anna mumbled groggily.

"Close!" the girl repeated, louder this time.

"Nose? What nose?!"

"No, no... Close!"

"Prose?"

"No! Move away!"

"Give-away?"

Emily sighed, patience wearing thin. "No! I said: you are too close to me in this tiny bed, Granny Anny!"

"Oh... all right, Emma. I’ll move a little further," Anna muttered, shuffling begrudgingly to the edge of the mattress.

"Thank you, Granny. And, um... please do not snore."

Anna’s eyes snapped open for a moment. "Dinosaur? Candy store? What nonsense are you talking now?"

"Not snore! Please don’t snore!"

"Snore? Who snores? Certainly not me!" Anna huffed, rolling over.

She wasn’t being cheeky. Jolted from sleep, her half-dreaming mind was simply grasping at words, lost somewhere between wakefulness and slumber.

Emma smothered a grin as she settled back down. Despite her grandmother’s usual stern nature, moments like these—the absurd, half-conscious exchanges—were tiny sparks of humor in their otherwise structured visits.

She lay awake for a while, letting her mind drift.

Emma loved to dream—not just in sleep, but in those quiet moments of wakefulness, when thoughts wandered freely. Soon, her family would be moving to a bigger house, one still under construction just a few blocks away. It would be near the lake. She imagined waking to the sound of water lapping against the shore, having more space for everyone.

And then there was school.

Come autumn, she would finally begin her formal education. The girl already knew how to read, write, and count—skills taught with patience by her father and her maternal grandmother, Melly—but school was something official. It marked a shift, a step toward being taken seriously. She longed for that.

But even more exciting was what the weekend would bring.

Billy and Tilly were coming.

The news had sent a thrill through her. William—better known as Billy—was her age, while his sister, Otilia, or Tilly, was a year older. Both had straight blond hair and striking blue-gray eyes, inherited from their mother, Heather—also called as Hezzie. Emily, with her wavy locks and green eyes, took after Cliff. Yet, when she looked at Billy, she could see traces of her father in his sharp cheekbones and the set of his jaw.

Families were strange that way—an endless mix of features passed down through generations, shuffled and rearranged like pieces of a puzzle.

The Fifers visited Anna’s house often, sometimes even more than Emma did. When they stayed overnight, sleeping arrangements became a makeshift adventure—mattresses spread on the floor, armchairs unfolded into beds, the living room sofa transformed into prime real estate. But none of it mattered.

Because when the three of them were together, it was a celebration.

They were the kind of cousins who were more like best friends.

Billy and Emily, especially, were inseparable. They were the ones who came up with the ideas, the ones who started the games, who mapped out grand adventures in their heads and tried to bring them to life. Their plans were ambitious—sometimes bordering on the impossible. One week, they were building secret forts; the next, they were devising ways to save the world. Their ideas didn’t always make sense, but that never stopped them.

Tilly, older and slightly more practical, often played the voice of reason. But even she wasn’t immune to their enthusiasm.

Of course, their grand plans didn’t always go smoothly. There were the occasional mishaps—small disasters born from too much excitement and too little foresight. But even when things went wrong, they still laughed about it.

Lying in bed, Emma’s mind whirled with possibilities for the coming weekend. Would they go swimming at the lake? Try fishing? Maybe venture into the forest for a mushroom-hunting expedition?
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Or maybe their parents would take them to the waterfalls in the neighboring village.

Or... maybe they’d simply stay here, inventing new games, dreaming up new adventures.

It didn’t really matter.

Whatever they did, one thing was certain:

It was going to be amazing.

***

[image: ]


The sharp barking of neighborhood dogs jolted Emily awake. Sunlight streamed through the window, painting golden streaks across the kitchen floor. She blinked against the brightness, rubbing sleep from her eyes.

Then, she remembered—her grandmother had gone to the market, just as she had said the day before.

Anna planned to sell a basket of fresh vegetables and pick up some milk, leaving her granddaughter alone for the morning.

On the table, breakfast sat untouched: a plate of crispy fried potatoes, a loaf of bread, and her favorite salad of pickled cucumbers with slivers of onion and a drizzle of homemade sunflower oil. But Emma wasn’t hungry yet.

Her mind was still tangled in the strange events of the night before.

Throwing on her blue cotton dress, she stepped outside. The air was thick with the scents of summer. Near the house, the old water tap stood beneath the sprawling branches of a viburnum bush, its tiny red berries glistening like beads of coral in the morning sun. Grabbing her toothbrush, she leaned over the basin.

She had barely begun scrubbing when a familiar voice called out—urgent, breathless.

“Emma! Emma! I’m so glad I found you!”

She turned, startled. Craig stood behind the fence, wrestling with the creaky wicket gate. His face was flushed—not from the heat, but from something else. Excitement? Fear?

She spat out the toothpaste. “Howdy, Craig! What’s up?”

“Come quickly! I need to show you something—it’s urgent! Really urgent!”

He glanced over his shoulder, as if expecting someone to be lurking behind him.

Emma frowned. “What’s this about?”

“You’ll understand when you see it. But promise me—you won’t tell anyone what I’m about to share with you.” His voice dropped to a whisper. “Promise?”

Her curiosity flared. “Alright, I promise. Now, what’s the big mystery?”

“Just come!” Craig beckoned frantically.

Intrigued, Emma followed as Craig led her through his grandparents’ vegetable garden. But instead of heading through the main entrance, he dropped to his knees and crawled through the prickly gooseberry bushes at the back.

The girl groaned. “Seriously, Craig?” Still, she crouched and followed, wincing as the sharp thorns snagged at her dress.

“Why all this sneaking around?” she muttered. Then, a strange scent hit her—bitter, smoky, unnatural. A low crackling sound whispered through the air. Emma wrinkled her nose. “What’s that smell? And that noise? What’s going on—”

Her words caught in her throat.

Ahead, a crowd had formed around the towering poplar tree at the edge of the property. Shouts rang out, frantic and panicked.

The air was thick with smoke.

Flames licked the ancient bark, spitting embers into the sky like a monstrous, burning candle. Wisps of haze curled through the gardens, cloaking everything in a ghostly veil.

Emma’s eyes widened. “Oh... my God...”

She had never seen anything like it.

“How could this happen?” she whispered.

Beside her, Craig shifted uneasily, his hands fidgeting.

Emma turned, suspicion creeping into her gaze. “Craig!”

He flinched.

“What did you do?”

“I didn’t do it!” he blurted, but the guilt in his face told a different story. “At least... I don’t think I did.”

Her stomach tightened. “You don’t think?”

Craig swallowed hard. “I don’t know what happened, okay?” He dragged a hand through his hair. “One second, everything was normal... and then—” He faltered.

The girl’s pulse quickened. “Then what?”

“I think... I need to tell someone.”

“You can tell me,” Emily said, softening her voice. “But first, how are we supposed to stop that?” She gestured toward the flames. “What do you plan to do?”

Craig’s eyes darted to the tree, to the panicked adults milling around it. “I don’t know! Maybe you and I could figure something out...”

Emma scoffed. “Craig, look at them.” She nodded toward the grown-ups, their frantic gestures, their desperate shouting. “They don’t even know what to do. What could we possibly do?”

She exhaled sharply, dragging her gaze to the sky. The morning had dawned cloudless, the sun glaring down mercilessly.

The blonde clenched her fists.

“If only it would rain...” she muttered. “I wish the sky would just open up and pour down like crazy!”

The words had barely left her lips when a distant rumble cut through the air.

Emily’s head snapped up.

Craig paled.

A car.

His expression turned panicked. “Oh no. My parents.”

He stumbled back, his voice a frantic whisper. “I’ve gotta go.”

“Wait, Craig!”

But he was already gone, disappearing into the bushes as fast as he’d come.

Emma groaned. Crawling back through the thorny undergrowth wasn’t any easier the second time. By the time the girl stumbled onto the main road, her dress was covered in tiny scratches, her hair a tangled mess.

She didn’t look back.

Didn’t need to.

The image of the burning tree was seared into her mind.

By the time Emily reached Annabel’s house, the morning’s chaos had drained her. She slipped into the kitchen, the comforting scent of fried potatoes and fresh bread wrapping around her like a familiar embrace.

OEBPS/d2d_images/chapter_title_above.png





OEBPS/d2d_images/chapter_title_corner_decoration_left.png





OEBPS/d2d_images/image090.jpg
INDIGO

~DIARIES—






OEBPS/d2d_images/cover.jpg
OF EMILY SMYTH AND BILLY FIFER

BOOk]. Edit

on o






OEBPS/d2d_images/image094.png
m,.r.umnms
- ‘
STORY1 == STOer ‘ 3
an
raws goﬂll//

OURAL
R ADVENTURE B
BEGIN






OEBPS/d2d_images/chapter_title_corner_decoration_right.png





OEBPS/d2d_images/image076.jpg
i STARDLST





OEBPS/d2d_images/image098.png





OEBPS/d2d_images/image077.jpg





OEBPS/d2d_images/chapter_title_below.png





OEBPS/d2d_images/image058.png





OEBPS/d2d_images/image037.jpg





OEBPS/d2d_images/image019.jpg





OEBPS/d2d_images/image085.jpg





OEBPS/d2d_images/image020.jpg





OEBPS/d2d_images/image100.png





OEBPS/d2d_images/image024.jpg





OEBPS/d2d_images/image044.jpg





OEBPS/d2d_images/image003.jpg





OEBPS/d2d_images/scene_break.png





OEBPS/d2d_images/image008.png
R N XY XL &





