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I really didn’t want to wake up that morning. My alarm went
off and I reached over to hit it. To begin with, it was a Saturday.
There should be a law that states that all people who have to be up
before 9am on a weekday be allowed to sleep in as late as they want
on weekends. Seriously, it’s just not right that I had to be up at
7am.

But, no, there isn’t such a law and everyone else I knew was
sleeping in. I was the ONLY person who had to be at the police
station for 8am on a Saturday. My life just sucks.

It’s not that I’m some kind of juvenile delinquent either.
Nope, I had to be there through no fault of my own.

You see, my mum died when I was six and instead of leaving me
something useful, like money which I wouldn’t have needed anyway,
what with Dad being an ex-pop star and basically loaded, my mother
chose to leave me a gift of a different kind. She gave me the
ability to touch something and sometimes see the previous owner’s
last moments on this earth. I know what you’re thinking – cool
gift! Just an FYI– it’s a nightmare! In fact it nearly got me
killed in November. It’s also the reason why I had to be up and at
the police station for 8am on a Saturday morning. My mother has
caused me to have a whole load of ‘issues’.

Sometimes, I wish I could go back to the way things were
before Kaolin and her necklace. It was simple then, I had no
friends, my dad lied to me constantly and I could put my little
‘gift’ down as one of the quirks in my personality.

Now though, I’m never going to be able to believe a word my
dad ever tells me – being as he told me Mum died of cancer when she
was really murdered by a crazed, loony, stalker of a fan. He never
told me about Mum’s ‘gift’, nor how she worked for the police and
that he even knew about why she’d been blessed (which is so the
wrong word) with this ability. Basically, my dad has more issues
than I do and that’s saying something!

At least out of all that happened in November I have my first
(and only, I hasten to add) friend in the form of Kaolin. I never
thought it bothered me – being a total social reject – but I guess
it’s true that you don’t miss what you’ve never had.

Kaolin totally understands my gift and my dislike of it. She
knows about my feelings towards my dad, who can also be called
Pinocchio! She was with me in that garage in November; she knows
what we all went through. It affected her more though because,
unlike me, she isn’t an emotional retard.

Still, I bet she was still in bed at that time on a Saturday
morning. God, I wish I was her.

For the first time ever (well for as long as I can remember)
I was up and dressed before Dad was even about. My dad, the great
Colin Leverton – he was a pop star up until nine years ago when Mum
was killed – is very much a morning person. He rolls out of bed as
cheerful as the birds that chirp outside the window, sometimes I
want to shoot them both! I am not a morning person; I’m not even an
afternoon person. I could quite happily stay in bed from dawn until
dusk. Probably from dusk until dawn too if people would let me.)I
must take after Mum – not that I know or remember if she was or
not. I could ask Dad, but with his current track record for
honesty, I wouldn’t know if the answer I got was the truth or some
fabrication he told me for ‘my own good’.

Anyway, I was on my second cup of tea when Dad graced me with
his presence.

“Morning!” he said, as cheerfully as humanly
possible.

“Yeah,” I replied, sipping my tea.

“Are you nervous?” Dad asked, referring to my 8am appointment
with Inspector Clifford.

I better explain all of this, the reason I am attending a
meeting that starts at 8am is because Inspector Clifford worked
with my mum. When David kidnapped Kaolin, her mum and me, a lot of
things had to be explained in my statement. For instance, how I had
known David was not only present for the murder of Matthew Lenor
(Kaolin’s dad) but had also been the one who ordered the trigger be
pulled.

To begin with, I was happy just to lie my little socks off
and not mention that I’d ‘seen’ it all when I touched Kaolin’s
necklace – which she’d gotten from her dad after he died. I’d had
no intention of sharing my little secret with them.

My father, on the other hand, decided to share with me that
my mother had worked with the police to help them confirm whether
suspicious deaths were murders. If they were unsolved murders, she
would help them identify the perpetrator. Apparently they’d had a
nice little set up, until she went and got herself killed that
is.

As a result of Dad’s poor timing for sharing family
information with me – the whole secret, which I had been planning
to take with me to my grave, came out and now Inspector Clifford
wants to interview me. Can you hear how totally thrilled I am at
the prospect?

“Not really,” I told Dad. I wasn’t either; at worst the guy
could have me committed, which might not be such a bad thing. It
would save me from another homework session with Clarissa. She is
Dad’s way of punishing me for getting a few ‘no homework’
detentions. She’s part of the group that idolise my father and
seeing her swoon over him while she explains algebra to me is
enough to make me want to put spoons in my eyes.

“You’ll do fine,” he told me. I guess he was trying to
reassure me, but as I’ve previously mentioned, my dad is a
pathological liar so his words weren’t of much comfort to
me.

“Uh huh,” I murmured, sipping my tea again. Dad knows that I
don’t trust him anymore, he thinks that I am being unfair because
apparently it was all for ‘my own good’. Yeah, still not seeing
that.

“I’m serious, Tara. Your mother never had any problems – they
all worked so well together and I just know you’ll follow in her
footsteps.”

“Glad you’re acting so confidently. You see, unlike you, I’m
still trying to get used to it all. Maybe if you’d been a bit more
forthcoming with the truth I’d also have your
confidence.”

Okay, I know that was really bitchy of me, but it’s okay for
Dad. He’s not the one having to actually go through all of this.
Plus, I’m finding it really hard to forgive him.

“Tara…” Dad started, in a tone that told me I’d overstepped
the mark with my attitude.

“Oh dear, look at the time. Best be off,” I said, before he
could finish his sentence and begin his lecture. I pulled my coat
on quickly and set off to the police station.

Thinking about it as I walked, it probably would have been
better if I’d kept my sarcasm out of the morning’s conversation. We
lived a long way out of town and if I hadn’t had to rush out to
avoid a long lecture on respecting my parent’s decisions, I
probably could have persuaded Dad to drive me there. Oh well,
hindsight and all that.

The walk did me some good though. If anything, it gave me
time to think about how I wanted to deal with my whole police job
thing. I’m not really sure what else to call it. It would be nice
to actually help people and put this dumb ‘gift’ of mine to good
use. I know you may have the impression that I’m totally selfish
and heartless, but I’m not. Plus, it would be nice to do something
that my mum had once done.

In fact, by the time I reached the police station, twenty
minutes late I might add, I was feeling really positive about the
whole thing. I just hoped Inspector Clifford wouldn’t totally crush
that.

“Sorry, I’m late,” I spluttered, once I’d gotten up to the
Inspector’s office.

“That’s fine, Tara. Your dad phoned to tell me you were
walking and you’d probably be a bit late,” he replied, smiling
warmly at me. At least Dad had some uses.

“Okay,”

“Would you like something to drink? Tea? Coffee?”

“Tea would be nice. I’m not used to being up this early on a
Saturday.”

“Yes, sorry about that.” While he spoke he set about boiling a
kettle and making the tea. “I wanted to meet with you sooner but as
you know we were busy over Christmas and a lot of my time has been
spent co-ordinating the case against David Carhill.”

It seemed that because my testimony wouldn’t really stand up
in court, in other words they would think I was crazy, the police
had to find a lot of evidence to be able to prosecute him for
accessory to murder as well as the charges he was facing for what
he did to us.

“It’s okay.” He handed me my tea and took his seat behind his
desk.

“Right, shall we begin?”
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“Your mother was an asset to our team,” Inspector Clifford
told me. “Hopefully, you will follow in her footsteps.”

“I hope so,” I said, quietly.

“Right, you discuss things with your dad and get back to me.”
He got out of his chair and led me towards the door. Guess that’s
the was interview over with. He smiled, shook my hand and asked if
I could find my way out. I assured him that I would manage. He
smiled again and shut the door, leaving me standing alone in an
empty corridor.

Overall, it hadn’t gone as I’d expected. Inspector Clifford
had been nothing like I thought he would. I mean, I’d known he
couldn’t be all conventional because he’d believed in what my
mother was telling him and most normal people would have ignored
her or had her locked up for being crazy. That was a point for him
in my book.

The whole interview had consisted of him telling me about
what my mother had done for them. He even went as far as showing me
a few case files – which I’m sure is illegal or
something.

I’d never even thought about being able to help people with
this ‘gift’ of mine. I was more concerned with people never
discovering the truth about me. Everything that had happened in
November seemed to be changing my life.

Dad picked me up in the end; I guess he felt bad because he’d
made me walk all the way this morning. He seemed to have forgotten
about our little exchange of words as well, either that or he was
storing it all up to yell at me some time in the future. I honestly
didn’t care if he did, I was too busy thinking about and processing
all that had been said to me that morning.

“How did it go?” Dad asked, breaking my train of
thought.

“It was okay,” I replied, quietly.

“Tara? About this morning-,” he started, taking his eyes off
the road to glance at me.

“I really don’t want to talk about it,” I interrupted him. I
knew that he probably wouldn’t let it go that easily and I was
right.

“I think we need to.”

“Okay, but do we have to do it now?”

“If we don’t now, it will keep causing arguments between
us.”

“Can it at least wait until we get home?” It would buy me only
minutes, but as far as I was concerned any time I could put between
Dad and me having the ‘talk’ was a good thing. It had been
something I knew was coming ever since all the events of November.
I was really beginning to hate that month.

“Okay,” Dad said, simply as I went back to staring out of the
window. We turned onto our street five minutes later and I could
tell from the look Dad wore that he had not forgotten about our
little ‘chat’.

“It’s not that I don’t understand how you feel, Tara,” Dad
started after he’d made us cups of tea and sat us at the kitchen
table. “I do, I understand.” Yeah, right, I believed him about as
much as I believed in the tooth fairy. I didn’t say anything
though, I could tell he was really trying to come across as ‘Dad
the friend’ rather than his normal self. “I understand that you
feel like I betrayed you by not telling you the truth about your
mother.”

“That’s the understatement of the century,” I muttered.
Thankfully, he ignored me. Wow, he was really trying.

“You just have to understand that I never meant to lie to you
for so long.” Oh, really? So, why did he? “When your mum died, all
I had left was you and I was trying to protect you from it all. It
was what your mum wanted.” He stopped talking and looked at me. I
think he was expecting me to say something.

“That’s all very well and good, Dad. But do you have any idea
what it was like for me? You lied to me about how Mum died, that
much I can probably forgive you for. What I can’t even think about
forgiving you for is that you let me believe there was something
really wrong with me. You let me believe that I was going crazy
with visions and everything and the whole time, you knew.
You KNEW what was
going on and you never told me.” I could feel tears start in my
eyes and I hated myself for even allowing them to be there. I
brushed them away, angrily. “Are we done?” I asked, snapping at him
slightly. I didn’t wait for an answer, I stood up, grabbed my coat
and left, slamming the door as I went. I half-expected Dad to come
after me, but he didn’t. I would have ignored him anyway; he wasn’t
on my list of people I wanted to talk to right now. I made my way
to the only person who even had the slightest idea how I felt right
now. I went to Kaolin.

Kaolin lived a thirty-minute walk from my house and to be
honest I think it was pure rage that got me there. It wasn’t that I
hated my dad; I know it may seem that way from my reactions to him,
but I don’t. I love him dearly and deep down I know he truly
thought that what he was doing was best for me. I just can’t
understand why he though that making me think I was crazy could
have been in my best interests.

I also totally understand that had I told him about the
‘visions’, confided in him about it all, he probably would have
explained it all there and then. I guess, in a way, we were both
trying to protect the other. There’s some irony there, but I can’t
be bothered to find it.

Before I realised how long I’d been walking out in the cold,
I was stood at Kaolin’s front door. I probably should have called
first – manners and all that, but I knew that neither Kaolin nor
her mum would mind. Ever since the incident with David, her mum had
become rather fond of me. Probably because between her daughter and
me we saved the day. I doubted that it was my natural
charm.

I knocked on the door and waited. I could hear someone,
probably Kaolin, thumping down the stairs and before long the door
opened and Kaolin was stood in the doorway.

“Hey!” she said. “Come on in.” She was still in her night
clothes, but then again she hadn’t been forced to get up at some
ungodly hour of the morning to be interviewed by a senior policeman
who, probably, knew more about my own mother than I did. Not that
I’m bitter or anything.

“Sorry I didn’t call. I just had to get out of there,” I told
her, as she let me into the kitchen and put the kettle
on.

“Uh oh, sounds ominous,” Kaolin replied, giving me a concerned
friend look.

“Dad wanted to have the ‘talk’. You know, the one I’ve been
dreading,” I explained, rolling my eyes. “He tried to tell me it
was all done in my best interests etc, etc. In other words, get
over it, Tara.”

“He has a point,” Kaolin said, quietly. See, Kaolin may be my
best and only friend, but she doesn’t totally get why I’m still
angry with my dad. She and her dad were really close and in her
mind she would rather have been lied to than know the truth. She
thinks that my skanky ‘gift’ is cool too; a way to be able to see
people who you’d cared about whenever you wanted. I did point out
that what I saw was not
happy-make-you-smile-and-feel-all-warm-and-fuzzy-inside stuff. She
said that wasn’t what she’d meant and I said she was crazy. So, in
the end, we’d just agreed to disagree on the matter.

I didn’t answer her about Dad either. I just gave her the
look I reserved for special occasions, like right now.

“Anyway,” Kaolin said, quickly changing the subject. “How did
your interview thing go?”

“It was okay,” I replied, thinking back to my talk with
Inspector Clifford. “He basically explained how my mum had helped
them with cases and such.”

“Do you reckon you’ll do it?”

“Work with them? I dunno, sure I want to help people and stuff
and I’d love to follow in Mum’s footsteps and learn some more about
her.”

“But?”

“But sometimes I’d rather forget I even had the stupid ‘gift’!
Anyway, it nearly got me killed once, do I really want to risk it
again?”

“Talking of which, have you heard anything about the trial?”
Kaolin asked, referring to David

“Nope. They’re still gathering evidence.”

“He wrote to Mum.”

“David did?”

“Yep. He told her that it was all lies.”

“He thought she’d believe that?” I scoffed.

“Apparently.” Kaolin rolled her eyes. “Let me get it and you
can have a read.”

“Won’t your mum mind?”

“Nope, she let me read it.” Kaolin got up from the table and
disappeared into the living room, returning a few moments later
with an envelope. She handed it over to me and then everything went
black.

The next thing I knew I was flat on my back on Kaolin’s
kitchen floor. I wanted to somehow delete what I’d just seen so
that it couldn’t haunt me the way some of my visions did. It
wouldn’t leave though.

“Vision?” Kaolin asked.

“Uh huh,” I mumbled.

“But why? My mum’s fine. She’s fine, isn’t she?” Kaolin
demanded. I could understand her fear. She knew that my visions
were not going to predict the future. All they told me was how
someone had died. Although, if we’re being technical, the letter
she’d handed me had belonged to her mum, that wasn’t whose death
I’d seen. Nope, Kaolin’s mum was fine. It was someone else whose
death would haunt me. It was David’s.
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“Tara?” Kaolin said, breaking my concentration. “Who did you
see?”

“David,” I mumbled. “David’s dead.”

“David? But how? When? What?” Kaolin stuttered. She didn’t
understand, she was looking at me to explain it all to her, but I
couldn’t because I didn’t totally understand myself.

“I don’t know,” I admitted. She gave me a funny look then, I
think she was in the same place as me, mentally that is. I’m aware
that we’re in the same place physically. Part of me was happy David
was dead, which may seem really cold and mean of me, but the guy
did try to kill me. Another part of me though was sad, well
haunted, by his death. I’m not going to tell you that David was
probably a nice guy deep down, that he’d made a few wrong choices
in his life and that he probably meant no one any harm. I’m not
going to say that because, no matter what his dear old mum, his
neighbour and his dog may tell me, David killed Matthew (well,
ordered the shot) in cold blood because he was greedy. He kidnapped
Kaolin, her mum and me and fully intended to kill us so he could
get what he wanted. So, no, David wasn’t ‘misunderstood’. David was
crazy and greedy and a total knob.

“What did you see?” Kaolin asked, softly.

“David hung himself in his cell,” I told her, meeting her
eyes. “I don’t know why he did it.”

“Oh, God,” Kaolin breathed.

“Exactly,” I said. We sat looking at each other for a while
after that. There wasn’t much really for either of us to say.
Kaolin’s mum appeared after ten minutes or so.

“Hello, Tara,” she said. “I heard the door go, thought it
might have been you.” She smiled sweetly at me. See? I told you she
liked me.

“Hi, Mrs. Lenor,” I replied.

“How are you today?” she asked me. I had to bite my lip from
blurting out that I was fine until I’d picked up that letter and
seen what David had done, that kind of thing could really put a
damper on your day.

“Fine, thanks,” I lied.

“David’s dead!” Kaolin blurted out. I shot her an evil look. I
really didn’t want to have to explain things to her mum this early
on a Saturday morning.

She didn’t leave me much choice though, Kaolin I mean. You
could just tell that her mum wasn’t sure what to believe. Whether she should
call me crazy, shove me out of her house and tell me never to
bother her or her daughter again or whether she should pat me on
the head and tell me, “that’s nice, dear,” while secretly planning
to call my father and ask him, politely of course, whether or not
he realised that his only child was not only slightly peculiar and
friendless but was also crazy.

Of course, if she’d called Dad he would have told her it was
true. See, Dad has never truly understood my desire to keep this
whole thing secret. He just doesn’t get it. He doesn’t understand
that it’s all very well and good him telling people that I’m not
nuts by saying that I inherited it from my dead mother, people will
still think I need a few years in the loony bin.

In the end her mum just sank into a chair and stared at me.
I’m used to that now, people do a lot of staring. Usually it’s
because my dad was this famous rock star, but I have had a few
other looks in the past couple of months. Mostly from kids at
school who just don’t understand how Kaolin and I managed to get
away from David. Nor do they understand why Kaolin is my best
friend. They think that the whole thing with David must have given
her brain damage or something because up until that day Kaolin
walked into my tutor room and I got saddled with showing her around
the school, up until that day, I was the most unpopular girl in
school. Probably because I used a few choice words when talking to
the girls in the ‘popular’ crowd.

Put yourself in my position though, how would you feel if
people only spoke to you because they thought you could somehow get
them introduced to some famous person? I’ll tell you how you’d
feel. You’d feel awful, just like I’d done. And you’d probably tell
them to fuck off too.

Anyway, I’m getting off track here. This isn’t about my lack
of social life, it’s about Kaolin, her mum, and much as I hate to
say his name or even think about him. It’s also about
David.

Julia, that’s Kaolin’s mum, sat quietly while I explained
what Kaolin meant. Kaolin tried to help by jumping in with
explanations here and there. Only, she wasn’t really helping. Julia
got paler and paler as I continued talking and every time Kaolin
jumped in with a comment of “help” she twitched a
little.

You could tell just by looking at her that she was trying to
decide whether it concerned her more that I could “see” things by
touching David’s letter or that her daughter had obviously known
about it. I kept shooting Kaolin looks that told her to shut up and
let me explain, but Kaolin missed every single hint I made. I
groaned inwardly as I realised that short of jumping on her and
gagging her with a dirty sock there really wasn’t that much I could
do except let her dig a bigger grave for the pair of us.

Only Julia surprised me. Once I’d finished talking, she
stared at me for a moment, white as a sheet and if she hadn’t
already been sat down I would have insisted she did.

“You…you see things?” she asked, after a few moments of the
most uncomfortable silence I have ever experienced.

“Yes,” I said, simply. There wasn’t much else I could
say.

“Her mum could too, you know…before she died,” Kaolin jumped
in and it took every ounce of self control I had not to tell her to
stop butting in with comments that were just making the whole
situation worse.

“Your mum?”

“Yeah,” I started, shooting Kaolin an evil glare that would
have put her six foot under if looks could kill. “My mum had them,
my grandma too, it must just be one of those weird quirks that run
in the family. You know, like eye colour or something.” I gave a
nervous laugh, wishing that something would happen to pierce the
atmosphere.

“And David’s dead?”

“Yes.”

“He killed himself?”

“Yes.”

“And you saw it when you touched his letter?”

“Yes.” God, I’m beginning to sound like a broken
record.

“Is that…is that how you knew about Ma…about how Matthew
died?” She stumbled through the sentence and for a moment I felt
sorry for her. I mean, in the last few months her husband has died,
she’s had to move, the man she thought was her husbands best friend
had kidnapped and tried to kill her and I’d come into their lives
and shown them that David had been responsible for it. And now I
was telling them that the man that had caused 90% of that pain and
hurt was dead too.

Yep, right little ray of sunshine me.

Julia met my eyes and held my gaze for two long minutes. I
wanted to look away but I daren’t. I don’t know why she was
watching me. I don’t know what she was looking for. Maybe, the
truth, maybe to see if there was a hint of lies in my eyes.
Whatever it was, it really made me feel uncomfortable.

“That must be so awful for you,” she finally said. Her voice
was barely a whisper and even as she spoke she still didn’t look
away.

All I could think was that finally, finally someone saw the bad side of
this frigging “gift”. Only, I don’t think she saw the same bad side
I saw. She probably thought that was why I didn’t have any friends,
other than her daughter, probably thought all the big kids at
school picked on me for being a freak and it had emotionally
damaged me or some other such crap.

Yes, the kids do pick on me at school, but it has nothing to
do with my sodding “gift”, no they pick on me because they’re a
bunch of…well, use your imagination.

Just as quickly as the atmosphere had fallen in the kitchen,
it was gone. Julia broke the eye contact and stood up.

“Anyone want a cup of tea?” she asked, sounding like we’d just
been discussing the weather.

“Sure,” Kaolin chirped. All I could manage was a nod. I was in
shock, I mean real actual shock. I’d just told this woman that I
basically saw dead people – which, I’ll give you isn’t technically
true, but still and all she had to say about it all was some
sympathetic comment and then offer tea around.

I know the English make tea in a crisis, but am I the only
one who thinks that is slightly strange?

Nope, didn’t think so.
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I didn’t stay long at Kaolin’s in the end. Her mum was fine
with everything, well as fine as you can be when someone tells you
something like that. I didn’t stay because after a while I felt
uncomfortable with the quick glances she kept giving me. There was
nothing sinister in them – they just felt, I dunno, wrong to me,
like I was being watched…all the time and I can get that from Dad.
It’s why I go to see Kaolin because I need to escape that from time
to time.

Of course, things weren’t that much better at home. Dad still
wanted us to sit down and “bond”, or as he called it, “talk through
our differences.” I don’t see what there is to talk about. He lied
to me, end of. He let me believe for nine years that my mum had
died of cancer, and yes, before you say anything, I know it was to
protect me and I guess I’m not actually angry at him about that
anymore.

I’m angrier that it took him nine years to share that my mum
had had this “gift”, as everyone but me, and possibly Julia calls
it. That he must have known from all the hospital admissions that I
was having visions too, in fact he went as far as t discuss it with
my doctor. But he never spoke to me about it.

I know I didn’t go to him, but I thought I was crazy for
crying out loud. I thought he would whisk me off to the nearest
hospital for a long rest.

I realise that I won’t be able to avoid him forever and that
eventually I will have to sit down and talk to him about it, but
for now I’m quite happy to spend my time in my room with headphones
on and loud, obnoxious music blaring into my eardrums rather that
talk things through with him.

I’m just not ready yet.

Before I knew it, it was Monday again, which of course meant
school. I am counting down the days until my GSCE’s are over and
I’m able to leave that hell hole. Leaving my tutoring sessions with
Clarissa behind me too where they can become some distant memory
that I block out from then until the end of time.

Sadly though, I still have four and a half terms left. That’s
fifty four whole weeks, which is just over a whole year. Of course,
knowing my father he’ll probably insist I go to college. Get myself
some A-levels so that I can go off to university and make something
of myself.

Just a little question, who ever said I wanted to make
something of myself? I may just want to be a professional nothing.
Then again, maybe Dad won’t make me do that if I take this job with
the police.

I’m going to have to talk to Dad soon, for no other reason
than I need to talk it all through with him before Inspector
Clifford will even let me do anything.

That’s going to be a whole bundle of laughs…talking it
through with Dad I mean. I just know he’ll refuse to listen to a
word I have to say until he’s managed to have the frigging “talk”
with me.

“Morning, Tara. Sleep well?” Dad asked, when I stumbled down
the stairs and into the kitchen, still relatively half asleep. Why
couldn’t they start school at midday? Why does it have to be some
god awful hour when you have to set your alarm and be out of bed
before the time is even in double digits?

“Uerrr,” I grunted. I am not usually capable of making any
kind of recognisable words or sentences until I’ve had at least two
cups of tea and it’s lunchtime.

“Cooked breakfast?”

“No time,” I mumbled into my tea cup.

“I’ll give you a lift in, if you like?” Dad
offered.

“Be nice.”

Dad smiled. “Cooked breakfast it is then!” He started
fumbling round the kitchen looking for the various ingredients and
frying pans and stuff that he’d need while I burned my throat
gulping down my first cup of tea.

“You want to call Kaolin? See if she wants a lift
too?”

“It’s the other side of town, Dad,” I reminded him. In early
morning traffic getting across town is impossible.

“Oh yes, I forgot. Never mind.” He continued creating my
breakfast while humming a merry tune under his breath.

It is not natural for any human being to be awake at this
time of day and it certainly not natural for any human being to be
so happy and be awake at this time of day.

I made myself a second cup of tea as Dad was serving up
breakfast. We sat and ate our way through it in silence. There was
no mention of our talk, no mention of mum, the police, the weekend.
Nothing.

I guess that should have been my first warning, but I was
still half asleep and my brain doesn’t really start operating fully
until about midday.

Dad kept humming and smiling the whole way to school. My dad
is very much academically orientated. The only reason I have a
tutor is not because I’m stupid, it’s because I’m lazy. I would
rather spend my evenings sat in front of the television or my
computer than do my homework. I managed to get away with it as
well, but when the whole thing with David happened…well, just
before that actually, Dad decided he’d had enough and he got me a
tutor.

Not just any tutor either. Nope, my dad chose the worst
possible candidate. He chose Clarissa Jennings.

That’s right, Clarissa Jennings, who just so happens to think
that Jody Eveson is someone worthy of worship. Jody happens to be
one of my mortal enemies. She tried to be my best friend when we
first met. I knew that it was because of my dad and I guess I
wouldn’t have minded, except she never tried to hide it. It was
always because of who my dad was. She didn’t even try to pretend
that she liked me because of the nice, loving, friendly and all
round wonderful person I was. Okay, maybe that is just a tad big
headed of me, but I really am a nice person once you get to know
me.

To cut a long story short, Jody was the first person I ever
ripped into and she’s never forgiven me since. Therefore, I’m
pretty much hated by every person who knows her and trust me, she’s
knows a lot of
people.

And now, thanks to Daddy dearest I have to endure two hours a
night of Clarissa. She spends most of her time rolling her eyes at
me, and staring at my dad. Or giggling like a school girl,
depending on what he’s doing. It’s probably my own fault, but
unlike my dad I just don’t see the point in learning French,
algebra or any of the other shitty subjects they force us to
learn.

“So, that’s okay then, Tara? Tonight?” Dad said, interrupting
my chain of thought. I nodded at him without really thinking. That
should have been my second warning, but as I’ve said before, my
brain just doesn’t function before midday and it is really unfair
for anyone, including teachers, to expect it to.

“I’m glad that’s sorted then, have a good day,” Dad called as
I got out the car.

“Yeah, whatever,” I said, throwing my backpack onto my
shoulders and heading to registration.

Kaolin pretty much arrives at school the same time every day.
She’s one of those people who really hates to be late. She was sat
waiting for me, at our usual spot outside the tutor room. I don’t
really know why we arrange to meet there because we always end up
with the same seats. It’s the same in every class. At the beginning
of the year you pick out a spot and it pretty much becomes the same
place you’ll sit for the next three terms.

“Good weekend?” she asked me, as we made our way to our
seats.

“Kaolin, I spent Saturday with you. You know how my weekend
has gone,” I told her, rolling my eyes.

“Yeah, I know. I just wondered how yesterday went. With your
dad? Did you speak to him?”

“Nope.”

“Tara…”

“Don’t start, Kaolin. I still haven’t forgiven you for
blurting that stuff out to your mum.”

“I’m sorry about that, it was an accident.”

I choked back a laugh. I may have only known Kaolin a few
months but I know her well enough to know that very few things she
says are said ‘by accident’.

“It was!” she protested.

“Whatever, just remind me not to come back round to your house
any time in the next few hundred years.”

“Why not? My mum’s fine with it.”

I scoffed again.

“She is! She grilled me after you left, she wanted to know how
long I’d known and if you had any help and stuff.”

“What did you tell her?” If there is a God, she won’t have
blurted out about the police. Please, tell me she
didn’t.

“I told her that you’d been interviewed for helping the
police.”

I groaned loudly, so loudly that a few other people in our
tutor group turned round and stared at us. A couple of the boys
sniggered and I, in my grown up manner, gave them the
finger.

“What?” Kaolin asked. I was about to launch into a rant about
how my own dad didn’t know what had happened with the police
because I’d been avoiding him and that, although I appreciate she
hadn’t known this, it would have been nice to think that she could
keep at least one thing secret from her mum. I was going to say all
of that, only I didn’t.

I didn’t because Mr. Andrews walked into the room with a
young girl on his arm. I suppose I shouldn’t really call her a
‘young girl’ – she was my age. She was tall and skinny with lovely
curly, auburn hair. She was grinning like…well, like an idiot
really. All smiles and you could just tell that she was another one
of those morning people that piss me off royally.

“Class,” Mr. Andrews called. Not that he needed to, pretty
much everyone’s attention was on him and whoever the girl was.
“Class, this is Cassie. She’ll be joining us for the next couple of
terms.”

That’s nice, Mr. Andrews, but last time I checked you didn’t
escort new students by the arm to their tutor room.

“Cassie is blind,” he continued. Ah, that would explain the
personal escort. “Until we’ve managed to sort a few things out for
her, she’ll need one of you to help her from class to class.
Now…let’s see…”

Oh, God. He’s looking at me and Kaolin. Please don’t pick me,
please. I got the last new student and although I love having
Kaolin around, I don’t think I can cope with more trouble with some
homicidal relative. True, I’m jumping to conclusions, but put
yourself in my shoes. Last time I made a friend, I ended up in a
whole heap of trouble, not talking to my father. Oh, yeah and being
KIDNAPPED!
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