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Déjà Vu
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MESSAGE > CREATE

Me again. Thnk goin mad. Mum wants me 2 c doc. (sad emoji) > Send

Megan Miller clutched her mobile phone like it was a lifeline to sanity. Texting Katie, wishing she was back with her mates, where life was normal. Where she wasn’t hearing things and seeing things.

Where she wasn’t being haunted.

She sat on the edge of her bed, staring out of the window onto the common, insane thoughts running through her head. Trying to make sense of what had happened to her over this last week.

Was it only a week? It seemed a lifetime.

It was ten minutes before her mobile tinkled out its familiar little tune and the line 1 new message appeared on the screen.  She pressed ‘View’.

Mayb u shud. Poss u r stressed coz of movin hse & sch. 

Miss u Katie xxxx (smiling emoji)

Megan closed her eyes. That wasn’t what she wanted to hear. She wanted someone to understand and believe her.  Now even Katie, her best friend, thought she was crazy – and she didn’t even know the half of it.

Looking back to the day she and her parents arrived here in the city should have warned her. She’d been positive she had been here before, despite her mum saying she hadn’t. Of course, then, those feelings of déjà vu hadn’t seemed all that important – odd yes, but not important. Everybody experienced déjà vu at some time or other, didn’t they? It didn’t actually mean they had lived before. 

And died before... 

She’d never believed in reincarnation – only now she wasn’t sure. Everything was confusing and frightening.
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A WEEK EARLIER, M6 southbound.

Megan’s mobile buzzed and the words 1 new message appeared across the little screen.

“You’re very popular today, Megan,” her mum remarked, glancing back over her shoulder. Dad was at the wheel, humming along to some rock song on the car’s CD player.

Megan had been listening to some real music on her phone. She took one earplug out. “I can’t help it if my friends are missing me already.”

“Who’s this message from?” asked her mum.

Megan pressed view. “It's from Katie. She says she’s Googled my new school and it looks a dump.” She groaned at her mum’s horrified expression. “Chill! I’m only joking. She says it looks like my old school...” Her voice trailed away as the horrible homesick feeling came back into her throat.

Yesterday had been awful, saying goodbye to all her mates, making promises to text and email each other every single day, but it wasn’t going to be the same now. How could it be?

Her mum smiled sympathetically.  “It’ll be alright, Megan. You’ll soon make new friends. And if it’s any consolation, it’s the same for your dad and me. He’s starting his new job and I won’t know a soul. And it’s a lot harder to make new friends when you’re our age, believe me.”

“Why?” asked Megan. “Don’t friendships mean as much if you’re only thirteen?” 

“That’s not what I meant, and you know it.”

Sighing, Megan tucked her corn-coloured hair behind her ear as she plugged her music back in, missing her friends more than she ever thought possible.

She closed her eyes as her music ran through her head – it was a song about lost love. That was something to be grateful for, she supposed. At least she wasn’t leaving a boyfriend behind. That would have been a killer, bad enough leaving all her mates.

As the car journeyed on, she must have slept, because she awoke with a jolt as her mum tapped her knee. “What?” she puzzled.

“I said, we're nearly there.” Mrs Miller looked anxious suddenly. “I do hope you’re going to like the house we’re renting for the time being. It’s just until we get a feel of the city, then we can buy a place that we all like.”

“It’s not home, so it’s going to feel weird whatever it’s like,” Megan murmured miserably, thinking how sad and empty their house had looked as they’d finally closed the front door for the last time.

She bit her lip, staring blindly through the car window, trying hard not to cry.  Her dad had done all the house hunting, travelling up and down the motorway for weeks on end, sorting everything out for them all to re-locate from the North East to the Midlands.

She pressed create message, her finger tapping out her thoughts to Katie.

Feelin sooo homesck. missin u. (crying emoji) > send

Ahead lay the sprawling city, their new home.  A concrete jungle. She’d heard the phrase, now she understood what it meant. It was a mass of concrete, brick and glass, a mix of old and new – office blocks, flats and old church spires. 

Megan stared at the three church spires on the horizon and the strangest feeling swept over her. She sat bolt upright. “We’ve been here before!” 

“Well, I certainly have,” remarked her dad. “I’ve been up and down this motorway like nobody’s business these last few weeks.”

Mrs Miller glanced over her shoulder again. “You’ve never been here, Megan. You must be thinking of somewhere else.”

“Yes, I have! I’d recognise those spires anywhere. You’ve seen them before too, mum – you must have.”

“Yes, on my trips here with your dad, but you definitely haven’t been here before, I guarantee it!”

“I must have!” Megan argued. “I know that view. I recognise it from, well... ages ago.”

Her mum shook her head. “Sorry Megan, but you’re wrong!”

“Well, how freaky!” Megan frowned, flopping back. It all looked so familiar. She knew those spires. But even weirder was, for a minute the ache of homesickness which had stuck in her throat since leaving home had vanished. For a minute she wasn’t homesick anymore. 

Just the opposite – it had felt like she was coming home.
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Magic and sorcery
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THEY STOOD IN A CIRCLE around the stump of oak. Thirteen men in pale grey hooded robes. Hands joined to form a complete circle around the wizened tree trunk. 

The tree had been struck and destroyed by lightning decades before. Woodcutters had cut through the charred trunk and discarded the withered branches, leaving just the base. It served well as an altar.

The rings showed the oak to have been centuries old before it was struck by the streak of fire from the sky. But now the wood was stained black by the blood of sacrifices over the years – oxen, sheep, chickens. 

Now on the altar, close to the latest sacrificial offering, lay a pendant. A pendant cast in iron and inset with gemstones. It was no bigger than a man’s thumb and formed the shape of a cross. In the centre was a Garnet, blood red and a powerful protective force. Inset along the four lengths were honey-brown Amber crystals and Jasper with layers of red, brown and white – again for protection. And at the four tips of the cross were four small Hermatite stones with their opaque red sheen that merged against the grey of the iron in which they were set. It was a fearsomely powerful mix.

The pendant lay on the charred oak altar, soaked in blood, encircled by thirteen robed men gifted in the art of magic and sorcery. Above, the new moon cast its silvery glow over the woodlands, and a shaft of light glinted directly onto the pendant, making it glow.

This was the moment – the only moment in their lifetime – when the earth, the moon and stars were aligned, drawing on the power of nature. It had to be tonight.

One by one, each man raised his right arm and pointed their right index finger directly at the pendant. Each man’s eyes squinted in concentration as they focused mind, body and spirit on the pendant. No one doubting that this sorcery – should it work – would bring anything but good. No one then imagining the jealousy and greed it would give birth to. 

The chant started slowly and softly. The spell woven by the elders of the Aes Dana tribe rippling like water until it rose as thunder...

“Eternal life grant onto him, who wears the Cross of Aes Dana.

Eternal life grant onto him, who wears the Cross of Aes Dana.

Eternal life grant onto him, who wears the Cross of Aes Dana....”
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CHAPTER THREE
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A Friendly Face
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MEGAN’S NEW SCHOOL was similar to the one she’d left behind – a busy, sprawling Comprehensive, no bigger and no smaller than her old one. It was just all the faces that were different.

It was odd wearing a royal blue and grey uniform instead of bottle green. It felt weird and wrong and the ache of homesickness was back with a vengeance.

Mrs Miller drove her to school on her first morning despite Megan’s protests that she could quite easily walk there once she’d discovered where it was, but her mum had insisted. Leaving her at the school gates, Megan had felt like a five-year-old 

again, and had to fight back the tears.

“I'll take you along to your new classroom,” the Head, Mrs Golightly said, smiling briefly before marching down a main corridor which led to another corridor and then another which all looked identical. The clip-clipping of her low heels made a mockery of her name, but it was obvious that the kids either respected or feared her as they made an effort to either greet or avoid her. 

She knew her stuff though, Megan realised. Mrs Golightly seemed to know every single one of her pupils by name – and misdemeanour, as she crisply uttered comments along the way.

“Wearing make up again, Vivien?  What have I told you? Richard, shirt tucked in, if you don't mind. I know it looks cooler out, but rules are rules. Alison homework in on time this term please...”

It went on and on, pupils streaming by in a hazy blur, faces merging with one another. Megan felt sick with nerves and the horrible sensation of loneliness and isolation was suffocating her.

“This is your classroom, Megan,” Mrs Golightly informed her, turning abruptly into a room filled with strangers. She spoke to the teacher. “Your new girl, Miss Lovejoy, Megan Miller.” 

The teacher looked younger than Megan's mum and she beamed a big welcoming smile. Now she did suit her name, she looked full of love and the joys of life. 

“Megan! Do come in and join us. If it's any consolation, I'm feeling like a new girl too. I didn't have this class last term, so we'll all be getting to know each other.”

It wasn't any consolation, but Megan answered out of politeness. “Yes, miss.”

“Now then,” pondered Miss Lovejoy. “Where shall we put you?”

“She can sit by me, miss!” someone chimed out.

Megan scanned the sea of strangers. Boys and girls all her age, all staring at her, sizing her up, judging her, deciding whether she was friend or foe. One or two were whispering, others were smiling. And then one face. One face shone out from all the others, and Megan’s knees buckled with shock.

Oh, there you are, Ruth! Megan almost cried out in delight, a huge smile breaking out across her face. There you are! It's been so long since I saw you...

The next second she halted herself. Stopped herself from falling over her own feet to reach the girl with short corn coloured hair and dark eyes. What on earth was she thinking about? Who on earth was she thinking about?  She didn't know the girl! She didn't know anybody here. 

But just for one split second, she had such a feeling of recognition it left her trembling.

“Thank you, Freya,” Miss Lovejoy put her hand lightly on Megan's arm, indicating for her to go and sit by the girl who had spoken – Freya.

Freya? Where on earth had she got the name Ruth from? 

Megan wove her way around the pupils and desks in a daze, unable to stop staring at Freya, her heart pounding madly yet she had no idea why.

***
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FREYA MASON SAT AT her desk, feeling quite sorry for the new girl. She had looked absolutely petrified when Mrs Golightly had shown her into the classroom. She was glad she'd spoken up when she did. For a second the new girl – Megan, had looked so relieved and happy that Freya felt like she'd done her good deed for the day. Oddly, it had made her feel good too. She couldn't remember when anybody had smiled at her so warmly. It had only been for a second, however. The new girl's smile had vanished as quickly as it had appeared, as if she was suddenly self-conscious. Now as she threaded her way between the desks, she looked quite stricken.

Watching her, Freya noted that the new girl was slightly taller and thinner than her – but then wasn’t everybody. Her hair was long, drawn back in a ponytail but quite similar in colour to her own. Her eyes were brown too, which was quite unusual as most of the blond girls in class were blue or grey eyed. Her uniform looked stiff and brand new and she looked as uncomfortable in it as she probably felt.

Freya tapped the chair next to hers and smiled at the new girl.  “Hi! I'm Freya – Freya Mason.”

***
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REACHING THE VACANT desk Megan couldn't take her eyes off Freya Mason. Vaguely she was aware of the other kids staring at her, two girls sitting in front turned to smile, and a good-looking boy with an elaborate pattern shaved into his hair winked, but Megan’s eyes were fixed on Freya. 

Where did she know her from? And why on earth did she think her name was Ruth? Yet she reminded her of someone so strongly, especially her smile – the way dimples appeared in her cheeks. It was all so familiar to Megan that her throat ached.

“Don't I know you?” she finally blurted out, feeling such an idiot now. What on earth must the girl think – what must everyone think? The way she’d grinned like a Cheshire cat when she'd first spotted her. The way she couldn't stop staring – even now. She groaned, wishing the floor would open up and swallow her.

Freya gave a little shrug. “I don't know. Are you on any social media sites?”

“No, I don’t do those,” Megan answered dragging her gaze away from Freya in the pretence of opening up her school bag.

“Have you just moved to this part of the city?” Freya whispered as the teacher called the register.

“New to the city totally,” Megan answered quietly. “I’m from South Shields on the Northeast coast. We’ve moved down here with my dad’s work...” She felt light-headed. The strangest sensations were washing over her. It was almost like Freya had been someone she'd been looking for... someone she had been missing.

There you are

That's what she'd almost blurted out. There you are!

***
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AT BREAK-TIME MEGAN was glad that Freya stuck by her, making it her job to show her around the school. She walked with a kind of skip to her step and even that seemed familiar to Megan. She tried not to dwell on it as Freya introduced her to the other kids in class, explaining where everything was, who everyone was, and generally bringing her up to scratch on who was nice, who was spiteful, who was a gossip, and who was likely to steal your boyfriend – if  you had one.  One boy from their class seemed to think he was a contender. 

“This is Jamie Monkman,” Freya introduced the tall, gangly boy who seemed to leap out of nowhere in the playground and stood smiling broadly. “But he’s weird so ignore him.”

Freya said it with a twinkle in her eye and Megan flashed a brief smile in Jamie’s direction, recognising him as the boy with the pattern shaved into his hair although she couldn’t see it now with his jacket hood up.  Somehow, she guessed it wasn’t just his haircut that made him weird in Freya’s eyes. But no doubt she would explain if she wanted to. “Hi! I like your hair. I noticed it in class.”

“Thank you, Megan Miller. And thank you too, Freya, for the compliment. Who wants to be ordinary and boring anyway?”

Megan was amazed that he’d remembered her name, and she was about to say so when Freya linked her arm, steering her towards a group of girls from their class.

“Come on, Megan, come and meet Yvette and Sonya. I usually hang out with them, they’re really nice.”

“Not as nice as me,” Jamie remarked, loping along behind them. He was tall and slim with deep dark eyes that were hard to resist gazing into.

“Not as whacky as you, you mean!”

“Weird, whacky, the compliments just trip off your tongue.”

Freya rolled her eyes at Megan – making Megan catch her breath. She knew that expression so well too. This was crazy! She tried to blank it from her mind as Freya introduced her to her mates, but as they chatted, Megan couldn’t stop glancing at Freya, desperately trying to think who she looked like.

She still hadn’t figured it out by the end of the day. But the thing that surprised her most as she headed home was the fact that she’d hardly given her old school a second thought all day.

Their new rented house overlooked an open common. From her bedroom window she could see a stream and a pathway that lead way off into the wooded distance – and on the horizon stood the ancient church spires. Again, she felt the odd sensation of déjà vu. She had definitely seen them before despite what her mum said. And this déjà vu thing was starting to become really annoying.  

“So how was your day, love?” her dad asked as they sat down to dinner later. “School okay?” 

Megan shrugged. “Yeah. My teacher is nice and I’ve got to know some of the other kids – but it’ really weird, the girl I sit next to, Freya Mason, well, it’s like I know her from somewhere...” 

She stopped herself from blurting out that it was more than just knowing her. It was as if she’d been missing her. 

“Well, the way you kids all dress, you’re like peas in a pod anyhow,” her dad remarked.

“School uniform, dad!” she groaned. “Anyway, I’m talking about her expressions and mannerisms. It's doing my head in.”

“It’ll come to you,” said her mum. “Oh! Have you noticed, I’ve wired up your computer, it’s all working perfectly: internet, emails, printer – who’s a clever girl then?” She flashed a self-satisfied smile at Megan’s dad who raised his eyebrows in relief that it was one less job for him to do.

After dinner, Megan checked her emails, pleased to see loads from her mates. She tapped out replies, wondering what Katie would say about the feelings of déjà vu she’d had.

It wasn’t long before a reply came back.  'Send a pic. I’ll see if I know her. Missing you! Katie xx'

'I’ll try. Missing you too.'  Megan emailed back, feeling quite guilty because amazingly, she wasn’t missing anyone.

Wandering over to her window, she noticed a boy throwing a ball for his dog on the common. It looked very much like Jamie Monkman and as she watched, her curiosity grew as to why Freya thought he was weird. He’d been quite friendly to her in a clowning kind of way. And he was certainly nice to look at. That afternoon, she’d asked Freya, but Freya had just groaned and said, ‘don’t ask!’ 

Checking her computer for any more emails, she finally turned it off and went downstairs to watch TV for a while. After that it was off to bed – an early night, she decided, school in the morning. And tomorrow, maybe she’d figure out who exactly Freya Mason reminded her of.
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​CHAPTER FOUR
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​Between two worlds



[image: ]




––––––––

[image: ]


BLACK FOG SWIRLED AROUND him. Long dead eyes peered out through the eternal gloom. Echoes of death and decay coiled in suffocating density about his dark spirit as he wandered the ancient long-gone corridors and cobbled city streets.

Hell should have claimed him centuries ago, but his curse and oath as the noose tightened around his neck as he hung from the gallows, had robbed the devil of his soul. But he was left in the blackest of purgatories. 

Through the mist, figures came and went – demons usually, wanting to know if he was ready to be taken down to his destiny. He cursed them aside. Hell would have to wait. He glimpsed other figures at times. They swept by his dank, black world as if on the wind. These were living, human figures, as he was once. Few had the sensitivity to notice him and those who did paled and grew sickly with fear. 
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