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	Deception.


	 


	Jason Longfellow had just met the prettiest girl he had ever seen, but what he didn’t know, was that meeting her would change his whole life, in fact, turn the world, as he knew it, upside down. 


	But then again, there were many things that Jason didn’t know and one of them was his true nature.


	All things come to a head when his wife-to-be turns up at his windowsill in the middle of a harsh winter and leads him and his friends on a mission fraught with danger, an event in which he will come to know his real self as he fights to defend those nearest to him in a fierce battle against an unrelenting enemy in the Welsh mountains.




	 


	Part One.


	 


	Chapter One.


	 


	A Chance Meeting.


	It was in the Summer of 1956 and market day in Lyndon, a small town in Cambridgeshire by the river Cam where Iain and Helen Longfellow brought their livestock for sale at the monthly cattle market. 


	It was to be the last market day for their sixteen-year-old son Jason for some time, as he would leave soon for a private school in the next county.


	His parents travelled on horseback, with his dad leading on Taurus and his mum riding Aries at the rear, while Jason and Jessie, their sheepdog, kept the two-dozen sheep in line.


	The market place was crowded. They herded their flock, consisting of British Milk sheep and one of the Cambridge rams that had reached maturity, into one of the pens.


	While his mum stood by to answer any questions from potential buyers, Jason and his dad viewed the rest of the animals on show. They saw several breeds of interest. His dad pointed to one. “That’s an Oxford Down, it’s the largest and heaviest of the Down breeds, with a capacity for fast growing and early maturity, it is an ideal crossing ram too.”


	Jason pointed to another, a ram with curling horns, standing alone. “I know that one, it’s an Exmoor Horn, look at his body.”


	“You’re right, look at those horns too, I wouldn’t like to be caught bending when he’s on the rampage,” answered his dad.


	They visited the sideshows, one of them was a ‘dunk him and win a piglet’ set-up. A man dressed in an old-fashioned policeman’s uniform, plus helmet, sat on a small plank set across a water tank next to a large wooden bull’s-eye, some twenty-five yards away. A stout middle-aged woman stood by the stand - an old wooden table - shouting, “Sixpence a go, dunk my old man and win this lovely piglet, a British Saddleback, it’s a male too. It’s not been castrated so you can use him for breeding.”


	Jason eyed her. “Is he a real policeman?”


	“Yes, Luv, that’s his granddad’s old uniform he’s wearing.”


	“Good,” 


	Jason dug into his trouser pocket and gave the woman two three-penny bits. “We could do with new stock for the pigs,” he said to his dad, who was doing his best not to laugh, knowing what was to happen, and looked on as his son picked up a well-worn cricket ball from the box on the stand.


	The man on the plank called out, “You must be joking, you’re just a kid.”


	Jason ignored him and let fly with a good follow-through as the man shouted, “You couldn’t hit the side of -aaaah!” and fell into the tank with a splash as Jason’s ball hit the target dead centre.


	The woman laughed until tears rolled down her cheeks.


	Iain pointed to the piglet. “Our Black Saddleback I think.”


	The woman picked the animal out of its pen and handed it over. She patted her bulging purse and winked her eye. “I’ve enough money here to buy a half-dozen more.”


	*


	The sale of their sheep went well. His mother was delighted with the piglet. 


	“What did you pay for it,” she asked, knowing Iain had very little money with him.


	“Sixpence,” said Jason and told her of his achievement.


	“I don’t believe it, but I must. Twenty-five yards you say,” she said and gave Jason a hug.


	With some of the proceedings from the sale of their sheep, they purchased a Rhode Island Red cockerel to breed with their with their White Leghorns, as the former cockerel had landed in the soup pot after mistreating the hens badly and attacking anybody who tried to enter the coop.


	They shopped at the butchers and his mum selected half-a-dozen boar chops for their evening meal.


	As they left the market place, with Jason seated behind his mum on Aries, a voice called out from the pavement, “Nice throw, Jason.”


	He looked down, smiling, and called out, “Thank you,” even though he didn’t recognise the voice. He didn’t recognise the face either, a pale and spotty-faced young man, standing there alone, dressed in tweeds. He wasn’t one of the youths who his father employed at harvest time. ‘So how come he knows my name.’


	A strange smell drifted up from him, not the usual odour one expected from a young man, as it reminded him of something false, a deodorant and something sour. His thoughts broke off as his mother said, “It’s about time you had a pair of decent shoes. You can’t wear your old boots when you go to college.”


	She said to her husband riding beside them, “I think we have time enough, today, what do you say?”


	“Of course, he’s earned it anyway.”


	He knew they meant well and he wondered if he should ask for a pair of running shoes, shoes to help him run even faster, faster than the wind; oh, to chase the wind in a gale.


	They rode across the bridge straddling the river and headed down the main street. 


	Jason’s nose wrinkled at the stink of car exhaust fumes. He had an acute sense of smell, meaning he could smell things whether he wanted to or not, especially unpleasant smells. 


	His mum and dad smelled of the farm, a fine mixture of every single animal and what surrounded them. It was other people, the ones in the town, they smelled of stale cigarette smoke and alcohol, and some of them didn’t wash their bodies often enough.


	As usual, the townspeople gawped at him and his parents on their huge farm horses. His parents didn’t own a carriage, just six work horses. Four of them were large, gentle beasts, used for towing the hay wagon, or ploughing the odd field. The other two, also well-built, were much shorter and were their main form of transport.


	While he and his mum entered the shoe shop, his dad remained outside with Jessie and the horses.


	His mum brought him several pairs of shoes. He selected a pair and walked around, getting the feel of them.


	So intent was he, examining his shoes, taking in the smell of leather, that he didn’t see her standing there. She stood well behind her mother, who was sat on a chair, trying on a pair of shoes.


	He bumped into her and knocked her forward. She gasped as he grabbed her round the waist. Her body was soft, like a lamb’s, she smelled of heather and was as light as a down pillow and he lifted her with ease, expecting her to scold him or call him something - but she didn’t. She turned to him, and looked at him, with her eyes wide and her mouth open.


	She was dressed in a pink summer dress and her hair, which hung down past her waist like a shawl, was a mixture of blonde and bronze, contrasting heavily with his black shaggy mane that hadn’t seen a comb for some time.


	Her figure was long and slender, which brought her forehead level with his nose. He wondered what to say, should he wait until she spoke or should he apologise? 


	When he looked deep into her crystal blue eyes, his knees wobbled. His cheeks burned and his heart thumped inside his ribcage.


	She dropped her gaze. “You’re quite strong. I would have fell over if you hadn’t caught me.”


	His heart slowed down some, his knees no longer threatened to dissolve and he managed to say, “I wouldn’t have needed to if I hadn’t bumped into you. I’m terribly sorry.”


	She looked up at him. “I’m not, not in the least. What’s your name?”


	“Jason. Jason Longfellow.”


	Holding out her hand she said, “I’m Jennifer Townsend, pleased to meet you.”


	He took her hand, she gripped his firmly and he returned the pleasure. Then a strange thing happened, he felt himself floating. His feet left the ground and the pair of them rose together. He heard nothing at first, and then the sound of the wind echoed through his mind. The scent of wild flowers filled the room. He heard insects humming and the light in her eyes sparkled. A strange sensation spread from her hand and along his arm and encompassed his whole body, he felt as if-.


	A quiet voice shattered his dream, “Are the shoes to your liking, young sir?”


	They two ‘landed’ with scarcely a bump, or so Jason thought, and he turned his head briefly to the voice. It was the shop assistant; a pimple-faced youth who smelled of toilet water and some awful body smell, he stood there with his head bowed slightly, his pale hands clasped together.


	“Yes, thank you, they’re a good fit, I’ll take them.” To his relief the youth walked off, taking his smells - which were vaguely familiar - with him. 


	Jason returned his gaze to the angel in pink and said, “I’m afraid I must go now. I live at Longfellow Farm, on the other side of Crow’s Hill.”


	Her eyes widened and took on a faint glow. 


	Whispers echoed in his mind and the scent of flowers returned.


	She startled him by saying, “I live by the river - the white house near Grant’s Ford.” Her eyes twinkled as she continued. “Does the river run by your place?”


	“Yes, I swim there a lot. Do you swim?”


	“I love swimming,” she said and lowered her voice. “Me and my girl friends swim in the all-together in the evening, when the ford is closed.”


	Her smile widened as he frowned and asked her, “What is the all-together?”


	She was about to answer when her mother called, “Jennifer, I’m ready, let’s be on our way, my dear.”


	A tall blond-haired woman, wearing a dark blue dress, narrowed her eyes at Jason as she took hold of Jennifer’s left wrist.


	Jennifer smiled apologetically. “I’ll see, you some evening, maybe.”


	He realised he was still holding her hand and released his hold just as she was whisked away, and watched the pair as they left the shop.


	He joined his mum, as she fumbled with her purse. Her face was slightly flushed. “The shoes are fine, Mum. Tell me, who was that woman with the young girl?”


	She paid the assistant and returned her purse to her shopping bag. She glanced about her. “That was Mrs. Townsend, the banker’s wife.”


	“Her daughter’s nice, I bumped into her, almost knocked her over.” 


	He added quietly, “I like her.”


	She looked at him for several seconds, her brow furrowed. “I had noticed,” then she handed him his boots.


	He sat and changed his shoes for his working boots and after leading the way outside he helped his mum mount her horse. He handed her the shoe box and swung up behind her and they headed out of town with his dad leading.


	After a mile or two he asked her, as she was unusually quiet, “Mum, what does, ‘in the all-together mean’?”


	“You like to swim don’t you, down by the old willow?”


	“Yes of course I do, you and Dad do too, and Jessie.”


	“Well, what do we wear when we swim?”


	“Why, nothing.”


	“That is being in the all-together.”


	“Oh, is that all.”


	“At your age, yes.”


	*


	On the journey home he wondered what Jennifer would look like without her clothes on. He had read through Grays Anatomy, but that wasn’t the same. He imagined she would be like his mum, who was slender and about the same height as she. 


	‘Why don’t you pay her a visit?’ 


	A voice said inside his head. Then he decided. “Maybe I will.” Then he realised he’d forgotten to ask for a pair of running shoes.


	*


	Back at the Townsend house, sixteen-year-old Jennifer joined her mother in the rear garden for their daily archery practice. Her mother nocked another arrow, drew back her arm and let fly in one easy motion. She watched her mother’s arrow strike one of the targets, fifty yards away, alongside a dozen other shafts, all evenly spaced. “Nice grouping,” she said quietly.


	Her mother smiled and said, “Thank you, now it’s your turn once again.” She watched as her daughter took several deep breaths. She whispered, “Empty your mind, for fear and doubt can spoil your aim as easily as a sudden gust of wind.”


	Jennifer set an arrow on the bowstring, pulled back and shot, in one fluid action. Watched intently by her mother, she repeated the action a dozen times.


	“Well done, you are improving,” said her mother later, as they walked to the targets.


	As Jennifer retrieved her arrows her thoughts drifted back to the shoe shop. 


	The youth, who had collided with her, was about her age. She heard his voice once more, 


	‘Jason, Jason Longfellow’.


	She wanted to know more about him, but her mother had decided she didn’t want the shoes she’d been trying on and dragged her out of the shop as if the place was on fire.


	As she left the shop in her mother’s wake, she couldn’t help but notice the veiled consternation on an elderly woman’s face as she paid for her wares. She had glanced their way as she and her mother went by, and then dropped her gaze as if in recognition of some fateful past - or was it present - event.


	*


	Jason couldn’t sleep that night. He tried lying on one side and then the other. He tried lying on his stomach, then on his back, he even fluffed up his pillow, but nothing worked.


	As he lay there gazing at the ceiling, listening to the night sounds through the open window his mind wandered to the incident with the girl in the shop. What was it about her? He’d met other girls, he’d spoken to them, other farmer’s daughters, but they were not like Jennifer. She was different, she even smelled different, like the scent of wild flowers on the wind. Those other girls smelled of cow dung or chicken droppings or farm food. He wasn’t all that sure, but he liked to believe they were floating when she held his hand in the shoe shop. And her eyes, they were really something for they seemed to delve deep into his mind.


	The more he thought of her, the more he felt she was a part of him and he wondered what she thought of him. 


	‘Does she like me? We could be friends. We could go swimming together, catch fish and roast them over a fire’.


	He could not get her out of his thoughts, lying there on his down-filled mattress, thinking of the pair of them running over the fields with Jessie the sheepdog. 


	In the end he decided to go down to the kitchen and drink some milk.


	As he reached the bottom of the stairs he saw the light coming from the chink beneath the parlour door. It was late. Were his parents still up, or had someone left the light on? He approached the door. He heard his mum’s voice, “…not only that he met a girl today.”


	“Well, he’s approaching that age,” it was his dad’s voice.


	“He’s only sixteen!”


	“They grow up fast, have you forgotten?”


	“Yes, and so do they.”


	They were silent for a short while, and then his father said in a harsh whisper, “You said - ‘they’. Do you mean…?” His voice trailed off.


	“Yes, it was the Townsend girl, Jennifer; she was there with her mother.”


	He heard his dad gasp, his voice quavered slightly, “Not her, are you sure?”


	“They were in the shoe shop. Didn’t you see them come out?”


	“I probably missed them. I was checking Aries’ hind leg. I thought he’d gone lame, but it was only a stone wedged in his hoof.”


	“The bad news is he was taken with her.”


	“What?”


	“He was taken by her beauty, as they say, but we know better.”


	His father’s voice filled with concern, “It had to happen one day. One of them was bound to come along. It’s like a magnet to them - his kind.”


	“We cannot move from here, not yet, so what do -.” Her voice broke and then they were quiet.


	He listened to the silence. He heard them, they were sobbing. In between the sniffs, he heard his mum say, “You try to keep them pure, teach them the ways, and then they get snared.”


	“Are you sure he was taken with her?”


	“Yes, they touched, or should I say, he touched her, then to make matters worse she offered him her hand and he took it. As I said, her mother was there, too.”


	His dad sounded angry, “What about her, did she condone it?”


	He heard his mum blowing her nose then she said, “I think not, as she was angry when she left, dragging the girl along.”


	He struggled to hear as they lowered their voices, as if they knew he was listening at the door. He heard his mum’s voice again, muffled this time by her handkerchief as she blew her nose once more. “I feel it was my fault … knew she was … inevitable …” She blew her nose then continued “… warning … secret kept too long … said this would happen one … a change … cannot afford … at a loss as to what we can do.”


	She blew her nose once more, a dry sound and his dad asked, “How old is the girl?”


	She cleared her throat and told him, “About his age, maybe a year younger, but she’s tall for her age, which is a typical trait for them.”


	His father sounded hopeful. “Not quite ripe then. If that is so, then we have nothing to worry about.”


	“Yes, but he has met her, he will want to see her again, Iain, he is after all only-.”


	His father cut her off sternly, “That’s the problem, he isn’t.”


	“We must seek advice.”


	“I will, first thing in the morning.”


	Jason moved away from the door, he made his way back up to his bedroom, the milk forgotten. 


	He lay down and pulled the duvet over him, his mind in a whirl. 


	‘What was all that about. What did  mum mean, ‘snared’? His kind? What secret? What have they got against Jennifer and what did they mean by ‘taken’. I did find Jennifer ‘nice’, she was ‘nice’ to look at, ‘nice’ to talk to and most of all, ‘nice’ to touch.’ 


	He recalled the feeling as he held her hand in his, it was a warm feeling, it had enveloped his whole being, and it was something he yearned for and he fell asleep, her vision foremost in his mind.


	*


	The name, printed in bold letters on the door, read- L. Blackfield. Qualified Surveyor. But Blackfield wasn’t the real name of the man sitting at his desk. He was listening to someone on the telephone while answering quietly. His name was Lucas, and he wasn’t a qualified surveyor. 


	He replaced the telephone in its cradle and leaned back in his upholstered office chair and thought for a moment, after which he picked up the telephone once more and dialled. He waited for a while then spoke, “Sorry, did I wake you?”...“I want you to leave straight away. I’ve spoken with Doctor Nielsen and he told me you have been accepted and that you may arrive whenever you wish, but you must leave now.” …“Yes, he will be there soon, but you must not reveal your identity to him.”…“There is something else, they have one of their people there.”…“No, just let things take their course, but if you see any others in the vicinity, hanging around, watching him, just dispose of them, but discretely.”…“Something is about to happen.”…“Trust me, just stay by him, protect him, and teach him all he needs to know.” He replaced the hand piece once more and smiled contentedly. He then rose up and left his office, locking the door behind him.


	*


	Jason slept a dreamless sleep and awoke feeling fresh. It was 5.30 a.m. milking time. He pulled off his nightshirt and dressed in fresh underpants, jeans and a clean T-shirt; he laced his boots over his socks and ran down the stairs three at a time.


	He found his parents in the barn, his mum was gathering eggs that Jessie sniffed out amongst the straw and his dad was cleaning the first cow’s teats. “Morning’, sorry, I seem to have overslept.”


	His mother smiled widely after greeting him, no indication of worry in her eyes, and his father said in his usual manner, “Good morning, Jason, just bring some hay down from the loft, half-dozen bales should be enough.”


	“Where do you want them, in the cowshed?”


	“Outside, you can distribute it between the sheep and the Alpacas, I’ve already seen to the cows.”


	After breakfast, they spent time in the garden, plucking strawberries and other bush fruit until it was nine o’clock, time for schooling. It was maths first, followed by Latin and geography, with a break for lunch and then it was English grammar.


	In the afternoon, he and Jessie rounded up the sheep in time for Doctor Venables, the local vet, on his monthly visit.


	After the evening meal, eaten in an unusual silence, he left the house for a walk. As he made his way to the river he thought about the conversation between his mother and father of the night before. Why hadn’t they spoken to him about the incident? 


	His parents had told him often enough.


	 ‘We have no secrets here, Jason, if you want to know something; you come right out and ask.’ 


	He’d had a mind to, but then he would have had to admit to eavesdropping, something his parents frowned upon.


	‘Eavesdroppers never hear good of themselves, Jason.’


	He arrived at the river and sat on the bank, his mind on one thing, the touch of Jennifer’s hand. The shadows lengthened, and he felt the desire to swim. He stripped off his clothes and after doing his deep breathing exercises he dived in. He chased the trout and annoyed several crayfish for a while. As he swam on, he remembered Jennifer telling him.


	‘See you some evening, maybe.’ 


	He recalled her saying that she went swimming with friends by the ford in the all-together and it would be nice to see her and her friends without clothing, naked in fact.


	‘Now why did I think it would be nice, maybe I shouldn’t go, but stay here and chase the trout?’ 


	He made up his mind and decided to pay her a visit. 


	She said they went in the evenings when the ford was closed to traffic, as all fords were at night time.


	Still underwater, he swam against the current and soon picked up a companion - an otter. They startled several trout , the Otter catching one, and after a while he increased his speed and arrived at the ford in no time at all. 


	He surfaced and gazed about him. He heard sounds of girlish laughter in the distance. He heard them playing, splashing about calling out to one another. He swam nearer and although he was still some way off, he heard Jennifer’s voice as she called out to the others.


	He became aware of something drifting through his thoughts, the faint sounds of girlish laughter followed by whispers.


	 ‘Oh, Jason, I knew you would come.’ At first he thought he was imagining it, then he realized her voice was inside his head as she said, ‘You can hear me, can’t you?’ then he heard her voice again, ‘I see you aren’t afraid, there is no need to be, is there?’            


	He swam closer and felt the pebbles beneath him as his hands touched the river bottom. He surfaced and stood up. 


	The water came up to his waist and flowed gently past him. He gazed about him and saw Jennifer, sitting on the jetty behind a golden veil. It was her hair shining, glittering brighter than the stars in the night sky and glowing like burnished gold. It covered her gentle form, and lay spread beside her on the wooden platform.


	He waded towards her until the water fell below his knees. He stopped, as he saw Jennifer’s friends, all girls, some older than her, some younger and as naked as the day they were born, laughing as they ran through the shallows, splashing one another, performing somersaults on the jetty, crashing into the water one after the other to his delight.


	The girls squealed in surprise at the sight of Jason’s equally nude form and stopped and stared at him, and he stared back. He’d never seen a naked female of his own age,


	 in fact the only people he had seen naked were his mum and dad as they swam in their own stretch of river. 


	At a cry from one of them they ceased their giggling and whispering and ran off onto the beach and moved behind a large clump of bushes, where he imagined they had undressed.


	Jennifer stood up giggling, and he heard a voice. 


	‘Oh dear, you have frightened them off.’


	The dying sunlight bathed her body in an orange glow as she brushed her hair over her shoulders where it hung behind her like a shimmering bejewelled veil, leaving Jason standing there, unable to move as her eyes roamed over his face. 


	He managed to say, “I, er, I am sorry, I, er, er, I only wanted to see-.” He stopped, took a deep breath and said, “Was that you who spoke inside my head?”


	He heard something tinkle through his thoughts, something light, then heady, and he heard her voice once more, a strange echoing sound. 


	‘Yes, it was, are you happy with that, can it be our secret?’


	He opened his mouth to ask her something and broke off and looked beyond her as a light shone from a large house across the way near the woods. Then he heard a man’s voice, loud, growing louder as he approached. “What’s going on out there, Jennifer, are you alright?”


	She glanced behind her and said to him in a loud whisper that sounded unnatural after hearing her voice inside his head, “It’s my father. You’d better go. Quickly, hide somewhere, hurry now.”


	Without hesitation, he turned and ran through the shallows and dove into the current. 


	He surfaced and looked up at Jennifer standing on the jetty as she shooed him away.


	‘Yes, she is nice to look at, without her clothes too.’


	He submerged and swam non-stop, his head full of Jennifer’s vision at the ford. He had nothing else on his mind as he swam, scattering the fish - one large pike included – on his way back to the willow tree.


	*


	She’d watched as his body hit the water with hardly a splash, and waited for him to reappear near the other bank. 


	‘Where is he?’ 


	She was about to call out in her mind to him; she knew she could reach him, for now they were a pair, bonded forever, but she hesitated as her father drew near.


	He was carrying his bow, which was unusual at this time of day. “Who was that, my dear?”


	She couldn’t deny Jason’s presence, not to her father, his eyesight was just as good as hers, and she could see farther into the distance than a hawk, “A boy I met in town the other day.”


	Her father was silent for a while, then he spoke, “Yes, your mother told me all about him. Come, it is time for our evening meal.”


	She turned to see her friends; they were smiling and whispering to each other.


	She nodded to them.


	‘Yes, I have an admirer, so keep your hands off him, he belongs to me’.


	She watched them run and dive into the river then turned and watched her father as he walked back towards the house. 


	She looked back at the river, at the bushes on the far bank; gazing downstream from where he had swum to her only seeing her friends cavorting and laughing. 


	She stood there for a while then whispered, “Jason, Jason, where are you, why did you run from me?”


	*


	Jason lay on the grass, sucking air deep into his lungs. 


	He had, in his haste, dived below the surface and swum away without replenishing his oxygen supply beforehand, which forced him to surface twice for air.


	After a while, with Jennifer’s words running through his memory, he rose up and walked over to where his clothes were. The sun had sunk below the horizon and the light was fading quickly. He paused in his actions as a strange, but pleasant odour assailed his senses. It was a smell he would remember, he told himself.


	Standing still, he searched in the half-light sniffing the air and the odour, which was vaguely familiar to him, increased. He knew it to be an animal smell, mixed with something else, and he concentrated on its location. He sensed a movement some fifty yards away.


	He felt the instinctive urge to run, but the sense of fear was absent. Then he saw a shadow, low on the ground, some sort of animal, but it was huge, much bigger than a fox, or a wolf. But wolves were strangers to these parts, they were only found in the Welsh hills or Northern England and Scotland, not here in Cambridgeshire. But the smell was, yes, canine, yet…something more. To his surprise the figure rose up and seemed to shrink, and then it vanished. He rubbed his eyes, expecting the image to rise up and float away, for he heard that such spirits often frequented the river at sunset.


	He heard the crickets chirping once more and he picked up his clothes and put them on. After pulling on his running shoes and with one last look around him, he ran off over the fields, laughing to himself. He wondered about the effect he had on those other girls, two of them were as much a few years older than him, and more developed and they were tall and willowy like Jennifer. It was one of the older ones who had called out, causing the others to hurry away from him. He was probably the first naked boy they had ever seen, but Jennifer didn’t seem to have minded in the least as she stood there, her slender body shining golden in the sunlight and her hair a glittering cape of precious stones.


	As he ran home, he imagined he could hear her voice, calling out to him in his mind, ‘Jason, Jason, where are you, why did you run from me?’


	He decoded he wanted to see more of her and more often and not just naked. And he wondered why her nakedness should interest him, but it did, immensely; it was her voice he looked forward to hearing and her smile and her for him, her magical touch.


	 


	








	 


	Chapter Two.


	 


	An Unwanted Revelation.


	He arrived home, just as his parents were preparing a late snack in the kitchen. 


	They said little after greeting him and he sat down with them at the table and they ate in silence.


	He helped clear the table, after which he said, “I’ll go check on the chickens and -.”


	His mum laid a hand on his arm. “We have a guest, he is waiting in the parlour, and we would like you to meet him, for he has something very important to tell you.”


	His father added, “He is a friend, Jason, and he is here to help you.”


	He walked into the parlour alone and the hairs on the nape of his neck rose up, a strange sensation as he experienced it for the first time. 


	He could smell him before he saw him. He knew it was a ‘him’ by his scent as it reminded him of his own, only stronger. 


	The man sat in the old armchair favoured by his dad, his features lit-up by the glow of the oil lamp hanging above. 


	His long hair was black with streaks of grey and tied up at the back. His eyes were so dark that Jason could not make out the irises. He looked directly at Jason and spoke, “My name is Lucas and you, Jason Longfellow, are a werewolf.”


	He let the words register as he stared at the man. “A werewolf!” At first his brow creased, then he smiled.


	The man’s words rang out; “You find the thought amusing,” startling him.


	He turned away, confused, unsure as the serious of the man’s tone had wiped the smile off his face.


	 He heard his mum’s word’s, ‘…something important to tell you.’ And he’d just said, loud and clear: ‘Jason Longfellow, you are a werewolf’. 


	He’d heard of these mythical beings, how they appeared as humans and would transform at the full moon into a blood-thirsty beast. Could it be true that he was one of these creatures, he found that hard to imagine, surely his parents would have told him themselves, why this stranger, who is he, what is he, some kind of con man? 


	He faced the man once more and decided to appease him. “No, not at all, sorry, sir, I er, I am surprised at your statement, I find it difficult to believe, but then again, something inside me is telling me it is true,” he paused then asked him, “Why are you telling me this now?”


	“It is time you knew, Jason; you are nearing your time.”


	‘Nearing my time!’


	“What happened to me, did a wolf bite me or something, is it serious?”


	“No, you were born a werewolf.”


	Jason stared at him. “Born … You mean somebody gave birth to me, like a lamb or a calf?”


	The other nodded.


	“That means my parents are…?” He stopped as the words caught in his throat.


	Lucas finished his statement for him, still grim and unsmiling. “Are also werewolves.”


	‘My parents are werewolves!’


	 His heart stopped for a moment. “Then why didn’t they tell me this?”


	“The people who raised you are not your parents.”


	The room swam before him, the words, ‘... not your parents,’ echoed loudly inside his head. 


	He steadied himself with his hands on the back of a chair. “What did you just say?” 


	He waited, and then he shouted, “Say it again!”


	The man turned and regarded his parents.


	The visitor said calmly as he faced him, “Mr and Mrs Longfellow raised you, but the woman you call your mother never gave birth to you. They are your foster parents.”


	His past life flowed by in his mind; he could remember everything from his early childhood, learning to read at the age of two, then soon after, writing Latin and Greek. He felt betrayed and his anger mounted, “Who are you anyway?”


	“I told you my name, and I am also a werewolf.”


	He breathed in through his nose, the man’s scent; it was definitely similar to his own and alien compared to his mum and dad’s.


	His ire subsided and he said, “So, there really are werewolves.”


	Lucas nodded.


	“I thought that was a story used to frighten children.”


	Lucas’ teeth flashed whitely, “Human children, yes.”


	Jason walked over to the window; he saw the sheep sleeping quietly under the full moon. He had a suspicion that this was not all the man had to tell him. “My mother said you had something important to tell me, was that it then, isn’t there more?”


	“Yes, there is more; you are in danger, Jason. A young female elf has shown an interest in you.”


	His eyebrows rose wrinkling his forehead. “An elf!” he shook his head, then looked at Lucas from under his brow. 


	‘This is a wind-up, but who put him up to it … Mum and Dad? … I can’t believe that.’


	With a half-smile on his lips as he said, “And now there are elves!” 


	Lucas remained silent. 


	‘Elves my arse, he is taking the Mickey.’


	Jason stared at him, almost leering as he said, “I suppose there are orcs and goblins and dwarves and pixies and even unicorns and dragons,” sneering now, knowing how ridiculous it sounded.


	“There are Goblins and Trolls.”


	Jason giggled. 


	‘I thought as much.’


	“This is no laughing matter, Jason.”


	Jason searched the others eyes, looking for deception. “About this, er, elf. Why should an elf be interested in me?”


	“I said a ‘female’ elf, Jason.”


	Jason’s brow furrowed this time and a shiver ran down his spine.


	Lucas continued, “You must leave this place for somewhere safer.”


	‘Now he is going too far.’


	 He shook his head fiercely. “I can’t just leave here, my parents need me,” he paused as he saw Lucas’ calm visage, and added quietly, “Where are my real parents then?”


	“As to exactly where they are, I may not reveal to you at this moment in time.”


	‘I knew he would say that.’


	Lucas took a deep breath, let it out slowly and said in a voice that screamed ‘Truth’. “They will, however, contact you when the time is right, when you are ready, when you have fully matured.”


	His eyes narrowed. 


	‘Must I trust this stranger?’


	 “You say I am in danger, why is that and who is this female elf?” It was then that he realized who it could be. 


	‘He means Jennifer, oh no, I hope not.’


	Lucas stood up; his black leather clothing creaking as he moved. Then Jason heard those awful words, “You met her the other day, Jennifer Townsend.”


	His heart sank as he heard her name. “She is only a girl; she is still young as I am, so how can she be a danger to me?”


	“We believe she has marked you, maybe she doesn’t know you are a werewolf. She may have mistaken you for an elf. She knows she is an elf though and according to your foster mother’s description she is approaching maturity. She will be seeking a mate, and it seems she has picked you.”


	His eyes seemed to bore into his skull, “She touched you didn’t she, and you felt something, something you have never felt before, am I right?”


	He realized Lucas wasn’t lying, 


	‘He is right and Jennifer, the girl with the golden hair, is an elf and I am a werewolf.’


	 He wondered if he should tell of the episode at the ford, and about hearing Jennifer’s voice inside his head, instead he said, “And what’s wrong with that, I’m sixteen and I won’t always be. I’m maturing too, and not only that, I happen to like her very much. I want to see her again. I feel we were meant to meet. I know she likes me and who knows, maybe one day we will be a pair.”


	Lucas’ face flushed heavily as his voice rose. “You cannot mate with an elf, if you touched one drop of her blood with just your finger you would change into a fierce monster, a raging, rabid creature, more deadly than a werewolf and you would have to be destroyed.” Then his voice changed, soft and caring like a father to his son, as he said, “It would be the end of you, Jason.”


	He felt dizzy and sick, his head sank. They were taking him away from her, her from him, he felt the rage building up inside him and his head pounded as his pulse raced. He rose and shouted, “I don’t understand. Why is this happening to me?”


	A fleeting look of alarm marred Lucas’s features, fading quickly as Jason forced himself to think calmly as he looked out the window.


	‘Cool down, you are only making the matter worse.’


	Lucas tried to smile as he said, “Jason, look at me,” then his tone hardened, “Look at me Jason.”


	He turned to meet his gaze, once cold, now warm and Jason’s resolve weakened. “I have done this many times during the span of my long life, werewolves infatuated with Elvin maidens, and it doesn’t get any easier. Elves and werewolves are two entirely different species.


	“They have lived in peace and harmony since they came together, and their only enemies are the goblins.”


	He watched him, listening intently; this was new to him, and he was curious, but to lose Jennifer.


	“The elves defeated the goblins in a great battle in the Cambrian Mountains with the werewolves help. That was over five thousand years ago, and as a reward, the elf lord Ardronicus granted the werewolves everlasting life with the use of Chanteline, the rune star, the elves most treasured possession, the giver of long life.”


	“The rune star, what is that?”


	“The rune star is a magical stone.” 


	Jason’s disbelief was apparent, he shook his head slowly. “That is kids stuff, fairy tales. No, I am suddenly losing interest in this fairytale of yours.”


	“Yes, I know, and you know that every fairy tale has some sort of magic, an enchanted lake or a mystic mountain but this, Jason, is real. You are a werewolf, not some howling mad creature who changes into a blood-thirsty beast at the full moon, no; you are a guardian of this magical crystal, and its magic brings long life.”


	He looked at Jason, hoping his words had convinced him.


	‘Cool it, Jason, give him a chance.’


	“Tell me more then, but tell the truth; describe this … crystal.”


	 “You could, and you will one day, hold it in your hand, feel its weight and its power. It’s as big as your hand, Jason, and it’s faceted like a diamond. It’s oval and it’s covered in ancient runes. Only the white witch Helga knows their meaning and she lies safely hidden away in a self-induced coma. She is the oldest being on the planet.”


	He let this sink in and said, “The rune star grants everlasting life to its bearers and its protectors. You, Jason, are one of its protectors.” 


	‘He means longevity, but that is fiction.’


	Jason frowned, and dropped his gaze. “Who are the others?”


	“The Elves. Jennifer and her parents, for example.”


	“What was that about a prolonged life?”


	Lucas smiled. “You will enjoy a long life, but don’t think that makes you totally invincible, you are indestructible in a way, your wounds will heal quickly just like the elves, but you can die just like any human, elf or goblin if you lose your head.”


	“A goblin, you mentioned a war with goblins, do they still exist then?”


	“I imagine so, we didn’t kill every last one of them.”


	‘He said ‘we’, so he was in the war; how old is he then?’ 


	“Lucas, I don’t see why I have to go away, it seems there are elves everywhere. How would I know one, and how would I avoid them if they are a danger to me.”


	“Elves are not a danger, the ones seeking a mate are, and they are avaricious. Once they find a mate they never relinquish their hold on him or her. Jennifer Townsend will wait until both of you have reached maturity and you will come under her spell. You see, Jason, in our human form we are indistinguishable between elves and other werewolves, we have a very similar aura, odour, the only difference is, elves are telepathic, and we are not.”


	“I know, for I heard her voice inside my head.” 


	‘Damn, why did I say that, it was supposed to be our secret?’


	Lucas’ jaw dropped as he gasped, “That is a million to one chance! It means you are a receiver! Oh damn, you are really hooked. This is worse than I thought. We were to move you away in a few days time, we were going to send you to a small village near Huntingdon, but she will track you there. You will have to go to Brecon Beacon National Park, immediately. There is a private college there. I have contacts, so it will be easy to slip you in during terms.”


	He stood there, mesmerised, “By that you mean I am to leave immediately?”


	“At first light.”


	“What about mum and dad, and the farm, the animals. Won’t I ever see them again?”


	Lucas smiled. “You will see them again, one day, when 


	Jennifer Townsend mates with one of her own kind. Her parents have been made aware and they will keep a watchful eye on her as they wish her to mate with an elf too. As for your mum and dad, as a reward for taking you in, in the hope of helping you to find your way in the human world, and for your meticulous education, they were given everlasting life when they were exposed to the rune star.”


	They both turned to a knock at the door, Jason’s mum and dad came in. His dad said, “We were listening at the door, we have everything packed, food and drink too, ready for the morn.”


	Jason’s brows knitted, “You were both eavesdropping.”


	His mother said, “No we weren’t, we intended to listen, in case we were needed, now off to bed with you, you two have talked enough.”


	*


	Jason rose from a fitful sleep. He dressed and ate a silent breakfast with the others. When they had finished, his mother told him as they rose from the table, “Aries is saddled and waiting, so be off with you.” She held out her arms and they embraced, she whispered, “We will miss you, my son, we love you and we will meet again, and don’t forget to write, at least once a month.”


	She kissed him on the cheek and his dad came forward. He hugged Jason, almost squeezing the breath out of him, “You take care now, study hard and eat properly.” He added, “There is one thing, and don’t forget this; you must learn to run at the same pace as humans and display the same exertion and don’t swim any longer than three or four minutes under water, that way you will pass for one of them.” He added, “That means you must also hide your superior strength, it seems being a werewolf has its disadvantages too.”


	Jason looked down as Jessie came in whining softly. An errant tear rolled down his cheek..


	 ‘She knows I’m leaving, oh the sorrow, she grieves for me.’ 


	He knelt down and Jessie licked his face, lapping up the tears that now flowed freely. He stroked her head, scratched her behind the ears and she licked his ears as he hugged her to him.


	“She’ll miss you just as much as we will, Jason.” His mother stooped down and pulled on Jessie’s collar, separating the pair.


	Jason rose up, he wiped his eyes and his voice caught, “I, I will miss you all.” He forced a laugh, “Even the pigs.”


	His parents laughed, despite their tears.


	Lucas said, “It’s time to leave, Jason, you have train to catch.”


	*


	He turned one last time in the saddle, his parents were still there at the farmhouse door, his dad holding on to Jessie by her collar as she pawed the air. He waved to them and watched as the hill took them from his sight.


	*


	He said goodbye to Lucas, and boarded the train and found a seat by the window. As the steam train left the station he watched the man in black grow smaller and smaller.


	*


	He went through in his mind their conversation on the journey into town. Lucas had told him: ‘Beacon House is on the edge of a national park in Southern Wales, it’s a school for gifted children, your high IQ and your instant recall will help you through. You will make many friends, boys and girls of your age. You will remain there for at least five years. The Townsend girl should have found another, er, victim by then.’


	Despite the warning, he hoped this would not be the case, ‘How will she find another elf?’ Knowing this was not what he wanted for her, he wanted her, he wanted all this to go away, stay on the farm and run like the wind with Jessie.


	His heart had almost stopped as he heard, ‘It shouldn’t be too difficult; the town is full of them, another reason for you to leave. Lyndon’s population is ten percent Elvin, most towns are the same.’ after moving his mount closer he said, ‘Lyndon is where the rune stone is kept, deep in an underground vault.’


	He pictured her in his mind, he still refused to believe completely that Jennifer was an elf, he had seen her ears, they were on the large side and only oval in shape, 


	‘I thought elves had pointed ears.’


	He’d despaired as Lucas told him, ‘Some of them do and they hide them behind their long hair.’ He’d added, ‘Jason, forget her.’


	‘Forget her he says, so easy to say, but hard to do. ’He realised his questions were only helping Lucas to convince him of the futility of his doubt, and if all this was true then he wanted to know more. ‘Tell me about my ancestors, my parents, and how many more of my race are there and how would I know them.’


	Lucas remained silent for a while and then he’d told him, ‘Your ancestors live in the Scottish highlands, they are now a nation of sheep farmers. The wool trade is a lucrative business for them, but they don’t mix with humans, for one thing they would be conspicuous by their longevity. There are others in the Welsh mountains and they live in communes, as for how many werewolves there are, it is difficult to say as they all prefer to live well way from townspeople.’


	‘Yes, the smells, something I will have to get used to I suppose.’


	‘And that is how you will know your own kind, when you get to know their scent that is, but don’t worry, I won’t be far away.’


	He assumed it was Lucas down by the river the other night, and he listened to him as he carried on. ‘There are other children like you, fostered out. Their parents, like your own, want them to grow up as humans, something, I am sad to say, the elves don’t take kindly to.’


	‘Where do werewolves-. Where do our ancestors come from?’


	‘Legend has it we came from the far north, the land of Thor, of Odin and Asgard, the land of the dwarves and Vikings.’


	‘Are there still dwarves?’


	‘Yes, but they rarely show themselves, they are too busy mining for precious metals.’


	He felt suddenly light-headed, ‘When do I start howling at the moon?’


	‘There are many myths surrounding werewolves. The most common one is that we change into a terribly fierce and blood-thirsty beast who feeds mainly on human flesh at every full moon.’ He added, ‘We transform for a reason, mainly for self-preservation.’


	His mind had suddenly demanded to know more. 


	‘So, we change in times of danger. What should I do if I am in danger?’


	‘You don’t need to change to protect yourself, just look at you, you are the size of a well-built eighteen-year-old and your dad says you are as strong as he is and you are also faster than a human. Your high IQ is one of the reasons you were fostered out to your mum when you were one year old. Your mum, as you call her, is a highly qualified teacher, hence your high educational qualifications.’ He shrugged, ‘As for changing into a fierce beast, that is true, but it is an extremely painful process and you are not mature enough to change yet, but you will in time, or when the need arises, but that time is a long way off.’


	‘I will reach maturity in two years time, so when would I change; by a full moon maybe.


	‘The moon has nothing to do with changing, as I said, if the need arises, if the elves call us to battle …  but that hasn’t happened in five thousand years and the chances of it happening again are nil.’


	He thought about those words, they held a tinge of doubt and Lucas remained silent thereafter, while Jason thought of his joining a human community, eating with them, studying, taking part in sport and swimming. After a while his mind turned to Jennifer, she was lost, gone forever and when he did see her again she would be betrothed to another elf, and he wondered what his future wife would look like. 


	He imagined she would also be a werewolf, but he had no desire to spend his life herding sheep in the Welsh or Scottish mountains. He decided when the time was right, when he had finished his schooling, he would find the appropriate job and when he was settled, he would seek out his real parents.


	*


	Lucas watched as the train disappeared round a far bend. He walked towards a red-painted telephone booth on the platform. He entered and took out several coins. He picked up the handset and fed the coins into a slot in the black box. He dialled a number and as soon as he heard a voice he pressed one of the buttons below and spoke, “He’s on his way.”…“Is she? Well, you know what to do, as in the future things will start to happen.” He listened for a while in silence, then replaced the phone and walked out into the sunlight. He took a deep breath and clapped his hands together. “Perfect,” he said, “and now for the hard part.”


	*


	Jason woke up with a start. He looked at his pocket watch, almost midday. He looked out of the window. The train was on a long curve and he could see a station in the distance. He had changed trains three times up to now and this last stop would be the one where the college was situated.


	*


	The first thing Jason noticed as he stepped down from the train was the damp. The air was almost wet with moisture, he could actually see the individual droplets as they hung there only disturbed by a light occasional breeze. 


	It was however, clean, no stinking petrol or diesel fumes. The stink of burning coal from the train, seeping through the carriage doorway, blowing onto the platform had been enough, and that was now fading in the wind. 


	He took a deep breath and gazed about him. 


	The old railway station was deserted and he noticed the woodwork needed a coat of paint. 


	The air was quite cool for early August, but that didn’t bother him, he relished the cold weather. Lucas told him elves preferred the warmer climes - even though they were just as impervious to extreme cold as werewolves were - so the chance of any elf residing in this chilly climate were quite remote.


	Lucas told him he would be met at the station and that he was to wait on the platform.


	He smelled the human before he heard him, a tobacco smell, mixed with soap and something peppery and mint-like. He heard him before he saw him, first the heavy breathing and then loud footsteps on a wooden floor. As the man emerged through the waiting room doorway he looked in his direction and called out, “Hello, Jason, Jason Longfellow?”


	He acknowledged with a wave and held his hand out to the tubby man as he reached him, puffing and panting, wrapped in a thick anorak and wearing a multi-coloured woollen beret that hung down one side of his head. “That’s me, how do you do, Mr. er...”


	The man grasped his hand, and squeezed it gently. 


	“Wednesday is my name, Arthur Wednesday, maths teacher. Welcome to Wales, Jason, I understand it is your first time here.” He eyed Jason’s jeans, his leather blouson and T-shirt. “Aren’t you cold, my boy, walking around in a T-shirt?”


	He took an instant liking to him, and said as he looked down at his chubby face, wrinkled with concern, “Oh yes, it is rather chilly here,” and managed to imitate a slight shiver as he zipped up his jacket.


	“Come on then, a brisk walk will soon warm you up. We have quite a way to go yet.”


	With his rucksack on his shoulder and his suitcase in his hand, he strolled behind Mr Wednesday. They reached the end of the platform, walked onto the road and approached a small buggy with a tired-looking pony in the traces.


	He spied a young woman watching them from across the road. She was tall with long black hair.


	The problem was it covered most of her face. She was dressed in black, with black trousers stuffed into military-styled boots. He thought of Lucas and his black attire. 


	‘Is she one of us?’ 


	But where Lucas had worn leather, her clothing, trousers and a tunic fastened at the neck, together with an ankle-length cloak, was made of some silken material that hung around her body like a shroud and moved with the wind.


	The wind, now increasing, came to him from her direction and he caught a whiff of her scent. He hid his surprise out of instinct, this was a scent he had never come across before, an acrid odour, bitter and cloying, and he watched as she turned her back on him and walked away in the direction of the woods.


	He stowed his luggage behind the seat and sat down beside Mr Wednesday who promptly covered their legs with a thick woollen blanket and then took up the reins. At a click of his tongue, the ‘tired-looking’ pony came alive and set off at an easy trot. The tubby man grinned at Jason’s surprised expression. “He used to be a race horse, a trotter; he can go quite a distance at this rate.”


	On the journey there, he was disappointed to discover there was no swimming pool at the school, but as they arrived there over three hours later, with numerous stops in between to water the horse, he was sure he could smell fresh water nearby.


	 




 



	 


	Chapter Three.


	 


	The Four Friends.


	The building - a three storey, red-bricked affair - was smaller than he had imagined. Three pupils dressed in identical blazers greeted them as the buggy pulled up at the front door of the building. 


	Wednesday climbed down and introduced them, two girls and a boy. Jason saw two girls around his age, wearing pleated skirts and white socks with sensible shoes. The boy was a few years older than him and he wore grey flannels, and a white shirt and tie that matched the girl’s. “May I introduce Jason? This is Ingrid; she arrived from Germany last year.”


	A tall girl with short ginger hair and freckled features held out her hand, “Hi, Jason.”


	He took it and she squeezed really hard. He returned the grip. “Hi, Ingrid,” and Ingrid’s face paled. He breathed in a soft fragrance, something above her normal scent, a perfume, he imagined.


	“And this is Yvette, all the way from Cambridge; she too is a new addition, she will be studying law with Ingrid.”


	He took the slightly-built brunette’s hand and said, “How do you do?”


	Her scent was strange, unusual, not like other girl’s. No fancy perfume at all, and she just smiled and blushed slightly beneath her light olive skin, which was a shade less than Jason’s.


	“And this is John. He arrived from across the northern border day before yesterday, our history student.”


	John may have been older, but not taller, his black hair was cropped short and his skin was sallow.


	 Jason noted the forced smile and suspicion in the other’s eyes as he looked Jason up and down. He held out his hand and the grip was rather weak and Jason released it as soon as he said, “Hello, John.” He also noticed the absence of natural body odour, replaced by some exotic smelling deodorant.


	The other didn’t answer, he eyed Wednesday and said with a heavy Scottish accent, “I’ll show him is room.” He looked at Jason and said, “Follow me.”


	He took Jason to the top floor, and opened the first door in a long corridor, “This is it. Evening meal is at five, you should find a blazer in the wardrobe to fit you, the last one here was about your size.” With that he walked away and Jason wondered at his hidden body odour, apart from the artificial one all he could smell was his clothes, all made of cotton and his leather shoes.


	Jason entered the room and his breath caught. The place stunk of some sickly smelling deodorant. He dropped his case and rucksack on the bed, rushed over and opened the window quickly, sliding it all the way up.


	*


	The meal was a frugal affair, but nourishing. It consisted of a plain, mixed salad, spit-roasted chicken-halves and whole-wheat bread with milk to drink. Each individual served themselves from the buffet at one side of a large room that contained one massive twenty-five metre-long wooden table, with over three dozen ornate, straight-backed chairs.


	Over two dozen pupils, all at least several years younger than Jason, sat at one end of the extremely long wooden table, some in small groups, and others in pairs. A boy and girl, siblings by their looks, looked up at him and nodded. Others busied themselves with their meal, and Jason imagined they found eating a less arduous task than facing a complete stranger.


	He took his place near the other end and watched as Ingrid and Yvette entered. 


	They waved to him and after filling their plates they joined him, one on either side.


	Yvette said, before they sat down, “We will join you, if you please.” She looked at the other pupils then asked him, “How old are you, Jason?”


	He noticed her slight French accent and replied, “I’m sixteen.”


	Yvette’s eyebrows rose slightly, “So am I, though you appear much older, I would have guessed eighteen or nineteen, John is seventeen and Ingrid is fifteen.”


	He smiled at each in turn. “We grow up pretty fast in our family.”


	Ingrid looked at him from under her eyebrows, her voice softened as she spoke, “You are quite strong too. Do you do much sport, athletics maybe?”
      Jason eyed Yvette who, for some reason, was grinning and he told Ingrid, “I grew up on a dairy farm, lots of milk and eggs. I like to run and swim, and I have no other sports.”


	“There is no pool here,” said Yvette.


	He asked, “Is there a river or a lake nearby?”


	Ingrid said, “There is a river, but we don’t swim there.”


	He smiled, “That’s good to hear, that there is a river nearby I mean. I shall go swimming there. Would you care to join me?”


	Ingrid looked at Yvette and said, “I have no bathing suit, what about you?”


	Yvette shook her head, “Unfortunately, no.”


	He shrugged. “Neither do I, I always go in the all-together.” The girls frowned and he said, “That’s what we call it when we go swimming. We don’t wear anything.”


	They both giggled. “That sounds so invigorating,” said Yvette.


	She looked at Ingrid, who said, “But it is too cold now; we will wait until summer. Then we will come with you and swim in the, er, all, er, naked.”


	Ingrid rolled her eyes. “The all-together, Yvette.”


	He emptied his mug, and then said, “I’ll be going anyway. The cold doesn’t bother me that much, I always take a cold shower every morning, winter and summer, so what do you say, are you coming?”


	Yvette looked at Ingrid with determination. “I am going with him, naked as I was born. Are you coming too?”


	He rose up with his empty plate, cutlery and mug and walked over to the table and set them down with the others.  


	Ingrid eyed Jason as he walked back and he heard her whisper to the other, “Maybe, but just to watch, I’ve never seen a boy without his clothes on.”


	“You will see what you have been missing.”


	Jason returned and pushed his chair back under the table and said, “In half an hour, I will meet you at the front door,” and strode off.


	As Ingrid left the dining hall with Yvette, she said, “I’ll see if John wants to join us.”


	Yvette said, “You have your eye on him, do you not?”


	“Don’t you like him?”


	“I hardly know him and I do not go chasing after boys, I let them chase after me.”


	“Well all the boys here, except for John are much too young for me, the oldest is nine.”


	“Yes, high-minded geniuses the lot of them.”


	“I’ll see if I can find John.”


	“I’m going for a swim with Jason whether you come or not.”


	“Oh, now who’s chasing after boys, naked ones too?”


	“Me, in a sisterly sort of way, I like to have fun and he sounds like fun, see you later.”


	“If John declines I’ll go practice basketball in the gym,” she said and watched Yvette saunter down the corridor. Ingrid missed her home in Germany; she missed the countryside, the hills where she would walk with her friends at the weekend. Maybe she could persuade this Jason fellow and John to go walking with her and Yvette.


	*


	She found John in the library; he was reading a book on Napoleon Bonaparte. “Hello, John, found something interesting?”


	He looked at her then peered behind her.


	She hid a smile. 


	‘As I thought he would be, he’s expecting Yvette to be with me.’


	He confirmed her assumption by saying, “Where’s your friend, the French girl?”


	Her eyebrows rose. “You mean Yvette; she’s gone swimming with the new boy.”


	His brow dropped. “With Jason?”


	“Yes, they’re going swimming in the river, I thought you’d be interested, we could make a foursome.”


	His forehead creased, she could see he was struggling with something. “I, er, don’t swim all too well, I, er, actually, I don’t see any fun in it. Anyway the water will be too cold.”


	“Jason doesn’t think so.”


	He closed his book with a slap, startling her. She called out as he walked over to the bookshelf, “We can watch if you like.” She gazed through the window. “It’s nice and sunny outside. What do you say?”


	He came back with another book titled, ‘Napoleonic 


	Wars’. “Is Yvette definitely going?”


	“Yes, so are you coming?”


	He sat down at the table. “I have to read this first,” he added, “It won’t take me long, just under an hour.”


	“Okay, I’ll be in the gym, basketball practice, pick me up there.”


	She left him sitting there, flicking the pages over every ten seconds or so, ‘speed-reading’ they called it. 


	She could do it too, storing facts and figures, but not always, as she loved to read about the criminal side of people. She read trial transcripts in the way others would read an enthralling novel. 


	But she hardly read fiction, she preferred law books. She’d studied German law and passed all the exams for university, but she told her parents she wanted to study English law. Her parents, both lawyers, agreed. With her high reasoning abilities, and her qualifications, her parents had no problem finding a place her here, a college for talented youngsters. The school had over thirty pupils and ten teachers, most of them professors. Her tutor was a kindly man who was, in her eye, a walking encyclopaedia on any subject concerning British law.


	*


	She made her way back to her room and dressed in her summer shorts. She loved basketball as she considered netball too slow and anyhow, the other female pupils were much too small. She pulled her T-shirt over her head, with any luck she would find Mrs Donat, the girl’s American athletics teacher there and they could play their usual one-on-one game together.


	*


	Ingrid didn’t show up, but the sky cleared and the sun made a welcome appearance as Jason and Yvette made their way across the fields, their towels rolled up under their arms. She told him, “Ingrid has little crush on John, but he doesn’t seem to want to know. He is our friend though, she said she would ask him to come with us, but she didn’t turn up as you saw, and she did want to come - even though it was out of curiosity.” She giggled and he remembered Ingrid’s words, then she said, “I will race you,” and ran off.


	He caught up with her and to his surprise she increased her pace, he remembered his dad’s words and stayed with her. They ran downhill towards the river, and came to a stop by a huge oak tree, its roots reaching into the water. Both of them panted for breath, as Jason kept up the pretence. There they saw a small, sand and pebble beach and undressed quickly, with Yvette giggling once more. 


	He looked at her body, it reminded him of Jennifer’s.


	They stepped down from the grassy bank and splashed quickly through the shallows and dived headlong into the still, dark water together.


	Yvette came up gasping and spluttering, next to him. “Mon Dieu, it is freezing, this water, it is very cold.”


	She swam away from him quickly, her small frame gliding through the water. He smiled as she hurried through the shallows and made her way onto the bank where she grabbed her large bath towel. She wrapped it round her shoulders and sat on the grassy bank, shivering.


	He followed her out and looked down at her, hiding a smile. He indicated the oak tree with its low-hanging boughs. “I’m going to climb up that tree and jump from as high up as possible. Come with me, the climb will warm you up.”


	He ran off towards the tree and swung up into the branches. 


	Yvette stood up, undecided, then she dropped her towel and ran after him, calling out, “Wait for me.” She reached the tree and tried to grab one of the lower branches. “Hey, Jason, where are you, I cannot get a hold, the branches are too high.”


	She heard a chuckle and a hand appeared from out of the foliage and then an arm as Jason reached down to her. She took hold of his wrist as he grabbed hers and surprised her as he whisked her up through the foliage.


	He grinned at her as she squatted on a sturdy limb next to him. “I knew you’d change your mind.”
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