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DEDICATION
The story of Alexandria and Arianna began in my mind years ago when I heard an instrumental composition, and I asked myself what story would evoke the emotion behind the melody. Through the years, I slowly developed different aspects of the tale within my imagination, but I always knew from the very beginning what the last scene of the last novel would be. Writing to that point seemed a daunting task to one who was new to writing her own stories, as I was. But no journey, such as mine has been, is without love and support. And it was through the encouragement of my dear, sweet husband, Will, that I finally decided to put my thoughts to paper and create the world of the Nephilim that I saw in my mind. For his honest appraisal of the story, his willingness to go without sleep so that I could keep the light on to type, and his unwavering devotion, my dream has been made real. For it all, Will, I thank you from the bottom of my heart.
To the sister of my heart, Catherine, I also extend my most sincere thanks. It was she who was the first to read the initial two chapters, and it was she who told me that there was indeed something there that sparked her interest and curiosity. Hearing that positive feedback did propel me forward, and I shall always be grateful for the hope she brought to my journey.
When the initial draft was complete, I turned to my dear friend Danielle, asking for her input, honest opinion, and constructive criticism. Danielle was able to cut through the sheer emotion I felt after writing the final page of the first novel, and helped me fine tune many scenes, so that they were what I had truly intended them to be. And her unwavering support and love of the characters gave me a kindred soul to confide in. For the quotes she shared to keep me rolling, and the constant texts which bolstered my spirits, I must humbly say, “Thank you.”
For the final readings, I enlisted Nicole, Sally and Eileen. They also read through the first novel in record time and quickly asked for the second in the series. With that request, I knew that others could, and did love my characters as much as I did. And for any author, I would imagine that the sheer elation one feels when you receive that kind of validation, was the soaring high that I experienced. So ladies, thank you for loving Alex and her friends as much as I do.
And finally, I have to say a special thank you to my true Father. I prayed and worked towards using my words and ideas to glorify Him, and I hope that my readers will see and feel the love I always experience whenever I think of the Lord. It is no small thing to feel as inspired as I have felt, creating these stories. And I can honestly say that there were many moments when I felt as though His words were coming through more so than my own. And the story is all the better for that inspiration, I think.
So readers, I sincerely hope that you will enjoy the first installment in this new series. I hope that it will entertain you, inspire you, and perhaps make you laugh a little, too. I certainly know that Rohan helps me laugh quite often. Enjoy, until the next story, my friends.
Natalie
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They are here. They have always been here, living amongst us. Remarkably, mankind has always known of their existence, yet failed to fully articulate and acknowledge when our paths cross theirs. Tales of angels, immortals, warriors, heroes, even ‘the Wandering Jew’ persist through time, religions, and mythologies. You may call them what you will – but they are here.
What makes the truth so hard to believe? What is truly amazing is one little biblical verse gives the secret away, actually spells it out. But humans, as we are so apt to do, are slow to convince and even harder to compel to bear witness to the truth, even when it is right before our eyes.
Genesis 6: 1-4 (1 When human beings began to increase in number on the earth and daughters were born to them, 2 the sons of God saw that the daughters of humans were beautiful, and they married any of them they chose. 3 Then the LORD said, “My Spirit will not contend with[a] humans forever, for they are mortal[b]; their days will be a hundred and twenty years.” 4 The Nephilim were on the earth in those days—and also afterward—when the sons of God went to the daughters of humans and had children by them. They were the heroes of old, men of renown.)
Prelude
It began long, long ago, before recorded history, when the first angel, Ganymede, asked The Most High for permission to linger here on Earth a bit longer. He asked for a little more time to breathe the fresh, untainted air, and to experience time in the humans’ way. He was intrigued by their development and he felt drawn to the spark of the Father within each one.
He was granted this unique opportunity, hearing the Father’s voice tell him that he would walk the earth until his true purpose was fulfilled. Though not knowing what the Lord’s plan was for him, Ganymede had complete faith that his life would be used to glorify the Lord, so he graciously accepted the Father’s permission. Travelling over the land gave him the opportunity to marvel at the Father’s creations, and to befriend those ever developing groups of people that he encountered.
After a great time, Ganymede wanted more than the solitary roaming that had become his existence and he chose to settle in a small village nestled in lush, green hills that was brimming with life and possibilities. The sea rose up before the village and offered its inhabitants not only a fresh food source, but also the future promise of travel. Ganymede could look long into the future and see the vessels that would one day traverse the seas and dock along those shores.
As time went on, Ganymede became an integral part of the village, helping to heal those who were injured or sick and leading their spiritual growth with stories of the Father and promises of the next life. His neighbors felt as though there must be one God, instead of many, because they could feel the energy and purity radiating from Ganymede and knew that he was no false prophet living among them.
Ganymede continued to meditate and commune with the Lord, and blessed generation after generation in the ever growing village. When he thought that it was surely time to return to his Heavenly home, he noticed someone that had previously escaped his acute attention. A young maiden, named Maireid, had become of age, and when she came to listen to him speak of holy things, he felt moved for the first time in the way he had seen every married man and woman react in all the time he had lingered on this earthly plane.
He found that his heart felt a bit lighter when she spoke, and he longed to be near her just to watch her breathe. Not knowing how he should respond or react to these startling new feelings, he entered a period of deep meditation and sought guidance. It was on the second night of his meditation, as he sat prostrate on his knees in the courtyard behind his dwelling, that he finally heard the Lord’s voice.
The Lord told him that He was greatly pleased with all the good works Ganymede had accomplished in the Father’s name while walking and living among humans. And before his time was done, he was to truly know the human experience by marrying and having a human family. For the first time, Ganymede’s mind roamed over the possibilities of what it might feel like to be loved in that way, as a husband and as a father, and the possibilities seemed hopeful and full of promise to him.
Early the next morning, he bathed and dressed simply, and went to the home of young Maireid and her family. He tentatively knocked on the door and was received by her father, who did seem a bit surprised to see the young man who never aged at his home’s entrance. For the first time, Ganymede understood the nervousness of courtship and he had to chuckle at himself. He offered Maireid’s father a basket of warm bread and asked if he might come in and have a conversation with him.
After a very short exchange, Maireid’s father, Enote, was all too happy to see his daughter with one so respected, but he was concerned about how she would age and Ganymede would not. The angel replied that he could not know how this new phase of his life would progress or develop, but perhaps he would finally age alongside her.
Throughout the next weeks, Ganymede was allowed to sit and talk with Maireid and take short walks with her. Her mother and aunts always walked along behind the two, and he could hear their conversations behind them as they passed the time while they guarded over her. But Ganymede used the time to establish a deeper friendship with her during their visits.
He learned that she liked the early hours of the morning, when the day was still new, fresh, and quiet. When it held such promise, that it gave her hope of good things which might come to pass. Maireid also confessed her love of animals, and how she detested the moments she had to help prepare birds for her family’s dinner table. And she loved the color blue, from the sky and the water near their village.
He eventually took her hand in his one afternoon and felt her squeeze his fingers back in return. When he looked down into her warm, green eyes, he saw the spark that made his heart rejoice. The angel thanked the Lord for allowing him such a new and heartfelt gift.
After a month, Ganymede walked with Maireid in her parents’ garden and asked her if they might sit along a low, wooden bench. She blushed, but agreed. He told her of his conversation with the Lord and that of all the young maidens he had ever known, none had moved his heart as had she. Ganymede asked Maireid if she felt the same and when she answered that she did, he asked her to be his wife. Her bright smile and sudden hug was all the answer he needed, but she did find her words and told him that she wanted him for her husband for the rest of her days.
The courtship did not last long after that, and finally Ganymede and Maireid were joined as husband and wife. The village came out in its entirety to celebrate this most magical union, and to wish the two well. Ganymede felt as if he had just begun to live for the first time, after all the ages he had spent traversing the world. Every time he knelt in prayer he asked for a little more time to walk alongside Maireid. He knew the joys and utter brilliance of basking in His presence, yet he found that he also wanted to share a lifetime, a human lifetime, with Maireid.
For Ganymede, her lifetime would have been but a blink in time, or lack thereof, which he was accustomed to. But here on Earth, taking the slow path meant that he would not suffer the loss of one of her breaths. He would not miss one flutter of her heart, or one smile that spread and colored her cheeks when she looked at him. It was the light within her heart, mirrored in her eyes, which lit his heart aflame and captured him, day after day.
As it had been decreed, he lived out her days with her; and most unexpectedly, their lives were blessed with a daughter a little more than a year into their time together. Arianna, half human, half angel, was a joy to her parents and a source of comfort to their little village. Her laughter, flitting through the small houses and lifting on the breeze, made everyone feel safe and just a little happier, content. She was a balm to their homes, and they were captivated by her.
Arianna grew knowing that she was quite different from the other children and even adults that she encountered. She could see and hear things that other people could not, from long distances away, or from the person’s mind sitting next to her at the hearth of her parents’ home. It was always her parents’ sustaining love and easy acceptance, though, which made her feel wanted and a part of the human experience.
And like her father, Arianna could heal anyone, no matter what the injury or illness was. Though this amazing gift was able to cocoon the family for a significant time, there eventually came a day when Maireid faced what all humans do. Maireid aged, and reaching the end of her body’s days, she finally breathed her last.
Arianna and Ganymede grieved their mortal loss together, leaning on one another for the strength, love, and courage needed to see them through. And though they loved their home and the people around them, Ganymede understood that he could not let them remain there forever. He would have to return to the Lord’s presence soon, and Arianna would have to learn to navigate the world, for better or for worse, without him constantly by her side. Ganymede knew that he would always be able to visit her and counsel her, but he would no longer be with her every waking moment. And the human world could often be a terrifying place.
So it was with a very heavy heart, on a crisp, cool spring morning, that both Ganymede and Arianna bade farewell to the villagers who were their extended family. The hugs and gentle way the women squeezed her hands reassured Arianna that she would always have a ‘people’ to call her own and a place to return to in the future. The elders of the small township promised Ganymede that their story would be told and that the villagers’ descendants would know their names, so that they would always be welcomed back, whenever or if ever they chose to return.
And though Ganymede graciously accepted their pledge and love, he knew that within a few generations their story would fade from memory. Mortals would think the story of one who never aged too difficult to believe, if their eyes could not bear witness to such a truth. He and Arianna would fade from the villagers’ minds and become but a whispered bedtime story. And it was for the best, he thought. For Arianna would not know just one people in one place, but all peoples in all places during her long life.
As they walked along the winding road that led away from the only structures she had ever known, Arianna turned just once to look over her shoulder and whispered, “Good-bye,” to her home and to her mother. When she turned her head to look forward, Ganymede gathered her in his arms and the two stepped ahead, united as she faced her future.
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To say she was extraordinary would not do justice to the fair-haired, angelic creature who danced through the manicured and meticulously planned garden which ran behind the large stone Manor House. She was the very breath that caused the flowers to sway and the boughs to sigh. Wherever she walked, skipped, or ran along one of the pebbled paths, anyone who witnessed her meander about found that they held their breath involuntarily until she passed.
It was as if they knew, subconsciously, that something or someone quite remarkable had just crossed paths with them, and in the face of one so – ‘other’ – than themselves, nature asked a still and immovable reverence be shown. In her wake, she always left a feeling of contentment and a smile lingering on each person’s face.
Alexandria, or Alex as her parents called her, was indeed a miracle child. Her mother, Lady Juliana, had given birth to two boys, Wallace and Conner, just two years apart, and then lost two more babies within a five year period. She and her husband, Lord Errol Fitzgerald Groaban, had resigned themselves to the fact that they were not to be blessed with any more children. They settled into a comfortable pattern with their sons, and were beyond shocked when Juliana’s doctor confirmed three years later that there was to be another chance, perhaps her last, to become a mother again.
Lady Juliana received the best care, and after nine months a daughter came into the Groaban family. They all doted on her and vowed to watch over her, her older brothers more than anyone else.
Through the years, Lord Errol served in various ambassadorial roles for the British government, and though the family traveled along with him, they always returned to the Manor House for holidays and rest. It was the one place that they felt they could truly relax and refresh their spirits. It was also a place for their beloved butler, Edmund Jameason, to finally feel his way around a properly organized household.
“Nothing,” he told them quite often, “is as satisfying as seeing everything in its place, and order restored to the soul.”
Jameason traveled with the Groabans wherever Lord Errol served as ambassador, and he kept not only the household in order, but also served as nanny, mentor, and at times, disciplinarian to the three Groaban children. Wallace and Conner gave him a good run for his money some days, as the two were constantly trying every new experiment or stunt they could to see if they were as invincible as young adolescents often think they are.
But Jameason seemed to be the rock on which the family was built, and the glue that kept them bound together. He had not one, but several pairs of eyes in the back of his head, and try as they might to get things past him, Jameason always knew what his young charges were up to.
Wallace and Conner reveled in the travel and opportunities they were afforded. Tutors were always coming and going throughout the children’s lives, and each new home or country they lived in was a canvas for their global experience. As their father took up the position of ambassador to Egypt in the late 1990’s, Wallace and Conner were more than ready to explore tombs and scale pyramids.
Alexandria, however, seemed to eerily make instant connections to each new foreign land they found themselves in. She would occasionally see an artifact or a painting and her brothers could tell from the gleam in her eyes that she was ‘hearing the echo’, as that was what the two of them called it. For Alex, her remembrances and the emotions she experienced were all encompassing and took her completely to another time.
She would cease to see what was actually around her and find herself standing amid a world that had long since passed by and been forgotten. Alex never knew where the visions would take her, and she sometimes found herself standing in the midst of a very frightening scene of some past battle or she might find that she was witnessing the last moments of a person’s life. At other times she was simply a silent witness to a person’s day to day routine, almost seeing the people walk right through where she stood as she watched the scene play out.
Wallace and Conner knew the look well, and made a deliberate point to circle the wagons and protect her until a vision cleared. When she was very young, Alexandria would actually talk her way through the visions and describe what she was seeing, alarmingly in whatever language the scene played out in. But as she grew older, she learned that this terrified anyone outside of her immediate family, and she became aware of the danger she placed them in when she allowed outsiders knowledge of the images, even her mind could scarcely comprehend. So, Alexandria quickly learned to attune herself to the first signs of an impending recreation of the past, and steel herself against any reaction within sight of possible witnesses.
She would feel slight vibrations in the air and begin to smell and taste the new environment that was bearing down on her. She had learned to school her face into as serene a mask as she could muster and then allow herself to be pulled away. It was not easy for her parents, her brothers, or for Jameason to see her suffer, and in an effort to protect them, she often would keep the most horrific details to herself. As she grew older, she began to keep more and more of the experiences to herself, much to the disapproval of her brothers. They honestly thought that it was not productive or healthy for Alexandria to keep it all bottled up within.
While in Egypt, Alexandria found she had to keep her hands in her pockets quite a bit, because touching an object was sure to swirl her into the past, seeing into various images and scenes from the object’s history. While Wallace and Conner were always touching obelisks and stone passageways, Alexandria would try to walk around the stones, marvel at their size, and then step quietly into alcoves to witness history in her own way. Though this seemed the best way to avoid the encounters she experienced, she was dismayed to find that she really could not keep the old voices at bay.
It was on a hot, humid night there in Egypt that Alexandria, then only eight, learned her life would take a drastically different path than the one she thought lay before her. She was lying in her bed, reading The Chronicles of Narnia, when she noticed the air off to the left side of her bed begin to shimmer. She felt the familiar tightening in her chest and shortness of breath that came when she knew her world was about to shift.
Not taking her eyes off of the air, she carefully laid her book down on the bed and placed her hands on either side of her so that she could push herself into an upright position slowly. When she was two or three, she would have called for Wallace and Conner, even her parents, but not anymore. She tensed all over and tried to ready herself.
A soft hush came over the room. Alexandria could not hear the sounds on the street near the house her family rented, nor could she hear the clock ticking on her bedside table anymore. Her heart sounded loud enough in her ears to wake anyone in the house, but she knew no one else could hear her distress.
The air seemed to move in waves now around the room, almost as if it were water moving along a shoreline. It was not moving any objects around the room, only congealing and coalescing into something far thicker than air should be. Alexandria had never seen the atmosphere become so charged and wondered if it would feel any different to touch. Hesitantly, she reached out her left arm and let her fingers skim the edge of the nearest swirl.
Instantly, her body was thrown back on the bed and she found that, in her mind, she was no longer on the bed, but standing on a beach looking up at a sky filled with stars. She drew in a long, shaky breath, and saw it puff out in front of her face as she exhaled. Turning completely around, Alexandria beheld no lights from civilization in any direction. The sounds of the waves lapping and night birds competing to be heard over a din of insects, were the only ones her ears could detect. Rather than just wait to see what was coming, she felt compelled to speak.
“Hello,” she called out tentatively, wary of how shaky and magnified her voice sounded.
Though she perceived no new sound, Alexandria knew without a doubt that if she turned around again, she would see someone standing right behind her.
“Don’t be a coward,” she thought to herself, “just turn around and face this.”
To her surprise, a warm, melodious laugh filled the air around her, stripping away her fear. The laugh manifested itself into a voice that instantly reassured and welcomed her.
“Oh, Alexandria! You have never been, nor will you ever be, a coward,” said a man’s voice.
She turned and found herself staring up into eyes so vivid and blue, that they almost seemed clear. A face of perfection smiled down at her, with distinct dimples and curly locks of golden hair.
“Quite the contrary, my dear,” he said. “You are more powerful and formidable than any warrior who has ever lived. I do not think that your character would ever allow you to run from any challenge you encounter. You are, in the simplest of terms, extraordinary.”
Alexandria was stunned, and after opening and closing her mouth several times, she could not help but speak the thoughts that were burning their way through her mind.
“You can see me? And you can hear my thoughts? But, how? No one has ever noticed me before?”
“Well,” chuckled the stranger, “I sincerely doubt that anyone has ever failed to notice you. I am quite certain that you are frequently noticed and the topic of much discussion.”
At this last comment, Alexandria’s cheeks flamed scarlet, and she lowered her eyes. She knew that people whispered about her constantly, and she noticed complete strangers openly gawking at her far too frequently for her own sense of comfort. She knew that she had nothing to be embarrassed about, but she still felt tears pricking her eyes despite her desire to keep them at bay.
The golden man stepped forward and placed a finger delicately under her chin, then ever so gently raised her young, wounded eyes up to meet his. In a voice that seemed barely above a whisper he said, “No, no sweet child. I am not making fun of you in any way. If my words seemed too sharp, I most humbly apologize.”
“You must know that most people find you to be such an enchanting and beautiful child, that they are in awe just a bit. But I do not think that they find you lacking in any way.”
“Thank you, sir,” Alexandria breathed out, as she cleared her throat.
“Let’s sit for a while, shall we?” the stranger asked, and when she nodded her agreement the two walked over to a large piece of driftwood that lay beached on its side.
At first Alexandria looked to the stars for some small reassurance that there was still something familiar and known about the place she now found herself in, but beyond that, she could not stop herself from turning to concentrate completely on the gentleman at her side. She had been taught again and again not to talk to strangers, and she certainly knew that she was never to leave with an unknown adult. But, she wondered if those same rules of safety that her parents and brothers had drilled into her time and time again, applied in a world apart from her own. She had never had reason to consider it before that night.
The golden-haired man was also looking up at the stars, but a slow smile spread across his face.
“Alexandria, I can promise you on my life and all that I hold dear that you are in no danger from me. Not on this night, nor on any other.”
He slowly turned his head down to gaze at her, and she knew within her very core that this man would never harm a hair on her head. She was very safe, and though she could not explain it, she even felt love emanating from him.
“I forgot that you can hear my thoughts,” she said. Scrunching up her nose and shaking her head at him, she asked, “How are you doing that?”
He laughed and the sound pealed gently across the air between them.
“You can do it too, you know. I am surprised that you have not started reading my thoughts to find out the answers to all of those questions racing around in that little head of yours. Why don’t you give it a try? See if you can tell me my name, little one?” he encouraged her.
“You’re joking, right? I cannot really read your mind,” scoffed Alexandria.
“Oh yes, my dear, you most certainly can. It is a talent not easily mastered, but one that I think you will find comes with relative ease to you. Go on, concentrate. What is my name?” he pressed gently.
Alexandria slowly pulled the salty air into her lungs and stared into the man’s warm eyes. She began to hear and feel a pulsing within her own ears, and at first she thought that it was her own heartbeat echoing too loudly. But then she became aware of the difference in the new pulse from her own. She was hearing his heartbeat and feeling the rhythm. Her breath began to keep time with his body’s current and she started to feel pulled in by that flow.
She could sense the fact that he was slightly hungry, and that the hairs on his arms were beginning to rise. She knew that his left ear itched and that he wanted to scratch it, but that he dared not lest he interrupt her concentration. His eyes seemed to urge her onward and she felt her mind reach out like a slowly twirling ribbon. It gradually snaked away from her and it found a similar ribbon of thoughts within him that hers could travel along.
She gasped as her stream of consciousness began to flow along his. She saw him walking with a billowing robe and sandals on, along a road that looked quite ancient, pausing to look back at her, his hand outstretched. Then she caught a glimpse of him by a doorway to a small, thatched home in a lush, wooded area beckoning her inside. Finally, she heard a woman’s voice call out to him that their evening meal was prepared, and laugh as he scooped her up for a kiss. She whispered, “Ganymede,” as he held her.
Alexandria pulled back, and shock flooded her system. She was panting as if she had just run a race with Wallace and Conner, but the man was still smiling down at her, with no sign of exertion whatsoever.
“You’re Ganymede?” Alexandria asked, almost reverently. She reached up to push her long, golden hair out of her eyes.
He slowly nodded his agreement.
“Very good, Alexandria. I am indeed Ganymede, and I must say that I am quite impressed. You took a very direct route to ferret out the information you needed. You did not waver, only traveled along a memory strand of mine until you ended with what you sought. In fact, you accomplished that little task so quickly it makes me wonder.”
“Wonder what?” asked Alexandria pensively.
“Wonder why you have not tried that before,” replied Ganymede. “Have you never once taken a peek inside someone’s thoughts to hear what they were contemplating? Never once been tempted?”
Alexandria would have thought that he was joking had she not just plucked information directly from his mind, and felt the accompanying sensations of capturing that information.
“No, sir,” she said, shaking her head to confirm her innocence. “I’ve never even known that any of this was possible!”
He tilted his head to the side and furrowed his brow at her.
“Any of what, dear one?” he asked.
“Any of what’s been happening tonight,” breathed Alexandria. “I have never talked to anyone in any scene from the past I’ve been trapped in and I have never, ever listened in on someone’s thoughts. That would be wrong, wouldn’t it?” asked Alexandria, not knowing if she was giving him the answer that he sought, but hoping that the truth was the correct path to take with Ganymede.
And for just a moment she saw a twinge of sadness in his eyes as he refocused on her face.
“I am sorry that the remembrances make you feel trapped, Alexandria. Although, now that I think of it from your perspective, I am sure that you have been very afraid on occasion haven’t you?” As he asked this, he reached out one hand to her offering her his open palm. She laid her hand in his and felt warmth spreading quickly from his hand into her arm, then chest, and before she could draw another breath the feeling had spread to her toes. Her eyes widened at the sudden contentment she felt.
“Thank you for letting me comfort you little one. I know that this is a most unusual night for you,” he said, letting his eyes roam over her face.
Alexandria slowly took her hand from his, and feeling less alone in all the madness she had experienced in her short years, she asked, “Are you my guardian angel, then?”
Ganymede chuckled, “Something like that Alexandria, something very much like that indeed.”
He looked at her with the same love and sadness that she sometimes glimpsed in her own parents’ eyes when they did not realize that she was watching them talk about her. Though they cherished their daughter, they were uncertain of her future in the world and they worked diligently to shield her as much as possible.
Alexandria had become so accustomed to holding everything in, she was actually eager to continue her conversation with Ganymede, even if he was just a figment of her imagination. Funny, she thought, that the one person who would understand was someone that only she could see.
“Are you here to help me with the things that I see?” she asked, praying that he could relieve the fear and anxiety she lived with each moment of each and every day.
Ganymede looked back up to the stars as if they would give him the right answer. “Yes, Alexandria, I am here to help you. Though not in the way you mean. I can give you a choice tonight, and you must think long and hard before you make it, my dear.”
“A choice?” she held her breath, afraid to wish for the impossible. But Ganymede could read her silent pleas, and again she noted the twinge of sadness in his eyes as he looked at her.
“Yes,” he breathed out, as if it cost him something to speak these words to her. “You can choose to be just as you are today, a young girl, maturing, who will continue to learn and grow into the abilities that are meant just for you; or you can choose to put those gifts to the side for a time and live without them.”
At first, all Alexandria heard was that she could lay down the burden of seeing into the past and be like her brothers, untroubled and carefree. She could go to a real school with other children, and not have tutors keeping her sheltered at home. Her parents would not have to worry about when and where she would lose her focus, and try to explain the odd occurrence away as seizures or epilepsy.
“Normal,” she thought to herself, “I could just be a normal kid!” But slowly, that latter part of Ganymede’s offer filtered into her thoughts, “For a time,” he had said. Rather than speak aloud, Alexandria simply thought her question while pointedly looking into Ganymede’s eyes.
“If I take a break from all of this, when do I have to start again? Will I have a choice, or will it suddenly hit me when I am in a school surrounded by other children, or a public place with people all around?” she asked him within her mind.
Ganymede shook his head and said, “You will never have to do anything that you do not want to do, Alexandria. But taking away a vital part of who you are does not come easily, and it can only be held at bay for so long. Imagine for a moment, that I told you I was going to take away Wallace’s mischievousness or Conner’s inquisitiveness, their exuberance for life. Can you picture the lads they would be without those traits?”
The thought of her brothers altered thus, made Alexandria shiver. She knew that without those qualities both boys would have the light within dimmed to a point that she would not know them as her brothers anymore.
“No,” she spoke sadly aloud. “And I would be that different too, if I could not see into the past, or look inside people’s thoughts?”
“Yes,” Ganymede shook his head, “you would seem very different to your family. Not so different that they would not love you, or care for you, but they would always wonder what had changed and how that change had come about. But even their fears could be laid aside for a time, if you so choose to have a respite from all that you are currently enduring. You would be letting part of you lay dormant for a time, but it would always be within, because your abilities are truly a part of who you are, Alexandria,” Ganymede said gently, as he reached forward and tucked a loose lock of hair behind her ear.
“Is it bad to say I want it to stop, even if only for a day?” she asked him, hoping that her question was not making him think less of her, or disappointing him.
She thought it odd that she wanted to please Ganymede so, having just met him, but she really did want to make him happy. And at that thought, he smiled widely at her with an internal light that she could feel vibrating all around her.
“As I should have told you before, you cannot disappoint me. I am very proud of you, Alexandria, and I know your answer now as well. You shall have a nice little rest from all the voices and faces that intrude upon your days, until you are a little older and more prepared for what is to come. And more mature for a choice that you will be called upon to make. I must admit though, that I am worried the time spent away from who you are, will make it all the more difficult on you in the future. But I am willing to concede that you need a break. For now, at least.”
“Will you decide when my abilities come back, or is that for me to choose?” asked Alexandria, hardly believing that this could be happening to her.
“That will be for us both to decide, in time. I will be watching and waiting until you are ready to begin again.” Ganymede reached out a hand and gently stroked her hair.
“Will I see you again?” she silently wondered, as a feeling of lethargy and tiredness spread through her limbs.
“Indeed, my sweet Alexandria, we will meet again. But I think that I have tired you out enough for this evening and I would be remiss if I kept you away from your home much longer. Close your eyes now and sleep little one.”
And though sleep was pulling her under quite forcefully, Alexandria tried to keep her eyes open. She had so many questions that she had somehow not been able to voice. But her eyelids betrayed her, and sleep came on quickly. The last thing she could make out was the sound of the waves breaking along the shore, and when she moved her hand out beside her, she felt the smoothness of her bedding under her fingertips.
Alexandria sat up and looked around her bedroom. It looked the same as always; her lamp was still burning brightly, and her novel remained turned face down on the bed beside her. Only the gauzy curtains moving with a slight breeze made the room feel animated by something unseen. Unexpectedly, the door to her room opened and her eldest brother, Wallace, stuck his head in.
“Hey, you okay in here? I thought that I heard you talking to someone,” he said, letting his eyes roam around the room to make sure she was alone and safe.
Alexandria tentatively stretched her legs out and smiled. “Yeah, Wallace, I’m good,” she said shakily. “I just had a strange dream that’s all.”
He angled his head to the side, studying her more intently now, and then walked over to the side of her bed and sat down.
“Wanna talk about it?” he asked, hoping to tease some information out of her. It had become much more difficult for Wallace or Conner to get details from Alexandria in the last few years, and though he was ten years her senior, he usually could not brow beat anything from her once she had decided to close down. But to his surprise, she nodded.
“Wallace, I know you won’t believe anything I’m about to say, but I think I’m free,” said Alexandria, as she raised a shaky hand to push her hair out of her eyes. She gave him a smile that lit up her entire face, and he saw such a trusting look of joy in her eyes, that he dared not make fun of her statement.
“Well, I think that I need a little more information to go on there, kiddo. Free in what way?” he asked.
“Free of everything!” cried Alexandria. “I visited with someone tonight who gave me a way out of seeing into the past all of the time, and I can just be like you and Conner now,” she gushed.
Try as he might to follow her train of thought, Wallace seized on the one bit of information that any big brother would.
“What exactly do you mean when you say you visited with someone? Would that be a male someone, and how did he get in here?” Wallace could feel himself tensing up and was ready to walk over to the windows to test the latches, but Alexandria stayed that action by reaching over and holding his hand.
“Wallace, look at me,” she said quietly. Just as Ganymede had predicted, her family would question the change and be alarmed. Her mind raced feverishly to find the words that would both calm and reassure her brother that all was well, and would hopefully continue to be so for the foreseeable future.
“What I am telling you is true. I had a, well I guess you could call it another vision. I was here the whole time, but somehow I went somewhere else.” Wallace’s face indicated that he was trying to believe her, but having a hard time. “I met someone, who I think is my guardian angel. He promised that for a while, I can just be a normal kid; no echoes, no memories from another time or place, just the chance to be, well, me. I know it doesn’t sound real, but truthfully, has anything with me ever sounded real to you?” she smiled tentatively, hoping that Wallace could sense the faith and happiness she felt through her words.
Wallace let out a long, slow breath and shook his head. Then he started to chuckle. “Well, if you put it that way, I’ll concede that you saw someone that I couldn’t have. Heck, squirt, if you say he was here, I will back you all the way. He really told you have an escape clause from everything?” Wallace sounded as though he still needed a bit more to go on, but Alexandria simply nodded her head. Her smile said it all, and he exhaled as he nodded.
Wallace shifted his weight and stood beside Alex’s bed. He reached over and smoothed her hair off of her forehead, then leaned in to give her a goodnight kiss. When he straightened he had his usual lopsided, mischievous grin in place. He walked over to the door of Alexandria’s bedroom and paused at the threshold before leaving.
Alexandria knew that he had something he wanted to say, and she giggled inside as she waited for one of her brother’s quirky or witty quips. But instead he looked around the room one last time, and then back at her before saying, “I love you, Alexandria, all of you. Remember that, okay, kiddo?”
“I will. I promise,” said Alexandria, smiling up at him.
The door closed after Wallace, and Alex settled back on her pillows for what she hoped would be uneventful dreams and slumber.
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Alexandria was coming home. All of the family was gathering at the Manor House for Christmas, and she was returning after almost eleven months away. Jameason had insisted on driving down to London to meet her, even though she had begged him not to over the phone, thinking that the drive might tire him out too much.
Surely her father could have a car delivered and waiting in the airport’s parking lot for the drive from Heathrow to Oxford, she had thought. But Jameason had simply scoffed at the notion over the phone, stating that the day he was not able to take care of one of his charges, would be that day that he would meet his maker again, so Alexandria acquiesced.
The two chatted about all that had been going on with her new position at the United Nations in New York where she worked as an interpreter for multiple language divisions. After Alexandria entered boarding school when she was thirteen, she discovered that she could quickly grasp any language she heard, so she had fed this new found talent feverously. To the current date, she had mastered twenty-two currently spoken languages. She only confessed to speaking fourteen fluently, hoping that the additional languages would pay off at a later time in her career. She was determined not to show all of her cards to anyone just yet.
The drive from Heathrow would take them a little under an hour and a half in the heavy traffic, but Alexandria was glad for the time to unwind and breathe before she saw her family. Life had become exceptionally busy for Alex and her brothers, as each pursued their own career. But they always made time to chat through Skype each week, and texted often through their phones. Alexandria never felt alone, no matter how far across the pond she was.
As the car traveled on, rocking her gently to and fro, Alexandria absentmindedly trailed her finger along the weather stripping of the car’s window. She moved her finger forward and higher onto the glass, feeling the cool texture beneath her skin. Without thought to what she was doing, her index finger began to trace slow, looping infinity symbols over and over again.
“I wonder what travels that finger is leading that little mind on tonight,” mused Jameason, breaking through her mental wanderings.
Alexandria chuckled. “Just thinking about being back here after such a long time away. And honestly, Jameason, wondering how long before I can take a long, hot shower.”
“Ah, yes, the restorative properties of hot water. I believe it won’t be long now, my dear. But something tells me there is a bit more lurking behind this pensive silence that has come on in the last ten minutes,” probed Jameason.
Alexandria turned her head slowly towards Jameason and gave him a leisurely smile. “You never miss a thing, do you Jameason?”
“Miss something?” scoffed the old man. “My dear, I haven’t missed a thing about you or your brothers since the day you were brought from hospital to your parents’ home. Now tell me, what has you so anxious, Alex?” asked Jameason, trying to sound nonchalant, but instinctively growing concerned over the worry that was painted clearly across Alexandria’s forehead.
Alexandria drew a shaky breath into her lungs and ran her hands up and down her thighs, while she contemplated how much she should disclose to Jameason. She knew that this man was her greatest confidant and had always held her best interests at heart. If she could confide in anyone, it would be him.
“Jameason, I have always been able to tell you anything, even more than I was ever able to tell my parents, so I know that I can trust you won’t mention this to anyone…,” she trailed off, holding her breath for his confirmation.
Jameason took a hand from the wheel and placed it over his heart in an attempt to look mortally wounded. “Oh, I think my heart will recover sometime this week. When have I ever told anyone anything regarding you that they did not need to know?” he pursed his lips and looked over his glasses at her.
That stern look melted the last of her resistance, and she shook her head.
“Never, sir, not once. I’m really alright, I just feel a little uneasy and I cannot really explain why,” sighed Alexandria. “It’s just the last two days, a growing sense of disquiet that has made me a little jumpy and sad. That sounds peculiar, doesn’t it?” asked Alexandria, chuckling nervously as she ran her hand through her long hair.
Once again, Jameason glanced over his glasses at her and slowly shook his head. “Nothing you notice is ever odd or out of place, Alexandria. You know that. You learned early to trust your instincts enough to know that your body sends you signals forewarning of events to come. Though you’ve had a long period without incident, you told me that the mysterious figure who visited you so long ago promised that your abilities could return one day. I suggest that we watch carefully, and prepare for whatever the days ahead shall bring.”
“Of course,” said Jameason after a brief pause, “it could be that you’re just nervous about the inevitable hazing your brothers are surely planning to dole out, or enduring yet another round of your mother’s incessant matchmaking.”
Alexandria and Jameason looked at one another and then burst out laughing simultaneously. Gracious, her mother’s matchmaking, she thought. Now that was enough to have the stoutest warrior quaking in his boots,fr looking for any means of escape. It felt so good to let the tension ease away, and Alexandria was content to leave the worry behind along with the kilometers they were traversing.
The house was ablaze in lights and Alexandria could see at least three Christmas trees twinkling from various windows as the car made its way up the pebbled drive. Candles flickered in all of the front-facing windows, and an oversized wreath of fresh cut evergreens hung on the Manor House’s large, oak door.
“Home, sweet, home,” she thought to herself.
Though she was pursing her life in New York, if the truth were told, she had yet to make any real connections to the place. She had a very comfortable routine established, and the apartment that her parents had helped her purchase on the Upper East Side was not large, but comfortable and safe. She enjoyed walks in the park and weekends spent perusing the stacks at the public library. But try as they might, her colleagues had yet to pull her into their social goings on, as Alexandria still felt far more comfortable in the company of Jane Austin or Charles Dickens than a rowdy group at a night club or bar.
“You’re old before your time, girl,” Suzi often teased her.
Suzi was a receptionist in the offices where Alexandria and six other interpreters worked. She was a sparky, giddy lady with spiky red hair who kept them all abreast of the latest office gossip, whether it was true or not. Alexandria had at first tried to refute the observation, but finally found it easier to agree and play the part to staunch any unnecessary time arguing with Suzi over the finer points of her not so outgoing personality. Sometimes it’s just easier to give them what they want, she often thought to herself.
Alexandria climbed out of the car and stretched her hands high above her head, rolling her head and shoulders as she tried to work out the kinks. She walked to the back of the car, and began helping Jameason with her luggage. She had packed too much as usual, four large checked bags and two carry-ons.
“What the heck did you bring home with you, half of your flat, Alex?” shouted Wallace from the top step.
“Right on cue,” mused Alexandria, aloud to herself. Before she could stifle her smile, she was swept up into an all consuming bear hug. She squealed with delight and held on for dear life.
“Put me down, Wallace!” she implored, but her attempt at earnestness was stifled by the fact that they were both giggling. As soon as her feet had brushed the ground she was soundly handed off to Conner, who had come out right behind Wallace, and he happily swept her up as well, and hugged her warmly.
“Hi, sweetie, how are you?” asked Conner.
“Good, and you?” she smiled up at her brothers. She was always in awe of how tall and handsome they both were. Wallace, dark haired and hazel eyed, and Conner, fair haired like herself with sparkling blue eyes. No wonder ladies were always trying to get them to glance their way.
“Oh, you know, tired after a long flight, but happy to be back,” confirmed Conner. He had recently been to Washington, D.C. to share some of his archeological finds with a rather large symposium and had just arrived back across the pond as well.
She stepped forward and hugged them both again, then soundly slapped their arms. “Come on, we can’t leave Jameason to get all of these bags by himself,” she said, turning back towards the car.
“Bossy as ever,” smirked Wallace, but he was smiling as he began to banter with Conner over who would carry the heaviest bag in.
Alexandria chuckled to Jameason, who stood arching an eyebrow at the three. “Hopeless,” he sighed, “I tried, I really did, but…, absolutely hopeless!”
Coming inside the Manor’s immense foyer, Alexandria paused and breathed in the smells of Christmas at home. Her mother had every available surface richly decorated. The entire entryway was decked out in fresh evergreens, mistletoe and several small Christmas trees were flanking each side of the grand staircase that led to the two stories above. Alex smiled and turned to her brothers as they stepped inside behind her.
“How many this year?” she mused, biting her lower lip to keep from giggling aloud.
Wallace just shook his head, “I think I stopped counting at around thirty trees this morning.”
“Yeah,” sighed Conner, “nothing like an understated Christmas back home, huh?”
They all started laughing at once, just as their parents walked in, happy to welcome Alexandria back home again. As they hugged and chatted, the family made their way to a large sitting room that served more as a den, and was their traditional gathering spot. An enormous fireplace which anchored one wall was ablaze, its mantle layered thick and deep with candid shots of the family through the years.
Large couches and overstuffed chairs were arranged for conversation and gathering throughout the space. Several large rugs made the hardwoods more comfortable to walk on, and her father had placed quite a few bookcases filled to the brim around the walls as well. Even though the Manor boasted an impressive two story library, Lord Errol felt it important to keep literature close at hand wherever he relaxed, so books were an integral part of each gathering room’s décor. The room’s ceiling soared over thirty feet in height, yet it felt warm and cozy to those lounging. They spent the next hour catching up with one another, and Alexandria felt herself relax in the warmth and safety of her caring family.
Jameason came to the doorway and called them all to dinner, and they rose to walk to the spacious dining room still talking as they made their way down the hallway. Lady Juliana and Lord Errol walked on either side of Alexandria, and her mother gently stroked her back, while Alex described a new neighbor in her apartment building who played music too loudly often late into the night. Wallace looked back over his shoulder and told her to play her own music and drown out the pesky neighbor’s, but Alex and their parents all pursed their lips at Wallace and shook their heads in admonishment.
As soon they were settled, Lord Errol asked one and all to pause as they bowed their heads and joined hands to say grace together. Once the meal and fellowship were blessed, Jameason came and took his seat at the table, passing platters of food around so that each person could take what they wanted. It was how they had always dined when they were alone as a family, and Alexandria loved the lack of formality they enjoyed in one another’s company.
She remembered once, when she was eleven, her Uncle Benedict dropping by unannounced during the dinner hour and asking why Jameason was sitting with them at the table. Her father had quickly subdued his impertinence, when he told his youngest brother that Jameason was at their table far more than most family members, and he was just as much a part of their set of loved ones as was her Uncle Benedict. Her uncle had humbly apologized and then asked if he, too, could join them.
Their conversations continued to flow throughout the shared meal, and Alex smiled over her brothers’ and Jameason’s topic of choice. Though they all knew it to be mischievous, both Wallace and Conner sought to brush up on the local goings-on with Jameason whenever they came home to Oxford. Lady Juliana caught Alex’s eye, and the two shook their heads at one another. Alex felt herself chuckle over her brothers’ need to stay tapped into what was truly none of their concern.
After dinner, Alexandria made her way to her bedroom fully intending to curl up with a book and one of her family’s Labrador retrievers. Most likely Dudley, as he seemed to be attached to her more than anyone else when he had his pick of the entire Groaban clan. She knew the following day would be a fun-filled one, with lots of family coming for Christmas dinner and the exchange of gifts. So, Alex hoped to get a little rest before the crush descended.
She had just come from a long soak in her bathtub, deciding the bath would help her more than a shower would, when there was a knock at her door and her mother peeked her head in.
“Mind if I come in, sweetheart?” she asked, smiling.
“No, of course not Mother, what’s up?” Lady Juliana walked over to Alexandria and gazed lovingly at the youngest of her children. She reached over and tucked a strand of wayward hair behind Alex’s ear, something she had done a thousand times before.
“I just wanted to check in on you and make sure that you’re all settled. Did you remember to bring everything you needed, or did you forget anything darling?”
Alexandria loved how thoughtful her mother was, but it had ingrained in her a fastidious need to always make a list for every event, trip, or occasion and to check it at least four or five times. She rarely forget anything, but she knew her mother liked to fuss over her, so she answered that she might have forgotten an extra pair of tights for the Boxing Day ball to be held in two days at Lord Lenley’s. An annual tradition, it was the event of the season that her family never missed if they were in country.
“Well, that’s no worry; I’m sure there are several pair still in your wardrobe, so you should be fine. Did you bring one or two gowns?” her mother asked.
“Oh, two of course. I wanted to have a backup in case something happened to the first, or if I had a change of heart about which one I wanted to wear,” replied Alexandria.
“Sounds as though you’re prepared. Oh, it’s so good to have you home, Alex,” her mother sighed, and pulled her into a warm embrace. “I know you’re a grown lady now, but you’ll always be my baby. You know, don’t you?” Lady Juliana smiled, as she asked her question.
“I know, Mother. And trust me, as tired as I am right now, I’d be happy to be tucked in for a long winter’s nap,” laughed Alex.
“Quite right, my dear. Well said. You and Dudley get into bed, and I’ll leave you two to dream of sugarplums and brightly colored packages. How about that?” she laughed at her own words.
Dudley, hearing his name, jumped on the bed and began to beat out a steady rhythm with his tail welcoming Alexandria under the sheets. She hugged her mother goodnight once more and then climbed atop the bed. She looked over at the happy, yellow lab who was intently staring at her.
“You know, Dudley, I think we’ll skip the book tonight. I really don’t feel up to reading, how about I just tell you a story?”
This was a habit that Alexandria still held onto from her childhood. She would pick an object or random thought and then build a whole story for it, and tell the tale to a family pet or just to herself. For Alex, it was another way to deal with the visions that had so invaded her mind as a child. By telling the tale herself, she felt in control. And that had, at times, seemed her only lifeline.
Dudley thumped his tail once and leaned his head to the side, as if answering her question.
“Story it is then,” she confirmed.
She settled herself beneath the covers and began to slowly stroke his coat, unwinding and letting her mind wander. All she could think of was the incredible amount of Christmas trees in their home that season, so she began with a tale of a little tree who longed to be brought indoors for the festivities. He had to wait for many a season until he was mature and robust. Only to find that when he was large enough to be a Christmas tree, he preferred to stay outdoors where he was a part of the landscape and a home for many animals.
Dudley seemed content too, and he laid his head near her and slowly closed his eyes. Alex could feel herself fading, but she closed her story before slipping off to sleep.
“The tree finally learned, Dudley,” she yawned, “that sometimes it is better to choose to be who you really are, not who you think others expect you to be.” And with that last thought, Alexandria fell into a sound slumber.
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Christmas morning had dawned with new fallen snow and the promise of more to come throughout the day. Alex, her parents, brothers, and Jameason gathered to open stockings after a filling breakfast, and laughed at the witty or funny gifts that they found within. They always went for clever ways to rib each other, even on Christmas morning. The morning of the holiday was always reserved for her nuclear family and Jameason, and Alex appreciated the special time they all shared with one another.
As her grandparents had already passed away, they were usually joined by two aunts, three uncles, and six or seven cousins who arrived in the late afternoon, and regularly stayed through dinner. Alexandria helped to greet and welcome each one for the festivities. Food was plentiful and the fellowship joyous. Alex thought several times to herself throughout the gathering that Christmas was the one day of the year when time seemed suspended and everyone seemed to crave peace and happiness. If just for the one day.
The extended Groaban family watched the Queen’s annual Christmas address together, exchanged gifts afterwards, and then convened in the formal dining room for Christmas dinner. Roasted turkey and goose, smoked salmon, green beans, roasted parsnips, Brussels sprouts, cranberry sauce, chipolatas, bread sauce, roasted nuts, and pudding and cake for desert were served to one and all. Alexandria marveled that she could still fit into her clothes after consuming as much as she had. But then she had always had a ravenous appetite, and could easily eat more than her brothers at any meal they shared.
After dinner, Alex and Conner volunteered to walk the three labs out back. They each stepped into a pair of tall wellies, which could always be found by the mudroom door, and slipped jackets and scarves on. As soon as the door was open, the dogs bolted into the white landscape.
“I think we’re going to have a heck of a time getting them back inside,” chuckled Conner.
“Yeah, I think you could say that,” agreed Alexandria. “Don’t worry though, they just need a chance to run and let off steam. They haven’t had their supper yet, so they’ll come back. So tell me, how is the dig going?” she asked.
Conner told her of the most recent finds at the archeological dig he was leading near Brading, on the Isle of Wight. He and his team were uncovering an ancient Roman structure complete with detailed mosaics, and artifacts from Viking conquerors who set foot on the island long, long ago. It was grueling work, but he felt such a sense of fulfillment and accomplishment when he was painstakingly recovering history.
Alex was looking out at the romping dogs, listening to her brother, when Conner’s mobile began to ring.
“Sorry, Alex, gotta take this,” he said apologetically, as he turned and walked back towards the house.
She returned to watching them play, as she continued to meander along where she knew a pathway lay hidden under the snow. Alex was letting her mind wander when she heard a strange sound coming from the left edge of the garden path before her. It did not sound like the trees creaking from the weight of too much snow, but rather a chittering sound that was not like any animal she had ever heard before.
Normally, Alexandria was curious about and unafraid of animals, but something about this sound called to an instinctual fear that ran deep within her and made all of the hair on her arms stand on end. Something was very wrong, and she felt the alarm all the way to her core.
She refused to take her eyes off of the area before her, but she began to back slowly towards the house. Before she could call out to the Labradors, they seemed to sense the danger as well and were rapidly making their way back over to her. The sound began to increase in volume and Alex was moments from calling out, when the dogs reached her side and began to bark in unison at the origin of the noise.
Alex was more afraid that they would be hurt defending her, so she softly called them to follow her as she continued to back towards the door. Just as she thought she would suffer the same fate as the old man in The Tell-Tale Heart, the sound suddenly ended. She heard the snow crunching behind her and dared a quick peek over her shoulder, only to find Conner coming back to her side.
“What’s got them so wound up?” asked her brother.
“I don’t know, Conner, but we’re going inside, right now,” Alex insisted.
One look at his sister’s face and Conner knew not to question her further. Something had left her terrified, but she had her eyes trained on the same spot as the dogs and refused to look away. He saw that she backed towards the house, so he put his hand on her arm and helped guide her safely to the door, so that she would not trip. He walked her up the steps, then opened the door, leading her to the security and warmth inside.
Alexandria made sure that all three dogs were inside with her, before she sank to the cushioned bench underneath the mudroom’s large window, and drew a shaky breath into her lungs. All three were crowded around her and whimpering as if to tell her that they, too, had been frightened by whatever was making the sound.
“Good boys,” praised Alex, as she soundly patted each head turned towards her face.
Finally, she lifted her eyes to Conner who had said nothing, but was watching her intently.
“I’m glad you came back when you did, Conner. I don’t know what spooked us, but I’d rather not go back out tonight,” she unsteadily voiced her request.
Conner stepped forward between the labs and knelt on one knee in front of his sister. He cupped her face with one hand and stared at her, concern etched across his brow.
“Are you alright, Alex? I haven’t seen this look on your face in a long time, and I’m worried about you. What did you see?” he questioned, as his eyes searched hers.
Alexandria shook her head. “I didn’t see anything, but I heard a sound that was not one I could place, and it scared the living daylights out of me. It sounded like a high pitched, garbled babbling that became increasingly louder. I didn’t feel like I could turn my back on it, whatever it was. Thank goodness, you and the labs were there!” she breathed. “I’m okay, I just want to go back to the sitting room and be with everybody.”
“Well, I can’t imagine what would make that sound, especially on such a cold night, but I want you inside with us, too. Safety in numbers, right?” he asked, as he dropped his hand and patted her knee.
“Let’s give these guys some much deserved food, and then catch up with the family. Tomorrow morning, Wallace and I will go out and take a look around; see if we can’t spot some tracks or some evidence that points to what made the noise all of you heard. How’s that sound for a plan?”
He was reassuring her and giving her a methodical and logical course to follow. How thankful she was for Conner, protecting her and not making her feel foolish.
“Sounds like a plan,” she agreed.
Conner stayed by her side as they fed and provided fresh water for each of the dogs. When it looked as if they were happily occupied with their fare, he took her hand in his and led her to the large sitting room. Silently, he guided her over to a sofa so that they could sit together. Wallace arched an eyebrow at the two, taking note of Conner’s protective stance immediately. Alex noticed Conner slightly shake his head in Wallace’s direction, as if to tell him not to initiate a discussion at the present in front of so many other family members. It was a familiar movement she had witnessed her brothers make more times than she could count.
Alex sighed and looked out before her at the various loved ones gathered there that night. She knew that her unusual childhood was an unspoken thing amongst her extended family. They were all so focused on the present, that it was a welcome respite from the strange looks many of them had leveled at her when she was so very young. Now, they were all content to see her living the life they expected from someone her age.
She sat back against the sofa’s soft cushions, and crossed her legs at her ankles. Alex watched as Conner did the same and she looked from his outstretched legs to hers, finding a small smile present itself despite the fear that was still surging through her body. Though she had always thought of herself as tall, when she was around the men in her family, she was anything but. Alex stood at the height of their shoulders, and she was constantly having to crane her head back to look them in the eye, even her father and Jameason.
Conner looked down at Alex and watched her for a moment, until she turned her gaze back to his. He winked at her and squeezed her fingers. She smiled tenderly in return, silently thanking him for being by her side when she needed him most, as he and Wallace had always done through the years. Alex’s eyes then turned back to Wallace, and she found that he still observed the two of them. He nodded in her direction, and she sent him a small smile in return to reassure him she was alright.
The rest of the evening was uneventful, and when it came time to turn in, Alexandria invited all three Labradors to sleep with her. She did not have to ask twice, as they clambered up the stairs ahead of her. She quickly showered, and found Dudley laying on the tiles when she opened the curtain to reach for a towel. His tail thumped a steady beat and his eyes stayed on her face.
“I love you, old boy. You know that, don’t you?” she asked. His tongue rolled out of the side of his mouth, giving her a grin as her answer.
Dutch and Buddy were lying on the bedroom floor when she came out of the bathroom, and both had taken positions watching the closed door which lead out to the hallway. An image of the lions guarding the public library’s entrance in New York came to her mind. She could not explain how she knew, but without a doubt she felt certain that they, too, were still thinking of whatever had made that sound, and were afraid that it might return.
Alexandria climbed into bed and called all three up onto the mattress with her. Dutch and Buddy thumped their tails, but chose to remain where they were, acting as sentinels for the night. Dudley bounded atop the bed with her and laid his head on the pillow next to hers. She chose to leave her bedside lamp on low, and snuggled deep in the warm bedding.
“Thank you guys, for staying,” she told the labs. “Keep me safe.” And with that last plea, Alex allowed herself to sleep, though it was fitful at best.
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Alexandria stood in front of her floor length mirror, making sure that everything was in place. Her long, sapphire gown suited her eyes perfectly, and made her pale skin stand out. She had chosen to leave her hair down, but curled it so that it cascaded down her shoulders and back. Earlier in the afternoon she had borrowed her mother’s sapphire earrings, necklace and bracelet set, and if she had to admit it, she thought she might actually turn a few heads at the ball.
Thankfully, the morning had been uneventful. She rose early, but found that Wallace and Conner were already up and walking the gardens at the back of the house, looking for tracks or any sign of animal disturbance. Nothing could be found. Both of her brothers agreed that she and the labs had heard something, but neither had the faintest idea what it was or what had caused it.
As they had done when she was younger, they filled her day with activity without leaving her alone for too long. They all took an invigorating horseback ride after breakfast, walked and talked about their busy lives, played cards with their father, and napped on the couches in the sitting room. And if it had not been for the near hour long nap, Alexandria doubted she would have had the energy to go the ball that evening.
“Hey, squirt, you coming?” Wallace questioned her loudly from the hallway.
She laughed and opened the door. “Well, when you put it so nicely, how can I refuse?” She took a moment to acknowledge that no matter what she wore, she would have a hard time ever coming close to how attractive her brothers were, especially when they were in a tuxedo.
“How have you managed to stay single for so long?” asked Alexandria, bewildered by Wallace’s perpetual bachelor status.
“I could ask you the same thing,” he frowned down at her.
“What?” asked Alex, looking worryingly down at her gown.
“Hell! Conner and I are gonna have to beat ‘em off with a stick tonight! And here I was planning on having a nice, boring evening, just smiling and making Mother proud,” he grumbled. They both laughed at that thought.
“The only way we’re going to make her proud, is if we all end up married this year,” chuckled Alex.
Wallace visibly shuddered. “Ugh, let’s get going. The sooner we’re there, the sooner we’re home.”
Jameason drove Alexandria’s parents in their Jaguar, ahead of the Range Rover that she and her brothers traveled in. The men were talking in the front seat about some of the latest gossip they had picked up from Jameason earlier in the evening, and Alex was letting her mind wonder in the backseat. Try as she might, she could not stop thinking about the sound that she had heard in the garden the night before.
It was threatening and imposing, as if trying to exert a feeling of imminent danger. Initially, it had rooted her to the spot, but surprisingly she broke the trance and willed herself to start moving. She was thankful that her legs had obeyed her command to move away.
The Rover pulled up in front of Lenley Hall, and a footman stepped forward to open Alexandria’s door, while her brothers climbed out. The footman stood staring at Alexandria, until Wallace walked up behind him and tapped him on the shoulder.
“Keys are still in the ignition,” said Wallace, in a steady but firm voice.
The footman, who looked to be Alex’s age, recovered and turned towards her brothers. He paled a bit further, looking up at the two, but remembered himself and handed Wallace the ticket he would need to recall the vehicle later in the evening. As the footman drove the Rover away, Alex narrowed her eyes at her two brothers and swatted Wallace’s arm.
“Be nice, you scared him,” she chastised.
“If he hadn’t, I would have,” said Conner.
“Damn right,” agreed Wallace.
Before she could scold them further, her parents joined them to enter together. Her father reached forward and straightened Alexandria’s wrap, then kissed her forehead.
“You look lovely, my dear. Ready to go in?” his eyes crinkled as he smiled down at her.
“As I’ll ever be, Father. We don’t have to stay too long, do we?” asked Alex, hoping this would pave the way for an early exit if she so desired one.
“Oh, no you don’t,” scolded her mother. “The three of you will find this evening a refreshing distraction. And besides, I understand Henry is back from university and I know he would love a few dances with you.”
Henry. The one young suitor that neither Wallace nor Conner would ever help scare away, because they knew that there was no chance Alexandria would agree to anything serious with him. He was one year older than Alexandria, and as the son of one her mother’s dearest friends, Lady Juliana was sure they were a match made in Heaven. Alexandria was sure that she would never last more than a day with Henry. He was sweet, but so boring that she found watching peeling paint a more interesting focus for her attention.
“Yeah, let’s go see Henry,” smirked Wallace.
She just rolled her eyes at him and turned towards the stairs that led to the estate’s entrance. Alexandria’s parents led the way, and she followed behind flanked by Wallace and Conner. As they were announced, several family friends began to come forward and greet them. Everyone seemed happy to welcome her parents, and Alexandria looked on with pride. Her parents were such good, kind people, and she was glad to see them warmly received.
When they all emerged into the main ballroom, Alexandria felt self-conscious, but hopeful that the night would move quickly and not drag by. It was a worry she need not have had, because young gentlemen were soon pressing to fill her dance card for the evening. She allowed several to secure a dance, but was successful at keeping her card from filling. Unfortunately, Henry also found her and asked for three dances, but she negotiated it down to two.
As the night wore on, so did her tired feet. She was happy to see her brothers dancing with several young ladies. It was obvious that all of them hoped to catch her brothers’ attention, but she knew that it would take more than just a pretty face to turn their heads. Wallace and Conner wanted the same thing she did: a marriage like their parents had. One built on mutual friendship, love and passion, which could see two people through a lifetime together. And until they each found someone they truly loved and respected, none of them were willing to flippantly enter into a relationship. She knew that both her brothers had dated different young ladies through their years at school and university, but none had really been ‘the one’.
After one particularly long turn around the ballroom, Alex found herself with a nice gap in her card. She made her way out onto one of the large balconies to take in a bit of fresh air. As she stepped into the clean, crisp air, she saw several couples huddled together in different places along the balcony, hoping for a moment of privacy both from the crush and probably from their parents. Such events were family affairs, but most of the young guests would rather be with their peers at clubs, Alex thought to herself.
Alexandria smiled and turned her attention towards the well lit grounds below, watching people mingle in the paths where snow had been cleared earlier in the day. Hiding behind a hedge, she mused, really did afford one privacy. The thought made her chuckle to herself, and she shook her head. She turned, leaning her back against the railing, and thankfully so, because she saw Henry inside obviously looking around hoping to spot her.
She slowly inched along the perimeter of the balcony until she came to a door leading to another room, and made a hasty exit before he saw her. She walked out of the parlor she found herself in, and entered a hall.
Alex was unsure where she should head next, but she was stopped by a young lady, working as a server for the evening, calling out her name at the end of the hall. Alex approached her, answering that she was indeed Alexandria.
“Thank you, Miss. You have a call. I was told to find you and tell you that you can take it in the office two doors down on the left.” Alex responded with her thanks and entered the office.
She had been in the room before, on a tour of the house when she was a very young girl. She remembered the heavy, antique mahogany desk with its intricate carvings of angels along each leg flanked by a wall of bookcases that went from the floor to the ceiling. She saw the phone sitting on Lord Lenley’s desk and made her way over to it. As she picked up the receiver, she heard the lock of the door click into place behind her, and cold, unadulterated panic flooded her system.
Alexandria did not dare turn around; hoping that the element of surprise could be on her side, rather than on the side of whomever had just sealed them inside the room. She pretended to answer the call, while she reached forward with her other hand to pick up the large mail opener which lay on the desk’s leather pad. Alex could feel her breathing and heart rate accelerate, but she tried desperately to sound normal when she spoke into the phone.
The phone line was dead. She knew that the longer she delayed, the closer the unknown and silent person behind her would come. Her brothers had always told her to never be taken or go down without trying to defend herself, and Alex knew she had little time and no real choice if she wanted to get away.
“Now or never,” she thought, and she twirled with the opener pointed away to protect herself.
The man had gotten closer than she realized, because when she spun he clasped a strong hand down on her right forearm and forced the opener out of her hand quickly. Though disarmed, Alexandria was not going anywhere without a fight. She brought her left hand down and scored his face with her nails, as she tried to bring her knee up to his groin at the same time. He grabbed her left arm as well, and angled his right leg to block her attack.
Using his leg, he swept her feet out from under her, and pushed forcefully against her arms as he released her, using the momentum to propel her to the floor. She fell hard against the wood planks, and felt the wind rush out of her lungs. Alex began to struggle up on her elbows when he pounced. He was astride her so quickly that she fell back and hit her head once more on the floor. Her eyes clouded with tears, but she willed herself to breathe and see. She knew she could not afford to lose consciousness now.
She got a clear look at his face then. He was beautiful in form, with wavy dark hair that touched his collar, but his eyes were devoid of any compassion, hard and unyielding. The evil she sensed within him came off in waves that felt suffocating to her. He had her legs and arms pinned, but seemed in no hurry now to do anything more. Alex began to fight again, but he pressed on her limbs and she was completely immobile, so strong was he. His eyes roamed over her face and searched her eyes.
He began to chuckle, and it was a deep, menacing sound that set her teeth on edge.
“Well, well, Arianna. Fighting like a girl! A human girl no less. I can’t believe that you would stoop to such antics,” he said in an understated and lethal tone.
Arianna? Alexandria looked desperately into her attacker’s face. She shook her head ever so slightly, praying he would realize his error.
“No, you’ve made a mistake. My name is not Arianna, it’s Alexandria. I don’t know who you are, but you’ve got the wrong person. Please, let me go,” she breathed out.
“Let you go?” he hooted incredulously. “I think not! I’ve been looking for you for a long, long time. I knew that you weren’t dead. There was no way you were defeated, much less dead. No, you’re coming with me, and you can be damn sure I will be well rewarded when I produce your pretty face to the council.”
He quickly shifted her arms above her head, pulling them painfully together and locked them in a vise-like grip with his left hand. She tried desperately then to buck him off and kick her legs, anything to remove his weight. He was so strong, that she doubled her efforts. But she was rewarded with a sound slap from his right hand, and then his hand moved to squeeze her cheeks, forcing her eyes to look at his.
“I don’t know what you’re playing at, but this is fun! Keep it up. We don’t have to go anywhere just yet, we could have a bit of fun,” he whispered, and lowered his face so that his lips hovered just above hers.
Bile rose up in her mouth as she realized what he was threatening to do to her, and she took in a deep breath preparing to scream to anyone within the sound of her voice. He sensed her intent and moved his hand from her cheeks to her throat and clamped down hard. He squeezed and lifted her head up long enough to slam it back down on the hardwood. He repeated this once more, and then moved in such a swift and unnatural way, that he had them both on their feet with her neck still in his hand. Alex felt him lift her slightly, and she registered that her toes were just barely touching the floor.
Alexandria was sure that he could snap her neck if he wanted to, and she knew that she did not have the physical strength to remove his hand. She also doubted now that her voice could produce a scream, and what if her brothers or someone else did hear her? She refused to let this monster hurt anyone else due to a case of mistaken identity and misplaced rage. There was only one thing that came to her mind, one word that suddenly became a litany, a prayer, a plea – “Ganymede!”
Alex began to scream his name out in her mind, knowing that he could hear her that way just as well as if she had spoken it aloud. Her assailant was squeezing her throat so hard that she was beginning to lose focus on his face, but she heard his sharp intake of breath, and felt a tremor begin in his arm.
“No,” he hissed, and turned Alexandria, so that she was positioned between himself and Ganymede.
He was there in the room with them, and he was real.
Alexandria was so happy to see him, that new tears formed in her eyes, but they were tears of gratitude. She could feel the man behind her shifting nervously and inching them closer to the window. His intent was clear; he hoped to make a dash for it. Whether he intended to take her along with him remained to be seen.
Ganymede kept his eyes locked on the man’s face, never once looking into her eyes.
“You cannot win, Bertrand. What you have done here will not be allowed, and will not go unpunished. Release her.” His words sounded calm and measured, but they reverberated around the room with such force that several crystal frames and vases shook. His words were a command that could not be denied, and Bertrand quaked at the authority Ganymede wielded like a sword.
In a desperate attempt to save himself, Bertrand threw Alexandria across the room into a table as if she were a ragdoll, knocking it over as she and the table hit the ground. The table splintered, and she was sure she had broken something within herself too. A blinding light filled the room, and she heard a strangled scream that ended in a gurgling crunch. She heard the window breaking, and glass flying outwards into the shrubbery.
Ganymede was at her side then, holding his hand under her head. He pulled it back for a moment and observed the blood that thickly covered his fingers. Alexandria smiled up at his face, perfect and young, just as it had been so many years ago.
“You came,” she squeaked, unable to get anything more from her throat.
A sad, slow smile crossed his lips.
“Yes, I am here, dear one. I am so very sorry that I was not here sooner.” He shook his head with regret as he looked down at her. His eyes quickly swept over her body, taking stock of all her injuries. Tears welled up in her eyes once more and she began to feel cold all over.
“Hush, now,” he crooned. “All will be well again. Close your eyes and let me fix this, Alexandria. All will be well,” he whispered again, as he leaned forward and placed his forehead against hers.
What she felt was unlike any sensation she had ever experienced before. It felt as though warm, melted gold had been poured into her head, and it slowly swept down throughout her body. She felt her skull fuse back together, ribs meet back up in her chest, and her leg, which she had not noticed sticking out at an odd angle, set itself. Though this should have caused her more pain, she only felt warmth. She lifted her left hand up to his shoulder and patted him, to let him know she was experiencing the healing he was bestowing on her.
He stayed like that, forehead to forehead for another minute as if in prayer, then he pulled his head back and looked into her eyes. A warm smile graced his lips, and he brushed her hair out of her face.
“Thank you. Oh, thank you so much,” whispered Alexandria, as fresh tears came unbidden to her eyes once again.
“Shhh, do not cry, sweet child,” he whispered back, as he began to rock her in his arms. “I am just sorry that I was not aware of his presence sooner. This should never have happened. Never.”
“Who was he, and why did he call me Arianna? I don’t understand any of this,” she hiccupped. She was trying to retain what shredded bit of composure she had left, but it was quite an internal battle. She had never had anyone lay hands on her before, and certainly not one so determined to hurt her so badly.
Alex and Ganymede could hear voices in the hallway, getting closer and closer. It was her brothers looking for her. “Dear Lord,” she thought, “what do I tell them? How do I explain this?” She looked into Ganymede’s beautiful, clear blue eyes, hoping for answers and reassurance.
“No, there is no need to speak of this now. You are not finished healing, so close your eyes and rest, dear one.” She was so afraid that he would bring on sleep as he did that night so long ago in Egypt, that she spoke urgently.
“No, please not yet. Please, I need to know how he found me and what just happened. Please, Ganymede, I don’t want to sleep,” she pleaded. She could hear someone working on the lock. It would not be long now, before her brothers gained entry.
“Ganymede, please,” she breathed out, and shook from her shock and still flowing tears.
He placed a finger over her lips. “I promise Alexandria, you will have answers, but you must sleep now.” His last word resonated within and she could feel her eyes growing heavy.
“No,” she whimpered, “no, I don’t understand.”
Her tears were almost Ganymede’s undoing, but he held fast and made sure that she succumbed to sleep before releasing her. He knew that the door was almost open, but he lingered for a last few seconds to look down at her. His eyes flashed with anger over what had happened there, and he turned from Alexandria. Time had run out for him, but it was all just beginning for her.
“I’ll not leave you,” he quietly vowed, and with that he vanished from the room.
Time seemed to stand still for Wallace and Conner. As soon as they managed to get the door open, they could not process what their eyes took in. Broken furniture was strewn about the room and Alexandria lay in the middle of what used to be a small side table. She was completely motionless, and it was obvious that she had battled for her life in the small confines of the office. Both brothers rushed forward and fell to their knees on either side of her, unsure if it was wise to move her, or foolish to leave her lying on the floor for another moment, fearing that she needed immediate care.
Their eyes locked, as they reached a silent agreement. They both lifted her and began to carry her down the back hallway which led out to the area where all of the guests’ cars were parked until they were recalled. They shifted her into Wallace’s arms, so that Conner could open doors and make sure the halls were clear of people who would love to grab on to anything they thought could be used as a tasty bit of gossip.
Conner had asked the servant who helped them enter the office to summon Lord Lenley and their parents as well, and then to come back and stand guard at the room’s entrance. Neither brother wanted their parents to see the room, and they knew that Alexandria would not want the other guests to see her in her current state. There would be too many questions.
“What has happened?” Lord Lenley questioned the brothers, as he caught up with them. “Is she alright?”
“No, she’s not alright,” seethed Wallace, through clenched teeth.
“Did she faint?” he pressed.
“No, she was attacked, Lord Lenley,” responded Conner, “in your office. We asked a servant to let us in once we realized she was trapped inside. And we’ve asked that same person to stand outside the door, keeping people away until we sort this out, once she finds our parents.”
“Dear God! I’ll keep the room completely sealed. Do you want me to call a friend I have at MI-5? He’ll handle this quietly, if that’s what you want,” suggested Lord Lenley. Both Wallace and Conner knew that would work in everyone’s best interest, because none of them wanted the scandal.
“Yes, do that. Our parents are being discretely led this way. We’ll take her to hospital and then call you from there. Make sure your friend goes over that room with a fine brush. I don’t want one piece of evidence comprised.” Conner’s tone brokered no argument, and Lord Lenley quickly agreed.
“I pray that she’s alright, boys,” he said. Wallace gave him a tight nod, and they turned and continued on their way to the SUV.
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Beeping. The slow steady rhythm of machines called to Alexandria, but coming to the world where they existed seemed so very hard. She was sure that she could make out her parents talking in hushed tones to other unfamiliar voices, maybe a doctor or a nurse, she just could not be sure. Then, she knew she heard Wallace arguing with someone that they were not doing enough to bring her around, while Conner tried to calm him down. How badly she wanted to reach out and tell him she was there and that Ganymede had already healed the worst of her injuries.
Ganymede. Even in this strange, disconnected state, she could see his face. It was the one image that rang strong and true. Those clear blue eyes, so perfect and so kind. What was happening? Ganymede had called the man Bertrand, but was he a man? There was something unnatural about the way he had lifted them both into a standing position, while still gripping her neck. His movements had been fluid and fast, but not quite right. Oh, she could not hold on to the thought. And Ganymede. How could she explain to her parents, to her brothers, to investigators? Surface, she willed herself. Surface and find the answers! But her mind met her with blackness again.
The beeping was finally becoming loud enough that she could hang onto it and not lose it. The fog that had kept her unconscious was receding and Alex slowly lifted her eyelids. They felt heavy and they tried to close on her several times before she could make them stay open. The room she found herself in was a little out of focus, so she squinted and continued opening and closing her eyes until she could really see her surroundings. She was most definitely in a hospital room, all sterile and white, she told herself.
A tower containing a monitor stood to the left side of her bed and another held a bag of liquid, its tubes snaking down into the back side of her left hand. She moved her head slowly, looking around, and beheld her parents. They were both asleep, and leaning into one another on a couch in the corner of the room by a large window. Soft light filtered in, giving her no indication of what time it might be.
Tentatively, she lifted her right hand to push her hair out of her eyes, and was surprised that such a slight motion could make her feel dizzy and winded. She pushed herself up just a little more in the bed, but that movement woke her parents. They were both on their feet then, and her mother was the first to reach her side.
“Oh sweetheart,” she breathed. “Thank the good Lord!” Tears welled in her eyes, as she settled herself beside her daughter.
“No, Mother, don’t cry. I’m okay. How long have I been asleep?” asked Alexandria, hoping her question would distract her mother from her sadness.
Her father reached forward and brushed her hair off of her forehead, while her mother placed Alex’s right hand between her two palms and began to stroke her daughter. Alexandria knew that her mother and father needed to touch her to make sure she was still there with them. And the gentle gesture reassured her as well. It was her father who spoke and answered her question.
“You’ve been asleep since last night. It’s almost four in the afternoon, so not quite twenty-four hours. Alexandria, we want to know what happened, but only when you’re ready to tell us. We want you to know that we’ll not rush you, darling.” The anguish in his voice was her undoing, and tears began to run unchecked down her cheeks. Her parents cocooned her while she quietly let her grief run its course.
Alexandria knew that whatever had been within her and a part of her childhood - the strange occurrences, the differences that no one could account for, had finally caught up with her. She had been running away for so long, almost in a desperate flight to ‘be normal’, but she had always known that eventually she could not run anymore. And her time had most assuredly run out the previous night, she told herself.
“Shhh, baby,” crooned her mother, “it’s alright, everything’s going to be alright.” They stayed like that for a long while, the three of them just soaking up the comfort and love that was freely offered and so easily received.
Finally, her father broke through the quiet, saying, “I suppose I should let the doctors know that you’re awake, Alex. I’ll be right back.” Her father walked slowly from the room, as if reluctant to let the two of them from his sight.
As he left the room, Alex squeezed her mother’s hand. “I’m so sorry, Mother. I’ve no idea why this happened, but I’m just so sorry.”
“No, you will not place the blame for this on yourself. I forbid it,” her mother said, with steel in her voice. “Whoever did this to you is solely responsible, Alex, no one else. And we’ll make sure the filth is caught and dealt with.”
Alexandria had not seen Bertrand’s demise, but from the furry in Ganymede’s eyes and the sounds she heard in Lord Lenley’s office, she was sure he had not only been killed, but wiped from existence. Alex doubted that anyone would ever see any piece of him again. But this was not something she ever intended to share with her mother. No matter how strong and supportive her parents were, she just did not know how to tell them about Ganymede. She really did not understand, herself.
“Where are Wallace and Conner?” asked Alex, realizing that neither was present.
“Oh, we sent them home a few hours ago to rest. Wallace was constantly creating a commotion with the doctors here, so we thought it best to make them leave for a bit. Hopefully, we’ll be heading home soon, and you’ll see them there,” her mother answered, still gently stroking Alex’s hand between hers.
The door to her room opened and her father re-entered followed by two doctors, one much older than the second. She drew a deep breath in. She knew the older doctor’s face. She could not place where or when she had met him, but she knew him. Her mother mistook the breath for pain and worryingly looked at Alex.
“Well, well, she is indeed awake,” said the senior doctor, looking intently at Alexandria. She wondered if he was looking for any sign of recognition.
“Alexandria, I am Dr. Holbrook and this is Dr. McLaren. We are in charge of your care while you’re here. Your parents have been quite anxious for you to wake. Let’s take a look, shall we?” he said in a friendly enough tone, but one that reeked of authority and brokered no argument.
Alexandria’s parents moved back to make way for the two doctors. Dr. Holbrook led the examination, which was brief but thorough. He asked her to touch her fingers to her nose and follow his finger back and forth. He asked questions that showed she could recall long-term information. He then reached forward and felt along the back of her skull and pressed on her ribs gently.
Alexandria’s eyes never left his and once he was finished he looked directly into her eyes. Why could she not remember how she knew this man, she asked herself. He smiled and stepped back to allow Dr. McLaren access to her leg, the one that Ganymede had set back in the office. Dr. Holbrook turned and began talking with her parents. He told them that if she continued to improve through the night he would release her in the morning, but he wanted her to rest one more evening under their observation.
“A sound knock on the head is nothing to play with. Lord Errol and Lady Juliana, would you please follow Dr. McLaren to his office? I would like for him to go over some possible complications of a head injury, which we would like you to help us watch for once she’s released into your care. I don’t foresee any problems, but I want to be prepared,” Dr. Holbrook advised them.
He looked over the rim of his glasses at her parents when he said this, and they reluctantly agreed to leave her. “Don’t worry, I’ll wait here with Alexandria until you return. She won’t be alone.” This final reassurance settled the matter.
“We’ll be right back, dear,” said her mother, and they followed the young doctor out of the room.
He turned his eyes towards her and smiled again. Dr. Holbrook walked back over and sat down on the side of her bed, sighing.
“Well, well, Alex. What a pickle we’re in now, huh, sweetie?” he chuckled.
Alexandria’s mouth dropped open and then she snapped it closed, unsure what response to give. Was he talking about the obvious, or did he know what really happened in that room, she wondered to herself. How could he, she asked?
As if in answer to her silent question, he patted her leg. “It’s alright, dear. I know all about it,” he sighed again and shook his head. “I know about Ganymede, and I know about Bertrand. This was never supposed to happen, but now that it has, I think it’s safe to say we have a lot to discuss.” He angled his head at her silence, and waited for her to say something to him.
“Who are you? You’re not really a doctor are you?” Alexandria grabbed the bed’s control and used it to move herself into a sitting position. She did not know if she would need to be ready to make a run for it, but lying down did not seem like the best way to protect herself.
“Stop for just a moment, Alexandria, and feel. You know what I’m talking about. You can sense who is friend and who is foe. I mean you no harm.” He now looked at her over the rim of his glasses, his bushy grey hair falling forward as he tilted his head towards her.
She breathed in slowly, staring directly into his eyes. She allowed the long hidden ribbon to slowly unfurl from her mind, and she felt it inching towards the doctor who was sitting still and patiently waiting on her. He seemed to anticipate what was coming and he exhaled just as her mind connected with his.
Alex saw scenes from his past, before his hair turned grey, laughing and running with another young man, as if in a race. She saw him tending to wounded soldiers on a battlefield that looked like World War I trenches, and then her vision skipped to him helping emaciated Jews leave a concentration camp. “Thank you, John,” the man wheezed out between labored breaths. This man was good to his core. She had nothing to fear, and she withdrew her connection to him and once again looked up into his eyes.
She raised a shaky hand to her forehead and noticed that it was damp with sweat. “Good Lord, what is happening? I want answers and I want them now. You will start talking, and you will explain why I almost died last night!” She realized she had all but roared her last words as a command. “Please,” she added a bit less loudly, deciding that being rude to the one person before her with answers probably was not the best approach to take.
“Yes, ma’am,” he laughed, as his eyebrows darted up. “First, I want you to know that I have nothing to hide from you, and I will make sure that you get all of the answers you are looking for, whether you know the questions to ask right now or not. In time, you will have all the information you seek. I’m not going anywhere and I have every intention of making sure you are safe. In fact, your safety is our primary objective now.”
Alexandria held up her hand, “Wait, you said, ‘our’ not ‘my’. Who else is with you?”
“Oh, there are many who have a vested interest in your safety. Not one of them expected Bertrand to find you and come after you the way he did, but we cannot change what has happened,” he said heavily.
“And now, whether for better or worse, you are on the edge of a great precipice, Alexandria. You say you want answers, and answers you shall have. But understand that by calling Ganymede and asking for these answers, you cannot go back to ignorant bliss.”
“You will know who and what you are, but knowledge comes at a price. Not a price you cannot pay, but a price that may make demands on you. You may have to rise to the challenge of those demands. I cannot ask you if you are prepared for what lies ahead, because you have no frame of reference right now, but are you willing to concede that this knowledge may change the course your life has been on up until now?” he asked her gently.
Alexandria drew in a long, deep breath. All of her past questions, feelings of insecurity and bewilderment, and the sheer terror she felt at Bertrand’s hands culminated in one clear thought, the only decision she thought she could make at the crossroads where she now stood.
“I understand things are about to change, John, but I don’t think I can live like this anymore. I want to know who I am and what is happening.” Alexandria was proud that her voice did not betray the fear that she really felt deep down inside. Yes, she admitted to herself, she was out of time and out of options. If information could help her protect herself and those she loved in the future, then it was answers she wanted.
“My brave, sweet girl,” smiled John, “I am so proud of you. I know that you’re scared to death, but bravery in the face of insurmountable odds is the mark of a truly courageous soul. And you will find that deep within you beats a heart that’s true and gallant. All those faced with such choices as yours either decide to run and cower, or face it head on, and face it we shall together. You’ll not be in this alone, Alexandria, that I swear to you,” he promised, and Alexandria gave herself over to the trust that he was extending to her. Holding onto it, as if it were her new lifeline.
“What can you tell me right now? I have a feeling there is more for you to share than what one conversation can hold.”
“Indeed, Alexandria. I can share some bits of information with you now, and the rest will come as you indicate you’re ready to hear more,” he said.
Alex began to shake her head, “No, don’t patronize me, please. I don’t want to be spoon-fed information; I want to understand and I want to know everything. Don’t treat me like I’m a child who cannot handle what you have to tell me. If I could live through last night and all that happened around me when I was a child, I can hear the truth now. I’m twenty-one years old; I am an adult.” The last thing Alex wanted now was to be patted on the head as if she were five.
Dr. Holbrook chuckled, “No, I don’t suppose you want to be treated like a child. I’m not denying you what you need, Alexandria. But trust me, too much information will overwhelm you, possibly even frighten you, and that is what we don’t want to do.” He looked out of the window for a long moment, then turned back to her and gave her a quick nod as if he had just made a decision about something.
“Now, what I can tell you is this: Ganymede is indeed real. He has been by your side from the day you were born and he will be with you until your last day on this earth. He loves you and has only your best interests at heart. He will come to your aid whenever you call for him, but our goal is to get you to a point where you can take care of yourself, defend yourself and protect those you love, so that you won’t have to rely on Ganymede to do that for you.” He was looking at her face closely as if gauging her reaction to what he was saying so far.
“Is Ganymede an angel?” she asked. She was pretty sure she had worked this much out, unless of course he was some sort of alien. If that were true, she decided she might not want to know anymore after all.
“Yes,” he smiled warmly, “and he is a very powerful angel at that. Ganymede was one of the first and he has been our Lord’s companion and emissary for longer than either of us can imagine.”
“Go, on, please,” encouraged Alex.
He cleared his throat for a moment before he spoke again. “Bertrand is, or shall I say, was, the antithesis of Ganymede. He and his kind abhor all that is good about this world and the next. They do not want to see any of us dedicated to the side of right succeed in the work that we do. They’re a constant hindrance and a constant danger,” he said, his lips twisting sourly. “That’s why we have to make sure you are prepared for his kind.”
“Why single me out? What makes me different enough that they would even be aware of me?” asked Alex. This was what she had wanted to know for so long – why was she different than everyone else she knew.
“Yes, that gets to the heart of things, doesn’t it? And that, my dear, is an answer that I hesitate to give you today,” he said, holding up his hands to stop Alex, as she was already opening her mouth to interrupt him.
“You are different, Alexandria, more so than you can even imagine. You are a very unique young lady, even in our world. I want you to know that I am not trying to hedge your question, but that is the one question I cannot, or rather, should not answer, as it is not my story to tell, but yours and Ganymede’s. He should be the one to explain.”
“So I should summon him again, is that the way of it?” She knew she sounded exasperated, but honestly her nerves were stretched to the breaking point, and once she had made the decision to know the truth, by goodness she wanted all of it and quickly. Enough with the constant skirting of the truth.
“No, Alexandria, you should not call on Ganymede right now, because your parents and someone called Jameason are on their way back to us. There is an investigator coming in about thirty minutes to question you, and unfortunately, your parents have also employed security who will be arriving shortly and we’ll have to deal with that.”
“How do you know all of this? Are you sensing it somehow?” asked Alexandria, astounded that he had rattled off such a detailed list of who was coming and when.
“No, dear,” he laughed, “I have been in and out of this room since last night and I have overheard your parents’ plans. I also happen to know how long it takes to walk to Dr. McLaren’s office from your room and I think that they should be returning shortly. So as I said, more information is coming, but first we need to get you out of here and deal with the investigator’s questions which may be a little tricky to get around.”
Alexandria looked over at the window for just a moment. “Okay, Ganymede, I know you can hear me,” she thought. “I’ll wait a little longer, because I don’t think my parents can handle this right now, but please stay with me and promise me I’ll understand soon.”
She looked back over at Dr. Holbrook. “I’m not angry with you, I just want to know,” she sighed. “So how then do we talk to an investigator? I don’t think you want me telling him an angel came in and saved me from an attacker with supernatural powers, do you?”
“Alexandria,” he admonished, “this is nothing to joke about. Indeed, you will omit any reference to Ganymede or Bertrand. You will tell them that you received word that you had a call, entered Lord Lenley’s office and heard an assailant lock you in. You fought, but his face was masked and you never actually saw him. Tell them that he called you Rebecca, and when he heard your brothers approaching, he threw you down onto the table and broke through the office’s window so he could escape.”
As John was giving her an acceptable accounting for the assault, Alexandria saw the attack flash before her eyes, and she closed them tightly hoping it would help her block out the graphic images. She could see Bertrand’s face inching closer to hers as he whispered menacingly, “We don’t have to go anywhere just yet, we could have a bit of fun.”
“Alexandria, look at me,” implored John. “You are safe now. I know these images are going to resurface for a while, but no one else is going to lay a finger on you. We have many in place now protecting you and your family. Try to concentrate on that feeling of safety, and perhaps it will help just a bit.”
“Thank you,” she replied, nodding her head slowly to reassure him that she would try. At that last comment, the door to her room opened and Jameason walked in carrying a small, soft cooler. He smiled warmly at his young charge, and came over to the side of her bed.
“Well, what’s all this?” asked Dr. Holbrook, gesturing to the bag.
“Good evening, doctor,” replied Jameason crisply. “This is a bit of soup and fresh baked bread for Alexandria. Would that be an acceptable dinner?” Always proper, mused Alex. She smiled up at Jameason. Lord, how she loved this man she thought to herself. He was like a grandparent to her and she was so happy to see him, safe and dapper.
“Oh, I would think soup would be just fine.” He stood and looked down at Alex, back in charge of the room. “Start with the broth and if that stays down, you can try a bit of the bread, alright? I’ll be back in a few hours to check on you for the night, Alexandria.” He smiled at them both and then took his leave.
Jameason began setting the small hospital table for her supper and when he was finished, he helped her sit up a little more and placed a napkin in her lap. She ate while he distracted her with small talk about Dudley and the preparations for New Years’ Day. About halfway through the meal her parents joined them and they all avoided the elephant in the room, so Alexandria could enjoy the food.
After dinner, just as Dr. Holbrook had predicted, two investigators came to ask Alexandria for her account of the previous night’s attack. Harris Wilborough and Nigel Hughes, both of MI-5, had been called upon to handle the investigation in hopes that their expertise and discretion would help to solve the case quickly and quietly. Alex’s family had already worked with a few close and powerful friends to make sure nothing about the story made it to the papers or the Internet.
Her parents and Jameason remained in the room during the interview, and Alex hated that they had to hear a description of someone hurting her, but she repeated the story that John had asked her to tell. It was really the only one she could tell. She focused on a small spot on the bed’s blanket and told the story to that spot, so that she would not have to see the pain in their eyes. When the two were finished recording her statement, they asked her several questions, and she could easily tell they were trying to verify her story and look for holes. She held fast to her version and did not waver.
“Well, I can tell you that his prints are known to us,” Agent Wilborough told her parents. “He has quite an extensive file with Interpol and our agency, as well. We can’t give you false hope that he’s still in the area. This one’s quite good at slipping away quickly, but we hope that knowing he’s looking for a Rebecca, who most likely matches your daughter’s description in this area, will help us catch him when he resurfaces.”
“If you will agree, we would like to place agents with you here and at your home until he’s apprehended,” asked agent Hughes. “Knowing his history for violence, we want to make sure that he doesn’t come back to finish what he started, even though your daughter didn’t see his face.”
Alex thought that this was probably something they would normally just do, but out of deference to her parents, they were asking for permission. She silently prayed they would refuse. She did not know how she would meet with John and the others he spoke of, if she were being watched.
“No, thank you, gentlemen,” her father said, shaking his head. “We’ve already employed security both at our home and here. If you like, you can come by the Manor to make sure they’re properly set up, but I have hired a top firm’s best men and I think we’ll be well protected. What I would like, are frequent updates.”
Alexandria could tell the two agents were not happy with her father’s decision, but they agreed to stay in contact with him. They also pushed to come to the Manor that same night to inspect the net the security detail had established for the family.
Her father agreed and as they took their leave, Agent Wilborough paused in the doorway of the room and told Alex how sorry they were that she had met up with her assailant. He vowed they would do everything in their power to find him. She thanked him, but also silently thanked Ganymede for obliterating such a venomous creature. He would never hurt anyone else again, and that was the only thought that allowed her to get some sleep that night.
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After a few more tests and several walks up and down the hospital corridor, Alexandria was released the next morning. Jameason had taken the night watch in order to allow Alex’s parents to go home and rest. Two security gentlemen were posted outside her room and others were inconspicuously scattered around the hospital grounds. Even the MI-5 agents had to begrudgingly admit, that her father had indeed hired a firm who took their clients’ safety seriously.
The lead guard, Mr. Jackson Campbell, was young but he was the point man on the assignment. He was one of the two who stood vigil outside her room throughout the night, and all others, both at the hospital and the Manor, reported to him. After a quick shower, Alex dressed in the soft sweats that Jameason had brought with him and prepared to leave. Jackson came in the room when Dr. Holbrook returned with final instructions, and John reminded Alex that he would see her within the next day or so at home to check in on her.
If Jackson thought this odd, he did not let on. He just stood quietly in the corner of the room taking it all in. Jameason also had no comment, as he was used to people showing great kindness and consideration to the Groabans. She heard Jackson speaking quietly into a small communication device that she could not see, but one that he obviously had in his ear, preparing everyone for their immanent departure. But before they could leave the room, Wallace and Conner entered looking relieved to see her standing and walking unassisted.
“What are you two doing here?! I thought you’d been banned from this hospital?” laughed Alex, shaking her head.
“I’d like to see them try to keep me out of this place,” said Wallace. He walked forward and gave her a gentle hug. “How are you, sis?”
“I’m doing alright, I think.” Alex kept her right arm around Wallace and extended her left hand to Conner, who stepped forward and clasped it.
“Thank you both for getting me out of that room. Mother told me that you came in and found me.” Alex shook her head sadly. “I wish you’d not seen me like that, but thank goodness you came.”
Conner stroked her head and he shushed her. “No dear, we’re sorry that he had enough time to hurt you. But you can rest assured that we won’t let anyone come within a kilometer of you again. We just need to get you home now.”
Wallace smiled at her, but she could tell it was a little forced. “You ready to get out of this smelly place?” he asked.
“Absolutely!” she nodded.
They left by a rear exit, the security team monitoring their every step. They were flanked by six guards, three in front and three in back as they walked. Alex was further cushioned by Jameason at her side and her brothers behind her. Even though she knew that an ordinary human would have trouble breaking through the wall of testosterone, she did not doubt for a moment that were Bertrand still alive, he would be able to quickly subdue all those around her and reach her with little or no effort.
That thought was sobering. She did not want anyone there or at home to get hurt if someone or something came for her again. But how could she give her family and the new security team the slip, Alexandria wondered. In her heart, she could not do that to them at present. Her family seemed so fragile right now, because in a way, they felt the effects of the attack as well.
She knew that if anyone told her that Wallace or Conner had been savagely beaten, how sick and furious she would feel. Alex wondered if her family would ever let her out of their sight again. At some point she would have to return to work and life as it was before, and that, she decided, would be her best opportunity to meet with John and the ‘others’ he had mentioned.
Her brothers and Jameason climbed into their Land Rover and Jackson took the wheel. The rest of the team climbed into two other SUVs and put one in front and one behind the Rover. She smiled at Jameason, because she knew he hated for anyone else to drive him anywhere. But he was not given the option, and he did not raise the issue at all. He sat quietly up front with Jackson and surveyed the road ahead.
The drive home was, thankfully, uneventful. They turned off of the main road onto the long, winding drive that led to the Manor. She noticed several additional security men scattered throughout the trees and hills and wondered how many were on the property. There were just too many guards to call Ganymede to her side for answers, she thought.
Then she thought back to that night so long ago in Egypt, when he had taken her mind somewhere else, while leaving her body in her bedroom. Perhaps she could ask him to do that again, she pondered. Then, she considered to herself, her family would never suspect her leaving the grounds.
This was what Alexandria did not want. The more she thought about all of the security she saw, the more trapped she felt. She never liked it when her father had hired security personnel before, but some of the locations the family traveled to in the past had warranted extra protection. She knew that she would have to deal with this for now, because her family needed it more than she did.
She looked up and caught Jackson watching her in the rearview mirror. Their eyes locked for a brief moment before they each looked away. Uncanny, she thought, that he would look back when she was planning ways to handle his presence.
Once they pulled up to the front of the house, Jackson stepped out while a man from the rear SUV came forward and climbed into the driver’s seat. Her brothers opened the rear doors on either side of her, and she slid out on Conner’s side because it was closest to the Manor’s front door. Her parents came out, and enveloped her in tender hugs.
Her mother and Jameason began to walk her inside. But Alex looked briefly back over her shoulder, and saw her brothers and father in deep discussion with Jackson and another older guard. All three SUVs drove off towards the garage, while the men continued talking and planning. Planning, Alex thought, of how to keep her there and safe.
The rest of that afternoon and the next two days were spent napping, reading and watching movies indoors. Her parents had a nice collection of classic films and Cary Grant seemed to dominate the screen. After one too many black and white films, Wallace finally had all he could stand and purchased, “something with explosions,” as he put it. Both Wallace and Conner frequently stepped out to take calls on their mobiles, trying to stay in touch with those they worked with. Both were expected back on their jobs within the next two weeks, and Alex was both relieved and deeply worried.
Wallace had recently been promoted to the position of director for the World Diamond Council, and he was needed regularly in London and Africa in the organization’s campaign to stop conflict diamonds from making their way to the global black market. Conner’s team would be reassembling shortly at the dig site on the Isle of Wight after the holidays, and as the leader of the project, he could not be tardy.
Alex lay back in her cushy chair as the sounds of aliens and bombs detonating filled the room around her. She twirled the remote between her fingers as she wondered how she could get John Holbrook to the house, sooner rather than later. John spoke of others, so surely those others could help look after her brothers too. Was that too much to ask, she wondered. She just did not know, because she really did not know John or the others.
A loud crash sounded on the screen and an alien bounded over a large vehicle to pin an actress to the ground. He turned his head in an all too familiar motion. It moved exactly as Bertrand had when he inspected her while she was trapped beneath his body. She felt chilled to the bone, as she saw Bertrand’s face flash before her eyes, lowering towards hers. “Fighting like a human!” His words echoed viciously in her mind again. She was startled out of the memory when the remote clattered to the hardwood floor.
“You okay, Alex?” asked Conner from a chair off to her left.
“Yep! Just gonna go to the bathroom for a moment,” she covered, and quickly made her way out of the room. Conner gave her a concerned look as she passed by, but she evaded any questions he might have had.
After visiting the restroom in her bedroom upstairs, Alex did not want to go back to the movie. It was just too surreal, and she felt raw inside. For the last two days she had been quite efficiently handed from one family member to another so that they could keep perpetual watch over her. She was never alone, and she was beginning to feel like she was rapidly approaching a breaking point if she were not allowed some space. Even when she was able to evade her brothers, Jackson showed up and would silently stand guard. It was just too much.
She grabbed a coat and made her way down a back staircase and headed outside. Just before she opened the door, she paused and silently asked Ganymede to be with her. She had not talked to him since returning home, instead using the past few days to heal, rest, and reassure her family that she was okay. She opened the door to find three expectant labs wagging their tails and ready for a walk.
Alexandria smirked, “Well, guys. Ready to try it again?” And she followed the dogs out into the crisp, winter air, drawing in deep cleansing breaths into her lungs.
7
Alexandria walked quietly along the back garden paths for almost an hour. The solitude was both refreshing and invigorating. She stopped occasionally and threw a stick for one of the dogs to chase, or scrubbed their heads before they ran away to play again. Finally, she brushed off snow from a bench and took a seat just to let her mind wander. There was so much to think about, so much to process. The one thing that came back to her mind, time and again, was how easily Bertrand had lifted her and thrown her. That was a feeling she never wanted to be on the receiving end of again. She wanted that power. Not to dominate and hurt, but to shield herself and her family.
Looking out over the frozen landscape, she vowed that no matter what she had to go through to get it, she would figure out how to have it and wield it. She would never be a victim again.
“Never again,” she whispered aloud.
At the utterance of those words, she noticed that the already still surroundings became even more quiet, felt more brittle. Alexandria stood slowly and looked around, but spotted nothing. The dogs were close, but still playing, certainly not raising an alarm as they had before.
“Ganymede,” she thought, “I know that you’re here. And I know that you hear me. Come and show me the way. I’m ready.”
Alexandria felt as if a long suffering weight rose from her shoulders, at the utterance of those words. She felt relief all over and a small sob escaped her lips. She sat back down hard on the bench and gripped the edge with her hands, leaning forward as a surge of dizziness swept through her body. Her vision became a little blurry around the edges and she was sure that she was about to faint. Alex took slow breaths attempting to hang on to consciousness.
As she looked around, Alex saw that the world took on a green hue. Snow began to melt and she smelled the fragrance of the earth in the spring. She heard birds calling to their mates and saw butterflies flitting about bushes along the pathway. Her eyes quickly searched for the dogs, but they had vanished. Alexandria rose from the bench slowly and looked around. Just like the night on the beach so long ago, she felt Ganymede near her before she saw him. She turned slightly to her left and there he was. He was beautiful as before, and smiling at her.
This time Alex did not wait for an invitation, she simply strode forward and walked into Ganymede’s outstretched arms. Hugging him felt so natural and serene. Ganymede rested his chin on the top of her head and rocked her slowly back and forth. She knew that she could stay like that forever if he would allow it. Nothing could touch her there, no one or nothing.
“As much as I would love to hold you forever, I do not think that we could stay this way and watch the world pass us by, dear one,” he chuckled.
“No, I suppose not, but what say we give it a try? Just for a while?” mused Alexandria, still not releasing him.
“Alright,” he laughed once more. Alex could feel the rumble of laughter from his chest reverberate in hers and she felt totally content. Yes, she thought, she could stay like that for a long while.
Finally, Ganymede straightened and smoothed her hair out of her eyes with his hands. He held her at arm’s length and took in her appearance, as if to reassure himself that she was fully healed and whole. She looked up into his blue eyes, so trusting and so benevolent.
“I have waited for this day for many years, Alexandria. I deeply regret that Bertrand’s aggression brought about your decision to call me. But we are here together, and together we can face anything.” He spoke with the hint of a question in his voice, as if he was unsure whether she really wanted him there or not.
Alexandria took a step away from Ganymede and looked out over the now lush countryside. The world just awakened for spring held so much promise, new wildlife and new growth just waiting to come forth. She looked back at Ganymede and shook her head slowly.
“I cannot pretend to know why Bertrand came at me with so much hate and violence, but nevertheless, I am not going to run and hide. Ganymede, you told me when I was a child, that I was brave and incredibly gifted. I’m ready to know what you meant. I have a feeling that things are about to get a lot more complicated for me, but I cannot ask anyone else to place themselves in harm’s way on my behalf. If something happened to my family, I would never forgive myself,” she exhaled heavily, and shook her head at the image her mind was painting.
Alexandria was deeply afraid that her family would suffer from some unknown threat which she felt to be looming over her now. Even though she had no idea how she could fight off Bertrand or his like, she was willing to learn. She caught Ganymede’s slow smile and then remembered that he could hear every thought and whisper her mind could form. Looking him in the eye then, she thought, “Tell me, Ganymede. Please.”
Ganymede took Alexandria’s hand and asked her if she would sit with him on the bench in her parents’ garden. Together, hand in hand, they took their seats and Alex steeled herself to hear what he had to say. He turned toward her just as he had on that piece of driftwood so long ago and looked down into her eyes, blue meeting blue.
Slowly, he began rubbing his thumb across the back of her hand as he spoke. “Alexandria, you and I have known each other for a very, very long time. I have been with you since your birth and I will be with you until the end of your days. But this has happened before, you see, you and I. Long ago, there were angels who were given permission to marry humans. Humans whom they loved and respected. Those marriages and unions often begat children who were incredibly gifted, powerful, and strong.”
Alexandria drew in a quick breath. She had heard of such children before, in church of all places. “They were called the heroes of old weren’t they? And they had a name that started with neph…, or something like that,” she said.
Yes, she remembered thinking that Hercules could have been real when she was a young girl, and was a little disappointed that her brothers did not agree with her way of thinking.
“Yes,” he smiled, “when humans told their stories, they often referred to these children as the Nephilim. They were unlike any other human children, and humans knew them for what they were. If the immortal children did not take precautions to limit or alter their interactions with humans, problems sometimes arose.” His eyes took on a faraway look, as if he were remembering times long since passed and challenges that she could not fathom. He refocused on her face and continued.
“Many Nephilim children were born, and still there can be some born today. They are very unique and most are gifted with long life, and abilities far beyond what most humans are capable of. Some have been here for millennia.”
Alex’s eyebrows rose sharply at that last statement. How could a being possibly live that long, what with disease and cellular deterioration, she wondered. Ganymede reached forward with his index finger and tapped the end of her nose.
“Sharp as ever, my dear,” he praised her.
Alexandria felt herself blush from head to toe.
“There are ways for the Nephilim to sustain their bodies through the ages, but life is not always easy for them. In today’s world, they must work diligently to avoid detection from authorities and unwanted attention. They are quite adept at living amongst humans and assuming identities which allow them to help their fellow man, to be an asset to the world. As the children of angels, most want to love, protect, and heal as many humans as they can. They understand that there is a greater good to be served while they walk this earth.”
“You said, ‘most’, but some don’t, like Bertrand. He was too fast and strong to just be human. So he was a Nephilim, just a very misguided one, huh?” Alex mused aloud. She shivered all over when she thought of him.
“Yes, Bertrand was also a Nephilim, but not of my kind,” said Ganymede sadly, and for the first time, Alexandria saw deep sorrow and hurt in his eyes. She took in a slow breath, because she could feel the chasm of sadness that spanned from his grief, and it felt as if she would be swept away by his feelings of disappointment and be consumed by them.
“Oh, Ganymede,” she whispered, “I’m so sorry.” Alexandria did not know what she was apologizing for, but she was sorry that he felt such anguish.
“No, sweet child,” he shook his head at her, and brushed her hair behind her ear. “This was all set in motion long ago, and it will continue for some time to come. You see, there are angels who serve the Lord, and want only to please Him and take care of all that He loves. They delight in what is good and what is right. I am one of the first angels. Along with Gabriel and Michael, I have been at the Lord’s side from the beginning, and I have served Him faithfully from the moment I was created.”
“Sadly, there are those who wanted more power, usurpers to the Lord, who were cast out for their disobedience and defiance. The denial of the power they sought made them bitter and angry. But they left still with a great amount of power, and their leader wanted to see the perpetuation of his followers. He allowed Nephilim to be born of his fallen angels as well.” Ganymede was watching her as a hawk watches its prey; carefully, as if she might bolt at any moment and he might have to lay chase.
Alexandria paled all over. She tried to speak, but her voice sounded dry and thin. “You’re talking about Lucifer aren’t you, Ganymede?” She was afraid to give voice to his name, as though he might suddenly appear before them once summoned.
“Yes, Alexandria. There are many names associated with him. Some call him the Devil, Beelzebub, Lucifer, or Iblis. I knew him by another name, when he was filled with radiance and integrity,” lamented Ganymede. A look of deep sorrow filled his eyes again. He slowly shook his head.
“He was a dear friend at one time, and all of us still want to love him as a brother, but this is not something that he welcomes. He still rejects the love that the Lord freely offered him, and he is determined to cause mischief and chaos amongst the humans who walk this earth. As long as he turns away from our Father, he will feel the loss of that love and Light, and his heart will remain hardened. It is a terrible burden to bear, but it is one of his own choosing.”
Alexandria reached forward with her left hand and laid it atop Ganymede’s hands, which still held her right palm. She squeezed his hands from both sides and tried to will her compassion and affection into him, to help him combat these dark memories. He smiled at her comfort and drew his hand to the top of the pile and patted her.
“Yes, it is a sadness, my dear, but I digress,” he said solemnly.
“Through the ages, many have wrongly believed that all Nephilim were evil or descended from angels who were cast out. This is not true. Those angels who still serve the Lord have, throughout the millennia, walked on this earth with His blessing. We have carried messages to humans, healed them, and at times lived amongst them. I have done this for thousands of years, coming and going as the Lord determines, providing aid and comfort to His people. Once, many thousands of years ago, I was given permission to marry a human woman who was a blessing I never thought I would receive. She was a true joy and I will be forever the better for sharing her life with her.”
Alexandria could actually see her face. As he spoke of her, she saw the two of them laughing and walking together hand in hand. When she was little, she remembered dreaming of this lady and she remembered her laughter. Warm and ebullient, it made her feel safe. She looked at Ganymede questioningly.
“I see her. Oh, Ganymede, she was beautiful. But I’ve seen her before, in my dreams when I was a child. How is that possible? Were you sharing your memory of her with me even then?”
“Yes, and no. She is always with me, as is the child that we had together. Her name was Maireid and she blessed me with a beautiful daughter. We called her Arianna.” Ganymede let this last statement hang in the air between them. His eyes bore into hers, as he waited for her to react to his last words.
Alexandria pulled her hands away from Ganymede and stood quickly. She immediately took a step back.
“Arianna?” she whispered. Alex felt as if the air was leaving her lungs too quickly and not enough was returning to them.
“What are you telling me? Your daughter was the same person Bertrand was looking for when he found me? What does that mean? I look like her and I, I, what? We’re so similar that you can talk to me, too?”
She found herself stuttering and floundering. Alex felt as if a dark shadow was creeping over her and preparing to engulf her like a tidal wave.
“What are you telling me, Ganymede?” she whispered, and kept a little distance between them while she stood and waited for his response.
His eyes never left hers as he stood slowly and stepped towards her.
“Please, Alexandria, do not be afraid. This is a hard truth, one I have wanted to share with you since you were a child, but I was not allowed to until you wanted the information in your own time and for your own reasons.”
“Arianna lived for a very long time. She was the first of the Nephilim and she grew to be very powerful. Her life was devoted to the care and preservation of human life. She became a teacher and a healer to the other Nephilim which followed her. She guided them on a path of righteousness.” Ganymede’s eyes glowed with pride and love, the look a parent has for their child.
“You’re speaking of her in past tense. Where is she?” Alexandria asked tentatively. “Did she die?” She felt like an intruder asking this question, but she could not stop herself.
Slowly nodding his head, he answered her. “Yes, she did perish, but she has returned.”
Neither said anything for several minutes. They just stood looking into each other’s eyes, waiting for those words to compel one of them into motion. Alexandria knew then, that this was what she would have heard back in Egypt when she was eight. How would she have processed it then, she asked herself. Better than right now? Or could there have ever been a moment when she heard Ganymede’s proclamation and felt prepared for the ramifications?
“Returned? Do you mean I am Arianna? But I know who I am! I am Alexandria Grace Groaban. I have parents and brothers who know me. Jameason has helped raise me from birth. How can I be Arianna, if I know that I am Alexandria?” Her voice strengthened with each question as if she was holding on to them as proclamations of her person.
“Arianna was greatly missed by the Nephilim she left behind here on earth. She was and is needed. But her life had come to an end and she finally knew peace, such as she could never have fathomed. When the others pleaded for her return, I was allowed to give her the option. I did not expect that permission to come, but He knows better than I do how His plans can best be fulfilled.”
“Arianna was reluctant to leave Paradise behind, but finally she agreed to return here if her soul could return first as a human. She wanted to know once and for all what it felt like to live as a human with no extraordinary powers or abilities. Just to be human for a brief time. She found that in you, Alexandria. You were chosen to be Arianna’s vessel and path back to earth.”
“But it didn’t work, did it? This plan that she had,” said Alexandria, feeling the color rise in her cheeks. “Some things couldn’t be held at bay, and they’ve been seeping in throughout my life. All the visions and voices, all of the times I knew I wasn’t quite like everyone else. Even my parents used to look at me as if they didn’t understand what I was.” She sat back on the bench and put her elbows on her knees, then supported her head in her hands.
She rocked back and forth, trying to find some comfort or peace in what he was telling her. “Ganymede, who am I?” She sounded so forlorn and pitiful, that he sat quickly next to her and pulled her onto his lap. He rocked her gently, trying to expel the fear he felt running rampant through her body and mind.
“You are my child, Alexandria, and you always will be. Yes, you are Alexandria Grace Groaban, and that will never change. Your mind is your own and you know yourself as the person you are. It is your soul which stretches back for millennia, and that is the part of you which I call my daughter.”
“When your soul lived as Arianna before, we had time to learn our way through this together. Now, there are so many other immortal children to help you, perhaps we can find our way this time with their assistance. It will make it easier on you, to have others who are like yourself guiding you and teaching you.” He continued to rock her and sooth her as he spoke. She thought she must look silly, sitting there on his lap, but at that moment it seemed to be what she needed.
“But I am still not like them, am I? I mean they have always been half human and half angel, never completely human and immortal at the same time. How will they know what I’m feeling and going through? How can you?” She leaned back in his arms and looked up into his eyes, searching.
“Yes, you are unique Alexandria, but then again you always were. You were the first and the most powerful of all Nephilim. You paved the way for the rest and that path is still there, if you want to follow it.”
“If I want to?” Alex asked, both shocked and perplexed. “How do I have a choice, Ganymede? I mean, avoiding this truth for all these years has made me a target. How can I hide now?”
“Alexandria, I made sure that Bertrand never had the opportunity to go and relay to anyone else that he had found you. Though you do look as you did before, we have kept you shielded for all of these years. We could still do that for you. I believe now that Arianna knew exactly what she was asking for when she requested to come back as a human. She always wanted a choice in her destiny, an alternative view, if you will.”
“There are challenges which immortal children face that can wear on a soul over time. As the oldest, she did become weary at times, and wanted an end to much of the violence and heartache she witnessed,” he said sadly, while he looked over her head now as if he was seeing into the past and looking at Arianna once more.
Visit: http://www.smashwords.com/books/view/283362 to purchase this book to continue reading. Show the author you appreciate their work!