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1 MAM’S SURPRISE

Megan’s mother , Suzanne, had been a different 
woman, since the last time she had locked Megan in the coal 
cellar six months ago. She knew that Megan could still tell her 
father about it at any time, but as time receded from that awful 
day, it was becoming less and less likely that she would do so. 
Megan had let her off the hook and she knew that she owed 
her something for that. Megan had also more or less stopped 
talking about her supernatural, psychic powers too, at least in 
front of her mother.

From Megan’s point of view, she finally had her mother 
as an ally again, as she always should have been, in their 
unspoken mother-daughter pact. Megan had been aware that, 
in the beginning, her mother had been worried that she would 
use the incident to blackmail her for favours. She knew that that
was what her own mother was thinking and it hurt her. 
However, when it did not happen, she had begun to warm to 
her young daughter again.

Slowly at first, but with gradual, definite progress all the 
same.

Both Megan and her mother were well aware of this 
‘Entente Cordiale’, but it was Megan who fostered it rather than
her mother. Megan thought that she was behaving particularly 
filial.

She helped her mother prepare food and do the beds; 
she offered to carry the shopping and when she saw her 
mother tending the garden, she tried to find the time to work 
with her. Suzanne did nothing special, because she was 
waiting for the axe to fall. She did not have the sense, literally, 
to see that Megan would never let her down on purpose, 
whereas Megan knew what her mother was thinking so well, 
that she could probably have transcribed her thoughts 
verbatim.

However, one Saturday morning at the breakfast table, 
a week before Megan’s thirteenth birthday, Suzanne surprised 
both her husband and Megan:

“It’s your thirteenth next Saturday, what would you like 
to do for it, Megan?

“Thirteen is a very special birthday, you will no longer be
our little girl – you’ll be a teenager. Won’t she, Dad?”



“Yes, all grown up… Thirteen! My gosh, doesn’t time 
fly? How about a party in the garden? Or we could put a 
marquee on The Green. Then you could have some music so 
you and your friends can have a dance after the jelly and 
blancmange…”

“Daddy! I hope you won’t embarrass me by giving us 
kids’ food! Jelly and blancmange… What are you like?”

“What? Too big for all that now are we, little Miss 
Grown-up? Well, I’m not even if you are. I love it. I love kids’ 
food. Yum, yum! Never mind, I’ll have yours. How about a 
birthday cake? Or are you too big for that too?”

“Oh, I want a birthday cake – a birthday cake is cool. I’ll 
have to think about the rest of the food though… Maybe, pizzas
and curry.”

“Pizzas and curry? I’ve never heard of that before. 
Curry and rice, sure, pizzas and cheese, sure, but never pizzas
and curry…”

“Not on the same plate! Mam, Daddy’s being silly.”
“He’s only joking with you, darling, take no notice. He 

has these silly turns sometimes. Always has had… haven’t you 
noticed. He’s still just a boy at heart, aren’t you, Bobby Boy?”

And they all laughed.
It was what had been missing in their family life for 

years… even before the first time that Megan had been locked 
in the cellar and the pact had been broken in fact.

“Can I be excused, so I can phone my friends, please?”
“’May, I be excused…’, sure you can, er may and don’t 

forget to ask them which type of curry goes with which type of 
pizza topping?”

“Oh, Daddy,” she mock-sighed as she kissed them both.
“Thanks ever so much for my party. It’s going to be my best 
party ever, you wait and see.”

The first thing that Megan noticed as she opened the 
door to her bedroom was Grrr, her friend and spirit tiger, who 
was lying stretched out on her bed. Grrr raised her head slowly,
looked at her friend and purred loudly.

“Come on, puss, move over, I’ve got some serious 
organizing to do. She nudged Grrr, who rolled over onto her 
back hoping to be tickled. Megan leaped onto the space that 
Grrr had created and reached over to her bedside table for her 
mobile phone.

“Jane? Megan. Mam and Dad just told me I can have a 



13th birthday party! Cool, eh? Next Saturday, the 13th. Yeah, I’ll
be 13 on the 13th. You will come, won’t you? You are the first 
person I’ve asked, but I’ll ring all the guys from school.

“Dad suggested hiring a marquee on The Green. Food, 
disco, lights, the whole works… What do you think?

“Pizza, curry, jelly, ice cream, cake and kebabs? 
Sounds great! I’ll ask Mam to order that.

“How about a DJ?
“Oh, yes, great idea! Jack Hammer! He’s so cool and so

fit! OK, I’ve got to go now, Jane. Tell everyone you see that 
they are welcome too. I’ll ring you when I know the exact times.
Bye.”

Two hours later, Megan had invited all her best friends 
and had given them all carte blanche to invite anyone else as 
well. When she finally put the phone down, she closed her eyes
and just felt the warmth of Grrr and the mingling of their lights, 
as Megan had used to call them, but which she had since 
learned to call the ‘aura’ from her Guide Wacinhinsha.

As Megan felt their auras mix, she experienced 
complete and utter peace from the tiger. The tiger, who has no 
serious enemies except man, but as Grrr was dead anyway, 
she had no fear of anything or anyone at all in any world, in any
life.

Megan bathed in the feeling of utter contentment, but 
knew that she would have to get up soon, because she had 
promised to go shopping with her parents.

“OK, Grrr, are you coming with us or are you staying 
here?” The big cat was purring, but she may have been asleep 
- it was impossible to tell, especially with a dead cat - even a 
tiger.

“Well, I have to go now… I’ll see you later.” There was 
no reply, as she knew there would not be, but she liked to talk 
to Grrr, as people like to speak to their living pets without 
expecting a reply.

Grrr was a big cat and cats can’t speak human 
languages when they are alive or dead, but they can still make 
someone feel happy or afraid whether alive or not. Megan had 
learned that nothing changed just because something or 
someone died, except that it did not have a body any longer.

Megan’s father drove them to the local, out-of-town 
shopping complex to do the normal weekly shopping and pick 
up some basic supplies for the forthcoming party. Her parents 



treated her to a new party frock. Megan took her time and 
eventually chose a beautiful, pale blue, full-length, sleeveless 
dress in the  style of that worn by maidens of ancient Rome 
and Greece. She also picked out a straw bonnet that took her 
fancy to wear during the warm afternoon.

Megan loved shopping and so did her mother, although 
her father was not as keen. They soon had a trolley of goods 
each at the check out and when her mother suggested that 
Megan take hers back to the car and unload it first, she did so 
reluctantly, but she suspected that her parents wanted to do 
some more shopping for her birthday.

Megan dawdled outside the shops looking at items 
displayed in the windows since she had forgotten to ask for the 
car keys. Twenty minutes later, she spotted her parents coming
outside fifty yards away, so started walking towards the car.

As she approached it, Megan became aware that 
something was wrong. She saw a young man opening the 
driver’s side door. At first, she thought that she had the wrong 
car, but knew really that she had not.

When five yards from the vehicle, she shouted out to 
the man to stop what he was doing and then froze in terror 
thinking how stupid that that had been for what could she do 
about it? She involuntarily closed her eyes for a second.

When Megan reopened them, Grrr was standing inches 
from the intruder growling fiercely. Grrr could not intervene 
physically, but she produced a feeling of fear in the thief and 
one of courage in Megan.

Megan heard her father shouting and running up behind
her and she lunged with the trolley to trap the man in the car. 
Her parents did the rest. Her father prevented the man, who 
was now cursing wildly, from leaving the car and her mother 
phoned the police. However, security staff from the complex 
arrived minutes later having witnessed the events on the mall’s 
CCTV system.

They led the man, who now looked like any scared 
teenage boy, to a holding room within the main building to await
the police who arrived soon afterwards. An ambulance came 
too. Megan was shaking so much that she could barely hear 
the by-standers telling her what a brave girl she was.

Her mother, Suzanne, on the other hand was 
admonishing her never to play the heroine again, while Grrr 
brushed up against her legs and gave her a warm, comforting 



glow.
She had known from her experiences in the cellar that 

her friends would never let her down, but the speed with which 
Grrr had reacted and the confidence that he had been able to 
instill in her amazed Megan.

As the police took statements from her parents, Megan 
sat on the rear step of the ambulance with a blanket around her
shoulders and a tiger over her feet. The paramedics were 
looking for signs of shock or trauma, but all that Megan felt was
amazement that she had acted in the way that she had, since 
she had never performed any act of bravery before in her life, 
although she had also never been in a situation where she 
could have.

However, one thing that she now knew for certain was 
that Grrr could have a profound effect on her and so probably 
on others too. She had witnessed herself that although she 
could not intervene physically, she could alter the ‘atmosphere’.
The boy had seemed frightened, but she did not know how 
much he had been aware of Grrr.

She doubted that he had actually seen or heard the 
tiger, but something had happened. It was something else that 
she would have to find out about.

That was the first time that Megan had ever met the 
local police and paramedics but she made a lasting impression 
upon them. She had been a brave girl, there was no question 
about that, but there was something else about her too.

Some of them said that Megan had a composure that 
was rare in a person of her age. She was being taken care of 
as a matter of routine, but it was obvious to everyone present 
there that she did not need any help – yet she allowed people 
just to get on with their jobs without making a fuss, although 
she was not at all macho about her heroism.

Megan was the strong, silent type and that suited 
everyone just fine. It would be one of Megan’s hallmarks – she 
never made a fuss and didn’t want anything.

Little did anyone know that Megan got most of her inner
strength from the presence of a long-dead Siberian tiger, even 
though she was an impressive nine feet long from tip to tail and
stood three feet off the ground. When she was alive, she had 
weighed over 300 lbs, but was now virtually weightless.

Megan was so unaffected by what people were calling 
‘her ordeal’ that she was able to spend the rest of the evening 



writing out invitation cards that her parents had bought that 
afternoon to send to family.

She herself was allowed to invite fifty friends, but she 
had other ideas on how to invite them which would save her 
parents the postage and herself the extra writing.

That night, as she was lying in bed, Wacinhinsha, her 
Native American Guide came to her again.

“Greetings, Megan. You learned an important lesson 
this afternoon.”

“Greetings, Wacinhinsha. You saw what happened 
then?”

“I did indeed, but I know that you did not see me. 
Remember. I have told you before, that if you think of me, I will 
try to come.

“You may not remember thinking of me or calling my 
name, but you did. I am afraid that I may not always be there 
for you, as you are not my only charge, but you are a very firm 
favourite with the entity that you call Grrr and she will never let 
you down no matter what.

“Today, you felt and used her boundless energy and 
fearlessness instinctively. That was a good lesson for you. I am 
here to congratulate you and to tell you that there are other 
things that can help you in other ways too, just as Grrr gives 
you courage and the Sun gives you health.

“I want you never to look at a tree as just ‘a big plant’ 
again, especially the really big or old ones; never to walk past a
large area of water and only wonder whether there are fish in it 
and never to stand before a mountain and think that it is only 
beautiful.

“This way of thinking is superficial. It misses the point. 
Yes, trees are big plants, lakes and seas do contain fish and 
mountains are beautiful, but there is also a lot more, just as no 
man is only a carpenter or no woman only a mother. 

“Every person has many facets and so does every 
thing. I will tell you more in the future, but for now, I want you to
see what you can find out for yourself. I will start you off with an
example though to prove that I am your friend as well as your 
taskmaster.

“If you are ever feeling tired and worn out, stand, sit or 
squat with the full length of your back in contact with the 
massive trunk of a large tree. Then ask the tree to replenish 
you. Ask for some of the mighty power that the tree has. No 



tree has ever refused such a request and, indeed, it is unable 
to do so.

“Many years ago, there were people in the land of your 
ancestors, when the Celts were dominant, called Druids. The 
Druids knew these secrets, but the Druids were persecuted and
died out.

“However, they were not the only people who knew 
about the power of trees and this, and other, knowledge has 
been passed on even from living to living as I am passing it on 
to you, ‘dead to living, as most people these days would say.

“I have explained about the tree and given you other 
examples to examine for yourself, but these are only some of 
the great powers waiting to be rediscovered by Man. There are 
countless other, lesser, more subtle powers that you may feel 
when you have learned to experience the greater ones and so 
are confident that they exist, for nothing breeds success like 
success.

“I have every confidence in you, little Megan. You have 
the ability to see the world as it really is even in your present 
condition, although it may take much time and training.”

The moment that Wacinhinsha faded, Megan fell into a 
deep, contented sleep in which she relived the days dramatic 
events.

(back to top)

2 THE OAK

The crew arrived to erect the marquee on The Green on 
the Friday morning before Megan’s birthday. The Green was the 
local name given to a patch of common land which was not far 
from their home and which was administered by the church. 
Megan was very excited about it and wanted to be there, but she 
had to attend school. She could barely concentrate all day for 
thinking about what the next day would bring.

At lunch, she decided to put into practice what 
Wacinhinsha had told her. There was a large oak behind the 
tennis courts in the school grounds, so when the final bell went, 
she slinked over there quietly so as not to be observed by any of 
her friends.



Megan hadn’t taken any notes , so she hoped that she 
remembered how to go about it properly. She walked up to the 
tree, looked at its bark and thought:

“O Might Oak, I have been told that you would be willing to 
impart some of your massive, awesome strength to me if I asked 
you. I will lean against you to make it easier and I wish you well.”

Megan coupied down against the tree and closed her 
eyes. She asked the tree again for a small amount of is great 
strength and she saw a woman in her mind’s eye. It was an image
of a young woman in her mid-twenties, wearing a turquoise, 
diaphanous, full-length dress, which was not unlike the one she 
had bought the previous weekend. It looked as if it should be 
transparent, it was so fine, although there was nothing to be seen 
through it but a shadowy shape.

Megan had no idea who she was, but she sensed that the 
woman had a strong connection with the tree. She stood before 
Megan and just gazed at her, her face not quite without 
expression. It was slightly more friendly than impartial, but 
definitely not threatening. Mildly inquisitive, perhaps, but still it was
hard to define. Megan could see now that her dress was shorter 
than her own, but as it seemed to flow around her body, it 
revealed nothing of her person above her knees. Megan was 
hoping that she was seeing with no-eyes, so she opened them, 
but the woman vanished. Megan closed her eyes again, but the 
woman was no longer there.

She decided to concentrate on the tree. She pictured a 
small acorn rooting in the ground and growing into a sapling. She 
watched the oak grow in fast-forward mode until it became the 
tree that she now knew and she tried to picture all the animals that
had drawn sustenance from it over the last century or longer. She 
saw generation after generation of squirrels, birds and insects, all 
using the tree in fast motion. Images of boys playing in it for 
hundreds of years streamed like a film through her mind.

It was awesome how many things this one tree had helped
in its lifetime.

She extrapolated to all the trees in the country and all the 
goodness they were giving people and other animals without 
doing one solitary gramme of harm… only good for centuries and 
no harm… only help and no hindrance at all… for centuries… for 
the whole of time…

Megan woke up from her reverie as if from a trance, but 
she felt as if she would have been happy staying there forever. 



She thanked the tree for the experience, because it seemed the 
right thing to do. A few moments later, she stood up, turned to face
the oak and said the first thing that came into her mind:

“Thank you for your strength and thank you for what you 
showed me. I will come back.”

She wanted to do more, but it did not seem appropriate to 
slap it bye-bye on the trunk as you might an elephant, so Megan 
bowed ever so slightly, put her palms together, nodded and left.

As she walked back to class, she felt strong, invigorated 
and yet calm, but what stuck in her mind the most was the image 
of the young woman in the turquoise dress.

Despite her feeling of boosted energy, sitting in her maths 
class for the rest of the Friday afternoon, Megan could still not 
concentrate on the lesson. She hated maths anyway, although she
did usually try to learn from it and even enjoy it. However, the 
experience with the tree made her want to try to feel the 
‘presence’ of the makeshift classroom she was now in, but there 
was nothing emanating from it. No beautiful woman, no sense of 
history, just nothing but general boredom from its current 
occupants.

She sat there and studied the building for the first time, 
although she had been having lessons in it for two years. It was 
an aluminium-clad moveable room often called a terrapin.. it stood
on blocks and had cardboard walls and a chipboard floor. It 
crossed Megan’s mind that none of the materials that she was 
surrounded by were living, so they  could not give out a pleasant 
glow like the living did.

When class finished Megan ran the short distance to the 
The Green. The Marquee was already up, but there was no-one 
there. It was completely deserted, so after a quick look around, 
she went home, feeling a little crest-fallen.

‘Hello, Mam,” she shouted as she hung her blazer in the 
hall. “Are you in?”

“In the kitchen, Megan.”
Megan should have known better than to ask, since the 

whole house smelled homely of fresh baking.
“Wow, Mam, that smells lovely. I just came past the 

marquee, you know, there’s no-one there at all. Not one person.”
“That’s a good thing, isn’t it? You don’t want kids playing 

around there making a nuisance of themselves. It’s something that
we are going to have to watch out for tonight. You and your Dad 
can go and sit there for a few hours and I have asked the police to



keep an eye on it on their rounds, because we are liable for any 
damage, you know.

“Now, go and get changed, there’s a good girl, put your 
school in the dirty laundry basket and then come straight back 
down, please.”

Megan did as she was bid.
She helped her mother put the hot cakes on racks and the 

cold ones in tins and did the washing up in between as her mother
got on with other culinary tasks, They worked well as a team and 
Megan felt that this was what the mother-daughter relationship 
was all about. She also guessed from the occasional smile that 
she got from her mother that she felt the same way. There was a 
very pleasant atmosphere in the kitchen.

When her father came home from work, Suzanne said to 
him:

“Sorry, Robert, but as I said on the phone, there was not 
much chance of cooking you anything tonight, so why don’t you go
to the chip shop just for tonight and eat them outside the tent with 
Megan? That way you can keep an eye on it until all the little 
hooligans around here lose interest.”

“Yes, that is no problem, Suzy. What do you want us to 
bring you back?”

“Nothing for me, thanks. It would be stone cold anyway if 
you don’t bring it back until eight o’clock, and I’m afraid that is how
late you are going to have to sit there till. So take a picnic blanket 
with you to sit on. I don’t feel like eating after cooking all day 
anyway. Maybe, I’ll put my feet up when I’m done here. My feet 
are killing me. Now get along with you, I’m busy.”

Megan collected a blanket and a jacket and they both 
headed down the road to the chip shop.

“Sorry about your dinner, Daddy.”
“Don’t worry about it, love. Don’t tell your Mum, but I quite 

like fish and chips from the shop. Homemade never tastes the 
same, does it?

They bought their meal, went back to the marquee, spread
out the blanket and sat down to eat.

“This is lovely, Megan, absolutely idyllic. Is yours all right?”
“Oh, yes, Dad. I love sitting here…” A sudden thought 

came into her head, was it the open grassy field giving off that 
glow?

“Your mother says that you have planned a theme for your 
party. Ancient Egypt or something?”



“No, not really. It was an idea, but some people find it too 
difficult to dress up, so I thought it best to leave it up to people 
themselves. If they want to wear a costume they can. I’m going to 
wear that lovely dress you and Mam bought me. It has an ancient 
look to it, but it is timeless too, in a way. I really like it”.

“If we want to decorate in a theme, there’s plenty of time in 
the morning. I can do that with a few friends, if you give me the 
money.”

“In for a penny, in for a pound, I suppose, but don’t go 
mad. Here’s forty, it’s all I’ve got on me, so it’ll have to be enough.”

“Thanks, Daddy. I’ll give you any change back.”
“Yeah, right! I’ll believe that when I see it.”
Megan leaned over and gave him a kiss on the cheek as 

she stood up to put the papers together in a plastic bag to take 
home with them.

They stayed there chatting about all sorts of things until the
first police car came past at seven-thirty.

“Good evening, sir, miss. Are you Mr. Evans, giving the 
party tomorrow?”

“Yes, officer…”
“Well, we will be patrolling here regularly now, so if you 

want to get off home, that’s fine.”
“Thank you officer. We will. If you and your colleagues 

fancy a cake and cup of tea tomorrow, you will be most welcome. 
Good night.”

Megan recognised the officer from the previous week. 
They nodded to each other then Dad and daughter walked home 
arm in arm feeling closer than they had for ages after their cozy 
chat.

(back to top)

3 THE BIG DAY

Megan awoke at seven a.m. from a very pleasant 
dream or 'real dream' as she had come to refer to them in order
to distinguish them from the run-of-the-mill, daily-event-
processing dreams that were just part of the brain's filing 
system.

She had asked her spirit guide, Wacinhinsha, what the 



difference was between important dreams and the rest and he 
had told her that real dreams were much more memorable than
the other sort; that they often answered or posed a question; 
sometimes contained contact with friends, relatives or even 
strangers dead or alive and often made more use of 
symbolism.

This one had not contained any symbolism that she 
could remember, but she had met a very nice woman, who had 
talked to her about those who could and those who could not 
'see', by which she had meant auras, spirits, ghosts and 
guides.

The main thing that stuck in Megan's mind from that 
dream was something that the woman had said:

'Just because you know that something is there, it does 
not mean that you will be able to see it and just because you 
can't see something, it does not mean that no-one else can 
either or that it does not exist and vice versa.'

She had used 'air' as an example. The analogy had 
suited Megan, because it made a lot more sense when it was 
explained with an everyday example.

She opened her eyes and looked for Grrr. The tiger was
lying on the bed alongside her, the big cat's rear paws, the size 
of tea plates, and  the lower half of her huge body were curled 
over Megan's feet. Grrr's three-foot long tail hung to the floor 
where the tip twitched in an involuntary dance like a leaf in the 
wind.

She put her hand on and into Grrr, who purred in 
recognition. Then she closed her eyes and looked again, but 
she still could not see 'with no eyes'.

'Oh, well,' she though, 'One day, maybe...'
“Come on Grrr! I have to get up now. There is a big day 

ahead and I have to get started.”
She pulled the covers back and slipped off her bed. She

instinctively checked her mobile but there were no messages or
missed calls yet. 'Thirteen today!,' she thought 'Thirteen! A 
teenager! A real teenager!'

Megan had always wanted to be a teenager, for as far 
back as she could remember. She paused for a moment to 
check. She thought that she should be feeling different, more 
grown up, but she didn't.

Not yet anyway. She felt exactly the same as she had 



done when she had gone to sleep twelve hours before. Not that
seven o'clock was her normal bedtime, that was eight-thirty to 
nine, but she had wanted to be in tip-top, eight-ball condition for
her all-day Saturday birthday parties.

Maybe she was a bit slow and she would grow up later 
in the day, she joked with herself.

She went downstairs in her pyjamas and slippers, trying
not to get to excited about the presents that surely awaited her. 
Megan stopped before the bottom of the stairs and took a few 
deep breaths. She thought of something else that Wacinhinsha 
had told her several months ago about not expecting things 
from people and especially not expecting more than people can
give.

She continued on downwards and then opened the 
living room door.

Nothing and no-one. She took another few deep 
breaths and moved into the kitchen, but still there was no-one. 
Then she saw her mother though the window hanging out the 
washing on the line in the garden. She took a Welsh cake off 
the cooling rack beside her and nibbled it like a mouse. It was 
soft, slightly warm and melted in her mouth. Definitely one of 
her mother's speciality cakes, she thought.

“Hello, my darling birthday girl,” said her mother as she 
came through the door and leaned over to give her daughter a 
kiss on the forehead.

“Happy Thirteenth Birthday! What are you doing up so 
early?”

“Thanks, Mam. I always get up about now.”
“I know that Megan, but today is your birthday, so I 

thought that you may have liked to enjoy a lie in... watch TV or 
read in bed.”

“Oh... no. I'd rather get up. Is there anything that I can 
help you with, Mam?”

“No, not at the moment, dear. I expect you'd like to open
some of your presents, wouldn't you?”

“Yes, but I can wait... whatever you want.”
“Well I will hold the presents back from your father and 

me, because I know that he will want to see you open them, but
there's no harm in you having the others.

“Your Dad will be back soon, he's just popped out to see
a man about a dog.”

“Am I getting a dog for my birthday?”



“No, dear, it's just an old expression. I'll tell you what, I’ll
go and get a few of your other presents and you can open 
those and then you can go for a shower. How's that?”

“That would be great, Mam? When will people start 
arriving?”

“For the afternoon party? Why twelve o'clock, I'm sure 
I've told you that a dozen times already.”

“Yes, Mam, you probably have. I'm probably still a little 
sleepy.”

“That must be it. Where do you want them, in the living 
room?”

“Yes, please, Mam...”
Megan followed her mother on into the living room and 

sat at the table, while her mother went to get the gifts from 
another downstairs room that was rarely used. Suzanne placed
three small parcels of different shapes and about thirty 
envelopes containing cards in front of her.

“You might as well open your cards as well. They have 
been arriving all week, but I have been putting them aside early
so that you didn't see them.

“I had wondered why I had not seen any.” It was almost 
a lie, but not quite. Megan had expected cards but she had also
expected her mother to hide them from her. Megan had said 
that just to play along in her mother's little game.

The same one they played every year.
Megan opened all the cards first because she knew that

it was the polite thing to do and she read them out loud for her 
mother's benefit. When Suzanne went back into the kitchen 
after the fourth one, Megan raised the volume of her delivery 
accordingly.

Then she opened the presents, starting with her least 
favourite colour of the three – mauve. Not that she had 
anything against mauve, but the other two were yellow and 
blue and she preferred those colours.

The mauve parcel contained a pair of soft, white gloves 
made from kid leather. They were, without a shadow of a doubt,
the most beautiful gloves that Megan had ever seen and she 
tried them on before shouting the news to her mother.

The yellow paper was wrapped around a small box and 
in the box lay a silver or pewter dragon brooch. Megan knew 
nothing about metals, but she loved the dragon at first sight. It 
too was distinguished and beautiful.



The blue package was the largest of them and was soft 
like material. It held a T-shirt with Megan's favourite photo of 
herself screen-printed on the front and back. She found it 
amusing and told her mother so.

Megan took her top off, put the T-shirt on, pinned the 
dragon to it, donned her gloves and went into the kitchen.

“What do you think, Mam, cool or what?”
“Yes, darling, if you say so. I don't know what 'cool' 

means any more, but I love the brooch, gloves and the T-shirt 
and they suit you. You look very er... nice, dear.

“Go now, take a shower, put your party gear on then 
you can go down to the marquee, if you like. Your father will 
probably be back before you go.”

Megan could hear her mobile ringing anyway, so said 
“OK, Mam” and ran up the stairs. When she heard her father 
come home an hour later, she was ready and skipped down the
stairs to greet him wearing the shortest cut-off jeans that she 
had ever been allowed with her gloves hanging out of one back
pocked like a mechanic, trainers without socks, her new T-shirt 
with the dragon brooch pinned on it and the barest hint of 
make-up, which was also the maximum that she was allowed.

She leaped at her father, threw her arms around his 
neck and shouted, “Good morning, Daddy!”

“He hugged her back, twirled her around and 
whispered, “Happy Birthday, darling! A very happy birthday. Let 
me look at you.”

She stepped back.
“You definitely look older, more responsible and er... 

more mature.”
“No, I don't, Daddy, I checked earlier. I don't look any 

different.”
“Well, you do to me and you look beautiful too, but then 

you always did.
“Suzy, have you given Megan our presents yet?”
“No, Robert, we were waiting for you. I thought that you 

would like to be here too.”
“Quite right, thank you both for waiting, so let's get on 

with it now.”
Megan went into the living room and sat at the table 

again, while her parents entered the other room.
“Here you are, lovely girl, from your Mam and me with 

all our love. We hope that you have a lovely day.”



Megan could see the frock in a carrier bag, but she 
knew about that one anyway, so she opened it first. Megan 
stood up and held it before herself.

“It is sooo beautiful. I am going to wear this tonight. 
Thank you, Mam, and thank you, Dad.”

There were two more. Megan chose the green one, it 
was a mobile phone with a wad of money preloaded.

“Is that the one you wanted, darling?”
“Yes, Mam, the exact one... colour too. Thank you both 

so much.”
Then the blue one It was another small box and it in 

was a ring.
“That is your birthstone, Megan, it symbolises purity of 

heart. There are others, a pearl and something beginning with 
'a', I think, but we liked that one. It is called a 'Moonstone'. 
What do you think? It sounds so much more mystical, doesn't 
it? Moonstone... look it up on the Internet. The Ancient Greeks 
and the Romans believed that it was solidified moonbeams.”

“Wow... moonstone...,” she gazed into the creamy-
coloured stone that was he size and shape of half a small bird's
egg cut lengthways and set in a Celtic-style silver mount. 

“Now that really is the most beautiful thing that I have 
ever seen and I think that I have said that three or four times 
already today.”

Megan hugged them both singly and then as a couple 
and started crying.

“I am so, so lucky to have such lovely parents. I don't 
know what I did in my last life to deserve you both...”

Her father took it as 'just an expression', but her mother 
became fearful, although she hoped that it didn't show. 

There was a knock on the door, which gave Suzanne an
out.

“OK, coming,” she shouted into the hall. “
Then more quietly, “That'll be either you Uncle Fred or 

Uncle Dai come to help take everything to the tent, so you go 
down first, Megan and wait for us there.”

Megan slipped her new mobile into her pocked, skipped
down the hall, opened the door and kissed her Uncle Fred on 
the cheek.

“Thanks for the T-shirt, Uncle Fred, I love it.” and left.
“You are very welcome, young Megan, I'm glad you like 

it,” said Uncle Fred to his niece's back which was rapidly 



travelling down the pavement.

(back to top)

4 THE AFTERNOON PARTY

When Megan arrived at the marquee, the caterers were 
arranging the tables and chairs and the DJ was setting up his 
equipment. It was no other than Jack Hammer himself and she 
was positively dying to go over to say hello but didn't dare.

She hovered around in the background until people 
started to wonder who she was. Eventually, one of the caterers 
asked if there was anything she could do for her.

“No, thank you. It is my party. My parents sent me down
early to keep an eye on things, but I think that they just wanted 
to get me out from under their feet really. They will be here 
soon themselves, I expect.”

“Oh, I see... you're the lucky party girl... Megan, isn't it?”
“Yes, that's right. It is my thirteenth birthday today.”
“Thirteen on the thirteenth! That's a nice coincidence! 

You'll remember this day for a while then. I am sure that you 
will have a lovely day, sweetheart. A very happy birthday to you
from all of us at Valley Caterers.”

“Thank you ever so much, it is all so exciting...”
“Oh, wait a moment... Someone was asking to meet 

someone in the family. Who was it now?
“Jack! Was it you who wanted to talk to one of the 

family?”
“Yes. Who have we got here?” he said, coming over.
“This is Megan. It is her birthday today. Thirteen on the 

thirteenth!”
Jack held his hand out, “Hiya, Megan, so you're the 

birthday girl? Nice to meet you. I was hoping to have a chat 
with you... Do you have a few moments to sit down? I'd like to 
run a few things past you.”

“Yes, I have plenty of time.” She was still shaking his 
hand and it was beginning to look like she was never going to 
stop.

In fact, she had melted inside and her brains had turned
to mushy peas. Jack extricated his hand gently.



“OK, Megan, if we could just sit... here, at this table for a
while, I will take some notes. Just give me a mo to get my pad, 
I'll be right back.”

She followed his every move involuntarily and smiled 
broadly when he sat down opposite her. Jack had seen the 
symptoms of teenage crush many times before.

“Say, Megan, aren't you the girl off the telly? The one  
who trapped that thief last weekend?”

“Er, yes, I think so...”
“You don't know?”
“I mean yes, it was me. Sorry.”
“I thought that I recognised you. Well done, that was a 

very brave thing to do.”
Megan blushed and did not know what to say.
They ran through her favourite music and what her 

parents liked. They made a broad-spectrum play list for the 
afternoon guests and another one for the evening crowd. As he
got up to leave, Jack added:

“I will play what I think suits the moment, that is where 
my art and my skills lie, naturally, but if you, Megan, and only 
you personally, have any special request at any time, pass me 
a note and sign it with your name.

“This is your party and your parents are footing the bill, 
so in reality, I am working for you today and tonight.”

When Jack had left, Megan thought it a good idea to 
remain seated for a while, because her legs did not feel very 
reliable, her stomach was full of butterflies and she did not 
know what else to do. In fact, she could not think of anything at 
all. She was happier than she had ever been in her whole life

To think that Jack Hammer would be looking out for her 
personal notes, because he would be working for her that day, 
all that day.

She had to tell someone and that meant her best friend 
Jane. Then she remembered that she had two phones, so after
calling Jane, she set about transferring all the data from the old
mobile to the new one.

About forty family, friends and neighbours arrived 
punctually at midday for the start of the party.

“Megan stood between, but slightly in front of her 
parents to welcome their guests as they arrived. Every guest 
was part of a family unit and every unit gave Megan a present. 
She received CD's by Justin Bieber and One Direction, a furry 



toy, a gift voucher and cash. When all the guests were seated, 
she had £50 in her pocket, more money than she had ever had 
before.

Everyone over the age of eighteen was given a glass of 
Bucks Fizz, and the others received an American Cream Soda 
with ice cream. Her father gave the opening speech as the 
caterers were bring out the food. They had offered to wait, but 
he did not want to hold up the proceedings. Then her mother 
said a few words and finally Megan was asked to respond. This
was not unexpected, she had been asked whether she wanted 
to say a few words.

Megan had agreed, as long as she could keep her 
speech very short.

“I have never given a speech before, but then, I have 
never been thirteen before either. I have also never been so 
happy as you have all made me before either.” She could not 
help but look at Jack, who was watching her and her parents 
for his cue to play 'Happy Birthday To You', but Megan did not 
know that. She smiled at him and nearly died when he smiled 
and gave her a thumbs-up back.

“I want to thank you all for coming and making this the 
best birthday I've ever had and I especially want to thank my 
parents without whom we would not be here today and I would 
not be here at all.”

There was a titter and a round of applause at Megan's 
joke.

“Finally, I want to thank you all for the presents and I 
hope that you enjoy the party as much as I know that I will.”

She put her hand down to stroke Grrr, who was sitting 
on her haunches by Megan's side. She was well-aware of the 
flow of confidence that came to her from the big cat, then 
Megan bowed slightly and sat down to another round of 
applause, louder this time, and a few shouts of 'Well done, 
Megan' and the like.

Everybody, especially her parents, were very proud of 
her and when Jack played 'Happy Birthday' everybody stood up
to sing it to her. At the end they held their glasses high and 
toasted her. When they had sat down again, Robert prompted 
her to stand up and return the toast.

It all went down very well.
Jack played light music while people were eating and 

when the things had been cleared away, he played some old 



favourites like 'Knees Up Mother Brown' and 'The Oakie Cokie'.
It certainly was not Megan's style and she was glad that none 
of her friends were there to see her, but she was enjoying 
herself no end.

When a Waltz was played, Megan's father asked her for
the dance. It was the first time that they had ever danced like 
that together and people made space for them on the floor like 
in the films. It made Megan feel like the belle of the ball and 
that was a first for her too.

She had experienced so many firsts and all within the 
first eight hours of being awake on her birthday. She wondered 
whether this was what it meant to be a teenager: permanent joy
and fantastic first-time experiences.

Megan danced with all her uncles and others all 
afternoon. She was enjoying it, because she could still be a 
girlish girl with them, because that was what they expected, but
the evening party would be different, she would have to be a 
girly girl then and that was something totally different.

Megan only used her prerogative notes once during the 
afternoon and that was to ask for the latest Justin Bieber single,
but by then it was five o'clock and that was the time designated
to cut the cake.

One of the staff brought it on and Jack played ‘Happy 
Birthday’ again. Megan blew out all the candles on cue and 
they cut the cake. When they had finished their cake, most 
people wanted to go home, which they did after taking their 
leave of their hosts.

Only about five of the neighbourhood kids stopped on, 
but at six, Megan had to go home to get changed, because the 
next phase was due to start at seven.

(back to top)

5 THE EVENING PARTY

Megan walked back to the marquee with her parents 
and Grrr. If she had felt special that afternoon, she felt like a 
princess now – not a modern princess, but an 'olde worlde' 
Celtic princess. She glinted her moonstone in the moonlight 
and a strange luminescence emanated from within it.



She was wearing the full-length, pale-blue dress that 
her parents had bought her. Being backless from the waist up, 
made Megan feel very grown-up. She felt eight feet tall. 
Suzanne had helped her restyle her hair and together with her 
dragon brooch, an elegant bag that her Aunty Lil had given her,
and the moonstone ring, she knew that that she looked pretty 
good or at least she hoped that she did.

She wanted Jack to think so anyway, although she 
knew that he was eighteen and so would consider her far too 
young for him. Megan took their places outside the tent as 
before and welcomed her friends to her party. Most of the girls 
were giving off mixed emotions when they shook Megan's 
hand, but the boys were not.

To a man, or a boy, she could see only amazement and 
admiration in the colours of their auras in different mixtures, of 
course. The fact was though, that no-one in the world had ever 
seen her look so lovely. Her father was the proudest man on 
the planet and her mother resolved to watch her like a hawk all 
evening in case someone tried to take advantage.

When most of the guests had arrived, the family went 
inside to tike their places. She watched Jack's aura change 
from indifference to admiration and something else. She was 
seeing a lot of that 'something else’ and made a mental note to 
ask about it later.

The party followed the same format as in the afternoon 
and the speeches were almost identical. The main difference 
was when she danced with her father: nobody got up to join 
them. Robert assumed that it was because there were no 
couples present and no-one knew how to waltz. Megan was not
embarrassed and did not mind in the least.

Megan knew that everyone was watching her and her 
father was glowing with pride. She could feel the general 
atmosphere in the tent and it was good, especially from the 
boys, which was not doing her self-confidence any harm at all.

So many firsts in one day! It was becoming too much to 
handle.

When she had finished her dance with her father, most 
people clapped and when they had sat down, Jack dimmed the
lights and changed the style of music to suit the younger 
audience. It had an immediate effect, because most of the girls 
and a few of the boys got up to dance. Megan stayed by her 
parents and watched.



She was using her parent's presence as an excuse not 
to have to join her friends just yet, because she wanted to 
watch them and read their auras. She particularly wanted to 
see who would be aware of Grrr. No-one in the afternoon had 
been, but she had friends present who had said that they were 
psychic.

Megan wanted to see how much.
Megan willed Grrr around inside the marquee and 

through the dancers on the floor.
“Go on girl,” she said aloud and in thought, her voice 

drowned by the fairly loud music, “wander around inside the 
tent.”

She did not see that anyone was aware of Grrr or of any
psychic presence at all, but then she thought that maybe they 
were distracted by the music and the party atmosphere.

Megan's girl friends were not eating much, most of them
were on a diet, although their parents did not know it, but the 
boys were really tucking in, perhaps because they were too shy
to dance. The girls were sitting in two main groups and about 
half of them were dancing from time to time. 

She could see that this party was not going to be as 
exciting as she had hoped, but she and the others were 
enjoying themselves nevertheless. Her father offered to help 
out.

“Megan, shall your mother and I get up there and show 
them  show them how it is done?”

“No, Daddy, please don't. Just sit here and let them get 
on with it. We're fine, really,”

Megan looked around and her friends' auras were all 
showing happy colours, even though they were not all jumping 
about ecstatically. The point was that every single one of them 
would rather be there than sitting at home watching 'Strictly 
Come Dancing' with their parents.

Robert accepted his daughter's judgement, so he went 
outside for a walk to check that no-one was breaking his rules. 
When he had left, Jane went over and sat next to Megan.

“Are you going to sit with us?”
“Yes, I will as soon as I can, but I have to be nice to my 

Mam and dad. They are paying for everything...”
“Yeah, OK. Look, I forgot to mention earlier, but my 

cousin is in town. He doesn't get back often because his dad is 
a diplomat, so they live abroad. Can I phone him and say that 



he can come here if he wants?”
“Yeah, sure you can, Jane... Oh, wait a moment, how 

old is he? Dad said no 'older boys'.”
“Well, he is older. I think he's fifteen... fourteen or 

fifteen, Do you want me to check?”
“No, that'll be all right... I think Dad meant seventeen, 

eighteen, nineteen plus. You ring him and tell him to come over 
if you like.”

When Jane had finished on the phone, Megan said. 
“Mam, we're going to dance...”

Suzanne smiled, nodded assent and Megan took Jane 
by the arm onto the floor where other friends of theirs were 
already dancing. She was having a much better time now, so 
she was disheartened to see her father walking towards her 
with a stern expression on his face.

“Can I have word with you, please, young lady?”. She 
knew that that always meant bad news. Robert turned and 
walked out of the tent with Megan following on behind and Jane
a few metres behind her.

“Do you know this boy?” said her father, pointing at a 
very handsome, tall young man of about fifteen with very light 
brown hair.

“No, Dad, I don't think so?”
“I thought not, I thought not... What is...”
“That's my cousin Rod! Megan, that is my cousin!”
“Oh, Dad, sorry. No, I have never met him, but I did tell 

Jane that she could invite him...”
“Why have you got alcohol in your bag, young man? 

There is no alcohol allowed here!”
“I'm sorry, sir, but I brought it for Megan's parents. I 

guess that is you and your wife. I brought this for Megan.” He 
held up a book.

“Oh, I see. That puts a different complexion on things. 
All right, you may pass,” he said trying to make light of his over 
zealousness. Megan led the two cousins to her parents' table.

“I'm sorry about that, er...”
He stood up and held out his hand, “Roderic Jones. 

Please don't mention it, I fully understand. It was stupid of me 
to bring wine anyway really. Here, this is for you.” Rod sat down
again and Megan opened the book.

“I really must apologise. You see, Jane called me and I 
had nothing to bring, so I pinched, borrowed, a bottle of Dad's 



wine from the rack and took my favourite book off my shelf. It's 
only second hand and it's got my name in from school and 
some other notes, but I didn't have anything else to give you. 

“Do you like poetry? It's Celtic verse.”
Megan lifted her eyes from the book and looked straight

into his. She could feel herself drifting away for the second time
that day. She heard herself say, “I'm sure I will love it. I am a 
Celt too...”

She closed the book and hugged it to her chest trying 
for a sense  of it's history and contents.

Megan's evening went as if in a dream and when Rod 
asked her to dance, she was not sure whether she would be 
able to stand up or not. Everyone could see how  happy they 
both were.

It seemed like only twenty minutes later that her parents
called for the last track of music and closed the party down.

When they were forced to part, Rod kissed her three 
times, in the southern Dutch style left cheek, right cheek and 
then one lightly in the middle, on the lips.

It took her by surprise, but it was certainly not 
unwelcome. Her first kiss to add to her list of firsts.

(back to top)

6 MEGAN’S FRIENDS

Laying in bed that night, Megan was full of emotions. 
They swirled around in her head and even in her body as she 
replayed the excitements of the day. There was only one thing 
that troubled her and that was why her grandfather had not 
shown up to wish her a happy birthday. As she was pondering 
over her dead grandfather's absence, Wacinhinsha appeared 
before her.

“Hello, little Megan, do not judge the entity known to you
as gramps harshly because he has not come to wish you a 
happy birthday. You have more insight into real life that most, 
but you do not understand everything. Indeed, that is how it 
should be or you would not have seen the necessity to be 
reborn on Earth.

“You must take a look at the bigger picture. Most of us, 



yourself included, may have been born and died hundreds of 
times, even thousands of times, so which birthday should we 
celebrate? And should we celebrate being born into your world 
or our return to my world, for you could perceive dying in your 
world as being reborn into ours and vice versa.

“Your grandfather is still getting used to our world 
although he has spent more time here than in yours and he 
'died' on Earth about thirteen years ago. This is not long to 
relearn all that one has to. Thirteen years may seem like a long
time – a lifetime – to you right now, but that is only because, 
while on Earth, people have a distorted view of time. When 
time is infinite, it ceases to be meaningful to measure it in small
parts like hours,  days or years.

“Your grandfather will no doubt realise his omission 
soon and make up for it, but it is important not to think badly of 
him for his forgetfulness.

“I see also that you are troubled by the boy you met 
today, the one called Rod.”

“Yes, Wacinhinsha, I am. He has awoken feelings in me
that I did not know existed. Is it love that I am feeling?”

“This is a difficult concept, Megan. Millions of people 
have written hundreds of millions of words in every language 
that has even existed about it and still they write. I will try to 
explain in my own simple words, but it will neither be easy to 
say nor easy to understand.

“The world must have people, so people must have 
babies, Spirit needs hosts in order to be able to come here to 
gain experience. The need for hosts, human bodies, is at an all 
time high for reasons that we need not go into right now.

“Most babies are born out of lust, not love. Many are 
born in a fit of passion often induced by alcohol or other drugs. 
This is not a criticism, just a statement, for it matters not to 
spirit why the baby is born, only that it is born into a 
predicament that will enable the spirit who will inhabit it to learn 
the lessons it requires.

“If a girl has the feelings that you may be experiencing 
now and rashly decided to couple with a man, she may become
pregnant. Spirit will never judge you for that; your child will 
never wish that it had never been born, but your fellow man 
may show disapproval. In the long run though, that is neither 
here nor there. When the baby is an adult, no-one will look 



down on you for what you did.
“Love is something else altogether. You can love your 

dog and you can love your parents; you can love your fellow 
man as a whole and you can love a partner. Different types of 
love, only one of which will lead to reproduction, although all 
love demonstrates a generosity of spirit. Most people 
throughout history have chosen one partner for life, this is 
changing, but again, spirit will not judge you on your actions 
and choices.

“You will do that yourself and believe me when I say that
no-one will be a sterner judge of your actions than you yourself 
will be. For you will only have wasted your own time on Earth, if
you do not make the most of the opportunities afforded to you 
while you are here.

“If you are looking for advice, my little Megan, my 
advice to you is to never let anyone hurry you. Never let 
anyone rush you into a decision, when you feel that something 
is not right. If you have the slightest doubt or feel that you need 
more time, then take it. It is your life and no-one else's. Let 
others make their mistakes, you just concentrate on minimising 
your own.

“And with those thoughts, I will take my leave. However,
first I want to wish you a restful night, sweet dreams and the 
happiest of happy birthdays.” 

With that, Wacinhinsha leaned forward and touched 
Megan's hand. She felt a wave of warmth and love flow though 
her body like a tsunami and Wacinhinsha disappeared.

The End
(until next month)

(back to top)

GLOSSARY

Grrr : Megan's spirit friend, a Siberian tiger
Jane : Megan’s best friend in school
Robert : Megan's father
Suzanne : Megan's mother



Wacinhinsha: Megan's main guide at the moment, a 
Sioux, whose name means 'White Feather'

(back to top)
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