
THE MISCONCEPTION

CERI CARPENTER

Copyright © June 2013 Owen Jones Author

COPYRIGHT

Copyright © August 27th, 2013 Owen Jones Author
All rights reserved.
Megan Publishing Services Edition

Megan Publishing Services Edition, License Notes

This ebook is licensed for your personal enjoyment only. This 
ebook may not be re-sold or given away to other people. If you 
would like to share this book with another person, please 
purchase an additional copy for each recipient. If you’re reading 
this book and did not purchase it, or it was not purchased for your 
use only, then please return to Smashwords.com and purchase 
your own copy. Thank you for respecting the hard work of this 
author.

The right of Owen Jones to be identified as the author of 
this work has been asserted in accordance with sections 
77 and 78 of the Copyright Designs and Patents Act 1988. 
The moral right of the author has been asserted.

In this work of fiction, the characters, places and events 
are either the product of the author’s imagination or they 
are used entirely fictitiously.

Books in this series:

The Misconception
ISBN-13: 978-1490511740

Megan’s Thirteenth



ISBN-13: 978-1491201985

Megan’s School Trip
ISBN-13: 9781301032808

Novels by Owen Jones:

Behind The Smile: Daddy's Hobby
ISBN-13: 978-1489558800

Behind The Smile: An Exciting Future
ISBN-13: 978-1483977690

Behind The Smile: Maya – Illusion
ISBN-13: 978-1491201862

Non-Fiction

How to Give Your Dog a Real Dog's Life
(and make him love you for it)
ISBN-13: 978-1490909769

Authorship – Publishing You book On You Own
ISBN-13: 978-1492298311

The Eternal Plan – Revealed
(written by Colin Jones, compiled by Owen Jones)
ISBN-13: 978-1475057850

SPECIAL OFFER

Join our newsletter to receive coupons for a discount off other 
books, special offers and background information by sending a 
blank email to:

ceri-car@aweber.com

and contact me here if you have any comments or would just like 
to say hello, I'd be pleased to hear from you:

ceri-carpenter@amiabledragon.com

mailto:ceri-carpenter@amiabledragon.com
mailto:ceri-car@aweber.com


DEDICATION

This story is dedicated to my parents Colin and Marion for the 
wonderful upbringing they gave to me and my brothers.

CONTENTS

Acknowledgments

1     Hobson's Choice

2     Rising Awareness

3     Mother's Little Helper

4     Inspiration

5     The Neighbours

6     Megan's Friends

       About The Author

ACKNOWLEDGMENTS

To my wife, my friend David Prosser and Rachel Maduro for 
helping with the cover design. 



(Back to Top)

1 Hobson's Choice

Megan was locked in the coal cellar again on the verge of 
tears. She was only twelve and she could not understand why her 
mother would do such an awful thing to her. It had happened half-
a-dozen times before, but like as not, she thought, her father didn't
know anything about it. She had never told him and she was sure 
that her mother would never have said anything either.

There was an unspoken pact between her and her mother 
not to let each other down, but here she was again, sitting in the 
cellar, in the dirt and dust with who-knew-what horrible creatures 
eying her up.

She didn't know. It was pitch black and it took all her 
strength to  keep herself from crying and begging her mother to let
her out. But she had tried that on other occasions and her mother 
had put unreasonable demands on her as conditions for her 
release. Conditions that she knew she could not fulfill, try as hard 
as she might like to.

Sometimes, it seemed that she was the only one who took 
the pact seriously.

Despite herself, tears began to roll down her cheeks again,
making invisible river beds through the dust on her face, washing 
coal dust onto her school uniform. It was too much, it really was. 
How could someone who understood her so well, behave so 
cruelly towards her only daughter?

Megan jumped involuntarily as her mother willfully hit the 
door with the vacuum cleaner as she passed by. There was not 
even the slightest sliver of light from which to draw comfort, so she
did what she had found helped her the most and scrambled up the
coal heap to the wall and then to her right until she found the 
corner.

There, she wrapped her long skirt around her legs to stop 
anything creeping up under her clothes and tucked it underneath 
her. She did up all the buttons on her blouse, pulled her socks up, 
pulled her sweater over her head and retracted her hands inside 



her sleeves. This, Megan knew was as safe as it got from 
whatever lived in the coal cellar.She was not worried about ghosts
and things like that, although that was the problem really, but she 
did not like insects crawling over her and could not bear the 
thought of being bitten and having her blood sucked out. She 
hated spiders too, but wrapped in the cocoon of her school 
uniform, she knew that there were at most a few inches of skin 
above her socks that the creepy-crawlies could get to. A few 
square inches to the sides to be precise, because her arms 
hugged her calves tight to her thighs.

She wished she could stop sobbing. Even just for a while, 
but she knew that she would eventually as she waited to be 
released. She knew when that would be too – at about four-thirty, 
giving her half an hour to get cleaned up before her father came 
home from work.

Megan understood why her mother was doing this. It was 
because she was afraid and Megan wasn't. Her mother was 
frightened for her daughter and so wanted to make her frightened 
like she was. The problem was that Megan was not frightened and
could see nothing to be frightened about. She had tried to explain 
it a hundred times to her mother, but she just shut her up either 
figuratively or literally like now.

Her parents were both Catholic, but her mother was a very 
strict Catholic and her father somewhat less so. He mother was 
frightened about the afterlife, so she said, but not for herself, since
she considered herself to be a good Catholic and was convinced 
that her place in Heaven was already assured, so long as she 
continued to do her duty. The problem, as far as Megan was 
concerned, was that her mother thought that part of her duty was 
to lock her daughter in the coal cellar, which was why she was 
there now.

Her father was also a practicing Catholic, but was not as 
strict as her mother. He believed that if people wanted to risk 
eternal damnation, then that was up to them. He cared about his 
own soul and those of the ones he loved, but he believed in an 
amount of free choice, even for little girls.

Megan loved both her parents despite what her mother did
to her, because, although she was only young, she realised that 
her mother had her best interests at heart. She even tried to love 
them both equally, but the problem, in Megan's opinion, was that 
her mother had either not had good Teachers or had been too 
frightened to believe her own eyes. Or ears, or senses.

She wasn't quite sure what they were, she just knew that 



she had them and so did others, but that her mother did not admit 
to them and so her mother did not want to believe that others had 
them either. 'After all', her mother had told her, 'I am thirty-four and
you are only twelve. I studied at a Catholic school, whereas you 
just go to the interdenominational comprehensive school'.

Her mother had apparently not had any issues with the 
comprehensive schooling system, but she had spat out the word 
'interdenominational'. Megan had never understood the problem. 
She had met both good and bad, clever and not so and aware and
not so from most religions.

Her mother fell into the good at heart, clever and quite 
aware categories.

Her father was good, clever and fairly aware.
Megan judged herself to be good, reasonably clever and 

very aware.
That was her problem. That was why she was huddled in 

the corner of a jet-black coal hole with all sorts of things probably 
crawling all over her right at this very second. She shuddered at 
the thought, but the snivelling had stopped now as she had known
that it eventually  would.

She knew that she she had two options.
She could tell her father what was happening to her behind

his back and cause a row which might lead to divorce or her being
taken into care or she could pretend that she was not aware, as 
she normally referred to it.

Megan had learned that the best thing to do when she was
locked in the cellar, was to think about something else and the 
subject that she liked to think about the most was her friends. She 
did not have many friends but they were special to her. Her 
favourite friends were her grandfather, Wacinhinsha and her pet 
cat.

She closed her eyes, tried to relax and tried to picture them
standing before her or sitting beside her. This always gave her a 
warm feeling and so she did it whenever she was upset. It was 
one of her little tricks for coping when life seemed unfair.

Megan thought she felt something brush up against her 
thigh and heard a low noise that was muffled by her sweater. 

Megan froze for a moment.

(Back to Top)



2 Rising Awareness

It had all started when she was a toddler. She had been 
left with her maternal grandmother during the daytime, because 
both her parents worked. He mother's parents were of the 
traditional sort, where the husband went out to work and the wife 
stayed at home and did whatever she could find to do in a 
household where the children had already married and left home. 
Mrs. White had never had her own friends. Everyone she knew 
was a friend or the wife of a friend of her husband and so when he
died, Mrs. white had virtually no friends at all.

Several times, Mrs. White had thought that she could feel 
herself going crazy from boredom and loneliness.

Having Megan to look after in the daytime and occasionally
at night too was therefore a godsend. Mrs. White was want to tell 
a lot of people that it had stopped her going mad from boredom, 
but years later,  Megan often  wondered whether she hadn't 
arrived too late to stop the process beginning.

The first indication that something was wrong was when 
Megan was a baby. Megan started picking up toys and things with 
her left hand, which was a very bad sign to Mrs. White. At first, 
Mrs. White would simply transfer the item to Megan's right hand 
and say, 'Left hand bad, right hand good', but after several weeks, 
when Megan had still not 'learned' the right way to do things, she 
received a tap on the left hand too as well as the admonition that 
the left hand was bad.

As any child of that age would, after such rigorous 
Pavlovian training, Megan learned to use her right hand. Her 
grandmother was ever so pleased at how Megan was responding 
to her training, so one day she announced the good news 
triumphantly to her daughter, who hadn't noticed, that Megan was 
now using exclusively her right hand to pick things up, whereas 
previously she had favoured the left.

Suzanne, Megan's mother, had thought nothing of it. She 
knew that her mother had some 'odd little ways', and allowed her 
to indulge them. However, what she could not remember was that 
her mother had practiced them on her too and that if she had not, 
she would have been a different sort of person. For a start, she 
would have been left-handed.



Suzanne did not tell her husband, Robert, that Megan had 
been born with a tendency to use her left hand, but had had it 
'beaten' out of her, because, being left-handed himself and a lot 
more tolerant of such old superstitions, he would not have 
approved. One of the reasons that Mrs. White disapproved of 
Robert was that he was left-handed, but she considered that it 
was it was already too late to save him and his soul.

She had tried everything within her power to make it 
difficult for Suzanne to fall in love with and then eventually marry 
Robert. She had nagged her, forbidden her to go out, stopped her 
meagre pocket money and even locked her in the broom 
cupboard under the stairs.

“I can't believe that a daughter of mine would behave the 
way you do,” she would often shout banging the cupboard door as
she passed. “I think there must have been a mix-up at the 
hospital. I could not have had a daughter like you.”

Suzanne had been lucky. They had had a coal bunker at 
her home not a coal hole, but she had found the broom cupboard 
a terrifying place all the same, even as a teenager, and for all the 
same reasons that Megan didn't like it and more, because Mrs. 
White had told her daughter that there were probably 'demons and
divils' in there. She had advised Suzanne on such occasions to sit 
quietly in the corner and cover her head, 'so's the demons and the
divils wouldn't notice her'.

As Megan had learned to speak, Mrs. White took it as a 
personal triumph. She did not give Suzanne or Robert any credit 
in the matter at all, telling her friends that so-called 'modern 
parents' did not have time for their children and that if it wasn't for 
their grandparents, the next generation would be 'complete 
morons'.

Most of Mrs. White's acquaintances knew what she was 
like and either just nodded in apparent agreement, changed the 
subject or hurried off, if was an option. Conversations often went 
along the lines of:

“Ah, Mrs. White, I'm sure you're doing a grand job helping 
your daughter out by minding little Megan... How are the begonias
this year?”

And so, little Megan was abandoned to the vagaries of her 
grandmother, as Mr. White was no longer on Earth to keep her 
imaginings under check, although, as it turned out, that was not 
altogether true. While sitting on the floor at the feet of Mrs. White, 
Megan would sometimes hold out a toy and offer it to 'Grandpa'.

At first, Mrs. White, thought that the child was confused. 



She assumed that 'the other grandparents' had been confusing 
her little protege, so, knowing that the tactic had worked before, 
whenever Megan held out a toy and said 'Grandpa', she would 
take it and say, 'Grandma'. Then later, becoming more desperate, 
'Grandma, Megan, not Grandpa!' and give her a little tap on the 
leg.

However, it was proving harder to get Megan to call her 
'Grandma' and not 'Grandpa' than it had been to make her use her
right hand no matter what methods she tried. Megan also referred 
to a 'pussy cat' and could be seen stroking the air and chuckling.

When Megan started to call the 'pussy cat' 'Grrr', Mrs. 
White put it down to an overactive childish imagination, but the 
references to 'Grandpa' continued to bother her. One day, she 
asked Suzanne what Megan called  Robert's parents.

“Oh, Megan is so sweet. She calls them by the Welsh 
words for grandmother and grandfather, 'Nain and Taid'. They 
want us to put her through Welsh school when she is old enough, 
but Robert and I are not sure yet. What do you think, Mam?”

Mrs. White had hoped that Megan would go to a Catholic 
school, but she knew that there was precious little chance of that, 
because Robert The Lefty 'does not believe that children should 
have religion – any religion, Mam – forced upon them at such an 
early age'. Bah! What did he know? What would a lefty know 
about it?

But she had said: 'Just be very careful where you send 
Megan, dear. You don't want her going to any of those rough 
modern schools where the lefty teachers do not teach respect and
have good old-fashioned disciple or you might find Megan in the 
family way before she does her GCE's. She hoped that the 
keywords 'lefty', 'respect' and 'discipline' would trigger a favourable
response from Suzanne, but she feared that she had lost her 
daughter to Robert's silly lefty ideas.

All she could try to do now was stop the rot in Megan. The 
rot that  Robert, and her daughter, were allowing to break out in 
poor, sweet, but impressionable Megan. She had been tempted to
try locking her under the stairs, but she knew that if ever Robert 
ever found out, that would be the last time that she would ever be 
allowed to be alone with Megan and that then they would both be 
the worse for it.

But deep inside, Mrs. White was well aware that she would
be the worse off by far and may not survive outside a sanatorium.
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3 Mother's Little Helper

When Megan was five, she started infant school, and so 
saw a lot less of her grandmother. That had a beneficial effect on 
Megan, many people said that, but it was not so happy for her 
grandmother. 

She died six months later as mad as a hatter.
The doctors did not know why Mrs. White died, but 

common belief had it it that she died of loneliness. 
Megan, of course, knew only that her grandmother had 

'passed away', but that didn't mean a lot to her. Not because she 
was 'young' and not because she didn't care. It just did not enter 
into the scheme of things in Megan's perception of the world in 
which she lived.

It was fair to say that Megan's world was not the world that 
most people would recognise. Megan had never believed, all the 
six years or so that she could remember, that people died. She 
knew that bodies died – sure! Her cat and her budgie had died 
and the family had buried them in boxes in the garden, but even 
then she had felt that her parents were acting out a scene for her 
benefit.

She had known even then that her parents had no idea 
about life and death, because to Megan there was no real 
distinction. OK, it was true that she had not seen all her pets after 
they had died. She had not seen Loppy Lugs the rabbit, or Goldie 
her canary, but she had seen Becky her old dog many times when
she was asleep and awake. There was no real difference between
being asleep or awake to Megan

Telling her mother that was the cause of her first serious 
scolding.

Megan had just naturally assumed, as children do, that 
everyone thinks the same as they do. She had not expected to be 
told that she was a 'stupid young girl who should not speak of 
such nonsense'.

That was her problem.
She did not think that what she saw was 'nonsense'. 

Hadn't she been talking to her Grandpa for years? It did not seem 



to her to be her fault that her  grandmother and her mother could 
not see him.

The current bout of confrontation and most of Megan's 
recent problems had started with a knock on he door one 
Saturday morning when she was eleven.

“I'll get it, Mam,” she had volunteered.
It had been a travelling brush salesman, just an everyday 

occurrence. Suzanne had come hurrying down the hall, drying her
hands on a tea towel to help her daughter out.

“Who is it, darling?”
“Oh, a man selling brushes...” she had replied warily.
After five minutes or so of conversation, Megan's mother 

had invited him in to show her his wares.
“Mam!, Don't let him in!”
“Don't be silly, girl,” her mother had replied. “What on Earth

has gotten into you?”
“But, Mam,” she had said, “you can see by his colours that 

he is a very bad man.”
The word 'con man' was still unknown in Megan's 

vocabulary. Her mother had brushed her aside as she made way 
for the traveling salesman to get through the narrow hallway into 
the living room.

“Step this way,” her mother had said. “I apologise for my 
daughter, but you know how children are... They do come out with 
the strangest things, don't they? Do you have any children, Mr....?”

Megan had slipped upstairs at that point. It was not the first
time that her advice had gone unheeded and she thought she 
knew what the consequences would be, when the house was 
empty of prying eyes.

When the front door closed behind the brush salesman, 
Megan heard her mother shout up to her:

“Megan, you come down here at once! Do you hear me?”
She slid off the bed, eased into her slippers and slowly 

went down to her mother, who was in the kitchen by then.
“Why do you persist in embarrassing me like that?”
“I could see the coloured lights around him, they were dark

and horrible, swirling around like dirty dish water going down the 
plug hole...”

“Don't start all that nonsense again. If I've told you once, 
I've told you a thousand times, there are no coloured lights around
people. You are the only person I know, or ever have known in my 
whole life, who talks about coloured lights swirling around people 
and you have to sop it. Do you understand me? You stop it this 



instant or you know what will happen...”
“Yes, Mam, but he was a bad man... I know it. I think that 

he was only selling brushes so he could get in the house and look 
around to see what you have...”

“Will you shut up! You have no right to go around accusing 
innocent people of bad things. You don't know the slightest thing 
about that man. I'm not stupid, I know a bad person when I meet 
one and he was a very pleasant and charming young man. If I had
thought there was anything wrong with him, do you think that I 
would have let him in my house? Do you? Do you think that your 
mother is that stupid?”

Megan was looking down at her slippers, studying the 
checkered pattern. She shook her head, “No, Mam, but I was only 
trying to help, Mam.”

“OK, well at least that is something. If you want to help, 
you can do it in other ways. Embarrassing me in public is not 
helping. Now go outside and play. I have to get your father's tea 
on or there will be merry hell to play when he gets in. Go on, off 
you go, and let's be hearing no more about coloured lights around 
people. D'you hear me?”

“Yes, Mam.”
She went outside and sat on the swing that her Dad had 

made for her in the garden. Idly swinging a few inches to and fro, 
she was thinking  about the salesman and coloured lights.

She knew that some other people could see the coloured 
lights as well, because she had talked to other children about 
them before. One or two of her friends could see them, but most 
could not. It seemed that she could see them most clearly out of 
all her friends. Some of them could only see dim lights if they 
looked hard, but Megan saw the lights clearly all the time and she 
had to struggle to turn them off.

She wasn't fully aware what they meant, but she had 
learned a few things. Bright colours seemed better than dark ones
for a start. Bright yellows, golds and oranges, seemed to mean 
happiness and openness – as if the person were happy to see you
and wished you no harm. Dark, muddy, brown or grey seemed to 
mean unhappy, spiteful, horrible people; or sometimes just people 
in a bad mood, like her mother was now.

Swirling colours meant someone was thinking... Probably, 
she thought, but she wasn't sure about that yet. Swirling bright 
colours might mean thinking good thoughts and swirling dark 
colours, thinking bad thoughts. That was what she had seen 
around the salesman.



Maybe her mother was right that she should not have 
accused the salesman of evil intent, since she still wasn't a 
hundred percent sure what all the lights meant herself anyway.

She had noticed though, that when someone had hurt 
themselves, maybe fallen over, the area that hurt would go dark 
like the bruise on the skin. She had also seen light 'bruise colours' 
on parts of people, like the old lady next door. She had a light, 
bluey-brown smudge to the left of centre of her chest, but she had 
said that she was feeling fine when Megan had asked her. In fact, 
Megan had asked several days running to see if she still felt well, 
but she had said that she did. Megan wondered whether it was a 
young illness that she didn't know she had. Maybe one of those 
cancer things she'd heard of that takes years to develop.

It crossed Megan's mind that there should be classes in 
coloured lights, because it would be far more useful than learning 
maths. Megan hated maths and had already made up her mind 
never to get a job when she was grown up that had anything to do
with maths.

She laughed out loud to herself, but her mother was 
watching her from the kitchen sink window and wondered if her 
daughter was all right in the head. Sometimes, she even 
wondered whether Megan was their daughter at all. She hated 
herself when that thought forced itself into her mind, but it kept 
coming back every once in a while.

Suzanne thought of 'Rosemary's Baby' and tried to think it 
was funny, but she thought that the idea was mean, small-minded 
and scary and unbecoming the mother of such an otherwise fine, 
upstanding, bright, helpful and loving child.

It was just that Megan would ask such strange questions 
and say such strange things. There was about a quarter of her 
that was unlike other children and she, her own mother, did not 
know how to cope with it. She had started to ask Robert a 
hundred times, but she was sure that he hadn't even noticed.

She had gotten so far as to bring the subject up once when
there was nothing interesting on TV to distract him.

“Robert...,” she had started tentatively, “Megan says that 
she can't get to sleep at nights because she..., well, you tell your 
Dad, love. Listen to this, Robert. Go on, Megan, tell you Dad what 
you told me the other day.”

Megan climbed up on her father's lap and snuggled up to 
him as he put his arms around her. 

“What is it, kiddo? Trouble at school?”
Megan loved her Dad. She loved her Mam too, but she 



knew that her father would never, ever lock her in the coal cellar, 
never in a hundred million years.

“No, Daddy, not school. I love school, all except maths... I 
hate that. Mr. Jenkins is so boring. No, it's when I go to bed. When
I go to bed, I get in, snuggle down and try to get all sleepy and 
then, just as I'm about to drift off, people start talking to me or 
sometimes they are talking to me and sometimes they are talking 
to each other, but they want me to listen. I'm not eavesdropping, 
Daddy, honest.”

She pulled back a little to better study his face and his 
lights, but she was too close to see them because they were 
mingled with her own. However, that was something else that she 
was learning: when her lights fused with nice people, she felt good
and when they mixed with those of troubled people she felt 
uncomfortable, awkward, shy or even frightened. That was 
another one she hadn't worked out yet, but she always felt good in
her Daddy's arms and that was what had made her first notice it.

“Do you hear the James' through the wall, do you think, my
dear? They're always fighting and shouting at each other. Maybe 
it's them having a ding-dong again. I expect that's what it is.”

“No, Daddy, it's not the James', I know their voices. Old 
Mrs. James has got a funny voice like a cat when you step on its 
tail.”

Her father laughed at her imitation of Mr. James' screechy 
voice.

“What do you think it is then, kiddo?”
“Oh, I know what it is, Daddy. It's people. It's Red Indians. I

can see them too sometimes, but mostly I can only hear them.”
“Red Indians, eh? In our street, well I never... Whatever 

next? And what have Red Indians got to say to my little girl in her 
bedroom at night?”

“Oh, they are very nice Red Indians, not like the ones you 
see on TV in old American cowboy films. In fact, one man told me 
never to watch those old films because they told lies about him 
and his people. Proper...gander or something, he called them.”

“Propaganda? Really? A Red Indian film critic right here in 
our own house. Who would have guessed it, but I tend to agree 
with him whoever he is that old you that. It sounds very sensible 
advice. What is his name, this Red Indian film critic friend of 
yours?”

“That one's name is Wacinhinsha or White Feather in 
English. He's Sioux. It took me ever so long to remember his 
name and we laughed and laughed when I got it wrong. He said 



that I called him the most awful things sometimes when I got it 
wrong... I see him the most. He's funny.”

“And what does Wacin... White Feather talk to you about, 
Megan?”

“All sorts of stuff really, Daddy. Sometimes, he tells me 
about his life in the old days, sometimes he tells me about flying 
like a bird, or all sorts of things. We just talk.”

“How old is this White Feather?”
“Oh, he's pretty old, but I don't know how old. Mummy, told 

me that it's rude to ask people how old they are, but I guess that 
he is about fifty or sixty... about the same as you, Daddy.”

“Thank you very much, Megan, I'm only forty-two...”
“Maybe White Feather is forty-two as well then.”
“Do you think that I could meet this friend of yours one 

night?”
“I don't know. That would be up to Wacinhinsha, I suppose,

but I don't see why not. If you really want to.”
“OK, darling, well you run along now and I'll have a think 

about it and talk to your mother. Thanks for telling me about 
Wacin... White Feather. He sounds a very interesting man. Don't 
forget, help your mother whenever you can, there's a good girl.”

“I do, Daddy, I do try to help Mam.”
“I know you do, darling, you're a good girl, aren't you? 

You're mother's little helper.”
And all that Robert had done was to say that Megan had 

an active, fertile imagination and the following weekend he had 
redecorated Megan's room with wallpaper featuring Red Indian 
encampments and Red Indians on horseback looking over the 
plains from a hill top.

“There,” he had explained to Suzanne, “Whenever Megan 
mentions Red Indians again, just say that it is the wallpaper that 
she can see. Tell her there's no-one there really.”

And as far as Robert was concerned that was the end of 
that. The problem was solved, but then he didn't have to live with 
the embarrassing things that she did and said all day, did he, 
thought Suzanne.

(Back to Top)



4 Inspiration

Once Megan had started school and left the dubious care 
of her grandmother, she had mixed with about a dozen other 
children at a nursery school that she loved. She especially adored 
Mrs. Williams her classroom teacher. Mrs. Williams was 
marvellous, she had been like a breath of fresh air after her 
grandmother.

Mrs. Williams was about old enough to be a grandmother, 
Megan judged and she was plump and jolly. She loved to sing as 
she went about her passion, which was looking after young 
children. Everything was all right by Mrs. Williams as long as there
was no violence. The problem was that sometimes there was.

It was not really so long ago, half her lifetime away, but still
only six years. She could not see people's colours clearly in those 
days, but sometimes she would catch sight of a flash of red and 
grey light and seconds later someone would get a slap from an 
angry child. She had learned in that first year to stay away from 
children who were subject to violent mood swings.

Mrs. Williams' lights were always yellow-gold and warm. 
She loved to get close enough to mix colours with her, as Megan 
thought of it. Mrs. Williams and her Dad were the best people 
Megan knew in the whole world to mix with. The only problem with
them was though, that they did not talk about seeing coloured 
lights. She had no-one she could ask questions of and expect 
serious answers, because she knew more about it than anyone 
else she knew. She was also smart enough to know that her 
knowledge on the subject was pretty thin.

Megan didn't hate anyone that she had ever had any 
dealings with in her short life, although there had not been many 
people in so far. At the time, she had had mixed feelings towards 
her grandmother, but she had never hated her. The same with her 
mother. She always had the urge to feel sorry for her mother when
she got angry with her. She wanted to comfort her and tell her that
seeing lights was not a problem and neither was not being able to 
see them. She knew already that she was the odd one out, not her
mother. However, she could not yet work out why her mother was 
so afraid, because the powers that she had were meant for good 
and not evil.

Wacinhinsha had talked about that several times. 
“Little Megan,” he had told her, “You have a great gift. You 

are one of a few. Most people will never come close to even 



conceiving of the powers that you have now, while others will work
all their lives to experience one tenth of what you will be able to 
do. Indeed, even one tenth of what you can do now already.

“For the powers that you have are available to all men and 
all women, if they but looked for them, but you and I, Little Megan,
were fortunate enough to be born with them. That is very rare, so 
you must use your gifts to help people and not to help yourself. 
You will find, as you get older, that helping others brings its own 
reward and sometimes that reward is the one that you need, 
although maybe not always the one that you were hoping for.”

“In order to find true happiness, Megan, you must learn to 
accept what people are able to give you and no more. Don't put 
pressure on people and don't expect too much. It is better by far to
expect nothing in return, because some people will not even know
that you have helped them and others will be jealous of you.

“Remember this though, there is a record of everything 
that you do  and everyone else does and no-one can erase or 
alter it. Everybody gets paid in like kind according to that list. 
Make sure that your balance is on the good side and in the long 
run, you will be rewarded with happiness and in the long run, 
happiness is all that matters. 

“There are many words for this list, but in the West, you will
most often hear it called Fate or Karma.

“Learn to enjoy your life, because it is very long.”
“I know that you want to learn about these powers, these 

perceptions that you have, which is why I come to you. You may 
think of me as a Teacher, but I prefer to use the word 'Guide'. I am 
your Guide in spiritual matters, but I am not your main Guide. He 
or she will be revealed to you when they are ready to do so, or 
when you are ready to understand for when the pupil ready, the 
Teacher will appear.

“Remember that, Megan, because it is very important. 
'When the pupil is ready, the Teacher will appear'. For in truth, we 
are always ready to help those who want to progress. We also try 
to help those who are still in complete darkness, but until a person
really wants to understand, to be Awakened, our words nearly 
always fall on deaf ears.

“Therefore, if you ever have a question, just think it when 
you are resting and the world is quiet within you, and I will come to
try to explain when I can. I am always within earshot of you. Never
forget that. You are never alone and neither is anyone else.

“However, having said that, there are limitations on what 
we can do to help. I will explain and you will see that these are 



physical limitations, not those of our own making.
“You have questions like: 'What does it mean when I see 

the colour yellow around someone's head?' You asked that, did 
you not?”

“Yes, Wacinhinsha.”
“The problem is, Megan, that human eyes are not perfect. 

They also deteriorate, wear out – some people need to wear 
glasses - and so what you call 'yellow' someone else may call 
'gold'. What you call 'green', someone else may describe as 
''brown'. You call it colour-blindness in English. Then again, I, or 
we, do not see with our eyes at all. I have the appearance that you
see, because it was my last Earthly incarnation or body, so I wear 
this form so that you will recognise me and not be afraid.

“One day, you may see me as I really am, but even you are
not that far developed yet. So, how should I describe a colour to 
you that you may not even see? How would it help for me to tell 
you the meaning of the colour yellow, when what you are talking 
about is in truth gold?”

“You have a fine gift, but unfortunately, it does not come 
with an instruction manual. You will have to write your own, as we 
have all had to and as we are all still doing, for there are more 
powers in the Universe than are available to Earth men at their 
stage of development.

“Think about what I have said, Megan, and you will 
understand. You are a bright girl. You will learn, because you want
to and I will help all I can within the natural confines that no-one 
can change, for there are rules and natural laws that we all have 
to live by and so ignore at our peril.”

Megan had so wanted to tell her father Wacinhinsha's 
words when he had asked the other day, but she had thought 
better of it. Wacinhinsha had talked of pupils and teachers, but 
she had not felt that her father's question was of the kind that 
Wacinhinsha had meant and anyway, she didn't feel that she knew
enough to become a Teacher just yet.

Her father's parents, Nain and Taid, were deep, but they 
didn't say much about anything that mattered much. They were 
farmers before they had sold up to retire because Robert had not 
shown any interest in farming. And who could blame him? They 
certainly did not, because they knew how hard sheep farming 
was. They knew that Robert was better off in an office in the city 
and they were glad he was there too.

As for Megan, they doted on her. Megan was their little 
darling, but they had never shown any interest in her spiritual well-



being or noticed that she was 'not quite the same' as other little 
children. They believed in hard work, a belief in God and minding 
one's own business. And that was precisely what they had been 
doing all their lives.

(Back to Top)

5 The Neighbours

The children in the street got on well with Megan and vice-
versa. She played hop-scotch and tag with a few of the girls. She 
liked sleeping over at friends' houses and even had people stay at
her house sometimes when her mother was in a good mood. She 
liked using her computer and she particularly liked FaceBook. As 
far as most people were concerned, she was just a normal twelve-
year old girl. In fact, most people thought that she was less crabby
than most kids of her age.

The majority of the children didn't remember that she had 
asked whether they could see coloured lights around people or 
hear voices, because she had become adroit at covering up for 
herself, along the lines of:

“Do you see lights around people's head, Jill? Like when 
you look at me, do you see lights around my head?”

“No... What on Earth are you talking about?”
“I don't know... Maybe it's the sun in my eyes or maybe it's 

my headache...”
However, some people had caught her out and become 

suspicious of her influence on their own children. Usually it went 
no further than that, and Megan would take special care around 
those parents so that their suspicions dissipated. She had 
overdone it with Mrs. James though. She had asked every day for 
a week or more about her health and the state of her heart in 
particular.

Later, after being diagnosed with a heart murmur, 
superstitious old Mrs. James had wondered whether Megan had 
wished heart problems upon her and told Suzanne so. Suzanne 
had stuck up for her daughter before the dippy old woman, but it 



was exactly the kind of situation that she had wanted to avoid.
Suzanne's real problem though was that she did believe in 

Megan's abilities. She even had vestiges of memories of being 
aware herself but it was years - no, decades and decades ago. In 
fact, she knew when it was, it was when she was in infants school,
but she could no longer remember why it had all stopped. She 
assumed that she had simply 'grown out of it'. It had  never 
crossed Suzanne's mind that her mother had trained it out of her 
and that she was doing to her own daughter what had been done 
to her although marginally less cruelly.

However, Megan was far more stubborn than she had 
been as a child. Suzanne had had complete and utter trust in her 
parents and her faith and when she was told that she was going 
against her parents' and God's wishes, she had given up and 
stopped. Megan was not doing that, but then Suzanne was not the
brain-washer that her mother was and Megan was not the 
completely subservient child that Suzanne had been.

Megan had more self-confidence than ten children of 
Suzanne's generation, but then that was normal 'these days', she 
thought. There was no respect for 'authority' like there used to be. 
Children were disobedient and disrespectful and needed discipline
and punishment, she thought.

Or she thought that she thought that, but when she 
analysed those thoughts, she did not really believe them at all all. 
It was as if someone else were speaking through her mouth. In 
fact, she sounded like her mother, even though she did not want 
to.

Suzanne loved and missed her departed mother, but she 
did not want to be like her. No children really want to be like their 
parents, no matter how much they love and respect them. 
However, Suzanne went further than she could remember her 
mother going, she sometimes screamed at Megan through the 
cellar door and she made noises in order to frighten her. 
Suzanne's mother had done the same, but she could not 
remember it. It had frightened her so much that her mind would 
not let her recall it.

“I cannot believe that I conceived you! Something must 
have gone wrong at your conception... or...or there must have 
been a mix-up at the hospital. You aren't our child. You're weird! 
You're not normal! You hear me? You're not normal!” she would 
shout.

What Suzanne failed to realise was that if they could hear 
the James' arguing, the James' could hear them too. Or at least 



Mrs. James could because she was the only one at home during 
the daytime and Mrs. James was a lonely old woman who did not 
have much to talk about besides what other people did, so 
Suzanne and her fights with Megan were compulsory listening to 
her. Mrs. James knew the best place to put the glass to the wall to
get every juicy detail.

Unbeknown to her, Suzanne did more to ruin their family's 
reputation than Megan ever would or could do, because Mrs. 
James would go straight to the local shops at the end of the street 
after she had picked up enough gossip to pass on. She would tell 
the greengrocer's wife and whoever she was talking to at the time.
She would tell the butcher and the baker. She told neighbours and
anyone else she met.

When her husband's tea was ready, she would telephone 
friends and when her husband had finished eating, she told him as
if she were really worried about living so close to those 'weird 
Evanses next door' especially as she was there at home alone all 
day. Her husband would go down to the local pub for an hour at 
seven and there he would relate his wife's stories.

Luckily for Suzanne's pride, most people took no notice of 
the James' gossip, but some reasoned that 'there is no smoke 
without fire' and some suggested contacting social services, if 'that
lovely Megan' was being abused by her 'crazy mother'. However, 
as usual nobody actually did anything. After solving the world's 
problems while drinking three pints of bitter, most people went 
home to bed and forgot all about Megan and Suzanne.

Robert never heard these stories because he never used 
the working class pub on the corner. If he had, he would have 
been completely astounded, because he had no idea what 
Suzanne was doing to 'control the situation' and look after the 
family's standing in the local community.

Nobody thought about Megan though, but then nobody but
Suzanne knew that she was being locked in the cellar either. Not 
even Mrs. James knew that much.

The reason why she was locked up this time was because 
Megan had heard from one of her school friends who lived a few 
doors up the street, that they had been burgled the day before. 
Apparently, two men and probably a small boy had stolen all their 
valuables while Mrs. Smith was out shopping.

It seemed that two brush salesmen had been ringing the 
front door bell and that the door had opened and they had gone in.
A neighbour across the road had testified to having seen the men 
being invited in. However, upon questioning, the neighbour could 



not swear to having actually seen who opened the door, but the 
men had removed their hats and entered 'respectfully'.

The police had worked out that after ringing the bell a few 
times, they had phoned a boy accomplice who was waiting around
the back to climb in through a fanlight window and open the front 
door, while keeping out of sight. When they were finished, the boy 
probably let them out and then left by the back door into the lane.

In fact, the gang were fairly well-known to the police all 
around the country and there was now a warning on Crime Watch 
on TV. The public was shown various disguises that the men 
frequently used in their con tricks. It was thought that the team 
had already left the area, but they said that they could be active 
again within a month or two. The brush salesman that Suzanne 
had allowed into their house was the spitting image of one of the 
gang.

It was estimated that the criminals had burgled and conned
at least thirty houses and families in the area, but they said that 
the figure was probably higher because some people were too 
embarrassed to report having been taken in.

Suzanne had already heard the story and she had heard 
that the broom salesman that Megan had warned her about was 
probably involved. Megan's mistake had been uncharacteristic 
and stupid. In a fit of pique, she had said to her mother that she 
had told her so. Her mother already knew that too and had flipped,
locking her daughter in the coal cellar, before phoning the school 
to report that Megan was suffering from 'abdominal pains', which 
she was.

(Back to Top)

6 Megan's Friends

The brush against Megan's thigh was stronger this time 
and she smiled inside her jumper. She let go of her left calf and 
stroked the animal at her side. There was no physical sensation of
touching fur, but the feeling of mixing with a friend was very real. 
There was no mistaking the purring now either. The very loud, 



deep purr of a tiger. 
“Grrr,” said Megan. I knew that you would come.” The big 

tiger flopped against her leg and squashed her against the wall.
“You big softie. Thank you, my very special friend.” The 

purring grew louder and she could feel the tiger rolling back and 
forth on its back. Megan rubbed and patted it's chest. She peeped 
through her jumper and could clearly see the black, yellow and 
white markings of her huge, oldest friend.

“How are you doing, girl? Having fun? There's a good girl. 
Good girl. You're a good girl, aren't you.” Grrr purred and purred.

She could see the lights that were her friend, but she was 
more like the glow from a nightlight than a lamp. Megan was really
pleased that Grrr had come, but she could not protect her from 
spiders and other insects, so she kept her skin covered up except 
for the hand that was stroking her friend, but she felt so much 
better, as she always did when Grrr came to visit her.

Grrr had never let her down when she was confined to the 
coal cellar.

At times like these, she liked to think over what her Red 
Indian friends had told her. One of her latest exercises was to try 
to see without using her eyes Wacinhinsha had told her that he 
only appeared in human form and that he did not need his eyes 
for seeing. He had also said that all men and women were built 
the same, but that people on Earth were limited in what they could
achieve because they did not know that there was more to life, 
because they had not had the training and because of the physical
limitations of the human body.

It therefore seemed obvious to her, that she should be able
to see without using her physical eyes, just like Wacinhinsha and 
his friends did. So, when she was alone and could not sleep or 
when she was locked up, one of her new methods of passing the 
time was to try to look through her eyelids. Megan had no idea 
whether this was the right way of practicing  'seeing without eyes', 
but as far as she could work out, it was the best place to start that 
she knew.

She raised her eyes within their sockets, because her head
was still tucked inside her sweater and looked around. She 
already knew what the cellar looked like. She already knew what 
was on the wall facing her, but she wanted to be able to see it. In 
the pitch dark and with her eyes closed.

Like a forest hunter after nightfall.
She had not perfected the knack yet, although sometimes, 

she did think that she saw something, it was just that the shapes 



were unrecognizable. She could not see what she knew was 
there: three shelves made from old planks with a few pots of paint 
on them and various tins and jars.

She looked at the spot where she knew Grrr was lying and 
she was sure that she could see a dim light, but no, she was not 
actually sure. It was more like a mist of shades of blue but very 
faint, so faint that it could have been a trick of her imagination.

Then it dawned on her what Wacinhinsha had been 
explaining to her. He could not talk to her about colours, because 
they were not the same  perceived through human eyes and his 
own senses. Perhaps he 'saw' Grrr as she was seeing her now, 
not as she normally did as white, yellow and black. Perhaps, when
Wacinhinsha looked at the wall and the shelves on it, he saw 
nothing tangible, because there was nothing there to him. A wall 
would not be an impediment or an obstruction to him. It just did 
not exist.

He did not have a body of flesh and bone, no human could
imprison him. No man-made structure could restrict his movement
as her mother and these walls were restricting hers. Maybe, she 
thought, she could not see them with no-eyes because they were 
not living and so not real.

She loved to think like this. It was part of her new hobby of 
training along with looking with no-eyes.

She continued in the same vein. If the walls and the house 
were no barrier to movement, then they should be no barrier to 
sight and if that is the case and living objects are easier to see 
because they are brighter, then she thought that she should be 
able to see her mother hovering around the house doing the 
housework. She would appear to be hovering because the floors 
don't exist either. 

She would be hovering about hoovering something that 
didn't exist. It made her laugh.

She looked and looked in every direction, but she could 
not see her mother, although she was sure that she was in the 
house somewhere. Maybe her theories were wrong, she thought. 
She made a mental note to ask Wacinhinsha one day. She still did
not realise that by doing that she had already done so.

She felt a thought in her mind rather than heard it with her 
ears. In that instant, she wondered if that was the aural equivalent 
of seeing without eyes. She looked up, but saw nothing distinct, so
she pulled her sweater away from her eyes and opened them.

“Hello, Grandpa,” she said, her realisation that verbal 
speech was unnecessary still not having completely sunk in.



“Down here again are you? I will not tell you what you must
do, that is for you to discover, but it may be worth not talking about
what you know to people who are still ignorant of reality. Your 
parents may be considered examples of that kind of people, 
although your father may be more aware than people give him 
credit for.

“His parents are quiet people and he has picked up their 
ways, but inside he has doubts about what he thinks he knows are
indelible, unfaltering truths. Just give him time and space and wait 
for him to see for himself.

“Are you done with your studies?”
“I have some questions... No, I have lots if questions, 

Grandpa. Can you help me with them?”
“I am afraid not. I fear that I don't know all the answers that

you may require. Don't forget that I lived in ignorance for most of 
my life here too – as your Grandma did and your mother is doing. 
You could call me a 'late developer', so I would rather you ask 
your questions and wait for the answers to come from other 
sources...”

“Like Wacinhinsha?”
“He is one, yes. He is very knowledgeable and very 

patient. I know that he takes a very keen interest in your 
development and that he will help you with everything that he can,
but I think that you will find other Teachers along the way, as I 
have. I'm afraid one size does not fit all – just as a child you will 
have many teachers between entering nursery school and leaving 
university.

“For that is all this place, Earth, is, one of countless 
universities in our eternal progression upwards. 

“Onwards and Upwards! I seem to remember from my last 
life on Earth... Yes, Onwards and Upwards, that was it. It is a very 
fitting phrase for what happens and all in just three words.

“I cannot help you with your questions, but I can help you 
pass the time and perhaps show you something too. Would you 
like to go for a walk?”

“Sure... but how, Grandpa?”
“Let me sit beside you first.” 
He put his arm around her shoulder. If Megan had thought 

about it she would have realised that his elbow had to be inside 
the wall, but it did not cross her mind.

“Right, Megan, we are going for a walk on the beach. Just 
come with me... that's it, great! Can you see the sea?”.

Megan nodded and looked at herself and her grandfather. 



He seemed exactly the same as he had in the cellar and every 
other time she had met him, but she felt different. She even 
fancied that she looked a bit different. She felt lighter, happier, 
freer and there was no coal dust on her.

“How did you do that, Grandpa? Where are we? Do what, 
Megan? I did nothing to you. I brought myself here and you 
brought yourself here. You did that all on your own. No-one can 
make you go or come or stay anywhere when you are in this state,
er, like this.”

“Am I like you now, Grandpa, am I dead or passed away?”
“No, you still have a body and you are connected to it by 

this fine thread here, see? Look, I don't have one, because my last
body died... Oh, I can't remember how long ago now, but a while 
ago. Yours is still sitting in the cellar waiting for you to return to it. 
Then it will spring into action again like a glove puppet.”

“So, where are we?”
“It is a beach that I used to play on when I was a boy and I 

still come here sometimes to look around or think. If you want we 
can call it Our Beach and whenever you want to come here you 
just have to think about Our Beach. You may find it tricky to leave 
your body and Astral Travel  the first few times, but you will get the
hang of it. In fact, everybody does it quite often, but they don't 
remember when they wake up. You have travelled before too, but I
want you to practice doing it at will.”

“If you call me to be with you, I will try to meet you here. It's
lovely, isn't it?”

“Sure is. This is magic!”
“No, Megan, it is not magic, please do not say that, it is 

normal, it is just unfortunate that people, or most people anyway, 
don't know that they can do it. It is very sad really, because 
everybody does it anyway.”

“How do I get back home, er, I mean to my body? What if 
Mam goes down into the cellar and finds me?”

“Don't worry about any of those things. If someone tries to 
talk to  you, you will not hear them, but they will just assume that 
you are asleep. If they shake you, you will know it through this 
silver cord and your first reaction will be to fly back 'home' in the 
twinkling of an eye. When you become more adept, you may 
resist the temptation to scurry off 'home', but it is very difficult, so 
they say. I'm afraid I can't remember.

“However, time passes in a different way when you are in 
this state, well to be honest, it doesn't really exist, so it is hard to 
keep track of it unless you are aware of the problem. If you stay 



local on Earth, you can keep an eye on the Sun, but if you go 
farther afield, you may have to take other precautions, but that is 
for the future.

“It is probably better if we go back now. Your mother might 
let you out soon. Little does she suspect that you have been 
walking on the beach with her father, eh?” and they both laughed 
at the idea.

Megan felt a clammy sensation, like putting on damp 
clothes that had shrunk a little in the wash. She popped her head 
out of her jumper and realised that she was back in the cellar. Grrr
was still there but her grandfather was not. She had no idea what 
time it was, but she heard the doorbell ring and she heard her 
mother hurrying along the hall to answer the door.

“Robert! What are you doing home so early? And where's 
your key?”

“It's not so early, Suzy, only an hour. I had to meet a client 
in his office, but he had had to cancel. His secretary forgot to tell 
us. So here I am... Are you going to let me in then?”

“Of course,” she said, standing aside rather shocked, “But 
why didn't you let yourself in? Lost your key? That's not like you?”

“No, of course not! You know me,” he said, hanging his 
coat on its hook, “I never lose anything... I just wanted to surprise 
you... Catch you in bed with one of the neighbours...”

“Don't be silly, Robert...,” she blushed as it was quite 
unthinkable to either of them really. “Go on through to the kitchen 
and I'll make you a cup of tea. We can chat while I'm getting the 
tea on.”

Robert did as he was told and Suzanne pretended to 
straighten his coat on the hook. When he was out of sight, she 
opened the cellar door.

“Megan,” she said in a hushed voice, “You can come out 
now. Go and get cleaned up and change out of your uniform.” She
held the door open nervously as Megan ascended the stairs. “Now
you behave in future,” she whispered.

At that moment, Robert came back into the hall to get 
mobile from his coat pocket and saw the state that Megan was in.

“What on Earth has been going on here? Megan, why are 
you covered in coal dust? What were you doing in the cellar for 
Heaven's sake?”

Megan looked her mother squarely in the eyes for a 
moment and then at her father, “School project, Dad. I got 
lumbered with researching coal...”

“Oh, I see, well, that's all right then, but look at the state of 



you... You're supposed to be helping your mother, now she'll have 
to scrub your uniform to get it clean. Go on, go and have a shower
and put some clean clothes on. Tea will be ready soon...”

“Yes, Daddy.”
Megan started up the stairs. Grrr was bounding up them 

before her.

The End
(for now)

(Back to Top)
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