
A Matter of Fact: part 2

 

February 15 2007, Prince George Long Term Care Centre

“Your blood work shows no trace of the meta-gene complex which means you are definitely not a mutant, and another thing discovered in your blood is an odd hormonal imbalance, you are actually male”

∞ ∞ ∞

If Cameron hadn’t already been in bed - she would have fallen over.

The human body is a truly remarkable devise, if too much pain is felt: shock kicks in and masks the overload, Cameron was not able to cope with the news she had just received and at that moment Cameron was oblivious to the world around her, her mind was stuck in a playback loop: flipping the words “he/she” around like a shiny coin. Emotional upset fueled her turmoil which in turn gave the coin yet another toss “I don’t want to be a guy. I like being a girl. Don’t know how to be a guy. Girls are friendly, they talk and smile. Guys are mean, hit each other, and grunt. I don’t want to hit anybody – I can’t be a boy.” Cameron watched the coins’ flash for a long time “After everything that’s been taken from me: must I lose myself as well?” Eventually she came to a realization: The coin had two faces but it was the same coin! It didn’t matter being male or female, she would be the same person - just showing a different face and would have the same value… her biggest worry had been she would be failing her parents, however in recalling memories of her family she knew they loved her little brother almost as much as they did her, she would always be their child. The hurt from missing her family caused tears to roll down Cameron’s face as the shock ebbed.

Looking up Cameron discovered that Doc Carter was gone, however sitting across the room in a wheelchair was an older lady, clad in a frumpy housecoat and knitted shawl, Cameron was sure she saw slippers with bunny ears which brought on a smile.

“Hmmpff, what they got you in here for?”

“Sleep disorder and binge dieting. You?” Was Cameron’s playful reply.

“Terminal flatulence” shot back the smirking woman – Cameron’s Mom wouldn’t resort to saying fart either.

“Must’ve had the cabbage last night” mused Cameron

That warranted a chuckle from the senior, “You’ll fit in fine around here, this the room they pulled the body from?”

“Yeah, but to be fair it was self defense … and he wasn’t dead”

“Thief?”

“Assassin”

“And your eyes?”

“Would you believe I lost an argument with the Energizer Bunny?”

“I’m figuring mutation”

“So had I… but the Doc says ‘no!’”

“You dangerous?”

“I can’t even get out of bed!”

“Neither can ‘Old George’ down the East wing, but I wouldn’t turn my back to him”

“No, not dangerous, unless a good taunting counts?”

“Honey, around here your facing pro’s that would make Don Rickles blush”

“Huh?”

“Whoops, dating myself, No kablooie?”

“All good”

“Names Annie”

“Cameron”

“You a boy or girl?”

“Yes”

“Come again”

“Another one of those things I thought I had figured out but the Doc says ‘No’”

“Well Hon, my Fred always said ‘tomorrows another day that the cows need to be cut and the grass milked’”

“So, he was a poet?”

“No dear, a mechanic, but I think he meant: the worlds just slightly mixed up, we need to make the most out of each day, at least that’s what I get out of it … gotta run, I’m late for a game of cribbage, catch you later?”

“Anytime Annie, and thank you”

Amanda was smiling as she held the door for Annie to wheel through, Cameron hadn’t seen when the Doc had showed up – or how much of the conversation she had caught, but when she asked “You okay?” Cameron responded while opening her laptop “I’ve got some grass to milk”, which was acknowledged with a thumbs up and smile.

∞ ∞ ∞

Cameron had put a couple hours into her schoolwork, it was so much easier than she remembered back from when last at school, information she read just seemed to make sense and it just popped back into her head doing review: before, math might as well have been a foreign language, now it all just meshed… something else to get the Doc’s excited about.

Leaning back to relax she let her eyes close, Cameron felt as if a switch was thrown, her vision adjusted to a panorama akin to a solar system with planets rotating around the sun, it seemed familiar somehow (it’s an atom!) Cameron recalled from a science textbook, as she continued watching the microcosmic dance, a realization came (Iron), she moved her focus to the left and the atom appeared to follow (oh that’s freaky), she tried to back away and hundreds of various atoms came into view, a bit further out thousands appeared, then next - millions. At this point she opened her eyes, and the wonder caused her to gasp.

In her sight items now had shape and form, but colour was based upon the majority of the element or elements present, Cameron remembered how her Mother had books of famous artists and their masterpieces, on rainy days they would huddle together under a blanket and marvel at the pictures, impressionists being her favorite. The tears that escaped from the corners of Cameron’s eyes contained no sadness – just pure joy. “If I get to see this everyday, life is good, very good indeed” Cameron said to nobody, to everybody.

Cameron decided that the best way to describe what she saw was as if looking at a Picasso painting through a kaleidoscope times a thousand. She began to explore with her sight shifting from view to view: akin to mentally climbing a set of stairs to a landing with a door, she discovering at least 2 dozen different points of outlook. She attempted to investigate each, exploring the new vistas, some looked into another dimension, at one she put a glass of water into this pocket and was shocked to see the splash from moving the glass stopped … as if frozen, when she brought it back the splash finished its motion. Cameron puzzled over this for awhile and realized the dimension had height, width, and breadth but didn’t have time, looking deeply she noticed that the molecules where not moving, Inwardly Cameron rationalized (I better not tell people about this till I figure it out more). After her exploration she mentally labeled some of the spaces: the easiest one to reach was somewhat small so was just called the Cupboard, Storage was the space without time, the Warehouse was an immense void that Cameron couldn’t measure, the Reservoir was a hallow that would work nicely to hold liquid, another was so brightly lit she called it the Sunroom.

Cameron continued practising with her new sight and looked outwardly around the Care Centre; it was disconcerting to be able to look through walls and see people walking around quite a distance away but when she added her depth indicating layer it began to make more sense and be less disorienting. The layer that showed the intensity and type of energy was interesting which led to a surprise: One doorway had consisted of a glowing ball of light in a large room - she determined this must be her own battery – however it looked like a 40-watt light bulb trying to illuminate the Grand Canyon.

Turning her attention to the laptop, the deep scratch in the aluminum cover elicited an idea, she keyed in on the metal and “asked” the atoms to move in and fill the gap. When she ran her fingers over the cover it was perfectly smooth - she no longer saw any difference (This is too cool!) she checked her battery which had decreased in intensity only minutely so she commenced to experiment with other items in the room, within minutes everything looked shiny and new, even the depression in her mattress was gone which brought a smile to her lips. Cameron had discovered she didn’t actually need to have an item directly in view ahead of her to be able to see it, her peripheral vision allowed her to “see” all around but got dizzy and wasn’t able to truly focus unless it was in front of her.

∞ ∞ ∞

As Grace entered the room something was different, everything was the same just… not, she brought with her a monitor on a wheeled stand – of course with the obligatory wonky wheel like every shopping cart at the grocery store. As she took in the room trying to pin point what was off, Cameron’s mischievous grin was telling.

“Whatca doin?” asked Grace.

“Fixing the world … one wobbly wheel at a time” just as the stand stopped vibrating and tracked smoothly beside Grace.

Grace pointed down to the stands base “Did you just?”

“Yep”

The next half hour was spent with Grace chasing around the Centre searching for broken items, Cameron took up the challenge: fixing things in most instances as it came into the room. However, when Grace brought in a large television set on a rolling tray, Cameron stared at the box for a prolonged period. Cameron compared the working laptop with the broken TV, and “saw” the electricity moving along inside the machine, she could trace how it flowed thru the switches, circuits, and drives to energize the computer. Turning her attention to the TV she likewise tried to follow the path of the electrical current as it moved along the grid of wires until finding a section in the circuitry that was damaged, changing perspective she found the fault was some components that had burnt out and melted solder, Cameron “asked” the molecules to align themselves, shortly the TV screen lit with an infomercial selling kitchenware.

“It’s alive” claimed Cameron.

Grace didn’t say anything, just stood twirling the end of the TV’s power cord.

Cameron was distracted and the TV turned off “that’s kinda weird”.

Grace nodded her head in agreement and added “I’ll see if Marcus can stop by tonight, he might have some ideas”.

Grace returned the TV and minutes later a cheer was heard coming from down the hall.

∞ ∞ ∞

Cameron was told about some appointments the next day, Grace saying that one was with Doctor Amanda who needed to monitor her brain, which meant Cameron’s head needed to be shaved – it wasn’t as if she had much up top – only some stubble had grown in since awakening from the coma. Grace applied the shaving cream and while doing so poured in some warmth and gently massaged her scalp. When the razor came out Cameron started to loudly hum the Barber from Seville recalling the Bug’s Bunny scene.

Grace bent down beside Cameron’s ear “I liked you better when you were unconscious” eliciting a burst of giggles from Cameron to match Graces smile.

By the time Grace had finished they both were humming the tune, Grace ended up saying “I’m not going to be able to get that out of my head for a week!”

Lacking a witty comeback Cameron used the essential fallback of sticking her tongue out.

Grace next started to massage Cameron’s legs, using a little heat and cold to work the muscles deeply

“Oh! that feels wonderful”

“Marcus says I missed my true calling becoming a Nurse”

Watching Grace rubbing, seeing the changes from orange to blue with her vision, Cameron asked “Do your hands become hot when you use your ability?”

Grace paused for a moment “Good question, my hands feel the temperature of what I’m touching, but they don’t become hot. What are you seeing?”

“Energy is passing through your hands and causing the molecules to get excited and move faster when you heat, or slow down and get sluggish as you cool”

Grace commented “Makes sense, I have a low Energizer rating from the hot and cold ability”. Cameron nodded since she noted the light bulb in Graces chest dimmed slightly when she heated and brightened when cooling.

“How hot can you make something?”

“I can boil water in a pot, I tried having my hand in water to boil it but burnt my skin, the same for cold: I can make ice but only until it begins to hurt”

Turning Cameron over, Grace massaged her back

“Are you a Hero?”

“Do I wear a uniform and go around helping people… Yes, people call me Nurse Johnson”

“But you’re also Polaris?”

“As a mutant, a codename helps protect who you are, someone could use your identity to hurt you and the ones close to you, keeping your identity secret lets you live a normal life”

“So, having powers doesn’t mean I have to become a Hero?”

“No Hon, you get to choose what you’re going to do with your life, what do you suppose makes a person a hero or villain?”

“Well, a hero helps people, and a villain takes from people”

“Have you met many hero’s?”

“Only you and Marcus, and I suppose my Dad was always my hero”

“And what did he do?”

“Well he was an engineer and built stuff, but what made him special was he would hold me tight during lightning storms, read bedtime stories to me and my brother, taught me to ride a bike, and he could make Mom laugh when she was sad, so mostly he was my Dad”

“So his power was?”

“He … he loved us, loved me”

“That might be something for you to consider if you need to deciding if someone is good or bad.” Patting the bald head and left the room.

∞ ∞ ∞

Marcus arrived at the Centre after closing up shop and stopping by the house to collect some items that might help figure out Cameron’s ability, Grace’s call had piqued his curiosity, and all day he had been reviewing his time at Whateley Academy and all the testing he had undergone, he was certainly not a scientist like those folks had been, but was excited to help Cameron explore this new development. He brought into the Centre a cart loaded with his treasures, a few broken electronics from the store, some cast-offs and derelict pieces and bits.

“Hey Kiddo, I heard tell you found an ability today, are you up to showing off?”

“What have you got in mind?”

“Grace explained some of what you already did, maybe we could expand on that”

Marcus had a hobby of collecting and selling antique toys, He showed Cameron an old rag doll - to say it was fascinating to watch is an understatement: she gathered the stuffing that had escaped back into the long tear and bound the material back renewing the weave, all the dirt disappeared out of the fabric so it lost the dingy look and the dyes brightened so the doll looked as if new when she handed it back to him. He next brought out 3 tin cars, each showed years of use and abuse but Cameron in moments had the cars looking pristine without a dent or scratch, Marcus pointed out that Cameron could effect natural materials such as fabrics and metals, so next would be plastics and placed before her a little toy robot with an arm broken off and other damage and scars from an active life, Cameron was able to do a beautiful restoration to the robot but couldn’t do anything about the missing arm. From off the cart she was handed a box filled with small broken items and it was suggested she try using these to make a new arm. Cameron reached into the box, a bright light flashed and the contents vanished, she held the robot intently looking at the good arm, a dimly lit blue swirl appeared beside the robot and then there it was: a new arm, identical to the other.

Sorting through the collection Marcus settled upon a small radio, which Cameron scanned and said it had parts missing, to which another box was brought out but this time containing electronics, these too vanished in the brilliant flash. Cameron appeared stymied until she was showed a set of prints with a radios schematic, after that she was able in moments to reconstruct the missing parts and handed over a working radio, When Marcus opening it up, he couldn’t tell any difference between the original and fabricated parts.

Cameron did likewise to the other electronics off the cart, eventually she became tired so Grace ended the evenings activities, Cameron looked at her battery which had dimmed noticeably, they then spent awhile talking about what had been accomplished, it turned out that Cameron could work any of the material available, and applied what she learnt to the next problem, there was however a question left hanging: where did the rest of the stuff out of the boxes go? Cameron feigned ignorance but found the dimension they had disappeared into.

As Marcus was preparing to leave, Cameron asked if he would show her his abilities, Grace’s comment was “fairs fair”. The look on the fragile girls face was precious when Mickey Mouse’s voice came from the washroom complaining about not being able to open the door with his big cartoon hands on little pipe cleaner arms which couldn’t grasp the doorknob, then from under her bed Popeye told him he should eat more spinach, and an argument ensued, she was full out laughing at the exchange, taking pity on the girl Grace suggested a good night song, so moving up close to his darling wife – Marcus held her hands and started into one of her personal favorites: It’s Now or Never.  Grace loved Elvis’ version but this was an electrifying performance, and the applause from Cameron and the two other nurses that crowed the doorway let Marcus know he had aced it, his reward was a long kiss which required Cameron to “ahem” a couple times - along with a side comment about exemplar lungs, before they parted.

A promise of returning soon was made as they bade each other goodnight, but it was Mickey who had the last word…asking if someone could please open the door for him.

∞ ∞ ∞

Cameron had a great night’s sleep, but was perplexed from her dream about being in a waiting room talking to a young boy, it was odd that she could remember it vividly after waking.

Grace was her nurse escort today, and when prepping Cameron to leave, handed her a pair of safety glasses with a reflective coating, Cameron took the glasses, reshaping them for a better fit so now the glasses completely hide the light her eyes cast.

Their destination was a large medical centre which Doctor Amanda Carter was working out of, they arrived early for the appointment with the receptionist directing them into the waiting room, Grace got herself a coffee and sat beside Cameron’s wheelchair, it’s what happened next that made Cameron’s blood run cold: a young boy of maybe 9 entered the room, the very boy she saw in her dream last night, he and his mom removed their jackets and settled into some chairs, the boy noticed Cameron and came up to her.

“Did you have chemo treatments too” removing his ball cap to show his hairless head in sympathy.

“No, my barber has a bowling fixation” a comment which caused Grace to do a spit take and cough.

“I’m getting checked to see if my cancer is gone.”

Cameron looked into the boy, and her heart sank, there were dark blotches throughout his small body “I’m getting my brain scanned because I was in a coma” was the choked response.

They continued in small talk, with little Eric excitedly showing off his dinosaur book and pointing out his favorites, his mom watching the two in amusement. Cameron was looking at the cancer, wanting so much to do something to help the boy. She could see a healthy cell and a sick one but just didn’t know how to correct it.

Eric and his mom got called into their appointment first, but before parting Cameron gave Eric a hug and in desperation poured energy into the boy asking his body to fight the cancer, after goodbye waves Grace leaned over and asked the visible shaken Cameron if she was alright, her heavy hearted response was that he was very sick.

Cameron was brought into an examination room to have sensors placed all over her head, Doc Amanda explained that she needed to check Cameron’s brain activity, Cameron had to keep her brain “working” for an hour to collect the data needed.

Cameron was handed a workbook and pen and once the equipment was checked, Cameron was asked to open the book and begin: it turned out to be a general knowledge questionnaire reminding her of taking a school exam, however in a short while that book was finished so another was provided - at the end of the hour Cameron had two questions left to complete in the fifth workbook, which Dr. Amanda had had to run off and get from her office, Cameron finished it and closed up the folder while the sensors were being removed.

Cameron was wheeled down some corridors to another examination room, and a friendly woman Doctor named Kathy conducted an extensive physical exam; referencing x-rays and the computer, then it was off to the next stop, a conference room in the same building.

As Grace and Cameron settled into the room, Doc Amanda and Kathy entered along with three others introduced as Doctors: Samuels and Russell, as well as Karen from Michael Williamson`s office acting as her guardian’s representative, Karen had all present sign privacy and non-disclosure documents which was a formality Mike had sought as a means to protect Cameron.

Kathy lead off the briefing by describing Cameron’s physical condition, a screen displayed ER photos of her injuries from when she first arrived in hospital, then current pictures. The broken left leg had healed with some muscle damage, there would be a limp if and when she could ever walk. The gunshot wound to the abdomen had taken three surgeries to repair the damage from the bullet passing through, there was still scar tissue. The bullet in her neck was shown sitting against the spines nerve bundle, it was not able to be removed because the of high likelihood of either being paralyzed or having brain damage, another picture showed her neck without the bullet.

Cameron was asked how she had managed to extract the bullet, and for lack of a fitting description it was decided a demonstration would be best: a gel mold was placed in front of Cameron looking much like the jello at picnics that has pineapple bits in it - this stuff had bullets, coins, and other oddly shaped pieces of metal, putting her hand beside the gel she would take an item or two out at a time as it was filmed.

Dr. Samuel spoke next; he was brought in as a specialist on effects of the chemical used in the “Mutant Tamer bullets”. He described how the bullets had been banned, explaining what had happened to people who had been shot with them, a baseline exposed to the bullets didn’t fair well – most died within days but a few survived up to a year but with severe mental and physical conditions, Dr. Samuel described the three cases of mutants having been shot and survived: one was a powerful magic wielder that cast a healing spell, another a mutant with level 4 regeneration that simply ejected the bullet, he then talked about a mutant named Polaris rated as an exemplar 3 and regen 2 who had performed surgery on herself (Grace remained poised, and the Doctor gave no indication that he knew her); it was hypothesized that she survived from the combination of regen and exemplar traits. Then it came to Cameron: that she was alive was the big mystery in the room, her coma was the result of the bullets toxins as well as the stunted growth and development, scientific evidence supported that conclusion, but that Cameron had lived for 7 plus years and then awoke with the bullet still in her body! All Doctor Samuels could say was it required further study, as Dr. Samuel’s display continued it illustrated the chemical formula used to coat the bullets, Cameron at that point focused within her body looking for it and gathering up the deposits found, reaching over and taking Graces hand - commenced doing the same for her. She put the two tiny pellets into a pill cups, curious - Grace asked what she was up to and was told which cup held hers then pointed to the screen.

Amanda asked Doctor Russell to speak next, he brought up three slides, the first showed the female reproductive system, the second male, pointing to the third said “This is an MRI image of Cameron’s lower torso”, it was nothing like either of the others. Cameron looked down with her sight confirming the picture, that`s when the queasy feeling hit and she vomited, it took a while for the room to settle down. When the discussion resumed; the question was if the deformity resulted from the bullet? Dr. Russell spoke about a laboratory test being arranged to determine if the toxin effects gender. Cameron was then asked if she had any surgeries as a child – replying that x-rays had been taken after a fall off her bike so a records search was arranged. The issue next brought up dealt with there being more male than female present, and the hormones in the blood indicating the dominant gender as male. Doctor Russell said that: if or when Cameron’s body matured, a problem could develop and seriously affect her health, The Doctor presented surgical options saying to let him know the decision.

Amanda took the floor, her presentation was about Cameron’s recovery, how physiotherapy was helping build muscle and stamina, her assessment of mental functions showed no sign of damage from the coma / bullet poison, the latest testing just conducted would provide more details but hinted that to have higher brain activity than normal. She next said that personality testing needed further examination to determine if a disorder is present. Cameron leaned over and whispered to Grace “okay, so call me crazy, they must think I’m nuts!” Graces snort drew everyone’s attention.

After lunch everyone returned to the conference room, a video connection with a scientist named Dr. Nelson at the Arkham Research Center, Arkham had been contacted to assist with making a diagnosis. Tanya Nelson was a pleasant young woman who had recently finished obtaining her last degree: specializing in mutation effects and classifications, it turns out Cameron’s file had caused a stir at Arkham with the people there intrigued since she didn’t have the expected mutation markers, the Arkham folks had created a list of possibilities for which Tanya had compiled questions to gauge which category Cameron might belong too. The 4-inch-thick pile of papers in front of her looked daunting; when Tanya said it would be sent to PG so it could be completed in sections was a welcome bit of news for which Cameron was mildly relieved. Tanya kindly took some time to describe the different types of power sets found in baseline people: Mages or Wizards, Avatars, Imbued, and Origins being the more common, before the session ended Tanya asked if she could see Cameron’s eyes? Cameron was shy about removing the visor that had allowed her to blend in by covering her eyes  keeping them hidden since Cameron had noticed the ‘glowing eyes’ caused people to act nervous around her, but decided that these people could be trusted and removed the visor. The room was darkened to allow the video conference, so when the emitted light shone out filling the area Cameron faced, those present who had not seen this before gawked. Nervous, Cameron joked that if it got brighter she could get a job as a lighthouse.

∞ ∞ ∞

The last stop of the day was to Mike Williamson’s office, Karen brought Cameron and Grace in to see him, he sat behind an old wooden desk from a bygone age, heaped high with files and folders, he motioned over to a little table and joined everyone there. Mike was again wearing a tartan tie and to break the ice Grace asked what was the story there, he told about how in university he was the best man at his brothers wedding and instead of suits they wore kilts, his roommates pranked him one day by only leaving the kilt for him to wear, his classmates teased him but the professor commended him for having style, his classmates and friends now send him tartan ties as gifts, it has become his signature: to wear tartan. Mike motioned to Karan and she left for a minute to return with a package, a present for Cameron, who gleefully opened it - holding up Opus sporting a tartan bowtie, and cried.

Cameron explained that when her Mom and Dad dated, they shared a common love of comics, Mom really enjoyed Calvin and Hobbes, Dad was a fan of Bloom County, Mom gave Dad an Opus stuffy and years later he became Cameron’s when she found him and they couldn’t be separated. Seeing him again, memories of her life washed over Cameron in waves and she cried for the found friend, and the love lost resulting from her families’ deaths. She was awash recalling precious moments with her family, and cried for what had been taken from her, cried for being alone in the world, and then cried over these people who now cared about her.

Eventually the tears ran out and she regained composure, it took a number of hugs and thanks to both Mike and Karen before they could continue talking. Mike needed to know if there was anyone that handled the families legal and financial matters, Cameron recalled Dad saying his friend Albert Miller looked after that for him – he was like a brother to her father.

The conversation with Mike and Karen had convinced Cameron that she could trust them completely, so when Mike asked if any other abilities had been found, she asked to be wheeled over to his desk and touched it briefly, with a flourish said “Ta da”. Mike’s expression was priceless, it turns out the desk had been his grandfathers and had seen better days, but was kept for sentimental value, now the desk looked and felt new: not a nick, scratch, or stain to be found. Mike was speechless which only seemed fair to Cameron after her little emotional episode.

∞ ∞ ∞

Once Grace and Cameron had returned to the Centre, Cameron needed to close her eyes for a time to meditate as she was still shaken over her encounter with Eric and what that dream meant. A knock at the door brought her thoughts back to the now to see Annie at my door

“Hello Cameron, heard it was a busy day”

“Hi Annie, yeah, I was told about what’s wrong with me today”

“And did anyone take the time to explain what’s right with you?”

“Can’t say that topic was brought up”

“Hon, my Fred always said that “people can’t see the forest for the trees”

“Ah... Fred, the renaissance mechanic”

“No dear, he worked mostly on Chev’s. But you know – he would talk about folks bringing in cars that needed repairs which cost a lot more than the car was worth, and despite his recommendation they would get the work done anyway.”

“So these Doc’s are wasting their time on me?”

“Of course not! Those people fixed their cars because they meant more to them than simple transportation, they held memories, friendship, had become family. It wasn’t a question of cost it was loyalty. And Fred: bless him, would help them out best he could, I don’t think he ever smiled bigger then when doing those jobs.”

“Sorry Annie, you’ll need to walk me through this one”

“All right dear, sometimes to help the forest you have to take care of a single tree, or maybe it was that every tree is the beginning of a huge forest”

“I’m going to need some time on this one…. And you where married to the man?

“46 years”

“a happy marriage?

“he vexed me so!”

“know the feeling”

“By the way, I understand you are to thank for getting the Rec Room TV working, the gang is watching Jeopardy tonight – your welcome to join us.”

“I just might.” Mused Cameron

∞ ∞ ∞

That night was a learning experience:


a) Jeopardy is a contact sport

b) US civil war trivia was not in Cameron’s repertoire

c) Alex Trebec should be the next UN Secretary General

d) Wheel of Fortune incites riots



Really just a quiet night at home.

∞ ∞ ∞

Cameron’s dream that night took her to a school with stately brick buildings, a large glass dome was in the background, students milling about at the end of classes: some walking others flying, everyone wore a school uniform blazer with the girls wearing skirts and boys’ pants. A bronze statue’s plaque read Noah Whateley, then she noticed two other things: she was walking? …and wearing pants!

 

End part 2







