       Geraldine hated hospitals.  The clinical whiteness, the cleanliness, the lack of beauty and art within it, it appalled her delicate sensibilities.  An old fashioned term, perhaps, but it suited her admirably.   Many people had died in the large, dark hospitals of history but at least those buildings had atmosphere, a certain style to them.  As her nose wrinkled against the sterilised smell that wafted through the doorway as the nurse left the room, Geraldine swore to herself that when it came time for her to die, she would not die in such a lifeless environment.  She would go to a place steeped in history and emotions, a place of beauty and style and die there.

     “Geraldine, my dearest friend.”  A hand groped across the sheet and Geraldine reached forward to place her hand on it.

“I am here, Erica.  I will always be here for you.”  She said softly, comforting the dying woman.  Erica nodded, sweat pouring down her pasty white face.  Geraldine let go of Erica’s hand to take a cloth from a bowl of water.  Wringing it out, she mopped the sweat from her friend’s brow.

“Take care of her.”  Erica whispered and Geraldine nodded.  The baby now lying in the neonatal intensive care unit was the reason Erica’s life was now ebbing from her.  She had been told not to have the child, but had been determined that she would be a mother.  She was paying for it with her life.

“She will be like my own child, Erica, I swear it.”  Geraldine saw her words comforted her friend.

“Bag.”  Erica croaked out.  Geraldine frowned for a moment until understanding reached her.  When she had arrived at Erica’s home to pick her up and bring her to the hospital, Erica had been clutching an old tapestried bag with wooden handles.  Geraldine had not been surprised to see it, for Erica had been carrying it around so often as late that it had become a part of her persona.

“Whatever happens, Gerry, look after this.”  Erica had said between parched lips.  Looking now around the room, Geraldine saw it over in the corner, under a chair.

“I can see it, darling.  It’s still all right.”

“Check it.” Erica gasped, so Geraldine left the bed and went over to the chair.  Picking it up, she opened it and saw it was filled with a pile of typed pages.  She lifted the first sheet and read it aloud.

“Vision of the New Paradigm.”

“Yes.”  Came a voice from the bed.  Geraldine walked back over to the bed.

“Is this the thesis you were working on?”  She asked as she sat down again.

“Doctor.”  For a moment, Geraldine thought Erica was asking for one, then realised she was referring to her doctoral thesis.

“You never told me you had finished it.”  Geraldine looked down at the bag, trying to decide what she thought.  They had been best friends since the first day of high school but that friendship had always been tempered by competitiveness.  They were now completing their doctorates in history, Geraldine focussing on elements of history that had created the society they now lived in while Erica more interested in patterns of history that could possibly repeat themselves in the future.  Geraldine had been well aware that the professors were very excited by some of Erica’s discoveries and had even spoken of it revolutionising the approach to history.  With Erica’s talent for writing to put this innovation into being, Geraldine had no doubt she was holding in her hands a top class doctoral thesis.  When Erica added,

“Protect.  Publish.  Please.”  Geraldine saw she had been put into a remarkable position.

“I will.”  She said although for a moment, she saw an opportunity to finally better her friend by ensuring this manuscript never saw the light of day.  Then she looked upon the dying face and realised how belittling such thoughts were.

“I will make sure you gain every word of praise you deserve.”  She swore.  Erica nodded, and did not speak again.  Geraldine sat there for another hour until she heard her friend gasp for breath one last time.  The silence that followed was remarkable, for it was full of the sound of machines whining and nurses and doctors running and talking.  Geraldine stood, kissed Erica’s forehead then walked out of the door.

     She went down two floors then along a corridor until she found herself at a large window.  She watched the nurses gently care for the tiny child that lay in the plastic box.  Born much too early, it really was touch and go as to whether she would survive.  Erica had wanted to name the child Thea, for it meant Gift of God.  Geraldine nodded, for if the child survived, it really would be a gift.  She didn’t know how long she stood there, but eventually was roused from her lethargy by the beeping of her messager.  Pulling it from her pocket, she looked at it and saw David was home and wanted to know when she would be back.  She smiled.  Her beautiful David, the joy of her life, her son.  Thoughts of the baby forgotten, she started her journey home.

     That night, after David has fallen asleep, Geraldine sat in her study with a glass of wine and picked up Erica’s manuscript.  The sun was rising when she put the last page down.  She stared out the window at the lightening sky for some time.  Realisation came to her, that she has just read one of the most remarkable documents ever conceived.  When it was published, the author would be lauded as a genius, one of the true greats of the time.  It was a document that would shake governments and change the world and no matter what she, Geraldine, accomplished in the rest of her life, she would never be able to better the work Erica had done in this one document.  She thought for a great time and when David came downstairs and threw his arms around her neck for his morning kiss, her decision was made.

     At Erica’s funeral, one of the professors pulled Geraldine aside and asked her if she knew of the whereabouts of Erica's thesis.  Geraldine told him she had looked everywhere throughout Erica’s home, through her files, through her computer and the disks and had found nothing.  It was gone.  The Professor was quite heartbroken.  Then Geraldine said she had found some of Erica’s notes and was quite willing to disregard her own thesis in order to recreate Erica’s study and write the thesis for her.  The professor agreed, and Geraldine smiled.

     David was entering high school when he first questioned the way she was bringing up Thea.

“You haven’t said anything about which school she is going to.”  He said, as he packed his bag for his first day.  Geraldine put her coffee down carefully and gave the speech she had long rehearsed for this moment.

“David, you know your sister is a very special child, with very special needs.  I have looked and looked for a place with the skills to deal with her and help her, but have not found anything.  I’m going to home school her until I find such a place.”  David nodded.  Thea was happy little thing but there was no denying she was not very bright.  His mother had boasted so many times of the fact he could read before he started school that he could not help but be aware that Thea didn’t even know the alphabet.  She couldn’t count, couldn’t write, did not even draw.  All she seemed capable of doing was playing with her dolls.  He loved her dearly, she was irrestible, but in a regular school, she would find life very difficult.  His mother had been trying hard to teach Thea, he knew that because she was always talking about it.  

“Now that I’m older, Mum, maybe I should help you teach Thea.  Two heads are better than one.”  Geraldine had anticipated such an offer, for David was a caring child.

“David, that is very sweet, but you will find high school involves such an amount of work that you will have little time to help your sister.  But thank you for making the offer.”  David kissed her cheek before leaving and Geraldine congratulated herself for quick thinking as she went upstairs to check that five year old Thea was dressed.  The little girl was, in a bright and frilly pink dress.

“What a pretty little girl you are.”  Geraldine cooed, kissing the top of her  head.  “And you’ve tidied up your room too.  You are a very good girl, Thea.”

“Thank you, Mummy.”  The little girl smiled up at her.  Geraldine praised her often, for Geraldine believed praise made a happy child and she wanted Thea to be happy.

“It’s your play time and Mummy’s work time now, Thea.  You know what to do?”

“Play here until it’s lunch time.”  The little girl smiled.  “I have a wonderful idea for a game Mummy.  It’s called-“

“Thea, darling, I would love to hear it.”  Geraldine kissed her head again.  “But Mummy really has a lot to do.  You can tell me about it at lunch, okay?”

“Okay.”  Thea said happily, turning and gathering the dolls and utensils she needed for whatever game her fertile imagination had concocted today.  Geraldine smiled at her before walking out and locking the door behind her.

     In her study, Geraldine took out her work.  Five years after Erica’s death, she was only half way through the research that had only taken Erica three years to complete.  But she could not present the manuscript as her own work until she had every piece of evidence available to back her up.  While she had found Erica’s research notes, they were not well written and Erica had often skipped from idea to idea with little evidence of how she reached a conclusion.  She had obviously meant to fill in the minor details at a later date or in conversation with the assessors.  Geraldine needed more evidence, for it was what the professors would expect of her own work.  She had the end product of the research, but needed to rediscover the route to get there.  It was proving difficult, especially when lately she had made some mistakes that had made the professors doubt it could be done.  This scared Geraldine, for she had to release the manuscript under her own name.  She had spent five years dreaming of the accolades it would bring her, the kudos.  She needed it.  So she worked feverishly, spending every moment David was at school on it except for the half an hour she stopped to have lunch with Thea and the occasions when she had to train Thea to react the correct way to the Education Departments Liaison Officer and prove Thea incapable of schooling and needing to stay at home.  When David came home, she told him she had spent all the time attempting to educate Thea.  He believed her, never once suspecting the truth- that Thea was an exceptionally bright child who was being locked in her room every day to prevent her learning.  For Geraldine had seen evidence when the girl was young that she was exceptionally bright and was scared that Thea could become even more brilliant than her mother had been and one day steal her thunder.  But more than that, Geraldine was concerned that Thea could outdo David academically.  Geraldine would never allow that to happen.

     The day she found David reading a book to Thea in the lounge room was one of the scariest she had ever experienced.  The child was now seven years old, but had never even seen a book much less read one.  David didn’t know that the only rooms in the house the child ever saw were her bedroom, the bathroom, the dining room and the lounge room.  None of these rooms had books in them.

“Hi Mum.”  He looked up at her and grinned.  “Finished my trig early, so I thought I’d read some stories to Thea, see if that might help her.  You’d almost think she’d never seen a book before, she’s been looking at it and me so strangely!”

“What a funny little thing!”  Geraldine laughed while her mind spun.  “I’ve been thinking, David, that maybe we should get you some tutoring.”

“Tutoring?”  He put the book down and frowned.  “I’m doing well at school, Mum.”

“I know you are, darling.”  She reassured him.  “But you do want to be a doctor, don’t you?”  David nodded.  It was all he had ever wanted to be.  “A little bit of extra tutoring now might be able to give you the jump on the others.  Not too much, mind you, for I don’t want to take up all your extra time.  Just an hour or two a week.  I can do it myself so we can do it whenever you finish homework early, like tonight.  What do you think?”

“Sounds a great idea.”

“Then let’s start right now.  Your sister is quite happy playing and she needs a break from studying too, she is only little.”

“Mum, I’m not that little.”  Thea said.  “And I like this book thing.  Can I keep it in my room?”  Geraldine felt her heart skip a beat.

“Sure, kid.”  David said, ruffling her hair.  “Take care of it, I’ve had it since I was your age.”

“Gee, thanks, Dave.”  Thea gave him a hug before running off to her room.  Geraldine spent the night fretting and eventually decided not to worry about it.  One book can’t do too much damage, she decided. Thea would learn only a certain amount of words from it and there was no guarantee she would work out their meaning and thereby make sense of the whole reading exercise.  No, she considered herself fairly safe but ensured she kept David busy every night from then on.

     A month later, Geraldine was having lunch with Thea when she asked for paper and something to make marks on it.  Geraldine carefully put her sandwich down.

“Why do you want those, dear?”  She said, her voice extremely slow and gentle so she wouldn’t yell.

“I want to make up my own books, like the one Dave gave me.”  Thea said.  Geraldine wondered what to do for a while, and curiosity overcame her.  She got a piece of paper and a pen, and asked Thea to make up a book for her.  She watched as Thea tore the piece of paper into four squares then began writing.  There was a great deal of stopping and thinking but Geraldine could see she was writing left to write and the letters were well formed.  She wrote on the front and back of the pieces and after she had used up all the paper, said

“Is there more, ‘cause the book isn’t finished yet.”  So Geraldine got her another piece of paper which Thea tore up again.  This time, she only used three of the pieces before saying,

“It’s finished.”  She handed it over to Geraldine who read it.  Some of the spelling was completely indecipherable but on many words the little girl had made a very good approximation and most of the general words were spelt correctly.  With a little help from Thea, Geraldine read a story about Thea’s favourite doll, Gemma, having a tea party with the other dolls.  Putting it down, Geraldine looked at the little girl while she realised that in a month, Thea had taught herself to read and write from one book.  The intelligence and level of natural skill that pointed to terrified her.

“Is it any good, Mum?”  Thea asked.  “I know it doesn’t look like Dave’s book but is it okay?”

“No, Thea.”  Geraldine said.  “I’m sorry darling, but the reason I’ve not shown you a book before or let you have paper before is because you are not good at it.  I’m so very sorry.”  

“Oh,”  Thea whispered.  Geraldine pulled the girl into her arms.

“But you are good at other things.”  Geraldine said.  “You’re good at playing, and you’re good at looking pretty, and I bet you’ll be good at cooking.  Shall I teach you how to cook?”  Thea nodded although she looked less than enthusiastic.  As much as the manuscript was calling to her, Geraldine spent the afternoon in the kitchen and when Thea proudly presented David with dinner that night,  the problem with the book forgotten, she realised it was a wonderful idea.

    So Geraldine began to spend every afternoon for the next month teaching Thea how to cook a variety of meals but careful to never let her see a cookbook.  Finally, she was able to hand over all responsibility for the cooking to Thea.  Geraldine told David she was letting Thea read cookbooks, to help her develop so David never questioned why a seven year old was doing all the cooking.  Thea showed a real streak of perfectionism in spending a great deal of time in preparing meals and a great understanding of how tastes mixed when she began experimenting with meals Geraldine hadn’t taught her about.  When she asked to watch cooking shows on t.v., Geraldine thought it was a fine idea, until she one day some mail arrived for Thea.  Wondering how Thea could have possibly be getting mail, she opened it and found it was a recipe.  She had rung up after a t.v. show and requested it.  Two days later, Thea asked if it arrived and Geraldine told her it hadn’t and that Thea must have made a mistake in trying to order it.  She told her the same thing the next two times until Thea laughed and said,

“I mustn’t be any good at ordering recipes either,” and decided not to try any more.

     When David graduated Year 10, nine year old Thea catered a party for him and his friends.  The food was delightful and Thea glowed with the praise she received.

“You’ll make some lucky guy a great wife one day, Thea.”  One of the boys commented, and Geraldine almost clapped her hands in delight.  This was what she had wanted, for Thea to see nothing more in her life than caring for a husband and eventually, her children.  She would never want for more and thus would never reach her potential and threaten her or David’s deserved position in the world.  Seeing David’s success in school and Thea’s success as a homemaker was all the joy Geraldine received, for her efforts in researching Erica’s manuscript had come to a grinding halt.  She could not find the link to the next discovery.  Two of the professors who had been there at Erica’s death had retired, another had moved overseas.  But there were still two remaining who knew of Erica’s work, so Geraldine was unable to claim any credit yet.  Instead, she decided to take a break from Erica’s work and complete her own research, earning her doctorate in the year Thea turned ten.  The university was then prepared to offer her a funding package and staff to finish Erica’s work and she eagerly took up the offer.  She had not accepted help before, but now as the head of the research team could claim some credit for other’s people work that as a student she wasn’t able to.  By the time David graduated Year 12 with the marks to enter medicine, the link that had defied Geraldine had been found by one of her students.  Geraldine could see the research being completed in less than a year, and soon she would be receiving all the acclamation she deserved.

     Half way through his first year of medicine, David came to her with a proposal.

“I’ve spoken to some of my professors about Thea.  They are all very interested in looking at her, and want to bring in some of the psychology professors as well.  Isn’t this great, Mum?  We might finally get the answer to Thea!”  With all her careful planning, she had foreseen this.

“David, darling, we’ve been through all this when Thea was young.  You might not remember, we put her through test after test.  Some of them were very painful and Thea has a great hatred of doctors now.  I know you mean well, but I think it would be too traumatic an experience for her.  She is perfectly happy, David, just let it be.”  David sighed. 

“If you think it’s for the best, Mum.  It’s just that sometimes…” 

“Sometimes what?”  Geraldine needed to know what he was thinking.

“Sometimes, I get the impression that Thea is incredibly intelligent, and all we have to do is find the key to unlock it.  But you’ve been working with her all these years, I’m sure you’ve tried everything.”

“I have.”  Geraldine assured him.  “I have tried everything, and your sister just cannot learn.  We just have to help her find purpose with the skills she does have.”  David nodded and let the conversation die but Geraldine realised she would need to keep an eye on her son.

    By the end of the year, she and her whole team had stalled in their search for Erica’s research.  Somewhere, Erica had stumbled upon a pattern that the rest of them could not see.  The team did not see the point to it, but Geraldine was insistent for without finding this evidence, the entire manuscript was useless.  Over the course of the next year, members of the team left as Geraldine’s search became more desperate.  By the end of the following year, the university had withdrawn it’s funding.  Geraldine’s reputation amongst the other researchers was that she had become a crackpot.  But one of the professors who had known Erica still remained, so Geraldine had no choice but to continue.  She gained joy that David was doing immensely well in his medical degree and Thea was now a well adjusted and pretty thirteen year old who was running the household and developing great skills in art and craft to keep her busy and happy.  David seemed to have accepted that his sister would never go to school, was incapable of learning and was happy with her life and so got on with living his own.  He started going out with girls, developing relationships although Geraldine was extremely jealous and considered none of the girls he bought home good enough for him.  So they began to fight, awful, ugly fights that killed parts of Geraldine and caused her to take her anger and frustration out on Thea.  The girl took it all calmly, simply deciding that she wasn’t good at whatever it was Geraldine was taking her to task over and going on with her life.

     For a year, Geraldine struggled to heal her relationship with David and find the missing information she needed to complete Erica’s manuscript.  She had thought that she had managed the first at least until  David came to her one day.  His eyes were burning with anger and she spent a moment trying to think of what she could possibly have said lately to have made him feel this way.  His first words wiped this intention from her mind.

“I decided to cook Leslie lunch today.”  He said, mentioning his current girlfriend, an attractive and intelligent girl that Geraldine knew was not good enough for him.  “I tried to find the omlette pan and I couldn’t, so I went up to Thea’s room to ask her.  I’ve never been into Thea’s room and I didn’t realise it until today.  Why are there no books there?  No desk for her to work at, nothing.”

“I took them out when we realised she would not be able to learn.”  Geraldine said, having prepared for this.  “It’s hurts her too much that she can’t read or write.”  

“That’s what she said to me.  But then I saw the embroidery she was doing.  Have you seen it?”  Geraldine shook her head.  She paid little attention to Thea’s activities.

“It’s that serenity prayer, you know ‘God, grant me the serenity to accept the things I cannot change’ etc, etc.  She showed it to me, she was really proud of it and then she read it to me.  She read it to me, Mum, badly but she did.  So I took her into my room and gave her one of my old books and she said she hadn’t known there was more than one book in the world.  She just stood there and stared at all the books on my wall.  I asked her to read the book and she said she couldn’t, she was too bad at it.  But I begged her, so then she sat down and she read it.  Sure, she struggled a bit, but she read it.  Then she looked at me and said ‘I know I’m really bad at this, but I do like books.  Can I keep this one?’  Mum, why does she think she’s bad at reading when she obviously can?  And why did she think there was only one book in the world?”  Geraldine stared at him for a moment, she had never imagined he would ever discover that Thea could read a little.  Then she put her head in her hands and began to sob.

“It’s happening, oh God, it’s happening.”

“Mum, what’s happening?”  David knelt down by her and put his hands on her shoulders.

“The Doctors said it was possible, but I didn’t want to believe it.  Oh, God.”  She kept her face covered while she battled to force tears from her eyes.  Soon they came, but it was fear of him knowing the truth that bought them out.

“What was possible, Mum?  What do you think is happening?”

“They said that the premature birth had caused brain damage, that one day, she might start to develop dementia.  I didn’t want to think it would happen, didn’t want to believe it, but I guess it has.”  She began to sob.

“Oh Mum, Mum.”  David put his arms around his mother.  “There’s been so many advances since Thea’s birth, so many new discoveries.  Let me find out what the professors know.”

“No, David, please I beg you, don’t put Thea through any more.”  Geraldine grabbed his arms.

“It’s not just Thea I’m worried about, Mum.”  David said firmly.  “It’s you.  You shouldn’t have to care for a young dementia sufferer, not when it could be overcome.  I’ll go call Professor Kelly now.”  David said.  He got up and left the room, leaving Geraldine in a panic.  What was she to do now?  She had completely made up the story of being told Thea could develop dementia, and it would not take a lot of research for David to realise it.  Then he would demand answers.  She had to think of an answer, but panic took her ability to think rationally.

    Half an hour later, David returned. 

“Professor Kelly was so interested in what I was telling him that he’s coming right over.  I’m going to tell Thea.  He should probably talk to her up in her room, since it will be the place she feels most comfortable.”  And he walked out again before Geraldine could begin to argue.  She spent the next half an hour deciding the strategy to take.  As she heard the doorbell ring she decided all she could do was bluff it through.  Everyone thought her a good mother.  She could use that.

      Professor Kelly was a man in his sixties, tall and slim but with a straight back and a purposeful expression in his eyes.

“I’m Jim Kelly.”  He said, putting his hand out and giving Geraldine no choice but to shake it.  “I’m pleased to meet you, Dr. Harris.  Young David tells me your daughter has a most interesting mental condition.  I’m very interested in seeing her, if you don’t mind.”

“I’m not happy about it.”  Geraldine said as she closed the door.  “Thea had many tests as a child and has a dislike of all doctors but this latest episode is such a worry that I must accept all help I can.”  She was grateful a tear fell from her eye.  Jim Kelly patted her arm.

“I’ll fix her up, just you wait and see.”  He said cheerfully.  “Now, where is she?”

“Professor Kelly?”  David was walking down the stairs.  “I’m so pleased you could come, sir.”  The two men shook hands.

“I couldn’t resist such an intriguing case.”  The Professor said.  “Where is your sister?”

“In her bedroom.  She spends most of her time there, when she isn’t cooking, so I thought she would be most comfortable there.”

“Your mother tells me Thea has a fear of doctors.”  Kelly said as the two men began to walk up the stairs, Geraldine following.

“So Mum says.”  David agreed.  “But when I told her you were coming to see her, her only concerns were that she looked nice enough and that there was enough cake for tea.  She's a wonderful hostess.”  David added as they reached Thea’s door.  “Thea, this is Professor Kelly.  Sir, my sister, Thea.”

“I am pleased to meet you, sir.”  Thea came forward with a smile and shook his hand confidently.  “Please, be seated.”  She motioned to the dainty chair that was part of her dressing table.  Professor Kelly took it while the family sat on the bed.

“Call me Jim, please.  This is a lovely room, Thea.”  He looked around.

“I like to be surrounded with beautiful things.”  Thea agreed.

“I see you still have your doll collection.” 

“I don’t play with them anymore.”  Thea laughed.  “I really don’t have time, but they hold such pleasant memories for me.  They were my best friends for many years.”  Professor Kelly nodded.

“Do you know why I am here, Thea?”  She nodded.

“David told me his is very concerned about my health, so he was going to ask a very good doctor to come and see me.”

“And you aren’t scared that I am here, are you?”  Thea’s eyes widened with amazement.

“Scared?  Why would I be scared of you?”

“He meant nervous, darling.”  Geraldine broke in.  Jim Kelly frowned at her.

“I was told you would be scared of me because I am a doctor.”  He said to Thea.  Thea began to laugh.

“Scared of a doctor?  I should hope not.  I wouldn’t get far in life if I was scared of doctors now, would I?”

“No, I guess you wouldn’t.”  Kelly murmured while David looked at his mother with surprise.  Geraldine whispered 

“Dementia”, while Kelly continued.

“I would just like to check you out, if you don’t mind.”  He said, opening the black bag he was carrying.

“Only if you promise not to hurt me with your stethoscope, they’re so scary.”  Thea shivered then began laughing again.  “Scared of doctors, really.  Who told you that?”

“Oh, just someone.”  Kelly said.  He gave her a thorough physical examination, talking to David as he did.  At the end, he put his tools away and leant back in the chair.

“Well, there is nothing wrong with you, young lady.  Fit as a fiddle.  A little pale perhaps, but perfectly healthy.”

“I could have told you that, if you had asked me.”  Thea said.  “And I’m pale because I don’t go outside much.  Sunlight marks the skin.”

“Seems to me you don’t go out in the sun at all.”  Kelly said, looking at the skin that still seemed baby pink and did not have a blemish.  “Sunlight is good for your skin, in small doses and if you wear sunscreen the whole time, it won’t affect you at all.”

“Really?  Mum said my skin is too sensitive for me to go outside.”  Kelly looked at Geraldine, who smiled at him.

“Do you go outside at all?”

“I go out early in the morning to hang up the washing and late in the evening to take it down but apart from that, no.”  Kelly frowned.

“How do you avoid it at school?”  He asked.

“Oh, I don’t go to school.”  Thea said easily.  “I can’t learn.” Kelly’s eyes opened wide.

“I beg your pardon.”  He said softly.  “Did you say you don’t go to school?”

“My daughter has a learning disability, Professor Kelly.”  Geraldine said.  “We don’t talk about it much as it is very upsetting, but she can’t learn.”

“What tests were done on her?”  Kelly asked, taking a pen and paper out of his bag to begin writing.

“All the usual ones.”  Geraldine said.  “She has very special needs so I schooled her here, at home but despite my best efforts, she could not learn.”

“It’s just not in me.”  Thea said cheerfully.  “David got all the brains and I got none.”

“That’s not true, Thea.”  David interrupted.  “You do have brains.  She can read.”  He told Kelly.

“Really?”

“Very poorly,” Geraldine said quickly.  “She just can’t get any better than she is.”

“What is her current reading age?”  Kelly asked, making notes.

“I really don’t know.”  Geraldine said, and Kelly looked up at her.  

“Then perhaps you can fetch the paperwork.  You did keep all her test results, didn’t you?”

“Of course.”  Geraldine said.

“I would like to see them, if you don’t mind.”

“Of course not.”  She said stiffly.  He looked at her, and she realised he wanted her to fetch them straight away.  She was torn for a moment, not wanting to leave him alone with David and Thea, but unable to avoid it.  So she stood and went down stairs, pacing the study to decide what to do.  She couldn’t provide the test results, there were none but a good mother would still have them.  What was she to do?

     After ten minutes, she came up with an idea.  She went back upstairs and into the room.  She almost fell over when she saw Kelly sitting on the bed and listening to Thea read a book.

“I’m sorry.”  She said in a voice panic made much louder than she intended it to be.  “I’ve just remembered the results are in storage.  Can I get them for you later?”

“That will be fine.”  Kelly said, standing up.  “I have some good news for you, Dr. Harris, for you and Thea.”

“I’m always ready for good news.”  Geraldine sat down again as Kelly took the seat.

“I think whatever block was there to Thea’s learning has been broken.  It will be a hard road, but I honestly think that with the right support, she can learn to read and write and even get a good education.”

“Oh, that’s wonderful.”  Geraldine said, struggling to sound happy while Thea whispered,

“You really think I can learn to read and write?”

“You have the basics, Thea.  A good teacher can find a way to get the rest out of you.  No disrespect meant to you, Dr. Harris, but a teacher trained in dealing with learning disabled children would be much more successful with her than you would be.  So, Thea, how would you like to go to school?”  Thea’s eyes widened.
“School, like David’s?”

“Well, not quite like mine.”  David laughed.  “I went to an all boys school, they’d never let you in there.  But a school for you, a good school with other girls and boys your age.”

“Other girls and boys.”  Thea’s eyes were shining and Kelly looked at her  mother.  What had been happening, that the idea of going to school and being with other children was so exciting to her.

“I’m not so sure that is a good idea.”  Geraldine said.  “You know how cruel children can be.”

“I have an idea.”  Kelly ripped a corner off his pad and began scribbling on it.  “This is the name of Dr. Wim.  You may have met him on campus?”  Geraldine shook her head.  “Well, he’s the head of the Special Education section of the Education Faculty.  Call him tomorrow.  I’ll see him this afternoon and fill him in on Thea’s details.  We should be able to find a way to educate her and get her to school without her being subjected to too much scrutiny.”  He handed the paper to Geraldine and she had no option but to take it.  Possibly, she could lose it, but it would be no use.  She had lost control of the Thea situation, she would just have to ride it out.

   The following day Geraldine spoke to Dr. Wim, who organised for an interview with Thea the following week.  Geraldine spent those days having Thea sit test after test, putting wrong dates on them and even going so far as to bake them in the oven to age them.  She noticed with fright that even over that short amount of time Thea improved her reading and writing simply from doing the tests.  The only thing she could do was continue to make Thea believe she would fail and she was successful at this.  But she was practical enough to know that no matter how much of a failure Thea believed herself to be, she would achieve a certain amount of success because of her natural ability.  Dr. Wim concurred with this.

“I don’t know what has made you suddenly able to learn, Thea.”  Wim told her with a smile, “But you are and we are going to teach you.”  It was decided that Thea would go to the University and learn from the tutors and students there until she was good enough to fit into a high school classroom.  It was a win win situation for them all, for Thea was taught and the students and University had great research material and practice.  While she was learning, she also underwent testing in the Medical Faculty.  No evidence was found of any brain damage or dementia.  She was considered a miracle by everyone who worked with her.  Everyone but three people.

     Jim Kelly had his suspicions and he discussed them with no one but he made sure he kept a close eye on the girl and considered whether it would be worth while gathering evidence against the mother to bring charges against her.  David didn’t need evidence.  He judged his mother and found her guilty.

“Did Thea ever have a learning disability?”  He demanded the evening they found Thea had developed one reading year in just one month.

“How can you say that?”  Geraldine demanded.  “You know how much work I put into her.”

“I know you told me you put a lot of work into her.”  David said.  “I know you told me she was brain damaged and had tests to prove it.  I also know there is no evidence now that she was ever brain damaged and there is no way damage caused at birth can cause a child to develop dementia fourteen years later.  I know you only accused her of dementia when she began to let slip little clues about her life.  So, tell me Mother, just what did you do for Thea?”

“Everything I could.”  Geraldine said harshly.  “You were only a child, you have no idea what I did for her.”  From the expression on David’s face, she knew he did not believe her.  Somehow, Geraldine was going to have to prove there was something wrong with Thea or she was going to lose her son.

    Work on the manuscript ceased as Geraldine spent more and more time researching what she could do to make Thea seem brain damaged.  She considered pushing her down the stairs, but that did not guarantee that her brain would be damaged and it certainly would not prove it had been.  So she spent hours trawling the net, locating copies of cat scans and MRI’s.  When she finally found one that she felt suited her purposes, she took it to the art department of the University, telling them it was part of an assignment.  Using their computer graphics, they reproduced a copy of the scan with Thea’s name, doctor and birthdate on it.  Geraldine then hurried over to the Medical Faculty, hoping to find one of the younger doctors who had been working on Thea’s case.  Unfortunately, mention of Thea’s name had her being ushered straight to Professor Kelly.

“Doctor Harris, how can I help you?”  He welcomed her quite warmly.

“I was going through some boxes in my garage and I found this.  I knew you’d be interested in it.”  She handed the large envelope over.  Kelly took the scan out and walked over to the wall where he had an xray viewing box.  Putting the scan up, he studied it intently. 

“This was taken after Thea’s birth?”

“Yes.”  Geraldine nodded.  “As you can see, it clearly shows the damage caused by her premature birth.”

“Indeed it does.”  Kelly frowned.  “This is absolutely remarkable.”  He turned around to look at her.  “This sort of damage is a common result of premature birth, but there has never been a recorded case of this sort of damage repairing itself as it appears to have in Thea’s case.  Which hospital was she born in?”

“The Royal.”  Geraldine said.

“Ah, yes, her doctor was Bertrand I see.  Good doctor.  Is this the only scan you still have?”

“I searched all the boxes but I couldn’t find any more.”

“Mmm, well it doesn’t matter, The Royal keeps great records, I’ll just call them and get them to send over the rest of her results, if you don’t mind.”  As he spoke, Kelly turned off the box and returned to his desk, putting the scan back in the envelope.

“Why do you want to do that?”  Geraldine said.  
“If we are to write a paper on Thea, we need all her results from the initial testing.”  Kelly said, opening his filofax.

“Write a paper?  Why?”  Geraldine was scared and angry at herself for not having considered this would happen.  She had only been thinking of proving to David she was not the bad mother he was seeing her as.

“What has happened to Thea is a remarkable medical story, Doctor Harris.  It could well be you have unwittingly discovered the method to overcoming such damage.  We have to investigate and if it’s true, publish.  It could change thousands of lives.”

“No, No, I don’t want that to happen, no, there will be no story.”  Geraldine reached across the desk to get the scan.

“But Doctor Harris, surely you want something so miraculous to work for the benefit of others…”

“No.”  Geraldine said insistently.  “My God, I thought all you were interested in was helping Thea but now I see you just consider her a way to gain fame and fortune, prestige in the medical world.  I can’t believe you would want to so callously use such an innocent child.”  She stood and stormed out of the office in a wonderful display of anger and disdain.

     Watching her leave, Jim Kelly shook his head with wonder.  What was she trying to cover up, that she would go to the effort of doctoring a cat scan?  He had known instantly that the scan was a fake.  Apart from the fact the resonation of the scan was too good for it to be fourteen years old, he knew for a fact that The Royal had not had a Cat Scan in 1980 and that scanning babies at that time was difficult because of time it took to make the scans.  He also already had the results of Thea’s early tests, showing that while she had been small and severely jaundiced and her lungs underdeveloped, there had not been a sign of brain damage.  But there was little he could do.  The girl bore no physical signs of abuse and her bright, cheerful character put paid to suggestions of mental abuse.  She was now learning, progressing well so the lack of education she had faced was no longer a difficulty to her.  There was nothing Jim could do to make her mother pay for the damage done to her.  He would just have to do all he could to ensure no further damage was done.

    By the end of the year, Geraldine’s best efforts had not stopped Thea’s amazing progress.  She tried to push her down but the same perfectionism that had caused her to become an excellent cook was now driving Thea’s ambition.  She wanted to be a perfect reader and writer and she would do whatever it took to achieve it.  Thea’s birthday was in January.  Two weeks after she turned 15, Thea entered Year Nine at the local government high school.  It was decided to put her back a year so that the fact she was not quite up to her age level would not show as badly.  It was explained she had been very ill when she was young, so the age difference was accepted by the students.  With the students from the University supporting her, she made the transition with ease and had soon made some friends.  Not all the girls liked her, she was too pretty for that but her intelligence and humour soon attracted her like minded friends and none of the boys were too sorry she had come.  For Thea, it was the beginning of a life she had never known before.  She had never had the opportunity to talk to her peers and gained a reputation for being a bit weird because she didn’t know the latest slang but her friends came to value her intelligent and sincere contributions to conversations.  Her ability in the kitchen did a great deal for her reputation as well and by the end of the year she had become the desired caterer for all parties and was starting to earn her own money.  She was even asked out on dates by boys.  This discovery of social life did little to affect her progress educationally and by the end of the year she was one of the top students in the grade.  Holidays were also a revelation, as she had never known the joy of just hanging out and relaxing with people.  When Professor Kelly saw her on the University campus at the end of the year, he was pleased to see colour in her cheeks and a healthy glow in her face.

     At the end of the year, Thea made her great announcement.

“I want to be a teacher.”  She said.

“Good for you, Thee.”  David applauded her with a chicken leg in his hand.  Having finished his fifth year of medicine, he was at the stage of having to decide where his career would lead.

“Why a teacher, Thea?”  Geraldine said, helping herself to more salad.  She congratulated herself for sounding so sincere.  The past eighteen months had been almost hellish. As Thea progressed and grew more confident, so had David become more distant.  Geraldine had given up her work on Erica’s manuscript to try and repair the damage.  The manuscript was becoming an albatross around her neck and were it not for her conviction the world needed to hear what was stated in the thesis and the fact she was too far into the deception to pull out now, she would have burnt it and forgotten about it.

“I want to be able to help kids like me.  I know you did your best Mum, but it really is shocking in this day and age that someone can reach the age of 14 and not be able to read.  I want to do something about it.”  Geraldine looked down at her plate while she thought.  It wouldn’t take many weeks of study in a teaching course for Thea to realise her mother had never attempted to educate her at all.  In fact, Geraldine wondered how Thea hadn’t worked that out already.

“It’s a wonderful ambition, darling.  I just wouldn’t lock myself into one train of thought right now if I were you.  You have so many other talents.  You’re a wonderful cook and a superb craftswoman.  In fact, I haven’t seen you doing any of your craft lately.”  Geraldine said calmly.

“I know, I’m so looking forward to these holidays, I have an idea for a tapestry I want to do.”  Thea said.  “And you’re right, Mum, I won’t force myself into anything yet, but I bet I do end up being a teacher.”  Geraldine spent the rest of the night praying that she wouldn’t.

     David decided to move into the research side of medicine and so when he graduated from his medical course with honours, he accepted a position at the University, leading research into dementia, which had been the topic of his thesis paper.  He still lived at home, which many of his friends scoffed at but he couldn’t tell them that he didn’t dare leave for he didn’t trust his mother with his sister.  In the past four years, Thea had become a confident and able student.  Entering Year 12, she was on the honours program and studying units at University part time.  She was proving to be just as intelligent as he had always suspected her of being and this made what his mother had done even more terrible.  He had never spoken to his mother about it since Thea’s first month in the University Special Education course but he was sure that far from trying all she could to educate Thea, his mother had done nothing to educate her.  He wasn’t sure where Thea had learnt the little that had exposed the secret, but he couldn’t help but send up some prayers of thanks for without it, Thea would have spent her entire life believing she could not learn.  No, not until Thea had started University and was able to leave home herself would David think of leaving.

    So he kept an eye on his mother, now noticing the subtle comments she made and things she did to try and keep Thea from moving on.  Thea was still allowed no access to his mother’s study and was made to do her homework in the kitchen, where she could be constantly interrupted.  Geraldine managed to keep the number of books Thea came in contact with at home to a minimum and would give Thea hugely technical university tomes to read, trying to reinforce that Thea was not capable of learning well enough to go to University.  Geraldine never mentioned that Thea still wanted to be a teacher but talked only about what a good housewife and mother she would be and that she really should concentrate on the things she knew she was good at.  David undid this work as much as he could by encouraging Thea and sneaking books into the house for her to read when their mother was not watching.  He waited for the moment Thea would realise what Geraldine had tried to do to her but felt it was not his place to tell her himself.  Some things a person had to learn on their own.

     Despite Geraldine’s best efforts, Thea gained great marks for her Year 12 certificate and was accepted into the teaching course at the University.   Understanding she could no longer stop Thea, Geraldine renewed her efforts in researching Erica’s manuscript.  The break she had taken did her a great deal of good, for in two weeks she found the missing link.  She now knew that the research was almost complete and by the end of the year, she would be able to present the manuscript as her own.  In fact, she now believed it was her manuscript and that she deserved all the praise and recognition it would bring to her.

     At the time Geraldine made this last breakthrough, Thea began to have dreams.  A woman would come to her, covered in blood and with a knife through her heart.  She would whisper over and over again,

“Save my work, Thea, save my work.”  Then a piece of paper would appear before her with typewritten words on it, the beginning of a manuscript.  This dream came to her so many times that she eventually memorised the words on the page.  She wrote them down one day and spent many hours studying them, trying to figure out what the dream meant.  One day, David came upon her sitting in the lounge room and looking at it.

“What’s up, Thee?”  He said, flopping down on the lounge.

“A mystery.”  She said.  “I’ve been trying to work it out for weeks, and I can’t.”

“I’ll see if I can help, then.”  David said.  So she told him about the dreams and showed him the piece of paper.  He read what was on it carefully.

“You know, this seems familiar to me.”  He said.

“It does?”  Thea leant forward eagerly.  “Why?”

“I don’t know, I just think that I’ve read these words before.  Do you mind if I take this?  I’ll do a search in the Uni’s database.”

“Go ahead.”  Thea said.  “The sooner the mystery is solved, the sooner I’ll sleep properly.”

      David searched the database but could find no sign of the text.  He asked the University Librarian but she couldn’t find anything so he took it to the State Library and then the National Library.  No one could find the words anywhere.  So he returned the paper to Thea, announcing no success.  She thanked him for trying but continued to have the dreams.  A week after he had returned the page to his sister, he had a dream and when he woke up, he knew where he had seen that page before.  The following day, he picked a time when he knew his mother would be gone for a while and searched her library.  He found the manuscript in the bottom draw of the desk.  He picked up the first page and read the words Thea had written down from her dream.  Putting everything back in it’s place, he went and sat down in the lounge room.  Thea still had never stepped foot in her mother’s study, he felt certain of that.  He had only found the manuscript himself in high school when he had been searching the house one afternoon for some money.  So how had Thea known the exact words?  And what did the old manuscript have to do with Thea’s dream, a bloodied woman asking Thea to save her work?  He thought about whether to tell Thea about the manuscript and decided she deserved to know, for it was obvious she wasn’t sleeping well.  So he called her to the lounge room and told her what he knew.  Thea’s shock was obvious and she demanded to see the manuscript so David lead her into the study.  Thea stood in the doorway and looked around for some time and finally said,

“Have all these books always been here?”  David nodded and watched a little of the light leave her face.  Obviously, she was beginning to realise what their mother had done.  He motioned her over to the desk and pulled open the bottom draw.  Thea bent down and picked up the top page of the manuscript.

“My God.”  She whispered.  “It looks exactly the same as it does in the dream.  There’s even the same smudge.”  She touched the top left corner where an ink mark was visible.

“How could you have known what it looked like?”  David said.  “You’ve never been in here.”

“I don’t know.”  Thea whispered.  “And why does that woman in my dream call it her work and want me to save it?  Mum wouldn’t have someone else’s work in her study.”  

David picked up the next page and read it.  

“This has some of the information Mum’s been researching for her thesis.  I remember her going on about ways of choosing leaders and here is something about that.”

“But this looks quite old.  If it’s already been written, why would Mum be researching it?”  Thea knelt down and began to go through the pages, carefully keeping them in order.  

“I guess it’s a paper Mum’s using as research.”  David said, watching what Thea was doing.  

“An unpublished paper.  How can she use it?”  On several pages of the manuscript, there were handwritten notes in the margin and David noticed them.

“Let me look at that, Thee.”  She handed the page she was holding up to him and he looked at it with a frown.  

“What is it?”  

“This writing isn’t Mum’s.  Who would be writing on a manuscript that contains information Mum has been researching?”

“Maybe it’s one of her old students.” Thea said, taking the page back and continuing to look through it.  “Look, here’s a name, Erica.”

“Erica.  Why does that name mean something to me?”  David murmured.  Thea got to the end and murmured,

“This is old, David.  Surely Mum would be wanting to use more modern research material.”

“She is a history scholar, Thee.  They rely on old manuscripts for research.”

“But those are hundreds of year old manuscripts.  This would only be about twenty years or so.  Surely she would prefer published material from that time.”

“I don’t know, Thee.  I’m sure Mum knows what she is doing though.”  David picked up the page and read the hand written comment on it aloud.  “’Finished, Thank God.  Now I have to make sure nothing happens to it until I can present it.  This document must be published, no matter the cost.’  And it’s signed E. Milosovic.”

“Who is E. Milosovic?”  Thea looked up at her brother who shook his head.

“I don’t know, Thee.  I think we should just leave it for now and I’ll see what I can find out at Uni, okay?”  Thea agreed and they put the manuscript back into the drawer and left the library. David waited for his mother to discover what he had done and confront him with it but after a week, he realised she didn’t know and he was safe.

     Having already seen through his initial enquiries for Thea that the manuscript had not been published, David looked for papers published by E. Milosevic.  He found several papers published by Erica Milosovic, history papers that had been written during the same time his mother had been at University, starting her doctorate.  It took only a moment for David to recall that his mother had once had a great friend called Erica.  She had died around the same time that Thea had been born.  He remembered she was always visiting and she had been great fun.  The manuscript in his mother’s study was obviously written by Erica.  The question was, why did his mother have it and why was she using it for her research?  

     When he spoke to Thea about it, she made the connection instantly.  

“The woman in my dream must be Erica Milosevic.  Gosh, she must have been murdered, to come to me all covered in blood.”

“I don’t remember anything like that,” David said slowly.  “I’m sure I’d remember if Mum’s best friend had been murdered.”

“You didn’t remember her for years, it’s possible you forgot that too.  The big question is, why would a dead woman be appearing to me in my dreams, asking me to save her work.  Save it from what?”

“I can’t work it out.”

“Maybe we should just ask Mum.”  Thea said but David shook his head.

“Leave it with me for a while, Thee.  I’ll see what else I can dig up.  I mean, if Erica was murdered, reminding Mum about it would upset her dreadfully.”  Thea agreed that this was the wisest course of action.

     It was a weed before David stumbled upon the answer to the Erica Milosovic mystery.  He was at dinner with Professor Kelly when an old man approached them.  He was introduced to David as Daryl Coghlan, once a Professor of History at the University.

“You’d know my mother Geraldine then.”

“Indeed.”  Coghlan said, accepting a chair at the table.  “Tell me, is she still trying to unravel Erica’s notes?  She was so determined but it’s been so long, I’ve been sure she has given up.  It is so disappointing.”  Coghlan said to Kelly.  “We were all so excited, some of the ideas she was coming up with were so revolutionary, we knew we were on the brink of realising something remarkable, and then the poor girl died.  Most tragic.”  

“She’s still trying, sir.”  David said, hoping he could convince the old man to stay and speak a while.  “She says she’s only a few months off writing the paper.”

“Such a tragedy.”  Coghlan said again.  “I felt so sure that Erica had completed the paper, Vision of a New Paradigm she called it.  She had hinted that it was done but after her death, it couldn’t be found.  Did you ever meet Erica Milosevic, Jim?”  David’s heart was thumping so loudly it was a roar in his ears and he barely heard Kelly’s reply.

“No, I didn’t.”

“Ah, you missed a brain and a half there, Jim.  Amazing woman.  It was a tragedy that she was taken from us so young, but she was determined to have that baby.  It was good of your mother to take the child in.  How is she, um what’s her name?  Thea, that’s it.  How is Thea, David?”

“She’s fine.”  David whispered while his mind reeled.  Thea wasn’t really his sister?  How could that be?  He looked back upon the time that Thea had come to them, an squalling little baby, so tiny.  He realised he had no memory of his mother being pregnant.  Surely this was something he should remember?  

     Jim Kelly looked at his young protégé.  It was obvious that David had not realised Thea was adopted.  He wondered if the girl knew.

“Well, tell your mother I wish her luck. I know your mother isn’t the wordsmith Erica was, but I’m sure she will deliver something to challenge us.”  Coghlan said as he stood, shook David’s hand and then left the table.  Once he was gone, Kelly leant forward.

“David, are you all right?”

“I think I might go home now, if you don’t mind.”  David said quietly.  Kelly didn’t argue but took him straight home, telling him,

“If you need someone to talk to, I’m here for you.”

     David thanked him, then went straight to the study.  His mother was there, working as usual.

“How was dinner, darling?” She looked up with a smile but that soon faded as she saw the darkness of his expression.  “What has happened, David?”  David looked at her for some time, wondering what of the two discoveries he should bring up.  His mother had Erica Milosvic’s completed thesis in her desk.  She had told no one about it.  Why?  What was she intending to do?  But the other news pulled at him more, so he spoke.

“When were you going to tell me Thea was adopted?”  His mother’s eyes widened in shock.

“Who told you that?”

“I met Daryl Coghlan tonight, one of your old professors.  He asked after Thea, telling me it was so good of you to take the child in after her mother’s tragic death.  Well, Mother?  When was I going to be told this important part of our families history?”  Geraldine fought to dampen the panic.  If David had met Coghlan, he might have heard all sorts of things.  Really, she should be grateful this was all he had heard.

“Darling, I thought you always knew that Thea wasn’t really my baby.” Geraldine stood and walked towards him, hands stretched out.  “It never occurred to me to talk about it because I assumed you’d always known.  I’m so sorry.”  He avoided her touch.

“Does Thea know?”  He said and Geraldine saw a golden opportunity to drive a wedge between the two of them, for the sooner she took Thea from David’s influence the greater the chance of undoing the damage done.

“Of course she knows, David.”  She said.  “She is well aware that you and she are not really brother and sister.  She wanted to know why you were so good at learning and she was not so I-“

“Stop it!”  David shouted.  “Stop the lying.  Do you really think I don’t know what you did to Thea?  She was always perfectly capable of learning.  You just never bothered to teach her.”  Geraldine put her hand to her throat.

“I can’t believe you can say that to me, you, my son.  You know what a good mother I am, how hard I have tried-“

“Stop.”  David demanded.  “You weren’t a good mother to Thea.  You nearly robbed her of an education, nearly ruined her to be fit for anything but subjugating herself to a man.”

“Many women like to do that.”  Geraldine said.  “Your sister was one of them.”

“Thea only liked it because she thought there was nothing more in life.  She had never seen a book before that one I read to her when she was eleven, had she?  When she talked about thinking there was only one book in the world, that wasn’t dementia.  She honestly thought it was the truth.”

“She was very premature, and the damage that can do-“

“She was a small child and had sight problems.  That is the only damage the premature birth did to her.  There was never anything wrong with her brain and you know it.”

“Can I join in on this conversation?”  Came a voice from the door and they both spun around to see Thea.  She was looking around the room.  “It’s funny how you never think to question things as a child and as an adult you can’t understand how you never thought to.”  She stepped into the room.

“Thea, this is a private conversation and you are interrupting.  Leave immediately.”  Geraldine stepped forward.

“But it’s about me, and you’ve always taught me it’s rude to speak about people when they are not around to defend themselves.  So, here I am, continue.”  She sat down in one of the leather armchairs and looked at them calmly.

“Then we will leave.”  Geraldine said, walking to the door.  “David?”

“I’d much prefer to stay here and talk with Thea, thank you.”  He said, also sitting down.  Geraldine stood at the door, rage flooding through her as she saw the final rebellion of her two children.

“Fine, have it your way.”  She stalked back into the room and stood over her daughter.  “Let’s have the truth out once and for all.  Thea, you are not my daughter.  Your mother was a fool who died giving birth to you.  I took you into my home, housed and fed you out of a sense of moral duty.  But I was not going to waste my precious little money educating you at a private school,  nor would I have it known a child under my care was state educated so you stayed here.  I did try to educate you but you were too slow and I didn’t have time to waste on waiting for you to learn, so I let you learn useful things, like cooking so you would not be a burden on society in your old age.  Some might think I could have done more, but I was a single mother who had already devoted all her resources to one child.  It wouldn’t have been fair to take from David some of his opportunities, especially when you could not have made as much from them as he could.  You have managed to overcome your disabilities to achieve something and I am proud of you for that but there is nothing I could have done for you that I did not try to do.  It is blind luck that something within your brain began to work but you will probably live to regret that it happened, will live to wish all you had in life was the husband, home and children that you once wished to have so badly.”  The paleness of Thea’s face finally propelled David from the shock his mother’s words had caused.

“Thea, your mother was an absolutely brilliant woman called Erica Milosevic, who loved you so much that she died in order to bring you into the world.  There was never anything wrong with your brain except what this woman made you think of yourself.”  As he spoke, he moved to stand next to his mother.  “You have always been a bright, articulate woman and it is a testament to your strength that you overcame the obstacles my mother put before you to reach your full potential.”  Geraldine managed to stop herself glaring at her son.

“Tell me, Thea, who will you believe, a brilliant but completely inexperienced young man or the woman who gave you her name, gave you food and shelter and bought you up as her own?”  Geraldine said, sure she knew what the answer would be.  

“What David says is true.  You never tried to educate me.  All you have done is mislead and lie to me.”  Thea stood and Geraldine acknowledged for the first time the real reason she had treated the girl so, for she was very physically like her mother.  “You are not my mother, you never have been.”

“Then I won’t be any longer.”  Geraldine said, trying to keep the triumph from her voice.  “Leave this house now.”

“Mother-“  David began but Geraldine overrode him.

“I have done all I can for you and if this is how you want to repay me, so be it.  I do not care what happens to you.  I will go for half an hour and when I return, I want you gone from this house.  Take all you want with you, for I will never allow you to set foot in here again.”  And Geraldine turned and left, finally laughing when she got into her car and drove away.  The girl was no longer her problem.  Now the future lay open to her, shining with possibilities.

    She went to the local piano bar and allowed herself a cocktail in celebration.  That day, she had found the last piece of the puzzle.  All she needed to do now was retype Erica’s manuscript and present it to the University and all her dreams would come true.  When she returned to the house later, Thea was gone.  She looked in her room.  She had taken only a bare minimum of clothes and none of her dolls.  Searching the rest of the house, she found the recipe books were gone from the cupboard in the kitchen.  When she opened David’s bedroom, she received a great shock.  The wall of shelves was empty.  All the hundreds of books he owned were gone.  She panicked.  Could David have gone as well?  The door downstairs opened and closed and she ran to the top of the stairs.  David was shrugging out of his coat.

“Oh, darling, I love you so.”  Geraldine ran down the stairs and threw her arms around him.  David allowed the hug but didn’t return it.

“I’ve taken Thea to Professor Kelly.  He and his wife agreed she can board there until something more permanent can be arranged.”  He said in a dead voice, detaching himself from her arms and going into the lounge room.

“Darling, when I saw all your books gone, I thought you’d done something foolish.”  Geraldine followed him in.

“Thea has them.  I figured the poor kid deserved to spend the rest of her life surrounded by books, since she had to spend so long without them.”  He sat down in a chair and stared moodily into the fire.

“I did it for you, David.  Some things had to be sacrificed for your sake.”  Geraldine sat on the arm of his chair and stroked his hair.  David looked up at her.

“The sad thing is, I really think you believe that.  You can’t see what you did was wrong, can you?”

“You are still with me and that is all that matters.”  Geraldine said.

“I’m staying with you so I can afford to help support Thea.”  He said, looking back at the fire.  Anger burst to life in Geraldine.

“She doesn’t deserve it.  Maybe I should charge board, then you won’t be able to.”  She said.

“Go ahead.  I’ll just move in with Professor Kelly myself.  He offered.”

“You wouldn’t do that.  I’m your mother, I love you, you belong with me.”  David looked up at her.

“What really disturbs me is that you can be a good mother.  You were to me, so why not to Thea?  But that’s not important, any more.  I’m going to bed.”  He left but Geraldine was not too perturbed by his words.  She had her boy living with her and soon, he would forget all about Thea and be just hers again.

     Up in his room, David wondered if he would be able to handle living with his mother long enough to discover the truth about the manuscript.

    A month later, Thea had another dream.  Once again, the bloodied woman was there, but this time she spoke.

“Thea, my darling daughter, she broke one promise to me, don’t allow her to break another promise.  You must save my work.”  Then she showed the last page of the manuscript, the one signed by E. Milosevic.  The next day, Thea hunted David down and told him about it.

“My mother told me that I’m not to let your mother break another promise.  What could she be talking about.”

“Thea, there’s something that I know that I haven’t told you.”  David said, then told her that the work his mother was doing had been her mother’s and that their old professor had thought her mother had completed her thesis but the work had been lost after her death.

“Could that manuscript be…”  Thea stopped then shook her head.  “I know your mother did a terrible thing to me, but to steal my mother’s doctoral thesis?  She couldn’t do such a thing.”

“I don’t want to believe she could.”  David said.  “I’m going to see if I can get some of the pages and have one of the English department compare them to my mother’s other papers.  They will be able to tell us if they could have been written by her or not.”

    Thea was deeply disturbed by the fact they could be proving Geraldine a thief but agreed to have David do the investigations.  He arrived home before his mother and went into the study but when he opened the drawer, the manuscript was gone.  He searched the study thoroughly but could find no sign of it anywhere.  When his mother arrived home, she was carrying a bottle of French champagne.

“Celebrate with me, darling.”  She cried, kissing him then grabbing two glasses.

“Celebrate what, mother?”  He said.

“I have finished the thesis I was working on.  Nineteen years of my life, devoted to proving this hypothesis and finally, it is complete.  I handed it to the History Chair today.  Your mother is going to be famous, my boy.”  David accepted the champagne she had poured and shared the toast with her but his mind was racing to discover how he could now prove his mother’s duplicity and he began to suspect she might get away with it.

     Thea’s dream that night was very disturbed, the bloodied woman ranting and screaming, vowing vengeance on the friend who would betray her trust not once but twice.  At the end, the woman looked at Thea and said,

“I give you a gift, my daughter, that you might overcome and avenge me.  All you need do is think of me.”  When Thea opened her eyes, she was floating above her bed.  She screamed and plummeted to the mattress.  She lay in shock until her door opened and the light turned on.

“Thea, dear, are you all right?”  Professor Kelly looked in, his wife hovering anxiously by his shoulder.  “We heard you scream.”

“I’m so sorry to have disturbed you.”  Thea said, sitting up.  “I just had a nightmare, that’s all.”

“You don’t want to talk about it, do you, dear?”  Mrs Kelly asked.

“No, I’ll be fine.  I’ll just go and make myself a warm milk and I’ll be fine.”  The concern in their eyes warmed her and she realised Geraldine had never looked upon her with such love.

     After the warm milk, Thea lay on her bed and wondered about what the dream had told her.  She closed her eyes and began thinking of her mother.  The bloodied image came to mind and she shivered but when she opened her eyes, she was indeed floating above the bed again.  As she floated back down, she decided she needed to find a photograph of her mother as she really didn’t want to see that image of the bloodied woman everytime she wanted to fly.

     In the University library the next day, Thea went through the old year books.  She found a picture of her mother and was surprised at how much like herself she looked.  There was also some information about some papers her mother had written so Thea found them and borrowed them.  Reading them as she ate her lunch, she soon recognised that her mother had been quite brilliant, not to mention a talented writer.  After finishing the second paper, she was sure she could also see a certain style to her mother’s writing.  She was very happy when she looked up and saw David approaching.

“Some of my mother’s papers.  I’m sure I can see a style to her writing.  This will make the issue of who wrote the manuscript more definite.”

“Possibly.”  He said, sitting down.  “But I’m afraid we won’t be able to get the manuscript tested.  It’s gone.  My mother has handed it in as her own work.”

“Oh, no.”  Thea whispered.  “That would explain last night.”

“What happened last night?”

“I had the dream again, but my mother was very angry.  Now I see why.  What do we do?”

“I’ve been thinking all night, and I don’t know what to do.  Neither of us can suggest the manuscript get assessed against both our mother’s writings, for the academic world is very insular and being known as being unloyal to fellow academics spells death for your own career.”

“An anonymous tip, perhaps?”

“I’ve considered that, but I don’t know if they’d believe it and the suspicion would be sure to fall on one of the two of us anyway.  You especially, since everyone would know of your falling out with my mother and would probably be on her side.”

“Yes, me being ungrateful for all she has done for me.”  Thea chewed on her lip.  “There must be something we can do.  We have to know the truth.”

“I have thought of just asking Mother.”

“You know what she would say.  She has spent nineteen years doing this research, of course it is hers.”

“She had gone to a lot of trouble to cover what she is doing.”

“She has to.  As you said, the Academic world is insular and it’s also judgemental.  If anyone found out about her plagiarism, she’d never be able to show her face in any University or place of learning again.”  David recognised the tone of her voice.

“You are not to feel any blame for what will happen to her.”  He said firmly.  “She chose this course of action knowing full well what would happen if she was found out.  If only we could get a copy of the manuscript, we might be able to do something with that.”

“Could you find out who has it?”  Thea asked.

“Easily.  Mother is more than willing to talk about it.” 

“I have an idea.”  Thea said.  “I’m not going to tell you what.  Just find out where the manuscript is right now and I’ll deal with the rest.”

     David was very unsure about it, but he found out that Professor Joan Olafson, the chair of the History faculty had the manuscript.  He called Thea to tell her that night.

“What are you going to do?”  He asked her. 

“I can’t tell you, David.  You just have to trust me, okay?”  He told her that he did.  She spent that night practising her flying.

      The following day, Thea went for a walk around the Arts block and found Professor Olafson’s office.  It was on the top floor, at the far end, a sumptuous place that was obviously used for entertaining as much as for working.  That night, Thea went to the University.  There were many students milling around because of late lectures and a band was playing in the refectory.  She went to the Arts block, and after making sure no one was watching, slowly rose up the wall, keeping to the shadows.  In her dark clothes, she knew she was very difficult to see.  She got a shock when she reached Professor Olafson’s office, for the professor was still there.  So Thea hovered outside her window, waiting for the professor to leave.  After a while, she had to sink back to the ground and rest, for the concentration required to maintain the image of her mother in her mind was very taxing.  After gaining some energy back, she floated back up and saw the Professor still there, reading the same manuscript she had been earlier.  Thea was forced to sink to the ground and rise up again twice more before she saw Professor Olafson pack up, turn off the light and leave the room.  Thea waited ten minutes before she began to work on the window.  She had to go back to the ground and rest before she was able to open the window.  She floated in and moved up to the ceiling.  Looking around, she saw the motion sensor of the alarm in one corner.  She was above it’s range so floated over to it.  A black cloth soaked in water was slipped over it and then she was safe.  She floated to the floor and began searching for the manuscript.  It was incredibly easy to find, for it had been the manuscript Professor Olafson had been reading.  Thea stopped to read the notes the Professor had been writing on it.  Among them were comments like ‘Remarkable’, ‘Shattering my illusions’ and ‘Cannot believe Harris came up with this’.  Thea took the manuscript, moved to the window and floated out through it and down to the ground.  She hurried to the library and copied it, as well as all the papers she could find written by the two women.  Then she took the manuscript back to the professor’s office.  She wasn’t as careful this time, and the cloth had dried.  The alarm went off, and she barely managed to retrieve the cloth, close the window and float to the ground before she saw the light on.  She hurried home, waiting to hear people pursuing her and hearing nothing.  She kept the manuscript and the papers in her room for a few days, not wanting to act until the furore had calmed down.  And furore it was, the security guards had not found any sign of anyone having entered the office illegally but were sure the sensor had not malfunctioned either.  It was a mystery.  Geraldine was convinced someone had been trying to steal her manuscript.  Professor Olafson assured her the manuscript was fine and in fact so magnificent, she wanted to rush it into print.  Geraldine was mollified by this and became even more comfortable when two days later, the history faculty declared her research notes true records.  The University’s publishing arm was put into full swing as rumours began to circulate that the History Department had a paper that was going to change the world.

    Realising time was running out, Thea sent the manuscript and papers to the University in another city, asking the English department to look at it and tell her which of the two women had written it.  She told David she had done it but refused to tell him how she had gotten hold of the manuscript.  With the news of the suspected break in of the Professor’s office well known, he was very concerned about her.  The announcement was made that in two months, the History Department would be releasing a ground breaking document.  The University’s public relations department moved into full operation.  Geraldine was in a frenzy of excitement yet had to contain it, for no one could know what the paper was about or who had written it until the day it was released.

     For a month, tension hummed around the University.  At the end of the month, Thea received the results of her request from the other University.  While they could not conclusively prove it, they were sure the manuscript was written by Erica Milosevic.  It was all the proof David and Thea needed.

“How could she do it?”  Thea whispered as they sat, hunched over a coffee in a café.

“I don’t know.”  David moaned.  No matter your age, the day you find the proof that your parent is less than perfect is a devastating day.  “I’ve been so sure that she couldn’t have gone this far, I’ve been convincing myself she hadn’t, that it would all be a misunderstanding.”

“What do we do now?”  Thea said.  “They said they couldn’t conclusively prove it.”

“If only we could get the original.”  David said.  “It would prove she had copied it.”

“She would have destroyed it.  She may be a thief but she is not a fool.”

“A thief.”  David whispered.  “My mother is a thief.”  Thea could do nothing but hold him.  There was nothing she could say.

     Thea began to dream again.  Her mother came to her now as she had looked when alive, but the plea remained.  “Save my work, Thea, save my work.”

“How?”  Thea said back.  “I don’t know what else to do.”

“Save my work.”

     During the day, Thea’s work began to suffer as she spent hours wondering what she was to do.  As the time of the release drew closer, Thea’s dreams became worse.  She barely slept and could only find release by flying.  Many nights she found herself at Geraldine’s home.  Through the windows, she could see the nightly celebrations, the joy and it sickened her, that Geraldine should gain so much from betraying her friend.  She had all but accepted there was nothing she could do until inspiration struck her.  Desperation will often make heroes of us all, and Thea knew what she must do.

     The Great Hall of the University was packed with visitors from around the country, students and media.  The PR department had done a wonderful job.  At the front was piles and piles of books.  The manuscript, ready to make it’s leap into the world.  At the appointed time, Professor Olafson went to the microphone.

“Ladies and Gentlemen, thank you for joining us today.  I can promise that in the future, you will be boasting to your grandchildren of having been here today.  Big words, I know, but by the end of today, you will know them to be true.  I would like to introduce to you the author of the book we are releasing today to speak with you about it, Doctor Geraldine Harris.”  The applause was mild as Geraldine took the microphone, for her reputation around the University was a mixed one.

     Geraldine looked across the assembled crowd with great anticipation.  At last, her real life was to begin.

“Ladies and Gentlemen, for the past twenty years, I have been following a certain train of thought- are there patterns in history that can lead us to accurately predict the future?  The answer I present to you today is that there is.  I can tell you what our future will be.  This is not science fiction, it is historical fact.  The patterns of the past will prove the way of the future and ladies and gentlemen, it is not a future for us to be proud of.”  So she began.  Geraldine spoke for an hour, and held the audience spell bound.  She brought up all the patterns of the past, showed what the various events occurred and then showed them the continuation of the pattern.  She had to do very little of this.  All present were intelligent enough to follow the pattern on to it’s logical conclusion.  The mathematical correctness of it was not to argued with.  They all saw the future and they were terrified.

“Patterns, by their very nature, cannot be changed.”  Geraldine said to begin her conclusion.  “But they can be ended.  That is what I am proposing we do.  A paradigm shift, a new way of viewing life, that will end the pattern and thus stop the future that lies before us.  A dangerous proposition certainly, but can we really let the future we now have occur because we were scared of what might be?  I would rather live knowing I had tried to save the world regardless of what might happen then face the future knowing I saw it coming and did nothing to stop it.”

“How must the paradigm change?”  A voice shouted from the back and others agreed and repeated the question.  Geraldine lifted her hand for silence. 

“For centuries, our society has gradually trained us to be more and more self absorbed.  We teach our children to be the best they can be, and they learn that the only good thing in life is to be true to themselves, so they focus only on themselves.  But if we taught them to be true to the person next to them, to be the best group they can be, that the focus must be on others, our world would be so radically different.”

“Loyalty to others, you mean.”  The voice called out again.  

“Exactly.  Loyalty to the good of the whole rather than the good of the one.”

“We have tried that in the past.  The greed of a few always overcomes the good of the whole.”  The voice said.

“Ah, but we have never known what that would achieve in the past.  Now, the evidence is clear what such thought will do to us.  They cannot continue this way or they will destroy themselves.”  Geraldine said triumphantly.

“A shame you do not practice what you preach.”  The voice said.  Silence fell across the hall.

“How dare you?  Show yourself, or are you a coward?”  Geraldine taunted.

“No, I am no coward.  I will show myself.”  Geraldine scoured the aisles, looking to see someone move.  Everyone else was looking as well, but saw no one.

“Well, where are you, coward?”

“Above you.”  The voice said clearly.  Geraldine looked up and fell off the dais in her shock, ending up on the Chancellor's lap.  Floating in the air several metres above her head was Thea.

     Everyone there looked up.  Exclamations and shouts rang through the air.  The only person who seemed to know how to react was the Chancellor.  He helped Geraldine to her feet, gave her his chair and then moved over to stand underneath Thea.

“I have had enough of the adolescent pranks of the engineering students.”  He said in a clear voice.  “Young Lady, come down here immediately.”

“Certainly, sir.”  Thea said, drifting down to gently land in front of him.  “As you can see, no wires.”  The Chancellor grabbed her shoulders and spun her around and then back to face him.  His expression was a mixture of disbelief and curiosity.

“How are you doing this?”  He asked, his old days as a physics professor coming back to him.

“My mother gave me this gift, Sir.”  Thea said.

     “This is an outrage!”  Geraldine finally spoke up, jumping up from the Chancellor’s chair.  She marched forward.  “This girl was my daughter until I had to cast her from my home because of the danger she posed me and my son from her mental disease.  This is her petty manner of exacting revenge and I will not allow it.”

“Levitation is not a petty thing, Doctor Harris.”  The Chancellor said.  “How do you fly, young lady?”

“I just think of my mother, and-“ Thea floated up in the air again.

“Come back here.”  Geraldine made a grab for her but missed.

“Who is your mother, child?”  The Chancellor seemed to see nothing overly strange in talking to a woman floating in the air.  As he spoke, he walked around her, studying her carefully.

“Erica Milosevic.  She was a student here 20 years ago, sir.  You might recall her.  She died giving birth to me.”

“Mmm, the name does ring a bell.”  The Chancellor said thoughtfully.

“Chancellor, I demand you remove this girl from this building so I can complete my presentation.”  Geraldine said fiercely.

“Yes, I’d better be removed before I tell them the truth, hadn’t I, Geraldine?”  Geraldine’s expression changed from anger to nothing.

“I don’t know what you are talking about.”  She said while her brain raced to find a way to get Thea out of the room before she said anything.  “All I know is that you are trying to destroy the most wonderful day in my life.  Petty jealousy, that is all this is.”

“Is it petty jealousy that the English Department of –University do not believe you to be the author of that manuscript?”  Thea had to float a little higher as Geraldine jumped to grab hold of you.

“You little bitch.”  Geraldine said through gritted teeth.  “How dare you come here and spread these lies?”

“Because they are not lies.  I have come here to say that the woman who wants to tell the world to care more for others than themselves stole the manuscript from her best friend after promising her on her death bed that she would see it published in her name.”  Once more exclamations and gasps filled the air and Geraldine began to panic.

“Lies.  I’ve been working on this for twenty years.  You all know that.”  Geraldine appealed to the people around her.

“You did that because you needed extensive research notes that proved it was your work.  It says something that it took you twenty years to do what my mother did in four.”

“More lies.  Who can believe a girl who is brain damaged?”  Geraldine said.

“Professor Kelly has extensive proof that there is nothing wrong with my brain.  I do however have the report from –University’s English Department stating that based on previously published papers, they believe this manuscript to be the work of Erica Milosevic, not Geraldine Harris.”  Thea showed them the piece of paper.
“May I, my dear?”  The Chancellor asked. Thea lowered herself to hand him the paper then floated up again before Geraldine could attempt to grab her again.  He read it then looked at her.

“This does say they can’t conclusively prove it.”  He said.

“True, but it does say they are very certain that Geraldine Harris did not write this manuscript.  And I know that Professor Olafson also questioned how she could have written this.”  They all looked at the Professor, who stood up.

“You must have read my personal notes in order to know that.”  She said.

“I did.”  Thea said.  “I’m the person who broke into your office two nights ago.  I swear I did not look at anything else but the manuscript and your notes on it.”

“Did you question Doctor Harris’ authorship of this document?”  The Chancellor asked.

“I admit that I was amazed she could write something of such quality but never for a moment thought she had plagiarised.”  There, the word had been spoken.  Plagiary.  Thieving.

“I did not plagiarise this.”  Geraldine cried.

“Surely there must be enough doubt to have this release cancelled and the manuscript looked at in great depth.”  Thea said gently.

“Take this document from release now and I will forbid all future release of it.”  Geraldine said.  “The world will lose one of the most valuable documents of it’s history, think about that!”

“When it is proven to be my mother’s, it will become my property and I assure you, I want it released.  The world needs to have this document.”  The Chancellor looked at Thea.

“If I were to side with Doctor Harris now, what would you do?”  

“I would not stop you releasing the book.  I do not want to do that.  I just want Doctor Harris to admit the work is my mother’s.  She promised my mother on her death bed that she would protect and publish it.  I want to see her do that.”  Thea looked at Geraldine and noticed the blood drain from her cheeks.  The dream she had last night had obviously been true, for Geraldine knew those words well. 

     The Chancellor put his hand to his chin and began to think.  An excited hum rang though out the hall.  Thea took this opportunity to find David.  Seeing him at the doorway, she knew the time had come.

“I have one more piece of evidence, if you wish to see it.”  Thea said.  The Chancellor looked at her and nodded.  Thea flew over the heads of the congregation and landed in front of David.  Everyone turned to watch.

“I would never have believed it if I hadn’t seen it.”  He whispered.  Thea smiled and kissed his cheek.

“Did you find it?”  He handed it over to her and she flew back to the front of the hall.  When Geraldine saw she was carrying a tapestried bag with wooden handles, she began to be extremely frightened.

“I believe Doctor Harris will recognise this.”  She said softly.  Geraldine was shaking her head when a voice came from the audience.

“Well, I certainly do.”  David watched as Daryl Coghlan stood and squeezed past several people into the main aisle of the hall.  “In the last few weeks of her life, Erica took to carrying that everywhere.  I remember asking her what was in it and she laughed and said I would die if I knew.”

“Daryl, are you sure this belonged to Erica Milosevic?”  The Chancellor asked and Coghlan nodded.

“Of course, Ian.  When dear Erica died, I wondered where that bag had gotten to. I had begun to suspect she had completed the thesis and was carrying it around in the bag.  I remember I was so sure she had finished her thesis and how disappointed I was when Geraldine told me it was gone.”  Everyone’s attention turned to Geraldine.

“I told you I couldn’t find the manuscript.  Erica must have been unhappy with it and destroyed it.  You know what a perfectionist she was.”  Coghlan nodded.  

“Yes, she was a perfectionist.”  

“Professor Coghlan,”  Thea said softly, “I was wondering if you would like to have this.”  The old man looked up at her and tears formed in his eyes.

“Bless you, child.”  He said.  “So caring and thoughtful, just like your mother.  She was always insisting on making me tea when she came to discuss her progress.”  Thea floated down and landed next to the old man, handing him the bag.  She no longer felt any fear of Geraldine.  She had done all she could for her mother.  The old man accepted it gratefully and opened the bag.

     “Well, a decision has to be made and I am the man to make it.”  The Chancellor said.  “I have read the manuscript and I agree with Miss Milosevic here, that it is important it is released.  I also believe that Doctor Harris will follow through with her threat to never release the book if we postpone today.  She had made it before too many people not to.”  His expression showed clearly the disdain in which he held Geraldine.  “So we shall-“

“Ian, pick up one of the books, there’s a good chap.”  Coghlan interrupted.  He was staring intently at a yellowed piece of paper in his hand.

“Daryl, I-“  The Chancellor began but Coghlan looked up at him with a steely expression.

“Do it now, Ian.”  Shrugging his shoulders, the Chancellor picked up one of the books from the pile.

“Now, read out the table of contents.”  He said.  The Chancellor began to read and then nearly dropped the book when Coghlan read along with him perfectly.

“How did you do that?”   The Chancellor asked.

“I found this at the bottom of this bag.”  Ian waved the piece of paper around.  “The table of contents for a manuscript entitled ‘Vision of a New Paradigm.’”  The Chancellor looked down at the book in his hand, titled just that.  “Now, I don’t know about you, but I’d say this means that manuscript at some time rested in this bag and as it belonged to Erica Milosevic…”

“I kept it in there while I was working on it.”  Geraldine cried.

“But you handed me a table of contents with the manuscript.  Why have two of them?”  Professor Olafson said.

“I did that on an old piece of paper, while I was testing the printer.  You can see that it is old, can’t you?”

“Old enough to have clearly been done on a typewriter rather than a word processor.  The ‘e’ is out of line with the rest of the letters.  That would never happen on a modern printer.”  Coghlan said clearly.  “It’s the type of thing you can never get past an old professor.  We became very good at looking for this sort of thing, to ensure students weren’t doing each other’s homework.  And people say modern technology is making people’s jobs easier.”  He shook his head sadly.

“My God.”  Professor Olafson said, looking at Geraldine.  It was now all so clear, that the work had indeed been plagiarised.  

     Geraldine looked from one person to another, realising that her lie had been discovered.  The Chancellor moved over to her and said very quietly,

“Doctor Harris, I suggest a very quick exit right now would be in your best interests.”  Geraldine did not have to be told twice.  As quickly as she could walk without appearing to be running, she made her way up the main aisle.  David was still standing at the door and when she saw him Geraldine hesitated for a moment.

“I did it for you.”  She whispered and David shook his head.

“You did it for yourself.”  He said.  Geraldine threw her hand over her mouth to stop the sob from erupting and ran out.

     The Chancellor turned to address the audience.

“I apologise for the unnecessary inconvenience this has caused you all.  I ask you to come back here in exactly one month’s time, where we will launch the text “Vision of a New Paradigm” with the correct author’s name on it, Erica Milosevic.”  Judging from the applause that sounded, the audience did not mind the delay overly much.  He then turned to speak to Thea and noticed she was gone.

“Did anyone see where she went?”  He looked at the others on the stage, and they all shook their heads.  As mysteriously as she had appeared, Thea was gone.  

     David stood in the garden.  The moonlight leant it a romantic aura that he failed to notice.  Instead, he sipped on the glass of wine he held and wondered what he was to do with his life now.  Geraldine had gone, packed some belongings and run away, no doubt to begin a new scam somewhere else.  He didn’t care.  He had no mother any more.  No family either.  He realised he had never met any aunts, uncles, cousins.  He had known no family but his mother and Thea.  Should he remain here in this house, continue his studies or should he too leave?  He was deep in thought when a noise caught his attention.  He turned to see Thea stepping from the side of the house.

“Not flying anymore, huh?”  Thea stopped, unable to tell from his voice what he was thinking.

“I have saved my mother’s work, so I no longer require her gift.”

“I guess you’re really peeved about it, huh?”  David sipped the wine.

“I’m glad to be normal again.  Being known as the flying girl would be too much to handle.”

“You’d better learn to, because that’s all you’ll be around here.”

“I’m leaving.”  She said it softly but it’s impact hit him like a mallet.  “I’m going to stay for the release of mother’s book, then I’m going to a place where I can be just a normal person again.  No, a normal person full stop.  I feel like I’ve never been normal.”  She gave a little laugh.

“So, you’re running away.”  

“You make it sound a bad thing, when it’s good.  Why stay here to face the consequences of the past twenty years when I don’t have to.  I’ve lived everyone else’s life, first what your mother wanted of me then what my mother wanted, now I deserve to live my own way.”  He realised the truth of the words, that Thea had been the real victim in all his mother’s scheming.

“You do, Thea, and I wish you all the best.”  He drained the glass then turned to walk into the house to refill it.

“What will you do?”  Thea asked, following him inside.  David shrugged.

“Get therapy, deal with it and then get on with life.”  In one swallow, he drained the entire glass he had just poured.

“I’m so sorry that my actions have split you and your mother.”  Thea said.

“It wasn’t your actions, Thee, it was hers.  She chose all this to happen to her when she decided to betray her best friend and the academic community.” He poured more wine, determined that he would finish the bottle.

“You can come with me.”  David looked at her for a moment, the thought a tempting one, then he shook his head.

“I have to prove I’m nothing like her, that I’m trustworthy and a good researcher.  I have to stay.”  Thea nodded.  “You will stay in touch, won’t you?”  He added and she smiled.

“You’re my brother, David, the only one who truly loved me.  Of course I will.”  She kissed his cheek.

“Wine?”

“Thank you.”  So he poured her a glass as well.  They went and sat outside and watched the stars moving across the night sky as they pondered the strange life they had lead and prayed the rest of it would be boringly, predictably normal.

