Prologue

My name is Piper Malone. I am a twelve-year-old, half-Catholic, half-Pagan,
and I can travel to the world of the angels, and back in time. I did not know I could
do the latter until it was necessary for me to try. This is how it happened.

It was winter 2008, and my body was very sick with food poisoning. |
wanted to leave it so I could go visit the angels in their world -- just until my body

could heal. I started focusing my mind on the world of the angels. I felt myself
spinning slowly at first and then faster and faster. I spun though a field of white

and blue light till T felt my soul drift away from my body.

And then I went looking for the head angel. Her name is Laurie. She is the
head angel for a group of angels who help those on earth that need guidance and

companionship. They are called Guardians. The reason I went to see her is that she
1s my guardian, and she has been a second mother to me for my entire life. My
birth mother died when I was quite young, and ever since then Laurie has come to
check on me at least once a week. She has also sent other Guardians, such as her
best friend Christina, to stay with me during the times when I was missing my
mother so hard I thought I was going to die.

There is a headquarters where Guardian angels gather when they are not

with a charge. This is usually a very busy place with angels going here and there
and talking about this and that. And, no, they do not have wings or wear long
white dresses. They wear the clothes of the country in which the soul they are
helping lives. There are both girl and boy Guardians, and they are all ages. They
can make themselves look however they feel is the best appearance for the souls
they are helping. The building its self reflects the type of work place the head
guardian work in, during their last life on earth. So this one looks like the inside of
an ocean rescue headquarters building, for Laurie had been an ocean lifeguard
during her last life on earth.

This night at headquarters it was dark except for the wee light that was
coming out from the space between the closed door of Laurie's office and the main
room. I could feel a dark cloud of pain envelop me as I started to get closer to her



office door. It got stronger the closer I got, and by the time I placed my hand on the
door knob, it was so strong that I could scarcely breathe.

So this is what it feels like to drown, 1 thought to myself. I decided not to go
in to her office, but the pull was so strong that I had to know what was causing
Laurie so much pain. Yes, Guardians feel pain just like we do. After all, they are
souls like us, just with a lot more knowledge on how things in the universe work. I

focused all my powers on her and was soon able to read her mind. I learned this

mind reading trick early in my childhood and it has come in handy on numerous
occasions. It did not take me long to learn what the matter was.

1 used my powers to “see” what Laurie was doing. She was sitting at her desk
crying. I wanted to stop my reading of her mind and not think of her being so
upset. I care so much for Laurie, that it hurt me deeply to know that she was so
distressed. Even though her being in pain made me hurt I could not stop reading
her mind and soon learned what it was that was causing her so much pain.

I discovered that she had been searching on a computer for the whereabouts
of the soul that was her husband in her last life on earth. Because she thought he

was still alive, Laurie had not tried to search for him. I wonder what made her
check it now after all this time. She discovered that her husband, Tom, had
committed suicide after he found Laurie dead in her bed one morning.

1 understood why Laurie was feeling a lot of pain after learning this, but I
did not know where her feelings of guilt where coming from. I mean I highly doubt
that her death was her fault. If it had been she would not have been ready to
become a Guardian.

While I was contemplating on that question I found myself so completely
immersed in Laurie's emotions that soon I was swimming in my own sea of tears
and pain. I felt like Alice from Alice in Wonderland when she gets small after
crying so much and is soon floating in a sea created by her own tears. This sea had
a surreal look about it. I could see it, and I felt it take my breath away. I could taste
the saltiness of the water and feel its coldness soak me to the bone when I went
underneath the waves. But when I looked down, the nightdress I was wearing was
completely dry. I did not know what was going on. All I knew was that I had to do
something to make this pain disappear for the sanity of all the souls involved.

As soon as I had decided to fix this problem, the waves vanished, my breath
returned, and nothing around me showed even the slightest trace of having been
wet. [ had heard of souls that were powerful enough to go back in time and watch
events of the past, but I knew that would not be enough. I had to not only go back



and watch but to go back and fix the problem that had caused Laurie so much pain.
I had to keep Tom from taking his life.

Still traveling via astral projection, I went to my favorite spot -- an island off
the coast of Ireland that was long ago abandoned by people. Now only wild things
such as seals and gulls lived there. I sat down on a rock to think among the seals. I
knew where an old book of spells was hidden, deep inside a tomb that was older
than Christ himself. In that book was a spell that would let me go back in time. But
how was I going to modify the spell, so that I could be seen, heard, and change
things that needed to be changed?

All of a sudden, as if he was reading my mind, one of the seals started
barking then walking (if you could call it walking) up the beach towards the

ancient tomb. “Is what I need in there?” I asked him. He barked and nodded his
head. I am not kidding. He really nodded his head.

I stood and walked to the tomb. There I fell in, for there was no ladder. The
next thing I knew I landed on the hard packed earth that made up the bottom of the
tomb. I smelled dust, mold and dirt. Once my eyes got used to the dim light, I saw
that I was in the tomb of the first three kings of Ireland and their wives. Between
the first two kings was a pedestal. On that pedestal I found, after wiping off
centuries of dust, cobwebs and other things I do not care to remember, a book
called The Book of Secrets.

The book and cover were written in Irish. I was really glad that I lived in
Ireland and knew the native language of Gaelic. Though this form was so old, I had
trouble understanding parts of it. Still, [ knew enough to know that this was the

book I was looking for -- the one I knew would have the spell I needed. It did not
take me long to find the spell (“take me back to a certain time and place so I may

see my ancestor's race”). It took a while, but soon I had a modified spell that I
hoped would do what [ wanted.

The spell required a bit of my own blood. Looking around I found that each
of the kings was laid out with their own ceremonial knife and chalice, taking the
high kings knife along with his chalice, I made a cut on my right arm. The blade
was so rusty that I had to use a lot of force to cut my arm. It hurt a lot, but this was
important -- so important that I did not mind breaking the rule that states no soul

shall go back in time with the desire to bend another’s will.



