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Saige Solars sat in math class staring at the
board. The teacher had put a complex equation on the board, and he
knew the answer without doing the work. For some odd reason Saige
knew how to calculate numbers quickly. He didn’t know how, or why,
but the only thing that he did know was that he couldn’t remember
anything before he was sixteen. He researched this type of amnesia
and he couldn’t find anything on it to help him. The only thing
that the Internet said was, give it time. Something that he
couldn’t stand reading or hearing.

“Mr. Solars, the answer please…” Professor
Timily loomed over him.

“Sorry, sir, I couldn’t come up with the
answer.” Out of the corner of his eye he saw a hand eagerly shoot
into the air.

“Twenty seven…” The girl said confidently.
Saige smirked. Then he noticed Professor Timily was still looking
at him, so he neutralized his expression.

“Sorry, Felicia re-check your work.” Some
classmates giggled. The bell rang and the kids in the classroom
started to shuffle and move around to get to the door.

“Thirty six and a half,” Saige mumbled as he
glanced at the board again. He hadn’t realized Professor Timily had
come up behind him until the teacher spoke.

“Mr. Solars, hang back a moment, please.”

“Uh, sure, but I…”

“I don’t understand you, Mr. Solars. You know
all the answers. You ace all the exams, yet you don’t cooperate in
class.”

“Well, I want to give everyone in the class a
shot. I don’t want to be selfish you know.” Paige replied. The bell
rang signaling the next period. “Listen, Professor Timily I have to
get going. I have Astronomy with Ms. Golta.”

“Yes, of course, but this conversation isn’t
over.” Saige hurried and left the room to make it to his favorite
class. This year the school was offering Astronomy along with
science as a class for the second semester of the year. He jumped
at the chance at learning everything about the planets and the
galaxy. A lot of people took the class thinking it would be an easy
course but the first few classes had killed that thought. Though
many of his classmates grumbled, Saige was hooked. Ms. Golta, the
teacher, was a little out there, but Saige could relate to her.

“Mr. Solars you are late, but I appreciate
the hustle in attempting to be here on time,” Ms. Golta commented
as she made her way to the board. Saige slid into one of the seats
in the first row as he could feel each student looking at him.
Though many students signed up for the course, many dropped out due
to how hard the class was.

“Now, class, I asked you to research last
night as to why is our galaxy called the Milky Way.” There was a
lack of an effort from the class. No one knew, and no one seemed to
care. “Okay, everybody out. You have a free class today. The last
three assignments that I’ve given you no one has tried to even do
them. So, everyone out! Zeroes that is what everyone has earned.”
She flopped behind her desk in frustration and rubbed her eyes. The
rest of the class ran out the door, but Saige stayed behind.

“You know your class isn’t bad. This is
actually my favorite class,” Saige offered quietly.

“Oh, please. I know you kids think this class
is any easy A.”

“You don’t have to make the class easy, but
make it interesting. Like discuss black holes, and meteors, and
stuff like that. And the new planets that NASA has found and stuff
like that.” Saige said. Ms. Golta looked very impressed.

“You like this stuff, don’t you?” Ms. Golta
asked.

“Well, if I didn’t I wouldn’t have signed up
for the course.”

“Well, I will take your advice under
consideration,” She said. Saige stood up from his seat and was
about to leave when Ms. Golta asked him something out of the
ordinary. “What do you think about alien life?” Paige hesitated
near the door. The question was weird, but figured why not and go
along with it. He turned around.

“You mean like Area 51?”

“Something like that.” She smirked.

“If I call you crazy will I get in
trouble?”

“No,”

“I think you’re crazy, then.” He smiled back
on that.

“Well, I think that they live among us,” She
stated.

“Are you joking?” He asked. She stared at him
for several seconds before smiling a little.

“Yes, just playing around. You see I’m not
that bad.”

“Yeah, you had me going for a minute. I guess
I was right about the crazy part.”

“Keep it up, Mr. Solars, and you will get
detention.” She shooed him out the door. The awkward conversation
lingered in his mind. Why did she bring that topic up? There were
no such things as aliens, even though there were so many planets
out there. He was so distracted by his thoughts that he collided
with someone.

“Hey! Watch out!” A soft voice exclaimed. Of
course, it would be Felicia. She was really pretty, really nice,
and really had been the crush of Saige’s life since he transferred
to the school.

“Oh…uh…uh…”

“Sorry is the word you’re looking for,” She
muttered as she stooped to pick up her books that she dropped
running into Saige.

“Yeah, of course. Duh. Sorry.” Saige leaned
down to help her.

“I am just messing with you. It is an honest
mistake.” She said playfully.

“There has to be a nicer way to mess with
someone.” Saige responded. She looked up at him, and her eyes were
an amazing green. But before he could admire her anymore he felt a
hand tug at his shoulder.

“What are you doing?” The hand jerked him up
and left him stumbling on unsteady feet. “Babe, is this kid
bothering you?”

“No. I wasn’t paying attention to where I was
going, and we had a little accident.”

“You get going. You’ve done enough.” Saige
knew him as Brandon.

“You’re an ass. He was helping me and now
you’ve made him drop what he just picked up. That was really smart
of you.”

“I thought he was…” Brandon started and then
he started to pick up the books that Saige dropped.

“Don’t worry I will get out of the way of the
love birds.” Sagie said and made his way towards his next
class.

“Uh, don’t you have gym with me, next
period?” Felicia asked him stopping Saige mid stride. All Saige
wanted to do was leave the awkward moment behind him.

“Uh, I don’t know. All I know is that I
wanted to escape this awkward moment that I was having with Mr.
Macho man.”

“Boy you don’t know who you you’re messing
with.” Brandon shoved Saige hard enough that he almost hit the wall
behind him.

“Stop it! If you don’t stop I will cancel our
date on Saturday. Now, walk me to the gym. See you, Saige.”

“You’re lucky dweeb.” Brandon said, and they
both walked past Saige and left him standing there alone. He didn’t
feel like being in school any longer, so he decided that he was
going to skip gym class. When he turned around he ran into an
imposing male figure: Principal Anderson.

“Mr. Solars, aren’t you supposed to be in
class?” He thundered.

“Well Principal Anderson, the bell hasn’t rug
yet,” Saige started, and at the very moment the bell rang. “Well
there goes that.”

“Come with me. I’m walking you to class.”

“I can make it by myself.”

“I wouldn’t want you to get lost.” He smiled
down at Saige. Saige slouched. He couldn’t believe he had to endure
gym class with Felicia after the incident that just happened. He
walked in silence next to the overly tall principal until they
reached the gymnasium.

“Thanks for the stroll, sir.” Saige mumbled
as he walked into the gym, but before he could walk in a hand
slammed down on his shoulder.

“Make sure it doesn’t happen again,” Mr.
Anderson warned.

“I’ll make sure I won’t get caught,” Saige
said under his breath.

“What was that?”

“I will make sure I won’t be late to another
class ever again, sir,” Saige lied.

“Good. Have a good class.” Saige wandered
over to the bleachers. He wasn’t going to participate in class
today. Felicia was already changed and walked over to him. Saige
tried not to make eye contact with her. She sat next to him, and he
shifted slightly away from her.

“I’m sorry about what happened.”

“The run in with Tarzan, you mean? Are you
his Jane?” Felicia frowned.

“He is protective of me, that’s all.”

“Really? What happened to girls wanting to
take care of themselves? Is that ‘so last year’?”

“No…but…”

“It’s cool. I’m fine. You don’t have to
explain.”

“Well, I just wanted to apologize.”

“Accepted. Really.” Felicia nodded before she
stood up. She looked back one more time at Saige before joining the
rest of her classmates.

“Mr. Solars, please join us for attendance.”
The gym teacher bellowed across the gym. Saige did as he was told.
He didn’t want to get into any more trouble. As he lined up next to
one of his fellow classmates he caught Felicia staring at him.

“Mr. Solars, why didn’t you change for
class?”

“Laundry day,” Saige replied.

“Well make sure you remember that each
laundry day will get you a zero.”

“Yeah, I’ll keep that in mind when I do
laundry,” Saige mumbled.

“Keep it up and you’ll be doing laundry in
detention,” The gym teacher threatened before he moved on to the
next student. After attendance, Saige resumed his place back on the
bleachers. He was not sorry to miss out on dodge ball. Rubber balls
pummeling him had never been his thing. That confrontation after
Astronomy had wrecked his day. He didn’t know why, but it just
happened and that is what he felt. He probably should bring it up
during his appointment with Dr. Dalek. After he’d had the minor
panic attack because he couldn’t remember his past his mother had
suggested he see a doctor, and he agreed. He hoped that the
sessions could help unlock memories to his past. He had been going
to the doctor for a little over two months, but there had been
little progress, but Saige couldn’t give up hope. The gym teachers
whistle brought Saige out of his thoughts…he stood up, put his back
pack on, and left the gym. Gym was his last mandatory class of the
day. He walked out of school and almost immediately hot air
surrounded him. A lot of people complained about the hot desert
days in Arizona, but he loved it. His body seemed designed for this
arid climate, while others sometimes were drenched in sweat. His
appointment was right after school so he just took the bus to the
doctor’s office to see if he could make any progress on remembering
his past.

“So, how are you dealing with your mood
swings?” Dr. Dalek asked after a few minutes of small talk as she
sat on her leather chair, and Saige was reclining on a couch
looking up at the ceiling.

“Isn’t this stereotypical? The whole chair
and couch thing?” Saige tried to switch the topic.

“Nice try, but, please, tell me now about the
mood swings.”

“Well I had another one today. I was happy
when I left Astronomy class, but then I had a confrontation with a
jock and his girlfriend,” Saige confessed.

“Well, that isn’t bad. An incident being a
catalyst would have people experiencing changes. Describe the
incident more fully.” Saige did and the doctor made notes or
commented appropriately. Then asked, “Now, after which class did
this altercation take place?”

“Astronomy,” Saige answered. “Why?”

“Well, you never mentioned it during our
previous meetings that you were taking this class.” She answered as
she started writing down in her book

“Oh, it is a new course that is offered
during the second semester this year. The school thought it would
be fun, I guess.”

“And, is it?” The doctor continued on with
the subject.

“Well, I really like the class. The professor
is a little wacky and should be lying down on this couch as well,
but I’m not going to get into that.”

“Why do you say that?” the doctor asked as
she shifted in her seat.

“Well, today… hold it. Why do you care?”

“Well, because, I would like to get to know
what happens in your day,” The doctor replied. Saige didn’t see
anything out of the ordinary with this so he continued.

“Well, today she let the class out early
because a lot of people thought the class would be a breeze. I, on
the other hand, love the class. I think I always loved outer space.
I like learning about the solar system, and how new planets and
solar systems are being discovered fascinate me. Don’t get me
started on the whole Mars rover thing.”

“You are getting off point. What did the
teacher say that makes you think she is crazy?”

“Well, she asked if I believed in
aliens.”

“Really? That is an odd question to ask a
student. Did she ask the whole class or only you?”

“Well, I was the only one left. We were just
talking and she came out with that question.” Saige said as he
fidgeted with his hands while looking at the ceiling.

“And, what did you respond to her?”

“I said I think they live among us,” He
responded. There was disturbing silence, and for some odd reason he
could sense the uneasiness of the doctor. He glanced at the doctor
and smiled. “I’m just playing with you, doc. I don’t think there is
any such thing.”

“Of course, you are.” She smiled at Saige,
but it was a fake smile. “Why didn’t you tell me that this class
was being offered?” the doctor probed.

“You didn’t ask me about my school
schedule.

“Is this teacher new?”

“Why are you so interested with this? It is
just a class.” Saige was annoyed now. He sensed that something was
off. It was just a stupid class that probably wouldn’t amount to
anything just probably a hobby.

“I would like to know who would influence you
during the school hours, that’s all.”

“Don’t worry this teacher will not influence
me. She is borderline creepy is all.” Saige said as he turned his
wrist to look at his watch. “Isn’t time up? We are actually past
the time.”

“Don’t worry. Don’t worry I won’t charge your
mother the extra minutes.” She smiled at him and they both
stood.

“Well, I don’t think this session helped me
any, but the couch is comfortable.” He commented as he made his way
towards the door. Before he could walk out a gentle hand placed on
his shoulder stopped him.

“We will get your memory back, you know that,
right?”

“I hope so, because if not, I’ll ask for a
refund.” Saige smiled and then left the office.

Dr. Dalek closed the door behind Saige and
went to her desk and sat down in another leather chair that she
had. She waited several minutes. She didn’t want Saige to double
back and interrupt her in what she was going to do. She looked down
at the scattered paper work that was on her desk. Out of all the
patients Saige was her toughest. Not because he was going against
the treatment, but because of what she had to do. She had to make
sure that he didn’t remember his past. That was an order coming
from Saige’s mother.

Once she knew that Saige was not going to
double back she picked up her cell phone which was by her computer,
and started to dial a phone number. She heard the phone ring
several times and was about to give up until someone on the other
end finally answered the phone.

“How did it go today?” A voice
answered on the other end.

“We have a problem.” Dalek advised.

“All you have to do is make sure he can’t
trigger his past. That is all!” The voice on the other end
sounded agitated.

“Are you aware he is taking Astronomy in
school?” And the teacher is talking about aliens. That is bound to
trigger something. He loves the class. I can do everything in my
power to make sure he doesn’t remember who he is or where he came
from, but there is only so much I can do especially if someone is
determined to undo everything I’m doing.”

“Good point. I will take care of it then.
No one can learn what he is, especially him. It will be too
dangerous,” The voice hissed.

“I’m doing my part. You’re going to have to
do your own. Especially since you’re pretending to be his mother,”
Dalek pointed out. The phone clicked and the person on the other
end was gone. Dalek rubbed her eyes. What had she gotten herself
into?

Saige walked into his house, and his mother
was in the kitchen making dinner. Saige had not known his father,
or so he’d been told. He only remembered the past two years of his
life. It was frustrating. Apparently his father was a deadbeat that
had left him at only a few months old. He didn’t care because him
and his mother lived an alright life. Even though he rarely saw his
mother she meant well since she was trying to keep up with the
bills. He offered to go to work to help out, but she said that his
duties were to school and getting into a decent college that he
could get a good education, so that later he could take care of her
when she was old and grey. Saige always smiled at that, but that is
exactly what he wanted to do.

“Hi mom,” he called out as he put his book
bag on the ground.

“Hey kiddo, how was school?” She pulled open
the oven door and took out a casserole.

“You know, class, stupid peers, and more
class,” Saige responded.

“You know we don’t talk about what classes
you take anymore,” His mother commented as she closed the over
door. “Any favorite this semester?”

“Mom, isn’t there a patient and doctor
confidentiality? I’m going to have to talk to the doc about that.”
Saige sighed. He knew that his mother was only worried about him,
but this was getting old. He was now in his sophomore year of high
school and he was almost halfway done with the year already.

“What? You know I wouldn’t do that.”

“So, what did she tell you?”

“You caught me.” She said as she stood over
the casserole on the kitchen counter, “She said that you were
taking Astronomy, and that you have a crazy teacher.”

“Yep, but she is harmless. Way creepy, but
harmless.”

“Well, I want you to stop taking the class.”
His mother said.

“That is my favorite class, and you want me
to stop taking it? Do I get to ask why?” Saige usually did what his
mother told him because it was in his best interest to do so, but
this time he couldn’t see his best interest. If he dropped
Astronomy he would have to take a stupid science class, and he
loathed science.

“That class will not help with your future.
You have to take courses that will look good on your college
applications.” His mom advised.

“Mom, I’m a sophomore. I’m basically going to
take one college math course next year, and that’s only my junior
year. How is one dumb Astronomy class going to effect my college
applications?”

“Discussion over! You are dropping the class
and you will take another.” His mother ordered.

“You don’t always know what is best for me!”
Saige shouted and stormed off into his room. He sat down in front
of his computer and just started to search for things that he was
interested in. Then it popped into his head: aliens. He typed in
Area 51. All he found were some fan sites about theories of aliens
and if they existed or not. Then he clicked the second page of the
search engine and then something caught his eye. His eyes scanned
the third link down, he clicked it and it took a second or two to
load. Saige scanned the web site, and found it interesting. It read
that a professor by the name of Frank Polaroski states that aliens
would not look green and ugly, but just like human beings. However
they are more advanced than the human race, and have some type of
powers. It also advised that the professor has been trying to
locate them and that the aliens’ bodies must radiate some type of
heat or be cooler than the normal body temperature of a human.
Saige scanned the page to see if he could find when this was
published. After searching a few moments he found that it was
published in 2009, and it was currently 2013. Saige backed out of
the page and then typed in Frank Polaroski into the search engine.
The results popped up quickly. Saige doubled clicked the first link
he saw. It was a schools news paper article from a near by college.
Saige scanned the article. Professor Polaroski was fired from the
college in 2010 after he claimed that he knew, for a fact that
aliens were living amongst humans. While the article was vague, it
did hint that the professor’s dismissal was due to mental fatigue.
Saige figured that was a nice way of saying the old man had gone
nutty. A sharp knock on his door made him jump slightly. For some
reason he didn’t want his mom seeing what he was looking at, so he
exited out before attending to what his mother wanted.

“Listen, hun, I’m sorry about our
disagreement. I just want the best for you, that is all. Astronomy
isn’t going to get you anywhere in life.”

“How do you know? Ever heard of a place
called NASA?”

“You want to be an astronaut now? You know
they don’t really send people to the moon anymore.”

“Aren’t you supposed to encourage me? Like
tell me to follow my heart or something? Instead of discourage me?”
he moved over to his bed and sat down.

“I will encourage you and be behind you all
the way on anything else that you want to pursue, but not this.
Okay? Trust me on this one.” His mom said gently. He didn’t
understand why she was so worried about a stupid class. He really
enjoyed the class. However, his mother’s disapproval with the
subject had also peaked his interest.

“Is it because of dad? Is that what he liked?
Is that what he did?” Saige watched his mother carefully. She
remained silent a moment then tears welled up in her eyes.

Slowly nodding her head she murmured, “Yes,
dear. Showing interest in space is just bringing back all those bad
memories.” She wiped tears off her cheek, but for some odd reason
Saige knew she was lying. He could sense her emotions. Why would
his mother lie to him about his dead beat of a father? But instead
of questioning the lie, he went along with it.

“If it bothers you that much, mom, I will
drop the class tomorrow and take a stupid science class where I can
dissect a pig or something.” He smiled and played the part of the
good son.

“Good. I’m glad.” She smiled. “Well dinner is
done. Come down when you’re ready.” She left Saige alone to his
thoughts. What an odd day. So many weird things had happened. The
crazy teacher, the doc showing interest in his school schedule, his
mother wanting him to drop Astronomy, the doc breaching the
confidentiality guidelines of patient and doctor… and the professor
Polaroski seemed to be hanging out in his head as well. Why was
that? He had no desire to indulge the crazy people of the world and
their theories on aliens.

Saige went down stairs to have dinner with
his mother, though they ate in silence. He’d given the impression
of obedience but he was annoyed that she wanted him to drop his
favorite course of the year. Every other course was just a drag. He
went to his room, locked the door, and went out his window to sit
on his roof. Loose, barely there memories played at the comer of
his brain when he gazed up at the inky black night dotted with
stars. There was something in the recesses but every time he
reached out to grasp it… poof. It was gone. Maybe that was why he
loved Astronomy so much. Maybe that is why he was so intrigued with
the firing of the professor at the Arizona College. He was tired of
thinking and tried to get lost in the dark space above him, but
that failed because all he could think about was if humans were
alone on this planet. No, there couldn’t be. He didn’t even know
why he was even thinking about it. Since he really couldn’t let his
mind go blank, he went into his room, unlocked the door and went to
bed.

Saige awoke to the sound of his mother
calling him from the kitchen downstairs. He rubbed his eyes to get
the grogginess out of them and stood up to see what his mother
wanted.

“Remember to drop that class today,” were the
words that greeted him as he walked into the kitchen. He opened the
refrigerator. She was in a hurry to get to work, but couldn’t find
her keys.

“The keys are on the dining room table,”
Saige muttered as he took a sip of orange juice from the
container.

“How did you… oh, never mind. Thanks.”

Saige nodded at her before going upstairs to
get ready. He heard his mom make another comment about the class.
He rolled his eyes.

Saige enjoyed walking to school. It was just
around a mile between school and his house. What he didn’t enjoy
was how the sidewalks were polluted with the students that he went
to school with. He wasn’t really overly social with the student
body. It didn’t help that he moved there around a year ago. If he
could only remember his previous school, or, at least, if he had
had any friends. There were a few scattered images in his mind, but
they were too abstract to make any real sense. He had trouble
remembering anything and with each passing day it became more and
more frustrating. His visits with the doctor weren’t helping. He
didn’t trust her. A honk brought him to his senses. He found
himself looking at a car, and of course it was the jock and his
girlfriend. He could see the jock was annoyed, while Felicia just
stared. Saige quickly finished walking across the street and into
the school.

School mornings were always crowded with kids
trying to get to their lockers, and cliques wasting time before
homeroom.

“Stop it! Come on leave me alone, man.” Saige
heard a kid say behind him. There was a freshman being bothered by
two juniors.

“You got me a ‘C’ on this stupid history
paper,” the bigger of the two kids said. Saige recognized him as
one of the kids on the varsity basketball team. “I needed a B- to
keep me on the team, and this isn’t going to cut it.”

“Yeah, so a ‘C’ isn’t going to cut it,” The
second junior interjected. Saige rolled his eyes.

“Well, I really didn’t have time to work on
your paper and keep up with my own work,” The freshmen attempted to
explain.

“Is that so? Keep up with this,” The Junior
with the ‘C’ said, and before the freshman saw it coming a punch
landed square in his stomach, and he was doubled over. There was
quite a crowd gathering around. Everyone was gawking and a few were
even giggling at the poor kid. However, no one was helping. Saige’s
conscious nudged him. He rolled his eyes and walked over to the
scene.

“You keep hitting freshmen like that and your
jump shot will be ruined.” Saige said as he stepped in between the
two juniors and the freshman.

“Well, I wouldn’t have to ruin it if this
piece of crap would have gotten me a B-“ The junior growled.

“I can see why you’d need someone to write
your paper for you.” Saige smirked. “You okay?” he turned towards
the freshman who merely groaned at the response.

“What did you say, punk?” The junior
questioned. Saige felt a hand land on his shoulder that spun him
around, and now he was facing the two juniors again.

“Yeah, what did you say?” The other junior
questioned.

“What I was trying to say to you and your
parrot, is that maybe if you weren’t so stupid you could have done
the assignment yourself.” Saige retorted. A bunch of ‘oh’s’ filled
the air as more and more kids started to join the scene to see what
the commotion was. Strangely enough there weren’t any teachers
around. Saige noticed Felicia among the crowd. “But on that note,
I’m going to help this kid get to homeroom.” Saige said as he
didn’t want to bring any more attention to him. He turned around,
which was a big mistake. The junior that received the ‘C’ tried to
go in for a punch, but Saige was a little to quick to his surprise
and blocked the punch, but that left him open for the other junior
to punch Saige in the stomach. Saige joined the freshman on the
ground.

“Hey! What is going on here?” Saige heard a
familiar voice. The imposing figure came through the crowded hall
way and was now part of the situation.

“Tyler what is going on here?” The principal
directed the question to the bigger junior.

“This kid right here tried to punch me.”

“You lie,” Saige groaned angrily. He could
sense some odd energy surrounding him, and he wanted to pounce.

“That is a lie right there!” A soothing voice
penetrated through Saiges anger, and as he looked up he saw who it
was; Felicia.

“Felicia stay out of this. Get to homeroom.
All of you get to homeroom.”

“But…” Felicia tried to say.

“Go,” Principal Anderson commanded.

“Tyler and Chris, you two go to homeroom, as
well. As for you Mr. Solars, you are coming with me to my office,
Mr. Kilowoski can join us.” Mr. Anderson said as he started to help
the freshman up.

“Here is the system at work: the two kids
that have been beat up are the ones getting in trouble,” Saige
mumbled. The freshman chuckled.

“What was that?” Principal Anderson
questioned.

“Nothing, sir, just looking forward to a
wonderful lecture.”

“You will get more than a lecture,” he warned
Saige and the freshman and with that both students started to
follow the principal to his office. Once they reached the office,
the principal asked the freshman to go into his office while Saige
remained outside sitting in a chair. While waiting Saige kept
thinking about his reflexes, and how he blocked the one punch from
the junior. He couldn’t be that good since he couldn’t avoid the
other punch, but still this was something he didn’t know he had.
Were quick reflexes one of the memories he couldn’t remember? Was
he into sports in the other schools that he attended?

Only a few minutes went by when the freshman
came out of the office. He stopped in front of Saige, “Thank you.
Sorry to get you into trouble.”

“Don’t worry about it.” Saige smirked. The
freshman walked out of the office.

“Mr. Solars, come in please.” The principal
called out. Saige came into the sterile looking office and sat.

“So, yesterday I catch you late for class,
and today you’re fighting in the hallways…”

“I’m heading for student of the year.”

“That’s not going to happen with me giving
you detention,” Principal Anderson stated.

“I don’t know why. I saw a problem, and I
tried to fix it. I know the teaching staff has to protect their
athletes, but at least don’t make it look so obvious.”

“Watch your tone, young man,” Principal
Anderson advised heatedly. “I know you’re still fairly new to this
school, transferring…” the principal stopped a moment and opened a
file; it had to be Saige’s records. The principal raised an
eyebrow.

“Is there a problem?”

“What school did you go to before this
one?”

“Isn’t it in my file?” Saige asked hoping
that he could get anything that could link him to his past.

“No, it doesn’t. You have no previous history
anywhere. No grades. There is nothing in your file about where you
went before here.” The principal stated. “Only a notion. This is
highly irregular.”

 

Saige’s heart dropped just a little knowing
that his school records weren’t going to help him at all to pursue
his past.

“Sorry, sir, I don’t know what to tell you,”
Saige sounded defeated to his own ears.

“Well, don’t worry about that. You and I will
have a chance to catch up because I’m going to be running detention
tomorrow.” Principal Anderson closed the file. The principal gave
Saige a hall pass so that he wouldn’t get into trouble for being
late for his next class and dismissed him.

Again his mood had gone from alright to down
right miserable. The last two days of school had been horrible. He
was about to go to his locker when the freshman that he tried to
save earlier that morning came up to him.

“Hey, I’m really thankful for you stepping in
like that.”

“Listen, uh…”

“Marvin,” The freshman said.

“Listen, Marvin, this doesn’t mean I wanted
to be friends. Someone had to stick up for you against those
jocks.” Saige replied as he was messing with his combination lock
to open his locker. He sensed that Marvin was dejected. Saige let
out a sigh, “Okay you are welcome. Sorry. I got detention with the
stupid principal tomorrow. It just pissed me off.”

“He let me slide on that.”

“What? Really?”

“Yeah. He said it was my warning, but next
time he wouldn’t be so nice about it.” Marvin shrugged.

“Nice guy, huh?” Saige commented as he took
out his Astronomy book and put it in his book bag.

“Oh, you’re taking that new Astronomy class?
How is it?” Marvin sounded excited.

“It could be better, but it could be way
worse, I guess.” Saige gently closed his locker and started to make
his way towards class.

“I love that stuff. I hope next year I can
take that class if my schedule opens up,” Marvin said as he
continued to follow Saige.

“Really? You like planets and black holes and
stuff?”

“Yeah, what is not to like about it?” Marvin
replied. Maybe the kid would grow on him.

“I like the way you put that. Well, I gotta
get going. We’ll catch up later or something.” Saige said. The two
students went their separate ways.

The rest of the day went by okay. No
commotion and no beatings. Saige walked into Astronomy class with
no intentions of dropping the course. He would just have to lie to
his mother about it, the same way she lied to him last night for
her reasoning on dropping the course.

“Okay, class, I know I acted a little crazy
yesterday…”

“How about a lot.” A student mumbled from the
last row. The class burst into laughter.

“Good one, Mr. Alkerson.” Ms. Golta smiled.
“I know this class isn’t what some of you had hoped it will be.
Some of you just want to take it for an easy ‘A’, but I’m not that
type of teacher. However this is what I will do: You guys do the
work and you will get your ‘A’. If, however, the participation is
zero then you will be earning a zero. That’s as easy as I can make
it. Effort earns an ‘A’. Lack of effort earns an ‘F’. “ She smiled
at the class as her words sunk in. “Since we got that out of the
way, today we are going to talk about alien life. Maybe if you guys
can see that this class is more than just planets and solar systems
you will actually like the course.”

“Ms. Golta, you mean the green slimy things
that we see on TV.” A girl in the middle of the classroom blurted
out. The class chuckled.

“Relax Ms. Goodwin, you see, I believe that
if we did have alien life on this planet they would look just like
you and me.” Ms. Golta paced in front of the class.

“If they looked like us wouldn’t they just be
called human beings?” Another student asked from the back of the
room.

“Great observation, Denton. They might look
like us and eat like us. Yet, they would be more powerful than us
and infinitely more intelligent: it is also likely that their
technology would be life times ahead of ours,” Ms. Golta continued,
and from there the whole class continued to talk about alien life
forms. As the bell was ringing she assigned a paper due the next
day about various theories regarding the existence of aliens. For
the first time the class didn’t moan and groan. Rather it seemed
that they would enjoy the homework assignment. Saige already knew
he was going to write about the professor that he’d accidently
stumbled onto yesterday.

“Mr. Solars, a word, please,” Ms. Golta said
as Saige went to walk by.

“Sure…”

“Thank you.”

“Thank you? For what?”

“Well, for giving me some insight on how to
teach the class. Your perspective and insight was spot on. Aliens
aren’t particularly under the heading of Astronomy, but I think I
can use them as a starting point to the subject.”

“Oh, well, if you ever need a teaching
assistant let me know,” Saige smiled at the teacher almost
forgetting how crazy she could be. “You know, my mom wants me to
drop the class.” He blurted out not knowing why.

“Oh, that is too bad. Does she have her
reasons behind it?”

“Not really. She said that this class won’t
help me get into a good college.”

“Well, she makes sense, I suppose. Except
that,” She paused as she walked around her desk to stand next to
Saige. “You could make a career out of Astronomy. You could be a
teacher, work for NASA, or pursue a great many other things.
Ultimately is has to be your decision.” At least Ms. Golta advised
him that it was his decision to make, and listed some of the
opportunities that were out there.

“You believe in this alien stuff?”

“I believe, yes. It’s a big universe. Just
because we haven’t found them or they haven’t found us, doesn’t
mean they don’t exist.”

“I’ll have to give you two thumbs up on that
one.” Saige said. With that said the bell rang.

“I’m sorry, Mr. Solars, I have kept you from
your next class. Let me get you a hall pass,” She said and she
walked back around her desk and moved a piece of paper and there
stood a stack of yellow hall passes. She started to fill one out,
“What class do you have now?”

“Gym…” Saige started, but remembered it was
an off day and he only had gym every other day. “I mean study hall.
Sorry, forgot what day it was.”

“No worries.” She said, and she filled out
the hall pass properly. Saige took the hall pass and was on his
way.

Saige walked slowly in the hallways. He had a
pass and really didn’t want to go to study hall. He decided to take
the scenic route to study hall when he was stopped, by no other
than Principal Anderson.

“Mr. Solars, fancy running into you
again.”

“Before you lecture me, look…” Saige flashed
the hall pass to the principal. The principal quickly took it from
him and examined it.

“Get going,” The principal handed Saige back
the hall pass, and Saige went to study hall.

Saige walked into study hall, and handed the
teacher the pass. He then took a vacant seat in the back of the
class room, took out a notebook and a pen, and started working on
his essay for Astronomy.

“I’m sorry I’m late, but I switched classes
to have a study hall this period.” A soft voice made Saige look up
and he saw Felicia standing in front of the room talking to the
teacher. He rolled his eyes and looked back down to continue his
work. He kept working on his paper until he heard a chair move next
to where he was sitting. He looked up and saw Felicia sitting right
next to him.

“Hey,” she whispered.

“Hey,” Saige replied and went back to
attending to his assignment.

“Listen…how are you doing? I saw what
happened.” She whispered.

“Fine,” Saige mumbled.

“That was nice what you did for that kid.”
She continued.

“Well, someone had to do it, since everyone
was gawking like it was a TV special.” Saige stated, though not
with confidence.

“I don’t agree with what they do, or how they
are treated around the school,” she said quietly. Saige didn’t want
to hear her viewpoint. She was basically the enemy because she was
dating one of ‘them’.

“So, why do you just stand there?” it was
hard to yell at her, she was beautiful.

“Um…the last time I checked I tried to stop
Brandon from jumping into that fight,” She fired back.

“Where were you to stop the sidekick from
punching me in the stomach?”

“I’m really sorry.”

“Well, that isn’t going to help me get out of
detention, will it?” Saige muttered angrily before flipping to a
blank page on his notebook.

“What? Really? Why?”

“Quiet, please! This is study hall,” The
teacher announced, “Not lunch.”

“Are you serious? You didn’t do anything
wrong.” Felicia whispered.

“Yeah, well, the jocks are untouchable,”
Saige replied. Felicia fell silent and looked down at her desk. “It
must be nice to be part of the student body that doesn’t get into
trouble, huh?” Saige continued, and then looked down at his note
book and continued to write his Astronomy paper.

When the bell rang, Felicia was the first one
out the class room, but Saige took his time and packed his things.
The rest of the day went smoothly. No confrontations with the jerk
squad. He was thankful the rest of the day was a normal day of
school. He didn’t have to go to therapy that day so he walked home.
He had to tell his mother that he hadn’t dropped the class and that
he had detention with the principal the following day. He wasn’t
eager to tell her anything that happened during school during the
day, but he knew that she would find out, so he might as well get
it out of the way.

When he walked into his house he was lucky
enough to find the house vacant. His mother was probably still
working. He decided to finish the Astronomy paper that he started
in study hall. He went upstairs to his bedroom and logged into his
computer. He determined that doing the rest of the paper on Frank
Polaroski would be interesting. Anyone that would get fired from
his job at a college due to his belief in extra-terrestrials was
worth writing about.

Saige pulled up his favorite search engine
and searched for the professor, and what he found was a blog that
the professor had started, surprisingly enough the professor had
started the blog just a few weeks ago. Frank Polaroski’s insight on
aliens was impressive. He claimed that aliens could have various
powers from telekinesis to super speed. He further claimed that
aliens were smarter than the most intelligent educated human. The
blog asserted that Polaroski had seen some aliens in action. That
was of course when the last article of the blog. Saige had enough
information from the blog to write a paper, and of course he needed
to site professor Polaroski for the research. That wasn’t a
problem. Saige eagerly began to type when he heard the door open
and close downstairs, followed by “Saige I’m home with food.”

Saige started to walk downstairs, dreading
the moment that was going to come.

“You hungry? I bought Italian for dinner.”
His mother said as he entered the kitchen.

“Yeah, and I have to tell you something…”

“What is it honey? Oh, and did you drop the
class?”

“Oh, well, I have to tell you two
somethings.”

“What did you do?” She stopped taking the
food out of a brown paper bag.

“Well, the first one is what I didn’t
do.”

“I told you to drop the class! Why didn’t
you…” She started and stopped because she was becoming angry. Saige
didn’t know why. It wasn’t a big deal to stay in the class a day or
a week or however long he wanted to.

“Well, the reason for that is because I
forgot. And I forgot because… well, I got into a fight at school.”
He said as quickly as his mouth could let him, to just to get it
out of the way.

“You what! What has gotten into you?” She
yelped.

“There was this kid getting bullied! I
couldn’t just let it happen.”

“And what happened after that?”

“I have detention after school tomorrow.”

“But you have therapy tomorrow.” His mom
grumbled.

“Mom, it isn’t fair. They started it! I
didn’t even land a punch.”

“It is important that you keep your
sessions.”

“Oh, yeah, and another thing is that I’m
okay,” Saige muttered. “You know what? I lost my appetite.” Saige
went upstairs. He didn’t want to see his mother at all. The
therapist wasn’t even helping him. The sole reason that he went to
her was to unlock his past, to get him to remember, and all she did
was steer him away from that. Saige’s mother made her way upstairs.
Saige could hear every creak of the steps as she made her way up.
She made her way to his door frame and knocked on the molding.

“May I come in?” She asked gently.

“Your name is on the mortgage. Do what you
want.” Saige advised, and his mother walked into the room.

“Listen, I’m sorry. Your sessions are to help
get your memory back.”

“Not to spy on me? How many times has she
told you what I told her?” Saige spat out angrily. His mother
didn’t answer.

“I need to know what is going on with you,
that’s all.”

“Here is a tip…ask me! I have nothing to
hide. All I remember is the past two years, and not even that much.
You say we have moved three times the past two years, but why can’t
I remember any of the schools that I’ve gone to? Or even remember
meeting any friends? At least we have stayed long enough at this
place to actually get me into trouble.”

“I’m sorry, honey, I really am. But you know
my job has me traveling all over the place.”

“Well, sorry doesn’t help me at all.” Saige
said.

“Just try and get out of that detention,
okay?”

“Are you serious? That is all you’re worried
about?” Saige said in frustration.

“You need your sessions, dear.” She said as
she walked out of the room giving Saige no time for rebuttal. He
was left shocked and angry. He really wanted to tell her off, but
didn’t want to waste the energy. He stood up and closed the door.
He went to finish his homework but was to mad to even concentrate
on the task, so he went to take a nap to try and sleep the anger
and frustration away.

Saige awoke to the sound of his alarm. He
rubbed his eyes to clear the grogginess. He’d slept through the
rest of yesterday. All that frustration must have absorbed a lot of
energy from him. He got up and went to get ready. When he went down
stairs he saw a note taped onto the refrigerator. The yellow
post-it had a red inked directive saying that he was to drop the
class without fail or excuse. With each passing day that she kept
bothering him with this the more he was going to resist it. He
tossed the note into the trash. He grabbed his backpack and went
out the door and headed to school.

When he entered the school he went directly
to homeroom. He didn’t want to have any trouble caused by anyone
else. The freshman that he saved the day before was trying to catch
up to him, but Saige wasn’t in the mood. He couldn’t shake off his
annoyance with his mother and why she didn’t want him to take the
course and why she was more worried about the sessions rather than
asking why he was in detention. So again he was going to do what
any teenage child would do: disobey their parent. He wasn’t’ going
to drop the class. He was going to continue with the class until
his mother found out and forced him to drop it. He smirked at the
idea, and then the bell rang to advise the students that school was
about to start. Saige stood up from his seat and went to his first
class of that day instead of going to his guidance counselor to
change his schedule.

Once he was in Astronomy he took out his
assignment from the day before, and he was surprised that the rest
of the class actually did the assignment. Ms. Golta seemed to be
really happy about the turnout of completed homework. Ms. Golta was
in such a great mood that she announced that there would be no
homework that night. The class cheered. The topic of conversation
was still aliens and the class still engaged in the topic. The new
part of today was alien planets, and what type of environment would
they live in. Saige did wonder about it a little, but he wanted to
get back on track with the class. He wanted to talk about the Mars
rover or black holes and stuff of that nature.

As the bell rang the class was in the middle
of a rather heated discussion about alien physicality.

“So, Mr. Solars, you didn’t drop my class.
Your mom had a change of heart?” Ms. Golta asked as Saige neared
her desk.

“Well, you can say that.” Saige lied.

“I’m glad. We are going to get into
Astronomy. Trust me. I just needed to get the class more excited
about it. Now that they are we can move on.” She said as she smiled
at him.

“Yeah, I’m glad. Listen, I have to get to my
next class,” Saige said as he moved towards the door.

“Okay, I look forward to reading your
paper.”

“You’ll probably like it. It’s on that
professor that was fired from the Arizona College.” Saige was
almost out the door.

“Frank Polaroski?” There was something in her
tone that had Saige turning back.

“Yeah, you know him?”

“Yes…yes I do. I was his student teacher when
I was doing my teaching degree.” She paused and seemed lost in her
thoughts for a moment. “I heard he went crazy.”

“Well, it is true. He was fired from his job…
but all that is in my essay. I have to go.” Saige said and left
quickly. He didn’t want to run into Principal Anderson.

Saige barely made it on time to gym class; he
changed into his gym clothes and made it on time for attendance. He
should have realized his error the moment he saw they were climbing
ropes and doing pull ups. Having the upper body strength of a wimp,
he fully expected to make a complete fool of himself. And, of
course, Felicia was there. She glanced his way a few times but
stayed with her little clique of friends.

Saige stood in line hoping that the class
would end before he had to climb the rope, but of course that
wasn’t the case. The line was moving fast, and a sense of dread
pooled in his stomach as the rope dangled mocking him from the
ceiling. No one had made it to the top yet, only half way. Finally,
it was his turn to climb the rope.

“Glad that you could do the laundry.” The gym
teacher said.

“Oh, since you threaten me with that zero I
knew I had to step my laundry game up.” Saige swallowed hard as he
looked up at the rope. The rope seemed to dangle precariously over
a layer of padding that wasn’t thick enough to prevent major injury
if someone fell.

“What happens if I get another zero
today?”

“Well, then you would have to make up six
classes along with this one, so that would put you at a fail.” The
gym teacher stated.

“Oh, wow, way to put the pressure on me,”
Saige mumbled as he stepped up to the rope and grabbed it. He was
just going to have to make a fool out of himself today. He glanced
to his left and saw Felicia staring at him. This couldn’t get any
worse than it had. Here it goes he thought… but then he pulled up.
Again and again. Hand over hand, and with so much ease. His body
was doing it. He continued to climb, faster and faster. He was
going to be the first one to get to the top; he even smirked at the
thought. When he made it all the way to the top of the rope, he
rang the bell, and almost immediately he heard clapping below.
Saige looked down, and all of the sudden the ground became a blur.
He started to lose grip of the rope and started to free fall, he
let out an ‘oh no’. Saige saw the ground inching closer and closer
to him as he fell face first. He thought he was going to land like
that, but then when he was about to hit, he didn’t. He was hovering
over the padded mat as if he were floating. Stunned as he was he
was aware of all the kids staring at him in amazement. Quickly he
dropped the extra foot to the mat. The human mind being what it is
everyone assumed their brain played a trick on them. No one wanted
to seem crazy, so no one mentioned it.

“Are you alright???” Felicia ran over to
Saige to check on him.

“Yeah, Mr. Solars, are you alright?” The gym
teacher chimed in as he kneeled over Saige in concern. Saige didn’t
know what to say. He was in shock. What just happened? Was it a
dream? Everything around him was just a blur, and all of the voices
around him were just mumbles. A movement did catch his eye: Ms.
Golta was walking down the bleachers and leaving the gym. A shake
of his shoulders brought him back to a normal state.

“Saige! Are you alright?” Felicia asked
again. Saige shook his head, and knew that he needed to come up
with a story, or some type of small injury.

“Yeah, I think.” He said but then he groaned.
“Ouch!”

“What is it?” The gym teacher asked in
concern.

“I think I hurt my shoulder or something,”
Saige lied. “You know, I landed right on it.”

“Dude, what just happened?” A kid shouted
from the circle that was formed around Saige.

“Come on, we need to get you to the nurse.
You need to have that shoulder checked.” Paige nodded in agreement
and went with the gym teacher to the nurse’s office.

In the nurse’s office she proclaimed that
there weren’t any injuries to Saige and that it was just probably
discomfort from the fall that had caused him to think there was.
The gym teacher agreed and walked Saige back to the gym so that he
could get his stuff ready. The nurse did call Paige’s mother to
come pick him up. Fortunately for Saige she was on lunch break, and
was able to get out of work early.

Saige did wait with the nurse when his mother
arrived.

“Saige are you alright???” was how she
greeted him when she arrived.

“Yeah mom, just a little fall in gym class.
You know, for dramatic effect.”

“Let me talk to the nurse before we get out
of here,” She said. Saige nodded his head, and waved good bye to
the nurse before he waited outside the office.

Once she came out of the office his mother
smiled at him, “She said that you are alright. Maybe a little
shaken up, but that is it.”

“Mom, I’m alright.” He lied. What in the
world had just happened just an hour ago? This was something that
he had to keep to himself until he figured it out.

“Well, that is good then. Let’s take you to
your therapy session.

“What??? After all this? I’m not going.”

“Saige, not here. Please.” His mother pleaded
as she saw the nurse come out of her office to check on the both of
them.

“Is everything okay?”

“Yes, I’m about to take him home,” Saige’s
mother lied.

“Yeah, right.” He muttered. “Hold it, Ms.
Alkerman. Is my head supposed to hurt?”

“Well, no, dear. You may have suffered a
minor concussion if you hit your head. Perhaps you should go to the
hospital if the headaches continue.”

“I don’t think he has a concussion. He may
just have a minor headache. I will take him to the hospital to
check him out.” Saige’s mother said as she grabbed his arm, knowing
full well that her son was acting up trying to get out of therapy,
and started to walk down the hall. The nurse looked at both of them
suspiciously, and went back into her office.

“Fine! I will keep you out of this
appointment, but you have to make it up somehow.” She advised.
Saige smirked.

“Good. Now let’s get something to eat. I’m
starving.”

“You know, you’re going to be the end of me.”
She advised with a smile, and then they both left the school.

“So, tell me what happened?” His mother asked
as she was sitting across from Saige at a restaurant eating a
burger.

“There is nothing to tell. I was the macho
man that climbed all the way to the top of the rope, and then fell
like a wuss.” He said leaving out the most important part of the
story.

“Honey, that is a long way down.”

“Yeah, I know. Thank goodness the mat was
extra comfortable.”

“Are you sure that is all that happened?” She
asked as if she knew that he was leaving something out.

“Yes, mom.” He lied again. “Just be happy
that I’m fine, okay?” Saige took the offensive in the
conversation.

“Okay, okay. I’m sorry. How about we just
have a great meal then?” She even forgot to ask him about
Astronomy. He was grateful, because he didn’t want to lie
again.

When they got home Saige went upstairs to
begin his homework. It wasn’t long before his mind was filled with
thoughts of the events that happened that day. He didn’t understand
what happened and he didn’t want to, but a knock at the front door
brought him out of his thoughts. He walked over to the stairs and
went down half way to see who his mother had let in, and then he
recognized the voice: Principal Anderson.

“Hello?” He heard his mother say as he stood
on the stairs where he wouldn’t be seen by the principal.

“Hello. I’m Principal Anderson, and this is
my daughter, Felicia.” He overheard him say. Saiges mouthed
dropped. He didn’t know that Felicia was the daughter of the
principal.

“Oh, hello. I’m sorry. I’ve been so busy with
work I haven’t been able to meet you,” his mother said. Saige
started walking down the stairs, and, as he did, his mother called
him, “Saige… we have visitors.”

“Yeah, I know I’ve heard.” He grumbled.
“Listen, Mr. Anderson I’ll make up that detention, you didn’t have
to come stalk me at my house.”

“No need to worry. My wonderful daughter
explained to me what happened. Along with the official report of
your gym teacher.”

“Hey. How are you feeling?” Felicia asked
softly.

“I’m fine. Better, knowing that I don’t have
detention,” Saige said. Felicia smiled.

“Honey, why don’t you and Saige go hang out.
I need to talk to his mother about today’s incident.”

“Oh, uh, okay.”

“Yeah, uh, I was just doing my homework, but
it can wait… I mean you are the principal’s daughter I can’t say
no.” Saige smirked. Felicia smiled at him, and walked with him up
stairs to his bed room.

“Uh, Saige, door open.” His mother called up
before they made it up the stairs.

“Yes, mom,” Sagie rolled his eyes. They both
walked into the bed room.

“So, really, how are you feeling?” She
grabbed his arm. A warm feeling drenched Saige when she touched
him. Stunned he pulled his arm away.

“I’m fine, really.” He said as he went to go
sit on his bed. “Take a seat on my computer chair it is really
comfortable.” Saige said and Felicia chuckled.

“So, then my next question…” She started as
she sat down on his chair.

“You want my autograph for being the first
one in our gym class to climb the rope all the ways to the top?”
Saige playfully said.

“No…but close. I know what I saw, and you
were floating.” She confessed. Saige shifted on his bed.

“I think you were seeing things.” Saige lied.
“You didn’t see the harness that was on me?”

“I didn’t see anything on you.” She advised
just staring at Saige.

“Well I don’t know what to tell you. But that
is what it was.” Saige quickly said.

“I think you are lying to me…” Felicia
started, but then she was cut short by her father calling for her.
“You’re lucky that I have to go…”

“I think you’re the one that is lucky, you
would have just kept asking me the same question.” Saige said as he
stood up from his bed and started to walk her out of his room. Once
they both were down stairs Mr. Anderson repeated that Saige didn’t
have detention, and then they both left. Saige was relieved; he
didn’t know how much longer he could have lied to Felicia.

“So what was all that about?” Saige
asked.

“Oh he wanted to make sure that I wasn’t
going to sue.” She smiled, as she sipped from a cup in her
hand.

“Hey it got me out of dentition, so I’m going
to take that as a win.” Saige advised. “Anyway I’m going to get to
my homework.” Saige walked up to his room, and what he saw shocked
and scared him.

“I know what you are! I’ve seen it with my
very own eyes! And we must talk about what I saw and what you are.”
All Ms. Golta did was point at Saige…
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