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“Wow! I love being able to fly high like this!” I swooped joyously around the room at almost ceiling height.

“Yeah, it's great,” Danny said.

I lowered myself, fluttering my wings slightly. Something was wrong. The air in the classroom had gone quiet. Oops! I was about to land on Danny. “Move out of the way, Danny!” I called.

He did, just in time.

When I reached the floor, I glanced at him. He was sniffing the air. “What's wrong?”

“Smell it,” he said.

I sniffed and then coughed. “Smoke! Where's it coming from? The school's not on fire, is it?”

“No, they don't have fires in Heaven.”

“Danny's right.” A familiar voice boomed into the room. “But on Earth they do.”

The screen appeared, showing Jerry's face, his expression serious. Whatever was happening down there couldn't be good.

I felt my face heat up then, and not because of anything I'd done. It felt like was it on fire. Heavens! Were we able to sense and feel what was happening on Earth now? Amazing! But not so good if bad things were going on.

“Jerry, what's happening? Danny smells smoke and I feel heat, like I'm on fire,” I said.

“You really want to know?” Jerry asked.

Danny glanced at me and raised an eyebrow. 

“Yes, if it's to do with our next test,” I said.

“Be prepared, you two. You won't like what you see. I didn't. Ready?”

Jerry's face vanished, to be replaced by a scene of fire and destruction, zooming in on the action.  What the...? I nearly said the other H word. What had got into these guys? Buildings were being set on fire or destroyed by thugs smashing into the shops and looting the shelves, destroying not only their own lives but those of the people who owned or worked in these places. One thought came into my mind. If someone was to get in there... 

“Exactly,” Jerry said.

The image of destruction was replaced by Jerry’s face. I breathed a sigh of relief.

“What the hell was all that about?” Danny said.

“You may well ask,” Jerry replied. “Boredom. Young people have nowhere to go to let off steam, no luck with finding jobs, so they have decided to vent their frustrations on the public.”

“How did it start?” I asked.

“With one of these.”

A picture of a mobile appeared on the screen, moving in closer and closer until I could read the text message clearly: 'Fun times here.'

Call that fun, I thought.

“Exactly,” Jerry said.

“Would you please stop reading my mind!” I told him.

“Sorry. It's what I feel, too.”

“I gather it's our next test.”

“Yes, and it will be your final one. This is the big one, Danny, Lizzie. This one will determine whether you'll graduate with flying colours or not.”

“No pressure then,” Danny said.

“So it all began with a text,” I said.

“Yes, and that one is still doing the rounds.”

“You mean more teenagers are joining in?”

“Yes. I've spotted two gangs waiting to go there. If they do this, with a criminal record they have even less chance of getting jobs. Want to see them?”

“Oh yes,” I said.

“OK, Lizzie. I should warn you, you'll be shocked at who you'll see.”

I didn't like the sound of that. Was I going to see people I knew? If so, who did I know that would want to be part of this?

“You ready for this, Lizzie? Oh, and Danny, you might want to be prepared, too.”

I glanced at Danny. His wings shook. What the Hell had gone wrong?

“Ready as we'll ever be,” I finally told Jerry.

“OK. Here we go. These are the gangs you have to stop. On three. One...two...three.”

The screen flashed, then showed two groups of boys and girls our age. I focussed on two of the girls, both holding mobiles. One, in jeans and a jacket, had blonde hair, while the other, also in jeans, was dark-haired. Her long hair flowed over the shoulders of her leather jacket. I gasped. No, it couldn't be! Those two wouldn't get involved in anything so awful, surely? “Don't do it, Marianne, Kate,” I said aloud.

“You know them?” Danny asked.

“I did. We have to stop them, no matter what we have to do to get there. Nothing will stop me from reaching them and changing their minds.”

“Who are they?”

“Those two girls, Danny, were my two closest friends when I was alive. They were with me when I...”

“When you were killed by the train?”

Danny flew closer to me. He put a hand out in a comforting gesture.

“Just had a thought. What if my accidental death put them on this path? Maybe they couldn't cope with reality anymore and wanted to hit out and this is their chance to do so. No. I've, we've, got to show them there's a future for them. I need to think as we go what they liked when we were together.”

I was thinking of myself so much, I didn't take in Danny's face as he stared at the screen, eyes fixed on it, until I saw his wings droop.

“Danny?” I recalled what Jerry had said to him. There had to be someone in that group he knew as well. His wings quivered. He wasn't crying, was he?

“No, please, not him,” he said.

“Who is it, Dan?”

He pointed towards a dark-haired boy in the centre of the group. I looked more closely. I could see a resemblance between Danny and the boy. I whispered, “Is he your brother?”

“Yes, Kevin. He's three years younger than me. He always looked up to me. He never seemed to do wrong. Why him? Why now?”

“Maybe it's like it is with my two friends. They couldn't cope with your death, so had to find a way to let off steam.”

“But this way?”

“It doesn't have to be this way,” I reminded him.

“You're right. It doesn't. We must stop them from getting there, or at least stop them from doing something which could ruin their lives. I'm ready.”

“So am I,” I said. “Jerry, tell us where they are, so we can reach them in time.”

“OK. Lizzie, here. Oh, hold on, getting a message through. You need to listen to this.”

The screen showed Marianne listening to her phone. “It's set,” she told the others. “We're meeting at Forest Hill Station, then we go on to Croydon.”

Forest Hill? What was she about? She wanted to revisit the place of my death? 

“You sure you're up to going there, Marianne?” one of the group asked her.

When had she turned so hard, I wondered. She had crumbled at seeing my accident. I had to remind her of that.

Jerry must've heard me, because he said, “Glad you know that, Lizzie. Danny, how about you?”

“What are you going to do about your friends?” Danny asked me.

“Remind them how they reacted at my death.”

“Good idea. OK. I guess I need to remind Kevin how he felt when he heard I was dead.”

“Right, you two. Sounds like you've both made a plan. Time to leave. You know by now where to go and what to do. Before I let you go from here, there's something you should know. Your family and friends didn't originally plan to go there. This is what they had intended doing.”

The screen showed Kate and Marianne together. 

* * *

Kate said to Marianne, “I know we both miss her so much, I think that we should do something to commemorate her life.”

“Like what?” Marianne mumbled.

“Like go somewhere that meant a lot to us and shine a light. I don't know. You're the one who usually thinks of ways to party and that. What do you think we should do?” Kate asked.

Marianne shrugged.

“Marianne! Lizzie was both our friend. I feel we need to do something to let her know we're still thinking of her.”

“OK. I'll think about it,” Marianne said.

* * *

My wings fluttered then curled round me. Yes, I know. They still care for me, especially Kate, I told them.

“If they're going to that scene we saw, what happened to the commemoration of my life that Kate wanted to do?”

“That text did,” Jerry replied.

“Why would Marianne want to get involved in something criminal rather than celebrate who I was?”

“Probably to let off steam about your death,” Jerry said.

“Frustration,” Danny said. “Possibly feels that life is unfair, so believes that this is a good way to show their feelings.”

“Then we've got to show them that it isn't a good way,” I said. 

“Watch yourselves on the way there. I have a feeling that a dark force has something to do with this, especially directing your friends there. Good luck.”

We'll need it, I thought, especially if Jerry is right and the Dark Angel is around.

We glided up to the test room on the next floor. We sat in the corner of the room and held hands. I believed Danny was like me, too tensed up and anxious to sit and relax enough for what we had to do.

“We have to get to the station when they do. Hopefully they will have some time to wait and for us to get to their consciousness,” he said.

“Let's do it,” I said. “On three, we release as much tension as we can, and say where we need to go. When you're ready.”

“Now...”

“One...two...three.”

I relaxed my arms, but didn’t let go of Danny's hand. I felt him relax, too.

“We have to be at Forest Hill Station,” I said.

My feet tingled. We were on our way.

I thought, we’re going to do it! I heard a train announcement and then it went dark. Oh no! Here we go again! He must've found out we knew about what was happening. Fire and destruction were his speciality. He must be the one who put the idea into the youngsters’ heads.

“Well done,” a gravelly voice said.

“What's that foul smell?” I heard Danny call.

“I'm over here, Danny. So is he. It's his breath you can smell.”

A minute later Danny had reached me in the tunnel. Together, we faced him. Jerry's enemy.

“You're right, Lizzie,” he said. “It was me who gave them the idea.”

“I didn't think they would go of their own accord. They're not like that.”

“Getting innocents involved is not right,” Danny said. “You're not getting away with it. Come on, Lizzie, we've got to get to them before he tampers with their heads again. Let's focus.”

I closed my eyes, concentrating on getting the image out of my mind. I visualised Forest Hill Station: the car park on the left, coffee stall on the right, and the paper stand just inside. I saw a train leave an empty platform. We had missed them. So, instead, I made myself think of Marianne. I whispered to Danny, “Think of Kevin.”

I knew it had worked when I saw both Marianne and Danny's brother in the same carriage. Got them!

My head tingled and the sensation went through my body like lightning. Them up there must realise how important this was to us both.

A few seconds later, as my feet tingled, I felt I was on the move. Yay! We were on the train.

I opened my eyes. Danny was by my side. In front of us were Marianne and her group. Kate sat next to her. Thank Heavens that they had stuck together. They'd need one another today. 

Then I heard a laugh. I saw Danny’s wings shake and his mouth tightened, a sign he was agitated. I mouthed, “Kevin?” He nodded.

Bingo! We were in the middle of the groups. Perfect to get all their attention.

I said to
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