

Book one: reflections

Prologue
Of the four sisters, Moment had always been the most mature. The four of them danced on the clouds, weaving the spiral dances of life. Sometimes it was treated as a race, but Moment always stayed right at the beginning of it, creating, dancing, and forming the world with her footsteps. She and her sisters, they had each other. There was never a need for anything more. Until, one day, Moment asked herself:

“How can I understand the world we’re creating if I’ve never been a part of it?”
Her sisters all looked at her. They were all sitting in one of their favorite spots: a little patio that Nadelle had made for them out of magic. It had a tiled floor, and pillars on the corners to support the domed ceiling. The four sisters were all sitting on cushions that were arranged on the floor. Of course, it didn’t really exist in the physical realm. It was merely energy, the same as the rest of the world they were in, and the sisters themselves. Finally Nadelle spoke up. 
“But… why would you want to do this? We’ve always been fine before…”
Alyntha agreed. “Yes. You have never shown any interest in the physical world before.”
“Ralin looked a bit confused. “How do you even know you can do this?”
Moment interrupted their shower of questions. “Yes, I know that this has never been done before, and we are not 100% sure it will work. Yes, I know that I have not shown any sign before that I was interested in this, but I have been wondering about it for a while. As to why I want to do this, let me explain. I understand this word” She sent them a telepathic image of earth, “less than any of you.” She sensed that they wanted to interrupt so she sped up her talking. “No, don’t interrupt. Hear me out. Nadelle,” She gestured to her sister, “you are the physical realm. You might not have a physical form yourself, but you understand it. You are its essence. And you,” Here she pointed at Alyntha and Ralin, “are the living creatures and plants. Both of you understand life, and from there, the physical world. Alyntha, your plants grow on the soil, and need the sun to live. Things are much the same with Ralin’s animals. Even Nadelle understands life in some way- the physical realm is the one that life seems to focus on most. But me? I’m time. I cause life to end, and to begin. Although I make them grow old, I cannot understand them. I am not of the physical world in any way but that I affect it. You can’t touch time. I cause them to have memories, and I can see their memories, but I do not understand them. They mean nothing to me. All I can find in them are confusing flashes of a world I have never understood! I am more unlike them than any of you. I don’t even have memories in the same way as they do.”
For a while everyone was quiet, and then Alyntha spoke up. “You don’t have memories?”
Moment shook her head. “Not in the same way you do, no. It’s sort of difficult to explain. I’m time, so I am not bound by my own boundaries. Just like Nadelle is all places at once, I’m all times at once. I don’t need to remember. All times are the present to me. Does that make sense?”
Ralin nodded slowly. “I think so. You don’t have memories because you don’t have a past to remember?”
“Sort of” Moment relied
Nadelle thought it over, and then asked. “So, you already know what I’m going to say?”
“Not at the moment, no. I’m currently focusing most of my energies on this time, now, because this is the time that your minds are currently focusing in. Of course, some part of you is in the future too, but this is where the majority of your mind and energy is. If I wanted to, I could tell you what you were going to say, but then I would need to focus my energies elsewhere, and I would appear to go blank for a bit.”
Alyntha nodded. “I think I understand”
“So, how are you going to do this?” Ralin asked quietly.
“I’m going to put as much of my consciousness as possible into a child who will be born mentally, but not physically, dead. I will make sure that enough of my consciousness is here, though, to ensure I will still be dancing. Of course, I won’t remember anything about who I am until it is all over. When the physical body dies I’ll be back here again, because the consciousness I’ve left here will call to the consciousness in the body.”
Nadelle shivered. I don’t know why, but that sounds creepy. Why do you have to do this anyways? Can’t you just flash forward and know what happens?”
Moment shook her head. “No. I’m unable to flash myself into that time, of beyond it. It is as though there is a branch in the course of time, and until I choose a direction, I cannot see what happens.”
“And I guess there’s nothing we can do to stop you?” Ralin asked
“I’m afraid not.” Moment replied.
“Then it’s decided”
“Yes. It’s decided”
They spent most of their free time after that looking for a child who was brain dead but bodily sound. Ralin scanned the people whose lives she danced, and one day she came to her sisters, excited. 
“I found one! There’s a child whose going to be born to her parents dead mentally, but not physically. She’s got good parents, and doesn’t have any major health problems. I haven’t been able to see her future, of course, because she’s brain-dead, but it all looks good as far as I can tell.”
“Thank you” Moment smiled at her sister. 
“When will you leave?” Alyntha sounded worried. 
“That depends” Moment looked at Ralin. “when will the child be born? Is she already brain-dead?”
Ralin replied “the child will be born in three days, and is already brain dead.”
Moment thought. “Then I’ll leave in a day and a half.”
Alyntha sighed. “I’ll miss you…”
“Don’t worry! I won’t be gone forever. I won’t even be gone a long time, just one short human lifetime. That’s nothing compared to the trillions of years we’ve existed.”
“I know”
Nadelle looked impatient. “Well, I know that everyone’s busy with moment and all, but shouldn’t we get back to dancing?”
The other three smiled gratefully. “Yeah, I guess you’re right.” Alyntha grew more excited, the semi-physical form she had made for herself out of energy wavering, the long brownish hair and red dress wavering and losing form and giving way to a shimmer of energy so bright it would blind- or kill- a human who looked upon it. The four of them headed out to the ‘place’ they always danced: the open expanse of cloud that lay above earth. Together, they started to dance, their energies going above and beyond their visible forms, but without breaking them. If anyone had been able to see them, all their mortal eyes would be able to see were the visible forms made out of a lower level of energy similar to visible light, but that would have been enough to amaze and astonish them. They would see four girls dancing on the clouds, their brightly coloured and patterned dresses swirling around their feet as they danced, their footsteps forming a spiral pattern, moving out and out, then whisking back in to the center to begin again. If one looked at them with the eyes of one who could see the highest levels of energy, however, they would see the brightest energy, swirling and dancing. It would seem to them that the whole world was contained in those moving shapes on the clouds, and perhaps, in a way, it was.

All too soon the dance ended, the day and a half was over, and Moment froze time for them so as to not disturb the flow of the world by not dancing. Moment concentrated, Ralin telepathically showing her the girl. It took some time, but Moment found her. Ralin was right, the girl was completely brain dead. Moment said goodbye to her sisters and started to channel her consciousness into the girl. She had just enough time to ensure that the consciousness she had left with her sisters would dance before she unfroze time and the world went black.
Chapter one

It was a bright summer day, and the sky was a bright blue. The Whisperwind family, however, was not playing outside, but was at the hospital. The ‘Whisperwind family’ was really only Megan, age 25, and her husband Tom, who was 27. Megan was pregnant with her first child, but not everything had gone as planned. She had been told during a checkup about a week before the child was expected that the child was mentally dead, due to ‘unknown complications’.  She was devastated. All the doctors had advised her to abort the child, and save herself the pain of childbirth, but somehow she didn’t want to get an abortion. She wasn’t quite sure she truly believed the child was brain-dead. Now, she was at the hospital, in labor. Her husband waited nervously in the next room, sure that his wife would be in tears when he next saw her. He had told her to get an abortion, wanting to save her the pain of seeing the brain-dead child she would give birth to, but she had disagreed, saying that there was still a slim chance that the child lived. Even though he knew she would cry, he still felt sad when he was allowed into the hospital room to see his wife. Her facewas streaked with tears, but she was smiling! Why was she smiling? It was then that he saw it: she was holding a baby, and one that was clearly alive mentally. It was looking around the room at everyone, and appeared to be completely absorbed in watching everything. His wife looked at him with shining eyes. “It’s a girl. Let’s name her Foresta”
The child Foresta survived. The doctors couldn’t tell why she was mentally alive, but she was. It was either a misdiagnosis, or a medical miracle, they said. She was intelligent, but easily confused, if such a combination was possible. She was both walking and speaking by one and a half, but often she would misunderstand what people said to her, and was confused by the simplest things, such as gravity. “If the birds can fly, why can’t I?” she asked her mom once. Often she would say that there was something she should remember, but couldn’t, saying once, “I don’t remember, but I never needed to before, so I never had any practice!” she had large, deep green eyes, and long, rich brown hair. She was, by all standards, a wonderful child.
One day, when she was two years old, playing on the swing set that they had outside,  her mother told her, “I’m going to take a nap now, so don’t let anyone in, except your father, ok? Do you understand?”
Foresta nodded. “I’m only to open the door for my father.”
“Yes, that’s a good girl. I’m afraid you’ll need to stay inside too.” Her mother patted her on the head. “I’m sorry about this, but I’m very tired today. I think I might be coming down with the flu. When I feel better I’ll make it up to you by taking you to the pool, ok?”
Foresta smiled. “Ok!” 
Foresta loved the pool. She enjoyed floating in the water, and could already swim. She watched, excited, as her mother hugged her and headed to her bedroom. Foresta went inside after her mother and locked the door. For a while she entertained herself with her mother’s book about plants around the world. She still didn’t know all the words in it, but she was learning, and she liked the pictures.
