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Written for 

The stars of the heavens 

And the sands of the seas 

Who were promised from eternity 

 

Dedicated to my loving parents 

Who taught me 

From the beginning 



	

	

 





	
 

 My Aerokopa 

 
Dad and I are running late. Again. This is not the 

morning I want to run late! He promised we could 
drop off my Aerokopa at Resolute’s shop before 
school. I’ve been approved to get the “autopilot” 
feature enabled and the altitude limit lifted off. I’m so 
excited!  

But Dad doesn’t seem to understand the 
urgency. I’ve been flying for a whole year. I turned 
sixteen yesterday and took the Advanced Flight 
Exam first thing in the morning. By yesterday 
afternoon, the Transport Agency said my last year’s 
flight log was approved and I passed the exam! So 
now . . . 

“C’mon Dad! We’ve got to leave now if we’re going 
to make it to Resolute's shop before school starts. I 
can’t miss bio. We’ve got to do a holo dissection of a 
pig today!”  

Dad listens, but it doesn’t seem to hurry him. He 
keeps rifling through the holo documents hovering 
above his widge. He’s presenting at some big 
committee meeting today.  

How did people ever use those huge folding 
computers on their laps? Widges are so much better. 
I look at my long skinny one to check the time . . . for 
the tenth time. It’s on my left arm just above my 
elbow. “06:22:23” snakes its way around my 
crisscrossed, double-wrapped widge. 

1 
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I sigh. “I’m sure it’s all there, Dad. Where else 
could it be?” 

“I know, I know, Jewel. It’s just that I want my 
notes in a certain order, and I won’t have time with 
everyone bustling around once I get there.”  

“Do it on your way! You’ll have time while you’re 
flying.” 

Finally, he sighs and pushes the edge of his 
widge. The hologram disappears and he stuffs the 
widge in his pocket. His is shaped like a triangle and 
attached to his pocket by Cpydyr Thread. “You know, 
when I was your age . . .” 

Here he goes again. “Yes, Dad?” There’s no use 
trying to stop Dad with his recollections of the past.  

“When I was your age, we had to actually dissect 
the animal, not just pretend to do it on a hologram.”  

“Eww! How could you? That’s gross! And the 
poor animal!” 

“It was dead.”  
“So?” I shudder. Just the thought of a dead 

animal looking up at me with dead eyes . . . 
He picks up his suede jerkin and heads toward 

the door. He smiles a half-smile, letting me know I’ve 
succeeded at amusing him. I know my dramatic 
responses entertain him. Sometimes I try to hold 
myself back, but it doesn’t work very well. So I tell 
myself I’m indulging him—amusing him on purpose.  

We head through the kitchen and into the 
hangar. Our Aerokopas sit side by side. I jump over 
the door into mine because I left the roof down last 
night. It’s only a two-seater called a Hummingbird, 
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but it’s mine. And two seats are plenty. One would be 
enough, really . . . now that Maggie hangs with her 
boyfriend all the time . . . and I don’t have a 
boyfriend. The outside paint 
color is iridescent and 
shimmers of forest green, 
red and pink—just like a 
hummingbird. I love it.  

“Resolute’s Aerokopa Shop,” I say out loud. 
“Itinerary configured,” Maia answers back with 

the enchanting French accent I chose for her. I 
named her Maia because I got my Aerokopa just after 
learning about Maia, the Roman goddess of spring. I 
know all the gods and goddesses turned out to be 
Aliens, but I’m guessing Maia was, or is, one of the 
nicer Aliens . . . if there is such a thing as a nice 
Alien. Either way, Maia still sounds pretty. “Twenty-
one minutes, fifty-three seconds,” she says in her 
velvety voice.  

Even though the “itinerary is configured” or my 
flight plan is mapped out, I still have to operate all 
the controls manually. I have to guide Maia into the 
flight corridors and make sure I’m at the proper 
altitude. All that stuff. Until this afternoon . . . when 
I get her back from Resolute!  

The Transport Agency lets us fly at age fifteen 
but we have to do everything manually for one year, 
so they can make sure we actually know how to fly. I 
guess in case the autopilot dies, they want to make 
sure we can control it. Of course, if we do something 
stupid in manual mode, the autopilot takes over 
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anyway to keep us from crashing . . . but it also gets 
recorded on our flight log. 

The arching window that covers one wall and the 
entire ceiling slides part way down into the ground, 
leaving a hole above us to fly through. Dad lifts up in 
his Aerokopa. He has a sleek Silver Heron that can 
hold six and converts into a sleeping pod. He uses it 
heaps for business trips. He’s already got his widge 
out and is looking through his files again. He makes 
use of autopilot all the time.  

I carefully follow him out and point my Aerokopa 
toward Brightwater, where Resolute’s shop is. I make 
sure to keep a safe distance from dad’s Aerokopa and 
all the others in the flight corridor. Of course, Maia 
wouldn’t let me get too close to anyone anyway.  

“Jungle décor,” I tell Maia. Her interior walls 
shimmer and shift from the standard neutral beige to 
a lush jungle theme. I love morphing the décor. 
There’s something about changing your 
surroundings to match what you’re feeling. Today I’m 
feeling wild, and free. 

There’s a slight dampness in the morning air, 
and the view is beautiful. It’s lush and tropical, with 
the low mountains of Abel Tasman National Park to 
my right and the Tasman Bay on my left. It’s not 
visible from here, but across Cook Strait is the North 
Island. Maybe I’ll go for a trek in the bush later, or 
take my kayak out on the sea to watch the sunset. 
Dad says we’re lucky to live in one of the most 
beautiful places in the world. I reckon he’s right.  
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We live in the hills above Boundary Bay, New 
Zealand, right in the middle of a national park at the 
top end of the South Island. The islands aren’t really 
North and South anymore, but that’s what they used 
to be called, so we still call them that. As far as we 
know, New Zealand is the only country in the world 
now that completely belongs to us Naturals . . . and 
the Holdouts. The rest of the world is pretty much 
ruled by Bionics and Aliens, so it’s a bit hard to get 
information. We’re able to crack into their Uvein now 
and then, and find information not available on our 
Dat-X, but that’s only in bits and bites. We’ve heard 
there are a few scattered enclaves where Naturals or 
Holdouts live, but I think most of us live here in New 
Zealand. 

Resolute, who owns the Aerokopa shop, is a 
Holdout, and Brightwater is a whole village of 
Holdouts. We Naturals like the Holdouts, or at least 
put up with them. Hardly any Holdouts live in our 
cities. But we visit their shops a lot because they 
have some of the best natch tech on the planet—
earth, human and animal friendly—zero impact. Like 
the nano-chrysolite gas energy they discovered that 
powers our Aerokopas, widges . . . and just about 
everything else. Their tech is even good enough to 
rival the tech of the Aliens and Bionics! But they 
hold on to all kinds of strange and primitive ways of 
thinking that were more popular Pre-Invasion, or 
Pre-I as we call it. That’s why they’re called Holdouts.  

“Five minutes to destination.” Maia interrupts 
my thoughts. 
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“Maia, ring Dad.” His 3D image shows up above 
my dashboard. “Dad, you’re not going to let Resolute 
talk our ears off, right? I mean, neither one of us can 
afford to be late this morning.” 

He’s still wrapped up in his holo documents, 
making last minute tweaks. He answers somewhat 
detachedly. “No, Charmskin, I won’t let him.”  

I smile. I love his nickname for me. Charmskin. 
My real name may be Jewel, but he’s called me 
Charmskin for as long as I can remember. I guess I 
charmed him right away. I swipe his holo off and 
focus on getting organized to land. More traffic is 
visible in the air now. I spot Resolute’s rooftop 
landing pad and start my descent.  

Resolute has owned this shop since they started 
making Aerokopas. Even though his shop is small, 
it’s one of the best. He does like to talk and tell 
stories though, and sometimes he gets going on the 
strange Holdout theories. And they are just that . . . 
very strange. 

I pad my Aerokopa right next to Dad’s. I don’t 
think he noticed, but I landed perfectly, just as well 
as his autopilot. I’m proud of myself. I jump out. 
“Maia, put the lid up.” I don’t need any seagull 
droppings on my seats.  

I link my arm with Dad’s and we head toward 
the elevator. I’m proud of my dad. He’s one of the top 
advisors to our government leaders. He’s always 
doing research and presenting his findings. That’s 
probably why he’s done such a top rate job 
indoctrinating me to the way of the Naturals. I mean, 
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I agree with his ideas—for the most part. I agree with 
him that the Holdouts’ ways of thinking are weird 
and outdated. And I don’t want to be a Bionic, really.  

But . . . every now and then, I do think about 
how a few bionic enhancements could be really fun. 
You know, like music available in your head, 
adjusted by brain waves or holographic controls 
projected from an implanted widge. At least they 
can’t lose their widges . . . like I tend to do now and 
then. But I wouldn’t really want my widge implanted 
under my skin. Their tech is amazing, though. My 
friends and I have read and seen holos on the Dat-X 
about some of the Bionics’ alterations. Our tech is 
pretty sprout too, but it isn’t embedded in our bodies 
like theirs.  

And then there’s the DNA alteration. I would love 
to have some sort of superhuman strength or ability. 
I mean, wouldn’t it be fazmatic to be able to see in 
the dark, run like the wind, or jump off the roof of 
this building and land on my feet? Who needs an 
elevator? But when I tell Dad something like that, he 
tells me I can use my brain to invent what I want, so 
I don’t have to alter my precious DNA. Fair enough. 
The Holdouts have already invented hover boots . . . 
I’ve got some in my closet. And anyone can buy night 
vision lenses.  

And then I think about how the Bionics have to 
get all those laser procedures done. And you end up 
with heaps of Alien fibers and metals in your body, 
imported from who knows where! And worst of all, 
you share DNA with animals or the Aliens . . . or 
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both. And you have to get their tracking devices 
implanted in your body. No, I don’t want that. I’d 
rather keep my body pure and my privacy intact, 
thank you very much. That’s true natch. 

The elevator door shuts and we descend to the 
showroom. When the doors reopen, I’m surprised at 
the amount of activity. We’re the only customers. But 
Resolute’s sons and daughters, four of the older ones 
anyway, are all bustling around, cleaning and 
putting things in their places for the day. It’s 
overwhelming to see one man with so many children. 
I don’t know how many he has total, but I know he 
has more than even these four. Naturals only have 
one to replace themselves, or two if they live with a 
partner. But the Holdouts seem to have as many as 
they can!  

I recognize Hope and her brother Loyal. Hope 
and I have the same bio class, and Loyal is a year 
ahead of us. Hope smiles at me. We’ve never really 
talked. Holdouts and Naturals don’t usually hang out 
together. Hope is pretty, though. I’ve always admired 
her straight, dark black hair and green eyes. My dark 
brown hair and brown eyes are okay, but I don’t see 
myself exactly as striking, like Hope is.  

Resolute looks up from a holo of figures and 
numbers. He smiles at us then squeezes his holo 
closed.  “Jasper and Jewel Peara, a pleasure to see 
you this morning.”  

“Thanks, Resolute. It’s a pleasure to see you this 
lovely morning as well.” 
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“How’s work at the Hive?” Resolute scratches his 
chin and looks genuinely interested. He’s a big man 
and a little intimidating, but friendly. 

“Fine, thanks. A bit busy, though. Trying to keep 
the Hive educated and updated on everything going 
on at Port Nelson right now.” My dad spends a lot of 
time giving briefings at the main government 
building across Cook Strait, on the North Island. The 
building looks like a gigantic beehive. I don’t know 
what they were thinking when they built it, but it is 
what it is—the Hive. It used to be called the Beehive, 
but somewhere along the way it got shortened to just 
“the Hive.”  

Resolute raises one of his bushy eyebrows. “Yes, 
of course, there’s that trolling ship docked there for 
repairs. Have you heard how long they’re planning to 
be there?” A holo call bounces up off his counter. He 
swats at it with his large hand, and it pings to holo 
mail.  

Resolute’s son, Loyal, calls out from across the 
room: “I heard there’s nothing really wrong with the 
ship, and they’re just stalling so they can do some 
more spying.” He’s really quite cute. But he’s a 
Holdout . . . and usually fairly quiet. Not a good 
combo for me at all. I look at Dad. 

He’s pulling out his widge. He brings up a live 
holo of the ship docked at a quay. The boat is long, 
sleek and silver, made of one of the Alien metals. It’s 
the shape of a kayak, but a really big one, and it’s 
not always open on the top. They can open or close 
the top deck depending on whether they want to be 



				~			2108 
	

	

10	

above or below the water, exposed or hidden. Right 
now it looks kind of like a cross between a stretched 
UFO and an old-fashioned submarine. 

“They say they’re just here for repairs.” Dad 
sighs. “We think they’re lying, though. I went down 
there with the ambassador yesterday to talk to their 
captain.” 

My ears perk up. I hadn’t known he talked to a 
Bionic yesterday! I have this morbid curiosity about 
Bionics. I’m fascinated and repulsed at the same 
time. On the one hand, I wish I could have skipped 
school to go with Dad to see a Bionic up close. On 
the other, I probably would have peed my pants. 

“He said they’ll be here at least another few days 
fixing the power core. They’re claiming they have to 
do some multi-step process that requires many 
reheatings and coolings of their metals. Everyone at 
the Hive knows that’s monkey dung. We all know 
those Alien metals don’t need reheating. But we’re 
not sure this is worth creating an incident over . . . 
yet.” 

Resolute shakes his head and frowns. “Those 
Trollers can’t be trusted to tell a story straight even if 
they read it right off the Dat-X!”  

“You got that right.” Dad spins the holo of the 
ship and zooms in close.  

“I remember when we were about their age.” 
Resolute waves his hand toward his children and me. 
“There was a UFO that hovered over Wellington for 
about five hours.” Uh oh. Resolute is launching into 
a story. 
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Dad laughs and interrupts. “Yeah, I remember 
that too. I wish I could say for certain this situation 
will end the same way—with nothing happening. But 
I think these Trollers are up to something. We’ve got 
the quay and the whole area heavily guarded. But we 
haven’t picked up any spybots or anything, so we’re 
not sure how they’re spying on us right now.” 

Dad has sidetracked Resolute from his story. 
Good. But just thinking about Trollers, or Trolls as 
we call them, gives me the shivers. Among other 
things, they travel the ocean collecting plastics that 
have polluted the oceans over the decades. They sell 
what they find to us. We’d rather not have to interact 
with them, but we buy from them for a handful of 
reasons: One, we refuse to make any new plastics in 
this world; two, by buying their plastics we are 
helping to clean the oceans; three, we can’t really go 
out on the ocean ourselves because the Bionics and 
Aliens kind of rule that territory; and four, we 
depend a lot on recycled plastics in our tech.  

It’s time to change the subject . . . before 
Resolute goes off on any more stories. “Resolute, are 
there any disc shaped Aerokopas? I mean, ones that 
are more like a big round lounge?” 

Resolute looks up at the ceiling for a moment 
then back at me. “I don’t believe so. Why?”  

“She’s making a micro model of one,” Dad says. 
“She makes wonderful micro models of all sorts of 
things.” He turns toward me. “What are some of the 
other things you’re working on, Jewel?”  
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I think I’m blushing. I hadn’t meant to turn the 
conversation toward me. “Mmm . . . a fairy house, a 
Victorian era fantasy store . . . and a couple of other 
things.” 

“Well!” Resolute seems impressed for some 
reason. “You must be planning to work in the field of 
functional design, like my daughter.”  

Ah . . . that’s why it impresses him. “Yeah, I’m 
thinking about it. It’s fun.” 

Resolute nods his head approvingly. “Hope is 
part of a miniature club that gathers the first 
Saturday evening of the month . . . this weekend, in 
fact.” He looks at me. “You should come!”  

“Yeah, that would be great!” Hope chimes in as 
she comes to stand by her father.   

Um . . . somehow this conversation has taken a 
left turn into forbidden territory. I do not want to 
hang out with a bunch of Holdouts, even if it is to 
work on micro models, or miniatures, or whatever 
they want to call them. 

“Oh, and didn’t Peace Chou design your house?” 
Resolute asks Dad. Good, the invitation is dropped.  

“Yes, ‘The House Sculptor.’ We have thoroughly 
enjoyed living in his artwork.”  

Chou’s work is made to look pretty much like 
you’re living inside the hollow of a tree. He shapes, 
polishes and carves out of reclaimed wood. He’s an 
absolute miracle worker with wood . . . and of 
course, a Holdout. Personally, I love how he subtly 
blends the shades of wood. All our rooms have 
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different shades of light or darkness. But it all flows 
together seamlessly.   

“And you have the perfect piece of land for it, 
right in the middle of a national park.” Resolute 
shakes his head. “I envy you, snatching up one of 
those rare private lots tucked in the middle of Abel 
Tasman.” 

“We were very lucky,” Dad agrees. 
“Chou is actually a friend of mine and is coming 

for tea Saturday evening. You should both come and 
join us. Jewel can stay afterward for the miniature 
club with Hope.” Resolute says this so emphatically 
it feels like it would be almost criminal to argue with 
him.  

But I don’t want to go! I won’t go.  
“That would be lovely,” Dad answers.  
Oh . . . I try to keep from groaning outwardly. I 

should have kept my mouth shut about that stupid 
Aerokopa!  

“Eighteen hundred then,” Resolute says. “Hope, 
help me remember to tell your mother we have two 
more for tea Saturday night.” 

“Sure, Dad.” Hope is beaming. Lovely.  
We have got to get out of here before anything 

worse happens. I pinch Dad’s elbow gently. “Dad, my 
Aerokopa?” 

“Ah yes, the Charmskin’s Aerokopa.” Dad nods. 
“That is what we came about.” Somehow we are both 
failing miserably at keeping this visit short. 

“Of course.” Resolute picks up a ScanTab that 
can monitor and activate all the Aerokopas in his 
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landing pad. “I saw you aced your test. And your 
flight hours are all in order. Congratulations.” He 
selects mine and then holds it up for me to give my 
voice authorization.  

“Unlock for Resolute,” I say. That was the 
prompt written on the ScanTab for me to read.  

Maia’s voice comes out of the ScanTab, “Voice 
authorized. Unlocked for Resolute.” 

“Great.” Resolute sets the ScanTab on the 
counter. “We’ll have it organized for you by after 
school—autopilot enabled, altitude limit lifted, and 
an annual tune-up.”  

“Anything else you’d recommend?” Dad asks.  
Hope leans over on the counter. She has big, 

innocent eyes. They’re accented perfectly by her long 
dark lashes. “The new morphing décors are really 
natch.” She smiles in my direction.  

“Oh?” Dad raises his eyebrows and looks down 
at me. “Is that of interest to you?” 

“Yes! Are you kidding?” How does he not know I 
love my décors? His nose is in his widge holos too 
much, that’s how. 

“Fine, add that,” Dad says. “A belated happy 
birthday.” He pats me on the back. 

“Thanks Dad! You’re the best.” I smile briefly at 
Hope in appreciation. Maybe she’s not all bad.  

“Great. We’ll add that as well.” Resolute makes a 
note of it on his ScanTab.  

Dad’s widge chimes. He pulls it out and reads 
some text scrolling across it. He’s frowning now. 
That’s not good. He looks up. “They’ve discovered a 
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spybot in Wellington. They think it’s from the Trollers 
and want me to take a look at it.” Dad tucks his 
widge back in his pocket. “They’ve also intercepted 
an Alien communication. Its contents may indicate 
the Troller ship delays are part of some larger plot.” 

That hits me with a thud. It’s so easy to forget 
our wonderfully pleasant islands of paradise are 
surrounded by a world of threats and danger.  

Resolute shakes his head. “That doesn’t sound 
good. Looks like you’ve got a long day ahead of you.”  

“You could say that.” Dad sighs. “The Prime 
Minister wants my take on the intercepted 
communication and how it could be linked to the 
Troller ship delays.” 

What’s going to happen? Could the Bionics and 
Aliens be trying to take over New Zealand? If they 
did, they would probably force us to change our way 
of life. What would they do to us?  

Dad will figure out what they’re up to. They’ll 
come up with a solution. They have to. They always 
do, don’t they?  

 “Those ships are capable of much more than 
trolling,” Dad says. 

“I wouldn’t doubt it,” Resolute agrees. “Say, 
Loyal and Hope go to the same school as Jewel. 
Would you like them to give her a lift to and from 
school today? It could save you some time.” 

“Could they do that? That would be marvelous.” 
Dad turns to me. “You okay with that?” 

“Sure, Dad,” I say . . . though I’m not really sure 
I am okay with that, at all. Going to their house for 
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tea and smiling at Hope for getting me new décors is 
a lot different than sharing a ride and being seen 
with Holdouts around school. Doesn’t Dad know how 
unacceptable it is to hang out with Holdouts? We’re 
different pods of friends! Different gene pools!   

I try to tell myself that it’s for the good of the 
country and not to be so selfish. But what if Maggie 
or other Naturals see me arrive with them? Will they 
tease me . . . or will they blast it all over the Mol? I’ll 
tell them they’re just giving me a lift to and from the 
shop. That’s it, nothing more. I don’t really spend 
much time on the Mol, but I could post something 
about getting the autopilot enabled today just in case 
anyone scopes on me. Hopefully it will be okay.  

Hope smiles at me again. She has such a 
friendly smile. Too bad they think such weird things. 
Otherwise we could probably be good friends.  



	

 Pods 

 
I’m uncomfortable. Don’t get me wrong, Loyal 

and Hope’s Aerokopa is top of the food chain. 
Completely natch. They’ve got a new invisible décor 
that makes it feel like there are no walls. And the 
autopilot is working perfectly. They’re both being 
really friendly. And Loyal is even nice to look at. But 
sitting in the back seat of an Aerokopa with two 
Holdouts in the front is very . . . disconcerting. What 
do we talk about?  

“Are you ready for the dissection?” Hope asks. 
“Ready as I’ll ever be,” I answer nervously. “I did 

a test run last night.” 
“It’s gross, right?” 
“Yeah. I don’t really like looking at what’s inside 

a pig, even if it is only a holo . . . unless it’s bacon. 
My dad said he had to dissect real animals in 
school.” 

Hope recoils in horror.  
Loyal laughs. He has a nice laugh. 
Maybe it isn’t too hard to talk with Holdouts 

after all.  
 “You just laugh because you want to be a medic 

and always look at gross stuff.” Hope slaps Loyal on 
the arm. 

“Yes,” Loyal says with mock seriousness, “I want 
to be a professional gross looker—cutting people 
open and sewing them back up again, just for the 
sheer joy of it.” 

We all laugh. They’re actually fun.  

2 
!
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“Landing in 45 seconds,” the Aerokopa’s 
computer announces.  

I look out onto the landing pad. Pods and 
individuals are milling around. Unfortunately, our 
Aerokopa is heading straight for an open space in the 
middle of the pad, visible from all angles.  

Breathe, I tell myself. They’ll understand why 
you got a ride with Holdouts. Maybe. Those I get to 
talk to anyway. And I don’t talk to very many.  

My best pal, Maggie, is waiting near the elevators 
with her love interest, Reef. Great. Maggie’s a good 
friend and will probably understand. She’s a talker 
though, and who knows who she’ll end up telling 
about my ride . . . accidently. Maggie is as 
effervescent as a bottle of fizzy water, and sometimes 
things just pop out of her mouth she doesn’t intend 
to say. I’ve tried blaming it on her white blond hair, 
but really, she is quite smart. I wouldn’t hang out 
with her otherwise.  

Her creamy white skin is a beautiful contrast to 
her boyfriend Reef’s darker tones. He’s half Indian, 
half Chinese, and complete goofball. A friendly, 
smart and handsome kind of goofball, but a goofball 
nonetheless. He’s a bit of a wild card too, in terms of 
whether he’ll spread the word of my ride or not. He 
can be a loud-mouthed kookaburra when he wants 
to be. I sigh. Lovely. News of my ride will probably be 
top scope by lunch. 

Some students wearing hover boots are jumping 
and doing flips off the walls down to the ground. 
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Hover boot acrobatics are forbidden at school, but 
some students still like trying to get away with it. 

The doors of our Aerokopa retract and the three 
of us climb out. “I’ll meet you back here after school,” 
I say hurriedly and jog off to my friends. I hope Loyal 
and Hope don’t think I’m rude leaving so quickly. 
But they understand, don’t they? I mean Holdouts 
and Naturals just don’t hang out. But I didn’t even 
say thank you. Gotta remember to do that later.  

“What were you doing with the Holdies?” Maggie 
asks. “Oh yeah, you’re getting the autopilot enabled 
and stuff today, right?” 

I nod and smile in relief.  
“New mates, eh? Good on ya!” Reef says as he 

drapes his arm around Maggie’s shoulders.  
“Not mates. Simply business.” I smile, trying to 

keep it light. “My dad has a busy day today.” 
“Is he a busy bee or a busy beekeeper at the 

Hive?” Reef raises his left eyebrow. “I can’t 
remember.” 

I roll my eyes as we head toward the elevators. 
Before the conversation gets any more pathetic, I 
turn to Maggie and change the subject. “Oh! My dad 
is getting me the latest morphing décor upgrade as a 
birthday present!” 

“Natch!” Maggie replies. “Maybe I can ask my 
mum for that for my sixteenth next week.” Then with 
barely a breath, Maggie continues. “Did you decide 
what you’re wearing to my party Sunday?” 

Whereas I wanted nothing more than my new 
flying freedoms and tea with Dad for my birthday, 
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Maggie, the ever social and outspoken, had to go and 
plan a crazy elaborate costume and dance party at 
the Hippopotamus. The Hippopotamus is an over-
the-top expensive French restaurant in Wellington. It 
overlooks the harbor and also happens to be an art 
gallery and hotel. Nice, very nice, but expensive. Her 
mum knows the manager, so they’re getting some 
deal. But the party will still probably cost an island 
and a half! The theme for the costumes is supposed 
to be the 20th century. 

Reef speaks up. “Maybe I’ll go as . . . Elvis.” He 
strums on an air guitar wildly. “He was 20th century, 
right?” 

Cedar, a friend of Reef’s, comes up from behind 
him. He pretends to take away Reef’s air guitar and 
throw it over the wall. “Yes, you immo warper. 20th 
century.”  

“Eh, man! That was my best guitar!” Reef yells. 
He then proceeds to wrestle his friend to the 
elevators.  

Reef is just an imitation warper. He likes to 
think he’s a musician . . . but his skills tell 
otherwise. There are all kinds of different pods at 
school. The main ones are the sporties, study 
monkeys, technos, music warpers, lo-gos and actors.  

The pod Maggie and I hang out with the most is 
the study monkeys. I guess it’s the one I fit into best, 
but I could fit into sporties or music warpers almost 
as easily. But I don’t like to compete much . . . 
unless I’m going to win. And I don’t play an 
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instrument, I just love music . . . and I’ve been told 
my singing isn’t too bad.  

Maggie dreams of studying biochemistry. She’s 
an odd combo, but I guess that’s why we get along—
we’re both kind of misfits and odd combos. She’s 
fun, super social and smart. An excellent combo in 
my view. But sometimes her ideas of fun are a bit 
more extreme than mine—in the social arena 
anyway.  

“Couldn’t you just have a nice bonfire on the 
beach or something?” I ask Maggie.  

“Oh, c’mon, Jewel, don’t smash the party.” 
Maggie looks at me with her large green eyes. “It’ll be 
fun to get all dressed up.”  

Sahara, in her silk orange, mini moc-sari, comes 
alongside Maggie. “Talking about your party?” 
Sahara practically glows with excitement. “I can’t 
wait!” 

I’m outnumbered. It’s a lost cause.  
Sahara hooks arms with Maggie. “Who have you 

invited?” 
They discuss who is and isn’t invited all the way 

to our classes. Of course no Holdouts are even 
mentioned. Sahara is going with Cedar, and Maggie 
will go with Reef. I’m not sure who I’ll go with yet. 
Ugh . . . that’s really why I don’t want to go to the 
party. Everyone will have a date but me. Everyone 
will have someone to talk and dance with except me. 
I refuse to create a holo date. That would be beyond 
humiliating.  
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Throughout the last year that Maggie and Reef 
have been a couple, I’ve managed to have, count 
them, two dates that were total disasters. Okay, 
maybe not total disasters. But they were incredibly 
boring and awkward. There’s no one I’ve found who 
has both a sense of adventure and likes to think and 
talk about things the way I do. Where are the guys 
who like both? 

Maybe that’s why I don’t feel like I completely fit 
into any one pod at school. I can kind of fit in with 
lots of different types of people, but I’m a bit of a mix 
myself so it feels like I don’t fit in anywhere. You see? 
Even just to find someone who would talk with me 
about that is hard. Maggie gets it to some degree, but 
she has so much more social sense than I do. It 
doesn’t seem to bother her when people are different 
from her. She can have fun with just about anyone. 

My dad says it’s hard for me to find a boyfriend 
because I’m unique, a rare “jewel,” just like my 
name. Heaps of good that does for my love life! I don’t 
know if I want to live with a partner for life, but a 
boyfriend would at least be nice right about now.   

In bio, the dissection goes fine, even though I’m 
distracted by not having a date for Maggie’s party. 
When we’re done with our dissections, we’re allowed 
to work independently in the central hub. I climb the 
crescent staircase up one floor to the middle of the 
octagonal rooftop room. I love the fact that the hub 
has huge windows on all the walls. And they’re not 
just any windows. 
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I choose one of my favorite places to sit: a bench 
that stretches beneath one of the wide, beautifully 
arching ogee windows. Even though 
an ogee is the same thing as a 
Venetian arch window, I like 
the word “ogee” better. Ogees 
are so graceful. The top looks 
kind of like a bracket turned 
sideways.  

Light pours in and warms 
my skin. I take my widge off 
my arm and set her on the 
bench. I named my widge Lyra, after the 
constellation with the harp. With a double tap on 
Lyra’s side, the air just above her quivers for a micro-
second, and my holo-files pop into midair. Maybe I 
should check the Mol before starting my homework . 
. . just in case there’s any chatter about my 
unfortunate morning.  

I swipe the files away and touch my right pinky 
and thumb together. The Mol pops up. All sorts of 
floating orb holos and connecting lines hover in front 
of me like the diagram of a molecule. The diagram of 
my social life. I pick the orb that represents me and 
pull it larger. Inside is a floating daisy from Sahara, a 
3D holo of Maggie telling everyone to remember her 
party (good thing Lyra’s muted), and a study group 
notice I’m mentioned in. Lovely. There’s nothing 
about Holdouts and me. Now I feel silly. I’ve been 
worried over nothing.  
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I swipe away the Mol and pull my files back up. I 
choose my English essay that’s due next week. The 
topic I’ve picked is, “The value of unaltered genetics.” 
There are tons of holos and articles on the Dat-X 
about it, so it’s been an easy write. And I like to 
write. As I’m logging in my modifications on the holo 
key-orbs, out of the corner of my eye I notice 
someone come up beside me.  

I look up. It’s Hope. 
“Mind if I sit with you?” 
Did Hope just ask me that? I clear my throat and 

look around to see who might be watching. Nobody’s 
staring. Maybe she’s just looking for a place to sit. It 
doesn’t mean she’s going to talk with me, does it? 

“Um, no, I don’t mind. There’s space here.”  
She smiles and sits opposite me on the same 

bench.  
Just because Dad agreed to come for tea, I hope 

she doesn’t think we’re going to be friends. The 
Holdouts are basically crazy people. Brilliant, but 
pure nutmeg, crazy. I’m not even linked with any on 
the Mol. They do all sorts of religious rituals and 
mystical weirdo stuff. I am not so desperate for 
someone to talk with that I want to be her friend. At 
least I hope I’m not that desperate.  

I focus back on my essay.  
Five minutes before the bell is set to ring, Hope 

speaks again. “What are you writing about?” 
“Value of unaltered genetics.” Do I keep logging? 

Do I ask her back? I’m being rude if I don’t say 
anything more. “What are you working on?” 
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“Physics.” 
That explains all the fun diagrams and 

simulations she’s playing around with on her holo. 
Okay, good. Conversation over.  
I return to my essay.  
“Besides tea with us on Saturday, what else are 

you doing this weekend?” Hope asks innocently.  
Whoa . . . she just crossed a line there. She is 

definitely trying to be my friend. And she mentioned 
having tea with them in public! Yikes. How do I get 
out of this? What is she thinking?  

“Um I’ve got plans . . . homework and going to 
my friend’s party, without a date.” Ugh . . . why did I 
say that last part? That was too much personal 
information. 

She is silent for a moment. She looks like she’s 
thinking. “I bet Loyal would go with you if you 
wanted.” 

Is she nuts? “No, that’s okay, I’ll be fine.” 
“No really, I don’t think he’d mind.” She pats my 

knee. Is she trying to comfort me? Am I that 
pathetic?  

“I’ll ask him,” she says as she gets up and walks 
away. My mouth is hanging open. What? I’m in such 
a state of shock I can’t even call after her. 

HOW did that just happen? I am NOT going with 
a Holdout to Maggie’s party. No! And I don’t need the 
pity of Holdouts. This is ridiculous! Borderline 
insulting! What has Dad gotten me into? I’ll just have 
to find a date by the end of school, or tell her I found 
one. The bell rings. I groan.  
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During lunch, Maggie announces she and Reef 
are going as Marilyn Monroe and Elvis. Maggie’s 
white blond hair will be perfect for the role. Sahara 
and Cedar will either go as Bohemians, or Albert 
Einstein and Diana Ross—yet to be determined. 
Einstein and Ross. Interesting combo. Not sure what 
they have in common other than possibly big hair. 
Me . . . I tell them I’ll go as an 80s rocker, dressed in 
fluorescent colors. Easy. 

I do NOT tell them Loyal may have been 
appointed as my date out of pity. Because I am NOT 
going with him, cute or not. I’d be the laughing stock 
of the Naturals. “Jewel’s so desperate for a date she’ll 
even go with a Holdie!” I can hear it now. . . . Maybe I 
should go as Mother Teresa. She wouldn’t need a 
date. 

I glance around the lunchroom. There has to be 
a dateless guy worth asking. I spot Teak. It wouldn’t 
be that bad to go with him, would it? He’s smart, 
creative . . . and, well, weird. But maybe he’d be 
better than nothing. His back is turned to us. He’s 
standing with his mates, laughing and joking. 

“Maggs,” I whisper across the table, “was Teak 
invited?”  

She suppresses a laugh. “Yes, but he never said 
he was coming. Are you sure you’d want to go with 
him?” Now she looks sympathetic.  

“Well, I suppose I could do worse.” I get up and 
walk towards him before I lose my nerve. His wild 
brown hair needs to be cut. He suddenly stands on 
one leg and flaps his arms like a chook.  
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I hesitate . . . then tap him on the shoulder. He 
turns around. Great. He’s got SensaLenses on. His 
eyes are glowing blue—happy. Okay. Let’s see what 
color they turn now.  

“Hey, Teak,” I say.  
“Hello, Jewel. What’s flyin’?” His eyes are 

changing to a fiery orange—wild. Hmm . . .  
“I was wondering if you’re going to Maggie’s party 

Sunday . . . and if you are, do you have a date yet?” 
There, I said it.  

“Well.” His eyes are turning pink. That can’t be 
good. What did pink mean? I can’t remember! 
Romantic? “I actually have the evening all planned 
out.” He spreads his arms dramatically. “I was going 
to seclude myself in my bedroom to work on my 
latest sculpture, Kyllinger i Dvale, and eat ebelskivers 
for inspiration.”  

“Kyllinger i Dvale?” I ask. 
He crosses his arms quickly and looks me up 

and down. “Chickens in Hibernation. You’d be most 
welcome to join me. Perhaps I could use you for 
inspiration as well!”  

I think pink is romantic. Good grief. This is 
hopeless. “Umm . . . thanks, but I think I’ll pass.” I’d 
rather be dateless than spend an evening being 
inspiration for Chickens in Hibernation. 

I sigh and head back towards Maggie. Teak’s 
friends are laughing behind me, and Maggie is trying 
hard not to laugh as well.  

By the end of the day I still haven’t found a date. 
Every other guy I’ve mentioned the party to is hooked 
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up already. I trudge behind Maggie, dreading the ride 
back with Loyal and Hope. What am I going to say? 
Hope is crazy. 

“Maggie, would you be able to take me by 
Resolute’s shop, please?” Maybe I can avoid them 
altogether.  

“Can’t. Mum and I are going shopping for the 
party. Why? You don’t want to go with Hope and 
Loyal?” 

“Not really. I mean, they’re nice and all, but you 
know.”  

“Yeah. Hey! You could ask Loyal to go with you 
to the party!” She’s totally joking, I know. And she 
has no idea of what happened earlier. But I can feel 
my cheeks turn hot nonetheless. If she only knew. 
Should I tell her?  

“Why not go with him?” Maggie continues. “You 
two could be scope of the week, advertising cross 
DNA and inter-pod relations. I can see it now, full 
holo, all over the Mol.”  

“All right Magpie, shut your beak.” I give her a 
shove in the ribs. “You and I both know that isn’t 
going to happen.” Telling her about Hope’s offer now 
is out of the question. I can’t even tell her I’m forced 
to go to Hope and Loyal’s house Saturday evening. 
She wouldn’t let me hear the end of it. And I would 
end up all over the Mol. I like her, but there are some 
things I just can’t tell her.  

“All right, Jewelry. We’ll just have to find 
someone else’s arm for you to decorate.” 
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“Decorate? Me a decoration? He should be so 
lucky to go with me! Whoever he is. . . .” I change the 
subject. “And really, you’ve got to come up with a 
more original nickname for me than Jewelry. It’s the 
only one you’ve used since we were little ankle biters. 
There’s got to be something more than Jewelry to call 
me, my dear Magnificent and Magnetically Magenta 
Magpie the Magnifier.”  

We laugh. Her real name is Magnolia, but there 
are so many nicknames to pick from when teasing 
her. 

“Jelly Bean?” She raises an eyebrow.  
“Oh please.” I roll my eyes. “That’s pathetic.”  
“Well, you’re the one who has memorized the 

dictionary. I’ve only memorized the bio-chem 
section.” 

I tap my widge. “Lyra, record reminder for eight 
years from today.” Lyra chimes, telling me she has 
started recording. “Reminder: Do not name my child 
Magnolia. There are way too many embarrassing 
nicknames her friends will use. Finish.” Lyra chimes 
again. 

We dissolve into laughter. 
My laughter dies quickly though, as Hope and 

Loyal come into view. They’re already waiting by their 
Aerokopa.  

“See you tomorrow, Maggie,” I say reluctantly.  
“Cheers! And remember the scope of the week 

possibilities!”  
I make a face at Maggie and jog off to meet my 

uncomfortable ride home.  
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 Crack 

 
An Alien ship arcs through the sky. I 

think it’s one of the triangle or boomerang 
shaped ones. It’s so high it’s almost 
invisible, except for the bright momentary reflection 
of the sun hitting its side. I wonder if it’s the one 
that’s communicating with the Trollers. It’s not 
abnormal to see the Alien ships fly over every once in 
a while. I usually think they do it just to remind us 
they’re here. I’m thinking they’ve got more on their 
minds this time, though. 

Would they really try to attack us? Or are they 
just trying to steal our tech? I don’t think they have 
our nano-chrysolite tech. Maybe they want that. I 
don’t know why they haven’t attacked us already, or 
made us integrate like we’ve heard they’ve done with 
most of the rest of the world. Dad says he doesn’t 
even know why, though I’m sure he has a few ideas.  

I’m almost to Loyal and Hope’s Aerokopa. I’ll 
have to solve the world’s problems later. I’ve got more 
pressing matters. 

“Thanks for giving me a ride,” I tell Hope and 
Loyal as I approach them. There, I’ve thanked them.  

Hope smiles her radiant smile. “No worries.”  
Loyal shifts his weight from one leg to another, 

looking a little uncomfortable. Probably as 
uncomfortable as I look. We all climb in. Loyal sets 
the autopilot and we take off. Everybody’s silent, 

3 
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until Hope nudges Loyal. It seems like she’s trying to 
do it so I won’t notice, but I do.  

Loyal turns his seat so he can see me better.  
Great. Here it comes. 
“Hope told me you were looking for someone to 

go with to Maggie’s party this weekend.”  
“Mmm . . . yeah. But—” 
“Well if you don’t find someone . . .” He cut me 

off! “I wouldn’t mind going. I reckon it could be a bit 
of fun. . . .”  

“Oh. Okay. Thanks. I um, I think I’ve got 
someone to go with, but if not, maybe I’ll let you 
know.” Okay. That was awkward. But at least he 
didn’t flat out ask me. “Thanks.” 

He nods and turns back toward the front again.  
Hope is smiling like she’s accomplished 

something. Freaky weird. These people are weird, I 
tell you. Why would I want to start a relationship 
with a Holdout? They don’t just date. When they 
finish school, they usually pair off for life through 
some religious ceremony. And then they fill their 
house with ankle biters!  

Not the life for me, thank you. I like my freedom, 
my independence, and the Natural way of life. I’m not 
getting sucked into their freekoid, backwater ways.  

Everyone knows they try to convince others to 
become Holdouts and are always inviting people to 
their gatherings. Not that anyone ever goes with 
them. Maybe Hope’s plan all along today has been to 
find some way to get me to go to one of their 
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gatherings. Not going to work. I’m not saying 
anything more on the ride back.  

I place Lyra on my lap. I’ll try looking for cracks 
in the Uvein for the rest of the trip. I pull up the 
hacker sphere and delve in. Someone has 
downloaded and posted a bunch of code. It looks 
interesting. I scope it. One section is blinking. Maybe 
it’s an access point. I touch it, and a stream of data 
flows out, forming another data plane. But then it 
shimmers and shifts and morphs into an image. It’s 
the inside of a ship . . . or something. A 360 view 
inside a ship! But what ship?  

I look up and realize Hope and Loyal are 
watching intently.  

“What is that?” Hope asks.  
“I don’t know,” I respond. “Some Bionic or Alien 

ship, I guess.” 
“Looks like a fighter one to me,” Loyal says. 

“Look at all those weapon target-tracker screens.” He 
points to a bay of screens. I didn’t know that’s what 
they were, but apparently Loyal knows what he’s 
talking about.  

I pull the holo edges to zoom in on the screens. 
We all stare silently at the holo. Each of the target 
screens is a different map of a major city in New 
Zealand. The holo suddenly buzzes, flickers and 
blanks out. The crack just got sealed.  

My heart is thudding in my chest. I look up at 
Loyal and Hope. I think they’re as scared as I am.  

“That didn’t look good,” Loyal says.  
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I don’t say anything. I don’t need to. Loyal is 
right. I wonder if Dad has seen that holo.  

Resolute’s shop is bustling when we walk in. 
He’s in the middle of a sale, so Hope takes me over to 
the counter to get checked out. She holds out a 
ScanTab for me.  

“Revert to owner,” I read off the screen.  
“Aerokopa released to Jewel Peara,” Maia 

answers back from the ScanTab.   
“That’s it then,” Hope says. “You’re all sorted. 

See you tomorrow.” She smiles gently. It’s not her big 
hope-filled smile this time. That ship holo sobered us 
both, I think.  

“Yeah, thanks.” I give her a half smile. I’m not so 
thrilled I’ll be seeing her in class again tomorrow. 
But I am grateful to have my Aerokopa back. I dash 
up the stairs to the roof to find it. 

As soon as Maia’s doors close around me I 
breathe out in relief. This day has been too nutmeg 
and stressful. I don’t want to think about that ship 
holo or Loyal and Hope’s ideas about my dating life. 
I’ll tell Dad about the holo later and let him take care 
of it. 

I relax into my form-fitting seat. I have my new 
flying freedoms! I smile. Now if only Maggie were here 
to enjoy them with me. Oh well.  

“Cycle through new décors,” I tell Maia.  
She shows me each décor for one second. There 

are a couple hundred of them! My favorites are: the 
“invisible” one like Loyal had on earlier, an undersea 
one with moving plants and sea creatures, the top of 
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the Great Wall of China with views in all directions, 
and inside the Sheikh Lotf Allah Mosque in Iran. I’ve 
never heard of it before, but the designs on the walls 
and ceiling are stunning. I wish we could travel 
outside of New Zealand to see these places in person. 
Too bad they’re all in Alien-Bionic territory.  

“Home, Maia.” 
“Itinerary configured. Twenty-two minutes one 

second.” 
“Autopilot.” I grin. I don’t have to touch a thing 

now. “And underwater décor.”  
I recline my seat back to enjoy my underwater 

trip home. A dolphin glides above my head on the 
roof. We may not be able to travel far, but at least we 
can almost feel like we’re in other places through 
tech.  

Those Aliens changed everything with their 
Invasion, according to Dad anyway. Dad heard lots of 
stories from Nana and Gramps about what it was 
like Pre-I. The Invasion was 50 years ago or so—after 
the solar flares, the polar shift, and all the geological 
aftereffects. And after the Years of War. Actually it 
was during the Years of War when the Aliens came. 
They said they couldn’t bear to watch us blow 
ourselves up and ruin the planet. So supposedly, 
some of the Alien races came back to help us—to 
bring peace, cleanse the planet, and help us evolve to 
the next level. Ha! All the Naturals hate what they 
brought. That’s why we call it The Invasion. The 
Bionics, on the other hand, call it The Return.  
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A school of clown fish swims around me on the 
walls. These new décors really are fazmatic. 
Sometimes I think Dad should have named me 
something to do with the ocean. I love paddling my 
kayak over the smooth clear water. Then, when I get 
to just the right spot, I lean back and float, soaking 
up the sun and listening to nothing more than the 
pure, unadulterated sounds of nature. I should go 
kayaking tonight. 

Maia pads down in our hangar. Dad’s Aerokopa 
is here too. What’s he doing home so early? I climb 
out and walk into the neut.   

“Welcome home, Jewel.” The same motherly tone 
and words have greeted me my entire life.  

“Basic please, Pooter.” I call the home computer 
system, “Pooter.” I couldn’t say “computer” as a little 
kid, so my dad had it recognize my calling it Pooter. 
We’ve never changed it back. 

“Basic neutralization commencing in 3, 2, 1.” 
I close my eyes as the familiar soft whir and 

breeze of the neutralizing chamber begins. I’m not 
sure how it works, but the chamber pulls off all the 
dirt, germs and yucky particles that have collected 
on me and my clothing throughout the day. It’s so 
much better than a shower and washing clothes.  

The air suddenly smells pure. Pooter chimes and 
the door opens into the house.  

My usual coming home snack is waiting on the 
counter. A cashew butter and banana half sandwich 
and an avocado shake. Pooter never fails to sense my 
return and be ready for me.  
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My clothing temperature adjusts slightly to 
match our cooler house. Lyra is doing her job, 
keeping me comfortable. Where would we be without 
all this tech? I wonder if Bionics or Aliens have 
temperature controlled clothes. Probably. Bionics 
and Aliens. Oh! I gotta tell Dad about that holo.  

“Dad!” I yell as I head toward the lounge. 
“Daaaaad!” 

If he came back for a quiet place to think, I just 
ruined that. I find him on the patio, lying on a 
hammock with his holo files floating above his head.  

He looks up as I step onto the patio. “What is it?” 
he asks calmly. He’s always calm. I’m sure he heard 
me yelling through the house, but he’s waited till I 
found him to answer.  

“Dad, I found a holo of an Alien or Bionic ship in 
a Uvein crack. And the weapon target-tracker 
screens all had maps of New Zealand cities.” 

“Yes, I’ve seen that too.” 
I wait for him to say more, to assure me 

everything will be fine. He looks back down at his 
files and doesn’t say anything.  
 



				~			2108 
	

	

38	



	

 Breathe  

 
I leave Dad alone to think. I need to finish my 

homework. I try not to think about what he has to 
think about. It’s hard, though. I wish I could talk to 
Maggie. Her orb on the Mol, however, says she’s 
currently taste-testing birthday cake. Apparently 
lemon cream is the top choice at present.  

I curl up in a chair on one of the treetop lofts in 
my bedroom. I think I have the most natch room on 
the planet. I love tree houses, and Dad made it a 
point to tell Chou. So when Chou designed my room, 
he went a little crazy with the theme . . . and I love it. 

The ceiling and wall facing the bay is all one 
seamless window that arcs down like part of a 
bubble. The stars are gorgeously clear at night. But 
now, the trees and punga ferns outside sweep 
overhead, providing dappled shade. Chou installed 
NaturSpeak tech so I can hear the forest and ocean 
sounds inside, as if I was outside.  

Handmade tree trunks come up from the floor, 
supporting a loft bed against the back and two little 
open lofts in branches up near the windowed ceiling. 
One loft is for working on stuff like the micro models, 

and the other is for relaxing, 
reading . . . and doing 
homework. I’m sitting in one 

of the soft chairs. There’s also 
a hammock, but I tend to fall 
asleep in that. Fun, spiral 
stairs climb the sides of some 

4 
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of the trunks, and swinging bridges connect 
everything.   

The floor has a soft, spongy feeling. It has moss-
textured carpet that I love to squish my toes into. 
And in the base of one of the trunks, there’s a slide 
that goes down into my own 360 Flikpod theater. 
Another trunk has the ladder out. Maggie and I have 
had some good times watching 4D fliks and playing 
games in there. But that was before Reef attached 
himself to her.  

Then, of course, there’s the patio just outside 
that curves along the entire bay-view side of the 
house. I’ve got a couple of hammocks out there, and 
more comfy sitting spaces.  

An hour later, my homework is now done. It’s 
time for some “me” time! Finally. I love this time of 
day . . . I get to choose whatever I want to do. Today, 
it’s kayaking. I don’t want to think about any part of 
my life that has to do with being on land right now. 

Dad sticks his head through my door. He looks 
tired. “I’m off to Motueka for a meeting. I should be 
back for tea.”  

“All right. I’m going kayaking.” 
“Don’t go out too far, all right?” Dad looks a little 

concerned. “And keep Lyra close by in case I need to 
contact you.” 

“Okay.” I would normally give him some 
sarcastic response if he gave me instructions like 
that. But not today. “Sometimes I wish we could 
have the widges implanted, then you’d never have to 
worry . . . and our data would always be safe.” 
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Dad raises his eyebrows. “Dat scanners can take 
identities from implanted widges just as easily. If 
you’re just careful, you won’t lose it. You could 
always clip-link it to your clothes with Cpydyr 
Thread. That’s never let me down.” 

“That’s so fossil, Dad! I might as well still call 
Lyra a ‘SEC card’ like Nana does.” I sigh.  

“Love you, Charmskin,” Dad says as he leaves 
my room. 

“Love you too, Dad.” 
I put my togs on and loop Lyra securely through 

a hole at the waistband. She should stay.  
I head across my patio toward the track that 

leads down to the beach. The short trek through the 
bush of punga tree ferns is delightful. Punga ferns 
are so feathery and fairy-like. And I love the feel of 
the golden sand between my toes once I reach the 
beach. It never fails to soothe me. The sun heats up 
my skin comfortingly. The stress of the day fades 
with each step closer to the beckoning ocean. 

I paddle to my favorite bay, giving my arms and 
back a good workout. No one else is in my bay, just 
the way I like it. I lie back on the kayak and shield 
my eyes with my arm. I close my eyes and listen to 
the water lapping against the sides of my boat. The 
wind gently brushes my face. The problems of the 
day seem miniscule . . . distant . . . weightless. The 
party doesn’t exist. The Holdouts don’t exist. There 
are no Trollers. It’s just me, the water, the lowering 
sun, the lush coastline, the caress of the breeze, the 
whistle of birds . . . 
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I drift. Maybe I even fall 
asleep for a moment or two. 

This is enjoying life. 
Something splashes softly 

nearby. Probably a fish. I 
keep my eyes closed for a 
few more minutes. It’s 

getting close to 
sunset. I should 

go home. Dad doesn’t 
like me on the water 
after dark. I don’t 

blame him. 
I open my eyes and sit 

up. Then I scream, or at 
least I should be screaming. 
I’m telling myself to 

scream, but I’m so freaked 
out, I can’t make a noise.  

Treading water right next to my boat is a guy, 
maybe a little older than me. But that’s where any 
similarities stop. He looks slightly Asian, slightly 
European. His head is shaved. His face, scalp, 
shoulders and who knows how much more of his 
body, have tattoos and metallic skin graft looking 
things scattered across them. He has a row of 
piercings below his lower lip, like four little black 
tubes stuck through his skin. And he has muscles 
like Hercules. He’s massive. 

He looks amused at my fear. “Do you always 
take naps in the middle of a bay?” he says in an 
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unusual, kind of old-fashioned, accent. He’s even 
smiling.  

I don’t say anything. I can’t. I’m in shock.  
“Ai! I’m not going to hurt you.” He sounds like 

he’s trying to be nice.  
My heart rate doesn’t believe him. It pounds in 

my ears. Some of the Holdouts and Maoris have 
tattoos on their faces or bodies, but not like this. It’s 
so unnatural. And there are metal wires and things 
under some of his skin. No one that I know of would 
have piercings, metallic skin grafts and tattoos like 
that unless . . . unless he was a Bionic! 

I gasp as my brain finally grasps what kind of 
guy this is. The type I’ve both feared and been 
fascinated with since childhood. The ones who work 
with the Aliens, the invaders, the beings who are 
pushing the human race into a warped and 
unnatural evolution. This is a Bionic from the 
trolling ship. A Troller. An enemy and spy. This is not 
good.  

I need to run away, but I’m in a boat. In the 
middle of a bay, maybe a hundred and fifty meters 
from shore. He can probably swim as fast as I can 
paddle, maybe faster. His muscles are huge. I’m 
fascinated by the metallic glint on portions of his 
skin that are probably made of Alien metals . . . that 
do what? What will he do to me? 

He’s still looking at me, amused. It’s unnerving.  
I look around. There’s no one else in sight. 

Where’s a fisherman when you need one? What do I 
do? I clench my paddle. Maybe I could do some 
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damage to his skull with my paddle. But it’s so 
lightweight it would probably just bounce off his 
smiling face.  

I’m in full panic now. I have not run through this 
scenario in my head before. I have no escape plan to 
call upon. I just stare at him with my eyes wide open. 
I’m sure my mouth is hanging open too, ready for a 
mozzie to fly in. 

The guy chuckles. He actually laughs! “Didn’t 
mean to scare you. You’ve never seen a Bionic, 
yeah?”  

I keep staring. Arms tense, ready to fight for my 
life if I have to. The thought suddenly occurs to me to 
ring the authorities on Lyra. I slowly start moving 
one hand toward her at my waistband. 

I look down at her, and then gasp again. She’s 
not there! I must have lost her somewhere. She’s not 
on the floor of my kayak either.  

“Looking for this?” He smiles and holds up my 
long, skinny widge. 

I stare at Lyra. This has just gone from bad to 
worse.  

“I’ll give it back to you on one condition.” 
I have to clear my throat and moisten my paper 

dry mouth before I can speak. “What?” 
“Give me a chance to explain why I’m here before 

you ring anyone for help.” 
That’s weird. Bionics aren’t supposed to be nice  

. . . are they? They take over nations with the Aliens.  
“Okay,” I say hesitantly. I want my widge back.  
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He holds her out to me. I snatch her and decide 
to ring the authorities anyway. I tap the edge. Lyra 
chimes, waiting for instructions. 

“Wait! Let me explain first. I’ll get in heaps of 
trouble if you dob me in.”  

“You bet you will.” Good, now he’s scared. But 
what do I do? He wouldn’t really want to hurt me if 
he gave me my widge back, right?  

“Cancel,” I tell Lyra. She chimes again in 
response. 

I keep my fingers near the edge though. “Start 
talking. You’ve got fifteen seconds.” I’m either a softy 
or a fool . . . or both. 

“My father is captain of the trolling ship that’s 
stuck in Port Nelson. Our crew of x-cons is going a 
bit stir crazy. I couldn’t stand it anymore. And my 
father,” he says scowling, “is not very pleasant any 
time, much less when we’re stuck at port.” He’s 
talking fast. “I snuck off into the water because I can 
swim underwater. I just came out looking for a bit of 
space and freedom.” 

He hits a resonant chord with me on that one. 
He continues, “I’m working on getting my 

tracking device out, but I don’t have all the tools I 
need. I want to be able to go places without my 
father knowing where I’m at.” He points to the head 
of a sea serpent tattooed around his right wrist. 
There’s a metallic skin graft thing in the sea 
serpent’s head that makes it glisten. I guess that 
holds the tracking device. There’s another metallic 
skin graft above the Bionic’s left eye too. It’s shaped 
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like a dragon, breathing flames. The dragon’s body 
curls down around the left side of his face. 

I’m still staring at him, probably still with my 
mouth open.  

He smiles again. “Apparently I’m not the only 
one who likes to find places to get away.” 

That’s it? He’s a teenage Bionic trying to get 
away from his dad? Do I believe him? Trollers are 
known to be shameless liars.  

“But you’re a spy,” I say, still with my widge at 
the ready. That was a stupid thing to say, but I forge 
ahead. “Why should I trust you?”  

“Do you have any valuable information I can 
take back?” His eyes are twinkling.  

Why do I have this crazy ability to amuse 
members of the male species when I’m not trying to? 
“I don’t think so . . .” I answer.  

“Then you don’t have to worry about me, right?”  
Does that even make sense? How would I know 

what kind of information he’s looking for?  
“Why did you come over to me in the first place?” 
“I’ve never met a Natural from New Zealand, 

except for the government convoys that talk with my 
father. And you looked as harmless—” 

“And defenseless,” I interject. 
“. . . as any,” he finishes. “Naturals are 

interesting to me.”  
“But you could get into heaps of trouble if any of 

our authorities find you off the ship, right?” 
“Yes.” He glances at my hand holding Lyra.  
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“So now what? I just let you go? Let you swim 
away as if nothing happened?” 

He suddenly seems distracted, like he hears 
something. He holds his right hand out in front of 
him, palm down. A hologram of a man, I’m guessing 
his father, appears above the sea serpent’s head. The 
man has very short gray hair growing over the 
tattoos, and he has skin implants on his scalp and 
face. A gold-rimmed ocular lens—one that’s probably 
controlled by brainwaves—is attached to a skin graft 
above his left eye. His neck and shoulder muscles 
are huge, like a wrestler’s. Hercules’s dad. 

I can see the holo move, but I can’t hear what it’s 
saying. The sound must be directly in this guy’s ears. 
The Bionic winces briefly at something his father 
says. He has a hard time keeping eye contact with 
the holo.  

“I’ll come back when I’m ready, sir.” 
The holo man seems to burst with anger.  
The guy in front of me winces slightly again but 

seems more determined than ever. “I won’t botch 
things for you, sir. Everything’s fine.” 

There’s one more outburst from the holo man 
and then he disappears.  

The guy in front of me lets out a breath. “My 
apologies.” 

“You weren’t lying about your father, I guess,” I 
offer. 

He lightens a bit. “No. He’s a nightmare. Right 
now he’s worried I’ll get caught, create an 
international incident. Things are a bit tense right 
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now, but I’m guessing you know that already. He 
wants to be able to come back for business.”  

“For spying or plastics?” I can’t help asking. 
A corner of his mouth turns up. “Both.” 
At least he’s honest about that. 
“So do you trust me now?” 
I’m not sure I trust him about anything. Why 

should I? But it doesn’t seem like he wants to harm 
me. “Only a little.” 

“Fair enough.” He shrugs.  
“So now I just let you go, swim your way back to 

the ship so you can keep spying on us?” 
“Or you could help a Bionic trying to gain some 

freedom from a life of forced labor.” His smile really is 
disarming. “Would you trust me enough to loan me a 
flacker?” 

“A flacker?” 
“Removes flack, splinters, whatever . . .” 
“Oh! Tweezers. Yes. I mean, yes, I have them. 

Not with me, but at the house.”  
He laughs again. What is it with men laughing at 

me? “Well, tweezers might work, but I was hoping for 
a small tool with a thin sharp blade. I finally got the 
lethal snags disabled, but I need something sharp to 
cut out the actual tracker.” He points to the skin 
graft, sea serpent thing on his wrist again. “Could I 
borrow one? I couldn’t risk nicking one off the boat. 
The medic on our ship is overprotective. Locks 
everything up.” 

“A thin sharp blade?” I would be supplying a 
Bionic with a weapon. Am I stupid? I get distracted 
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by the metal lines on the head of the sea serpent. I 
can’t imagine just digging into one of those lines with 
a knife. What if he tries to hurt me with the knife? 
It’s small, though. He wouldn’t ask for that if he was 
looking for something to kill me with, would he? “Um 
. . . if I say no, will you still let me go?” I venture to 
ask.  

He looks crestfallen, and a shadow comes over 
his face. “Sure.”  

I resonate with his desire for freedom. I love to go 
where I want, whenever I want. To enjoy nature and 
solitude. Dad lets me go almost anywhere. He trusts 
me, as long as I come back when he expects me to. 
I’m glad he trusts me. As convenient as an implanted 
widge would be, I really can’t imagine having an 
implanted tracking device . . . being controlled by 
someone else. It’s illegal for our widges to come with 
the tracking devices enabled automatically. We can 
choose to enable them if or when we want.  

Why shouldn’t I help a Bionic gain some 
temporary escape and freedom? And if I help him, 
maybe he’ll tell me more about Bionics.  

What am I thinking? That’s crazy! I’ll decide on 
that after I get the blade. I’m going to get him the 
blade. I don’t think he’ll try to hurt me with it. He 
could have done that already if he wanted to.  

I point to a beach at the far left side of the bay. 
“If you wait on the beach over there, I’ll go get it. It 
will take me a little while.” 
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He smiles, with relief, I guess. “I can wait at least 
until my father calls to chew me out again.” Then he 
dives underwater heading toward the beach.  

I paddle the same direction. I have to go around 
the point near that beach to get home. Minutes pass. 
He doesn’t come up for air. Has he gone a different 
way? I look around in all directions. I don’t see him. 
Didn’t he say something about being able to swim 
underwater? Did he mean breathe underwater? The 
thought strikes like a thunderbolt. Who ever heard of 
a person breathing under water? That’s natch! Okay, 
maybe not natch, technically. But over the top 
fazmatic! That’s what those four tubes under his 
lower lip must be for.  

A minute or so passes. He appears near the 
beach. He walks onto shore then turns and makes a 
casual salute. He looks even bigger out of the water 
than in. He’s wearing only long, black, skin-tight, 
swim pants—synthetic, I’m sure. He is pure bulging 
muscle. How old is he? He has to be older than me, 
but not much. His face seems pretty young still. 

I realize I’ve stopped paddling and am staring. I 
make an awkward salute similar to his, and keep 
going.  

 I close my patio door and race up to my craft 
supplies to find a blade, then head to the loo for 
some disinfectant. There’s one thing I hadn’t thought 
about when telling him I’d bring the blade . . . it will 
be completely dark in about 20 minutes. Zooks! This 
is nutmeg! I don’t even know the guy’s name! Stupid! 
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I’m just being stupid! It’s my crazy fascination for 
Bionics that’s got me into this, that’s what.  

“Pooter, check to see if Lyra has been scanned or 
tampered with in any way recently.”  

“Scanning,” Pooter answers. “No unauthorized 
changes or scans detected.”  

“Is Dad home?” 
“Your father is not home.” 
“Good,” I say out loud to myself. I won’t have to 

explain going back down to the water at this hour. 
I grab the disinfectant . . . and a torch-light . . . 

and race back down the hill.  
I paddle hard toward the point of land jutting out 

that hides my favorite bay. The sun has sunk way 
below the mountains. The sky is a dark purple. This 
is stupid. Stupid. Stupid. But I keep paddling. My 
adrenaline is racing. Something inside is driving me 
to see this through. 

I round the point, and the beach comes into full 
view. He’s built a little fire on the beach and is sitting 
by it, cooking a fish he’s skewered with a stick.  

I slow my paddling down. He looks up and 
smiles. As I come closer he examines the fish, pulls 
off a chunk, and pops it in his mouth. It’s a Blue 
Cod. My stomach grumbles.  

I land the boat and slowly walk toward him. I 
offer him the blade and disinfectant.  

“Would you mind?” He holds out the stick of fish 
to me.  

We swap. 
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“You can have some if you want.” He nods 
toward the fish.  

It does look good. I pull off a few pieces and 
watch him set to work. I could just leave. I’ve got 
more blades at home. But I’m fascinated. He’s a 
Bionic. When will I ever get a chance to see another 
one? He takes the pointed blade and—I turn away as 
he slides it just under his skin into the side of the 
sea serpent’s face. I steal a glance. He’s trying to pick 
out something with it. My stomach turns. I don’t 
want the blade back now anyway. I can’t look at 
blood. I focus on the cooked fish.  

A few minutes pass. The fire pops and crackles.  
“That should do it.” He offers me the blade back. 
I grimace. “You can keep it.” 
His eyes lighten and he smiles. “So you stayed 

for the fish?” He gets up and goes toward the water. 
I’m stupid. “Yeah . . . the fish.”  
He holds his wrist in the saltwater and rubs it 

gently. Saltwater on his open wound . . . to clean it I 
guess. Apparently he prefers that to disinfectant. I 
should have brought him a bandage. Oh wait! 

“I’ve got a bandage in my kayak if you want it.” I 
forgot. I always keep a small first-aid kit in my 
kayak.   

“Oh, yeah, that would be great.”   
He puts the bandage on then continues to eat 

the fish. I should go. I should really go. It’s pretty 
much dark now except for the moonlight. And there’s 
hardly any of that. It’s almost a new moon.  
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I put my hands against the sand to push myself 
up. 

“So what is it like to be a Natural?” he asks.  
I stop. “Um . . . I don’t know. Normal? Natural? 

What’s it like to be a Bionic?” 
“Bionic.” He laughs.  
“Fair enough. Now we’ve both learned something. 

I should really go.”  
Lyra lights up. It’s Dad ringing! I have to answer. 

His holo pops up.  
“Hi, Dad.” I glance quickly at the Bionic. He 

pauses as he looks at Dad, then he just watches me 
and keeps eating. I’m glad the widge only shows Dad 
a holo of my head, and not my surroundings. 

“Hey Charmskin, I’ll be home in about five min. 
Do we need anything from the store?” 

“Um . . . no. Oh! Yes, I could use a few more 
craft blades. I kinda messed one up.” I glance again 
at the Bionic. He’s smiling. 

“Okay, ten minutes then. See you soon!” 
“See you.” I swipe the holo and jump up.  
“I’ve really gotta run. If he knew I was out on the 

bay this late he’d ground me.” 
The Bionic lays the stick of fish against the fire. 

“Can you make it back in ten minutes?”  
“Not really.”  
“Let me push you then. It will make you go 

faster.”  
“Okay . . .” 
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He wasn’t kidding. His kicking and my paddling 
cut the time about in half. When I reach the beach, 
we pull the kayak up onto the beach.  

“It has been a pleasure to meet you, Charmskin,” 
the Bionic says.  

“My name’s Jewel.” 
“Jewel then. Mine is Forge. Thank you for your 

help, mate. I owe you one.” He nods his head in a 
kind of a bow. 

“No worries.” I move toward the path leading 
home. 

“Will you be here tomorrow?” His question stops 
me. 

“Uh . . .” I look at the ground as if I might find an 
answer there. 

“I want to bring you a thank you gift.”  
“Maybe . . .” I look at him once more. I turn on 

my torch-light and run up the hill. He doesn’t follow.  
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Abel Tasman National Park: A splendorous national 
park at the top of the North Island. It surrounds the 
place where I live. A great place for trekking and 
kayaking. 
 
Advisor Qikd: Ugh! An Alien. Awful. I don’t even 
want to talk about him.   
 
Aerokopa: Our main mode of transportation in New 
Zealand. They’re like little jets that can hover in 
place, go up, down, all around. You get the idea, 
yeah? Oh, and all the styles are named after different 
birds. I have a Hummingbird. And I love it.  
 
Aliens: The beings who invaded our globe. I don’t 
trust them. They say they’ve come to help the human 
race. But that’s a bunch of monkey dung.  
 
Alpha mail: A message that uses letters rather than 
a voice recording or holographic images. 
 
Ankle biters: Little kids. They’re so small they can 
bite your ankles!  
 
Aussie: Someone from Australia. Or a description of 
something that’s from Australia. It can be used as a 
noun or an adjective.  
 
Avi: A large, shiny, mechanical courier bird, usually 
made of recycled bits and parts.  
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Bionics: People who are in league with the Aliens. 
They have tech implanted in their bodies. Some of 
them get their DNA altered with Alien or animal DNA. 
And some of them are even Half-Breeds. 
 
Blaze: Forge’s “Natural” name.  
 
Boundary Bay: The little bay just down the hill from 
our house.  
 
Brekkie: Breakfast. The first meal of the day. 
Personally, I prefer fish in rice porridge for brekkie. I 
think it has something to do with my surrogate mum 
being Chinese.  
 
Brightwater: A small Holdout farming community 
where Hope’s family lives. On their one main 
shopping lane are some of the best tech shops in the 
country. Resolute’s Aerokopa Shop is there.  
 
Bush: What we call the forested parts of New 
Zealand. 
 
Canberra:  The capital city of Australia.  
 
Carked: Dead or died. It’s slang. I think it comes 
from the word carcass. But I could be wrong.  
 
Cedar: Reef’s friend and Sahara’s boyfriend.  
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Charmskin: What my dad calls me. I guess it means 
“little charmer.” Either that or I have charming skin. 
My real name is Jewel Peara. 
 
Chooks: Another word for chickens.  
 
Cook Strait: The narrowest part between the North 
Island and the South Island. 
 
Crackered: Crazy. Like you’ve cracked and can’t 
take it anymore.  
 
Crickets! What some of us Naturals say when we’re 
surprised, angry, upset . . . you know, kind of like an 
expletive or cuss word, but not a bad one. I won’t tell 
you the bad version of the word some people say.   

 
Cpydyr Thread: It’s this really strong, thin, almost 
invisible thread. It’s meant to mimic what spiders 
make their webs from. We use it for tons of stuff. It’s 
very practical. Adults usually use it to attach their 
widges to their clothing. Kids usually wear their 
widges as clothing.  
 
Dat-X: Our holographic information exchange 
network. We access it mostly through our widges. It 
stands for the 3D-Data-Exchange, which got 
shortened to 3Dat-X and then just to Dat-X, 
pronounced more like “dattecks.” The Dat-X is only 
in New Zealand. The rest of the world uses the 
Uvein. 
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Dauntless: Holdout friend of Resolute and Serena. 
Married to Innocence. They have two kids, Inspire 
and Honor. 
 
Destiny: An endearing orphan girl who lost her 
parents to the USF.  
 
Dob: If you “dob” someone in, you’re turning them in 
for breaking the law.  
 
Fair Dinkum: An Aussie saying. I think it means 
“true.” But I’ve only heard it used once so far. It’s a 
weird phrase. Not sure where it comes from.   
 
Fang: Otherwise known as Alligator Man. Don’t trust 
him, even if he’s smiling.  
 
Fathuthinium: An Alien metal that is apparently a 
wizard to work with . . . according to Forge anyway.  
 
Fazmatic/Fazmaticly: Probably a combo of 
fantastic and amazing. As in, “My Aerokopa is 
fazmatic!” It does not mean fat and asthmatic.  
 
Ferns Emblazoned: A really natch music group. 
One of Maggie’s favorites.  
 
Flacker: A small tool with a thin sharp blade . . . so 
I’m told. We don’t have them in New Zealand, at least 
by that name.  
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Flik: Stories projected in 4D. You know, with floating 
images and sensory ambiance for four of the five 
senses. I wish they’d figure out some way to address 
the sense of taste.   
 
Flink: Our funky old Avi made of recycled metal bits. 
We took his name from the antique license plate on 
his back. 
 
Forge: The name of a Bionic guy I met. He can 
breathe underwater and is incredibly strong. And um 
. . . he’s not too bad looking either. You can find out 
a whole lot more about him if you read my whole 
story.  
 
Fossil: Old or out of style. Old-fashioned. Not too 
desirable usually.  
 
Frenze/Frenzing: I think these are the words the 
Bionics use for dance or dancing. I’m guessing it 
comes from the word “frenzy.” I’m glad I didn’t get to 
experience this kind of dancing.  
 
General Clasp: An Aussie general in the USF. I don’t 
want to think about him.  
 
Geoff Dixon: A twenty or twenty-first century artist 
from New Zealand. At least one of his paintings is on 
display at the Museum Hotel in Wellington.  
 



		
	

	

61	            Eyes Open   ~													
	

Good on ya! It’s short for “good on you.” It means 
“good for you,” “well done,” “good job,” that kind of 
thing. 
 
Graphic Pentaxulizer: I have no idea. But hopefully 
I’ll find out from a Holdout.  
 
Great Ones: I’m not sure exactly what they are. I 
think they’re either Aliens or Havies. They work with 
Isus though.  
 
Half-Breeds and Havies: Havie is the slang term for 
a Half-Breed. A Half-Breed is someone that is, from 
birth, half of one species and half of another. Like 
half Alien, half human. Or half human, half animal. 
Or even half Alien, half animal I suppose. It doesn’t 
count if someone has their DNA altered later. Those 
would just be called genetically altered, not full Half-
Breeds. 
 
The Hive: One of our main government buildings in 
Wellington. The Prime Minister’s office is there. My 
dad works there a lot. It used to be called The 
Beehive, but got shortened to just The Hive 
somewhere along the way.  

 
Holdouts: Sometimes they’re called a Holdie or 
Holdies for short. They’re people who have some 
really weird perspectives on things. They are pretty 
much the only people in the world who still think 
there are some sort of other dimensional beings other 
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than what the Aliens talk about. I haven’t totally 
figured out what they think.   
 
Holo: Short for hologram.  
 
Honor: The son of Holdouts, Dauntless and 
Innocence. His sister is Inspire.  
 
Hope: A Holdout in my class at school. She’s trying 
to be really nice to me, and we have some common 
interests . . . but I really do not want to spend time 
with her. She’s been a bit annoying actually. Her 
parents are Resolute and Serena. She has a bazillion 
brothers and sisters. Her older brother is Loyal.  
 
Hyperglafic Paper: You don’t know what this is? It’s 
that specially enhanced paper that looks kind of 
filmy on one side and reflective on the other.  
 
Innocence: A Holdout and the wife of Dauntless. 
They have two kids, Inspire and Honor. 
 
Inspire: The daughter of Dauntless and Innocence. 
Her brother is Honor. They’re all Holdouts.  
 
Isus: Well, I’m not really sure. People used to think 
he was a Greek god, the son of Priam. He got killed 
by Agamemnon according to history. But then all the 
gods turned out to be Aliens and the Holdouts call 
him their Advisor and talk about him as being some 
centaur or Havie. I’ll figure it all out eventually.  
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Jasper Peara: My amazing, wonderful, sometimes 
dense, and clueless, dad.  
 
Jewel Peara: ME!   
 
Joy: Daughter of Holdouts, Passion and Valiant.   
 
Justice: An Aussie Holdout who rescues children 
taken by the USF. He’s really nice.  
 
Kiwi: A person who lives in New Zealand. It’s not a 
fruit. The fruit is called a Kiwi Fruit. And the bird, a 
Kiwi Bird. Just plain “Kiwi” refers to the people. 
Remember, you don’t eat a Kiwi. You eat Kiwi Fruit. 
 
Korimako: My favorite music group! Ahh . . . their 
music is utterly natch. If I’m not listening to the 
music of nature, I’ll be listening to Korimako. 
 
Lamy: My favorite game. You have to solve a series of 
puzzles as you make your way through the three-
dimensional game. After each puzzle, you get a clue. 
And then the final puzzle is like a word game using 
all the clues you’ve collected.  
 
Lieutenant Rue: Otherwise known as Two Thumbs. 
She gives me the shivers just thinking about her. 
She’s some Alien-human Havie I think.  
 
Liv-Pac Case: A padded container just big enough 
for a person to fit into. It has its own ventilation 
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system so the person won’t suffocate. I’m not sure 
why they got invented in the first place. Who wants 
to be shipped in a box somewhere?  
 
Lo-Gos: People who prefer to get lost in their 
augmented reality or holo games. It’s kind of funny 
to see them walking around swiping at the air or holo 
figures. But you get used to it. See Pods. 
 
Lolly/Lollies: Candy, sweets. Yum!!  
 
Loo: Otherwise known as a bathroom, washroom, 
powder room, WC, etc. . . . The place where you 
relieve yourself! Haven’t you heard of a loo before?  
 
Loyal: Okay, he’s cute, I’ll admit it. But he’s a 
Holdout. He’s also Hope’s older brother, and Resolute 
and Serena’s son.  
 
Lyra: What I named my widge. It sounds fossil to call 
it “widge” when giving it commands, so I 
programmed it to answer to Lyra. Most of my mates 
name their widges too. See Widge. 

 
Maggie: Magnolia, my best friend. 
 
Maia: My delightful Hummingbird Aerokopa. A little 
two seater that gets me where I want to go.  
 
Matariki Day: A national holiday for Maori New 
Year. Maoris are the indigenous people of New 
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Zealand, but the holiday was officially recognized by 
New Zealand in the mid twenty first century. 
Matariki is the Pleiades star cluster in the Maori 
language. It also represents the time of year when 
the star cluster rises—New Year. It’s a time of new 
beginnings! 
 
Mate: It usually means friends. Like, Maggie and I 
are best mates. 
 
Maori: The indigenous people of New Zealand. A lot 
of the place names in our country come from the 
Maori language. A lot of our surnames come from 
their language as well. After the Aliens and Bionics 
took over the rest of the world, the New Zealand 
government encouraged all its citizens to take on a 
surname or family name that was from the Maori 
language. They suggested this to foster unity among 
all of us who lived and migrated here, and 
distinctness from the rest of the world that is now 
polluted by “enhancements.” I think it was a natch 
idea. My grandparents chose the surname, Peara, 
which means “Pearl.” They chose it because they 
loved the ocean, and it would be a reminder that 
something beautiful can come from difficulties.  
 
Mol: Otherwise known as The Molecule. It’s a 3D 
holo grid of your social life that looks kind of like the 
diagram of a molecule. You can scope around to see 
what your friends are up to, send them things, post 
information, that kind of thing. See Scope. 
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Mozzie: Short for mosquito. We’ve got heaps of them 
in New Zealand. But it’s about the only harmful 
creature on the Islands. Better mozzies than 
mountain lions or snakes, I suppose. Thankfully, the 
light energy emitted by the tech in our clothes keeps 
the mozzies away most of the time.  
 
Music Warper: A person who likes to make music. 
“Warper” for short. See Pods. 
 
Nana and Gramps: My dad’s parents. They’re from 
Massachusetts. Gramps died a few years back. Nana 
lives in Rotorua on the North Island. She’s lovely.  
 
Nano-Chrysolite Gas: Our main energy source in 
New Zealand. The Holdouts discovered it and it’s 
supreme. The gas conducts light energy without the 
harmful side effects of the old electromagnetic 
energy—which is nice since tech is embedded in our 
clothes. Nano-chrysolite energy is actually good for 
the body. And it can be used to grow plants indoors.  
 
Natch: Short for natural. It’s used heaps of ways, but 
always positive. It could be a compliment that means 
something’s good quality, a good idea, a good plan, 
or it could mean that you just really like it. 
Examples: “That outfit is natch,” or “That plan is just 
not natch. Got another idea?” 
 
NaturSpeak Tech: This is natch tech that allows you 
to hear the outside sounds even when you’re inside a 
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structure. It’s not something you’d want if you lived 
in the city. But where we live . . . it’s the best.  
 
Naturals: People like ME, who love things to be as 
nature intended. We don’t implant tech in our 
bodies. We don’t mix our DNA with the Aliens’ or 
animals’ DNA. We try to take care of nature as best 
we can. Most of us live in the country of New 
Zealand, the only country in the world (that I know 
of) where no Bionics or Aliens live. 
 
Neut/Neutralizing Chamber: The wonder machines 
that have replaced our old dishwashers, 
clotheswashers and showers. When nano-chrysolite 
energy was discovered, Holdouts embedded it in our 
clothing with plastic tubing (made from recycled 
plastics of course) to do all sorts of fun things. Well, 
it wasn’t completely waterproof at first, so they had 
to invent the neutralizing chambers to clean the 
clothes. It turned out the chambers were good for 
people and dishes too! They eventually made the 
nano-chrysolite tech waterproof . . . but we’re too 
spoiled to go back to washing with water now.  
 
NeutraServ: The type of neutralizing chamber that 
replaced dishwashers. But it does more than just 
clean the dishes. It sorts and stores them and 
coordinates with the cooking tech all controlled by 
Pooter.  
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New Zealand: Please don’t tell me you’ve never heard 
of our country. It might as well be called paradise. As 
far as I know, it’s the only country in the world that’s 
completely Natural.  
 
Nick: To steal something. As in, “Don’t nick my 
widge, or I’ll dob you in!” But if it’s used with the 
word “good” before it, as in, “That Aerokopa is in 
good nick,” it means it’s in good shape.  
 
Nutmeg: Nutty, crazy, off your rocker, a few sheep 
short in the top paddock. Got the picture?  
 
Ocular lens: A single lens that attaches to Bionics’ 
skinplants above their eyes. The lens hangs down 
over their eye and they can look at info on it. I think 
it’s controlled by brainwaves.  
 
Paddock: An animal pasture, or field where animals 
graze.  
 
Paldicine Alien Language: One of the many Alien 
languages. I have no idea how to read any of them. I 
chose to take Chinese instead.  
 
Passion: A really nice Aussie Holdout. She helps 
take care of the rescued children. 
 
Peace Chou: The Holdout that designed our 
fazmaticly natch house. He is otherwise known as 
“The House Sculptor.”  
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Plait: It means the same thing as braid. Not to be 
confused with a plate you eat off of—though it 
sounds the same.  
 
Pods: Cliques, groups, or whatever you want to call 
them. They’re groups of people who are different. At 
school, the two big pods are the Naturals and the 
Holdouts. Within each pod, there are smaller pods: 
sporties, study monkeys, technos, music warpers, lo-
gos, actors, etc. Maggie and I are both considered 
study monkeys, though I also have friends from 
other pods and could kind of fit in with the sporties 
or music warpers almost as easily.  
 
Pooter: The name of our house computer system. It’s 
short for “Computer.” 
 
Port Nelson: It’s mostly a fishing port, but somehow 
the Trollers’ ship ended up there for repairs. It’s not 
too far from us.  
 
Powder Monkey: Forge’s title in the USF. It has to 
do with explosives.   
 
Prime Minister Granite Kaponga: The current 
Prime Minister of New Zealand. He’s okay, a bit over 
reactive sometimes, but pretty good overall.  
 
Punga Tree Ferns: Oh, they’re beautiful. Look up 
some images of them on the Dat-X. They’re so 
graceful, green and feathery.  
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Quay: Kind of like a dock, pier or port. A place where 
ships pull up to load or unload. I like quay better 
though, because it starts with a “q.” And they call 
them quays at Port Nelson anyway.  
 
Queenstown: A town at the other end of the South 
Island. A lot of Kiwis vacation there because of the 
fazmatic mountain and water sports.  
 
Reef: Maggie’s love interest. Half Indian, half 
Chinese and complete goofball.  
 
Rock: Something that’s good, strong, or trustworthy, 
as in, “I’ve got a rock of a dad,” or “that guy is built 
like a rock.” 
 
Rosie: An Aussie Holdout I met at Resolute and 
Serena’s house. She helps run an underground 
operation in Canberra. I think she’s of Indian 
descent.  
 
Rotorua: A lovely little town where Nana lives. It’s on 
the North Island. I love visiting the Buried Village 
nearby.  
 
Rove: Oh goodness . . . please don’t make me think 
of him . . . it. Half cat, half human. Fully disgusting! 
 
Ruc Shova: The name of the Troller shipped docked 
at Port Nelson. It means, “The Merciless.” 
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Sahara: A friend Maggie and I hang out with 
sometimes. She’s in the study monkey pod too.  
 
ScanTab: A computer tablet device used mostly in 
business settings. They’re thin and can alternate 
between being ridged or flex. You can fold or roll 
them up. Some models even come with hovering 
capabilities . . . though, I’m not sure why. I guess so 
you could send it from one end of a store to another. 
Or maybe so you can spy on your employees.  
Scope: To look around or search for things on the 
Mol or Dat-X. I’m pretty sure it comes from the word 
“microscope.” See Mol and Dat-X. 
 
SEC Cards: See Widge. 
 
SensaLenses: Crazy contact lenses that sense your 
emotions. They change color depending on what 
you’re feeling. So if your eyes look orange you’re 
feeling “wild,” blue would be “happy,” and I think 
pink would be “romantic.” Why anyone would want 
to wear them is beyond me! It’s like letting people 
read your mind! 
 
Serena: Hope and Loyal’s mom, Resolute’s wife, a 
Holdout, and mother of a bazillion kids.  
 
Skinplant: Something like a widge or tech that’s put 
under a person’s skin. Sometimes it’s decorated with 
tattoos. They have lethal snags, so they’re very 
dangerous to remove once you have them.  
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Spirant: The most fazmatic invention ever! It’s a little 
pyramid shaped mask that lets me breath under 
water. It is SO natch! I can’t believe I have one now. 
Since it’s Bionic tech though . . . I’m not sure 
whether I should show it to anyone.  
 
Sporties: People into sport. Athletes. See Pods. 
 
Sprout: It’s another slang word. An adjective used 
when you want to describe something new, cutting 
edge and great. 
 
Study Monkey: People who like to study and are 
generally pretty smart. See Pods. 
 
Sydney: A big city in Australia. It’s where the Troller 
Ship is from.  
 
Takahe Bird: A bird that is practically extinct in New 
Zealand.  
 
Tartarus: In ancient history, it was known as the 
place of torment for the wicked in Hades. Basically 
Hell. I think the Aliens made up the place as part of 
their invented gods and religions. They needed 
something to scare people with. Or maybe it’s a place 
they actually made. I really have no idea. Either way, 
it’s not a place I want to visit. 
 
Tasman Bay: The bigger bay that our smaller bay is 
a part of. A wonderful bay to live by.  
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Tea: It could be the drink flavored with tea leaves, 
but it’s also another name for our evening meal. 
Some people say dinner or supper, I suppose. Tea 
works though too.   
 
Teak: A guy I know at school. He’s nice, fun, smart, 
very creative . . . and more than a tad weird. I don’t 
think you could ever be bored hanging around him. 
 
Techno: People who like to play around with tech. 
See Pods. 
 
Togs: What you wear to swim in—a bathing suit or 
swimsuit.  
 
Torch: Portable light. Some people call them 
flashlights. They’re powered by human heat when 
you hold it. 
 
Translucent Myopraphy: I really don’t know. If you 
figure it out, please let me know. It’s something I 
heard the Holdouts talking about.  
 
Trek: To go for a walk or hike in nature. Most often 
we trek in the bush. 
 
Trollers/Trolls: Bionics who troll the sea for 
plastics. They sell what they find to us so we can 
recycle it. Most of the Trolls are former criminals.  
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Trolling Ship: A ship that belongs to Trollers or 
Trolls.  
 
Trumpet Shell: A large, gorgeous shell that is 
endangered. It preys on sea stars.  
 
Two Thumbs: See Lieutenant Rue. 
 
Uni: University. In some countries they used to call it 
college. 
 
USF: The United Security Front. It’s the international 
alliance the Aliens helped, or forced, all the nations 
to join. . . . all except New Zealand. They’re the 
imposed worldwide security and peacekeeping force. 
I don’t think they’re very peaceful.  
 
Uvein: It stands for Universal Vein. I know, kind of 
disgusting name, eh? It’s like our Dat-X, but what 
the rest of the world uses. Occasionally, we find or 
create cracks into the Uvein, and we get glimpses 
into the storehouse of knowledge the rest of the 
world has. In school, we can take classes on how to 
find and make the cracks. You can even get extra 
credit if you’re really good at it.  
 
Valiant: Husband of Passion, father of Joy. An 
Aussie Holdout.  
 
Valor: A guy not much older than me. He’s a Holdout 
and works for General Clasp in Canberra.  
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Vice Minister Everest Tautara: The Vice Minister of 
New Zealand. Not much to say about him except that 
he depends a lot on my dad’s advice.  
 
Waz: An exclamation used by the Bionics. I’m not 
sure exactly what it means, but something like 
“That’s wonderful!” They seem to use it like we would 
use “natch” or “fazmatic.”  
 
Wellington: The capital city of our lovely country, 
New Zealand.  
 
Widge: The slang term for SEC Cards. SEC stands 
for Secure Entity Cards. Yeah, right. If you can lose 
them, that’s not very secure. And someone can swipe 
the info with the right dat scanner. Besides that, 
they’re pretty natch. It’s a personal computer on a 
thin card. Instead of a screen, it projects holographic 
images. Instead of a keyboard, it can be controlled by 
voice commands or it can project holographic 
keyboards of different types, depending on your 
preference. I prefer the sphere shaped holo key-orbs, 
one for each hand. Adults usually attach the widges 
to their clothing with Cpydyr Thread. Young people 
usually wear the widges as clothing. They come in 
various shapes and sizes. I’ve named my widge Lyra. 
 
Zooks! A term of exclamation. I think it comes from 
“gadzooks.”  
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Zōri: A Japanese type of sandal similar to Jandals, 
but better. And if you don’t know what Jandals are, 
well . . . you’re not a Kiwi then. In other parts of the 
world Jandals are called things like slops, go-aheads, 
flip-flops, japonki, chappal, thongs, sayonares, 
tsinelas, clam-diggers, chinelo, or just plain slippers. 
I like my zōri. They’re comfy and easy-breezy.  
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