The Patient


as told to A. Saville and S. Beckman-Harned by Sara





	My name is Sara.


	That's it.  Just Sara.  That's what you can call me.  If you want to call me by my Andalite name, it's Wisteria-Sirinial-Saramistrum, but Sara's easier.  That all the information I can truly give you.  No last name, no city, not even the country I live in.  For all you know, I might be living in some back alley province of Zimbabwe.  That's what I want you to think.


	You see, if you were to tell this to a Controller, who I was and where I lived, then they could find us, and then we'd all be in big trouble.  If the Controllers were to find me, then they would find Jake, Cassie, Rachel, Lyra, Marco, Ax, and even Tobias.  I would never be able to live if Tobias died.


	About who we are, my friends and I are Earth's only defense against a secret alien invasion.  You heard me right, alien.  We're not being attacked by the Russians, or the Chinese, or another foreign power.  They’re being attacked just like us, by the same force.  If they knew what it was, we might even be brought together.  The enemy of my enemy is my friend...it’s an interesting thought.


	Our invaders are not sixty foot tall monsters with six tails and tentacles like from some bad horror movie.  In fact, they could fit in your hand.  Not that anyone would want to hold a slug though.  They're called the Yeerks—six inch long slug like aliens that don't look like they could


invade anything bigger than a swimming pool.  Yet they can, and they do.  You see, the Yeerks have the ability to take over a person.  They enter through the ear canal, get to the brain, flatten into all the nooks and crannies of the brain, and take over the mind.  It's like Invasion of the Body Snatchers, only worse.  You can never tell her who is a Controller, or a person with a Yeerk in their head.  Since they can access every memory of the host they’re in, they act so much like the person they are controlling not even the person’s family would notice a difference.  There are Hork-Bajir Controllers, Taxxon Controllers, Leeran Controllers, and now, unfortunately, a growing number of human Controllers.  A controller could be anyone.  It could be your best friend, the next door neighbor, even your own parents.


	We act as a guerrilla force, striking, then pulling back, striking, then pulling back, again and again.  It's enough to drive you crazy.  We're going to stop this horrible invasion though.  We will stop them.  We (I)must.


	You're probably thinking now how a group of eight kids can save the world.  Well, it's because of a gift.  A gift from an Andalite prince.  My father.  It first started with just five; Jake, Marco, Cassie, Rachel, and Tobias, when they walked through an abandoned construction site.  It was there that Prince Elfangor-Sirinial-Shamtul crashed in his ship, and told them about the Yeerk invasion.  It was also there that he died, killed at the hands of Visser Three.  Visser Three is the only Yeerk to have ever taken over an Andalite body, and is the leader of the Yeerk invasion.


	Before Prince Elfangor died though, he gave them a weapon.  It was a ray gun, or some fabulous destruct-o beam, or anything like that.  It was the ability to morph, to turn into any animal we can touch and acquire.  It's the only way we can strike at the Yeerks.  There is one danger of morphing though, which is that you can't stay in morph for more than 2 hours.  After


that, you are trapped in the current form you have.  That's what happened to Tobias.  He is now a hawk.


	Ax came later, then me, then Lyra.  It was my fault that Lyra got into this.  If I hadn't been so stupid as to morph in a locker when I knew I was too big, she wouldn't have found me half morphed, and now wouldn't be regularly risking her life.  She could be living a normal life if it weren't for me.  I sometimes wonder if she likes fighting the Yeerks, and if she actually likes me.  All I know is, because of me, she now knows that she's from the future.


	Though there are things I cannot tell you, I can tell you that of all the sports from all the countries of the world, softball is the one I hate the most.  Why?  Well, maybe it's because I was nearly killed by it, and the Yeerks nearly had me.  This is what I will now tell you.





	"I hate softball.  I hate softball.  I hate softball!!"  That's what I was mumbling all the way to the playing fields.  It was Monday gym class.  Yay.  Great.  If it was one thing I hated, it was softball.  Luckily though, it was the last day of the dreaded sport.  Unluckily, our gym teachers had decided to do one big softball game that was going to be us against the other gym class.


	I looked up at the sky.  It was an incredibly blue color.  The same radiance that Tobias says my eyes have.


	I guess I should take this opportunity to tell you what I look like.  I'm medium-tall sized, shorter than Rachel but taller than Marco.  I have long auburn hair that I keep up in a braid, since it is extremely wild, and braided is the only way to keep it at bay.  In fact, for a human I look pretty normal.  The only visible strange aspect of me are my eyes.  They are unnaturally bright green for a human, and have a tendency to shift with my personality.


	My parents are dead, so I live with my uncle, Gran.  Actually, he isn't my uncle at all.  He's an Andalite nothlit, or person who stayed too long in morph, and was a good friend of Prince Elfangor's.  He had asked Gran to watch over me, and put me into battle when he thought it was time.


	My other visible strange quality is my speed.  I am unnaturally fast, which puts me on the track team.  Those are the only two unnatural things I allow normal people to see.  I'm half-Andalite you see, sort of like half Vulcan half human Spock from Star Trek.  I get it from my father, Prince Elfangor.


	Some of the abilities I don't let people see that come from my Andaliteancestry are my ability to use thought-speak, or telepathy, out of morph, and the ability to eat through my feet.  Andalites don't have mouths, so they absorb their nutrients from grass through their hooves.  To figure out what an Andalite looks like, picture a blue and tan centaur with to many fingers, elf-like ears, a scorpion tail, and stalk eyes.  Voila, an Andalite.  For a female, make that tan fur purple.  My grass eating abilities are somewhat embarrassing, though no one knows about them.


Therefore, I only eat grass when I have to, since I have to eat grass once a week to get certain nutrients.  I don't like to wear sneakers either, because of this ability, since they give me a stale aftertaste.  I guess it's one of those "You win some, you loose some" circumstances.


	Being a hybrid has also give me some special abilities.  These are that I can morph faster than the others and acquire deceased animals(Including dinosaurs).


	Back to what was happening at that moment though, I was being dragged down into the little valley where the softball field stood.  To me, it was a diamond of doom.  On such a beautiful day, I would have loved to morph into a hawk and ride the thermals.


	To keep my mind occupied, I went over my ice skating routine for the presentation tomorrow.  Not only do I run, but I ice skate as well.  The feel of the cold air against my face gives me the feeling of freedom, almost like flying.  That was before I learned the joy of soaring high above the tree tops though.


	"Why, oh why, do we have to play SOFTBALL?!?"  I whispered, so that the gym teachers wouldn't hear me.  Softball is my least favorite sport, as I have mentioned already.  To me, it's just too difficult and boring to comprehend.  Not to mention I can never remember which way to run.  Is it to the right or to the left?


	"Oh come on Sara, it's not that bad!!"  Lindsay, one of my classmates said.


	"You're enjoying it because you can hit the ball a decent distance."  I retorted.  "You're a softball player."


	"Well, maybe it won't be so bad."  Lindsay then said.  I didn't reply.


	We then we met up with the other gym class about halfway down the hill. About the only thing that was nice about this was that Rachel was in the class we were playing against.  Rachel is part of our guerrilla squad, and one of my best friends.  We are exact opposites though, just as she and Cassie are.  She's a shop-a-holic while I have to be dragged into a mall kicking and screaming.  Rachel's a drop-dead gorgeous model-look-alike, while I'm fairly normal looking.  Her hair has the uncanny ability to withstand even the harshest elements and come out looking like she just came out of a beauty parlor while my hair is a storm in itself.  I think the only two things we have in common are our crazy wish to beat the Yeerks up and our love for a certain sport needing flexibility.  She's a member of the gymnastics team, while I ice skate.  So how did we become such good friends?  That I'll never know.


	"Hey Sar."  Rachel said to me.  Sar is one of my three nicknames.  Spock is what Marco always calls me because I'm half Andalite and Saramistrum is my name that Uncle Gran calls me on occasion.


	Now that I think about it, before I joined the others, I was practically a loner.  Everyone except a few people like Lyra were paranoid-like.  Oh sure, they were nice to me when I was right in front of them, but Lyra's told me that many people talked about me behind my back.  I guess you have to live with that sort of thing when you're an alien crossbreed and people don't know it.


	"Oh, hey Rachel."  I said back, not sounding enthusiastic.  Rachel caught that.


	"Well, someone is determined not to have a good time."  Rachel said to me.


	"Softball is the last sport you will ever catch me willingly playing."  I said back.  "I'm terrible at it!"


	"Don't feel so bad about softball."  Rachel reassured, "You'll probably the one scoring the most points.  You will have made a home run before the ball touches the ground."


	"If," I corrected, "If I can even get a hit."


	"Enough whining now," Rachel said to me, which did halt my complaining, "We're at your diamond of doom."


	"It fits."  I replied, staring at the dusty brown diamond upon which we now stood.  "It sounds like that Indiana Jones movie, whatever it was called."


	"Temple of Doom."  Rachel corrected for me.


	"Same thing."


	We sat down on the grass as the coach, Mrs. Webb, started to explain how the organization of the game would be held.


	<Why are they going through the rules AGAIN?>  I asked Rachel in thought-speak.  She couldn't reply though since she wasn't in morph.  She subtly nodded in agreement instead.


	Mrs. Webb went through how we had a specific order, and that you weren't supposed to swing the bat until the ball was thrown and some other things that I only paid half-attention to.


	<If we're lucky,> I said, <Then Mrs. Webb will take all period and we won't have to play softball.>  Rachel smiled.


	It was then that I decided to turn around to see if everyone had fallen


asleep yet from the boredom of Mr. Blacksm's droning.  I looked up the


field and saw two figures walking toward our group.  I took a sharp inward


breath, because I was hoping that they would be absent today.


	<Rachel, don't look now, but Woo and Drake decided to show up.>  I said to


Rachel.  She heard me, and turned around.  She made a groan of annoyance.


The two school bullies, late as usual, had arrived.





"Strike one!" Coach Webster bellowed.


	"Come on, Rachel!" I shouted, clinging to the links of the fence.  She looked at me and grinned, looking almost exactly like someone on the cover of Seventeen, then readied herself for the next pitch.  Coach Webster  was pitching because she was the only one who (I)could pitch.  We weren't exactly the most elite of gym classes.


	The ball zipped through the air far too fast for my taste.  I could barely follow it.  


	"Hey, don't miss!" Woo bellowed.


	WHACK!  The bat connected, and Rachel was off like a flash.  


	"She didn't," I said loudly, glaring at Woo out of the corner of my eye.  She made it to second and stood there, calmly pushing back a strand of hair that had, amazingly, gotten out of place.  I shook my head, watching in amazement.  How could she be so nonchalant about it?  If I made a hit like that, I'd be turning cartwheels...well, so I couldn't do that either.  I'd be turning cartwheels in my mind, at least.  Lots of them.


	Rachel gave me a thumbs-up sign and focused on the next boy coming up to bat, some blond boy who started the fad of drawing the initials of the person you like on your forehead in green marker.


	"Hey, carrot-top."  I turned furiously.  Woo and Drake were standing just outside the fence, waiting for Coach Webster to sign their tardy slips.  I was amazed they actually had a reason to be tardy for once.  Maybe they'd bribed some teacher.


	"Carrot tops are green, you doofus."  Woo blinked, as if surprised, then scratched his head.


	"Uh, well—"


	"Shut up," Drake said, pushing him out of the way.  "Listen, fast-girl.  I bet you think you're real tough, doncha?"


	"Well, actually—"


	"I suppose you think you routed us, huh?" he interrupted.  I said nothing, merely sighed and changed position.  "Well, you didn't," he said, shaking a finger in my face.  I wrinkled my nose as if smelling something disagreeable.  "We let you think you'd won that time, but really we were just weak, coming home from a wrestling match, and didn't feel like tusslin' with a girl."


	"Really?" I said, uninterested.  "Funny. I seem to remember that you were lying in the dirt, trying to find your face among the rest of the grit."  Hissing, Drake made a fist, but Woo grabbed his elbow.


	"Hey, man, not with the Spider watchin'."  Reluctantly, Drake lowered his fist, but he was still glaring.  I matched his glare calmly, green eyes to brown.


	"We ain't done with you, fast-girl," he hissed.  "You just wait.  We ain't even started with you."


	"Hey, you'd better go bat.  It's your turn," Woo said.  I glanced over and saw he was right.  "That is, if you can remember which side of the bat you're supposed to hold," he added.  Drake glanced over, surprised at his friend's wit, and they collapsed into laughter.  I tried to think of a good comeback and failed.  (I) Marco would have thought of one, I thought with a sigh.  I walked up to home plate and picked up the bat.  I glanced at the bases.  Rachel was still at second, and the blond boy was at first.  He looked at me and slapped his decorated forehead, moaning in disappointment.


	"Everybody's a critic," I grumbled, grasping the bat carefully.  Another of my Andalite traits that showed up was weak arms; I was bad at holding things and worse at catching.  Coach Webster wound up and released.  I swung as hard as I could and, to my embarrassment, found myself turning in a circle.


	"Steeeee-rike one!" Drake shouted before the coach could.   I ignored him and gripped the bat tighter.


	"Keep that foot still!" the Coach bellowed in her bullhorn voice.  "Keep your eye on the ball!"


	"Yeah, yeah, thanks a lot," I muttered.  "It's easy for (I)you."


	"One strike, two outs, score three to two, jerseys' favor," Coach Webster informed the world.


	(I) Oh, no! I thought.  Two outs...I just (non I) know (I) I'll get us the third...


	The ball was coming at me!  About a million miles an hour!


	I swung as hard as I could, watching the ball...


	I opened my eyes to find that everyone was laughing and that I had thrown the bat.  By the look of the Coach, it had barely missed her head.


	"Heh heh," I said, trying to grin.  "One more try?"  Coach Webster, her face solemn, handed me the bat.


	"We gotta get you some chalk or somethin', Sara," she said, shaking her head.  I didn't tell her that it wasn't slippery hands, just weak muscles because of some kind of overlap of alien DNA.  I didn't think she'd buy that, anyway.  I took the bat and watched as she walked back to the mound.


	"Great underhand!" somebody bellowed from the dugout.  Probably Drake or Woo.  I ignored it, again, and readied for my last try.


	"Go Saaaaaar!" Rachel bellowed out to me.  I bit my lip.  I could do this.  I would do this.


	The ball was coming!  I planted my feet, watched the ball, and swung.


	WHACK!  It connected!  I didn't have time to be shocked.  I took off like a Blade ship.


	That's what I was good at—running.  It was the one sport I excelled in, and I was in my element now.  Time seemed to slow down as I ran through the grass.  I wished for one moment I could kick off my shoes and taste the grass.  The bottoms of my shoes were not exactly delicious.  


	I passed the first base and sped on to the second.  I must have hit the ball far...I could see people running toward the fence.


	I hit the second base and hurried toward the third.  Why was everyone shouting at me?  They must just be excited, I thought.  But were they shouting at me to stop?  Funny...probably it was the opposing team yelling that.


	I was heading for home!  I was almost there when suddenly I ran directly into Coach Webster.


	If this was one of those sappy sports stories, I would have made a home run and been carried off on the shoulders of Woo and Drake, changed by my sudden aptitude.


	This was not one of those sappy sports stories.


	I looked up, surprised.  The coach wasn't a bit fazed by my running into her.  "Sara," she said, with a sigh.  "Stop."


	"What?  But—"


	"You," she said, carefully articulate.  "Are.  Running.  The.  Wrong.  Way."  I stared.  I think my mouth was open.  She pointed behind me.  "THAT is first base.  You run to first base FIRST."


	I gulped.  Maybe I should have paid attention to the rules, after all.


	"You're out, doofus," some boy said, dropping the ball on my foot.


	"Shut up, Strife," Coach Webster snapped at him.  She looked at me again and shook her head slowly.  "Sara, sometimes...sometimes it seems to me like you're an alien or something!"  She looked sorry the moment she said it.  She probably was surprised when I laughed.


	"Maybe I am, ma'am.  Maybe I am.  Are we going to switch now?"  She blinked and straightened up, as if coming back to reality.  


	"Three outs!"  All the sports maniacs sped to the dugout or the outfield, gloves flying in the air behind them as they left.  With a sigh, I snagged a glove and walked glumly out.


	"Hey, thanks for—" Woo started.


	"Shut up," I snapped.  "Shut up!"  I started running from him.  I saw Rachel.  She was trying not to laugh, looking sheepish, so she could come over and comfort me.  I changed direction and ran directly to the fence, as far away from everyone and everything as I could get.  Rachel eyed me and tactfully stayed away.  She could tell I wanted to be alone.  I pressed my back against the fence and dropped the glove at my feet.  I was about twenty-five feet away from everyone else.  Finally, I could rest.  I closed my eyes and let the sun warm my face.


	<Hi.>


	I jumped about five feet.  "Aaaah!  Tobias?"


	<Know any other talking birds?> he asked.  


	I grinned wryly.  "About five, actually."  I turned around, looking up.  He was perched on an oak branch, just above my head.


	<So,> he said.  <Whatcha doin'?>


	I froze.  There was no hint of pity or controlled laughter in his voice.  He must not have seen.  "Softball."


	<Oh.  Pity for you.>





	Tobias is another part of our group.  He used to have dreamy eyes, crazy


blond hair, and a far off personality.  Now, he has fierce hawk eyes, and


mottled brown and red feathers.  Tobias went over the two hour time limit


on morphing, so now he's stuck.  He can still morph though, because of an


Ellimist, and he acquired himself.  Tobias and I are twins, which adds a


strange twist to my still unusual life.  It's strange, but even before we


learned, I was so protective of Tobias.  That's why Woo and Drake have


sworn revenge.  They were picking on Tobias, and I beat the crap out of


them because of it.  Now, I've been avoiding them as much as possible.


	<So, how are things going so far?>  Tobias asked.


	I reverted to thought-speak so no one would think that I was talking to


myself.  <Just great Tobias, just great.  Woo and Drake decided to show up


on the one day I would have to confront them, I threw the bat and nearly


hit Coach Webster, and when I (I)did get a hit, I ran the wrong way.  So to


answer your question Tobias, everything is going as expected.>


	<Woo and Drake are still on your case about the fight?>


	I tossed my braid arrogantly.  <I guess they don't like being bested by a


girl.>  There was a moment of silence.  I watched someone from the other


team send a ball flying to second base.  <How are things with you?>


	<Well, I just finished my hunting a while ago, and since I knew that this


was your gym period, I thought I might drop by for a visit.>


	I gave him a look of shock.  <Have you been spying on me?>


	<No, I'm just really good at following you and my memory is good.>  Tobias


replied.  He cocked his head towards the softball field that seemed so far


away.  <Hey, speaking of Woo and Drake, they're up to something.>


	I looked in his direction.  Though my vision wasn't as good as Tobias's,


since his hawk eyes were more like binoculars compared to my eyes.


However, I could make out the little blurs of Woo and Drake behind the


chain fence.  <What are they talking about?>


	<Hey, my hearing's not THAT good.>  Tobias replied, <They are whispering


something though.  Looks like Woo thinks it's funny.  Hey, they're looking


over here too.  Sara, I think they're plotting something against you.>


	I glanced up at Tobias, and then took my mitt and punched it like those


pro baseball players do.  <Don't worry, I'm ready for anything they throw


at me.>


	I straightened up after a moment, smiling, and then looked back toward the


field.  Rachel caught a ball and threw it to second base.  They got whoever


it was out.  That's one out, I thought.  Tobias preened his feathers for a


moment, and then asked me, <How are things going with you and Gran?>


	My smile fell.  <Not well.> I replied.  Gran is my so-called uncle.  I


mean, I refer to him as my uncle, but in reality, he's an Andalite named


Granishi-Telvac-Jelteven.  He was a friend of Elfangor's, and agreed to


come to Earth to watch over me, at the cost of his Andalite form.  He's the


only family I ever really knew, and so I'm just as protective for him as I


am for Tobias.


	<Still having the Sandra problem?>


	I sighed.  <He still doesn't believe me.  I don't think he wants to


believe me.>  I looked Tobias right into his yellow hawk eyes.  <Tobias,


I'm really worried.  I'm afraid that one of these days Uncle Gran will come


home, and not be Uncle Gran anymore!  He'll be some slug that wants to kill


me!>


	I suppose that if you want to know what's going on between me and Gran, I


should bring you up to speed.  In this case, I'll use a flashback.





	This whole bit really began about two weeks ago.  It seems longer to me.


Maybe it is, maybe it isn't.  I don't really know.  In any case, the whole


thing started innocently enough.  Maybe even romantically.  I was at home,


working on some algebra homework that I didn't understand all that well.


Lyra's a complete math wiz, considering that she's one year younger than


me, but she takes advanced classes.  Anyway, Gran and I live in a little


house on the edges of town, more towards the sea.  I was in our living


room, trying to make heads or tails of some wacko formula that our teacher


had taught us that day.  What bothers me, is that teachers are supposed to


TEACH, not just tell us what to do, so that's why I had been at this one


worksheet for an hour.


	Right in the middle of grasping one of the concepts, Uncle Gran came home.


 He was actually home a little earlier than usual, generally around 7:00.


He works at the Gardens, developing and maintaining a program that keeps


the zoo part of the Gardens running.  He's a complete computer wiz, more


advanced than any human on Earth.  His program is so advanced though, by


human standards, that the people who use the program sometimes screw it up.


 That's why Gran is there working on problems with it a good portion of the


time.  He likes his work though, and I think that's what counts.


	"Hi Uncle Gran!"  I said, relieved to have a small break from my homework.


	Gran put his computer satchel on the ground by the door where it usually


stays, and came over to give me a hug.  "Hello Saramistrum."


	He sat down beside me.  Suddenly, I noticed something different about him.  Not like a Yeerk in his head or anything, but something different.


Something about his eyes.  They gleamed more brightly than usual, like


something incredible had happened.


	I didn't say anything, merely struggled to remember the formula for the area of a rhombus.  If Gran was happy, that was fine.  If he wanted to tell me something, he would.


	"So, how was school?" he asked.


	"Fine," I said.  "We had a substitute in math who couldn't figure out how to turn on the overhead and kicked it, and the fan thing broke and fell out.  She was staring at it in total shock, when Chapman walked by, and—" I glanced at him.  He wasn't listening, just hugging his knees and rocking back and forth a little, humming to himself.  "—and he was wearing a purple ballerina outfit.  He leapt up on top of my desk and started to do pirouettes..." No reaction.  I frowned, trying to tell what he was humming.  It was "Can You Feel the Love Tonight," from the Lion King, which we had watched last night.  I sighed and continued loudly.  "—and then the Yeerk was so embarrassed it jumped right out of his brain and headed for the door as fast as it could, and then Visser Three appeared and—"


	"Yeerk?" he cried, leaping up.  "What was the Abomination doing in your biology classroom?"


	I sighed, shaking my head.  The Andalite in him was still there.  I reached out, pulling him back down on the couch.  "It was math, and he wasn't.  Gran, what's with you?  Something's happened."  Relieved, he leaned back and smiled slightly.


	"Oh, it's...nothing."  He started humming.  This time the tune was "Embraceable You."  I rolled my eyes and decided to skip that problem.  I could get Lyra to help me before first period.


	"Sara," he said finally.


	"What?" I asked, brightly.


	"What do girls like?  You know, for presents and all."


	I looked at him sideways, wondering.  "Oh, I don't know."


	"Come on!" he protested, turning. "You're a girl, aren't you?"


	"I suppose so, most of the time," I retorted, putting down my pencil.  "Uh...let's see.  Chocolates, flowers, jewelry, scarves, stuffed animals,things like that."  He was staring at me, hanging on every word, but at the last he started.


	"What?  Animals whose insides have been replaced, in taxidermy?"  I grinned.


	"Honestly, Gran, you've been on Earth long enough...I'd think you would be more versed in our arts."  I looked around, then reached under the couch and pulled out a dust-covered, tired-looking Beanie Baby left from when I had babysat the kids from next door when their parents held a party.  "THIS is a stuffed animal, Gran.  A toy."


	"Oh," he said, picking it up gingerly, frowning.  "I see."  He put it on the table and sat, thinking for a moment.  "You did say chocolate, didn't you?"


	"So I did," I said, picking up my pencil again and trying to work.


	"Chocolate would be good," he said.  "Especially if I could eat some."


	"I don't know if that's such a great idea," I said, looking at him.  "I know how you Andalites get around food.  You want to make a good impression on this woman, don't you?"  He looked at me, a little miffed.


	"What woman?  Besides, I have overcome such...embarrassing incidents.  I am not new to the human body, as is your friend Aximili."  I shook my head slowly.


	"I don't know, Gran...I've seen you around pizza."  He smiled slightly, but said nothing.  "Come on," I said finally.  "Who is she?"  In reply, he simply began humming "Love Makes the World go Round" and went over to look at his reflection in the hall mirror.  I rolled my eyes.





	I finally met her three days later.  Gran came home singing, not exactly the most pleasant of experiences, I can tell you, and revealed to me that the woman's name was Sandra, she had blond hair (molten sunbeams), gray eyes (silver, dreamy eyes that look down deep into your soul) and was skinny (lithe and supple).  And she had agreed to come over to dinner, after being mollified by his chocolates and flowers.  Apparently Gran hadn't eaten too many of the chocolates before giving them to her.  I'd heard that love changes people, and it was certainly true of him.  He had to buy a whole new outfit, get his hair cut, clean the entire house, including the basement ("Why the basement?" I had asked.  "It's not like she's going down (I) there."  "She might," he had replied, and that was the end of it.) and even paint the front porch.  I protested this last step, and loudly, to no effect.  Finally the Big Day came, and he picked her up at her house and brought her home.  I was waiting to make sure the candles didn't set the tablecloth on fire.  Even after so many years on Earth, Gran still got nervous around fire.  He didn't see the use of keeping it in a home when we had electricity.  I convinced him that candles were romantic.


	I watched from behind the curtain as they walked up the path.  She was pretty, sure enough, and beautiful when she smiled.  She had shaggy, shoulder-length blond curly hair which reminded me somehow of Tobias.


	"Hi," I said, as they came in. 


	"Oh, you must be Sara," she said, coming over to me.  "I've heard so much about you.  Your eyes are as green as Gran said they were."  They'd been talking about my (I) eyes?  I glared at Gran, but he didn't notice.


	"Sara, take her coat," Gran said.  Great.  Now I was a servant.  I took Sandra's coat and glowered all the way back to the table, but my misgivings were slowly dissolved as dinner went on.  She was really very nice, and she brought out a side of Gran I had never seen before, outgoing and funny.  Usually he was more introverted and curious about everything.  I didn't mind this new side, and was beginning to wonder whether having a mom would be so bad when I found myself looking at Sandra.  Her hair was pretty interesting, really darker than Tobias's was.  I was still looking at her when I felt my vision shift, like when you're trying to find one of the messages in those Magic Eye things.  For an instant Sandra split into two, and I saw her separately from the viewpoint of each eye, and then suddenly I could see (I) through her head, to her brain...and to the glowing, fluorescent Yeerk wrapped around it.


	I had been reaching for the salad dressing, and when I jerked it tipped over and spilled all over the bread.  "Sara!" Gran cried.  I leapt up, staring involuntarily at Sandra.  She looked at me innocently, with concern...just as a woman should look at her date's adopted daughter who had apparently had a convulsion.


	"I—I'm sorry," I stuttered, clutching the side of the table.  "I don't feel too well...I think I'm going to throw up..."  I tore my eyes away from Sandra and ran out.


	I stood in the bathroom staring at the sink.  The strange ability to sense a Yeerk that had somehow been birthed from the merging of Andalite and human DNA when I was conceived had made another appearance.  And I had no idea what to do about it.  Against my will, hot tears began to roll down my face.  How could I take love away from Gran when he had just found it?


	"Sara?"  Quickly I scrubbed at my face with a towel and turned to the doorway. "Sara, are you all right?"


	"I'm fine," I croaked, trying to get control over my voice.  "It must have been something I ate—" I hesitated as I remembered I hadn't eaten anything yet as I'd been busy getting the bread, just finished, out of the oven.  "—uh, something I ate at school.  You know the school lunches are out of this world."  I started to laugh, a strange, high laugh that was not my own.  "Alien, hey, I wonder what type they are.  Maybe Skrit Na, or Taxxon?  Ha ha!"


	"Sara!" Gran hissed.  "Get control of yourself.  You don't want Sandy to hear!"  I stopped laughing.


	"No," I said, leaning against the shower stall.  "No, I don't, do I?"


	"Sara, why won't you tell me what's wrong?  Sara—" Gran touched my cheek.  "You've been crying!"


	"No, I just splashed water on my face," I said quickly.  "Really, I'm fine."  He looked worried.  


	"What is it, do you not like her?"


	I looked at him, so earnest and worried, and sighed, blinking hard to keep the tears from coming again.  "No, Gran.  She seems...nice.  Very nice."  He seemed to accept that, though he still looked worried, and we went back to dinner.  Not all of the bread was ruined, and Gran easily cleaned up the spill, but the night was ruined for me.  Somehow, finding that your adoptive father's date has a parasite in her head that wants to take over Earth can make even the best spaghetti taste dry in your mouth.





	<I told him the next day,> I said, looking up at Tobias.  <He wouldn't listen to me.  When I kept trying to tell him, he just insisted I must have been mistaken.  Finally he got furious and almost hit me, and I haven't said anything since then.>


	<You have to tell him,> Tobias said gently.  <He has to get out of this relationship.>  I looked up.


	<What, d'you mean she'll break his heart?>


	<She might do worse than that,> he said grimly.  <Do you think a Controller would go out on a date with someone they don't know?>


	<What are you getting at?> I said, suspicious.


	<She must be watching him.  Somehow the Yeerks have become suspicious of Gran, Sara.  They think he might be something other than what he appears to be.>


	<But how?>  I burst.  <How could they know anything?>


	<I don't know.>  Tobias stretched his wings out, then tucked them back at his sides. <Maybe he said something by accident, or did something to one of their computers.>


	"He would never be that careless!" I said, angry enough to speak aloud.  "He wouldn't!  You have to be wrong.  The Yeerks are not after Gran!  They—"


	"Sara!" Tobias cried suddenly.  "You've got a—DUCK!"


	"What?" I asked, looking around.  "What are you—" I turned and suddenly saw it.  A softball was heading for me.  No, not for me—AT me!  My brain finally caught up with me and I began to duck—but it was too late.


	CRACK!


	I felt something hit my face with about the force of a pole vaulter coming down from the Empire State Building.  A sharp pain shot through my eye, and my vision exploded in sunbursts.  I felt like I was swimming in an endless sea, a sea of a thousand colors.  Suddenly, for no reason, a purple Taxxon with Lyra's hair appeared in the sea and said "Excuse me, but the children's books are on the shelf over there, by the Cliff's Notes."  I think I collapsed at that point, and another sharp pain shot through my head.  Then everything went black.





For a few moments, all I heard were voices, but they were so far away,


that I didn't really hear them.  I couldn't place them either, like they


were the voices of long lost ghosts.


	"Everyone stay back!  Give her some room!  Sara?  Sara, can you hear me?"


	"Someone go call 911!"


	"Is she even breathing?"


	"My God Woo, how hard did you hit that ball?"


	"I wasn't expecting it to hit her, just go over the fence."


	"Woo!  You purposely hit the ball that way!  You wanted to get Sara out of


the way, over some stupid fight who knows how long ago!"


	"Hey Rachel, don't look at me like that.  It's not like I PLANNED it or


anything.  She was asking for it."


	"All of you!  Quiet!"


	<Sara?  Sara?  Sara, answer me, please!  Sara, don't do anything stupid


like die on me!  It's one thing to die facing the Yeerks, but it's another


thing to die because of some stupid softball maniac!  Sara?  Come on, wake


up!  Sara!  Sara!>


	The voices faded into oblivion, and I was alone in the darkness.  I don't


know why, but I felt peaceful, as if I were only half aware of what was


going on around me.


	I had a few flashes of images of my past, my childhood.  I saw myself when


I was four, teetering on little rental skates, while Uncle Gran coaxed me


onto the ice(Though he himself was still a little shaky).  Once I had taken


that first step, I was hooked ever since.  I saw the multiple times Gran


and I went to the park, so I could play around on the playground.  I saw


myself helping Gran make cookies(And making a total mess of myself), I saw


my first day at my school, the way everyone stared at me(Green eyes like


mine are kind of hard to miss.).  I saw the endless days of sitting by


myself in the cafeteria, reading some sort of book.  I saw(and felt) the


shock of Gran telling me what I really was, and what I was meant to do.  I


remembered the first thing I morphed(A red-tail), and the utter freedom of


flying.  Then I saw the shock on everyone's faces as I showed them who I


really was, and not an Andalite as they had originally thought, and when I


saved them from certain death when we had to escape that night.


	Suddenly, the visions stopped, and I was plunged into darkness.  You know


that peaceful kind of feeling when you are asleep, and time seems to go by


real fast?  Well, that's what it felt like.  It was like that for an


eternity and a half at least.  It was like I was just sleeping.


	Slowly, swimmingly, I felt myself begin to regain consciousness.  You know how sometimes, in a dream, you can tell that you're about to wake up?  It was like that, only I knew this was no dream.  It was real. Before I even opened my eyes, I knew exactly where I was.   There was a sterile scent in the air, the faint stink of disinfectant, or like the floor of a bathroom after it's been scrubbed with something blue.  I heard a faint voice in the background.  It sounded like an intercom.  But over everything else was the slow, loud beeping of some machine nearby, a heart monitor, I suppose.


	(I) You are in the hospital, my brain informed me, and then refused to tell me anything else.  (I) Why am I here? I asked myself.  I couldn't remember what could have happened.


	My head chose that moment to rebel against the rest of my body.  First, it was just a dull throbbing.  But when I shook my head slowly, trying to clear it, the pain hit me full force.  It felt like I was being pummeled with a thousand softballs, stuck in a pitching box gone wrong.  I was sure my brain was about to burst out of my head.  Well, there went the question of why I was in the hospital.  But how had I hurt my head?  I groaned, and put my hand up to my head.  There was a bandage wrapped around it, and an IV was stuck in my arm.


	I opened my eyes and winced as the harsh light of the fluorescent squares overhead hit them.  I blinked a few times, and slowly the pain lessened, the glowing rectangles swam into focus.


	"Ah!" someone said.  "I see you're awake!"


	"What?" I muttered.  "Why am I here?"


	"You were hit by a softball, honey," the person said, and I looked toward the source of the voice.  It was a woman, probably in her mid-twenties, with brown hair pulled back in a bun so tight I wondered that it didn't hurt her.  "Then, when you fell, you banged your head against a rock, unluckily near the same place."


	"Softball?"  I said, confused.   I didn't remember a softball.  Why would I be playing softball?  I hated softball!  "Are you a nurse?"


	"Yes," she replied.  "My name is Sharon, but everyone calls me Sherri."


	"Sherri," I said.  "Why am I here again?"  


	"You were hit by a softball, then a rock," she said patiently.  "You suffered a concussion and were under for quite a few hours.  It doesn't seem serious and you probably won't have any worse troubles than a bruise, but we'd like to keep you here a few days for observation."


	"Softball," I said, trying to remember.  "Why a softball? I hate softball!"  That was the one thing I was sure of, other than the fact that I was in the hospital.  Sherri, who had been tightening her bun, looked at me sharply.


	"You don't remember?" she asked.  I shook my head numbly, wincing at the bolt of pain. "Tell me your name," she said, looking straight at me.  "Do you remember your name?"


	I blinked at her for a moment, frowning.  No, I couldn't remember my name...wait!  Here was something...


	"Yes!" I cried.  "Wisteria-Sirinial-Saramistrum!"  I beamed up at her, like I had just answered the hardest question on my math final.  She bit her lip and turned around.


	"Uh, ma'am?  Could you come here a minute?"  I turned my head, trying to ignore the pain, and looked.  Some woman with blond hair...my head hurt too much.  I closed my eyes.  "Ma'am, I'm afraid your daughter has lost her memory."


	"She's not my daughter," the woman said, as if insulted by the thought.  "but what do you mean, lost her memory?"


	"Temporary amnesia," Sherri said.  "Merely temporary.  Her memory should return by tomorrow."


	"Should return?" the woman replied, sounding worried.  "Is that what I'm supposed to tell her father, should return?"


	"Oh, it will definitely return," Sherri said quickly.  "We just don't know when it will.  It could be as early as a few minutes, or as late as a day."


	"Sara?" I heard her come over to me, her high heels clicking eerily on the floor.  "Sara, darling, are you all right?  Gran can't get away from the Gardens for another twenty minutes, but I'm going to stay here with you until he comes."


	"I'm fine," I said, smiling but not opening my eyes.  "Perfectly fine.  Except I have no idea why I'm here.  I know I wouldn't play softball." 


	"Sara, tell me what your name is," the woman said.  "Sara, please!  It's Sandra."


	"Sara?" I said faintly.  "It's Wisteria-S—" I stopped suddenly.  For some reason I didn't want to tell her.  Why didn't I want to tell her?


	"No.  Your name is Sara," she said firmly.  "Sara!"


	"Oh," I said, opening my eyes finally.  "yes, I—"  My eyes went wide, and I sucked in a breath sharply.  There was something wrong with this woman.  Her head...I could see into her head!  And inside her head, wrapped around her brain, was...was...a slug!  A big, glowing, ugly slug!  It pulsed with her heartbeat, and when she moved her head it contracted a little...


	I screamed.  I screamed like I had never screamed before, never since the time I was four and someone stepped on my hand when I was sitting by the pool.  The woman leapt back, frightened, her blond hair falling in front of her face.  I didn't care that she was scared.  All I wanted was her to get away from me.


	"Go away, go away," I gurgled, in mortal terror.  "Go AWAY!"


	"I don't know what's wrong," the woman was saying.  I opened my mouth, ready to scream again, and she backed away.  I wanted the slug away from me!  It would slither up to me, crawl in my ear, and drill into my brain...I froze.  How did I know that?  What was the slug?  It was all too much for me, and I fell myself falling back into oblivion.





	The next time I woke up two doctors were in the room.  One of them had a slug in his head.  When I screamed he ran out, saying something about getting a psychologist.  As soon as he left the room I calmed down and held my head.  The other doctor, looking very nervous, inched up to me.  When I didn't scream he seemed to relax a little.


	"What is it?" he asked.  "Why are you afraid of him?  Old Steve's nothing to be afraid of!"


	"It isn't him," I said clearly.  "I'm not afraid of him.  It's the slug."  He looked at me, frowning, and I rubbed my temples in a vain attempt to get them to stop aching.  "The...the slug in his head."


	"A slug?" the doctor said, sounding bewildered.  "Steve doesn't have a slug in his head.  What are you talking about?"


	"Slug..." I said.  I felt a tear starting at the corner of my eye.  "Not...slug.  Something..." Sandra appeared in the doorway with a man holding a clipboard, talking animatedly, and I stiffened.  "Something..." I whispered.  "Yeerk!  YEERK!"  Sandra's head snapped around, but before she could say anything I had fallen back asleep.





	When I awoke there was a huge vase of purple flowers on the table...wisteria.  And I remembered everything.  I opened my eyes and sat up.  The throb in my head was gone, replaced by a dull ache, easily ignorable.  I turned to see a medium-sized man with glasses, fingering a white box and standing nervously next to the blond woman.


	"Hi, Uncle Gran," I said, grinning.  "Took you long enough, didn't it?"  He almost collapsed with relief.


	"Thank Jarish," he muttered.  "I am so sorry I couldn't come any earlier.  There was some sort of plague spreading through the baboons."


	"And they're more important than me?" I said, pretending to be shocked.  "Why, Gran!"


	"That's exactly what I said!" he declared, tapping the box like it was a tabletop.  "But they insisted that the baboons were in danger of dying, while you weren't."


	"Come on," I said, crossing my arms.  "You're not even a veterinarian."


	"They needed me to turn off the electric fence.  The baboons who were sick kept shocking themselves on purpose," he grinned at me. "But who cares about baboons?"  He ran up and swept me off the bed in a hug, squeezing tight and swinging me around.  I laughed giddily, my troubles forgotten.  Finally he placed me back on the bed and eyed me.  "Well?" he asked.


	"Well what?"


	"Well, am I forgiven?"


	"I don't know," I said.  "I think I might make you grovel a little first."  Being Gran, he looked like he was about to get down on the floor, but I grinned and tousled his hair.  "Or...you could tell me what's in that box."  He grinned and set the box on my lap.  I reached down and tore it open, then gasped in delight.  It was full of my favorite kind of chocolate truffles, the kind with the fine lines of white across the top.


	"You," I said, stuffing three in my mouth, "are forgiven.  Automatically.  Forever."  Actually, it sounded more like "Arrachshheey.  Shrrershr.", but I think Gran understood.


	"It was Sandy's idea," he said, and I glanced up.  She was looking at me like I was a tame tiger, thought to be safe but not to be trusted.


	"Hey," I said, putting the box down.  "What's the matter?"


	"Oh, nothing," she said, looking at Gran.  "It's only the last time you saw me, you screamed and wouldn't let me near you."


	"Oh," I said.  I swallowed.  "So that wasn't a dream."


	"No," Sherri said, walking in suddenly.  "It wasn't.  You woke half of the patients recuperating from surgery."  I bit my lip.


	"I'm...I'm sorry!"  She smiled slightly.


	"No, it's all right.  Don't worry about it.  We don't hold you responsible."  She looked at me again and her grin widened.  "You know, when I asked you your name at the beginning, you gave the strangest answer!"


	"What?" I asked, scared to find out.


	"Oh, it was real long, and almost unpronounceable," she said, reaching up to tighten her bun.  "Um, let's see...Wisteria-Surry-Saramist, or something like that, I think."  Gran and I glanced at each other, and I looked down, suddenly worried.


	"What else did I say?" I asked, trying to sound light.  "I hope I didn't blurt any...family secrets."


	"Oh, you mean other than the fact that the family fortune is buried under the second bush from the right, to the north of the garage?" she asked, her eyes twinkling.  "No, not much, I think.  Mostly you just screamed whenever anybody came near.  Didn't mind me, though," she added, as an afterthought.  "Didn't mind Benny either.  The psychiatrist thought about you for five minutes and then decided he had no idea what was the matter with you and went to lunch." She grinned.  "Well, I'll leave you to your chocolate!"  She hurried out.





Nothing much happened for the next hour.  Sandra seemed to convince herself that I really would not scream anymore, and even sat on the corner of the bed and told me jokes.  They weren't very funny, but I was glad she didn't seem suspicious.  Once, after a long joke about Bill Gates parachuting from a jet which I had heard before but was still funny, she looked at the bandage on my head and sniffed.


	"Sandy!" Gran cried.  "You're crying!"


	"Oh," she said, wiping her eyes.  "It's nothing.  I'm sorry.  It's just that...my sister died in a hospital room like this.  I got there in her last minutes."  She blinked.  "I just keep worrying that you'll die the same way.  You even looked like her a minute ago there.  It's the way you laughed.  She used to laugh just like that, and she laughed right before she died.  She was crying while she laughed."  Sandra wiped away another tear.  Gran reached over and took her hand.


	"How did she die?" he asked, squeezing it.


	"Hmm?"


	"I said, how did she die?  Your sister?"


	"Oh," Sandra said.  "Loren was in a car accident.  She just...wandered out into the street, like she wasn't looking where she was going.  I think it was because of the divorce.  I—" She dabbed at an eye.  "For many years afterward I was convinced it was my fault, but I know now it wasn't."





A lump in my throat began to form, growing harder and larger, as the sharp


throbbing returned to my head.  Loren, I knew, was my mother.  I learned


that from the image of Prince Elfangor.  Did that mean that my aunt was a


Yeerk?  And how the heck could she be my aunt?


	"Um, I hope you don't mind, but I'm going to go to sleep for a while."  I


choked out.  Gran's eyes softened, like that of a concerned parent.  He


obviously didn't catch the thing about Loren.


	"All right Sara."  He said, "You go ahead and get some sleep."  He leaned


over my bed and gave me a little kiss on the cheek.  I managed to smile


halfway.  "I'll stay here with you for a while."


	"Well, I'm afraid that I must get going."  Sandra said, taking up her


purse and walking towards the door.  "I have some work to do at home."  I


inwardly breathed a sigh of relief.  I didn't want to have to sleep in a


room where a Yeerk would be watching my every move.  She smiled sweetly at


Gran, and then drifted out of the room.  Gran had a stupid grin on his


face, and sighed contentedly.  I groaned.


	"Uncle Gran, please, you've got to break up with her."  I said quietly,


but I pleaded audibly.  "I don't want to wake up and you not be Gran


anymore!  If she found out what I really was, we'd all be doomed!  I saw


the Yeerk Uncle Gran, I saw the Yeerk!"


	Gran seemed to pay no need to my pleas, but just pulled the blankets of


the bed up around me.  "Shh Sara, I think that the blow to the head is


affecting your judgment.  You need to sleep."


	"But...but...I have to...you need to..."  I started to mumble off into


oblivion.  The tranquilizer that had been given to me only a few moments


ago while Sandra was telling her jokes was starting to affect me.  I felt


so tired, and everything seemed so distant, and Gran's voice was so


soothing that I just drifted off into a very deep sleep.





	Who knows how long I was under, but eventually I climbed my way back to


consciousness.  I started hearing voices, like I had when I first was hit,


but these I could grasp onto better.


	"She looks like she's dead."


	"Nah, she's just really out of it.  Tranquilizers do that to you, you know."


	"Well, what type were they?  The kind for an elephant?"


	"Marco, don't look at me like that."


	I slowly opened up my eyes, and I saw three people sitting nearby.  One


was Rachel, whom I already spoke of.  Lyra was there as well.  She has this


very bright, very long, red hair that she usually keeps up in a pair of


buns on the sides of her head(You know, like Princess Lea.  That's what


she's called by Marco.), and is shorter than me by a few inches.  She's


also younger than me by at least a year.  Somehow she's able to be calm and


happy at the same time, something that I am rarely able to do.  She was


doing this at the moment while Rachel and Marco argued.


	Marco is a short, Hispanic looking guy who can find a joke in just about


anything under the sun, and beyond.  He loves to make jokes, as I


mentioned, and I think it really helps us all.  When you risk your life


daily to save the Earth from the Yeerks, you need a morale officer.  If we


were all on the show Star Trek:  Voyager, Marco would be Neelix, without


the ability to ruin some perfectly good dishes.


	"Well, look who finally decided to come back to the Land of the Living!"


Marco remarked.  I smiled weakly.


	"Hey Marco."


	"Sara, are you really okay?"  Rachel asked me, scooting her chair up


closer to the bed.


	"Yeah, I'm fine." I replied, "I just got hit on the head, and they're


making a big fuss about it, that's all."


	"They don't suspect anything--do they?"  Lyra asked.


	"Nah, I'll bet that they're just real squeamish about the fact that I


might have a bad concussion.  I'm due for some brain scans and skull X-rays


this afternoon."  I declined from telling them about the way my ability to


see Yeerks went crazy.


	"Yikes."  Said Lyra, making a little face.


	I sat up a bit, ignoring the dull pain in my head.  "So, what brings you


to this neck of the hospital?"


	Marco straightened up.  "Well, Jake thought we should come and make sure


that you were all right, and that the Yeerks hadn't found out anything.  He


sent me because he thought it would benefit you if I came with my ability


to make just about anyone happy, and that--"


	"He just came to check out the nursing interns."  Lyra cut in.  Marco


glared at her.


	"How could you say that I would do such a thing?"  His voice grew quiet,


"Though that red haired girl gave me a wink.  I think she likes me."


	I rolled my eyes.  "Give it a rest Marco.  I'm sick."


	"So did any Controllers come in?"  Rachel asked.


	I paused for a moment, not sure if I should tell them what happened when I


had lost my memory, but then I just said, "No one but Sandra."  They stared


at me.  "I didn't tell you about Sandra?  She's this woman that Uncle Gran


is going out with.  My face darkened, and my voice went to a whisper.


"She's a Controller."


	All three of them suddenly stared at me in shock.  "Did you tell Gran?"


Rachel asked.


	"I tried, but he wouldn't listen.  It's like the doesn't WANT to know that


Sandra's a Controller."


	"So what does she look like?"  Asked Marco.


	At that moment, Sandra walked in, smiling sweetly as she always did.  I


just wanted to say, "Stop pretending Yeerk, I know who you are."  I kept


myself under control though.  Instead, through a very painful


thought-speak, I whispered to them, <You're going to find out.>





	<You shouldn't all be here!  It's dangerous!> I said fiercely in thought-speak, at the same time saying aloud, "Hi, Sandra."


	"Hi, sweetheart.  How are you?  And who are all these strange characters?"  Marco snickered at the 'sweetheart'.  I glared at him.


	"They're my friends," I said.  "I feel great.  I wish they'd let me leave, but they want to take some brain scans or something."  I bit my lip, trying to avoid looking at her head.  I couldn't stand the sight of the pulsing, fluorescent Yeerk.  Suddenly something flashed in the corner of my vision.  I turned my head.  The Yeerk inside her head, or at least my vision of it, was sputtering like a candle!  I stared in shock as it flickered, dimmed, then brightened again.


	"Uh, sweetheart, why are you staring at my head?  Is my hair messed up or something?"


	"Oh!  Ha ha!  No, it's fine.  I was just...looking at your hair, you know.  It's...very nice hair."  Marco rolled his eyes at me, and Lyra shoved him.  Sandra looked at them just like an adult who is annoyed by children...or a Yeerk annoyed by humans in general?


	"Well," she said.  "I'd better be going.  Gran'll drop by soon."


	"Okay.  Bye!"  I waved and waited, tense, until she left.  I didn't relax until I heard the door at the end of the hall click.


	"Hey Sar, relax!" Rachel said, looking at me.  "What could she do to you?  She can't possibly suspect anything.  Why do you get so nervous around her all the time?"  


	(I) Somehow, seeing a slug wrapped around the head of your adoptive father's girlfriend, who is actually your aunt, makes you feel differently about her, I thought, but said, "I don't know.  Just weirded out from the accident, I guess."  Rachel didn't look like she bought it, but she said nothing.  A new nurse walked in and looked at us distastefully.


	"It's time for your scans, miss."  I nodded and glanced at my friends.


	"Well, it was nice seeing you."


	"Right!  Find out which doctors are you-know-whats so you can sue them for malpractice," Marco told me, getting up.  "Now, if you two lovely ladies would mind escorting me out of this disgustingly sterile place..."  He put out his arms as if he expected the girls to take them.  Rachel and Lyra glanced at each other and walked out, ignoring Marco completely.


	"I'll escort you, Marco," I said, getting out of the bed.  "You know, the doctors thought they'd test for certain genetic diseases while I was under, and gosh if I didn't have this weird disease they call epineria!  It causes an excess of sarcasm and rudeness, and well as haphazard growth of hair...but don't worry.  They said it wasn't (I) too contagious..."  He was already out the door.  Laughing, I ran to it and yelled after him.  "Ooh, my mistake.  It seems you've got it already!"


	"Very funny!"  he shouted back, running backwards down the hall.  "Positively hysterical!"


	"Young man!"  Some doctor bellowed at him.  "Will you keep it down?  This is a hospital, not a playground!"  Giggling, I started down the hall to the scanning room.





After what seemed to be an eternity, the humming died down, and the technician came back in.  "Well, it's all over now Sara."


	"Good!" I said, sitting up.  My head swam again and I tried to ignore it.  "How am I?"


	"You're fine," she said brightly.  "You're not as badly hurt as you could have been, and I think you should easily be able to recover on your own.  You should only need to be here for a couple of days more."  There was something hesitant in her voice, and I looked up.


	"But?"


	She glanced down at me.  "Nothing!"


	"You can tell me.  I'm old enough.  Do I have cancer or something?"


	"No, of course not!" she said, shocked, and I knew she was saying the truth.  "It's probably nothing.  I'm going to talk it over with our neurological expert-in-residence.  It's probably just a fluke."


	"What is?"  But she refused to tell me anything more.  Sighing loudly, I collapsed in the wheelchair again and let the lemon-faced nurse bring me back to my room.  Gran had not yet arrived.


	I climbed up on the bed and pressed the button, making the back of it tilt up.  I leaned against it and stared at the ceiling for a minute, wondering what the nurse could have seen, when suddenly I sat up.  I was hungry.  Why was I hungry?  I had just eaten before everyone came. 


	I reached for a saltine and munched it, but it didn't help, and I had no appetite for the stale cracker.  But why...suddenly it hit me, and I grabbed the cell phone by my bed.  


	"Gran!"  I said.


	"Sara!  Hi!  I'm coming as fast as I can," he started.


	"Yes, I know.  But there's something I need you to bring when you come."


	"Sure, anything!"


	"Can you bring over...like a bouquet or something?  I guess anything else and they'd get suspicious...something with lots of ferns in it, or juicy leaves or something."


	"What?  But why....oh.  Juicy leaves.  Sure!  I'll be right there!"


	"Thanks!  Love you!"


	"Love you!"  I put the phone down and leaned back.  I hoped he would come soon.  It wouldn't be the same as grass, but it would have to do.





It was another ten minutes before anything else happened.  I still was


hungry, and my head still swam slightly.  I guess I was having a biovitamin


jel3 deprivation.  Biovitamin jel3 is one of the nutrients that Andalites


must have, and since I'm part Andalite, I need it as well.  I'm guessing


that the effects are tiredness, and hunger, though that's how I was feeling


already.


	When it was about ten minutes, I saw two people walk through the door.


One was Ax in morph.  Ax had acquired DNA from Rachel, Marco, Jake, and


Cassie, and had melded it all into one person.  Thus, he looks like a


really pretty boy, which is kind of weird to explain.  Ax doesn't walk too


well on two legs, so that's why he was stumbling, and he loves food.  It


may have something to do with the fact that as an Andalite, Ax doesn't have


a mouth.  He also loves sounds, and will say more than he has to.


	Tobias also came, in morph.  After he had been trapped in morph for over


two hours, he was given the power to morph again a little later.  Then he


was taken back in time to acquire himself, and thus be able to morph back


again.  He looks something like me, though he has crazy blond hair and


distant blue eyes, as I think I mentioned earlier.


	I smiled.  "Hi Tobias!  Hi Ax!"


	"Ax wanted to see what hospitals are like."  Tobias said, "Or, as he put


it, 'Primitive medical infirmaries-ees'."


	Ax glanced around the room, and said, "Hello Sara--aa SAR-uh!  How are you?"


	"Better."  I replied.  Tobias shuffled uncomfortably.  "I just got


magnetized with an MRI, and Gran's coming over with some ferns."


	Ax continued to glance around, and noticed the saltines on my bedside.


"Is that food?  Fo-od?"


	"Yeah, I guess you can have some."  I replied, "Don't go crazy though.


Well, maybe you can go crazy.  I never was a big fan of this hospital food,


even if it is a saltine."  Ax smiled, and started to stuff five in his mouth.


	While Ax was gobbling, Tobias came over and sat at the foot of my bed.


"Sara, I wanted to say I'm really sorry."


	I raised my eyebrow, which couldn't be seen very well because of the


bandages.  "Why?"


	"If I hadn't been talking to you, you wouldn't have been distracted, and


you could have ducked in time.  But no, I had to go blabbing my little bird


beak."


	"Tobias, when have I ever blamed you for anything?  I would have gotten


hit either way.  You know how I hate softball!  I never would have been


paying attention, and Woo's probably suspended now.  And if he wasn't,


well, let's just say that when I get back to school, he's going to have to


worry about more than making a D in biology."


	"What's this-isuh?"  Ax asked, pointing to the IV unit abandoned in the


corner.  Since I was awake, and didn't have any stomach problems, Sherri


decided that it was okay to take out the IV.


	"It's an IV unit Ax.  It's used to administer either food or medication."


I explained.  "I kinda figured you knew that."


	"Perhaps."  Ax replied, stuffing more crackers into his mouth.  He had


devoured at least half of the box, and I mean that literally.  I reached


over and took the box away from him.  His vision focused on the set of


items used to start an IV, and started to turn green.  He swallowed hard.


"That looks like the set of tools we saw on the way in.  These doctors are


barbarians!"


	"Wow, with no stuttering whatsoever!"  I exclaimed, munching


absentmindedly on a cracker.  It wasn't going to help, but I had a sudden


craving for some salt.  I turned to Tobias.  "You know, the strangest thing


happened.  While I was getting an MRI, or more like after, the technician


said that there must have been some glitch with the system, or something.


She's sending my readings to some sort of neuro-person, though I'm okay.


Weird, eh?"


	"Sara, don't you go getting any more paranormal than you already are,


okay?  She's probably right, and it's just some fluke."  Replied Tobias.


Our conversation was cut short though, as Gran came in, carrying a fern.


Good ol' Uncle Gran had brought me a fern to eat.


	"Hi Uncle Gran!"


	"Hello Sara, Tobias, Ax."  He did a double take at Ax, who was still


looking sick.  "What's wrong with him?"


	"Oh, he just discovered the horrors of human medicine."  Tobias replied.


Gran himself started to look sick, but kept it under control.


	"You brought my fern!  Thank you!"  I yelled happily, "I was starting to


feel kind of sick."  I tore off a leaf and slipped it under the covers of


my bed, pressing it against one of my feet.  I felt the nutrients being


absorbed through my feet, and my hunger receded slightly.


	"Let's hope that no nurse comes in and sees you wrapping ferns around your


feet."  Tobias said.


	"One would hope."  I replied.  As if we had been jinxed, a doctor came in,


looking shocked.  Luckily, he didn't see that part of the fern was torn


off, or that I had the missing leaf on my foot.


	"Are you Sara's guardian?"  He asked Gran.  Gran nodded.  "I need to speak


to you about her MRI readings."


	We exchanged glances, as Gran was led out of the room.  Ax looked at us


with as much confusion as Tobias and I.  What had they found?





We sort of sat around nervously for a minute or two waiting for Gran to return.  Ax finished all the saltines and even tasted my fern to see what plants tasted like to humans.  He didn't like it, for once.  Tobias spent most of the time looking wistfully out of the window and asking Ax how much time was left.  Finally Gran returned, and we all turned to the door.  He shut it behind him, and locked it.


	"Great," I said.  "Something tells me that is not a good sign."


	"It isn't," Gran said, sitting down on my bed.  "Your MRI scan showed up strange "anomalies"... overdeveloped speech center, different organization than usual, even some new parts they'd never seen before."  He sighed heavily.  "Sara, they're only a step away from realizing you're a seelirt imok-it."


	"A what?" Tobias and I said simultaneously.


	Ax laughed a little.  "You don't think this is the first time an Andalite has become a nothlit on purpose for love, do you?  The Andalite DNA, as well as the DNA of the other animals that have been acquired, remains in a nothlit's bloodstream for ten years after he or she is trapped."


	"The Andalite DNA is predominant, of course," Gran said.  


	This time Tobias laughed, a little harshly. "Of course."


	"If the nothlit has any children, there is a chance—remote as it is—that some of the DNA will be passed on.  It was thought once to be a chance of one in two hundred, thirty-four billion, fifty-six million, twenty thousand, two hundred and—"


	"A very small chance," I interrupted.  Gran looked at me, slightly embarrassed.


	"A very small chance.  But the fact that I have met a seelirt myself...our theories may be wrong.  If only I was back at the Institute..." he looked wistful.


	"Is it only Andalite DNA?" Tobias asked.  "Or can another animal be passed on too?"


	"I don't know," Gran said, frowning.  "It would be an interesting case for—"


	"Study.  Yes, I know.  But why did I get the ability to see Yeerks?  Even Andalites can't do that.  And why didn't Tobias get this seel thing?"


	"The mixture of DNA can result in strange things," Gran said.  "Even the smallest mutation could change your entire physiology.  All the more lucky for us—your Yeerk-sight has been one of our greatest assets."  I looked down and said nothing.  If it was such a great asset, why was it scaring me?


	"Survival of the fittest," Tobias said, putting his hand on my shoulder.  "You could be the beginning of a race of humans that eats grass and sees Yeerks."  I grinned.


	"I'll call them the Sara people."


	"I do not understand," Ax said.  "It is impossible to name a species that evolves from you...it would take much to long, even for humans, and you would never meet this species.  Eeez.  Eeeeez.  Zuh."


	"As for Tobias," Gran continued.  "Probably the reason he did not develop the seelirt characteristics was because you were fraternal, not identical twins, come from to completely separate eggs."  He looked at me, smiling.  "Amazing.  When Elfangor sent me to take care of you, I never thought I'd be adopting a seelirt imok-it!"


	"Seelirt imok-it," I repeated carefully.  "So this means I really am half alien, doesn't it?"


	"Why, did you think you were human?" Tobias asked.  "Come on, Sara!  You're eating plants with your feet!"


	"I'm human!" I protested, turning to glare at him.  "I am!"  For some reason, it seemed very important to make the point clear.  He sighed.


	"You're about as human as I am, Sara."


	"You're human too," I insisted.


	"I'm sure you're both human," Gran said.  "But unfortunately, the doctors may not think so...especially the Controllers."  I turned to him.  Of course!  It hadn't occurred to me that Controllers would see it...dumb, dumb, dumb.


	"What should I do?" I asked, starting to get scared.  "But...are you sure they'd know that much about Andalite physiology?"


	"Neurology, and Visser Three would,"  Gran replied.  "Unfortunately he's coming for inspection...I overheard."


	"When?" I asked, but before Gran could reply there was a knock on the door.  He went over and unlocked it.


	"Hi, Gran!" someone said.


	"Hi, Sandy!  Glad you could make it!" Sandra. I stiffened.  Something wrong...


	"Hey, why was the door locked?" 


	"Oh, no real reason..."


	<Tobias!> I screamed.  He jumped about five feet.


	"Ow!  What?!"


	<Get under the bed!  Now!>


	We had been fighting together long enough that we immediately followed each other's orders without question.  If I had asked Tobias to jump out of the window, he probably would...and he would have been glad to fly again, too.  Ax stared at me as Tobias scrambled under the bed, sliding on the sterile white floor.


	<You're fine,> I told him, frantically pulling the covers down over the bed.  <Just don't act weird, okay?>


	"I never act weird.  Weird.  Weeerd.  Weeerd-uh.  Weee."


	"Hi!" Sandra said, coming in finally.  "Feeling better?"  The Yeerk still glowed calmly.


	"Oh, yes," I said, trying to push the covers to cover the entire bed while keeping the ferns hidden.  "Definitely."  Sandra saw a leaf and reached for it.  I heard Ax take in a breath.  Personally, I was having trouble with mine.  


	"What a nice bouquet!" she said, smiling. "Why is it—"


	"Oh, did it fall on the bed?" I burst out.  "Gosh, I didn't even notice!  I'm so sorry, Gran.  We'd better put it in some water, huh?"


	"Absolutely, can't let these wither," she said, smiling in a perfectly normal way.  "Gran, would you get some water, and a cup or something?"  He had been staring at her like any normal person would look at ice cream. 


	"Oh.  Yeah.  Sure." He hurried out immediately, and Sandra turned back to me.  


	"Oh, and your covers are all skewed!  You'll catch cold...let me fix them for you."  Ax groaned and I tensed up even more, if that was possible, as she pulled up the covers.





I gasped, and pulled the sheets back into place, hiding Tobias again.


Sandra gave me a surprised look, and Gran shot a glare at me. "Uh, Sandra,


I'm really all right.  It's just that I was a little hot.  They keep these


hospitals a little warmer than normal, don't you think?"  Luckily, Sandra


didn't discover Tobias or the fern leaves that were still wrapped around my


feet.  Sandra then gave me a suspicious look, but then covered it up with


that smile of hers once again.


	"Ah, sometimes, when I'm wearing a sweater."  She saw Ax standing on the


other side of the bed, trying to stay in the shadows.  "Oh, and who is this


handsome fellow?"


	The color drained from my face again as I tried to search for an answer.


Ax, discovering that he had been found, staggered out of my shadow, trying


not to look too scared.  "Umm, this is Philip, a friend of mine."  Ax's


usual cover story was that he was Rachel and Jake's cousin from out of


town.  I didn't want to give away the other's names though.  "He decided to


come up and visit."


	"Pleased to meet you.  Yu.  YOU!"  Ax yelled.  I gave him a sharp nudge in


the ribs with my elbow.  He winced, and stopped.


	"Well, it's nice you meet you too."  Sandra replied.  She glanced at her


watch.  "Oh dear, I have to get going.  I have a meeting with the--ah, the


Gardens programmers.  There's a couple of plans we need to make."


	"Meeting?"  Gran asked, "What meeting?  I was never told of any meeting.


Maybe I should come too--"


	"No!"  Sandra's face shifted fast, almost too fast to see, but I could see


it.  First it was the face of a Yeerk that was afraid of being discovered,


but then returned to Sandra's sweetly smiling face again.  I hoped that


Gran had caught the change, and might have started thinking, but he didn't.


 If only he had!  "No Gran, this is a meeting of the other part of the


department."


	(I)Other part of the meeting, my tail blade!  It's some Yeerk meeting


about what to do about Gran!  I thought.  Why did she have to play with


him, the way a cat plays with its kill?  Gran gave her a lost puppy look.


	"Well, can I at least walk you to your car?"


	"Sure."  They left, leaving Ax, Tobias, and I alone in the room.  I bent


over, pulling up the covers of my bed.


	"It's okay now Tobias.  You can come out now."  Tobias crawled out from


beneath my bed, dusting himself off, causing me to sneeze.


	"For a supposedly sterile place, this hospital needs to sweep under its


beds.  It's dusty under there."  He looked at me.  "Sara, could you tell me


why you just told me to get under the bed?"


	"Tobias..." I said, looking at the door.  "Sandra was Loren's sister."


	"Loren?" he said, standing up. "Loren as in—"


	"Yeah," I said, rubbing my forehead.  "She's our aunt."  I glanced over at Ax.  "And your...something, Ax.  I guess there's no real relation."


	"That's incredible," Tobias said, still staring at me.  "And if she wasn't a Controller I have enough questions to keep her busy for a week, but I still don't get why you shoved me under your bed."


	"Tobias, when...when our family began to fall apart, you were bounced between all your aunts and uncles, right?  And I got sent to an orphanage because I sort of got lost in the process."


	"Yes, but—" Tobias stopped and nodded.  "If I'd been in her house, she would have recognized me."  He closed his eyes, and I could imagine his brain sorting through the painful memories of his life before meeting Elfangor for the second time, when no one cared about him, no one human anyway.  I imagined him thinking of all the different relatives, trying to remember one named Sandra.  "Florida!" he said suddenly, opening his eyes. "She was the one who lived in Florida!  I didn't get to visit her often, but she probably would have recognized me."  He looked at me again, eyes wide.  "How did you remember, Sara?"


	"Oh, I don't know," I said calmly, crossing my legs and looking up at the ceiling.  "Must be the superior intellect I get from being a seelo meelo."


	"Seelirt imok-it," Ax said.


	"Whatever." 


	"Tobias, it is time to go.  Go.  Gooo-oh.  We must go."  Ax said, taking one more saltine out of the mostly empty box.


	"All right."  Tobias walked towards the door.  He looked back once. "Take care of yourself, Sara.  If they find out...just scream, all right?  I'll be nearby."


	"Hey, don't sweat it, all right?" I said.  "They probably won't figure it out and'll abandon me as a weirdo."


	He grinned.  "Hawks don't sweat, Sara.  But I'll be around."  I watched them leave, and tried to convince myself that I had been trying to convince him, not myself.





The rest of the day was pretty monotonous.  I quickly discovered that the


channels on the TV above me weren't very good(Mostly soap operas), and I


finished "eating" my fern leaf.  My bandage was changed, and I got another


blood test.  I quickly started to miss my friends, who were at least


allowed to stand up to go into the next room to get a snack.  I don't like


being treated like some sort of epidemic victim, and really wanted to go


home.  Cabin fever sets upon me quite quickly, especially while I'm alone,


and those people from "The Young and the Restless" don't make good company.


	The next day however, was a blur, probably to make up for yesterday.  I


was moved from the second floor to the third, into the extended care units,


in one of the rooms closest to the laboratories.  When I asked why, the


nurse just said that I was an "odd case" with an "odd diagnosis".  Great.


Clear as mud.  My usual doctors no longer were around, the ones who I


trusted(Or at least the ones that weren't Controllers), and were replaced


by strange doctors that gave me a creepy feeling.  That day, I was


scheduled for another MRI, an X-ray, and an EEG late in the day.  I would


have barely enough time to eat lunch.


	While I was being wheeled to my second MRI in two days(They still didn't


believe that I was well enough to walk on my own, even if I would feel a


little dizzy), I glanced over one of the doctors, one of the ones that I


was pretty sure wasn't a Controller.  He had a pleasant voice, and was one


of the ones that didn't act stingy to me or fascinated by.  "Dr. Henders,


what did they find?  Why have I suddenly become the center of attention


with all these doctors?  I thought I had just bumped my head."


	Dr. Henders looked at me and smiled.  "You did just get bumped on the


head, but that's not why everyone's so exited.  Sara, we examined your


brain tests some more, and along with your blood tests, which are also very


unusual, and we believe that you either are one of two things--the


beginnings of a new, more advanced species of human, or of an alien descent."


	"Alien descent?"  I squeaked, and laughed, which hardly covered it up,


"Yeah right, this is like one of those alien autopsy things.  I'm not


alien!  I'm human!  I don't know where you quacks get your ideas, but I'm


perfectly normal!"


	"I'm afraid that the scans beg to differ.  Therefore, we've scheduled to


do some more tests and scans, and find out exactly what you are."


	By this time, I was struggling to keep my anger under control.  That's


another problem of being, whatever it's called, a seelirt i-mok-imo, or


whatever--my anger will sometimes get the best of me, my Andalite anger


that is.  It's what got me into all this trouble in the first place.  If I


hadn't gone ballistic and beat the stuffing out of Woo and Drake, I


wouldn't be in this wheelchair being sent to go get scanned inside and out


to find out if I'm alien or not.  "You people are all INSANE!  Why don't


you listen to me?  I'm not any sort of alien, I'm a human!  Your giant


magnets are all faulty, and that's why you keep thinking that I'm some sort


of Martian or whatever!  And furthermore--ow!  What the heck did you just


stick into my arm?"  During my temper tantrum, Dr. Henders had pulled out a


syringe and plunged it into my arm.  Instantly, I started to feel sleepy.


	"Now calm down Sara, you mustn't get all exited like this.  It isn't good


for you."


	"You--you people treat me like some sort of maniac--some sort, of test


animal--some sort of science project--some sort of schizophrenic to be


taken care of--."  I started to mumble as my vision started to blur.


	"A large vocabulary, that could be part of the heightened speech center."


Said one of the doctors.


	<Tobias, Uncle Gran, I wish you were here.>  I said, as I lost consciousness.


	"Hey, did you hear something?"  Asked one of the doctors.


	"I could have sworn I did."


	"Do you think it could have possibly come from--"


	"It's possible."


	After that, all sounds drifted away, leaving me in peaceful silence.





	"...Andalite."


	It was the first word I heard when I awoke.  I groaned.  NOT a good start.  I opened my eyes and sat up.  It was night.  Three doctors were standing over me, Yeerks gleaming brightly in their skulls.  Sandra was with them.


	"Don't be idiotic, Mulnash," one of the doctors hissed.  "It can't be possible."


	"Say that to Visser Three," the first said again, and I recognized Sandra's voice even from the whisper.  "I contacted him after that clod of a man, the girl's father, left to buy her a cake.  The Visser sounded interested...said he'd come over as soon as the negotiations over the Pool liquid were done.  He mentioned something about a seel...seelirt amok-it.  I don't—"


	Seelirt amok-it.  Visser Three.  I really was sunk.  The doctors must have heard my gasp, because their heads snapped in my direction.  I sat up, gasping again...because the images of the Yeerks inside their heads was fluttering again, flickering.  It faded, then flared back up and stayed there.  I rubbed my eyes, trying to convince myself I wasn't going mad.


	"Sara!" Sandra said quickly.  "So glad to see you awake, darling.  Do you need anything?  Water, another blanket?"


	"Why are all these doctors here?" I asked, trying to sound groggy.


	"Oh!  Um, it's time for another anti-inflammatory," she said, looking at the doctors meaningfully.  One of them, the only female doctor, reached into a handbag, slowly pulling something out.  It looked like a jar...or a Tupperware container, all black with a silver rim.


	"You need three doctors to do that?" I said incredulously, watching the jar.  She began to unscrew the top...and I realized what it was.  I began to sweat.  The female doctor, carefully cradling the jar, began to walk over.  "No!" I yelped.  "I...I hate anti-inflammatories," I added lamely, inching away from them in the bed.


	"It's all right, sweetheart.  Here, I'll give it to you myself," she said, smiling brightly, carefully taking the jar from the female doctor.  The other two doctors stared at me openly, pretending to take notes on their clipboards.


	Tobias!  No, I couldn't bring him into this...yes, I could!  I had to—


	I heard a door slam, and the footsteps of someone coming down the hall.  Someone whistling the theme tune to Star Trek: Voyager...


	"Gran!"  I shrieked.  "Gran!"  I leapt out of bed, forgetting to act groggy, and raced across the room, shoving aside the doctors.  I heard Sandra say a word that wasn't very polite.  "Gran!" I shouted at him.  "Gran, did you bring me a cake!" About five nurses looked around the corner and glared at me.


	"I most certainly did," he said, looking at me a bit oddly.


	<It's Sandra,> I said frantically.  <She...they...>  Just then my head decided it would be a good time to hurt again, and I felt dizzy.  Gran grabbed my arm and helped me back into the room and onto the bed.


	"Hey, Sandy," he said, kissing her on the cheek.  "Got you some flowers so you wouldn't feel left out."  He handed her a bouquet.  She grinned at him.  I wondered what she'd done with the Yeerk.  "Uh.." Gran started.  "Why are all these doctors..."  Sandra looked at them, and quickly they filed out, nodding a silent goodbye.


	"Gran..." I whispered.  I felt tired again.  "Don't let them give me another anti-inflammatory.  I don't want one.  I won't take one!"


	"Anti-inflammatory?" Gran said, looking inquiringly at Sandra.  


	"Oh," she said.  "Yes, of course.  The doctors said...she'll need one, but it's not necessary to do it now...we can do it later."  She looked at me, and I knew exactly what she meant.  Later.  Later I would be made a Controller.





	Gran helped me back to my bed, where I was still feeling very groggy.  You


know that feeling when you wake up early in the morning, way too early to


get up for school?  That's what I felt like.  All I wanted to do at that


very moment was sleep, but I knew I couldn't.  Gran wouldn't let me after


what had just happened.  "Sara, what's all this about you not wanting to


take an anti-inflammatory?"


	Both Sandra and Gran were watching me intently.  I wanted to tell Gran my


suspicions, but I couldn't with Sandra standing right there in front of me.


 "It's, just that those anti-inflammatories give me such a headache.  It's


the closest to a migraine I've had in a long time, and with the pain I've


had already, I don't think I could stand that as well."


	Sandra folded her arms over her chest.  "Well, all right.  You need to


take it though when your head is feeling better.  It's possible that that


blow to your head could cause some brain clots through extra pressure."


	<Right.  Extra pressure my tail blade!  The only extra pressure you want


on my brain is a Yeerk!> I screamed within my head.  I kept it from


projecting though, since it was possible that Sandra could hear it.


	Sandra glanced at her watch.  "Oh, dear me, it's time for another one of


those annoying meetings!  They come at the most inopportune times.  I hope


you'll be feeling better later Sara."  I smiled weakly.


	"Do you really have to be going so soon?" Asked Gran, giving her a lost


puppy look.


	Sandra smiled back at him, but I could detect something of a scowl


underneath.  "Don't worry, I won't be long.  It's just a little meeting


Randy scheduled with me a few minutes ago.  He got a crazy idea for the


system."  She gave Gran a kiss on the cheek, which caused him to blush and


my stomach to churn in anger, and the fact that I had just had a close call


with a Yeerk in my head.  We had learned a while back that it was possible


for morph capable beings to expel a Yeerk through the use of instincts, but


it was extraordinarily hard to do, and took will power.  A lot of will


power.  "Bye Gran!"  Sandra disappeared again.


	At that point, I nearly cried.  I was so scared, and I was so helpless,


that I felt like I was loosing this war.  Gran wouldn't listen to me!  Why


wouldn't he listen to me?  Why couldn't he be normal, good ol' Uncle Gran


again?   Why couldn't he listen to me?  Wait, I already knew that.  He was


being manipulated by a Controller who was using him the way a puppeteer


would move a puppet.  And she was so (I)good at it too.  My accusations


were unbelievable by Gran, as I already knew.  Well, it wouldn't hurt to


try, and I was feeling so desperate, that it came pouring out.  Luckily, I


didn't have a roommate in my room, so there was no one to hear but Gran.


"Uncle Gran, it was terrible!  They know what I am, I'm absolutely sure of


it!  There were these Controller doctors, and Sandra, and they were trying


to put a Yeerk in my ear by saying that it was some 'anti-inflammatory',


and they were going to put the Yeerk in, and if you hadn't come in, then, I


would be, you would have, Uncle Gran, Sandra is not what she seems to be!"


	Gran was taken aback by my sudden outburst, which for me was simply crazy,


even though I am prone to anger outbursts.  "Sara, you can't be serious."


He whispered.


	"Uncle Gran, she just offered to give me the anti-inflammatory herself!


Now tell me, since when has Sandra had a degree in medicine?  She's a


computer programmer, not a doctor!  Now, don't you think that that's some


sort of basis?"


	Gran bit his lip, and left, without saying a word.  Within seconds of his


leaving, I realized what I had done.  I fell back onto my pillow.  Why did


Sandra have to come into our lives?  Why couldn't she have stayed in those


Yeerk ranks were she belonged?  Why not?  Why did she have to hurt Gran


like this?


	<Antiinflammatory eh?  Sounds kinda kooky to me.>


	I glanced around at the sound of the voice, but couldn't find its


owner--until I looked down.  Down on the floor were three cockroaches that


looked like they were minding their own business.  I smiled.  <Hey, I


thought that hospitals were supposed to be clean places.>


	<Well, if they hadn't put restraints on your visiting hours, and who could


visit you, then we wouldn't be in this state right now.>  Said one of the


cockroaches, who I now recognized as Lyra.


	<What do you mean?> I asked.


	<Well, when we tried to come visit you, we found out that your room had


been moved, and the guards said that in this section of the hospital, only


family members are allowed.>  Another roach said, who was Cassie.


	<We tried to get in saying that we were your cousins, but the guard didn't


buy it.>   The third roach replied.  I recognized it as being Jake's


"voice".  Then they started to morph.


	Now, there are some weird things about morphing.  For one thing, you never


get used to it, because it is absolutely gross.  Well, except for Cassie.


She has this natural gift for morphing.  I've had a couple of nightmares


where I started sprouting fly eyes and the like.  They first started


growing, so they looked like foot long cockroaches, and then they each went


their separate ways.  Lyra first started by loosing her middle legs, and


her antennae were sucked into her head.  Then her face mushed around to


form a human face, lacking the roach feeding mandibles, and her back


started to loose its glossiness as her roach wings started to melt into her


body.  Jake's, on the other hand, was completely different.


	That's the other thing about morphing.  It never happens the same way


twice.  You can never predict what's going to happen, and it's totally


illogical.  If a Vulcan were to stumble upon the morphing technology, he


would either die from the lack of logic it has, or he would spend the next


century or so trying to get it to be logical.  That's how illogical it is.


	After a couple of minutes of this illogical morphing, Jake, Cassie, and


Lyra stood before me.





"Whew," Lyra said.  "What a relief to be human.  I'm sort of dizzy, though...I must be tired."  She held her forehead in her hands for a second, bringing them back to push back a strand of her red hair.  She has this bright red hair that must go down to her ankles or something, though I've never seen it down.  She keeps it up in a bun on top of her head; thus, Marco's nickname of Princess Lea.  She only actually had her hair in that characteristic two-bun style once, and Marco gave her so much pain that she never did it again.  Sometimes I wonder if there's more between them than the barrage of insults it seems to be, but as Marco flirts with everyone and Lyra would rather die than admit to such a thing, I guess I'll never know.


	"Are you all right?" I asked, looking at her.


	"We should be asking if you're all right," Jake said, crossing his arms.


	"Oh," I said with a sigh, glancing at the door.  It was shut.  "Other than the fact that I was nearly infested—"


	"(I)What?" Jake said, staring at me.


	"You missed that?" I said wearily.


	"We just came in," Cassie said.  "And roach ears aren't exactly keen.  You mean...but why would they want to—"


	"My brain scans look weird," I said with a sigh.  "Something about heightened speech center, I don't know.  Even the normal doctors think I'm an alien, and the Controllers—" I broke off.


	"Tobias was saying something about that," Jake murmured.  "Ax said something about a...seelirt..."


	"Seelirt amok-it," I said.  "I wish I'd never heard of that name."  For a minute no one said nothing.


	"I'm going to—"


	"You'll have to—" Jake and I looked at each other.


	"Leave," I said.  "I'm going to have to run soon."  He nodded.


	"Soon, nothing!"  Lyra cried.  "Staying here is like writing your own death sentence!  Get up!  Come on, morph a fly or something and get out of here!"


	I shook my head.  "That won't work."


	"Why?" she cried, exasperated.


	"I can't just leave, that'll make them more suspicious, and they'll come after me at home, when there won't be anybody around to hear my screams.  And if I morph, they'll know before they even infest me, and—" I stopped abruptly.  I was getting hysterical.  "Visser Three is coming," I said, trying to calm down.  "I heard.  He seems to know a lot about Andalites, and with Alloran's memory he'll recognize I'm a seelirt amok-it...then he'll search for my father, and find Tobias, through Sandra, and they'll get Gran..." Hot tears were forming in my eyes.  I blinked them frantically away, staring up at the fluorescent lights in the ceiling.


	"Sara," Jake said, leaning on the bed, looking seriously at me.  "That's not going to happen.  We won't let it happen.  You should find some excuse to run now.  We can't risk—"


	There was a knock at the door.  I sat straight up in bed.  <Morph!> I told them frantically.  <Morph and get out of here.  Wait downstairs for an hour, then come to check on me.  I'll try to get to you if it's the Parasite Patrol again.>


	"One of us should shtayy," Jake burbled, his mouth rapidly disappearing.


	<That's the first thing they'll look for.  I'll get to you,> I hissed.  <Now get going!>  "Coming!" I called to whoever was at the door.  I waited until the cockroaches were gone, into an air duct, walked to the door, and opened it.





At the door were two doctors, both with Yeerks within their heads.


Immediately, my heart began to race like that of a rat that had just seen a


cat.  I felt dizzy, and somewhat light-headed.  Maybe that was just because


I was standing up.


	"Um, did you have a reason for having the door locked?" one of the doctors


asked.


	My mind raced for an excuse.  "Oh, well, um, there was this kid that was


visiting some other patient and he kept barging into my room, so, uh, I had


to lock the door."


	The two doctors glanced at each other, shrugged, and the other then said,


"Okay, well, it's time for your blood test."


	Despite my fear, I groaned.  "Again?  I already had one this morning!  I


HATE blood tests!"


	The other doctor shrugged sheepishly, "Well, we want to analyze your blood


for any clues as to your weird characteristics."


	I groaned again and sunk to the bed as she drew a syringe.  She reached


for the arm that hadn't been used since yesterday for my blood extraction


point.  Taking a piece of cotton that was moistened with some wet stuff,


she cleaned the place, while the other doctor held my arm to keep me from


drawing it away.  I looked away and shut my eyes tight.  I've been injured


almost to the point of death as an Animorph, and experienced pain that


would make this shot like a pin prick would be to a whale, but I've never


been able to get over needles, and they always seem to be much more painful


than they should be.


	I sucked my breath in and whimpered a bit as she inserted the syringe, and


drew a small portion of my blood.  A moment later, and it was over.


"There, now that wasn't so bad, was it?"  The doctor holding my arm asked.


I opened my eyes, and let my breath out.  I turned to look at the doctors.


The Yeerks stayed in their head for a short moment later, and then I felt a


sharp pain, and the pink glow disappeared.  It was like a switch had been


flipped off.  I looked at them in confusion, but said, "I guess."


	With a few quick snaps of the syringe, my blood was in a vial, and the


syringe part in one of those "biohazard" buckets on its way to disposal.  I


got a band-aid on my arm, and they left me alone again.  I crossed my arms


over my chest in pondering.  How weird.  All of a sudden, I couldn't see


anything about those Controllers.  Was there something wrong?  Did


something else happen when I got hit?


	I started to feel somewhat depressed about the whole situation.  My worst


fear at that moment was that a doctor was going to come in that I couldn't


tell if he was good or not would infest me before I could say, "Visser


Three", and before I could expel the Yeerk, he would learn all about us,


because I couldn't expel it fast enough.  I was just too weak.  To


hopefully make me feel a bit better, I opened up the shades, and let the


sunlight stream in.  I had once read that sunlight will make a person


naturally happier.  I certainly hoped it would work.  It didn't, but just


made me feel worse.  Why?  Because I glanced down at the parking lot to


watch the people go by.  It would be an hour before Jake, Cassie, and Lyra


would come back, and I was feeling too tired.  I though this head bang


would be a break from the Yeerks and life, but instead they just made it


worse.


	As I looked down, I saw an elegant black car come up.  I'm not big on


cars, so I couldn't tell you what type it was, but it definitely belonged to


someone rich.  I watched two big burly bodyguards come out of the car, and


open the back door.  At first, I thought it was just some paranoid rich


guy, but then I recognized the overly-serious person who came out.  The


face was unmistakable, and it made my blood run cold.  The one Yeerk to


ever take over an Andalite body had come to the hospital, undoubtedly to


come see me.  It was the face of the human morph of Visser Three.





"Hello, darlin'...now jist what are you doin' out of bed?" I turned sharply.  It was the Southern nurse with big hair—I was positive she had to be some relative of Dolly Parton—with two other nurses.


	"I'm not that sick," I complained, climbing back into bed.


	"I'm sure you're not," another said.  I looked up at them, suddenly suspicious.  The Dolly nurse was a Controller, I had seen it before!  The others—my wild train of thought stopped, confused, when I saw that no Yeerks glowed in the heads of these nurses.  Well.  They must be all right then.  I had been sick before, delirious...


	"We jist need to run a few more tests, darlin'," Dolly said again.  


	"What kind of tests?" I said, for what must have been the thousandth time since I had been hospitalized.


	"We just need to make sure you're healing at a sufficient rate," another of the nurses said reassuringly.  "Now lie down, please."


	I laid down.  After all, they didn't seem to be Controllers, and I couldn't run out now without causing suspicion to fall on me.  Even if Visser Three was about to show up.


	"My, my, am I hungry!" Dolly said loudly.  "Mind if I eat in here, darlin'?  I'm jist about to starve!"


	"Go ahead," I murmured, watching one of the nurses as she examined my neck and shone a bright light into my eyes.  I heard the pop of a Tupperware container.


	"Focusing is...normal!" I heard her say.  "That's wonderful!"  Not paying much attention, I let my eyes wander around the room.  The third nurse seemed to have no purpose but to write down everything that happened on an enormous clipboard. Dolly was doing something with a plastic fork.  I saw a flash of red out of the corner of my eye and looked to the doorway.


	Sandra was standing in the doorway, looking nervously around.


	My head snapped over to Dolly.  Tupperware?


	"Now, honey, don't move your head—" I ignored her.  Dolly was moving towards me...and she was holding a black Tupperware container.  Black.  


	I didn't need to use my sight to tell what was in there.  Now was the time to shatter the last strands of security that had been forming a facade around the entire Yeerk-infested building.


	Dolly must have seen something in my eyes, because she leapt forward, plastic fork raised.  I shouted as it jammed into my neck, then leapt to my feet.  The third nurse, her clipboard forgotten, walked calmly over to me and reached for my feet.  I pulled the sheet off my bed and threw it at them, blinding them for the second it took me to get out.


	The instant I tore out of the room, I heard a startled gasp behind me and the sound of running feet.  Sandra!  Of course!  Looking behind me, I ran straight into someone pushing a food cart. I heard a scream and felt gravy all over my legs.  Slipping and sliding, I scrambled up and continued to run.  "Didn't taste so great anyway!" I called back.  "Probably improved the flavor!"  Sandra skirted the cart easily and continued running.  The cart had given her an advantage.


	But she wasn't half Andalite.


	I felt the familiar surge of energy as I burst past the momentary exhaustion and into my second wind.  I surged forward and dove through a doorway, racing down stairs as fast as I could.  I ducked into a lab, ran through, surprising several technicians, shot through another door, through another lab, and back into a completely different hallway.  I heard Sandra's footsteps, far away.  I had lost her!


	Laughing with the sheer pleasure of how easy it had been, I sprinted down the hall, spun around the corner, and—


	CRAAAAASSSSSSSSSSHHHH!


	I ran bang into—


	I gasped, disentangled myself, and backed away so fast I practically smashed into the wall.  I had just recognized who I had hit.


	Visser Three.


	It's not a good thing to bump into Visser Three.  Especially not when running at full speed...Andalite enhancements included.  It would be akin to running into Darth Vader while running down the hallway of your school.  Darth Vader, who could on a whim throw you across the room and slam you into the wall, or slice you in two with his lightsaber.  And Visser Three could do worse things than that.  Far worse.  


	Picture it and weep.


	"I'm sorry!" I squeaked.


	"You really need to watch where you're going, young lady," he began.  But I was long gone.  I threw myself down behind a convenient meal cart and tried not to breathe.  I didn't want him to be able to tell Sandra where I was...and besides, I was suddenly exhausted.  I had hit my shoulder painfully falling.


	Sandra ran up.  "Vi—" she began.  "Sir!" she ended.  He glared at her.


	"How many times have I said, do not call me that here!"


	"But I didn't!"


	"So they all say," he growled.  "Right before they are dismembered by the Andalite bandits!"


	"Speaking of Andalite bandits, I have a strange case myself," she said, smoothing her hair quickly.


	"Yes, so you said in the message.  Where is she?"


	"Um, well...did you see anyone come by just now?"


	Staring at them intently, suddenly I realized something, and the full implications of it hit me like a wet towel.  I had lost my Yeerk-sight.  I could not see the Yeerks inside Visser Three's and Sandra's skulls.  One of the greatest assets to our resistance...kaput.


	I wasn't tired anymore.  I was off like a bullet.





The moment I shot out from the food cart, Visser Three and Sandra saw


 me, and started to run.  Well, Sandra ran, Visser Three stumbled. 


 Something that always made me feel a little better was that when Visser


 Three was human, he was almost no different than Ax.  That didn't mean


 that he wasn't as clever and as well spoken though.  That was a problem


 for me at that moment, as he yelled, "Call security!  There is a


 dangerous paranoid schizophrenic that has escaped her confinement!" 


 There were yelps of surprise and screams as I pushed past people and


 patients in the halls were wheeled into the nearest room.  I had read


 that paranoid schizophrenics are very dangerous, because they think that


 everyone is out to get them.  Well, I am paranoid, but I'm not


 schizophrenic.  I guess Visser Three wanted everyone out of the halls so


 it would be easier to catch me, since there wouldn't be as much for me to


 knock over.


 


 	At that moment, I also had a bunch of security officers after me as


 well.  I didn't know if any of them were Controllers, but I did know that


 they were all after me.  I knew now what a rabbit felt like when it was


 being hunted.  I had been a rabbit before, but I had never known the fear


 of being alone, followed by hunters, and no real way to elude them.


 


 	I darted into an intersection, nearly crashing into a lab cart, and


 getting broken bits of glass all over my bare feet.  At this moment, the


 last thing I needed was for my feet to be all cut up.  I was going to


 change my direction again but police officers blocked my path, and I


 nearly crashed into them.  Skittering, I changed my direction, and


 started running like crazy again.  I had to keep changing my direction,


 in hopes that I could elude them.  I needed to find the elevator, or the


 stairs at least, to get off the level I was on.  Then I would have a


 better chance of surviving.  I had to get down to the ground floor though.


  That's where they were waiting for me.


 


 	I changed my direction again, flying through another lab.  Then I saw a


 gray door.  Was that--yes, it was!  The stairs!  I dashed like crazy


 towards the door, and nearly got there, except when I did, I saw a pair


 of guards coming up to block the door.  I flew like lightning, and made


 it to my goal, the door!  I tried to turn the doorknob, but it was


 locked!  I didn't figure out how it could be, since stairs are supposed


 to be open escapes.  Then it hit me.  Someone must have blocked this door


 to keep me from getting out.  I then saw the two police officers about to


 grab me.  I screamed, and ducked.  They ended up catching themselves.  I


 crawled out from between them, and ran down the hall again.  I saw


 another door that was closed.  It was marked: JANITOR'S CLOSET.  Well, no


 one was following me at that particular moment, so I grabbed the


 doorknob.  It was unlocked.


 


 	I dashed in, and slammed the door behind me.  I locked the door, and


 breathed a sigh of relief.  For a moment, at least I could rest.  I


 looked around.  There were shelves and shelves of cleaning items, paper


 towels, sterile vials, and just stuff that a janitor would use in a


 hospital.  I glanced around desperately, looking around for some sort of


 thing that might be able to help me.


 


 	Just then, my adrenaline kicked in again, as I heard yelling outside of


 Visser Three and Sandra.  Then, there were poundings at the door.  I


 mean, break the door down poundings.  I glanced around.  There was


 nothing I could do!  At that moment, I desperately wished that there was


 someone or something around to help me.  There wasn't.





	Or was there?


	<Tobias!> I screamed.  <Tobias!  TOBIAS!  Come help me!  HELP ME!>


	There was no reply.  I collapsed against the wall of the closet.  Of course he couldn't be here all the time.  He had to eat, like everybody.  I felt tears begin to well up in my eyes.  I couldn't morph, then they'd know...they'd know humans could morph.  And now that I'd lost my Yeerk-sight, we needed all the help we could get.  The Yeerks knowing we were humans would not help us.  And they knew where I lived...they'd—


	My train of thought braked suddenly.  The pounding had stopped!  Gasping, I stood up.


	"What is it?" I heard Visser Three shout.


	"A rock hit the window!" someone called faintly.  "It didn't break it, but I think it's coming—AAAAAAAH!"  I heard the sound of breaking glass.  My foot bumped against something.  I reached down and felt it.  It was a shoe.  Wonderful!  My feet were aching.  I felt for another, found it, and slipped them on.  No socks, but it was better than nothing.


	"You stay here," Visser Three growled, and I heard the running of feet.  It was now or never.  I just hoped whoever was staying here didn't have a Dracon beam trained at the door.


	In one swift movement I had the door unlocked and was out, knocking over whoever had been out.  I didn't stop to see who it had been.  I could only run.  I ran down the hallway and turned the corner, then screeched to a stop.  I had suddenly thought of a solution.  I ducked into a lab and walked calmly in, hoping the three technicians inside couldn't hear the racing of my heart.


	"Hi," I said, trying to control my breathing.  "So, are you guys really doctors?"  They looked at me.


	"Yes," a red-haired man said finally.


	"Oh, wow!" I gushed.  "Real actual hospital doctors!  I'd like you guys to know you are my role models!" I ran up to them and shook their hands heartily.  I paused while holding the hand of a small one with glasses and dark hair and held her hand a little longer.  She looked at me dreamily, as if hypnotized.


	"Can I, like, have an autograph?"


	"Well—"


	"No.  Of course.  You're busy.  I understand.  Bye!"  I ran out backwards, turning around at the door.  Before I turned I saw the technicians look at each other with identical raised eyebrows.


	I ran around another corner, then slipped into a waiting room.  I ducked behind the Coke machine, tried again, and failed again, to control my breathing, and began the morph.


	It was a short one, since we were very alike.  My clothes weren't even shredded, just a little stretched.  The doctor was actually shorter than me.  I felt my hair ripple and change, become tight in its ponytail holder.  I felt other changes, changes you couldn't see, as I got imperceptibly older.  Something clicked in my eyes and suddenly everything was fuzzy.  Of course!  The glasses.  I'd have to fake it.


	I walked calmly out of the waiting room and headed for the stairs.  Every muscle in my body was begging me to get out of there, but first I had to destroy the evidence.  If Visser Three realized I was a seelirt amok-it...


	I walked right through a group of bewildered security officers, looking inside the empty closet.  "Good morning," I said, nodding primly.


	"'Mornin', ma'am.  By any chance have you seen a little girl, ma'am?  'Bout your height, with brown hair?"


	"No," I said.  "Can't say I have.  Good luck in finding her."


	Sandra was standing in the hall, too, looking scared.  I walked past her and opened the door to the stairs, walking up.


	"I like your shoes." I halted and turned.  Sandra was pointing to my shoes.  I walked back through the door, heart pounding.  I looked down.  I was wearing one white Nike and one black Reebok.  She looked up at me, eyes squinting suspiciously.


	"My daughter thinks it's funny to hide my shoes," I said, smiling, then turned and hurried up the stairs.  My daughter?  What made me say that?  This body was about twenty!  Well, it was possible...


	Walking down the corridor to my old room, I laughed with sheer relief.  It all seemed hilarious, suddenly.  I tried to imagine the look on the Visser's face when he couldn't find me.


	"Miss Clark?"  Some doctor.  I kept walking.  Where was my room?  Everything was fuzzy.  "Miss Clark!"  Suddenly it hit me, and I whirled.  A tall important-looking man with a doctor's jacket was looking at me strangely.


	"Y-yes?"


	"Miss Clark, why are you wearing that ridiculous get-up?"  I looked down at myself.  Ridiculous?  I was wearing jeans and a T-shirt.  I guess for a doctor...at least they'd let me wear my own clothes instead of a hospital gown..."This isn't casual day."


	"I'm so sorry, sir," I said, trying frantically to fabricate some excuse.  "I...I..."


	"And where are your glasses?  What if you administered the wrong medicine to a patient?"


	"I have contact lenses!" I said.  That, at least, was easy.


	"Then why are you squinting?"  I tried to think what Gran said when he got new glasses.


	"Ah...I'm...getting used to them!  They're very new!  I just got them yesterday!  Now, sir, if you would excuse me...I have lots of work to do."


	"See me in my office after your shift," he said, glaring at me, then turned and left.  I let out my breath before I realized I had been holding it and hurried down the hallway again.


	There!  My room!  And there was the office where they kept all the scans!  I hurried in.  It was easy to find my file--it was on top, open with scans scattered all around and big rings of marker where things had been circled.  I grabbed everything, bundled it together, and walked out. Now I just had to get out of here.


	THUMP!


	I jumped.  Something was in my room!  I walked over and looked in.  Tobias, in human morph, was in my room, ransacking the drawers.


	"Tobias!" I said.


	It was his turn to jump.  He stared at me.


	<It's me,> I said.  <Sara.>  He relaxed, then looked at the files I was holding.


	"Good, you got them.  We told Gran. Jake's watching the front door, and Rachel and Cassie are hanging around the gift shop.  Lyra and Marco are in a closet.  Backup."


	"Poor Lyra," I said, grinning.  He nodded, but did not smile.  Tobias has been a hawk so long he doesn't remember how to do expressions.  Or, at least, he doesn't think to do them.  It's sort of like talking to a Vulcan.  "But how did--"


	"I heard you call for help," he said, looking at me.  "Didn't I say I'd be hanging around?"





"I'm really, really, REALLY glad you did."  I replied.  "You have no clue


what's been happening to me!"


	"Oh, I have a bit of a clue."  Tobias remarked, gesturing to the door.


"From the sounds of it, it sounded like some sort of chase out there."  I


smirked.


	I started to hear all sorts of noises outside.  Mostly yells and the such,


but there was one voice outside that drowned out all the others.  I guess


because it's one that I fear the most.  Visser Three was barking out orders


right and left.  "You, you, and you, check the next level!  You, you, and


you, call for backup.  She could be anywhere!  You, come with me.  I'm


going to check the girl's room."


	All the color drained out of my face as I heard those orders.  I glanced


at Tobias.  He had heard them too.  I glanced around, trying to find a


place to hide.  Then, I realized, if that officer didn't recognize me, then


how could the Visser?  I took a deep breath.  "Come on Tobias.  We're going


out."


	Tobias gave me a semi-shocked look.  "Are you totally--oh, I get it.


Right."  His face went as calm as possible, as did mine.  We had to be


totally careful when we walked out.  The slightest slip would give us away.


 "Sara, try not to squint either."  I smiled inwardly, and opened the door.


We walked out.  Visser Three and the strongest police officer I had ever


seen nearly plowed into us.  I saw behind them as well, which I guess was


kind odd, was Gran, coming down the hall.  I wanted to say something to


him, but then that would blow our cover.


	"Excuse me sir."  I said politely.  Visser Three, noticing that I wasn't


one of his own Controllers, put on a pleasant face.


	"Have you seen a young girl, maybe smaller than yourself, about this boy's


height, brown hair, green eyes, running around?  She's dangerously


paranoid, and we need to get her under control."


	I exchanged glances with Tobias.  After a moment, I said "I'm sorry, we


haven't.  I was just looking for her, since it's time for another blood


test.  Sorry."


	I tucked my files under my arm, and walked off, Tobias beside me.  I heard


behind me the sound of a door being pushed open roughly, as Visser Three


and his guard burst into my room.  I breathed a sigh of relief, glad that I


was no longer in there.  "I can't believe we pulled that off."  I whispered.


	"We need to get down to the ground floor somehow."  Tobias whispered back.


	"Yeah, somehow is right.  There are controllers crawling all over the


place, probably blocking all the exits."


	"What about that door over there?"  Tobias asked, pointing to the door


where I had nearly gotten caught.


	"I tried it.  It's locked."  I replied.  Tobias squinted his eyes to see


the door.  Tobias has been so used to being a hawk that using human eyes is


like a near sighted human without glasses.


	"It's a fire exit though."  Tobias said finally.  "Fire exits are supposed


to be unlocked at all times."


	"Except when you're a pursued target, and your hunters want to trap you."


I replied.


	Tobias walked up to the door.  I followed him.  "You probably didn't push


hard enough."  He put his weight on the door, and it clicked open.  I gave


him a sheepish look and shrugged.


	"I was about to be captured you realize.  I had no time for trying doors."


	Tobias was right, the door was unlocked.  What was a problem that we both


forgot about was that when you push a fire exit door, that usually means


that there's a fire, and everyone else needs to get out.  Thus, the fire


alarm went off, and the sprinklers came on, drenching both of us.  "We'd


better go."  I said.  We carefully slipped our way down the stairs, while I


heard the sound of Visser Three yelling some sort of order that I didn't


have the time to listen to.


	Tobias suddenly pulled on my arm in a direction not being downwards.


"What, what?  Come on Tobias we've got to go!"


	"In here!"  Tobias yelled, pointing to a closet beside the next floor's


entrance.  He threw me in, and I slammed the door.  "We need to morph back.


 I'll be a bit more intimidating in my hawk, and you're faster as yourself."


	"Point noted."  I said, and gasped for a moment.  "Be really quiet about


it though.  They'll be coming down any minute."


	 I closed my eyes, and concentrated.  The few changes began.  My hair grew


longer and changed to an dark brown-red color, my eyes slipped into a shocking


green, I shrank a bit, and my face rearranged just a bit.  I became once


again Sara the seelirt imok-it on the run.  Tobias's changes were a little


bit more dramatic than mine.  First, he shrank, so he looked like a


miniature version of himself that was half my size, like some sort of


dwarf.  Then his eyes became a fierce black and gold and moved to the sides


of his head, while his mouth and nose extended into a fierce beak.  His


skin took on a mottled pattern, and then erupted into feathers.  All the


time there was this sickening squishy grindy sound as his internal organs


rearranged themselves.  My guess is that morphing would be excruciating


pain, but Andalites made it so that the only feeling you felt was an odd


feeling, sort of like when a dentist drills your tooth after applying the


pain killer--you KNOW it's supposed to hurt, but it doesn't.


	Within a few minutes, we were a human in a hospital gown and a red tailed


hawk on the floor--just seconds after there was a stampede down the stairs.


 <I wonder why they didn't look in here.>  Tobias asked.


	<I don't know.> I replied, using thought-speak.  We didn't want anyone to


hear us at all.  <I guess they figured that I'd be so freaked that I'd just


keep running.>


	<Aren't you glad you brought me along?>  Tobias asked.  <I can bail you


out of all sorts of predicaments.>


	<Thanks Tobias.>  I replied, making a sarcastic smirk.  <And I thought


(I)I was the rescuer.>  I picked him up, and he perched on my arm.  I then


picked up the files.  <Man, I really need to morph into something


dangerous, and I need to get rid of these records.>


	<I doubt that you can do both.  There's too much dangerous stuff for you


to break if you morph into something dangerous, and if we go roach, they're


bound to come after us with a can of Raid.>  Tobias replied.  <Let's try


getting down to the ground floor for starters.>


	<Right.>  I replied, and suddenly, I started to feel woozy, sort of


sleepy.  Not anything dangerous, just that feeling sort of when you've just


woke up.  It still was enough for me to stagger a bit.


	<You okay?>  Tobias asked me.


	<Yeah, I'm fine.>  I replied, shaking my head a bit.  I've sort of become


accustomed to the light bandages they had put on my head after I was


considered okay, but they wanted to keep my injury protected anyway.


<Let's go.>


	I opened the door, and gingerly stepped out into the hallway.  No one


there.  When the Visser cleans house, the Visser cleans house, so there was


no one there when we came out.  They had probably all gone downstairs


looking for me.  At that moment, as I started down the stairs, I wish I


were elsewhere, so that I could morph.  Maybe I would have a chance later


when we got downstairs.  If we got downstairs.





<I liked the old days better, when the fire escapes went outside,> Tobias said, fluttering uncomfortably in the small corridor.  <All these modern stairs don't do us any good.  Are you sure the only exit's on the ground floor?>


	"Positive," I said, pressing myself against a wall.  "Unless you want to break another window.  That was you, wasn't it?"


	<Break a window!> Tobias hissed.  <Can you carry-->


	"No," I said, glancing back as the sounds of footsteps and voices approached.  I dashed down the hall, shouting back, "It's too heavy."  Dashing the sprinkler water from my eyes, I shielded them with my arm.


	<I didn't think so,> he said glumly.  When you're in bird morph, temporarily or permanently, even the smallest added weight makes flight infinitely more difficult.  We paused at the doorway to the stairs, then halted to hear the "ping" of the elevator.  I frantically shoved the door to the stairs open.  Just as we hurried in, the elevator doors opened and I heard a familiar voice.


	"What do you mean, unstable paranoid schizophrenic? I don't care about your medical cases, I don't care about your fire alarms, I want to see my daughter!" I pressed my face up to the window in the door.  Gran strode through the elevator doors ignoring the sprinklers, a disgruntled-looking secretary hurrying after him.


	"But, sir—"


	I burst through the door.  "Gran!" I gasped.  "Gran!"  I threw myself into his arms.


	"Sara?" he said.  "Sara!  But—"


	"Do you have any matches?"


	"What?"


	"(I)Do you have any matches!"


	"Uh, yes, I think—" he started to dig in his pockets, then stopped, looking at my shoes and Tobias, who was perched on the door handle, looking through the window.  "Sara, what (I) happened?"


	"Whatever happened, it's going to be a lot worse if you don't have any matches," I growled.  He dug some out.  I snatched them and ran, feet slapping on the wet floor, to the nearest door.  I threw it open, ran in, and grabbed a trash can.  Thrusting my tine into it, I took out a match and lit it.  It sputtered and died.  Biting my lip, I tried another.  What if they'd gotten wet...it flared.  I grinned.


	Our in the hallway, someone shouted, "Thank God!" and I realized the fire alarm had stopped.  Gran appeared in the doorway, running his hands through his soaking hair.  


	"Finally," he said.  "I was about to become deaf."


	<Compare you me, you (U) are deaf,> Tobias said good-naturedly, landing on his shoulder.  <Sara, can you hurry up?  They're coming.>


	"All right," I said, dropping the match in the trash can.  The manila folder flared, smoldered for a second, then burst into flames. The smell of burning plastic filled the air as the transparencies melted.  "Goodbye, brain scans!" I said cheerfully, standing up.  Something caught, and the fire rose.


	Something on the ceiling blinked red.


	WOOOOOP!  WOOOOOP!  WOOOOOP!  WOOOOOP!


	With a click, the sprinklers came back on.   Quickly I moved to shield the trash can.  The scans weren't completely melted yet.


	The secretary was at the door now, and she looked mad.  "What on Earth," she said, her voice dripping with fury, "do you think you're DOING? Lighting a FIRE in a hospital?  Was it YOU who tripped the last fire alarm?" I glanced at Tobias.  "I won't stand for this!" she shrieked.


	"Don't worry, ma'am," Gran said, smiling.  "They're not doing anything on (I) Earth."


	"Sir!" she said, glaring.  "There is an unstable paranoid schizophrenic loose in this hospital and you—"


	"Oh, her," I said, smiling blandly.  "You don't need to worry about that.  It's just me."  The secretary stopped in mid-shriek and stared at me.  I could imagine what she was seeing—an eighth grader in a hospital gown and two different shoes with a bandage on her head, shielding a fire in a trash can from the emergency sprinklers.  She didn't need any more persuading.


	"She's almost as fast as you, Sara," Gran noted.


	"It's melted," I proclaimed.  "Let's scram."


	We ran and flew out, and once again headed for the stairs.  "Why are we running?" Gran asked, panting.  I pushed open the door and sprinted down the first few steps, then screeched to a halt.


	"That's why!" I cried, pointing.  About twelve humans, human-Controllers I was certain, were marching up the steps with as tight a formation as the Army, Dracon beams leveled.


	We turned as one and burst out through the door again.  <Left!> Tobias cried, and we turned.  But we had hardly gone twenty feet when I saw a human-Controller turn the corner, followed by others...we turned again and ran...and heard footsteps coming from the other direction too.


	"We're cornered!" Gran moaned.  I glanced around frantically until my eyes fell on a door.  JANITOR'S CLOSET.  How handy.


	"Many animals, when cornered, become quite aggressive," I commented, hurrying in and slamming the door.  


	<Sara!> Tobias cried, but I wasn't listening.  I concentrated on one of my newest morphs, a morph acquired through an Ellimist.  


	<Now!> somebody shouted, and I heard something crashing.  I didn't pay attention to it.  I was busy morphing.


	Fur rippled over my skin, but it was thin like a cat's, not thick like Rachel's bear.  I couldn't see the color in the dark closet, but I knew it was a tannish purple.  My knees buckled and changed, and suddenly a new pair of legs sprouted out of my stomach.  My back changed direction, and I fell forward, lying uncomfortably on the ground until my second pair of legs had grown enough to hold me.  I felt my spine twist, bending in two directions.  My eyes went dark for a moment, then burst back into being with a sight a little better than my own.  My lips decided it was time to grow together, and then dissolve.  My mouth was gone.  


	Two stalks exploded from my head, and eyes popped into existence on the end of them.  My four eyes all searched the closet, trying to find something to focus on, finding nothing but the crack of light by the door.  A tail appeared and grew, and at the same time the blade formed my hooves hardened and the morph was complete.


	There was no mind to control, because this morph was me.  It was what I would have been if I had been an Andalite.


	Taking a deep breath, I raised my tail and put my hand on the doorknob.  I was about to turn it when I heard voices in the hallway.


	"Andalite scum!"  I froze.  Tobias!  They had found Tobias!


	"So, you decided to take your Andalite form at last, did you?" Visser Three.


	<I did, Abomination.  You have been chasing the wrong child.> I jumped.  The voice!  That was...


	"That is a lie," the Visser hissed.


	<No.>


	"Prove it."


	<Very well.>  I heard the slithering sound of morphing and couldn't take it anymore.  They'd shoot him while he was morphing!  I turned the knob carefully with my thin hand, even more weak than my human ones, and burst out into the hallway.


	<Ah,> the half-morphed Andalite said.  <My backup has arrived.>  As he said it, the fire alarm turned off.


	With that, movement.  Doors along the hallway opened.  From one stepped a gorilla, another a grizzly, a third a wolf and a tiger, a fourth a jaguar.  I realized I made six and was shocked that they had pulled it off.  But where was Tobias?


	The Controllers all moved back from the door, Dracons pointed.  The gorilla looked skeptically at one of the guns as if wondering whether or not to eat it.


	Ax finished his morph, becoming completely human and dressed in the usual fashionable Spandex.  "This morph was admitted to the hospital with complaint of a broken ankle.  Kull," he said.  I shook my head in amazement.  Even when he was surrounded by about fifty Controllers and Visser Three, Ax still couldn't resist playing with his sounds.  "Obviously, it is now fixed.  Ix.  Duh."


	"So," Visser Three growled, glaring at Sandra.  "We were chasing the wrong person."


	"Uh, uh, Visser, um, well—"


	"I will deal with you later," he growled, glaring at Ax.  "If we were chasing the wrong human, then where is this human now?"


	"I don't know," Ax said.


	Visser Three growled and began to morph.  I watched as he went through the same transition that I did, only with the blue fur of a male Andalite, as well as a larger tailblade.  While he was morphing, I looked worried at Ax.  He caught my eye and winked.


	<Maybe,> Visser Three said, <you have to be (I) persuaded.>


	When he had completed the morph to Andalite, Visser Three began to morph again.


	<What is he morphing now?> someone groaned, Marco I guessed.  <Is this guy obsessed with other people's forms, or what?  I mean, isn't that bad self-esteem?  He needs to see his counselor.>


	<It's orange...> Rachel said.  <What are we waiting for?>


	<You know,> Jake said.  <Come on, Tobias...>


	Someone screamed.  It was a girl's scream, high-pitched and wailing.  It sounded...familiar, somehow.  Suddenly a figure tore out of the room where I had burned the files and shot across the hallway heading for the stairs.  A Controller quickly grabbed the girl and held her.  I gasped.  It was me!


	"Let me go!  Let me go!  Go away!"  She kicked and hit at the Controller.


	<That is supposed to be me?> I protested.


	"Sara!" Gran cried, running out after her.  "Leave her alone!" he cried.  "Leave her alone, you...you...whatever you are!"  He tore me—the other me—away from the Controller and held me close.  The other me started sobbing.


	"Gran!" Gran looked up.


	"Sandy?" he said, genuinely surprised.  "What are you doing here?  Who are these people?"  The Controllers moved away, letting her get near.  Gran looked at Visser Three, who had reversed his morph and looked furious, then back at Sandra, then at Visser Three.  "Oh, Sandy," he said, tears running down his own face.  Sandra looked at Visser Three, then pulled the black Tupperware container out of her pocket.  The other Sara shrieked and clung to Gran.


	"I want to go home!" she cried.  "I want to go home, Gran!"


	"Don't we all," Sandra whispered, barely audible, staring at Gran.  She reached up to her neck and felt something.  I recognized it as the necklace he had given her on their first date.  Gran was just standing there, holding the other Sara, staring at Sandra and crying silently.  He didn't even seem to notice the Tupperware container.


	Sandra glanced at Visser Three again, then put the container back in her pocket.  "Go," she said, pointing to the door.  "Go!"  They ran.  Sandra put her hands over her face.


	<I will doubly deal with you later,> Visser Three said, his voice dripping with, if it was possible, even more fury than before.


	<No anger,> I couldn't resist saying.  <No hate.  Those feelings feed the Dark side of the Force.>


	<What, now she's Yoda?> Marco said.


	<Get them!> Visser Three screamed.  Everyone did.





My first instincts turned toward defending Uncle Gran, and, um "me".  I


leapt in front of them, separating them from Sandra.  Even if she had said


that they could go, I was going to make ABSOLUTELY sure.  There was no way


that I was going to let them get at my uncle!


	Immediately, the entire place broke out into chaos.  The lobby glowed red


as Dracon beams lanced out all over the place, trying to find their mark on


me or one of my friends.  They all began running at the Controllers, teeth


bared in many places.  That was enough to make some of the Controllers run


away in terror, scared they might have their heads ripped off.


	My stalk eyes detected movement from my left.  A Controller, running


straight for us, Dracon beam raised.  He was going to try to kill me and


get Gran and, um, me!  I reacted like lightning.  Before he could shoot


that dreaded laser, I brought up my meager tail, and whacked the Dracon


beam away from him.  FFWAP!!  Another swipe, and he was bleeding from that


same hand.  I made a mental note in my mind to get some tail blade practice


from Ax.  It was a little difficult to fling my blade around without


beheading someone, and my accuracy was off quite a bit.  Of course, that


would be slightly difficult to get practice from Ax, since I had found out


early on that by Andalite standards, I'm attractive.  I guess that would


mean I would be winning any sparring duels we went into.


	The Controller I had injured decided that he had had enough, and ran off.


I guess a good portion of Conrollers are pretty cowardly.  I watched with


one eye stalk as Lyra(the jaguar) picked up a Controller in her jaws.  He


fainted with fright.


	Just then, I saw some Hork-Bajir Controllers come in.  I guess by this


time almost all the patients and staff had fled to their rooms to get away


from me, the unstable paranoid schizophrenic.  A Hork-Bajir is definitely


not something you want to come across, if they're a Controller that is.


You see, real Hork-Bajir are really docile creatures, if a little


intellectually challenged, despite their fearsome appearance.  Hork-Bajir


are what Marco likes to call salad-shooters.  They have blades everywhere


on their body--on their head, on their elbows, on their knees, and they


have these Tyrannosaurus type feet.  Now those blades that were originally


used to strip tree bark are used to fight us.  They are the Yeerks' shock


troops, and right now, they were ready to shock us.


	Like a herd of elephants, they came charging at us.  Jake and Rachel


immediately leapt into action, both of them attacking the same Hork-Bajir.


They made quick work of him.


	<Everyone, split up!  Cassie, Ax, Lyra, take care of the humans!  Rachel,


Marco, and I will deal with the Hork-Bajir!> Jake ordered.


	<No argument here!>  Rachel replied.  She roared, and tackled a Hork-Bajir.


	<AAAH!  I've been shot!> I heard Marco yell.  I looked over, and there was


a large circular burn mark across his black furred chest.  They all seemed


like things were going somewhat okay, but I felt that they needed my help.


And besides, Visser Three was walking right towards me calmly.


	<Marco!>  I yelled, <Can you get Gran and me to safety?  You really need


to take care of that cut.>


	<Gran and--oh, I get it.  Yeah, I'll survive!  Come on Gran, Sara, let's


get out of here!>  Marco replied.  Still bleeding from the wound, the


gorilla that was Marco loped over to Gran and the other me and herded them


out, the other me still clinging to Gran, and Gran still dumbstruck.  Where


was Tobias?


	I glanced over at Visser Three.  He had stopped the morph.  Why had he


stopped the morph?  He was reversing it.  Why?  Had something important


showed up, or something?


	I heard a roar as a Hork-Bajir slashed Jake across his back.  It must have


gone in deep for Jake to roar.  I then heard another yell from a Hork-Bajir


that had just had his arm removed by Ax.  The battle was starting to get


more intense as the roars and screams grew more frequent.


	<Yikes Jake, watch it!>


	<I see him, take this!>


	<Lyra, there's one coming up behind you!>


	<Where?  Whoa!  Yikes!  That was close!>


	<Prince Jake, I believe that the Yeerks are sealing off the perimeter of


this medical building.>


	<Oh really?  Gee, I didn't seem to notice the policemen that were barring


off everywhere!>


	<Uh, Sara, um, someone very big and very mad is coming straight for you.


Get out of there Sara, you don't know what he'll do to you!>  Warned Lyra.


	<I know he's coming Lyra.  I'm ready.>


	<No you are not!> Ax called, his eyes pleading with me as he noticed the


predicament I was in.  <He is a full grown Andalite male, twice your size,


twice your strength, twice your tail blade length, and years of experience


behind him.  You don't stand a chance!  I'm coming to help!>  I watched as


Ax started to run towards me, but was then instantly attacked by two


Hork-Bajir warriors.  I think that Visser Three had ordered them to do this.


	I then turned my attention back to Visser Three, who had come to a stop a


few yards in front of me.  It was like one of those old fashioned


shoot-outs, Star Trek style.  <So, the Andalites are so drained of troops


that they are now sending out puny females to do their dirty work.  Your


tail blade is too weak to be of any use in any ground battle.>


	


My main eyes narrowed as I glared back at the Visser.  I took a fighting stance, my tail blade, small as it was, raised for an attack.  <Visser Three, I may be a female, and I may be weak, but even a child could beat a sorry loser like yourself!>


	Sorry loser?  I winced.  Apparently, when human met Andalite, the insults came out skewed.  He was looking at me calmly, with not a little disgust.  <Save your breath,> he said.  <You will need it.>


	<I am an Andalite War-Princess!> I shrieked. <You killed my father. Prepare to die!>


	He was unfazed. <Even if you are a mere female, I shall have great pleasure in killing you.  That is, unless you will surrender, and become the host of my most trustworthy lieutenant.>


	I was starting to shake with rage.  I couldn't stop myself.  It was as if a whole other person was inside me, like coiled wire, waiting to spring out...and it would be much harder to put back than to release. <I, will never join you, or your filthy Yeerks.  My mind shall be my own until I die!  And I am not a mutant!  You Yeerk scum, are the one who should be the freak.  A mind sucking parasite with no better reason to live but to cause the suffering of other beings!>  Whoa, that was deep.


	<You are beginning to annoy me,>  Visser Three yelled, bringing up his tail to fight.


	I wasn't listening.  Powered by our insults, we flew head on towards each other.  Our blades clashed, and I was instantly overpowered by his strength, as my tail-blade was batted away like some a mere annoyance.  An annoyance!  That was what he had called me!  I'd show him annoyance!  


	It was going to take more than strength to bring the Visser down.  His blade flung down towards my neck,


the scythe-like blade with its pointed end right for me.  I had barely enough time to bring up my tail in protection, and cross his blow.  I ducked away from the trajectory shot of his blade, releasing my blade.  His tail cut air, but nothing more.


	<Sara!> Ax called, whispering so Visser Three couldn't hear, <Aim your tail blade for the Visser's neck, and as he brings up his blade to block yours, change direction of your blade and your body and go for his


side.  That could cause some damage!>


	I didn't say anything.  I was too caught up in the battle to reply, but my brain registered the thought, and almost without thinking, I lifted my tail and struck. Like lightning my blade flew for the Visser.  As expected, he brought his tail up in defense.  Then, WHIP!! FHWAPP!!  I changed the direction of my


tail, and jumped to the side.  My blade carved a long cut against his flank.  Some deep part of me leapt with excitement to see the blood, but the rest of me was disappointed at how superficial it was.  My blade is really too small to do much damage.


	<Aargh!>  moaned the Visser for a moment, putting his hand against the bleeding wound.  He then stood up again, and chuckled.  <Pitiful Andalite female.  You really think that you can defeat a male with your puny blade?>


	<Whether I live or die, I will make sure you don't forget me!>  I replied.  


	We clashed again, and this time I was ready for the blow.  I dug my hooves into the floor, giving me a bit more traction.  There was no way I could beat him like this.  I was too weak.  I needed help, but I didn't ask for it.  I could do fine on my own.


	From nowhere, Visser Three found a surge of strength, pushing me away again.  Then, THUNK!!! Faster than I could even detect, the Visser had hit me with the curved part of his blade against my side, then sweeping up, ripping part of my flesh.  The wind was knocked out of me.  I was gasping for air.  I had to


keep fighting!  While I was negotiating with my lungs, I flung my tail blindly, scoring a mark on the Visser on his front leg.  He stumbled for a moment, but then got up again.  Wasn't there any way to beat him?


	Then he beat me again with the dull side of his blade, this time on the other side, and scored on my other side.  The little breath I had managed to get was knocked out again.  I started to sink to the ground, weakened by lack of air.  Once again, I swung my tail blindly. THUNK!!  He blocked me.  THUNK!!  He blocked me again.  FFWAP!!  Yes!  I scratched him across the face.  I didn't know tail blades could reach that far.  He put his hand up to his cheek where I had scratched him, and then brought his blade down to my neck.  I was powerless then.  If I moved any, I would be history!  Boy, even I admitted that I needed help then.


	<Visser Three!> he turned a stalk eye to look.  As was standing, a bright figure in front of the battlefield...the field of a battle, I noted, that was calming down.  <Why don't you pick on someone your own size?>


	<Like you?> he snarled.  <You're nothing but a child as well.  I'll get to you when I kill this one.>


	I was furious.  Ax had no right barging in and pretending to be the all-superior male, rescuing the damsel in distress from the clutches of the evil villain.  


	I felt strength flooding to my limbs, as if from an unknown source.  I wiggled around a little, trying to find purchase on the floor, and found it.  Then I did something no Andalite has probably ever done in a fight.  I kicked.


	My hooves, though designed only to suck up nutrients from grass, were nonetheless hard.  Very hard.  I hit Visser Three in the chest with both my front hooves.  He made a noise like "Uhhhhn," and his tail wavered.  In an instant I was out from under it.  Before he could fully recover, I leapt straight up in the air and landed squarely on his tail.


	<I am not a damsel in distress!> I cried, risking a glance at Ax.  He was standing, his mouth open in shock.  I turned away with not a little satisfaction and brought my tail, with a bit of maneuvering, around to his neck.  I aimed the scalpel-like blade carefully.


	<Well,> he growled, breathing quickly.  <It appears you have me at a disadvantage, Andalite.>


	<Sara, watch his tail,> Ax warned me privately.  <he's not going to surrender!> he sounded excited, scared, and not a little jealous.


	I didn't say anything.  I was concentrating too hard to pay much attention.  My tail was quivering a hair from his neck.


	Something moved in the shadow of the corridor behind the Visser, and suddenly six huge Hork-Bajir warriors were aiming Dracon beams at my hearts.  Immediately they were surrounded by assorted wild animals and an Andalite.  Mildly surprised, I used one stalk eye to scan the battlefield behind me.  All the human-controllers were gone.  Had they been standing watching me?


	<Standoff,> Rachel said. <Again.> She sounded disgusted.


	<As an Andalite, I have three names,> I told the Visser calmly.  


	<I know of Andalites!> he hissed at me.  <Do not try to teach me.>


	<My first name is Wisteria,> I continued, ignoring him.  <The next time we fight, I will tell you another part of my name.  The third time we fight, I will tell you the last part of my name, and you will die.  You killed my father, and for that you will pay with your life.>


	I lifted my tail away from his neck, keeping my stalk eyes trained on his tail.  It moved, and I blocked—barely.  <Hello, Alloran,> I said as if nothing had happened, looking into his main eyes.  <A relation of yours says hello.>  I glanced, involuntarily, at the jaguar brooding by a Hork-Bajir foot.  Then I stepped away for good.  <We will meet again,> I informed him.


	<So is my curse,> he snarled, getting up slowly.  <But you are wrong.  We will meet only once again, and you will become my slave.>


	I had had enough.  The fury had left me suddenly, leaving me drained and tired.  Without replying, I turned and walked to the stairs.  My stalk eyes watched as the jaguar paused, looking back at Visser Three before running after the rest.


	<Visser!> a human voice called from somewhere.  <Shall we give chase?>


	<No.>


	<No?  But sir—>


	<We will meet them soon enough.  You—> The conversation faded as we moved out of range.  We reached the bottom before the Controllers could and headed for the woods.  Gran and Tobias were waiting in the parking lot.  Tobias had returned to hawk form and was perched on one of those puny oaks with rope supports they put up in parking lots.  He looked out of place.


	"Do you realize how strange you look, a bunch of wild animals and an Andalite walking out of a hospital?" Gran said calmly.  "Come on, let's go."  He touched my flank above the wound the Visser had inflicted, eyes worried.  I said nothing.  I was looking at Rachel, and she was trying not to look at me.





	A few minutes later, we had all demorphed and were taking a few moments to rest before heading back to reality.  Our old reality.  Nobody was saying anything, even Marco.  We just sat, looking at the ground.  At least I was looking at the ground.  I think everyone else was looking at me.  Gran had gone off someplace. 


	"When I was fighting Visser Three..." I said suddenly, breaking the silence.  Everyone looked up.  "I don't know.  It was weird.  Part of me loved it, was excited by it, wanted to kill him.  It was like I had a whole other person inside me."


	<You know when Elfangor...when he came?> Tobias said unexpectedly.  <And we saw him being...eaten...> Ax looked away, his stalk eyes drooping.  <He sent us courage,> Tobias said.  <Maybe Visser Three was sending you hate.>


	I sat staring up at him for a minute, thinking about that. "Thanks, Tobias," I said finally.  "It's an easy way out.  But I have to face it...that I have those feelings inside me.  I'm half Andalite.  I'm a seelirt amok-it.  I'm human, but then I'm also War Princess Wisteria-Sirinial-Saramistrum."  I found myself glancing at Rachel.


	<War Princess?> Ax said, looking up again.  He looked amused.  I glared at him.


	"Yes, War Princess."


	"So, you're saying you really are a paranoid schizophrenic, like the hospital people were pretending?" Marco said.  "Isn't that, like, dramatic irony or something? Hey!" He sat up.  "You and Rachel would make the perfect team.  You're half human half War Princess, you're half human, half Xena: Warrior Princess!  Whoa," he said, looking at Rachel.  "What's wrong?  I was just extremely witty, and you're not hitting me."


	"You didn't kill him," Rachel said tersely, looking at me.  "Why didn't you kill him when you had the chance?  Why did you have to go spouting all that Obi-Wan Kenobi garbage when you could have been introducing the contents of his neck to the outside world?  Next time, let me—"  She stopped suddenly, and looked down.  "Sara, I'm sorry—"


	"It's all right," I said grimly.  "You would have done a better job, I know.  Or you," I added, looking at Ax.  "But he killed my (I)father,"


	<He was my father too,> Tobias said.  <But I don't feel the need to kill him because of that.  He's just a Yeerk.>


	<Elfangor was my brother!> Ax said.  <It is my duty to kill him!>


	Lyra started to sob.


	We all shut up and stared at her for about a minute.  She was rubbing at her eyes, wiping them on the sleeve of her morping outfit.


	"Hey," Marco said.  "You can't kill Visser Three, or Lyra will go 'poof', remember?"


	"You forgot," Lyra said loudly, trying with all her might to regain control.  "You forgot to tell him about the instincts."





My mouth hung open as I realized my blunder.  Of all things to forget, why


did I have to forget about the instincts?  They would have been the key to


freeing Alloran!  We could have killed Visser Three!  I could have killed


Visser Three!  I sat down hard on some boxes that were conveniently nearby,


and put my face in my hands for a moment.  Why did I have to forget?


"Lyra,"  I said, bringing my face out, "Lyra, I'm so sorry.  I really mean


it.  I can't believe that I let my stupid Andalite instincts take over me


again.  I forgot about the instincts, and I nearly left you without half of


your gene pool.  I don't see how I could have been so stupid."


	I got up, and walked over to Lyra, who was still sobbing a bit.  Tears


started to trickle down my cheeks.  I had nearly killed her!  I had nearly


killed the one who I had sworn to myself I would protect!  I had nearly


killed the one who I had gotten into this whole secret battle!  I gave her


a small hug.  "Lyra, I'm sorry, I'm sorry."


	"I think you've said that."  Lyra growled, but she returned my hug.


"You'd think that you'd have more sense."  There was a moment of silence,


everywhere.  "But I guess I can't blame you.  You've got two people at war


in there.  It must be difficult sometimes."


	I suddenly got some insight.  "Next time we go into battle, when it's time


to kill him, I'll tell him the instincts.  When that Yeerk comes out, I'm


going to slash him to pieces with my tail so many times that they'll never


be able to find all the parts!"


	"And besides, maybe that was supposed to happen."  Jake said, "It could be


part of the timeline, that Visser Three isn't supposed to be killed yet."


	Lyra looked back at me, her tears drawing to a stop.  "All right.  I


forgive you."  I smiled a smile that probably filled my whole face.  "I'm


going to whack you upside your furry Andalite head though if you forget


again!"  Lyra said, growling.


	Rachel laughed.  "It's good to know you two have patched things up a bit.


Otherwise we would have had a whole new war to worry about."


	Tobias fluttered down, and landed on the boxes that I had just been


sitting on.  <Speaking of letting out apologies and the like, I have my own


to confess to you Sara.>  I turned, curious to what Tobias was going to say.


	"What do you mean?  You haven't done anything like nearly killed somebody."


	I could almost swear that he was smiling mischievously at me with that


hawk beak of his.  <Well, let me put it to you this way:  You've got one


heck of a strong conscience.  You are tough to control!>


	My jaw dropped again.  I looked around at my friends.  Marco was smirking


at me.  Jake and Cassie were also smiling, though calmly.  Lyra looked like


she was doing her best not to crack up.  Uncle Gran, he wasn't paying


attention to what was going on, but just staring up into space.  "Wait a


moment.  Tobias--are you saying--that you were--I mean--I was.  You were me


back there?"


	"Well duh!"  Marco yelled out, "You don't think that the world could


handle two Saras running around at the same time would it?  It would mean


the entire space time continuium would rip apart because it couldn't handle


two Saras!"


	"You acquired me, back there, at the closet!"  I yelled, "Ooh, you, you


feathered flying...flying...hawk you!  When I get my hands on you..."  I


leapt for Tobias playfully, who screeched and jumped up into the air,


laughing.


	"Ooh, looks like we have a case of sibling rivalry on our hands."  Cassie


said.  We all laughed, relieved that everything had turned out okay.  I


glanced over at Gran.  He was still staring up at the sky, oblivious to


what was going on around him.





The next day was Sunday.  Gran made me stay inside the entire day, watching me so closely I finally asked if he expected my head to explode.  He laughed for the first time since the battle and said he had to watch I didn't hit my head again, or things could be much worse.  But he did leave me alone after that, and even left on some errands he had been meaning to do.  While he was gone I went outside to get the paper and found an envelope on the front step.  I opened it.  It was a thank-you card from Lyra.  After the printed message, she had written, <I> Thank you for sparing my life. <I/> After this was a little winking smile, you know, like ;-).  Beneath that was written <I> Next time, don't— <I/> but it was crossed out, as if she had thought better of it.  Then she had scribbled, <I> Visser Three knows your face now.  If he sees you again, it won't take him long to put two and two together.  Be careful.  Lyra. <I/>


	I had told them, before we left the forest, the fact that I could no longer see Yeerks.  It dampened everyone's spirits, and Lyra had said the same thing about being careful, but no one had really been listening.  They were too busy worrying, as we often were.


	I was reading the funnies when Gran came back.  I looked up and saw his haggard face, and the punchline from Liberty Meadows immediately fled my mind.  "Uncle Gran," I said, getting up and taking the bag of groceries.  "I am ordering you to go, right now, to the aquarium, sit across from the walk-around tank, and watch the fish."  He looked at me, and to my delight a smile threatened in his eyes.


	"All right," he said.  "You'll be okay alone?"


	"I'll be fine.  We seelirt amok-its are very hardy," I replied, banging my chest.  The smile showed faintly again, and he left.


	I sat back down to finish the comics.  I was in the middle of complaining to myself that this week's Prince Valiant was identical to last week's when I stopped, suddenly, put the comics down, and walked to the door.  It wasn't the Andalite in me that told me to follow Gran, and it wasn't the human.  It was just me.





	I quickly put on my slip-on shoes that I'll occasionally wear to school, and walked out the door.  I saw that Gran was just starting to walk down the street to the bus stop to the Gardens.  "Uncle Gran!!!" I called, "Wait up!  I'm coming too!"


 	He turned, and saw me running towards him.  I guess he was afraid that I was going to trip and get another concussion, since he turned white for a moment, but then relaxed when I reached him without falling once.  "Okay, you can come.  I have something to tell you anyway."


 	We then continued to the bus stop that would take us to the Gardens.


 


 	The entire way there, we hardly spoke to each other at all.  On our way to the aquarium, we hardly spoke either.  It was when we were finally sitting on some benches, staring into the plexiglass protected watery world that Gran finally broke the silence.  "Sara, I have to apologize."


 	I turned to look at him.  "For what?"


 	Gran was looking down at the floor, looking totally ashamed for himself. "For doubting you.  I really should not have been so headstrong as I was.  You were telling me that Sandra was a Controller, and I wouldn't listen. As a result, you ended up in the hospital, and nearly loosing your freedom."


 	I smiled, and said, "Uncle Gran, I've been on this planet for a while, maybe longer than you have, and of all the things I've learned, one of them is:  Love can do pretty wacky things to a human.  You've just got to learn, when someone falls head over heels in love, they can't help what they do. It wasn't your fault Gran."


 	He looked up at me, confused.  "You don't blame me for what happened?"


 	"Why should I?  You had fallen in love, it was just with the wrong woman. No one could have blamed you for what happened."


 	Gran chuckled halfheartedly.  "I guess I have a problem with falling in love with the wrong female."  I gave him a curious, puzzled look.  He had never told me about falling in love before.  He saw my curiosity, and stared at the floor again, this time slightly embarassed.  "Never mind Sara.  I guess I'll never be cut out for love.  Just science, and bringing you up."


 	For a moment, I thought I saw a twinge of sadness around the edges of his face, so I dropped that particular subject.  "My point, Gran, is that I don't really blame you for what happened.  I understand that you've never really fallen in love as a human before.  You shouldn't try to make yourself not fall in love though, Gran.  When you meet the right person, alien, Andalite, whatever, it's going to hit you head on, before you knew what happened."


 	He smiled at me.  "Now since when have you become an expert on the subject of love?"


 	I shrugged, and smiled back.  "Oh, I've always had a little gift, you know.  Being a seelirt imok--mmph!"  Suddenly, Gran clasped his hand over my mouth, stopping my words.  <Gran what are you doing?  What's wrong?>  He suddenly turned white, and nodded down the hall.


 	I looked where he motioned, and turned white myself.  It was Visser Three.  Not Visser Three as an Andalite, but Visser Three as a human.  He had Chapman with him, and they appeared to be talking about something as they came closer.  Visser Three seemed to be holding his head, as if he had a headache.  Gran released his hold on me, probably so we wouldn't look suspicious.  We both focused on the swimming fish, who obviously didn't know about the Controllers walking by.  I did keep both my ears open though, as the Visser spoke.


 	"Visser, you should worry about the battle so much.  We have other plans to make."  Chapman said to Visser Three.


 	"Don't call me Visser in public, Chapman!"  The Visser hissed.  They walked by us.  I suddenly felt lightheaded, worrying that they would recognize me.  To my utter surprise, they kept walking on past us.  They didn't even look at us!  "I must try to remember what happened during that battle.  It may be something important about the Andalite Bandits."


 	"Is there any way I can help?"


 	"Yes Chapman.  You can stop talking, and allow me to think!"  They rounded a corner, and disappeared.  Gran and I glanced at each other.  I smiled, and he smiled with me.


 	"I think the Visser has a concussion."  Gran said to me.


 	"It must have happened when I kicked him.  I kicked him right in the head you know."  I replied.  "Memory loss is one of the symptoms."


 	Gran laughed, the first time he had in a while.  "The very thing that brought you into the Visser's clutches was what pulled you out of them again!"  I started to laugh along with him, realizing the irony of the situation.


 	"I don't believe it!  The Visser lost his memory of the battle!  He doesn't remember me!"  I breathed an utter sigh of relief.  "Now I won't have to lay low as much."  I glanced over at Gran.  He had slipped back into his almost morbid countenance.  "Gran, you're still not thinking about Sandra, are you?"


 	"I'm sorry Sara, I just can't help it."  He replied, "I just can't help thinking, why did she let us go?  Why did she do that, when she could have turned us over to Visser Three, and become his right-hand Yeerk."


 	"Maybe she felt sorry for you."  I suggested, "Or maybe the Yeerk likes you too.  Or maybe Sandra herself likes you, and she felt so strongly about saving you that she threatened the Yeerk in some way so strongly that the Yeerk had to comply."


 	His face lightened.  "Or maybe it was a Yeerk that was working against the Yeerks."


 	We both thought about that for a moment, and then shook our heads together.  "Nah!"


 	I took Gran's hand in mine, and leaned against him.  "No matter what, we'll stick it out on this planet together.  Both in the triumphs and the pitfalls.  And we'll stop those Yeerks too."


 	I felt so peaceful at that moment.  Gran was trying to survive on this world just as I was.  In fact, we were in this together.  He may have been my adoptive uncle, but he was also my friend.  There's nothing so comforting as knowing that you're not alone.


 	Gran smiled again.  "We've gotten this far.  We may as well save the world while we're at it too.  Wisteria-Sirinial-Saramistrum, now I get why I became a nothlit.  So I could bring you up."


 	"And perfect the chocolate cake?"


 	"And perfect the chocolate cake."


