        Shiloh awoke to the sounds of music softly streaming from her stereo system. She looked up at the ceiling and then over at the window. The early morning sun pushed it's gentle rays against the blinds. Shiloh rolled over in her bed and closed her eyes, pressing her face into the pillow and groaning. Moving the covers aside, she slung her legs over the side of her bed and stumbled towards the bathroom. With her eyes still halfway closed, she flipped on the lightswitch and turned the faucet on. She splashed her face with cold water and looked into the mirror. Her eyes narrowed when she spotted a small peice of paper taped to her mirror.. She patted her face dry and sniffled, then peeled the paper off her mirror. There was writing on it in dark black ink, similiar to the hand writing on the note she'd recieved from the mystery man the night before.


Shiloh sat down on the toillette and began to read:


                   Shiloh,


 Do not forget about our plans Saturday night to meet in the park at midnight, no later. It is dire to your existence that you participate in this meeting.





Shiloh felt her heart skip a few beats and she looked at herself in the mirror.


"Hey, Shiloh, can I talk to you for a minute?",Vixen asked as she pushed herself up beside Shiloh as she caught up to her in the crowded school hallway. 


Shiloh lowered her brow and a humored smile appeared on her face and she pushed the strap of her bookbag further on to her shoulder.


"You never ask me if you can talk to me, you just start talking..Why should this time require my permission?",Shiloh chuckled.


"Because..It's different this time..",Vixen said, sounding worried.


Shiloh turned to look at her and saw the disturbed visage she expressed.


"What's up?",Shiloh asked, joining arms with her girlfriend.


"I found a note..this morning..on my bedside table..",Vixen said quietly, her eyes turned towards the ground. Shiloh bit her lip, eyes wide. She reached into her pocket and pulled out the note she, herself had found in her bathroom.


"I found this taped to my mirror..",Shiloh said, looking at Vixen.


"Oh God..",Vixen murmured, slowly taking the note from her, seeing the handwriting.


"Oh God..Wh-what does this mean?",Vixen stuttered.


"Let's go talk to Trip and Shrew and Joel..Maybe they know what this is about. Maybe Vera got one to..",Shiloh suggested.


"Like they'll know anymore than we do..",Vixen cynically noted.


They raced off to meet their friends before the bell rang for them to go to homeroom. Vixen and Shiloh saw Shrew standing against the wall of one of the school buildings, hands in pockets. 


"Shrew, Shrew, look! Check this craziness out!",Shiloh called.


"Yeah, you have to look at this.",Vixen added as she touched his arm.


Shrew lowered his brow, lips parted as he saw the seriousness in their eyes.


"Alright, alright..What is it?",he said, as he nodded and took the papers from Shiloh.


"Read it.",Shiloh insisted.


Shrew took his eyes off of Shiloh's and directed them to the paper. He read slowly, absorbing every last word of it.


"What the hell is this, some kind of joke?",Shrew exclaimed, letting out a sick laugh.


"No! No, it's not a joke! That's from the same guy as lastnight!",Shiloh said, her hand on her hip, the other gesturing oddly at the paper.


"No, I mean I got a letter just like it.",he said, pushing himself out from the wall to stand upright.


"Huh?",Vixen and Shiloh gasped almost simoltaneously.


"Yeah, check it out.",Shrew said as he reached into his back pocket, pulling out a crumpled slip of paper.


"Read it. Same handwriting and everything!",Shrew said almost excitedly.


Shiloh snatched the paper from him, Vixen crowding her shoulder.


They read silently, reading the same message as Shiloh  and Vixen had gotten in thier notes.


"Man, that's wack. We need to find Joel, Trip, and Vera.",Shrew suggested.


"Yeah, I see Vera and Joel next period. I can talk to them.",Vixen said.


"I don't see any of you guys until lunch.",Shiloh said.


"Let's just wait until lunch to discuss this..situation..thing. Ok? And nobody tell anybody anything! Understood?",Shrew said, sounding like he was in control. 


Shiloh knew he was just as freaked out about the situation as she and Vixen were. 


"Understood.",Shiloh and Vixen said, nodding. They seperated and went to their classes.


Shiloh sat in first period twidling her thumbs, unable to clear her mind from all the questions that had now been aroused.


A knock on the classroom door interrupted her train of thought and she watched as a girl and a boy entered the room. 


"A new student?",asked the teached, Mrs. Bouliard.


"Yes, this is Irick McKendrey. I'll leave him with you.",said the girl and she patted his back, wished him luck, and exited the room.


Shiloh sat in wonder as she overlooked this new young man. He was excessively hot and Shiloh felt a tingle of excitement peirce her inside. His hair was black and long, hung past his shoulders, healthy, glossy. His eyes were bright green, like emeralds. His skin looked soft and flawless. He wore a navey blue t-shirt that was kind of tight around his chest, making him look cut. His jeans were baggy and he wore skateboarding shoes. This guy was perfect.


"You can have a seat next to Shiloh over there.",Mrs. Bouliard said, motioning towards the empty seat next to Shiloh. 


Shiloh lifted her hand and wiggled her fingers in a wave. Irick smiled and nodded. He walked over to her and sat down with out the slightest notion of nervouseness. He seemed completely at ease with everything. He set his bookbag down and crossed his arms. Shiloh looked at him, and he looked back, smiled comfortably.


Shiloh thought frantically of something to say to him.


"So..You're name is Irick, right?",she asked, studying him.


He turned his head and looked at her with a half smile.


"Aye, Irick McKinnely. And you're Shiloh.",he replied in a thick Irsih accent, complete with rolling Rs.


Shiloh's eyes widened and she became even more excited. 


"Are you Irish?!",she asked, letting the excitement rip up her words.


"Aye. Anythin' else you'd like to know?",he asked, eyebrows raised.


Oh, his lips were so perfect and smooth, and his eyes were like big, green, sparkling jewels. His eyebrows were wickedly shaped and pleasantly thick and arched, his hair thick, dark, and clean. His complection was light and flawless, no blemishes or anything, they were unheard of. He was beautiful. Hotter than West Robbins.


"Yeah, why're you here?",she asked.


"I've got my reasons. I'm sure you'll come to know later, Shiloh.",he answered.


"Rrriigghhtt..",Shiloh said and lowered her brow.


"How old are you?",she asked.


"Eighteen.",he replied, looking at her, studying her.


"Oh, so you're a senior.",she guessed.


"Aye."


"Can I see you're schedule?",she asked.


He reached into his pocket and pulled out a yellow slip of paper, handed it to her.


Shiloh looked over it and then quirked her eyebrows, oddly wondering at the paper.


"That's a weird coincedence..",Shiloh started.


"Wha?",Irick asked.


"Our schedules are exactly the same.."


"Hum, well. Wha do you know? Imagine tha.",he said, smiling broadly, his perfect white teeth glimmering at her, also seeming to smile.


Shiloh felt her face twisted with strange amusement and she smiled back.


"Right, imagine that.",she agreed.


Irick quickly bowed his head, brought it back up and looked at Shiloh.


"So, tell me about you, lass.",he said, folding his arms.


Shiloh began to tell him a few things about herself, things she liked, things she didn't like. Irick took his turn after she was done. 


"Like I said, I'm Irish, straight out of Belfast. I'm eighteen, and..hmm. What else can I tell you..? Oh, I like sushi.",he said, making Shiloh chuckle. 


"Yeah, I like sushi too. Especially california rolls. Those are pretty scrumptious.",she said, nodding.


After the bell rang, they walked down the hall together, Shiloh saying hi to every other person that passed by them. She stopped at her locker. Irick leaned against the locker next to her and watched her.


"Looks like you have a lot of friends. Are you considered popular in your school?",Irick commented curiously.


"Umm...I guess so. I have a lot of aquaintances. I have about five real friends. You'll get to meet them at lunch. I think you'll take to them pretty well. They're all really nice.",Shiloh told him as she pulled a book from her locker.


"Can't wait.",he said with a handsome smile.


Shiloh shut her locker and they made their way to the next class. There were only three more days of school, so all the seniors were running around like maniacs in the hallway with big posters and banners with their class year written all over them. 


Lunch came around and Shiloh and Irick went outside were everybody sat. There was a cafateria but it was just more fun to sit outside. You could see right through the cafateria because it had a massive glass window that abled people to see inside the cafateria, and the other way around. Shrew and Vixen looked up as Shiloh and Irick came towards them.


"Hey guys, I want you to meet my new friend Irick McKinnley. He's from Ireland and he's a new student. We have the same schedule, too!",Shiloh informed them. 


Shrew got up and shook Irick's hand.


"Hey, whassup, s'nice to meet you, guy.",Shrew said.


Trip checked Irick out and then said hello. Everyone else said hi and greeted him. They told him their names and tried to make him feel welcome in the circle.


Irick across from Shiloh in the little circle they formed. Everyone munched happily, laughing, joking, talking.


"So, Irick, what brings you here?",Trip asked, sounding suspicious.


"Oh, I dunno..I move around a lot. I've lived all over. This, I guess, is just another place. Although, I do plan to stay here for a while. It's serene compared to Chicago.",Irick answered.


"Oh, wow, you lived in Chicago before you moved here?",Vera asked.


"Aye. I left because of certain personal reasons, as I told Shiloh, there.",he said, motioning to Shiloh.


"Oh.."


"I hate to interrupt storytime, but we've got more important things to discuss, if you don't mind.",Trip said, sounding very obnoxious toward Irick. 


Silence fell over the crowd and Irick just looked at Trip. Everyone could feel an odd tension between the them.


Irick stared Trip right in the eyes.


Without looking away from Trip's eyes, Irick said,"Shiloh. I thought you said your friends were very nice..".


"Oh, well..They are.",Shiloh said, slapping Trip on the arm. He whipped his head and glared at her.


"Hey, Jesus, that hurt!",he cried.


"Shutup, don't be an asshole to our guest. He's my friend.",Shiloh said through her teeth.


"Whatever.",Trip muttered.


Irick slightly lifted his head and looked at Trip over the rims of his eyelids. Trip didn't like those serpent eyes of Irick's. They made him uneasy. He felt like Irick was a sign of bad luck. Trip took a bite out of his sandwhich and chewed angrily.





