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Swaddled in the welcoming embrace of a knitted cocoon, he lets out a yawn that engulfs the squashed features of his face. Smiles stare into him, babbling in an unknown language as a mobile of bobbing heads marvel over this irreplaceable new being in the world. His eyelids flutter closed, exhausted by the intense lights and kissing lips that chatter strange noises around him. They chuckle softly at his tiny balled-up fist resting on his cushioned cheeks. Their eyes pass over his pursed cherub lips. They give him the name Milo, passed down from generations of their family. Safely in the arms of his new parents, Milo is carted out of the delivery room, leaving behind his brother, slowly making his painful entrance into the world. 
Missing his brother by minutes, the second boy leaves the confining walls of the empty room alone, the same way that he arrived in. He was silent, not daring to shed a single tear for the mother that didn’t want him. His brown eyes hardly blink, not wanting to miss a moment that may prepare him for this newfound life he’s been left to tackle on his own. They dart back and forth, staring sharply at each twist and turn the nurses direct him in. At the end of his bed, his chart reveals his weight, height and name; First Name: Baby Boy, Surname: Undisclosed. He was folded up in blankets and whisked off to yet another lonely room, waiting for the day he would be picked up and loved the way his brother was. I can tell you that this day never arrived. 

It takes one hundred and three days for a name to be given to him. He is taken from the hospital to a care home. When he arrives a gaggle of children swarm him, their chubby, sticky fingers prodding his face. 
“What’s his name?” asks one of the older girls.
“He doesn’t have one at the moment,” the carer replies. “What name suits him?” The children began shouting out names and arguing with each other about what they should call him. 
“Archie.”
“Peter.”
“Louis.”
“George.”
The names get louder in the air, each letter dances above their heads, mutating into nonsense noise. The baby’s face grew redder and redder, as he scrunched up his mouth to let out a piercing cry to cut through the claustrophobic air around him. The howl causes the children to quiet instantaneously. They all stood around him, staring in disbelief that such a small baby could create so much noise. The carer began shushing him and rocking him in her arms, back and forth. 
“There, that’s better,” she exclaimed as his squawking reduced itself to a feeble whine. “Let’s try this again shall we, one at a time please.”
“How about Flynn?” one child suggested. The baby’s eyes widened, his whining stopped, all that remained of his tantrum were his damp cheeks. The carer chuckled.
“Well, that’s settled. Flynn it is.”

At three years, one hundred and sixteen days, Flynn is adopted for the first time by a young couple desiring a child to love. At three years, one hundred and fifty-two days, Flynn returns to life in the care home. On Flynn’s sixth birthday he has been chosen for a second time to live with a man and a woman in their early sixties who have never had any children or grandchildren. One week later, he is back at the care home. Shortly after turning eleven Flynn is taken in by a middle-aged lady. She has had five children of her own, each of them well into adulthood starting their own lives. This is where Flynn’s life begins.
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At the end of the path from the house stood Flynn. He was leaning against the door of the car impatiently tapping his foot. By his feet lay an old worn suitcase, full of memories but none of which were his own. 
	Two women stood at the doorway of the house. One had her arms crossed below her chest. She was wearing a faded floral apron around her waist with only the bottom part tied up, so the top flopped over. Her hair was scraped back into a tight bun with streaks of grey at the roots. Despite looking young, perhaps in her mid-forties, the grey hairs suited her. The other lady was sleek in comparison. Her dyed platinum blonde hair sat immaculately below her shoulders. She had black frames outlining glossy blue eyes and was wearing a grey blazer with a matching pencil skirt and black patent shoes, shiny and fresh out of the box. She was young, inexperienced, perhaps this was her first job straight out of college, but her bouncy, bubbly personality showed her excitement. They spoke in muffled tones, an attempt to conceal their conversation from Flynn’s ears, but they weren’t as quiet as they suspected. The women shook hands, and then the lady in grey trotted her way down the path towards Flynn.
	Flynn hadn’t been on many long-distance road trips in his life. This was only his second one, the first being his trip home from the hospital, which he could not remember. He stared out of the window, watching the fading sun pass down behind a row of trees. Flynn tried to block out the chirps of the grey lady, her constant chattering attempts to form a feeble connection. He knew the drill, she didn’t care about him, he couldn’t care less about her. It was always the same, and he suspected that she would be retaking this journey shortly to bring him back here. She eventually gave up trying to communicate with Flynn. She flicked the dial on the radio to break the deafening silence.
	“Oh, I love this one,” she exclaimed and began humming along out of time. Flynn closed his eyes.
	After what felt like seconds, he reopened them to find he was in the dark. Flynn sat up and stared out of the back window behind him. The lights from the city twinkled brightly against the backwash gradient of inky blues and midnight purples. Out of the window on his left shone a crescent moon. They were in a high-speed race to nowhere, in the first position was the car, its wheels spinning its way to victory. The vehicle pulls to a halt with the moon following just behind. The race is done, but was there any real winner? Moonlight beams brilliantly at Flynn to let him know he isn’t alone, but all he sees is the darkness as he’s led away to a new home.

Flynn inspected the walls he was to call home. It was a small house, which if decorated right then it would have felt comforting and homely. Instead, it felt cluttered and messy. The exposed bricks of the living room (dining room? kitchen? it was hard to tell) that was intended to open up the place to make it feel larger made him feel more confined than ever. He took note of where each brick was positioned, taking in their sharpened curves and worn edges. One, in particular, stood out to him. It was greyed, from plaster or with time he presumed. They looked like they had been repurposed from bricks from a house fire that had gone up in ablaze. When he reached out to touch it, it left a chalky residue on the tips of his fingers. It reminded him of something, but he couldn’t place what that was.
Ms Masterson leads him up the winding staircase, showing him to his new room. Excellent, Flynn thought, finally a place of his own. As she opened up the doors and stepped aside to let Flynn through, he let out a huge sigh. This wasn’t the room he was imagining. The walls were faded pink and chipped around the plug sockets. The old grey carpet looked like it had seen much better days, perhaps when it was once cream and brand new, with no footprints ever stepped before like a fresh blanket of winter snow. It was lifting at the corners, and there were far too many stains to count, although that might give Flynn something to do while he was in here. On the left side of the wall, some shelves had been assembled, must have been done many years ago. They were scribbled on in marker pens and looked as though they might fall down the moment anything would be displayed on them. Luckily, Flynn thought, he had no such possessions he desired to put up. In the corner sat an old desk. An antique wooden school desk with a lifting surface to reveal a drawer for storing pencils, books and handwritten notes passed between naughty school children to be concealed from the teacher. Again, there was writing and drawings plastered over the surface in markers. PT hearts RS. Mr Coleman sucks. A crude picture here and there for good measure. From the state of the rest of the house, he wouldn’t have been surprised if Ms Masterson had picked it out from a skip or on the pavement of somebody’s home. On the bedside table sat a vase of flowers, or what could only be described as once resembling flowers. The stalks had all withered, some still had heads of dried cauliflower, pea-sized versions of the beautiful bloom they must have been. The water they sat in showed layers of browns and greens. It reminded Flynn of the foul-smelling green tea, ladies from the care home drank or a poor attempt at a latte art he saw being brewed at the coffee shop on his walk home from school. The surface water in the vase even had the layer of frothy cream he always desired a lick of. It didn’t tempt him to swirl his littlest finger into after a close inspection of the growing woollen mould. 
“Breakfast is at seven-thirty sharp,” said Ms Masterson as she was shutting the door. “I expect to see you five minutes early to help me set the table.” Flynn didn’t leave the room until eight-fifteen the following morning.
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Calling out across the playground was the disappointing voice of the school bell.
	“You’re late. You’re late.” It bellowed out, over and over until its timer switches off. The silence after the bell’s constant ringing is even worse in Flynn’s ears. Great, he thought, late on the first day. He picked up his pace, but in his hurry, he took no notice of the puddle approaching. He tripped up over a rock and landed in the congealed watery mud. Embarrassed with his cheeks displaying a bitter hue, he arrived at the school gates and made his way in.
	“Ah, I wondered when you would show up.” A man with horn-rimmed glasses and a vacant expression eyed him up and down. “I presume you must be Flynn. Take a seat, please.” He gestured towards the only available seat, directly at the front of the classroom on a desk adjacent to a boy with curly blond hair. “Maybe next time come to school in clean clothes,” he scoffed. At the back of the class, the children snickered at the brown stains covering Flynn. He scowled at them and sat down at the vacant desk.
	The boy to his left looked vaguely familiar. His hair was tamed and shone bright flecks of gold where the light hit, unlike Flynn’s own uncombed tangled mop. He had a constellation of freckles adjourning his nose and cheekbones. His nose, it was buttoned and slightly turned up, much like Flynn’s own. He touched his nose, almost comically, making sure it was still there as he was convinced that was his nose on another boy’s face. The boy’s hand shot up. 
	“Twenty-three, point seven.” He stated smugly, acting as though the entire class should have the same answer. 
	“Excellent, could you explain your workings,” Replied the teacher. As the boy confidently confirmed how he worked out the answer to the mathematical problem, Flynn stared at the boy’s face, wondering why he looked so familiar.

***

“Hi, I’m Milo.” Sat on the ground under a tree, Flynn tilted his head up to see the boy from class standing over him. 
	“Flynn,” came a grunted reply. 
	“It’s a pleasure to meet you, Flynn.” Milo held his hand out, Flynn stared at it for a moment and then reluctantly shook it. “I see you have gotten yourself into a little accident this morning,” Milo gestured to Flynn’s top. “Here, it looks like we’re the same size, this should fit fine.” Milo reached into his rucksack and pulled out a neatly folded hand-knitted jumper. 
	“Who are you?” Flynn asked instead of accepting the jumper. 
	“What do you mean? I told you, I’m Milo.”
	“But,” Flynn paused, “Why, how are you-?”
	“An exact copy of you?” Milo interrupted. “We must be related somehow; I wonder if we share any relatives. Who is your grandfather?” He asked. 
	“I – I don’t know.” Flynn looked down sadly. “I don’t know any of my family.”
	“Oh, I am sorry.” Milo put his hand on Flynn’s shoulder and carefully sat down beside him. Milo reached into the front pocket of his rucksack and pulled out an old pocket watch. “This was my grandfather’s. His name was Milo too.” Milo turned the watch over in his hand to reveal an inscription M.F.E. He handed it over to Flynn to look at. As the timepiece fell into Flynn’s palm, he felt an electric jolt running through his veins, around his whole body and exit into the ground beneath him. He closed his eyes, rubbed them furiously and told himself he had imagined it. He handed the watch back to Milo. 
	“You felt it too. Didn’t you?” Milo looked at Flynn with curiosity. 
	“I don’t know what you’re talking about,” shrugged Flynn. Milo was confident he had felt a shiver zap throughout his body when he handed Flynn the watch, but maybe he had imagined it. As the two boys sat in silence under the tree, they stole glances at each other. The way his left eyebrow raises when he is thinking, mine does that. The crown of his head has a flick of hair that refuses to flatten, the same as mine. That dimple resting below his lips, I have one too. 
	“When is your birthday?” they both blurted out at the same time.
	“May fourth,” Milo spoke first. Flynn gulped.
	“Me too.” He said in a quiet voice. Flynn stood up and walked off, and for the rest of the day, he ignored all of Milo’s stares and attempts at contact.

After school Flynn ran down the corridor and out of the school gates ignoring the calls from Milo. He slipped into a vacant alley to catch his breath. After a few minutes, he was sure he wasn’t followed here by Milo. Wouldn’t catch him down here anyway, Flynn thought. Stupid Milo. Stupid twin. He had it all, the perfect life, a family, a home, warm knitted jumpers. Flynn kicked an empty can across the floor. It collided with the brick wall with such force that it crushed the metal. Flynn stormed off back to his dingy room with the rotting flowers and wonky shelves. 
	In the dark corner of the alley, the can began to shake. It got more and more violent, tossing and tumbling itself across the concrete. It shook itself into the air and shattered into tiny particles of dust. A blast of wind picked it up and carried it across the sky out of sight.
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Round and round circled Milo’s thoughts. He could not comprehend what had just happened. He had a twin brother that he didn’t know existed. Why had his parents never told him? He felt angry and upset that they had missed out on so much of each other’s lives because other people had decided that for them. Milo had no idea how to even begin to approach this topic with his parents. He sat down at his desk and pulled out a notebook and the watch. Carefully peeling off a clean sheet of paper, he began writing down everything that had happened today and what he could understand from it. 
Flynn. 
Matching appearances.
Same birthday. 
Watch tremors? 
M.F.E.
M.F.E.
M.F.E.

	On his desk, the watch began to shudder. Its clasp sprung open, and the face shone a powerful white light. With one hand, Milo shielded his eyes while the other hand reached over to pick up the watch. At his touch, the timepiece stopped. Milo held it in the palm of his hand. The light had gone out, the shaking had ceased. He turned it over in his hand. The inscription M.F.E was glowing brightly. He brushed the engraved letters with his thumb, and to his surprise, they burned onto his skin. He jumped back in pain, dropping the watch to the floor. He rubbed his thumb, where the initials had stained his skin. Then a second later they had gone. Vanished. He frantically searched his hands to see if the initials had moved, but no, he could confirm they had disappeared. 
	“Hello, Milo.” Milo jumped again and spun around quickly to see a figure sat on the end of his bed. He went to scream but couldn’t find his voice. 
	“Now, now, there’s nothing to be afraid of,” said the figure as he stood up and moved closer towards Milo. As he grew closer, Milo began to take in his features. He had a crooked nose with a pair of half-moon spectacles perched on end. A long white beard with a collection of intricate plaits tied into it with thin leather rope lined his chin. He was a rather short man with a hunched back. But his eyes were what caught Milo’s attention. They were piercing greyish blue, like the sky on a cloudy day that appeared to change colour in the light like the sun hitting the ocean’s surface. Shades of deep royal blue flickered around his pupils, a gentle turquoise outlined the irises bringing warmth to his pale greyed skin. His eyes were very young, yet his body revealed his age.
	“How did you get in here?” Milo questioned after finding his voice. 
	“Why you summoned me, of course.” Replied the old man, gesturing at the watch lying on the floor with a long-pointed finger. Milo reached down and picked up the watch. The initials had gone. 
“My name is Echo,” said the old man, “and I have come here to tell you a story.”
	
	When Alexa Thompson fell pregnant at the age of fifteen, she did not want to become a mother, she was not ready, too young. Her parents told her she was clearly not too young enough to have got herself in the situation in the first place, so abortion was not an option. During one of her early scans, she discovered she was having twins. Her case file went out to people wanting to adopt, and one couple was very interested. They met with Alexa, and they discussed adopting the babies as soon as they were born. It was agreed, and the couple went to several of the following scans to follow the growth of their babies. A few weeks before the babies were born, a scan revealed a problem. One of the twins was not growing correctly. Many different doctors and nurses were brought in to see if they could identify the problem. Each scan revealed one healthy baby and one surrounded by a cloud of dust. They tried many different machines, believing the first to be faulty but each one produced the exact same results. They tried testing specimens of the dusty substance, but no such matter existed. The parents in waiting grew worried that the unhealthy baby would take all of their time and money away from the healthy baby that deserved it. They made the difficult decision to only adopt the healthy baby. A few weeks later at the birth of the babies, the parents took the first child away before even looking at the other baby that should have gone with them too.
	The second baby was tested on, over and over again. After many days trying to formulate what had been causing the dust to obscure the scans, they gave up. There was nothing unusual about the child. He was a perfectly normal, healthy baby boy. After a lengthy discussion with the parents that adopted his brother, they said they had settled into their new life as a parent to one baby. They did not feel they could give their love to another at this time. The baby was sent to a care home.
	At the age of three, the child is adopted by a young couple who after many years of trying could not conceive their own baby. They finally had everything they wanted. A son to love, he was here, and they could cherish him each and every day. Only, toddlers are a handful. They have many, many tantrums and sometimes no matter how hard you try, nothing will please them. But this child’s tantrums were a little bit more… more unique than other children. 
	They told stories of their little boy throwing wooden blocks and plastic cars. Each meal they tried to feed him ended up all over the floor, up all the walls and splattered across the ceiling. He would not sleep at night; the covers would end up on the other side of the room, and every bar of the cot frame was snapped in two pieces. Other parents laughed, told them that was the life of a toddler, always causing mischief to keep them on their toes. The couple would share a look with each other, the look that said not to tell them the horrifying secret. See, the baby did not throw toys with his hands. He would be sat there perfectly still, but toys would fly in every direction all around him. He did not tip his food on the floor in a protest against eating the yucky slimy green stuff on his plate. He sat at the table, not moving, yet the food was stuck on the ceiling. At night he lay there, unmoving, but the bedclothes were seven feet away from him, on the floor in a heap. After only a short stay with the poor unsuspecting couple the baby returned to the home. The words ‘he just wasn’t the right fit for us’ shouted out as they ran towards their car to make a quick getaway.  
	At six years old, the boy was given another chance to have a family. They were an older couple who had no experience raising children but had always felt like they missed out. He was described as a spirited young boy with plenty of energetic surprises. What they left out was his ability to create objects out of thin air. His ability to manipulate and control those objects. His ability to destroy an entire house without lifting a finger. He was returned to the care home one week later because he was ‘a tad too lively for these elderly folk’. 
	“You see Milo,” said Echo. “This boy is Flynn”.
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“I don’t understand,” whispered Milo. “Why are you telling me all this?” Echo tilted his head to the floor. He stared at a piece of loose thread on the carpet. 
	“Flynn needs your help. He’s been pushed around all his life. He feels unloved and unwanted.” Echo looked up at Milo sadly.
	“But that’s not true,” Milo exclaimed. “Since I found out earlier today, all I’ve wanted is to get to know him, for him to talk to me, but he completely ignored me. I’ve always wanted a sibling, a best friend. What can I do to help?” Echo began pacing back and forth. 
	“I’m afraid for now that is all the information I can give you,” Echo paused. “I’m sorry I cannot be of any more assistance, but I shall return soon when you need me most.” With that, the old man was gone. Milo looked at the watch, waiting for him to come back. 
	“I need you,” Milo said hopefully. But nobody came. He tried to open the watch clasp to see if he could force Echo to return, but it was jammed shut.
	“Well,” Milo started, “What now?”

	Flynn did not show up at school for the next few days. Milo was beginning to worry that he had gone back to his old care home. After a whole week of missing school, Flynn finally showed up. He had purple stains underlining his eyes, his hair lay limp on the top of his head, and he looked ghastly pale. He slumped down in his chair silently and gazed out of the window. At lunchtime, when the bell rang out, and all the other children rushed out to eat their food, Flynn was still sitting at his desk staring through the window. Milo pulled up his chair next to Flynn.
	“Hello,” he said cautiously. Flynn didn’t reply. Flynn didn’t even turn to look at Milo. Milo pulled out a book and began reading silently next to Flynn. This sitting alone together at lunchtime, not speaking to one another continued for the next week until eventually, Flynn snapped.
	“Why won’t you leave me alone? Can’t you see I don’t want to talk to you.” He said furiously.
	“I didn’t think we were talking,” replied Milo cleverly. “I’m just sat here reading my book quietly, and you’re looking out of the window.” Flynn slumped down further into his chair. 
	“Just tell me what you want so we can get this over with.”
	“You’re my brother Flynn, I want to get to know you. I’d like us to be friends.” Flynn looked at Milo and then at the floor, wishing it would either swallow himself or Milo up into the depths of the earth. Then he smiled. It started out small, you probably wouldn’t have even noticed his lips beginning to curl up. But then it grew, spreading across his face until there was a boomerang grin sat there where there wasn’t one before. It looked unnatural, a sly slither of a thing, but Milo only noticed the smile. 
	“Friends?” Flynn held his hand out directly. Milo took it in his and shook with acceptance. 
	“Friends.” He replied. 

	After school that day, Flynn returned to the alley. He had been going there every day to let off steam. He had discovered something new about himself. Something he thought he knew a few years ago but was told he must have dreamt it because it was impossible. The first time he discovered his new gift was a couple days after meeting Milo. He had informed Ms Masterson that he had come down with a terrible cold, he must have picked it up from the snotty-nosed kid that sat behind him all day and refused to catch his sneezes in a tissue. Flynn must have been convincing enough because Ms Masterson let him stay in bed all day. But after two days of being in that grungy room of his with nothing to do, Flynn began to grow tired of letting his thoughts wander back to Milo. He snuck out of the window and returned to the alley he had been to just a few days earlier. There, Flynn thought about his brother with the life Flynn always wanted. He was angered beyond any emotion he had ever felt before. He wanted to kick and punch and scream to get his feelings out, but the back alley had been cleaned out that morning by the garbage collectors. This made his anger rise even more, and he wished with all his might that there was a single soda can he could smash into the ground. He closed his eyes, trying to calm his rage, but all he could see was Milo’s face. He screamed out and flung his eyes open to see a can, floating a couple of inches away from his nose. He reached out with his hand to grab it, but at his touch, the tin can shattered into dust and fell to the floor. He knelt down to touch the dust. It felt chalky, like ashes from a fire or the fine coating on an old disintegrating brick. He rubbed it between his fingers and let it flutter back to its pile on the concrete. He had never seen anything so beautiful in all his life. He grabbed a handful and scrutinised it. There were fine specks of golden yellow, deep pine forest greens, warm oranges reminding him of a forgotten night out in the cold November air to watch the burning flames of a bonfire. There were purples he had only ever seen on flower petals. Blues from depths of the ocean. Corals, reds, magentas and the fluorescent green of a highlighter he had once stolen from a corner shop. He ran its silky texture through his fingers and watched it tumble back to the earth like an hourglass. He sat on the floor, mesmerised by the dust sat by his feet, and then it was gone. Its colours returned back to the air around him. He blinked furiously, wanting it back. But all he saw were muted pixels flashing at him as his eyelashes opened and closed. 
	He told himself he had imagined it like he had been told all those years before. But when he returned the following day, he tried it again, hoping it wasn’t just a bizarre dream. He closed his eyes and wished for an empty soda can. When he opened his eyes, there was nothing there. He tried again. And again. And again. But nothing happened. He grew angry that it had been a dream that he would never see those spectacular colours again. He felt foolish that he had even thought it could have been real. Of course, he can’t summon objects like a wizard from a children’s tale. He took a step back and felt his back hit the wall behind him. In the act of submission, he fell to the ground and hid his face in his knees. 
He sat there for what felt like hours, going over every detail of what had happened in his dream. Milo. He thought. This is Milo’s fault. I could be where he is. I could have his family. If only I had been born first. He cried out in anger and to his surprise in front of him was a plastic carrier bag, hovering a few inches from his nose. Just like the can from his dream. He laughed and reached out to touch it and just as before the bag fell into a pile of dust. He closed his eyes again and thought of everything and everyone that had ever made him feel angry. The parents that didn’t want him. The young couple who sent him away. The old couple who wanted him gone. Every birthday that he received nothing more than a pair of socks and a bar of soap. Milo. The brother that had everything. He opened his eyes. Now he knew it wasn’t a dream, because in front of him lay a series of objects. There were more crushed cans, a broken teapot with no lid, an empty wine bottle, empty packets of crisps, and a collection of colourful bottle tops. To a stranger, this was a pile of trash that somebody littered the alley with. What they wouldn’t know is that Flynn had conjured each and every one of these objects out of nothing.
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Flynn spent every day in that alley practising creating and deleting his entities. He marvelled over his creations, watching them appear out of nothing and disappearing into dust. In his thoughts was everyone who had ever wronged him or let him down. He vowed to destroy anyone who got in his way. He knew the person to start with. Milo.
	
Milo was sat in his bedroom thinking of activities he and Flynn could do together to bond. So far, he had thought of:
· A walk in the park – Flynn would find it too boring.
· A board game – Flynn would find it too boring.
· Do our homework together – Flynn would find it too boring.
· A discussion about favourite classical music – Flynn would find it too boring.
· Rock climbing – too dangerous.
Nothing he could think of would be a fun activity for both of them. He covered his face with his hands, it was just no good, he thought, they were just too different. Milo was too focused on mulling over more ideas and crossing them out immediately to notice that the initials on the watch were shining brightly. It wasn’t until the watch began to send tremors through the desk that Milo looked in that direction. He jumped up in his chair and grabbed the watch. At the touch of his hand, the initials burned his skin as they had done before, and then disappeared. He turned around and just as he suspected there was Echo sat on the end of his bed. 
	“The time has come.” Said Echo gravely. 

	Flynn was working on creating larger objects that would inflict more damage than a simple soda can. He had summoned a bedside table lamp, a suitcase, a mailbox and a stack of dictionaries. Now he was working on bringing a shopping trolley into existence. His determination burned in his stomach, fuelling fire into his heart and lungs, all he was breathing in was his own hatred. 
	The sky was growing dark as the day was drawing to its end. Its bruised plum purples and inky blues sliced through the pastel pinks and orange as the sun bid its farewells. Flynn threw his hood up and shoved his hands into the pockets of his pullover jumper. He began his walk back home illuminated by the dull light of the streetlamps flicking their timer on and slowly warming up. When he reached the top of his street, he stopped dead in his tracks. Sat outside his house on the doorstep was Milo. He really didn’t want to have to deal with him right now and pretend they were best pals. He turned on his heel and walked off in the direction he had just come from. Flynn looked back over his shoulder and to his horror discovered that Milo was following behind him. He quickened his pace, and again glanced back to see that Milo had sped up too. He started to run, slower at first, and then faster and faster until he was sprinting out of the town and up the hill on the other side into an empty field. He felt certain that Milo hadn’t kept up with him, how could he with those little stick legs? Wheezing and spluttering, trying to catch his breath he bent over and rubbed his tired thighs. He looked back on the town he had just left. Coming up over the brow of the hill, he saw a small figure approaching. 
	“Here we go.” He muttered irritably. 

	“The time has come.” Said Echo gravely. “I must prepare you for what comes next.” He sighed sadly and with all his might stood up with the help of his cane which was a gnarled old tree branch with letters carved into it covering it in its entirety. At the top of the cane, the central section branched off into two smaller branches that weaved off into finger-like sticks which intertwined around a purple gemstone. With Echo firmly on his feet, he shuffled his way over to Milo and rested his wrinkled hand on Milo’s shoulder. He hit the floor with his stick. They both watched; Echo in disappointment and Milo in confusion.
	“Come on old girl,” he encouraged and hit the floor again with more speed and power. This time the stick burst into life. Tiny sparks burst out of the stick as it came into contact with the floor. As Milo looked closer, he saw that the sparks were actually miniature gemstones. They displayed different shades of purple as they bounced around the floor and disappeared into the cracks in the floorboards. Milo looked at the big rock at the top of Echo’s cane, but to his surprise, it was no longer encased by its wooden trap but now was floating above the cane. It started to wobble and then began spinning around on the spot, slowly at first, picking up speed until it was nothing more than a blurry purple tornado. And then suddenly it changed, it was displaying a picture. At first, Milo couldn’t make out what it was, the colours were fading in and out of each other, and it couldn’t seem to hold any kind of shape. 
Eventually, the gem began to settle, and the picture became more apparent. It was of Flynn. The image was moving. It showed an alley and in it was Flynn with what looked like piles and piles of unwanted belongings and trash. Milo looked at Echo for answers, but Echo was just staring into the gem. Milo looked back and was shocked to see Flynn was making these objects. He couldn’t work out how this was possible, in fact, he knew it wasn’t. This was all some kind of joke that was being played on him, he knew none of this was real; the watch, the returning twin brother, the old man appearing from nowhere, the magical gemstone. He was going crazy, he felt certain of it.
	“I know what you’re thinking and no you are not going crazy Milo,” Echo said calmly. “This is all real and this,” he pointed to the picture in the gemstone, “is happening right now. And it’s up to you to stop it.”
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In the darkness of the night under the moon’s watchful eye, two figures were standing five metres apart in a vast, open field. The moon’s gentle illumination displayed fear behind Milo’s eyes while Flynn’s backlit expression revealed his anguish. Milo opened his mouth to speak but was cut off by Flynn.
	“Don’t bother,” he said with a flick of his wrist, “there’s nothing you can say or do to stop me.” He focused on his anger, letting it fuel his heart and mind, picturing images of torture. Milo’s voice interrupted his thoughts.
	“You don’t have to do this, you can come back with me, we can be together.” Flynn let out an irritated muffle, cleared his mind of Milo’s voice and focused again on his mission of destruction. He could hear Milo’s voice droning on in the background, but he concentrated hard on blocking him out. The dulcet tones of Milo’s feeble attempt to talk Flynn down only seemed to encourage Flynn’s anger further. With one mighty thought of silencing Milo once and for all, Flynn conjured up a long thin sword. It hovered threateningly between the two boys, its blade pointing at Milo’s throat. Milo wished desperately that Echo was here to tell him what to do. He turned the watch over in his pocket. The moonlight bounced off of the sword’s shiny silver surface, sending a blinding light at Flynn. 
	“Argh!” he screamed out in pain, reaching for his eyes with his hands. The connection between Flynn and the sword broke immediately. It fell to the ground in a pile of ash. Blinking his eyes furiously Flynn lunged forwards to his dust pleading with it to reform so he could try again. The ground let out a loud rumble and a flash of lightning forked through the sky and hit the earth where the dust lay. Like a beacon, it flashed brightly, its waves of light shone out in every direction. A mist began to swirl around through the air, blown around by the sudden gust of wind that pushed it forward. It gathered at the foot of the lightning bolt like a magnet returning forcefully to its rightful place. More and more mist began to sweep through the sky and settle around the pole of light. It shone brighter and brighter with each new wave of mist that landed. Both Milo and Flynn covered their eyes to shield them from the light. Peeking through the gaps between his fingers, Flynn saw that it was not mist at all, it was dust, his dust. 
	The pile of ash from the sword had grown at least three times in size, and with every passing minute grew larger and larger. Dust was being attracted from every angle. The dust of each object Flynn had ever created and thought he had destroyed again when it shattered into ash. Every particle was joining here now. 
	“Stop!” yelled Milo, “you have to stop it.”
	“I don’t know how,” said Flynn with a menacing grin.
	“You’re the one controlling it,” Milo cried, “it will only listen to you.”
	“I don’t want to stop it. I want it to destroy the world. I want it to burn up all of the trees, set fire to the oceans, send every person and animal running.” The boys watched on as the dust grew larger. It began to change into different shapes. At first, they were all unrecognisable blobs. As the charge from the bolt of lightning powered the particles with more energy, the shapes began to grow clearer. The young couple who sent him away. The elderly pair who refused to keep him. The parents that didn’t wait to see him. Ms Masterson who didn’t care. His teacher that humiliated him.
	The lightning bolt flickered furiously, and with a loud explosion, the light went out. The boys blinked trying to get their eyes used to the darkness they were left with. As their eyes began to focus again, they could make out shadows from the moonlight. The shadows revealed a person, a boy, with curly hair and a buttoned nose. Milo.
	There were two Milo’s. One real, one made up of dust. The real one took a step forward towards Flynn. The Milo entity with a slow, heavy step blocked Milo from reaching Flynn. It was like a game of chess. 
	“Flynn this is madness. I’m reaching out to you. I want to show you that there are people out there that care about you. I care about you. I want to be your brother. Why won’t you let me share this life with you? All I’ve wanted my whole life is to have a friend, and I know that’s what you want too, more than anything. Here we have been given an opportunity. A brother is a ready-made friend. We’ve been broken apart once before by people who have not cared what we wanted for each other. Let’s not let that happen again. We have to take this into our own hands. Together.” Milo fell silent. He looked at Flynn with a hopeful gaze that he would accept Milo’s friendship, for real this time. Flynn paused, thinking through his options and then lifted his right hand up. The Milo entity moved forwards ready to engulf the real Milo. 
	“Flynn, stop!” Milo cried out, “can’t you see, it’s not me you’re angry at.” Flynn screwed his face up in anger, the entity continued moving towards Milo with its slow thudding steps. Flynn played those words over in his head,
	His hand went down. The entity stopped just seconds away from destroying Milo. The dust began to reform, it swirled around in fast zipping motions and then settled. Another figure. The same height as the Milo entity. The same build. The same buttoned nose. But this one had unruly messy hair, tired sunken eyes, a sad smile. Flynn. The entity turned on the spot and began to make its way over to Flynn. 
	“You have to stop it!” Milo shouted, “stop it now!”
	“I don’t know how,” said Flynn sadly, a tone of disappointment and defeat evident in his warbled voice. “Thank you, Milo. Thank you for showing me I’m not alone. Thank you for caring about me. Thank you for stopping me. You are the greatest brother and friend I could have ever wished for.” He looked intensely at Milo and took a step forwards towards the entity. 
	“No, you can’t,” Milo said, “there has to be another way.”
	“There isn’t.” And with those final words, Flynn walked into the arms of himself. The blow of the entity knocked him flying towards the floor, but before he hit the ground, Flynn was gone.
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Curtains all across the town were being opened bringing in the new day. No one knew that just out of town lay Flynn’s lifeless body with Milo knelt over him sobbing silently. He picked up Flynn’s hand and held it up to his cheek, the last warmth of it died out leaving a stone-cold echo of what once was. Milo’s tears watered the earth and pooled over Flynn’s body. 
On the floor lay the watch. It had fallen out of Milo’s pocket when he had slumped down to grieve. A tear splashed off of the watch’s surface. The watch began to shudder, and the initials burned for a second as the watch clasp flung itself open and glowed brightly. Milo caught a glimpse of it in the corner of his eye. One moment there was the pocket watch, the next there stood Echo. This time, however, he was holding the watch. Milo wiped his eyes. That’s odd, he thought, Echo had never touched the watch before, he had never even acknowledged it. 
Echo bent his knees to sit beside Milo and Flynn’s body. His bones creaked as he got closer to the ground, and he let out a tired sigh. In his hand, he held out the watch. It was still glowing, but not the white light Milo had become so used to, no, this time it was dark, almost black. In the centre of the light there was a swirling vortex. Milo was mesmerised by the swirling light. It was like the watch was brewing a potion, stirring around its ingredients. As the light spun around the colours were getting lighter. It went from charcoal black to deep indigo, then to violet, crimson red, it transformed into orange, then yellow, and returned to white. It kept getting brighter and brighter until it became a blinding colourless light. Echo twisted the dial on the watch three times and then placed it on top of Flynn’s chest. It sat there motionless, but then suddenly sunk into Flynn’s chest. Milo hurriedly placed his hand where the watch had sat moments ago on Flynn’s heart. It had disappeared entirely. Then he felt a faint beat under his fingertips. He jumped back in shock. Flynn’s fingers twitched and then his eyelashes fluttered. Milo and Echo watched his body, waiting. With an almighty push, his body shot into action. His chest rose rapidly, and a long-awaited breath flew out of Flynn’s lips. He coughed and spluttered, clutching his chest.
	“Ew, why am I all wet?” he mumbled, sitting up to see his brother and a strange old man looking over him.
	Using his cane, Echo heaved himself back up onto his feet. He looked down on the two boys sat below him, wondering what on Earth was happening. 
	“Well,” he cleared his throat, “that’s all sorted.” He turned around and took a few steps away from the boys. “Oh, I almost forgot,” he said, turning back to speak to them once more. “I’ve set the watch to tick for three days. You have seventy-two hours to work together to defeat Flynn’s entity. Good luck!” With that, he walked off down the hill back into the direction of the town. As he walked away, the central branch of his cane shone brightly. As the light died down, a new inscription appeared, M&F. He nodded and walked away.
	“Who was that old man? Why did he have a magic stick? What does a watch have to do with any of this? And please tell me why I am all wet?” Flynn looked at Milo with confusion.
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“Echo said we have to work together to defeat your entity. That means when you passed through it last time you didn’t destroy it.” Milo was pacing back and forth while Flynn lay down in the grass, swinging his legs up in the air. 
	“I still can’t believe I died, that’s so cool,” said Flynn. 
	“Flynn, you’re not listening again. We only have three days to formulate a plan to stop this thing. We need to write a list of what we know and what we need to find out.” 
	“You and your lists,” Flynn rolled his eyes. “Come on then, let’s get this over with,” he said while pulling himself up from the ground. 
	“Where are you going?” Milo asked.
	“To your nerdy bedroom so we can start this list. Come on Milo, we only have three days, stop holding us back,” he laughed.
	Milo was sat hunched over his desk, scribbling down notes. Flynn was snooping around Milo’s bedroom, picking up books and photo frames, peering in his wardrobe and rifling through drawers. Milo sighed and dropped his pencil down on the desk, irritated by his brother. Flynn quickly sat down on the edge of the bed and looked around innocently. 
	“Here’s what we have so far,” said Milo, standing up to face Flynn and read from his notepad. “You’ve been creating these entities since you’ve been born. Every time you thought you destroyed them by shattering them into dust, it was actually just lying dormant. The energy from the lightning strike caused the dust to gather together to create one large entity with more power than any of the previous entities ever showed signs of exhibiting. On your own, you’re not strong enough to defeat the entity.”
	“Thanks,” said Flynn, cutting him off. Milo ignored him and continued speaking. 
	“Echo told us to work together, which means there must be something I can do to help defeat it.” He paused, pondering his thoughts. “I’ve got it,” he exclaimed and tugged on Flynn’s arm to bring him to his feet. He started shoving Flynn toward the door. 
	“Hey! Woah wait a minute,” Flynn stumbled as he was pushed out of the doorway. 
	“Meet me in the science labs at school tomorrow, seven am sharp. We have a lot of work to do.” Milo shut the door in Flynn’s face and sat down at his desk, furiously scribbling in his notepad.

	The following morning Flynn arrived at the school at ten minutes past seven.
	“You’re late,” Milo shouted. 
	“Calm down,” Flynn yawned, “School doesn’t start for another two hours, I should still be asleep.” Milo grabbed his arm and pulled him into the school and down the corridor towards the science labs. 
	“Ow!” Flynn exclaimed, rubbing his arm. Milo ignored him, pulled out a chair from the desk and pushed Flynn into it. 
	Milo pulled out a paperclip from his pocket, bent it out of shape and began to pick the lock on the chemicals cupboard. Flynn looked on in horror at what his good, perfect, teacher’s pet of a brother was doing and wondered if he harmed Milo’s reputation. In the cupboard Milo began pulling out chemical bottles, holding them up to the light to check they were the right ones and putting them down on the nearest desk. He pulled out beakers and flasks, as well as a Bunsen burner and began setting them up in the corner. Flynn watched the door nervously, hoping a teacher would not come in and catch them stealing supplies. Milo began pouring liquids into bottles and mixing them together. They moulded together into a dark, murky liquid which he heated over the open flame until it became crystal clear. He siphoned it off into a flask, put the lid on and shoved it into his bag. Hurriedly he put all the supplies back into the cupboard, shut the door, grabbed his bag, pulled Flynn back up from the chair and exited the room. The bell went off.
For the rest of the day they ignored each other, hoping to not draw any suspicion. When the final bell went off to signal the end of the school day, Milo pulled Flynn aside by the lockers before the exit. 
	“Meet me tonight, in the same field, at eleven pm.” He stared at Flynn, waiting for recognition. “Sharp,” he added with conviction and walked out through the school gates. 

	That night as Milo was walking up the hill to the field, he noticed a figure already standing there. 
	“Ah Flynn, you made it,” he said. 
	“Right, are you going to tell me what is going on here or do I have to guess?” Flynn asked. Milo set his bag down on the ground and pulled out the flask. 
	“I need you to recreate everything that happened a couple of nights ago, but this time, I need you to drink this,” said Milo, handing Flynn the flask.
	“But I can’t. I’m not angry at you,” Flynn looked at Milo, “You’re my friend.”
	“I figured that might be the case,” said Milo with a smile, “Drink this. Trust me.” Flynn nodded but inside he was full of doubt. He opened the lid of the flask and sniffed the liquid. It smelled fruity, rather delicious, he thought and took a gulp. He gagged and spat out his mouthful in horror. 
	“This is revolting,” he yelled at his brother. Milo smiled and merely gestured for Flynn to continue drinking the rest of the potion. Flynn glared at him and downed the rest of the mixture. As it trickled down his throat, he felt his heart and mind burn up in rage. He was angrier than he had ever been in his life. He screamed out, his emotions getting the better of him. Out of his rage, he drew the sword. The same sword he had created to destroy Milo last time. The sword was hovering in front of him, the blade pointed towards the sky. He screamed out again, bringing down the lightning which shot across the sky like a rocket firework ready to explode on the Earth. It hit the ground, and as expected, the mist began to swirl around it as all the dust was attracted to the lightning’s energy. It exploded into a ball of fire, and out of it walked the entity, Flynn. The real Flynn held up his hand to control the sword he had created. It lunged towards the entity but missed as it dodged out of the way at the last second. 
	“It’s faster this time,” yelled Milo. “The entity isn’t slow and weak anymore because neither are you. You’re going to have to really concentrate on the sword to get it to hit.” Flynn flicked his wrist, and the sword flew around to collide with the entity but once again it missed. He closed his eyes. In his mind, his thoughts fell to his brother, the parents that didn’t want him, the adopted parents that sent him away. They were all surrounding him, in one big circular ring. He looked at each of their faces, and they all smiled at him. He looked at his brother, and they both nodded simultaneously. Flynn opened his eyes and held up his hand, and the sword began to move. It slid across the ground like a viper ready to pounce on its prey. At the last second, it leapt into the air and raced around the entity’s head. The sword was drawing it in, closer to Flynn. He lunged forward and grabbed the sword out of the air. It didn’t shatter to dust at his touch. Instead, it shone, the light reflecting each colour he had seen in the alley. He held eye contact with the entity and plunged the sword into its chest. The entity shattered into dust and fell to the floor. Milo grabbed the empty flask that Flynn had drunk out of and scooped up the ashes. They had done it. This time there was no need for Flynn’s sacrifice. The third day fell to an end as the sun rose up that morning. The two boys walked back down into the town, side by side. Together. 
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