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A Note from the Author 

 

This ‘missing moment’ was the original Chapter 10 in The Rainbow Maker’s 

Tale. During early editing I realised that it didn’t quite work in the book because it 

slowed the pace too much, and at that point you needed to know a little more about 

what Balik was getting up to when he wasn’t with Cassie.  

What I liked about this draft chapter was that, as a direct reflection of the 

scene from Chapter 5 in Hope’s Daughter, you got to see how Balik was thinking in 

direct contrast to what you saw from Cassie in the first book. When I was writing The 

Rainbow Maker’s Tale these ‘duplicate’ scenes were some of my favourites to write, 

because I got the secret insight into both their minds. It was always interesting to see 

how they read each other’s actions and words, in comparison to what was actually 

going on inside their heads.  

So, here it is: a little missing moment, possibly a bit of fluff, where you get to 

see Balik’s reaction to the developments in his relationship with Cassie. 

 

Thanks for reading   

Mel x  
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Undertones 

 

We plodded silently through the quiet streets that skirted the Red residential 

zone. The space between us was not at all uncomfortable: I still held Cassie’s hand, 

warm inside my own and she seemed as content as I was to keep our thoughts to 

ourselves. I felt drained from everything that had happened, and a little hungry too, if 

I was honest. That was about all my brain could conjure up right now, so it was 

fortunate I wasn’t in a chatty mood: my rumbling stomach would hardly make for 

scintillating conversation.  

A fleeting glance at a public viewing screen told me that it was nearly six 

o’clock, so we had about an hour before dark. A grin spread across my face as a neat 

idea popped into my head. Six o’clock in the evening meant that the majority of 

workers in the engineering sector would have left for home, with only a small number 

working the night shift. It gave us the perfect opportunity to rid ourselves of the 

ruined suits without detection.  

A gentle tug on Cassie’s hand turned her attention to me and I nodded in the 

direction of the avenue that would take us into the engineering sector. Her eyes were 

quizzical, although she didn’t voice her thoughts. A couple of minutes later, we were 

skirting the edge of the sector, with me hoping we could pick up a Mobile Waste 

Unit.  

We were lucky. As we passed into the engineering area, a Mobile Waste Unit 

came trundling towards us. The vehicle was made of white plastic, of course, with a 

small cab at the front and a seat big enough to accommodate a fully grown-man. 

There was no one inside because the units were designed to be unmanned, their routes 

pre-programmed before they left the sector each day. The main part of the vehicle 
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was essentially a large box, with a hinged side that lifted up to accept waste items. A 

control panel sat below the main opening, and the flashing red light on this unit 

indicated that it was full and heading towards one of the large incinerators to deposit 

its load.   

I sped up, dropping Cassie’s hand for the first time since we’d left the park, 

and coasted alongside the unit as it rolled on. In a single move, I twisted the day-bag 

on my shoulder forward and grabbed the ruined suits inside, bundling them both into 

my left hand. Without slowing, I turned my attention to the control panel; tapping in 

the command code I guessed would be needed to open the unit. It took me a few 

seconds to input the correct override to open the unit’s waste hatch. Normally the 

units would only open when in close proximity to the waste receptacle it was 

scheduled to empty, but at my fourth attempt I heard the distinct click as the hatch 

unlocked. As fast as I could, I shoved the suits inside and slammed the door shut, 

hitting the Accept option as an error message flashed up on the control panel. The 

writing disappeared, replaced by the intermittent red flashing light from a few 

moments ago. Nothing remained to indicate that it had been opened in transit.  

Pleased with my handiwork, I turned back to Cassie, who was standing 

several metres away, and flashed her a nervous grin. I was quite happy that our suits 

were now on their way to one of the combustion rooms, to be turned into soil 

substitute to fertilise the crops in the agricultural sector…but what would she make of 

what I’d just done?  

I jogged back, searching for some indication of what Cassie might be 

thinking. Her expression was unreadable, although she did smile and said 

“impressive,” as I got closer. I couldn’t be sure what that meant; she looked more 

surprised than impressed.  
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“This wasn’t my first time disposing of evidence,” I told her honestly.  

Cassie’s eyebrows rose at my words, but she said nothing. I took her hand 

once more and led her away towards the main communal space at the centre of the 

Family Zone residential areas. It was the fastest way home.  

Several times as we walked, I caught Cassie flexing her shoulder, as if testing 

the movement. Each attempt obviously brought pain as she gritted her teeth, or 

sucked in a sharp breath. It worried me that she might get worse without some form 

of medication. If only I could get her something.   

 The main communal area of the Green Zone rose before us and I released 

Cassie’s hand. There was no reason why I did this, or at least not a rational one I 

could think of…all I knew was that I didn’t want people to notice us together. Cassie 

gave no indication that she noticed my odd behaviour.  

 We were walking past one of the catering units when Cassie paused abruptly 

and pointed. “Do you mind if we grab something to eat?”  

I turned in the direction indicated. The unit was set out to look like a small 

café, a more cosy setting than some of the larger units that existed elsewhere in the 

Family Quarter. Eating now was a good idea – when it was just the two of us. How 

else would Cassie co-ordinate eating a meal without giving away her injured 

shoulder?  

 “Sure,” I nodded, mentally kicking myself for not having offered earlier. If I 

was famished, surely Cassie must be too. “I’m not surprised you’re hungry.”  

 “Oh, I’m not really that hungry.” She dismissed my concern, as usual – 

perhaps trying to allay the guilt that was nudging at me again. “It’s just that my 

parents will check if I’ve eaten and I can’t face trying to eat a full meal in front of 

them with my left hand.”  
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 “Good point.” It looked like we shared the same issue there, although I 

suspected Cassie didn’t have the insight I did into why our parents obsessed about us 

having our allocated meals and vitamin supplements each day. “My parents are just 

the same,” I offered as I stepped close and began steering her towards the café. She 

followed my lead.  

 The scanner at the doorway beeped twice as we passed by, registering our 

wrist marks and transferring the information back to the central data system. It was a 

struggle to suppress my irritation as I noticed this, but I was also tired. For once, 

perhaps, I might forget my issues with the station and just eat.  

Cassie headed towards a small table in the back corner of the half-empty café. 

I went to the counter and registered our names for dinner collection. The server there 

– a timid-looking young girl who barely made eye contact with me as I confirmed my 

identity – tapped some unseen instructions into a viewing screen sticking out of the 

counter. The girl reminded me a little of Rachel from the Clinic and I wondered if she 

might be on her own placement rotation.  

“Balik and Cassie, both from the Green Zone?” She peeked across at me from 

beneath drooping eyelashes.  

“Yes,” I confirmed, with an accompanying nod.  

“Are both of you eating?”  

“Yes.”  

The girl’s fingers slid over the viewing screen again: two rapid taps, then a 

slide. “The system is advising extra protein in your meal this evening,” she said, 

before tapping twice more and adding: “your friend is on the standard meal, but 

should have a calcium element in addition to this.” 
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I nodded absently as I thought to myself that the girl had no idea just how 

much Cassie would be needing that extra calcium to heal her shoulder. The additional 

protein in my meal was expected: I’d been making changes to my own diet plan since 

the gene therapy experiment the other week. The protein certainly seemed to be 

helping support my continued muscle repair and development.  

The girl turned away from the counter, opening the doors and drawers in the 

units facing me as she gathered the required components of our meals. “Do you want 

a drink of milk or yoghurt as the calcium element?” she called over her shoulder, not 

turning around.  

“Yoghurt, please.” I guessed, and watched as she opened a refrigerated drawer 

on her right and removed a small pot. The last items she added were a vitamin tablet 

for each of us, taken from separate containers.  

“Thanks.” I accepted the tray she held out to me that held both plates of food.  

“You’re welcome. Remember to drink with your meals; water is the only 

beverage you are permitted this evening as you have had your allocation of natural 

sugars for today.” 

“Thanks,” I muttered again, turning in the direction of the serving station she 

had indicated. I filled two beakers with water, then moved towards the secluded 

corner where Cassie was waiting.  

Setting the tray on the table, I placed Cassie’s meal – including her yoghurt 

pot – in front of her.  

“Thanks,” she smiled up at me.  

Taking the seat opposite, I noticed Cassie reviewing my own plate: her eyes 

widening as she took in the large pile of food that had been allocated to me. Just in 
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case she was planning to ask me about it, I feigned interest in our surroundings and 

used the opportunity to review the other occupants of the café.  

There were only three other people eating: two at one table, one at another, 

and they were all sitting close to the entrance, out of sight and earshot of our corner. 

Twisting back to face Cassie I noticed that the server behind the counter was now 

busy clearing away dirty trays. “Looks like a pretty good spot,” I observed, before 

adding: “if you need a hand eating no one will see.” As soon as the words were out, 

Cassie’s face flamed bright red. Probably wasn’t the most tactful way to offer, I 

realised but couldn’t add anything before she was dismissing me.   

“Don’t worry about it,” she shook her head, visibly recoiling at the idea of me 

helping her. “I’ll be fine – it might just take me a while and get a little messy.”   

I shrugged, to show it wasn’t a big deal. “Whatever you like. But don’t think I 

won’t force you to let me help if you’re in any sort of pain.”  

Cassie eyes dropped to her plate and she dug into her food without 

responding. I guess she was determined to show me that she could cope on her own. 

Settling back into my seat, I started on my own meal. Glancing across the table a few 

times, I saw that Cassie wasn’t in any obvious pain or throwing food over herself, and 

so I left her in peace.  

There was a lot of food on my plate. Meat products and high-protein 

vegetables made up half of my meal, with the other two quarters being an equal split 

of rice for carbohydrates and a cold vegetable salad. I tucked in hungrily, finding that 

I was absolutely famished.  

As I repeatedly filled my mouth, chewed then swallowed, I reviewed the 

recent changes to my diet. I had been eating more since administering the gene 

therapy a couple of weeks before. It hadn’t been an overnight increase, but I was 
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finding that as I was able to push myself further and further in training, I needed more 

food to fuel my body. The heaps of protein I was consuming daily must have been 

providing for the new muscle development… I crunched a chunk of celery absently as 

I remembered how hard I’d pushed my body today. But I had to shove the thoughts 

aside when images of Cassie’s terrified face ambushed me.  

Across the table, Cassie continued to co-ordinate eating her meal with her left 

hand. She was focused on her food, and so I couldn’t see much more than the top of 

her head. Something warm settled in my stomach as I watched her. Normally I was 

alone, and I liked that. But this was better: it was easy and I felt content. Perhaps love 

is having someone to do nothing with…?  

 I cleared my throat softly. “It’s nice to have some company for dinner; it’s 

quite unusual for me.”  

 “Me too,” Cassie agreed, raising her head to look at me when I spoke.  

I smiled at her, not feeling the need to say anything else. Cassie’s lips curved 

in a brief flash of a smile, before she placed a small forkful of food in her mouth. “Do 

your parents work a lot of overtime now?” she asked after swallowing.  

 “Yeah,” I nodded, “much more than they ever did when I was younger.”  

 Cassie’s head bobbed forwards as she agreed with my observation. “I know 

what you mean – Mother particularly used to be around a lot of the time from what I 

remember, but now I can get home most afternoons and spend the evening alone. 

Sometimes it seems like they only bother to speak to me if I’ve not eaten properly 

that day.”  

 So, I wasn’t the only person with parents who obsessed over my eating 

patterns. Cassie was quite perceptive: should it surprise me that she might notice 
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something like this? “Mine can be very similar,” I replied, not sure whether to say 

anything more or not.  

Cassie stared, as if she were waiting for me. Did she know something about 

our diet control, the vitamin supplements perhaps? No. I couldn’t believe that she 

would – why would she keep following their rules if she knew about them? As soon 

as I found something new, I deliberately did the opposite and concealed my tracks.  

 As Cassie watched me, I searched her eyes, looking for the truth that eluded 

me…but I found only curiosity gazing back. I looked away, pretending to be 

interested in my meal. “I’ve thought before now that it’s quite a curious 

preoccupation.” I poked a piece of meat onto my fork and popped it in my mouth, 

swallowing it before continuing. “Why would missing the odd meal or vitamin 

supplement matter so much?” Cassie was just watching me, waiting for more and so I 

carried on. “For thousands of years on Earth people’s diets were not as well balanced 

and controlled as ours are now and they survived OK…Well, until they died off, 

obviously.” I added as an after thought, realising that it made my genuine point sound 

like a joke. Cassie chuckled quietly, restrained laughter sparkling in her eyes as she 

tried to ignore the unintended irony of my words. “You know what I meant!” I 

protested, pointing my empty fork at her.  

Cassie grinned, ignoring my mock anger, and went back to prodding her food. 

For a short while we lapsed into silence, just eating and daydreaming – although my 

own musings took me into unwanted areas. I hated knowing that it would not be long 

before I was alone again. And I was beginning to worry about how well Cassie would 

cope when she was on her own later. It was obvious that she was still suffering, 

despite putting on a brave face.   
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 “I’ve always wondered how natural our family arrangements are on the space 

station.”  

Cassie’s voice startled me a little. I had just been speculating about my 

chances of getting into the Clinic store areas for some medication. I glanced over as 

she continued speaking, intrigued by where she might go with this topic of 

conversation. It sounded like something I would say.  

 “We separate the couples from the families and only have one child. And 

every basic need – from food to clothing – is handled centrally to ensure equality 

amongst the space station population, preventing any struggle around resources, 

which was a continuous cause of discord between the communities and individuals on 

Earth.” Cassie paused and sipped her water. “It seems that things function more 

logically and calmly on the space station…preventing the types of basic conflicts that 

arose from the living arrangements of societies on Earth.” Then she sighed, a breath 

of frustration squeezing between pursed lips, before she asked her question. “But at 

the same time, does it not feel like some particular elements of being human are 

denied because our arrangements are planned to reduce certain types of difficult 

interactions?”  

 I had been right before: this was exactly the kind of thing I would say. It was 

as if Cassie had been picking through my brain, pulling out my own questions – and 

frustrations – about why we subdued and rejected so much of our natural behaviour 

on the space station. And she didn’t even know the worst bit: what couldn’t be 

restricted through societal controls alone meant intervention with drugs and possibly 

more… I couldn’t really say that though.  

Or could I?  



 14 

“Do you mean because human nature is self-destructive and so by removing 

the opportunity for that element to develop, are we less human because of it?” I didn’t 

want to go off in a rant completely uninvited, and so I tried to clarify what Cassie was 

asking me, by re-phrasing her question. She nodded to confirm I was right. I took a 

deep breath before I answered.  

 “I’ve thought similar things and never really come to a conclusion,” I began 

slowly. “In some ways I feel we’re more like humans on Earth when we’re younger 

here: free from the inhibitions and responsibilities you absorb as you get older. When 

you watch the young children with their parents, there’s a difference in their nature 

that’s so strong it seems tangible.” 

 “And what about us?” Cassie pressed, leaning forwards.  

 “I think that the people around our age on here are probably the most similar 

to Earth’s adult humans. Physically we’re fully developed and so more difficult to 

subdue than a small child, but at the same time – just like a child – we’re very much 

controlled by our emotions and can run to extremes of behaviour. Or at least as 

extreme as anything gets around here.”  

 “Today seemed pretty extreme.” Cassie’s eyebrows flicked upwards as she 

made this observation.   

 “You’re right – but thankfully that’s a one-off day – I think…” 

 Chewing thoughtfully on her lip, Cassie paused before going back to my 

previous comment. “I don’t really notice any of us acting that much differently to the 

adults – certainly not extremes of behaviour.”  

 “It’s not an obvious thing,” I allowed as I wondered how I could explain what 

I meant. “I think that when you compare us to our parents – to any of the adults here – 
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they are much more controlled than we can be. Just look at the atmosphere in The 

Clinic. It’s so different from school.”  

Did Cassie understand what I was trying to say? She was watching me 

closely, but I couldn’t read her expression. Maybe I would have to be more explicit…  

“In some ways I think that people our age are more prone to breaking rules or 

testing the boundaries of the society here.” In my head, I heard a derisive snort as I 

laughed at myself. Does everyone break the rules, or just you? I moved the 

conversation along without bothering to answer the question. “…That’s why I think – 

even though no one would say it – the Married Quarter exists as protection for those 

on both sides.” 

 At my words, her eyes ignited. I couldn’t tell if it was fear that burned there or 

something else…guilt possibly…? “What do you mean testing the boundaries?” 

Cassie’s voice squeaked. The way she was looking at me now made me feel as if she 

knew something.  

I wanted to draw out whatever it was that Cassie had reacted to – what it was 

that made her nervous. Even if it was my unorthodox beliefs, I decided I wanted to 

know. “The obvious difference is hormones,” I told her, my eyes grazing over the 

vitamin tablets that sat on the table between us. Popping a forkful of rice into my 

mouth, I chewed slowly as I laid the cutlery back on the table beside my plate and 

reached forwards.  

Cassie’s gaze followed mine as I focused on the two small tablets next to her 

hand. One was a pale orange, the other a bright blue. I picked up my blue one: it was 

a standard multi-vitamin supplement with extra iron – and nothing else. My eyes 

flicked from the orange pill towards Cassie’s face, but she didn’t notice because she 

was staring the blue tablet in my fingers. I hadn’t checked her supplement content, 
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but as it was different to mine, I knew that there was some additional component to it. 

I turned my attention back to my own supplement, knowing that I would be checking 

Cassie’s supplement plan when I got home. Finally, I placed the tablet back onto the 

table and turned back to Cassie. 

I watched her for a while, and she watched me back. It was too soon to reveal 

what I knew about the vitamin supplements. I had spent the last nine years 

investigating the lies we were told, and it had scared me when I found out what we 

were being given every day. How would it make Cassie feel if I just told her now 

over dinner? Angry, perhaps – or terrified – or neither… She probably wouldn’t 

believe me.  

In the end, I opted for a lesser truth. “For people around our age, I think that 

there is the possibility for the only conflict of resources you’ll ever come across in the 

station.” Cassie didn’t respond, so I went on. “We have housing, food, and clothes 

shared out equally, but I’m sure you can think of one thing that cannot be fully 

controlled by The Council?” She shook her head slightly, although I wasn’t expecting 

her to work it out anyway. This was something I wanted to tell her myself, because it 

was how I felt.  

“There’s no violence in our society: you cannot raise your hand against 

another member of the community. Everything is free and available to us if we want 

it: there is no need to steal – no need to covet another person’s possessions.” Cassie 

nodded at my words. I wanted to reach out for her hand when I spoke again, but I 

couldn’t – I would lose my words if I allowed that. “But there are particular emotions 

that are more…potent shall we say…and certainly more influential in people around 

our age than any other. Passions that could lead you to break one of the key laws of 

life on the station.” Cassie still looked blankly back at me. 
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“Jealousy…anger…hate…” I said carefully, letting each word hang in the air between 

us until Cassie finally realised what I was saying.  

“You mean jealousy because you fall in love with someone?” Cassie sounded 

surprised, and scoffed at the idea. “You can’t hate someone just because of that!”   

“Really?” I frowned back at her. If only she knew how I’d hated the boys at 

school who found it so easy to talk to her, and be near her. I had been jealous: 

blaming them for my own failings.   

“No!” Cassie said, dropping her fork onto the table, where it landed with a 

plasticy click. Heat flushed pink in her cheeks as more words gushed out. “Hate is 

such a strong emotion – so negative – how can it come from nowhere?”  

I countered immediately. “Love is an equally strong emotion – so positive – 

how can that come from nowhere?”  

“Because it…because it –”  

Cassie floundering quickly bubbled over into irritation. Perhaps it was the 

smug expression plastered all over my face? I tried to erase it, but couldn’t. It seemed 

odd that she could believe in one emotion, but not the other.  

“Love is natural,” she finally shrugged, as though that answered everything. It 

didn’t.    

Love is natural, I repeated to myself, before adding aloud: “and so is 

anger…and hate…to humans.”  

Cassie focused her green eyes on mine and she stared into me. I didn’t look 

away or soften: I wanted her to see that I believed this completely. We’d leaned in 

closer and closer to one another as we’d argued – to the point that we were only 

inches apart. I could feel her breath on my face; it was warm and soft despite her 

anger. Without warning, Cassie pulled away, breaking the tension that had been there 
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a moment before. Her eyes snapped from mine as she crashed back into her chair and 

for a few moments she avoided looking at me, instead shooting glares around the café 

behind me.  

Cassie calmed down quickly, for no reason I could determine. Perhaps she had 

worried that someone might see us having our discussion… It certainly wasn’t the 

typical unemotional behaviour that was expected of us.  

She didn’t look back at me immediately. I saw her flinch twice as she pulled 

her shoulder in the process of craning her neck to scowl at the tables around us. 

Cassie didn’t seem to notice though, which probably meant that her arm was giving 

her a good deal of pain in the first place. Once she’d finished scowling at the tables 

around us – all empty I guessed – she took to stating at her plate. Finally, she met my 

gaze again.  

“Come on Balik, you don’t really think this way do you? It’s so negative.” 

Her voice was much softer, trying to coax agreement from me. She had no idea how 

tempting that was: I would agree to anything when she looked at me that way.  

I fought to gain control of myself, or at the very least not break down into a 

stuttering wreck. “What’s wrong with being negative?” I was able to spit out. “If it’s 

the truth – is that not more important?”  

Please don’t be scared of this, I pleaded as I watched her. I need you to 

believe what I’m telling you, because if you don’t how will you ever believe the rest of 

it?   

“There’s nothing wrong with it. It’s just…”  

“Just what…?” I prompted, hoping that Cassie would find the words I needed 

to put me at ease. When she didn’t my frustration boiled over. “If you can believe in 
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the positive, surely you must acknowledge the negative opposite of that…Or are you 

already a neutral, emotionally controlled adult, like we see at The Clinic each day?”  

“You’re right,” she finally agreed, reluctance filling the two small words.   

Cassie’s lips pressed into a thin line as her mouth turned down in a frown. I 

could tell she hated – ha! Hated – to admit that these negative qualities were possible. 

But at least she had been honest with me. I stayed silent letting her settle down, 

thinking the conversation was over, so it surprised me when her head snapped up.  

“Have you ever felt that way?” she asked.  

Did she mean the love bit or the hate bit? Well, I wasn’t ready to tell her that, 

even if it was true!  

“I’ve never hated anyone,” I began slowly, trying to articulate my admission 

in a way that wouldn’t trip me up as I went along. I managed to add: “at least I don’t 

think I have,” to that sentence before I made the mistake of looking into Cassie’s 

eyes.  

Her emerald gaze burned into mine dragging partial truths from me that I 

hadn’t intended to share. When I opened my mouth next, it was the truth and only the 

truth that tumbled out. “Very recently I know I’ve experienced jealousy – it was 

stronger than anything I could have imagined. It had an almost physical control over 

me that was frightening.”  

Well done, for not sharing too much! I scoffed at myself. For the first time 

ever I wished I’d kept the emotion deadening chemicals in my supplement – at least 

that way I wouldn’t be at the mercy of my feelings as I was right now. Cassie was 

still staring at me, waiting for more. Well, I’d come this far, so I might as well say it. 

“I’m just hoping now that there was no need for it.”  
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For a time, we just stared at one another. I watched as Cassie’s mouth 

twitched – the movements were almost invisible they were so small – but she didn’t 

voice any of the thoughts that were hiding inside her head. She blinked a few times, 

more rapidly than I thought she did normally. But still she said nothing. Perhaps she 

hadn’t realised that I was talking about her…? Surely she would wonder why I would 

admit something like that, to anyone but the one I loved.  

Unable to stand the pressure any longer I redirected my attention to the last 

pieces of food in front of me. Cassie followed suit and we ate the rest of our meal in 

silence.  

 


