BY LES ONE

The day had turned into evening and the rain that had
threatened to fall passed over w thout incident. Many peopl e seened
to be out and about, taking advantage of the inprovenent in the
weat her. One man, however, paid no attention to any of it.

Johnny Smith sat alone in his darkened house. Normally, the
i sol ation brought on by his unwanted fanme left himfeeling |onely,
but for once he was glad of it. Walt had called himthe day before
to ask for his help. Agirl had gone m ssing and there had been
no | eads. Wien the girl's parents had asked for Johnny to find
her, Walt had agreed to call him

The girl hadn't been seen since the previous norning when
she was on her way to school and there had been a search al ong
the route she always took to get there. No trace of her had been
found, except for the backpack that she carried to school. Johnny

had taken the bag in both hands, for once wanting a vision to
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cone, hoping to get sonething that would give Walt and his deputies
a clue to find the mssing girl. The vision had cone, but there

was nothing to help them He had tried several tines, touching

each itemin the backpack. He had gotten a vision each tinme. He
knew t hat she was blindfolded and | ocked in a small dark room
alone and terrified. Still there was nothing to identify her

| ocation. The house had al so been searched for clues and Johnny
again had tried to give themsonething to work with, but after

t hree unsuccessful hours Walt had taken Johnny hone.

Now Johnny sat where he had been for hours, thinking of the
girl, his visions, and what m ght be happening to her. Sone
considered his second sight a gift, but at tines |ike this he
knew it was nore of a curse than a bl essing. Though he knew t he
girl was out there sonewhere and that she needed hel p, there was
not hi ng he could do for her.

Suddenly, he was startled out of his thoughts by the ringing
of the phone. He considered not answering it. It could be \Walt
asking for his help again or even worse, it could be reporters
aski ng hi mabout the case and the mssing girl. Then, even though
he couldn't say why, Johnny got the feeling that the call m ght
be inmportant, so he decided to take it. Wth a sigh, he stood and
pi cked up the receiver

BY CALI FZONEWOVAN TWD

The second he touched the phone, an image hit himwth tornado
force, throwng himoff balance for an instant.

"What have you done with her?" Philip screaned into the phone.

"Why are you doing this?"
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Johnny used his armto steady hinself against the wall,
clutching his cane with his other hand. Bal anci ng the phone between
hi s cheek and his shoul der, he spoke into the receiver. "Phil?"

The girl's father responded. "Yeh, it's me, M. Smth. It's
Phil Harden." Johnny was surprised at the evenness of Philip's
voi ce. He seened so cal mand rel axed, al nost deliberately so.

"I just wanted to tell you Louise and | really appreciate
you com ng over here and all. But Cara's all right. It was just a
m sunder st andi ng.

The vision returned, replaying exactly as before. "Wat have
you done with her?" Philip's voice was anything but calm "Wy
are you doing this?"

"Look, M. Harden - Phil," Johnny said. He | ooked around the
kitchen, trying to find the right words. "I know you' ve heard
fromthe kidnappers. You need to let nme help you."

There was silence on the other end, but Johnny knew the terror
Philip was feeling.

"No," Philip said quietly. "No, everything' s fine. Thanks,
anyway. We're okay."

Johnny pl aced the phone in its cradle, w shing he could have
| earned nore fromhis vision. If only he could control this gift
of his better!

After considering his options for a few m nutes, he knew
what he had to do. The click-clicking of his cane on the tile
fl oor echoed through the cavernous roons as he approached the
hal | way table, grabbing his keys. Mving toward the front door,

the clicking grew faster, seemng to speak for the urgency of his
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movenents. Wthin mnutes the cane was in the back of the jeep as
Johnny sped out through the gated driveway, turning toward town.

"Hey, Johnny." Walt sat back in his chair, his legs on the
corner of his desk, crossed at the ankles. "Turned out to be a
false alarm But I'mglad the girl's okay." He thunbed casually
t hrough papers on the clipboard in his |ap.

"No, she's not," Johnny said quickly.

VWalt | ooked up at him Oh, no, he's got that | ook again, he
t hought .

"What do you nean? M. Harden called and said his daughter's
okay. Was at a friend' s place or sonething. " WAlt was trying
hard to be conplacent, but just the fact that Johnny was here
meant troubl e.

"The ki dnappers called,” Johnny said. H s words canme out
fast, clipped. "That's why Philip called you and ne. The ki dnappers
still have her. They told the Hardens to keep us out of it."

VWalt dropped his legs and sat up straight in the chair. "Wat
el se did you see?" he said. "Do you know who they are?"

Johnny shook his head, |ooking at the floor, w shing sonething
nmore woul d come. Then he | ooked directly at Valt.

"No," he said evenly. "But | know they're not asking for

noney. "

BY BLUE THREE
VWalt furrows his brows and | ooks at Johnny. "Wat do they
want ?" Johnny stands and starts for the door, "That's what we

have to find out."
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As they are | eaving, Sarah wal ks into the station. "Ch
no.what's going on this time. The only tinme | see you
together.well, it's never a GOOD thing."

Walt hugs his wife and ki sses her while Johnny tries to | ook
anywhere but at them "Johnny has brought something new to the
case of that mssing girl | was talking with you about. It's enough
to at least check it out. | shouldn't be long. W still on for
the novies tonight, or has Stillson found sonething el se for you
to do agai n?"

Sarah snakes her arm around his neck purring, "Ch no sheriff,
even if he were President, you are not getting out of taking ne
on a date tonight."

Walt smles and tells her he will call after he and Johnny
have finished their business.

Walt and Johnny are driving through town tal king about what
t he Hardens may be hiding fromthem concerning their daughter's
ki dnappi ng. As noney has been elimnated as a notive for the crine,
there nmust be sonmething nore to than what they have been told by
Phil. Some notive worth the chance of keeping the authorities out
of it all.

As they pull up to the house, Johnny stares, unblinking, as
Phil cones out to neet themon the front porch.

"Sheriff.How can | help you?"

Wal't hold out his hand to shake Harden's, "Well M. Harden
|"mjust here to follow up on your report. | need to speak with
your daughter before | can close the file on her case. |I'msure

you understand. "
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Johnny, who is standing off to the side of the porch, sees a
barrette lying on the floorboards and | eans over to pick it up.

"M. Smth, I don't think..," Harden says anxiously.

Johnny sees the girl sitting on the front porch swing trying
to renove the barrette fromher hair, but it's caught. She hears
her father arguing with sonmeone over the phone.”l told you, I'm
QUT of it! | have a famly now. A newlife. You can't expect ne
to be a part of all of this now" The girl seens frightened, gets
up and wal ks off of the porch, her barrette falling to the
fl oorboards as she goes...

Johnny snaps back to reality once nore. He | ooks at Harden
Wi th an accusatory but questioning glance. "I think you had better
invite us in M. Harden, and tell us what is really going on here."

Har den | ooks out to the | ane, obviously nervous about

sonething. "Alright, but not here. | can't do it here.”

BY PAMALA FOUR

Its unexepected and | can feel desperation hanging in the
air around us as this man, who seens to be hiding sonething, grabs
hold of ny armto convey what he dare not speak.

The images cone to ne as | think he hoped they would but |
have difficulty making any sense of them

These nonents in time are often hard to understand but there
i s sonet hing about the nontage flashing through nmy mnd that |
cannot find an order too.

| think perhaps he can sense ny confusion as | feel his grip
tighten on ny forearm outside nmy mnd, in an physical attenpt to

clarify what whirls about inside it.
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Maybe it hel ps, or maybe |'ve just begin to find order to
what it is that | see. Either way it is clear that | am seeing
visions pronpted by this man that do not belong with him

Sonmehow he is serving as a conduit and | see many vi sions
bel ongi ng to another through this man's touch.

| pry his hand fromne the instant | realize what | have
seen.

| know why they have her !"

Walt steps close, eager for if only partially believing the
answers to cone. Unlike Walt's nove toward ny side the man across
fromne steps away.

He says nothing. There is nothing for himto say or do but
wait for ne to tell the secret he's hidden since his daughter was
just a toddler.

Walt grabs hold of my armfrustrated by ny silence and the
nearly electric tension suspended between nyself and the m ssing
girls father.

For God's sake John! What! What did you see... why do they
have her?"

| watch the child' s fathers gaze drift down in shane and
defeat while nmy own gaze, be it real or just in nmy mnd, drifts
back to the visions I'd just w tnessed.

As if the monment is still upon nme | still feel the presence
of those innocent eyes within ne as | speak what no one el se has
ever been able to say about Cara Harden.

Because she's like me Walt.... They've taken her because

she sees the visions "
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Walt sputters incredul ously. "Wiat do you nean 'she's like
you'?! How is that even possible?". He keeps gl anci ng between
Johnny and Phil Harden hoping to catch a glinpse of the truth as
to what is going on.

"I don't know how it's possible Walt but | know that she
does. Isn't that right Phil?".

M . Harden gl ances around nervously - "Unhh maybe you gentl enen
better cone inside. W can talk privately."

As Walt and Johnny follow himup the gravel driveway, m nds
spinning at the possibilities, the famlar crunch-crunch of shoes
on stones is interrupted when Johnny's cane hits a | oose pebbl e
and goes out fromunder him Johnny is uncerenoniously dunped on
the ground, hip scream ng out in pain.

"John you okay?" Walt picks up the pace to cover the few
feet between hinself and Johnny's | andi ng spot.

"Ahhh ..." Johnny barely has time to cry out before ...

Ni ght ... dark van screeches up to the bottomof this
dri veway..door slides open, nen junp out ... pounding up the
dri veway..hand over nouth ... fear, panic ... silent screans
“DADDY!” ... "NO You can’t have her. She’s no threat to you!
Leave us alone!™ ... "It’s not your decision to make.” ... door
sl ans shut, van speeding off

Johnny | ooks up. Phil Harden's face is noticeably nore
pi nched, sweat beads beginning to formon his tenple. Walt bends
down, cupping his hand under Johnny's el bow as he | everages hi nsel f

up with the traitorous cane.
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"I know that |ook John. Spit it out. What'd you see?". Wlt
can tell this day is rapidly progressing frombad to worse with
no end in sight.

"I't's not safe to talk here". Johnny's mnd flashes to how
many run-ins with people in vans he's had. Between the governnent,
maj or corporations, the Mob, Stillson and his favorite stal ker

It's never a good thing he notes wyly to hinself. "But we
have a ot to discuss. | can understand the need for discretion
here M. Harden, but you DO need our help. Do you think you can
meet us at the diner on Route 48 wi thout being foll owed?".

Phil Harden's face has now gone a slight shade of green as
he realizes he wll not be able to extract hinmself fromthis. A
slight ook of relief is also present - though whether at the
prospect of actually having help or at the idea of getting the
sheriff and John Smth out of his driveway as quickly as possible
it is hard to say.

"Yes | can neet you there" Phil stammers "In one hour"

Walt's hand hovers at Johnny's el bow for the first few steps
back down the driveway, hoping to avert any nore tunbles. Johnny's
linp is greatly pronounced as he nakes his way gingerly down,
attenpting to favor the sore hip as nuch as possible.

When settled back in Wlt's cruiser, Walt confronts Johnny.

"Do you want to tell ne what the hell is going on?". The
slightly peeved tone to WAlt's voice is perceptible.

"I ' wll Walt but for now please just drive. And nmake sure
we're not followed. |I'mnot sure what Phil Harden is involved in
but it is not sonething we can take lightly. Not if we want to

see that little girl again.”
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BY JERI KOR SI X

Johnny’s hip was torturing himas Walt drove hurriedly to
the diner. He had never taken a fall that horrible before, and
now he felt as if spikes were being driven into | eg. He propped
it on the seat in Walt’'s cruise, stretching it to the |ength.
Resting the cane against the front seat, he started to nmassage
his leg, though it hurt himto do it in front of Walt. But the
pain in his |leg had pronpted it enough.

“Are you okay, John?” Walt asked, his voice testy, his eyes
glittering in the mrror back at Johnny. “You don’'t seemtoo good.”

“I"'mfine,” Johnny replied, gritting his teeth. “You know
me. |I'’mplaying for your synpathy, man. Don’'t let nme get to you.”
The massagi ng was helping only a little, but he conti nued.

“Don’t | ook too good,” Walt retorted, turning onto the ranp
that woul d take them straight to the diner

“Walt, you're worrying about a cripple. The very word
“cripple” brings to mnd a defect person who is hurt and pains.
Cripples do not need worrying because they hurt all the tinme. Now
drive.”

“You' ve had tine to work this out, haven't you?”

“Oh, I've only had a few hours every day to work that out,”
Johnny answered, seeing the diner conme into view rather quickly.
“There it is. Do you see Harden's car?”

“No,” Walt said, scanning the driveway. “He’s a junpy sort,

woul dn’t you say?”
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“That’ s because he’s hiding sonething,” Johnny sighed. “He
has things to tell us and he will, sonehow. W have to nmake him
He knows things about his daughter that can help us.”

“Johnny, what did you see?” Walt suddenly demanded, and Johnny
instinctively knew that Walt had been burning to bring this up
ever since they had I eft Phil Harden’s hone.

“Ckay, Walt, you win.” He painfully recalled. “A van cane up
and took the girl away. It was bl ack. Harden watched as they
snatched the girl. He told themthat she wasn’'t a threat, but
that it wasn’'t his decision to make.”

“This day has been going downhill since the sun cane up,”
Wal t sorrowed.

“OCh, don't worry Walt. I’Il buy you a beer.” Johnny said it
good-naturedly as he painfully slid down fromthe high cruiser

“l don’t drink.”

“By the end of this day, you will.” Gabbing his cane, he
tested his leg. He felt wobbly and pai ned, but he woul d nanage.
Leaning heavily on the cane, he lurched forward with Walt
foll ow ng, hovering around him

They entered the diner and seated in a high booth far away
from ot her people. They ordered plates to make it | ook |ike they
were sinply traveling. O course, Walt’s uniform gave away things,
but who woul d question an officer?

Johnny inpatiently | ooked at his watch, rubbing his leg with
one of his hands. “It’s been an hour,” he said, choking, really
not believing that it had taken themthat long to get to the diner

and have their food. “And Harden’s not here.”
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“He had to make sure he wasn't followed,” Walt said, but his
voi ce was inpatient as well. Suddenly they spied fromout the
w ndow an SUV slanmng into a parking space in the lot. Fromthe
dept hs of the SUV energed a frightened | ooking Phil Harden, his
hair runpled, his clothes winkled and hangi ng | oosely off of
him Cearly he had | ost wei ght since his daughter had been
abduct ed.

“There he is,” Johnny breathed, feeling tension rise in him
“This should be interesting.”

“This should be as interesting as a pinple on an el ephant’s
butt.”

"Wl t?”

“Yes?”

“Next tinme warn ne when you're going to be that graphic.”

“Ch, sorry.”

Harden entered the diner, pitifully confused, and Walt rose
hal f-way up, singling with his arm Harden saw himimedi ately
and rushed over, his eyes daring around fearfully, suspicious of
ever yt hi ng.

“M. Harden,” Johnny greeted. “Sit down. W need to talk.”

“Yes,” Phil Harden said, his voice small and pinched. “W
do.” H's eyes constantly roaned the diner. “It has to be quickly.
You do realize what they will do to Cara if they discover that |
amin contact with you?”

“Who are ‘they,” M. Harden?” Walt seized the opportunity
and pinned Harden with his own fiery eyes.

“l don’t know, exactly,” Harden sighed, and Johnny felt sone

dam i nside himbreak, realizing that Harden nmay not have all the
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answer that he sought. “All | know is that they took Cara because
t hey want her power.”

Johnny felt an odd tw nge at that word, the word “power.”

“What powers, M. Harden?” Walt pressed, glancing at Johnny.

Har den | ooked at Johnny, who started to fidget unconfortably.
“You know, M. Smth. You know.”

“But you can confirmit?” Johnny asked.

“Yes, | can confirmit. She sees visions, just as you do,

M. Smth. Just as you do, though | think that hers are not as
terrifying or as frequent as yours.”

Johnny let that sink in. So sonebody el se had this god-Ilike
power. He wasn’t alone. That thought filled himwith a void. He
didn't know what to think.

Walt was gl ancing at Johnny in concern, at Johnny's frozen
face, and then turned his attention back to Harden. “Tell us
everything you know, M. Harden.”

Harden’s head tw sted, watching, horribly frightened. “Ckay,
| wll try. This only started recently, only a few nonths ago.
Cara has your power, M. Smth. Ever since she was a toddler, she
has been able to tell things about people just by |ooking at them”

Walt | ooked up in surprise.

Johnny felt taken aback. “I can’'t tell things just by | ooking
at them M. Harden. | have to touch things.”

“Well, she can tell by thinking about it. W realized very
early on what she was doi ng. Wien she does it, this trance cones
over this person, and they turn violently sick, violently ill. At
times, some were often close to death.”

Walt stared at Johnny.
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“We taught her not to use it often, but still, sonetines,
she did it. And also she could do it w thout thinking about it.
It just happened. It still does.”

“So you're telling nme,” Walt said carefully, glancing at
Johnny and Harden with alternating eyes, “that Cara has al nost
killed people by probing their m nds?”

Har den | ooked surprised at this, and alnost a little angry.
“Yes, she can! And it’s not her fault, God knows its not. W have
no idea why this happened to her, but it has.”

“Ckay, go on,” Walt said. Johnny renmained silent.

“I't wasn’t until recently that we started to receive phone

calls.” Harden’s eyes rolled. “They weren't threatening, just

i nqui ri ng about our daughter. | politely shut themoff, telling
themthat it’'s not true and they nust be m staken. | wasn't truly
frightened until . . . well, until she was taken.”

Harden’s voice started to shake. “W had no warning. They

canme right out of the blue as Cara and | were starting for the

store. | had accidentally left nmy keys in the house. | went in to
get them and when | cane back out . . .” Harden held his head in
hi s hands. “They had taken her. | ran back down the driveway,

yelling for themto give her back, but they' d taken her.”

He was trying to gain his voice back. “W called the police
and you know what happened. But then they called us and denmanded
that we blow you off. That we “term nate our connections” with
you, as they put it. I don’t know who they are. And | don’t know
what they want.” He slammed his fists on the table with great
force. “They’'re not asking for noney, they re not asking for

ransom they just don't want ne to talk to you
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VWhat am | supposed to do?”

Walt | ooked at Johnny, who remained still as a stone.

“MR. HARDEN, YOU *

“l have to go,” Harden suddenly said, |ooking down at his
watch. “My wife will be hone and she has forbidden ne to see you.
| don’t nmess with ny wife.” He got up, suddenly. “lI have to go.
You know where to reach ne.” He suddenly started away.

“M. Harden!” Walt got up, enraged.

Johnny grabbed Walt’s arm pulling hi mdown.

“JOHNI” Walt said, outraged. “W have to ask himquestions.”

“I't won’t matter,” Johnny said dispassionately. “It won't
matter because he'll tell us lies.”

VWalt | ooked at Johnny. “Have you seen sonething, Johnny?” he
asked suspi ciously.

“No,” Johnny said stonily, swallowng. He felt tired out,
dead. His leg felt heavy. “He’s lying, Walt. He’'s been lying to
us since the beginning and he’s lied to us now.”

Walt stared at Johnny.

“Johnny,” he said, “are you okay?”

“No,” Johnny answered, and Walt was surprised to find that
his face was white and stricken. “If Cara can kill people by
probing their mnds . . . “He stopped, his face stretched. “Then
what can | do, Valt?”

BY | CE PRI NCESS SEVEN

“"I'm..not...sure," each word fell soft, slowas Walt quietly
al armed at Johnny's ghastly appearance. Walt sat down.

"Sit," he spoke in awe. Johnny was pale as death, his eyes

sunken gl ass and skin slick with sweat. The sheriff watched the
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tall man fold into his seat. "You look terrible,'" VWalt |eaned
forward to confide, "If you feel half as bad as you | ook, | say
you need a doctor."

Johnny's blue eyes rolled up to neet his partially cl osed
lids. He drug a hand across his face and shrugged, "It's a
mgraine. I'mfine."

Vlt's brow crunbled. He frowned, "That's sone m grai ne. How
"bout | just run you by the hospital? To be sure.”

"No!" Johnny was adamant. He hated hospitals. He took a drink
of the water that sulked in front of him crunched a lonely ice
cube that snuck into his nouth. He lightened his tone,"How ' bout
you just run nme hone?"

"What ever you want, John," he tried to disguise the concern
in his voice as he stood.

Wal t shadowed Johnny's novenents as they wal ked to the car.

He al nost hoped Johnny woul d | ose his bal ance so he could
i nsi st on sone nedical input. Johnny sat in the front of the
cruiser. He longed for the back seat but chose the tenptation of
having a crisp breeze rush in on himinstead. He i medi ately
| owered the wi ndow as Walt started the car. "Just a little fresh
air..."he whispered. He slunped in the seat and his eyes fluttered
closed. Walt continued to assess the ghost next to himwhile he
drove back to O eeves.

When Walt followed Johnny to the front door, he offered once
nore, "It's no problemto run you by energency - no problem at
all."

"I"ve had mgraines since | was a kid...they've becone worse

since the accident, that's all. It | ooks worse than it is."
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"l hope so. You can't inmagine how bad you | ook."

"Thanks Walt." A weak smle. "l just need a dark room and
conplete silence. | feel better just thinking about it." Walt
| ooked gravely at him

"Really. The doctor would say the sanme thing but, we'd have
to wait five hours and fill out a bunch of fornms to hear it."
Johnny pushed open the front door.

"Ckay, " Walt surrendered.

“I''ll call you about Cara in the norning." Johnny offered a
slight wave as he cl osed the door. He then pressed his back agai nst
it, needing its support. Hs |leg ached fromthe fall he had taken
in the Harden's driveway. Tornented by the intense pressure in
his head, he | eaned forward and pressed his hands against his
eyes. His stomach tw sted and cranped.

"Aflu,"” he nuttered. He relied heavily on his cane, he
concentrated on getting to the couch. He collapsed into its confort
and realized he felt much better. Geat, in fact. It was
m racul ous. He was grateful yet totally confused when the phone
rang.

"Yeah."

"John Smth?"

"That's right,"” Johnny's eyes narrowed at the voice he
couldn't recognize.

"We need to talk."

"Who is this?"

"You don't know. Interesting. W have Cara."

Johnny felt blind sided, the skin on his skull tightened.

"Where i s she?" he asked.
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"Meet us. Alone, of course. Please don't contact anyone -
we'll know and be forced to hurt the girl."

"Can | see her?"

"Can we count on you, M. Smth?"

"Yes."

"We'll be in the parking |ot of Bradbury Elenmentary in a
hal f hour. We'll talk then." Barely audible, a click on the other
end | et Johnny know t he conversation was over. He hung up the
phone and started out the door. He noticed as night had crept
onward it brought a light mst with it. He grabbed his jacket and
wal ked into the darkness.

Johnny sat in the jeep and listened to a slow rendition of
"Layla". He noticed as a black sedan prow ed into the enpty school
| ot. The car stopped several feet in front of the him Headlights
scratching at Johnny's eyes, he lifted his hand to shield the
l[ight. Two nmen exited the car. The driver stood as a senti nel
whi | e the passenger approached him Shrouded in dread, Johnny
stepped fromhis vehicle and net the man hal f way.

The man who stood before Johnny wore a dark suit. He was
m ddl e aged and kept his hair conpletely shorn. He held his hands
before him clasped tight but still. Wen he spoke, it was with

t he cal m confidence that made Johnny think of caged | unacy.

"M Smth. W have Cara and she is safe. | can assure you no
harmw |l conme to her. However, | don't have that sanme certainty
about you."

"What is that supposed to nean?"
"I't means you should walk away fromthis. M nd your own

busi ness and you m ght becone an old man. We're in contact with
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her parents. | believe they told you to back off. You didn't...now
I"mtelling you."

Johnny gl anced down at the cane he gripped tighter than usual,
and took a breath. "You're right, they did tell nme to back off -
reluctantly. They want their daughter hone."

"Of course they do but Cara is special. She possesses a power
wi th uni magi nabl e potential."

" So?"

"So?" the man seenmed anused, "I'm surprised at your
anbi val ence, M Smth. W know of the things you have acconpli shed
wi th your talents...Wen soneone is given an i mense talent, |ike
Cara has...maybe even the talent you have, it's nmeant to serve a
greater purpose...it's our job to see she fulfills that role.™

"She's a LITTLE girl."

"A very PONERFUL little girl...Can't you tell?" A hint of a
smle curled his |lips. "Forget the nane of Cara Harden, or you'l
mourn the first day you heard it."

“"I"'mnot afraid of you.” Johnny clenched his teeth expecting
the man to close the short distance between them Suddenly, he
fell to his knees and heard hinself scream out in anguish. He
cradl ed his head as he bit down against the tortured stabbing in
his brain. Every joint in his body protested and his stomach becane
a tangle of inpossible knots.

"Oh, but you should be. You should be very afraid.” The man
knelt down beside Johnny and gri pped his shoul der as he shared
his dark secrets. H's breath was hot agai nst Johnny's face. He

remai ned unaffected, enphatic and fanatical with intent.
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Wth his touch, Johnny found hinself standing in a dimy |it
room He focused on a woman who wore a set of headphones, she
seened to be listening carefully. Johnny realized he coul d hear
t he conversation she heard.

"...she possesses a great power w th uni magi nable potential."

"So. "

It was the conversation he just had. The woman poi nted past
Johnny whi ch caused himto follow her direction. He turned to
find there are other people in the room Another man in a dark
suit nodded at the woman's gesture. Alittle girl sat m serably
in a chair next to him Her face was streaked with tears and he
recogni zed the child as Cara. The man handed a picture of Johnny
tothe little girl, she began to shake her head violently.

"I don't want to! It hurts him" she cried, fresh droplets
raced down her cheeks.

"If you don't do it we'll have to take you far away, where
your momry and daddy will never find you."™ The man who threated
sounded bored as he pushed the photograph at her.

"But it's bad...Mommy and Daddy said so!"

"I't's just a quick scan. Deeper than before. Think hard and
fast, Cara...If you don't help us, you'll never go hone." H's
tone graduated to stern.

"I msorry," she said, her heart broke, tears splashed upon
Johnny's picture. Reluctantly she squeezed her eyes shut. As
Johnny's vision ended he was devastated by the acute pain. The
man hovered close at his side.

"Feel bad? | know you do. It's Cara. She's probing your

mnd...Not alot...W just wanted to show you what it's like. Can
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you understand it's potential? It's like a wild tiger. Too
ferocious not to be controlled. You felt bad earlier, right?

That was easy. She was just getting us basic info...your nane,
sonme history, sinple facts. She's 'thinking' about your enotions
now. Not in depth...everyone you care about mainly. No big deal.
Can you imagine how you' d feel if we had her go after your deepest
t hought s? Your dreans? You feel bad M Smth? Renmenber that
feeling..." Johnny gasped as he felt the clanp of pain |l essen. He
took his hands fromhis head. Eager to stand, he reached for the
cane that had fallen to his side. His fingers barely upon it when
it felt it kicked fromhis clutch. He heard it skitter across the
par ki ng | ot.

"It's your choice...all you have to do is walk away. Do it
for the good of mankind. Trust nme, sonebody will possess this
child...Far better if it's us."

"Us? Who are you? Governnent agents?" he managed to ask,
his breath easier. He swiped the tears fromhis face, and he
realized his nose had bl ed.

"What governnent woul d that be?" the man | aughed as got
into the car, "No, it's much bigger than that."

BY BROOKEDZ&AMHLOVER El GHT

Johnny laid there on the ground as the pain slowy sonmewhat
ceasing fromthe back of his head. Mnutes past until he finally
got into himjeep and drove hone.

Early the next norning feeling a little weak Johnny set out
to ook for any clues that my give hima vision of where exactly
the girl is. He has to stop this before things get worse. Johnny

drove back to the elenentary school and wal ked the | ot where they
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were the night before. He wal ked a while but found nothing. Then
suddenly a slicing pain jabbed through Johnny's head |ike a bolt

of lightning. Johnny fell to the ground. Then wearily | ook up w
his | ast ounce of strength he sees the black Sudan drive up. Unable
to fight it the pain takes over and Johnny he's faint voices com ng
toward him Put it's too painful to | ook up.

"W warned him He was getting way too close.” A dark man
st ood outside steel door.

"But did you have to do it right there in broad daylight?"

"I didn't want to risk himseeing anything. He's the one who
got hinself intoit. We warned him" Replied the man.

"I don't think M. John Smith is going to be hel ping too
many people anynore."”

The next norning Johnny woke and felt as if the weight of a
t housand pounds bore down on him "How and the hell did I get
her e?"

He reached for his cane beside his bed, but he felt too week
to get hinself up. Finally after quite sone tinme of struggling he
pushed hinself up. As he tried to stretch out he couldn't stand
up straight. Hunched he made his way to the bathroom Standing in
front of the mrror he switched the Iight on. Johnny's nmouth fel
w sudden shock. The sides of his hair had becone gray and thin.
Hi s eyes | ooked heavy and his skin aged.

"What is happening to ne?" Johnny questioned hinself.

As quickly as he could reach the phone Johnny call ed Bruce.

"Bru..ce?" Even his voice sounded old and strai ned.

"Johnny? |Is that you? Man you sound horrible. Wat the

mat t er ?"
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"Bruce..hel p ne. Pl ease...hel p." Now gasping for breath, Johnny
managed to utter his last words.."Help!" Just before he collapsed
to the floor.

BY JOHNNYSA RL2 NI NE

Lights flickered about in the darkness like fireflies dancing
on the edge of night. Dull sounds echoed, holl ow and desperate.
Johnny groaned, dragging a weary hand across his face as the world
slowy coal esced around him Struggling to open his eyes, he
recogni zed the angry sound of the disconnect tone hanmering out
of the phone receiver that |laid beside his head. He opened an eye
to glare at it, trying to renenber who he had last called. A
poundi ng at his front door startled himout if his sluggish
reverie. "John!", canme the desperate shout, followed by nore
poundi ng.

Clanbering to his feet, Johnny frowned. "Bruce?" Finally
reaching the door, he opened it, only to see a dark fist flying
towards his face. He stepped back to avoid it, losing his bal ance
and crashing to the floor. | amgetting really tired of this!, he
t hought to hinmself as he landed in a gracel ess heap at Bruce's
feet.

"Johnny!" Bruce reached down to him "Man, |'msorry!"

"'s okay," Johnny nmuttered, wary as he took Bruce's
out stretched hand. The | ast thing he needed was anot her vi sion.
Thankful |y, he was hauled up fromthe floor w thout incident.
“Man, what's going on?? First, you call ne at a$$-thirty in the
nmor ni ng soundi ng |i ke death warned over, then you | eave nme out

here poundi ng on your door for ten m nutes---
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"Ten m nutes?" Bruce nodded, fixing his dark eyes on his
friend' s startled gaze. "Yeah. At least. | was about ready to
break your door down!™

"What ? You have a key!"

"Had a key. | couldn't find it. And I was worried about you!"
"Ch", was Johnny's distracted response. He turned away, |inping
back into the hallway.

Bruce cl osed the door and followed him "So what is it, John?
You | ook awful!"

Johnny gl anced back at him rolling his eyes. "Gee, thanks!
You | ook pretty appalling yourself!"

Bruce ignored him "You know what | nean. Is this about the
mssing girl?" At Johnny's quizzical frown, Bruce expl ai ned:
"Walt filled me in on what's been going on the | ast few days.

He's worried about you, too, by the way."

Johnny shook his head as he nmade his unsteady way to the
ki tchen. "Everybody's a nother hen. You want sone coffee?"

"No, thanks. What | do want is for you to tell ne what's
going on!"™ He watched as Johnny took two coffee nugs out of the
cabinet and set themon the counter with a noisy clang. Johnny
filled his coffee pot with water, then turned back to Bruce as he
decanted the water into the coffee nmaker. "I thought you said
that Walt had al ready---

"I mean what's going on in here!" Bruce pointed at Johnny's
head. "Walt told ne about the terrible m graine you had yesterday,
and that you refused to go to the hospital. So he dropped you off
here instead. An hour |ater, he cane back to check on you, and

you were gone!"
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Johnny paused in the act of neasuring coffee grounds into
the filter basket. H's eyes clouded, but he remained silent.
"Johnny...."

"I got a call,"” Johnny admtted. "Right after Walt left.
From t he ki dnappers.”

"And you didn't call --- ?"

"No, | didn't," Johnny cut in, his eyes suddenly sharp with
anger. "They said that if | did they would hurt Cara, and |I have
no doubt that they would do just that if it served their purpose!”

Bruce visibly backed off. "So what happened?”

"I don't know...." Johnny's eyes cl ouded over once nore. "I
met themin the parking ot at Bradbury Elenentary, but | don't
remenber what happened. To tell you the truth, | don't even know
how | got hone!"

"Okay... okay." Bruce slowy digested the information, then
noticed the famliar |ook on Johnny's face. "What now?"

"I just renenbered why | called you. |I don't knowif it was
a vision, or just some tw sted nightmare, but when | got up this
nmorning, | looked in the mrror, and I was an old man!" Bruce
| aughed. "You're not there yet, ny brother! But at the rate you're
going...."

"Yeah, yeah. 1'Il be old, toothless, and dead by the tine
I"'mforty!"™ Johnny chuckled. "I keep telling you, man! Zen
meditation is the answer."

"Yeah, right...." Johnny's smle faded. "On the other hand,

if it was a vision, it could nean sonething...."
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"You nean |ike that tinme you thought you were di sappeari ng?”
Johnny nodded, his face grim "Synbolically, it could nmean that
time is running out. And not just for me, but for Cara, too."

"So, how can | hel p?"

He gave Bruce a grateful |ook. "W need to go back to the
school. Maybe I'lIl get sone sense of what happened there | ast
ni ght."

"All right,"” Bruce conceded. "But if you get to feeling bad,
' m haul i ng your a$$ to the hospital, got it?"

Johnny's wary gaze swept over the enpty |lot as he and Bruce
got out of the car. He wal ked over to where he renenbered standi ng
t he night before as the headlights had approached him Leaning
heavily on his cane, he inspected the pavenent. A few feet away,
he spotted tire tracks. He took a deep breath, steeling hinself.
It's now or never, he thought, the irony not escaping his notice.
He knelt down, laying a trenbling hand on the marred surface.

The worl d around hi mvani shed in an instant, |eaving himreeling
in a newreality of agonizing pain.

/1l "You feel bad, M. Smth? Renenber that feeling...."//

Johnny gasped, clutching at his head as fire scorched his
brain. Disjointed i mages assaulted his consciousness. The soul |l ess
eyes of the kidnapper... the terrified face of Phil Harden..

Cara with hel pless tears stream ng down her cheeks... Walt's
concerned gaze... his own eyes, icy and unfam liar. The inmages
flashed faster, tunmbling through his mnd s eye, wenching his

soul alnost to the breaking point.
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/[l "We warned him He was getting way too close.... | don't
think M. John Smth is going to be hel ping too many people
anynore...." [/

J ohnny stood rooted in place, dispassionate as he watched

hi s unconsci ous form bei ng dragged roughly into the black sedan.

[l "Phil Harden will pay for his traiterous ways. But first,
M. Smith is going to pay for interfering. Hs death will be the
final test to see if Cara is ready.... O perhaps her death wl|
be a final test for him..."//

Johnny gasped as the whirlwi nd took himagain, flinging him
back to where he started. "NO" he shouted.

Bruce was there, holding himsteady. "John! What did you
see?"

"Too nmuch," Johnny nuttered, digging the heels of his hands
into his aching eyes. He was trenbling fromthe sheer force of
hi s vi sion.

"Coul d you nake sense out of any of it?" Bruce persi sted.

"Yeah... a little. | know what Phil Harden didn't want ne to

know. ..."

"Which is....?"

"He was a nercenary. Wth sonme sort of 'underground
section...." Bruce was astonished. "Wth the governnent?"

Li stl ess, Johnny coul dn't even manage to shake his head.
"No. It's much bigger than that," he replied, unconsciously echoing
t he ki dnapper's words. Wth a sudden surge of strength, he got
to his feet. "Harden joined this... group... fresh out of college.
Wanted to nake a difference in the world sonehow, since he was

rated 4-F and rejected by the mlitary during the first GQulf War.
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| think his intentions were noble in the beginning, but it al
got out of control so fast. So fast...." Johnny started | aughing,
the sound of it descending into nadness.

"John," Bruce warned him

"Sorry.... | just... | think he joined these nercenaries to
try to make a positive difference in the world. But it was nothing
like he's been led to believe. They would do all the dirty work
that even the mlitary couldn't touch. No governnment wanted to
lay claimto their actions, but they'd hire this group to do
intelligence m ssions, recon, assassinations... whatever."

"Damm, " Bruce breathed, awestruck

"Yeah.... There were no real loyalties, either, except within
the group. They woul d work for whoever paid themthe nost. And
they were told that once they joined, only death woul d get them
out again. But Harden got out sonehow. WAnted to start over, |
guess. Start a famly, have all those normal things. But they
must have been keeping tabs on himall along...." Johnny felt a
famliar shiver. Nothing |Iike being watched, he thought sourly.
As he and Bruce wal ked back to the car, Johnny's m nd churned up
anot her of the nyriad i mages that had barraged him He stopped
short. "A gorge," he said softly.

"A what ?"

"A gorge... or a valley. In the wods."

Bruce let out a frustrated sigh. "Were, exactly?"

"I mnot sure...." Johnny began wal king at a rapid pace, his
[inmp al nost disappearing in his intense determnation. "It's around

here sonewhere."”
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Bruce caught up to him his long strides barely keeping up.
As they rounded the building, a rutted road | eading into the woods
presented itself.

"It's there,” Johnny said. "About half a mle down that

trail...."

"You think that's where they're hiding the girl?" D sbelief
colored Bruce's words. Heedless, Johnny started forward. "I'm
not sure...."

"You keep saying that! Wat kind of psychic are you, anyway?
Johnny!" Bruce jogged, struggling once again to keep up. Johnny

noved faster as they entered the woods. The thick brush was
nmerciless, clawing at themas though it were a living thing. Johnny
didn't notice. "Dammt, John, slow down! Man, | al nbst regret

teaching you how to wal k again...." Bruce stopped short as he
entered a clearing, where Johnny stood at the edge of a steep
cliff, staring down. "Ch, man.... What are you doi ng?"
"I't was here,"” Johnny whispered, uncertainty |acing his words.
"Or it will be...." he stepped over to a rotted tree trunk.
"What wi |l be?" Bruce started as Johnny's footing slipped.
"CGCeez, man, wll you get away fromthe edge of the cliff? You' re
maki ng ne nervous!"
Johnny caught hinsel f, reaching out and grasping the crunbling
wood. The wi nd was sucked out of himagain as his world spun out
of control. The gorge yawned bel ow. Johnny found hinsel f standing
opposite where he had been, a few feet away fromthe stunp, where

Cara was precariously perched. Terror in her eyes, she was frozen

in place as she stared at Johnny.
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"It's the only way," the voice nenaced in his ear. "The only
way you'll find peace is to kill her."

Johnny reached out, hesitated. "I can't."

"You know what she can do to you. She's already doing it...."

Johnny coul d feel sonmething tearing at the edges of his
sanity. He fought it, but to no avail. Somewhere deep in his
m nd, sonet hi ng snapped.

"Do it," the voice hissed. "Just push her. No one wll know
It will ook Iike an accident. Just another poor little runaway
girl, avictimof her own mschief...."

"Victim" Johnny echoed tonel essly, his head poundi ng. Then
hi s sight suddenly blurred, and he coll apsed as a viscious |ance
of pain sliced through him Wen he was able to see again, he
found hinself on the stunp at the edge of the gorge, staring
i npossibly into his owmn eyes. Cold, hard, soulless eyes; |ike
granite. A murderous hand reaching out for him H's own hand.
"Please... don't," he pleaded, tears spilling dow his face.
"Don't...." The hand shot out at him and then he was falling,
tunbling out of control, his own screans rending at his ears. The
| ast thing he heard was the sickening snap of the his own neck as
he hit the bottom "NOOOOOOOOOOOQ. ..." Johnny bell owed, jolting
out of the vision.

"John! John, it's okay. Everything is okay. It was just a
vision."

Johnny stared at Bruce, who had a firmgrip on his arns.
Somewhere in the back of his mnd he was aware that his best friend
had kept himfromfalling during the vision. "No," he gasped,

desperation clawing at him "It wasn't just a vision, Bruce!
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It was nore than that...."
"What was it, then? What did you see?" "She's going to die,
man! Cara is going to die, and I don't think I can stop it...."
"Whoa, whoa! What do you nean, John? Way can't you stop it?"
"It's her powers. She can do things to ny m nd. She doesn't want
to, but they will force her. I... I'"'mgonna |ose control. | won't
be able to stop it...." Johnny struggled to escape Bruce's grasp,
but the physical therapist held himin an iron grip. "John!
Listen to me!"

"NO " Johnny redoubled his efforts. Bruce shook him hard.

Johnny froze, terror in his eyes. "She's going to die,
Bruce...." He choked, helpless as his tears welled up.

"Ckay. So you saw it in your vision. But that neans we have
a heads-up here. You can stop it."

Johnny's gaze drifted back to the gorge. "No... | don't think
so...."

Bruce shook him again, nore gently than before. "All right,
man. We can do this. Just tell ne, did you see who is going to
kill Cara?"

.Yes...." "Who was it, John?"
Can't stop it...."

"JOHN "

Johnny's frantic gaze snapped back to Bruce. "I know who
will kill Cara, and | can't stop it, Bruce!"

"Why? Who is her killer, John? Wio did you see?" The sudden

intensity in Johnny's eyes took Bruce by surprise. Cold fingers
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of dread trickled down his spine as he watched his best friend's
eyes becone frigid and soul |l ess.

"It was ne."

BY VI RG NI AGENTLEMAN TEN

“Hey man, snap out of it!! Johnny Smth does not go around
killing people—especially little girls!” Bruce tried to bring
Johnny back to reality. “Let’s go back over the details one nore
time. Cara is being held by a bunch of crazy *** nmercenaries who
are running all over the world selling their services to the
hi ghest bidder. Phil Harden was a mlitant groupie who dropped
out to create a normal life for his famly and his daughter is
bei ng hel d hostage because of her visionary powers. And you are
not going to save her, you' re going to kill her. John, there’s
sone big gaps here, ny man.”

“Bruce, if you could have seen the terror on Cara’'s face and
the bl ack, bottom ess pupils of the thugs hol ding her, you d know
we aren’t dealing with your ordinary, everyday ki dnappers. These
guys have no consci ence—and they have a |ife and death m ssion!

“Big tinme nercenaries don’t usually stoop to kidnapping. And
if they want you out of the way, why play around? Wouldn't a bull et
in the head fromone of their snipers be nore efficient?”

“Thanks for the conpassion—but it’'s nore than that. It’s a
test!”

“A test of what?”

“Not what,” Johnny nused. “But who? These guys think Cara is
the key to their m ssion—whatever the hell it is! They keep

referring to her as “neant to serve a greater purpose.”
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They kept telling me she has this “uni magi nabl e potential”—+t’s
like they really believe that wwth her they can attain world
peace.”

“O world control!! | still don't get it—what does this al
have to do with you?”

“I’"’mnot sure but they told ne that | needed to | eave her
al one “for the good of mankind!” These guys see ne as psychically
gifted too!! If she can defeat nme, she’s unbeatable! Then whatever
they have in mnd for her, they have clear sailing, no fear!

“OK, let’s assune your predictions are correct” Bruce began
to sense Johnny’ s urgency. “W have to get to this girl before
t hese guys force her into the masterm nd gunfight at the OK corral!
Didn’t you see anything in your visions that could tip us off
where to | ook? A mail box? A street sign? Alicense plate?
Anyt hi ng?”

“The only connection seens to the black sedan in the
school yard. The guys threw ne into the trunk and after that |
didn’'t see anything until we got to where they were holding Cara.”

“How about the nmen?” Bruce quizzed. *Anything unusual there?
C nmon, John!! This is inportant!! For a psychic, your attention
to detail sucks!”

“Let’s head back to the car” Johnny nuttered. “ Mybe the
walk wll jog nmy m nd”

The half-mle went nmuch slower on the return trip, but as
Johnny and Bruce reached the enpty parking |ot, Johnny saw
sonething glisten on the ground in the reflection of the school
safety lights. As he bent down to pick up the shiny, gold button

an all too famliar flash of light altered his present reality.
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Once again he was rooted in stillness, watching his unconsci ous
body being lifted into the trunk.

“Man, this guy gives a whole new neaning to the concept of
dead weight,” conplained the | ean and scruffy chauffeur, as he
lifted Johnny’s feet and | egs.

“Aw, quit conpl aining—+’ve got the “dead zone” end and it’s
none too light either!” As the man in the dark suit lifted Johnny’'s
torso over the lip of the trunk, unknow ngly his cuff button
snagged and popped off, rolling under the rear of the car. As
Johnny wat ched, he noticed a very distinctive tattoo on the now
uncovered wist of his assailant, a picture of the earth with a
lightning bolt piercing through its center and under it the
letters, CAWM USNA, 1988.

As Johnny burst back into reality, Bruce could tell he had
captured anot her m ssing piece of the puzzle.

“John, what is it? Wiat did you see?”

“Wth any luck, maybe the first clue to who these guys really
arel! Get in the car—+’'|1 explain on the way.”

“On the way where?”

“l need you to drop ne off at Walt’'s of fi ce—aaybe he can
hel p make sone contacts with the state police—neanwhile | need
you to go to the library.”

“The library? John, | quit the library book talk series as
soon as that foxy young thing fromthe university left for New
York.”

“And all this time | thought you were getting scholarly on
me—+ need you to get the list of the Naval Acadeny grads from

1988 and neet ne at the sheriff’'s office.”
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Johnny arrives at Walt’s office, feeling optimstic that he
may have the first big lead in this abduction. As he approaches
the office, he sees a very frantic Sarah stuffing Walt Banner man
canpaign literature into a | arge box. She obviously is not herself,
with the glazed | ook of an aninmal trapped and noving as if novenent
itself will bring freedom!
“Sarah, sl ow down—+ know this job doesn’t pay enough for
this kind of effort!”
Startled out of her distraction, Sarah counters.
“Ch, Johnny. | didn't see you. | just wanted to clean up
this pigsty Wlt calls an office. Since his opponent nysteriously
pul l ed out of the race, | guess we can trash these brochures!”
“Where is Wlt, Sarah. | really need to see him | may have
a |l ead on this abduction case of Cara Harden.”
At this, Sarah becane visible shaken. Her voice was tentative

as she stammered, “Oh, I’msure he will be interested...” But as
she spoke, she lifted the |Iarge box of flyers and noved towards
the closet. Her heel slipped on an errant brochure and she fel
headl ong into Johnny’s waiting arns, brochures flying everywhere.

In a flash of light, Johnny found hinself in the back storage
roomof Geg Stillson's canpaign office. Sarah was organi zi ng
materials for an upcomng rally. Suddenly, she was startled by a
fam|liar but often unwel comed voi ce.

“Greg, you're amazing. You could fall into a pile of horse
manure and come out snelling |ike a rose,” bell owed Sonny ElIlinman.

“Who woul d have thought that our little Iiaison with the nob on

that I ndian casino deal would turn into pure gold!!”
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“Yes, Sonny, ny nman, you are |ooking at the master!! You
know what the good book says, He who is faithful over a little is

rewarded with a lot!!” Wen those little neatheads saw t hat
could really deliver on ny prom ses, they becane very interested
in good ole Anerican politics. They clearly see the benefit for
the free enterprise systemto have Geg Stillson in Congress—and
with our little curly haired ace-in-the-hole, negotiating

Washi ngton politics will be a piece of cake—hell, negotiating
world politics will be a piece of cake.”

Stillson gloats and pours a drink as he reflects on his good
fortune.

“And the two for one is like a gift from God”, Sonny adds.
“Who woul d have thought that our friends would give us the key to
the world and in the sanme stroke, renmove our only viable eneny,
M. Johnny Smth.”

“Yes, | kept telling M. Smth that he was fighting
desti ny—but he never quite believed in ne!! Inmagine that!! Wat
God has ordained, let not man, or psychic, put asunder!”

Sarah |istens in shock, her vision of the Stillson world now
turned to reality. But as if destiny truly does rul e suprene, her
cell phone broke the silence.

Qui ckly, Sonny pulls a terrified Sarah fromthe storeroom
and presents her roughly to G eg.

“Ch hell, boss, this little bitch can ruin everything!” Sonny
screans! “l told you she was too dangerous to keep around!”

Geg only smles as he approaches Sarah.

“Now, now, let’s remain calm W are all reasonabl e people

here,” Stillson purrs.
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“What do you nean about renoving Johnny? And what is this
about your ace-in-the-hole?” Sarah is feisty, but fearful of the
new Greg Stillson.

“Sonny, you know they say you shoul d keep your friends close
and your enemes closer. Well, little Ms. Bannernman here has
served us well. Who in the world woul d suspect foul play froma
man who has the sheriff’s wife on his canpaign staff? And | was
just hoping that if she kept spreading her legs for dear ole Johnny
boy, we could control himas well!”

“You bastard!” Sarah screans, as she throws a wild sl apping
right hand at Stillson’s face.

Stillson grabs her armin md-air and twists it fiercely
backwards. “Now M ss Sarah we will play it nmy way. You see, while
you know a | ot that maybe is not to nmy advantage, your
di sappearance woul d cause quite a bit of unwanted attention around
the canpaign. So, 1’'lIl have to depend on your w sdom and di scretion

as a mother to nmake the best choices for the future.”

Fear of the not so veiled threat hits Sarah in her soul. “If
you lay one hand on JJ, I'lIl see that you rot in hell.”
“Sarah, Sarah, |1'd never think of touching one hair on that

little boy’s head. But, if your boyfriend psychic Johnny Smth or
that Barney Fife of a husband of yours even appears to have an

i nkling of the things you have heard tonight, | just can't be
responsi bl e for what may happen. You know, you may want to cal

Phil Harden and ask hi m how he’s sl eeping these days before you

do anything rash. Sonmetinmes kids just go off to school or to soccer

and they never return. It’s really sad!!”

( CONTI NUED)
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In a whirring blur of light and sound, Johnny finds hinself
once again holding Sarah tightly in his arnms in Walt’s cluttered
of fice.

“Johnny,” Sarah pl eaded, “what did you see?”

“Sarah, you can't carry this |oad al one.”

“Johnny, Geg Stillson and his wacko arny are everywhere.
You can't let them know about this! JJ's our son!”

Suddenly, Walt appears in the doorway.

Johnny and Sarah awkwardly nove apart but it is clear to
Walt he has interrupted sonething significant.

Sarah breaks the strained silence, “Ch Walt, | al nost took a
terrible fall but luckily, Johnny was there to save ne!”

VWalt answers a bit sarcastically, “Yea, Johnny seens to be
doing that quite a bit lately. Johnny, Bruce is parked outside
and he told ne you were |l ooking for ne. Wiat was it?”

Johnny shares a know ng ook with Sarah, “Ch it’s nothing.
I’1l get with you later. You guys have a nice eveni ng—and cl ean

this place up—+t’s a ness!
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