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PROLOGUE:
IN THE BEGINNING
n the first day, God created Heaven and Earth.
O On the Second Day, He created Night and Day.
On the Third Day, He created the trees and plants.
On the Fourth Day, He filled the sea with life.
On the Fifth Day, He created the animals of the Land.

On the Sixth Day, He created man.

On the Seventh Day, He rested. . .
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... And on the Eighth Day,
He created something else. . .

65 million years ago

leaves it was eating, disturbed by a faint rumbling
in the tree line less than one hundred yards away.
The air became very still, and the lumbering creature could
suddenly sense the danger nearby. It scanned the surrounding
vegetation for a sign of something amiss, trading a nervous
glance with its compatriots. They felt it too. Something was
nearby. Something. . . .evil. The leader of the group turned
to guide them out of the area, but it was too late. There came
a terrible roar from the tree line, and then it burst through
the thick vegetation: Tyrannosaurus Rex. This most terrible
of carnosaurs raised its head and opened its jaws, preparing
to deal a fatal blow. The brachiosaurs saw the danger in front
of them, but none of the assembled animals had any way of
knowing of the doom that was fast approaching.
A mere hundred miles away, an asteroid the size of Alaska
began to heat up as it began its final plunge into the planet’s

The brachiosaur raised its massive head from the
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atmosphere. A minute later, the air directly beneath the
asteroid became super-compressed and super heated, and
expanded with tremendous force. The surface of the planet
anywhere within two thousand miles of the point of impact
was vaporized, taking with it all forms of life, including the
T-Rex and his fleeing meal. Five milliseconds later, the asteroid
itself smashed into the planet’s surface. The impact was the
equivalent to one hundred trillion hydrogen bombs, and the
planet’s surface was consumed by a raging firestorm that
lasted several months. It burned until there was nothing left
but arid soil. The planet itself was knocked slightly out of its
orbit, and the debris and dirt thrown up by the impact blocked
out the sun. These factors quickly conspired to eradicate all
forms of life. The oceans dried up, except at the poles, where
the extreme temperatures froze the remaining water.
Meanwhile, a chunk of the asteroid, much smaller than
the whole, but still two miles wide, had broken off just prior
to impact. Missing the planet it continued on through the
vastness of space until its journey was rudely interrupted by
the next closest planet. The impact, though much smaller than
the previous one, still created a “nuclear winter” that plunged
that planet into a seemingly eternal ice age. But eventually the
snow melted, and the oceans, and then the land, once again
teemed with life. The inhabitants, over a period of millions
of years, became more advanced, developing language and
technology. They began to piece together what had happened
to their terrestrial sphere so very long ago. Then one day they
left this sphere, journeying to their tiny satellite they called
Luna. From here, they dreamt of traveling to their closest
neighbor, their long dead sister planet, the red planet they
called Mars. They sent small robots to look for life, but found
nothing. And so, they concluded, Mars was completely dead.
So it seemed, anyway.
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CHAPTER 1:

NICE GUYS FINISH LAST

Havenbrook, Iowa
Present Day

ay Anderson slouched back in his chair in the student

lounge, munching on a sandwich while engrossed in

his assigned reading for his Human Anatomy class. He
heard a sigh of disgust and looked up.

“You're actually gonna read that?” Ryan Peters, one of his
two closest friends, asked, knowing the answer already.

“Of course. You should try it some time. Some of this stuff
is really interesting.”

“Yeah. And some of the food here is made from Grade A
ingredients, like the Jell-O that wiggles all by itself.  mean look
at this stuff. I can cut it, and it just seals back up, good as new.
And it’s still wiggling. It’s like a sentient life form. Anyway, I
digress. I suppose if youre gonna be a doctor, you'd better be
interested in this stuff. I'm going to get a coke. Save my seat,
would you?” he said as he turned and left.
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“Sure.” Jay and Ryan would never understand one another,
but then, they didn’t have to. Physically, they weren’t very
different. They were of the same build, around the same height,
and both had blue eyes. Ryan’s black hair was cut a bit shorter
than Jay’s brown. Here, though, the similarities stopped. Jay
was a nerd, plain and simple (though he liked to think of it
as being scholarly). More often than not, he enjoyed learning
and actually liked doing some of his homework assignments.
Ryan ranked doing homework right down there with pulling
his fingernails off with pliers, and rarely did it. Yet somehow
he managed the same good grades Jay did, a fact that was a
constant source of amazement to Jay, as well as a source of
private irritation. Ryan was just naturally talented. A brilliant
knack for mathematics, athletic prowess, and a razor sharp
wit made him an unusual foil for Jay. They shared few of the
same interests. Ryan was a sports and video game enthusiast
who wanted to be a computer artist. Jay had a passing interest
in basketball, and viewed all other sports as either boring,
pointless, or downright harebrained. Other than medicine,
Jay’s only other interest was astronomy. Despite this, they
had been the best of friends since grade school. Their shared
mastery of all things technological insured that they had nearly
free reign through the school, as almost the entire faculty had
become dependent on them for help. This fact, and its potential
usefulness, was not lost on either of them.

Jay returned to his reading, until he was again interrupted
by the sounds of someone setting a large pile of books down on
the table. “I think I recall reading somewhere that the guy who
invented trigonometry was burned at the stake for blasphemy
and sedition.” Jay had to smile as Kathy Winters plopped down
in the seat across from him. She was tall and slender, only two
inches shorter than him, with shoulder-length, sandy brown
hair and sparkling hazel eyes. She was high-spirited and a
cynical optimist, sure it would be all right in the end, but with
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an exaggerated sense of the fact things were far from okay now.
They lived next door to one another, had grown up together,
and had been best friends since they both could walk.

“Math not going well?” he asked.

“For such a smart guy, you sure ask a lot of dumb questions.”
She possessed neither Jay’s passion for learning nor Ryan’s
ability to coast though school. Her high degree of intelligence
was offset by an inability to wrap her mind around abstract
mathematical concepts.

Ryan returned with his lunch. “So what are you guys up to
this weekend?”

“We're going to visit my grandma in Kansas,” Kathy replied.

“Nothing that I'm aware of,” said Jay.

“Well, there’s gonna be a big computer convention in Des
Moines. I planned on going. What do you say, Jay?”

“Sounds great.”

“Do we dare ask Jeff?” Ryan asked. Jeff Ramage (Kathy
pronounced it Damage, first name Brain) was a newcomer to
Havenbrook, having moved there at the beginning of the school
year. Jeff had been a Navy brat most of his life. His father had
gotten out of the Navy last year, and he'd gotten a job offer in Des
Moines. Jeff was a weird mix of the stereotypical California surfer
dude and a computer geek, and had been a loner for most of his
life. He preferred the company of computers and online friends to
fleshand blood people, and for someone accustomed to the climate
and culture of Southern California, he had not adjusted well to
rural Jowa. But Jeff and Jay had clicked almost immediately, and
he'd been accepted into this tiny circle of friends. His incessant
techno-babble and liberalism was sometimes difficult to take,
though. He was also the most paranoid person Jay had ever met.
Everything from stupid assignments to malfunctioning TV’s
was the result of a myriad of government conspiracies. The most
benign everyday items all had a sinister significance to him.

“Eh, probably can’t hurt,” Jay said.
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Jay stayed after to finish a science experiment, so he walked
home alone. He turned on his computer, and logged onto the
Internet. From the bookmarked sites, he selected the Astronomy
Magazine website. “Ugh . . . dial-up,” he sighed as he waited for
the page to load. It was just one of a number of disadvantages
living in a podunk little town. He went to the kitchen to grab
a snack, and upon his return, looked in surprise at the screen.
The headline read “Mars Attacked!”. The article went on to
describe the effects of an undetected asteroid that had struck
the Martian icecap two weeks prior. He printed the article for
later, and then dug out his homework. He completed it in less
than an hour. It was Halloween night, and normally he and his
friends got together to mark the occasion, but his dad was out
of town on business and his mom was taking his little brother
trick-or treating. Consequently he had to stay home and pass
out candy to trick-or-treaters, most of which he ate before they
came. He turned the radio on while he waited for them in the
front room. A local radio station was presenting Orson Welles’
infamous radio broadcast of War of the Worlds. Jay smiled at the
old broadcast, remembering how people thought it was real,
thought that Earth was really being invaded. Martians, he
thought, what a crazy idea.

5,000,000 miles from Earth

From here, the Earth looked like a tiny marble, a mere speck
in the vastness of space. But it would grow rapidly in the next few
weeks from the viewpoint of the chunk of ice and frozen rock
hurtling toward it. The asteroid had been lying at the bottom of
the southern ice cap, until thrown up into the sky from the impact
of the most recent major cosmic collision in the history of Mars. It
traveled on towards its unwitting target. The size of a kitchen table,
it was too small for the eventual collision to cause much physical
damage, though this fact would prove to be of little consolation.
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Havenbrook
Two months later

Jay sat alone in the lounge before school. Ryan was sick that
day and Kathy was off talking to Rachel Evans. Rachel was
Kathy’s closest female friend and her sometimes partner in
crime, especially when Kathy was playing one of her infamous
practical jokes (of which Jay was usually the good-humored
target). But he couldn’t help but like her, friendly and outgoing
as she was. Jeff sat down across from him.

“Hey,” he said, “did you see that thing a few months ago
about how Mars got hit with an asteroid? Kind of scary how
they didn’t detect it till it hit.”

“Well, NASA’s budget doesn’t allow us to scan much of our
sky, never mind anyone else’s.”

“Did you know some scientists hypothesize that Earth and
Mars developed on parallel tracks and whatever killed the
dinosaurs on earth happened to Mars, only worse?” Jeff said.

Jay did know that, but pretended to mull it over for a bit,
for Jeft’s benefit. He'd learned over the years that no one liked
a know-it-all. “It’s an interesting theory, but I for one don’t
buy into it. The extreme temperature changes throughout the
Martian day would inhibit the development of life.”

“Still, I wonder what we'd find if we went and drilled deep
in the Martian soil?”

“More soil, probably.”

“You never know.”

Havenbrook
Three months later

Jay’s head was pounding. He stared blankly at the mass
of jumbled letters and symbols on the paper in front of him.
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He hadn’t gotten much accomplished beyond staring for the
last tifteen minutes. “Ah, for the good old days when math just
involved numbers,” he sighed to no one but himself. “On second
thought . . . it sucked just as hard back then too.” He walked
outside to grab a breath of fresh air. The cloudless night sky
was a sight to behold. He looked up at the sky and just stared at
the moon. The prairie moon cast a brilliant, yet soft silver glow
across the town and surrounding fields. Just then, a flicker of
light caught his eye. He looked over in time to see a very bright
shooting star race over the horizon. Wow, he thought, thinking
how lucky he was to have seen such a sight.

North American Aerospace Defense Command (NORAD)
Cheyenne Mountain, Colorado

The Air Force radar technicians stared at the blank scopes
connected toradar designed to probe the heavens for anincoming
nuclear attack. The facility, buried deep inside Cheyenne
Mountain, had come to symbolize the Cold War. The whole place
had an ambience that made one feel as if the Russians were still
coming. But the Cold War was long since over, and tonight had
been quiet, as were most nights here nowadays.

Suddenly, one of the scopes lit up as a blip appeared on the
screen. “Sir, I am tracking a high speed inbound in Sector 3,”
the radar operator said.

“Nature and origin?” the watch officer snapped.

“Nature unknown, sir. Origin likely deep space, angle’s too
steep for a reentry vehicle or space debris.”

“DSP?”

“No indication of terrestrial launch.”

“Anything on the boards from Space Command?”

“Negative. No announced or suspected activity.”

“Projected point of impact?”
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“Somewhere in western Iowa, near Des Moines,” the
operator said.

“Very well. Classify contact meteorite. Notify Space
Command and our liaison with NASA. Carry on.”

NASA Ames Research Center
The following day

Dr. Willis Ludmilia was one of the National Aeronautics and
Space Administration’s top experts on meteorites and asteroids.
He often went out into the field to recover objects that had fallen to
earth, and he suspected that this was another such assignment as
he walked into the Director’s office. “Where to this time, boss?”

“Havenbrook, Iowa. It’s a little town in the Des Moines area.
NORAD detected an object that penetrated our airspace, touching
down somewhere near the town'’s reservoir, so you may need to
get wet. I really want this one. NORAD seemed to think it’s a
deep space asteroid, a sizable one. I don’t have to tell you what a
find that would be. Whatever resources you need, just ask,” the
director said.

Havenbrook

Jay stood in his driveway, shooting hoops in the half-hour
before dinner. So far he wasn't having much luck. His interest
in basketball did not necessarily reflect any ingrown ability.
He was currently 0 for 18. He took yet another shot. This
time the ball bounced off the rim and hit him smack on the
head. He heard laughter behind him, a giggle he would know
anywhere.

“I wouldn't give up your goals of being a doctor for a career
in the NBA if [ were you,” Kathy told him.
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“I thought friends were supposed to build one another up.”

“I was merely offering you sound career advice. Here, give
me the ball” He did, and after a few dribbles, she took her shot.

“Nothing but net,” she exclaimed as the ball sailed through
the hoop.

“Hail to thee, almighty basketball goddess,” he said, sitting
down on the front steps. She was actually pretty good, he had to
admit to himself. She could have easily played on the girl’s team
at school, had she wanted to. But she'd tried it as a freshman,
and hadn’t cared for the experience, mostly because the other
girls on the team hadn't accepted her. The sad truth was neither
of them were terribly popular. But then, they didn’t try very
hard at it. They were pleasant enough, but weren't cool, nor did
they concern themselves with being so. Kathy’s comely looks
ensured a few potential suitors, but she remained uninterested.
They were content with life as it was. Besides, as she had once
put it, “They at least respect us, so let’s not push our luck.”

“Lighten up, will you?” she said as she set the ball down,
and sat down beside him. “I came over here to ask you if you
saw that comet last night.”

“Yeah, I did. And it was actually a meteorite.”

“Comet, meteorite, asteroid, falling star, they all mean
generally the same thing. Anyway, do you think it touched
down anywhere near here?”

“Probably not. Just because it was bright doesn’t necessarily
mean it was close.”

“Yeah, but if it was bright and not close, wouldn't it have to
be big? Like big enough to do some damage?”

“Not necessarily. Could be amplified by atmospheric
conditions.”

“Still, wouldn't it be neat if we found it?” she asked. Jay
nodded almost indiscernibly. Neither spoke for a moment. The
sun was just dipping over the horizon, casting golden rays into
the lavender sky and across the amber fields of corn that lay
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just beyond the edge of town. It was one of those rare moments
that they could take a break from the rat race of life, and just
enjoy the simple wonders of nature. But the moment was soon
broken. “Jay, supper!” his mom called.

“Well, I'll catch you tomorrow at school,” he told her as he
went inside.

Havenbrook Reservoir

Dr. Ludmilla looked over into the lake. It was late in the
day, and the scene was very tranquil. The placid lake scene
was broken, however, when an orange buoy broached the
surface. He got up and walked down the lake shore. The buoy
was a promising sign. Suddenly a pair of divers broke the
surface. “Dr. Ludmilla, we found it!” one of the wet suit-clad
men exclaimed.

“Did you bring up a sample?” he asked

The man held up a clear plastic bag with a small chunk of
rock. The waiting dive boat quickly recovered the two divers
and made its way to the small dock at the edge of the reservoir.
Dr. Ludmilla eagerly took the sample back to his makeshift
lab housed in a tent near the dock. He placed the sample on
a microscope and peered at it to see if he could tell where it
was from. “From the geology I. .. Could you excuse me for a
moment?” he asked them

As soon as they left, he pulled out a cell phone and dialed.

“Yes,” a deadpan voice answered.

“Magic Carpet.”

“Are you certain?”

“They appear identical to the sample you showed me. With
one major difference, of course.”

“Have you informed the Director that you've located
the meteorite?”
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“No. I thought I'd better call you first.”
“Good. T'll handle him. And I'll send the necessary

equipment and personnel. Keep us informed.”

Eight days later

Ryan, Jay and Jeff walked to the local Dairy Queen for
lunch, enjoying the midday break from being at school. “Ah,
the wonders of open campus,” Ryan marveled. It hadn’t
always been this way, but Kathy, with her Jedi-like powers of
persuasion, had convinced the powers that be otherwise. They
ordered their food and sat down in one of the booths. “Man,
last night my dad blew up at me for not feeding the cat like
I was supposed to,” Ryan said. “I've never seen him so mad!
Especially over something so trivial!”

“I know. My dad has been pretty irate too as of late. Seems
like a lot of people are,” Jeff said.

“I haven't noticed. I'm always doing homework or out
doing something for school. I don’t see my folks much,”
Jay said.

“I wonder why. What do you think, Jeff? Is it some
government mind control device? Time to break out the tin foil
helmets?” Ryan said. Jeff didn't miss a beat. “Tin foil helmets
are for the alien mind control rays, dumbass. Sheesh, get your
facts right,” he said sarcastically.

“It’s probably just the weather.” Jay said, saving Jeff the
embarrassment. Ryan could be a little antagonizing some times.

Changing the subject, Ryan said “We ought to round up
the gang tonight, throw down some old school Goldeneye
or something.”

“Sounds good to me. Mom and Dad are going out, and Greg
is at Grandma’s, so the house is mine.” Greg was Jay’s ten year
old little brother, whom most of Jay’s friends considered a pest.
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Kathy, being an only child, had semi-adopted him as her own
little brother.

A minute later, Kathy and Rachel came over and sat down
with them. “Afternoon, ladies,” Jay said as they arrived. “How’s
everyone’s morning been?”

“Why the hell do you care?” Rachel snapped at him. Jay
rocked back in his seat, mouth slightly ajar.

“Rachel!?” Kathy exclaimed in shock.

“Whoa, who lit the fuse on her tampon?” Jeff whispered to
Ryan, a little too loudly.

“I heard that, you chauvinistic little prick!” Rachel yelled as
she leapt out of her chair with fire in her eyes, looking like she
was going to wring Jeff’s neck.

Jay gotup and stood between them. “Whoa, guys. Everybody
calm down. Jeff, that was uncalled for. And Rachel, so was that.
I care because I'm your friend.”

“I'm sorry,” they both said sheepishly.

Jay looked at Rachel, who sat down and stared at the floor,
calmer now and somewhat ashamed at her outburst. She could
feel the eyes of everyone in the restaurant looking at her, their
interest aroused by the disturbance.

“Bad morning, I take it?” he asked softly.

“No. . . It’s just. . . I don't really know, honestly. Seems like
every little thing has just been pissing me off lately.”

Jay turned to Ryan. “That thing you were talking about
earlier. . . I'm starting to notice that now.”

“So ...yeah...” Kathy said, trying to turn the conversation
in a more pleasant direction. Jeff took the cue.

“Hey, did I tell you guys Allison asked me to help out on
the Prom Committee?” he said with a chuckle. Allison King
was the senior class president, and sometimes got so involved
in what she was doing and getting everyone to pitch in that she
failed to take a rational look at the world around her.

“How long did that last?”
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“Well, I gave her a list of music we should have. Choice
selections like Wagner’s “Ride of the Valkyries”, then maybe
some heavy metal, you know, some Metallica or Slayer, a
couple of John Tesh albums, Gordon Lightfoot’s greatest hits,
and some polka to top it off.”

Everyone laughed. Everyone but Rachel.

“You guys are so mean! Prom is supposed to be a night of
wonderful memories,” she complained.

“You mean like last year?” Kathy quipped

“Please don’t remind me,” Jay groaned, even though it drew
a half-hearted smile.

“What'’s with this?” Jeff asked. He was new to the school,
and hadn’t yet heard the tale, or, perhaps more aptly, the legend,
of last year’s dance.

“Kathy, please, it took months to live that down,” Jay said, but
he knew it was a lost cause. She loved to needle him about this.

“It goes like this,” she began. “Well, spring had rolled
around, and I wanted to go, so I talked Jay into going with me,
you know, as friends.” She didn’t say “just” friends, which was
a term they both viewed with contempt. There were so many
couples that they saw whose relationships paled in comparison
with the bond between them.

“She bribed me!” he interrupted.

“Jay, youaresowhipped. Whenever she brings up something
like this, it’s “She tricked me, or she blackmailed me”. You jump
when she says “go”, and we all know it,” Ryan said.

“Can I finish?” she asked. “Anyway, as you undoubtedly
already know, Jay is not the most coordinated or sensible
person in the world. Well, it’s about halfway through the night,
it’s getting kind of dull, and he goes off somewhere. Comes
back with a rose in his teeth, and starts to tango with me. Tries
to, anyway. We thought it was kind of funny, but nobody else
seemed to. Especially after he steps on my foot. Hard. I scream,
fall over backwards, and crash into the table supporting the
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punch bowl, while in the same fluid movement throw him ten
feet across the room. He got up and ran towards me to see if I
was all right, and he trips over a power cord and goes sailing
headlong into the band. The lights go out, it’s pitch-black and
everybody’s screaming and running around. Total chaos. It
took about half an hour for them to get everybody calmed
down and put everything back together.”

“Yeah . . . my bad. I had to pay out of pocket for that
punchbowl and half a dozen dry cleaning bills. It certainly
made us famous for awhile. We were the talk of the school, if
not the town, for at least a week.”

“And you weren't mad?” Jetf asked Kathy.

“Nah. It was Jay’s first attempt at charm. He’s always been
polite, but too honest. Why discourage him?”

“Yeah, we laughed about it a few days later. Life can’t always
be the same dull routine,” Jay added. Jeff was amused, but also
impressed. It was rare to find a bond as strong as that.

Later that night

The lunchtime incident was only a precursor to the
evening. Tempers had flared like never before, and little was
accomplished. They'd decided to call it a night while they were
all still friends.

“Can I hang around for awhile?” Kathy asked when the
others had left.

“Sure,” Jay said, going into the kitchen to get them both
some soda. He returned to the living room and plopped down
on the couch next to her. She curled up next to him, resting
her head on his shoulder. Such physical affection might have
seemed out of place in a platonic relationship such as theirs,
but it had been so long a part of their friendship that neither
thought anything of it. Jay looked down at her face, which
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had a decidedly troubled expression. “Looks like something’s
bothering you,” he observed.

“It's Rachel. She’s been up-tight all week, sometimes
downright hostile. I mean, she’s had mood swings before, but
nothing approaching this. I mean, you saw how she was today.
That’s not her, Jay. And it’s not just her. Seems like everyone’s
moody all of a sudden,” she said.

“Hmm .. . everyone does seem to be acting a little off today.
I started paying more attention after lunch, and it seems like
mood swings have become something of an epidemic in this
town.” Just then, the doorbell rang. Jay got up and answered
it. He was surprised to find a Havenbrook County Sheriff’s
Deputy standing on the front porch. His face looked grim. A
dark thought flashed across Jay’s mind, and a shot of bile hit
his stomach. “Was there an accident?”

“Are you Jay Anderson?” he asked. Jay nodded. “I'm Scott
Walsh with the Sheriff’s Department. Mr. Anderson, I have a
warrant for your arrest.”
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CHAPTER 2:

DARKNESS FALLS

Yyd WHAT! WHAT FOR?” Jay cried.

“During lunch we conducted a random

search of the school and parking lot. We

found a kilo of cocaine in your car. You are charged with

possession with the intent to sell narcotics.” Jay’s face turned
the color of the school’s creamed peas.

“Wait a minute” Kathy said. “There must be some
misunderstanding. Are you guys sure it was his car?”

“Yes ma’am. Time to go, son.” Jay heard the man but didn’t
acknowledge. His head was still spinning. Then the room
started to spin. . .

“I'm gonna be sick-" he said as he started to stagger towards
the bathroom. Thinking he may be trying to run for it, Walsh
gave chase, only to find much to his disgust that Jay had indeed
been telling the truth. Walsh stood outside the bathroom.

“I'll give you a moment to clean up.” Kathy rushed in and
helped him off his feet towards the sink.

“Come on, Jay. This has got to be some kind of a mistake. Its
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probably just a clerical error. I'll go down to the station with you;
we'll get this whole thing straightened out by the night’s end.”

The next day

They didn't get everything straightened out. All Kathy
accomplished was almost earning a cell next to his, before his
cooler head prevailed and he convinced her to go home. Jay’s
parents had bailed him out the next morning. In retrospect, he
was probably safer in jail. For the next two hours his parents
screamed at him, slapping him across the face several times,
and threatening him with everything they could think of.

“For eighteen years we've given you everything, and this is
how you reward us?” his mother screamed.

“How? Why?” his father asked.

“How many times do I have to tell you? I didn’t do it! There
could be sugar instead of cocaine in that pouch and I wouldn’t
even know the difference!”

“Lying about it makes it worse!”

“Except I'm not lying!”

“Of course you are!”

“Don’t you even want to at least think that maybe I'm telling
the truth?”

“NO!”

He was taken aback, but continued his counter-offensive.
“You mean you want this to be true?”

“SHUT UP!” They screamed in unison.

Finally they banished him to his room, too hoarse to
yell anymore.

He plopped down on the bed, clicking his shoes together.
“There’s no place like home, there’s no place like home,” he
mumbled to himself, hoping to wake from the nightmare. But he
wasn't asleep, and there was no escaping the harsh new reality of
his life. A felony drug conviction would destroy him. He walked
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out on to the back porch, looking beyond the town, towards the
endless fields of corn. It was then that he realized the full extent
of the tragedy that had befallen him. His dreams were shattered.
He'd never be a doctor, or an astronomer, or do anything more
than flip burgers. He'd be lucky to make it that far. His life was
over, almost, it seemed, before it began. And finally he could
stand it no more. He broke down in tears, sobbing inconsolably.
He felt someone sit down next to him and put their arm around
him. He tried to collect himself, but failed.

Kathy, for once, didn't know what to say. She hoped that
just being there would help. If this is someone’s sick idea of a joke
... It's going to be an ugly spectacle when I get my hands on them.
There was still a good reason to hope. He'd have his day in
court, and from what she'd seen of the case, any first year law
student should be able to cast enough reasonable doubt into
this to get him acquitted. Kathy’s eventual goal in life was
to become a lawyer, and she knew quite a bit about the legal
system, enough to know he had a decent chance. She held out
her hand, and pulled him up. He didn’t seem to want to meet
her gaze in this moment of weakness, so she simply put her
arms around him. “It’s not the end of the world, Jay.”

She had no idea how wrong she was.

Havenbrook County Courthouse
One month later

It had been a hellish month from the arrest to the trial date.
Everywhere he went, accusing stares followed. Those who
had always seen him as too much of a goody two-shoes were
definitely having a field day. Jay was privately surprised he
had enough self-control to avoid having assault or homicide
charges added to the docket. His parents hadn't seen fit to hire
an attorney, so he was now meeting with the public defender,
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a slovenly-looking man whose law school diploma Jay was
beginning to think might have been printed off the Internet.
“If you plead guilty to possession, they’ll drop the selling,
which is the more serious of the two.”

“How about you point out the fact his fingerprints are
nowhere to be found on the bag, and any one of a hundred
people who don't like him could have planted them, and then
he could walk,” Kathy said.

“I think you've seen one too many episodes of Law
and Order.”

“I don’t watch TV, it’s all crap. I read law books. You should
try it some time,” she added caustically.

“I think it would be a good idea if you left.”

Infuriated, she stormed out of the room. “I'm not admitting
to something I didn’t do. We'll fight this one out,” Jay said. The
lawyer just looked at him blankly. Disgusted, Jay walked out
into the hallway. Ryan was waiting for him.

“Hey man, you know I'm not much for sentiment, but keep
your chin up. You've got nothing to be ashamed of and we all
know it. Now it’s time to let them know it. Give'm hell.”

Jay smiled faintly. “Don’t worry, they won't get me without
a fight. How'd that “Jay’s Defense Drive” go, by the way?” he
asked bleakly. His friends had gone to great but futile lengths
to raise money for him to get an actual lawyer.

“Well, you know, the topless car wash didn’t go over so
well, since it was just Jeff and me.” They laughed in spite
of themselves.

They walked into the courtroom and sat down. Jay felt like
there was a field’s worth of butterflies in his stomach. This was
far and away the most nerve wracking experience of his young
life. The bailiff came in and asked them if they were ready.
“Yes,” the attorney said.

“All rise for the Honorable John Thompson” he said. “Case
Number 7634890, State of Iowa versus Jay Edward Anderson.”
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The judge banged his gravel. “Bailiff, please read the charges.”

“Theaccused is charged with one count of possession of illegal
narcotics and one count of intent to sell illegal narcotics.”

“How does the accused plead?” he asked

“Not guilty, your honor,” Jay said.

Both sides made their opening statements. Then the
prosecution began, showing the jury and the audience the
drugs, and giving a brief overview of the events that had led
to this day. Jay once again felt the eyes of everyone assembled
burning into him.

The defense’s turn was next. “I call the defendant to
the stand.”

“Do you, Jay Anderson, swear to tell the truth, the whole
truth, and nothing but the truth, so help you God?”

“Ido”

The public defender turned to him. “Are you innocent?”
he asked.

“Of course.”

“No further questions, your honor,” the man said, at which
point Jay just about fainted.

“What! That’s it?” Kathy shouted from the audience.

The judge banged the gravel. “Young lady, another outburst
like that and I will find you in contempt.” Jay went over to the
defender. “Ask for a quick recess” he said.

“Your Honor, the defense requests a 15-minute recess,”
he said.

“Granted. We will reconvene in 15 minutes.”

Jay went outside, followed by his lawyer. He turned to the
man. “Ok. Youre done. Terrible job. Go home and do whatever
it is you do when you’re not impersonating a lawyer.”

“You'll never be able to defend yourself.”

“I hadn’t planned on it.”

He went over to Kathy, who had overheard the conversation.
“Are you sure about this? You know you don’t have to do this for
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me.” They both suspected something like this might happen,
and had planned for the contingency.

“Of course I'll do it. This should be a piece of cake. I can’t
believe that guy. It’s like he was almost . . . trying to lose,” she
said, suddenly disturbed by the realization and the conclusions
it led to.

They went back into the courtroom. Kathy sat down next to
Jay at the defense table.

“Order in the court,” the judge said. “Where is the defense
counsel?” he asked.

“Right here, Your Honor,” Kathy said.

“But you're not a lawyer.”

“I'm not a loony, either.”

“What are your credentials?” he asked

“I've never lost an argument.” It was true. Kathy rarely
fought with anyone, because she always won. Her parents
hated it whenever she asked for something, because “I said so”
only worked for so long. The school debate team had won the
State championships last year, largely because of her.

The prosecution was outraged. “Your Honor, surely this
can't be done.”

“I'm afraid as long as she doesn't misrepresent herself,
it's okay. So I fear I must allow this course of action, as the
defendant is allowed a great deal of leeway in his approach.”
Judge Thompson then directed his attention back to Kathy.
“State your full name for the court.”

“Katherine Anne Winters.”

“Proceed.”

“Ladies and gentlemen of the jury, even a cursory glance at
the facts would shed very serious doubt on the charges. First of
all, the fingerprints of the accused are nowhere to be found on
the drugs. I know from personal experience that the defendant
often forgets to lock his vehicle. Second of all, the defendant
shows none of the signs of drug use, particularly the use of
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cocaine. I swear under oath that I, as a personal friend of the
accused, have never detected the slightest hint of recreational
drug use. Furthermore, the defendant has demonstrated
himself to be a complete naif. Well, that’s not quite fair. He is
overly idealistic, and, it is my opinion the subject couldn't tell the
difference between powdered cocaine and flour.” Gee, thanks,
Jay thought, but brushed it aside. It was a very brave thing she
was doing, standing up for him in front of the whole town.

The prosecuting attorney stood up. “Objection, your
honor, conjecture.”

“The litigator informed us it was her own opinion.
Overruled. You may proceed.”

Kathy walked over to the evidence table. She picked up the
bag, but it ripped, spilling the contents on herself and the floor.
“Oh sh-”

“Young lady, be careful with that. Just . . . don’t handle
evidence . . . maybe you should step-". The judge was shocked
as she held up her hand, motioning for him to stop talking. His
face clouded up, but she ignored him, her brow furrowed, her
nose sniffing the air.

“Miss, what is the meaning of this?”

“Your honor, I call to the stand Deputy Scott Walsh,” she
said. He came to the stand and took the oath.

“Deputy Walsh, you were the officer who discovered the
drugs in the defendant’s car, correct?”

“Yes ma'am.”

“And did you actually test the substance in the bag to
confirm it was cocaine?”

A confused look crossed over the deputy’s face. “Well,
ma’am, the dogs did indicate it was drugs, and a chemical
sniffer test did confirm the presence of cocaine,” Walsh said,
still wondering where this was going. So was the judge.

“What are you trying to pull here, Miss Winters?” the judge
asked sternly.



22 - The Eighth Day

“Your Honor, I need five minutes,” Kathy said.

“Granted. But you'd better wrap up this nonsense,” he said.

“No nonsense, Your Honor. When I get back this trial will
be over,” she said confidently. A gasp rose from the audience.
Jay rocked back slightly in his chair. “Kathy, what are you-"

She waved him off and quickly left the room. Everyone
stared at each other, all of them wondering what she could
possibly have up her sleeve. She came back within the allotted
time with a bottle of vinegar, which she promptly poured onto
a good-sized pile of the white powder that had come to rest on
the evidence table.

“Young lady, that’s evidence, you can't destroy-". This
time he cut himself off, as he and the rest of the people in the
courtroom watched in fascination as the pile began to bubble
and foam in a chemical reaction familiar to many of them. She
walked over to the witness stand. “Deputy;, is that the normal
reaction cocaine has to vinegar?” she asked pointedly.

“I honestly don’t know, ma’am.”

“Do you honestly know what does react like that?” she
asked. He looked dumbfounded, knowing what she was
getting at, but his mind not wanting to accept the truth that
was staring at him from the bubbling pile on the table across
from him.

“Deputy?”

“Baking soda,” he said, in an almost inaudible whisper.

“Could you repeat that a little louder, so the court can hear?”

“I said, it is baking soda,” he said forcefully, almost angrily.
There was another gasp from the crowd. She walked slowly over
to the prosecutor’s table, where the prosecuting attorney was
suddenly starting to sweat despite the air-conditioned courtroom.
She turned to face him, leaning over and placing her hands down
on the table. Despite her lanky frame, he somehow felt like he
was now standing between baby cub and mama grizzly.

“Baking soda,” she said in a low, angry voice. “You have
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damn near ruined my best friend’s life over . . . baking soda,”
she glared, her hazel eyes burning into him like a laser. She
turned to face the judge. “I request a private meeting with the
prosecution outside. Shouldn’t take long.”

Judge Thompson sighed. “Ok. But you're really starting to
try my patience. Make it quick.”

She motioned for the State’s Attorney to follow her out
the door. He was angry but also embarrassed. “Ok, here’s the
deal. I am not by nature a forgiving person, but I'm willing to
cut you a deal. You go back in there and say, given the new
evidence the state is dropping all charges, and we'll quietly
forget this whole thing ever happened. If you don't, first thing
tomorrow morning we're going to hire an actual lawyer and
file a wrongtul arrest suit. Believe me, with all he’s suffered
this last month, you'll be depositing all your paychecks directly
into his account for the next twenty years.”

“How dare you threaten me?” he asked, his face getting red
and pulffy.

“No threat, sir. Just outlining your options.”

“Young lady, I've had just about enough of your attitude.
You are not a lawyer, you don't know nearly as much as you
think you do about the law, or legal procedure, or-”

“Don’t lecture me. You didn’t even bother to check your
evidence. I know enough about the law to know your case is
shot to hell now!

“You still have to account for the dogs and the chemical test,”
he said, even though he knew he'd been well and truly beaten.

“No, sir, you do. I don't need to remind you the burden of
proof rests with you. And I'm willing to bet a pretty penny
there’s only enough real cocaine in there to attract the dogs,
if that. I know Jay’s enemies. They’re not going to be willing
to part with that much coke. I mean, you probably gotta flip
a lot of burgers to buy that much cocaine, theyre not going
to waste it on someone they detest. You have to prove beyond
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a shadow of doubt, and right now it’s not just a shadow, it’s
nightfall. Sorry, sir, but . . . checkmate,” she said, suppressing a
grim smile of satisfaction.

The prosecuting attorney was infuriated. Not only was this
punk high school kid insulting his intelligence . . . she was
right. She had won.

“Alright. Will he sign an affidavit promising not to sue if we
agree to drop the charges?”

“Absolutely,” she said, suppressing her excitement.

“Okay. Let’s get this over with.” They both walked back into
the anxiously waiting courtroom.

“Are both parties ready to proceed?” Judge Thompson asked.

“Your Honor, in light of the new developments with regards
to the evidence, the State has elected to drop all charges against
the accused.”

“Well, that is your decision, Mr. Samson. Very well, in the
case of State of lowa versus Jay Edward Anderson, case is
dismissed. Mr. Anderson, you are free to go.” The gavel fell.

Jay felt like a death row inmate given his life back. Kathy
turned to him, and they embraced. Ryan, Jeff, and Rachel all
came out of the audience seats, slapping him on the back.

“I knew you'd come through.” Ryan said.

“Way to go, Kath.” Rachel told her.

“The Jedi Master strikes again!” Jay said, slapping her on
the back. “You gotta hook me up with those mind powers.”

“Nabh. I like feeling needed,” Kathy said. There were smiles
all around.

“What do you say we go uptown for supper and celebrate?”
said Jeff.

“Sounds great. Thanks, Kathy. I owe you one,” Jay said.

“I just hope you don’t ever have to return the favor,”
she laughed.

They all walked uptown to a place called Bernie’s, a
family-owned hole in the wall that was their favorite local
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hangout. They went up to the counter to order when the
manager came out.

“We don't serve druggies here.”

“Since none of us are, that doesn’t concern us,” Ryan said.

“Don’t get smart with me. I'm talkin” about him,” he said,
pointing to Jay.

“Haven't you heard? They dropped the charges.” Rachel said.

“Yeah. I was there. And not charged ain't the same as
innocent and you know it. Just cuz your lawyer-wannabe
girlfriend pulled a fast one.”

Jay stormed out, livid. Kathy went after him, and Rachel
followed her. Ryan and Jeff both stood down the manager.
Ryan was fixing for a fight, but Jeff tugged him outside. He saw
Jay and the two girls trying to calm him down. Ryan leaned
up against the wall, looking up at the sky. He wasn’t much for
sentiment, but his heart ached for his friend. “Why Jay? Of all
people, why him?” he asked, seemingly to himself.

“You think this is random? Meaningless?” He heard a voice
say from behind him. He turned to see a well-dressed, older
gentlemen looking at him.

“Who are you?”

“Just a friendly guy.”

“So why Jay, and how do you know?”

“I don't know why, exactly. But it’s connected to the strange
behavior of the townspeople.”

“What are you talking about?”

“There’s a reason behind all the irritability sweeping
this town.”

“What is it?”

“I don’t know.” He gave Ryan a knowing smile. “Some
people say it’s something in the water.” He turned and left.

Ryan walked into the student lounge the next morning,
disturbed by what the man had said. Without a doubt, people
were not themselves. For sure something weird was going
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on. He brushed these thoughts aside upon seeing Jay at one of
the tables. He looked deeply troubled. Ryan sat down across
from him.

“Jay, if you're upset about the guy at the restaurant-”

“That was just the beginning. My parents are completely
unwilling to accept the concept that I might be innocent. It’s
...it's almost as if . . . they WANT to believe I'm guilty. Same
story with the teachers and the rest of the kids here. The school
administration’s bent on dragging me over the coals, they just
can’t decide how far they can go.”

“Look on the bright side. They don't have enough to expel
you. You beat the criminal charges, which would have hurt
you the worst. Everyone loves a scandal, but it will fade soon.
Especially if we find out who set you up.”

Federal Office Building
Baltimore, Maryland

They called themselves the Last Triumvirate. They had met
in this nondescript office periodically for years. Disillusioned
civil servants all of them, frustrated at their inability to affect
any kind of positive change in a world so wrong, until a few
years ago when an extraordinary discovery had brought them
together. Since then, they had bided their time, building up a
small but powerful network that would help them when the
time finally came. And now by another extraordinary twist of
fate, the tool they needed had landed so near to the one obstacle
that stood in their way.

“We need to find a way to apply it,” said one, a short, portly
man; younger than the other two.

“First, we must keep it quiet until were sure of its effects
and we're able to move,” said the second.

“That’s already been taken care of,” said the third; a tall,
lean man, the oldest and therefore the leader of the group.
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“And the projected complication?”

“Handled. Though not as well as I had hoped.”

“I heard. Is that disaster of your making?”

“Our contact did the best he could. I was assured it would
transpire as we planned it. There was an unforeseeable
complication.”

“Indeed. Perhaps it would be better to deal with him more
... forcibly.”

The short, portly man felt a small shot of bile hit his
stomach. The lone scientist in the group, he was accustomed to
laboratories, microscopes, and controlled environments. This
was a dangerous thought that had just been voiced, he felt. “This
is an innocent kid were talking about. We've already gone to
great lengths to ruin his life. I thought we agreed discrediting
him would be enough.”

“We may have moved beyond that. Though our contact in
the area tells me things are not going well for him; his legal
victory notwithstanding. Maybe the problem will work itself
out,” the tall man said ominously.

“Perhaps, but that seems less likely now. He still has
something to live for.”

“You mean someone.”

“Yes. Her.”

“She’s been a much bigger problem than any of us
anticipated. Speaking of her, why is she not affected?”

“It could be that it hasn't taken effect yet.”

“Maybe she’s another. Maybe she’s The Other.”

“We've discussed this. It's a myth. There’s no record of
any others.”

“Perhaps we should deal with her anyway. She’ll only
continue to cause complications.”

“In time, perhaps. But for now let’s wait and watch.”

“What about NASA?”

“Dr. Ludmilla informed them it hasn’t been recovered yet.”
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“Good.”
“He’s got to tell them something eventually.”
“I'll take care of it. Everything is still on track.”

Havenbrook

Jay took his seat in the front corner of the room next to
Kathy in his World Literature class as Mrs. Wheatman passed
out their test on Russian authors. He'd been up late studying
for this one. Literature was not his forte, especially not Tolstoy’s
classic, War and Peace. It’s a classic because no one today has the
patience to write a book that long. By the time I got to the end I forgot
what happened in the beginning. The rest of the class came in as the
bell rang. Mrs. Wheatman took roll and they started. Twenty
minutes into the test, she walked over to his desk, grabbed his
paper, and tore it up.

“Just what do you think youre doing?” he asked her, shocked.

“I saw you cheating,” she told him.

“Off who?”

“Her,” she said, pointing to Kathy.

“He wouldn’t cheat off me! He’s the one who helps me study
for these tests!” Kathy said, trying her best to keep the edge off
her voice.

“That will be quite enough out of you. Unless of course you
want to take a zero on this test as well,” she said icily.

Ryan walked out of his Trigonometry class, thankful it
was finally over. The old guy still bugged him. The town was
experiencing a rash of violent crime, like nothing anyone had
seen before. Incidents of assaultand burglary were abnormally
high, and there had been numerous fights in the past few
weeks. He shrugged off these thoughts, thinking of lunch,
when he turned the corner and saw a large group of people
congregated at the end of the hallway: the sure signs of yet
another fight. He walked down towards the end of the hallway





