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"NO!" Greg screamed out loud as he sat up in his bed.  He looked around his bedroom, which was much neater than the bedrooms of some fourteen year old boys and somewhat messier than others.  He blinked as his eyes came across the cracks of light making their way around the window shades.

"Are you OK in there, Greggy?" his older sister Heather called from the hallway.

"I guess so," Greg answered sleepily.  He didn't bother to point out that he had long outgrown his childhood nickname of "Greggy."

"Hurry up.  You know how antsy Derek gets when we're late."

"I'm getting out of bed now," Greg groaned.  As he readied himself for another day of school, he thought about Heather.  If the universe insisted that he had to have a sister, Heather was a pretty good choice.  At least she didn't try to make him hold her pocketbook when they went shopping the way his best friend Derek's sister did.

Greg and Heather were soon on their way to meet Derek so the three of them could walk to school together.

"Will you take that look off your face?" Heather asked her brother rather rudely.

"I can't help it."

"Think of something else, then.  We're almost at Derek's house.  You know him, if you still have that look on your face, Derek will be asking a hundred questions."

"It's not my fault," Greg said defensively.  "Do you think I like having this happen to me?  Do you think I like having no control over my own thoughts?"

"I'm sorry, Greggy.  It's that I don't even know if I believe in it."

"Right.  So now I'm lying.  Thanks a lot, Heather.  I really need this from you."

The siblings didn't realize they had made it to Derek's house and he was standing on the edge of his driveway observing them.  "What are you guys arguing about this morning?  I think you two will die arguing!"

"That's a pleasant thought," Heather responded with a roll of her eyes.

Greg smiled weakly.  "What's up, Derek?  You finish that history homework?"

Derek hit his friend playfully with his textbook.  "Yes, but never mind that.  It happened again, didn't it?"

Greg turned his head away so Derek couldn't read his expression.  

"Derek, are you planning to go to the school dance next week?" Heather asked in a deliberate attempt to change the subject.

Derek suddenly stood a little taller.  "Is that an invitation?  To go with you?"  

"How can I put this in terms a math geek like you will understand?" Heather asked.  "I know... I'm a senior... plus... you're a sophomore... equals... not in this lifetime!  Any questions?"

Not missing a beat, Derek responded, "Yeah.  Do you have to be such a bi-"

"Hey!" Greg interrupted just in time.

The conversation moved on to other things and didn't return to Greg's state of mind until they were almost at school and Greg's uneasiness was visibly growing by the minute.  "You look awfully pale," Derek observed.

"I skipped breakfast," Greg told him.

"That's not why you look pale and you know it."

"Leave it alone, Derek," Heather warned.

"What are you afraid of?"  Derek replied.  "It's not even happening to you.  Are you just jealous because your life is so boring?"

"I'm not afraid of anything except that you're fueling my brother's overactive imagination."

"It isn't my imagination.  I had another premonition," Greg said calmly.

"I knew it," Derek said to his friend.  Turning toward Heather, he added, "Premonition' means a feeling that warns something is about to happen."

"I know what it means," Heather snapped.

"Sorry.  I forgot that you're not really a dumb blonde.  You just act like one."

"I'm sorry too.  I forgot you're not really a brain-dead zombie.  You just look like one."

As they climbed the school steps, the warning bell rang and interrupted their conversation.  The school was full of activity.  Locker doors slammed and students rushed through the corridors trying to make it to the right classrooms before the first official ringing of the bell.

Heather's friends tried to pull her away from her conversation with her brother and Derek, but she waved them off long enough to say to Greg, "I want you to promise me you're not going to tell anyone else about this so-called premonition."

"Heather, you don't even know what I thought, or saw, or felt, or whatever," Greg stammered in objection.

"It doesn't matter what you think you thought, saw, or felt.  If it turns out to resemble reality in any way, it will only be a coincidence."

"Sure, like it was coincidence when I had that premonition of intense heat and a female voice screaming – and the next day our neighbor's house caught fire and her little daughter was trapped inside?  Was it coincidence that time I kept telling you I felt intense pressure against my body and we later found out that Uncle Dave was crushed to death in the accident at the paper mill that morning?"

The three of them silently stared at each other, waiting for one of the others to speak first.  Derek felt a chill run up his spine, but dared to ask, "So what did you experience today that has you so worried?"

Greg was grateful that Derek broke the silence first.  "It was kind of vague..."

"That's the problem.  Or one of the problems, anyway.  It's always kind of vague," Heather stated with a sigh.

Greg took a deep breath and continued, "It happened right before I woke up.  No, that's not completely right.  I wasn't really asleep, but I wasn't quite awake either."  It was Greg's turn to sigh.  "I just can't explain this in a way that you guys can understand."

"You're doing fine," Derek reassured.

"OK, I was still lying in bed when I experienced the feeling.  Maybe 'vision' would be more accurate.  Or maybe a vision and a feeling combined.  I was in some state between sleep and alertness.  Suddenly
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