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Applause to the sixth and seventh grade students 

of the Weehawken, New Jersey School System who gave Fanny a huge thumbs-up.

ONE

THE TOWN HALL CLOCK

The citizens of Middle Village didn’t know a superhero was growing up in their small town. Her name was Miss Fanny Hall.

Fanny Hall was the darling of Middle Village, a small town tucked into a corner of New Jersey.  

“A ray of sunshine” was how Mr. Dear, the pharmacist of the Middle Village Pharmacy, referred to her. 

“She lights up the store when she walks in.” 

There was no one in Middle Village who recalled seeing Fanny without her ever-present smile. It was a contagious smile that spread to anyone in her company. More than a few residents and shopkeepers claimed they were the ones responsible for her nickname, Miss Fanny Sunshine. 

Some of her classmates at Middle Village Elementary School, however, saw things differently. 

Five of them were there that summer day sitting in a booth by the window in the Middle Village Luncheonette having egg creams. The luncheonette was in the Town Square and directly across the street from the Town Hall Building. 

They watched as two workers were securing ladders from the roof on the second floor, alongside the beautiful old clock that sat on a pedestal.

“What are they doing?” one girl asked. 

Another girl commented. 

“Yeah, what are they up to? The clock works just fine.”

“The clock works, yes,” offered a third girl, “but it stopped chiming on the hour, long ago.”

“I can’t remember ever hearing the clock chime,” Fanny Hall declared. 

The girls chatted as Fanny walked out on the sidewalk. She stood still with her arms at her side and the palms of her opened hands facing the Town Hall. She stared up at the clock. The small hand of the clock pointed to the number 2 and the large hand sat on the number 11; it was five minutes until two o’clock.
Inside, the girls were all asking the same question. 
“What is Fanny doing?”

The girls tapped on the window, but there was no response from Fanny. She seemed transfixed at the sight of that large, old clock. 

The workers were still setting their ladders when the large hand reached the number 12. Suddenly, everyone in the square and surrounding area looked up toward the clock as the sound of the first of two chimes filled the summer air.

One of the two workers called down to their supervisor.

“Can you believe that? It just started chiming on its own! Now what do we do?” 

“What do we do?” the supervisor called back. 

“We wait until 3 o’clock and see what happens.” 

Fanny walked back into the luncheonette and joined the girls at the table. She picked up her egg cream and commented to no one in particular. 

“It is a beautiful sound.”

The girls were speechless, at least for now, but not later when they told the story to anyone who would listen. 

“Fanny stood there staring at the clock, and it started chiming!”
The reaction was usually the same; that Fanny Hall is a strange one. 
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TWO

THE BEGINNING

It was when Fanny was in her fourth year that Amanda Hall suspected her sweet, blond-headed daughter was different. Fanny would walk out of the kitchen, eating a cookie from the cookie jar which sat out of reach on the kitchen counter. 

Fanny’s seemingly impossible feat was soon discovered when her mother peeked into the kitchen as Fanny approached where the jar sat. 

“Oh, my God!” her mother thought as she watched Fanny’s small body rise two feet from the floor. Enough to remove a cookie from the container.

Amanda was astounded. She stumbled back and sat on the sofa, her thoughts racing. Levitation! Levitation, that’s what they call it. It’s true. I saw it. But how? 

Fanny walked into the room with the cookie in her hand and stood before her mother. 

“Are you all right, Mommy?”

“Yes, Fanny, I’m fine.”

The little girl held out the cookie. 

“You want a cookie, Mommy?”

“No, not now, sweetheart.”

“I can get you one.”

“I see that, Fanny.”

Fanny’s mother composed herself before asking. 

“How do you do that? Reach the cookie jar?”

“Oh, that’s easy, I just look at the cookies and think really hard, I want one.” 

“Then you can reach it?” Her mother asked.

“Oh, yes, Mommy.”

“How do you feel when you do that to get a cookie?”

“Okay, Mommy. I feel that you’re picking me up. I can feel your hands. It doesn’t hurt.”

“Fanny, please listen to me. You must never think that way to reach anything when other people are around. That includes here or anywhere outside the house. Promise me.”

Fanny hesitated before answering. “Did I do something wrong, Mommy?”

“No, Fanny, you did nothing wrong.” 

Her mother put her arms around the little girl and hugged her.

“I just want this to be our secret. I love you, Fanny.”

“I love you too, Mommy. I promise it’ll be our secret.”

That was only the first secret that mother and daughter would share while Fanny was still in her fourth year. 

Several mothers stood by the side of the local pool, watching their sons and daughters in the arms of the young volunteers. This would be the children’s initiation to their first learn-to-swim class. The group shared the pool with several older, more advanced students. Fanny seemed to be more interested in the advanced students who were swimming laps the length of the pool. 

Fanny surprised the volunteer, whose arms she was in when she wiggled free and, mimicking the older students swam toward the far end of the pool.

The volunteer screamed. “Oh, gosh, no!”

It quickly became a chaotic scene. Fanny swam away from the volunteers and toward the far end of the pool with a few women from the group, including Amanda, running alongside and calling her name. Other bystanders stood by the edge of the pool, poised to jump in.

By the time Fanny had reached the far end of the pool, the volunteers had stopped calling her name and looked at each other with a look of puzzlement. Fanny turned and repeated her amazing performance straight back into the arms of the speechless volunteer she had escaped from. Soon, Fanny stood by the edge of the pool, smiling at the shocked onlookers as her mother toweled her down.

“Oh, I never realized she learned so much from the private lessons she had.” Amanda fibbed to the onlookers. 

“She’s so much more advanced than I thought.”

It was obvious to Amanda her little girl was bestowed with special gifts.

There was one more incident during Fanny’s fourth year that proved her little girl was indeed possessed of abilities far from the norm. 

When visiting the florist shop in the small town of Middle Village, Amanda noticed Fanny’s demeanor would change. Her smile would disappear, and she clenched her mother’s hand. She refused to say hello when the proprietor approached. 

Amanda felt she received the answer to Fanny’s strange behavior one morning in the headline of the local newspaper, The Village Sentry. 

Local Florist Arrested For Child Molestation

She knew, Amanda thought. Fanny knew.

Another incident occurred when Fanny turned twelve and was in the sixth grade. This incident made Amanda Hall proud of her daughter. The Middle Village Sentry reported the story with a photo of Mrs. Goodson, the school principal, shaking Fanny’s hand and thanking her for her timely action. 

It was during English class when Fanny’s intuition told her something was wrong. She quickly looked around at her schoolmates, who all seemed fine. 

What is it, she thought, why do I feel what I feel? My intuition has never lied, so what is it trying to tell me?

It was then the principal walked into the classroom on one of her surprise visits. When the classroom door was opened Fanny realized the cause of the unsettling feeling she was experiencing. It was out there, in the hallway.

This will be easy, Fanny thought, I’ll excuse myself and leave the room.

She raised her hand as the principal approached the teacher’s desk. The teacher held out the hallway pass and motioned to Fanny, who immediately was out of her seat. She grabbed the pass and greeted the principal as she walked past her.

“Good morning, Mrs. Goodson.”

“Well, good morning, Fanny.”

Fanny left the room as Mrs. Goodson remarked to the teacher,

“Lovely child, that girl, she always has a smile and is always so polite.”

“Yes, Mrs. Goodson, and she is also a good student,” the teacher replied.

Fanny walked in the direction that her intuition determined, which was the opposite direction from the girl’s restroom. She reached the end of the hallway and turned the corner where she stopped, stood still, and looked up.

“Oh my God,” she uttered, “that’s it.”

Fanny hurried back to the hallway she had just left. She found the fire alarm and pulled down on the handle... just as the principal left her classroom. The principal had a clear view of what Fanny had done and intended to confront her, but the doors of the adjoining classrooms had quickly opened, and students were already filling the hallway.

The blare of the honking alarm dulled her senses as she was shuffled along with the horde of chattering students toward the nearest exit. Finally, she was able to inch her way back to where the fire alarm was situated. She stood by the alarm as the last remnants of students hurried by.

Looking around, she put her thoughts into words. 

“I don’t smell any smoke or see any. If Fanny saw a fire, there would have to be smoke.”

She scooted down the hall, scanning the empty classrooms.

“Nothing, no fire, no smoke. I don’t understand. What did that girl see?” She thought.

Firemen were already entering the building and one of them escorted her out as she kept repeating, “What could that girl have possibly seen?”

Outside, the students were stretched out along the grassy knolls surrounding the school. An assortment of fire trucks from Middle Village and two adjacent towns filled the void between the students and the school building itself. Police officers were scattered throughout the scene, but with no real sense of duty, they became unwilling observers.

Preparation was in the works at each of the fire trucks, hoses hooked to water outlets, and ladders extended toward the roof of the school building. There were pockets of firemen carrying an assortment of fire-fighting apparatus, including axes and long poles that ended in hooks, scurrying into the entrances of the building.

A reporter and camera crew from the Middle Village Sentry newspaper were there to record it all. 

Time passed, and so did the sense of urgency. Fire officials stood in groups, shaking their heads and shrugging their shoulders. 

If there was a danger, apparently, they haven’t found it.

Principal Goodson had been scanning the crowd of students to find Fanny but with no success. She had reached a conclusion that she wasn’t happy with, but to her seemed obvious. 

She approached the fire officials and had their attention with her first sentence.

“I believe this whole episode has been a false alarm.”

“A false alarm!” Two of the officials repeated her words in unison.

Another official, who appeared to be the ranking officer, calmed his men and spoke softly. 

“Mrs. Goodson, are you telling us you know someone activated a false alarm?”

“Yes, I’m afraid so,” she answered, “and I’m so mad.”

Mrs. Goodson was physically shaking with both arms bent at the elbows and her hands balled into fists. 

“You think someone is so nice, a sweet girl, and then behind
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