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    Chapter 1

  


  
    



    



    The party downstairs was getting noisy. Harrison Jones tried not to listen, but he couldn’t help it. The happy yells and loud talking of people celebrating the new millennium at his house couldn’t be shut out.


    He was a good-looking kid, with sandy colored hair and clear intelligent eyes. His mother had been a beauty queen in her youth, and his father, a starting quarterback in college. He didn’t have his Dad’s athletic build yet, but he did have his Mom’s looks, at least that’s what his mother told him. He hoped he didn’t really look like a girl, and kept his hair cut short to be sure no one made any mistakes. Besides their looks, Mom and Dad gave him something else, a once in a generation brain.Harrison Jones was a genius. They had tested him once, when he was very young, and he could remember every question. He didn’t miss one. He had a knack for picking up on things, and making connections. His Mom was smart, but no better than average. His Dad was a hard worker, and dedicated to his job as a lawyer, but he was just a normal guy too. Somehow, their combination had made one of the century’s smart guys.They coddled his abilities, feeding his hunger for knowledge, his appetite for learning everything.Everything, except social skills.Other children were intimidated or just not interested in smart guys.


    So he spent a lot of time by himself, reading, inventing, learning. He had more book knowledge than most people learn in a lifetime.He was working on learning how to apply it to his life.


    His parents had hosted a combination family and friend party to celebrate the New Year 2000. He had been with them, laughing and smiling, helping his mother refill the punch bowl and snack dishes. He always tried to be helpful. His aunt and uncle and their three children, the cousins were there, as well as four couples from his Dad’s office and three from his Mom’s. They had brought their children to an all out family party, to ring in the New Year 2000. The adults stayed in the living room and kitchen, moving from the snack table to the long island where the punch bowl was. The kids congregated in the large den, watching movies on the large television, and fighting over the game system on a smaller one.


    Harrison tried to talk to them, but his oldest cousin, Ted, turned them all against him. It was hard enough playing host to strangers without someone sabotaging every effort.


    “Nerd bird,” Ted called him. It was a stupid nickname, and Harrison hated it.


    “Hey, nerd bird. Go get us something to drink.”


    “I’m not your maid,” Harrison said.


    Ted jumped up and held him against the wall. He was older by almost a year, but he played junior varsity football at the middle school. He outweighed Harrison by thirty pounds and was three inches taller. His Dad had told him that the bigger they are, the harder they fall. But that was when they were playing touch Frisbee in the backyard, and didn’t really apply when the bigger ones were holding you against the wall.


    “I want you to get us soda’s and bring them in here,” growled Ted with potato chip stale breath.


    One of Dad’s friends from work had brought their daughter, Melody with them. She was thirteen, just like Harrison, but didn’t want to talk to him. She spent most of the night laughing at Ted’s stupid jokes, and batting her eyes up at him. Harrison was pretty sure that Ted was showing off for her, playing the part of big bad jock, except that he acted this way every time the family got together.


    “You like helping your Mom, don’t you?” Ted asked.“You help her with the punch. Now you’re going to help us.”


    He shoved Harrison toward the door.


    “Get it,” he said.


    Harrison adjusted his wrinkled shirt, trying to think of something to say, or something to do. He drew a blank. It was ironic to him that he was so socially underdeveloped, since he was so smart.Everyone said so. He had been advanced two letter grades in elementary school, from first to third grade, but his Mom put him back after a disastrous first nine weeks. He didn’t fit in with the other children, who made fun of his age, his speech, the way he dressed. It was nothing new to Harrison, who just kept doing the classwork as fast as the teacher could hand him a book, and reading on his on when she didn’t. His mother didn’t like the way the kids treated her special man, so she put him back into his old classroom. He didn’t tell her that they treated him the same way.


    “All right,” Harrison told Ted.


    He went into the kitchen, slipping past the older people as they talked. They didn’t notice him.


    He put ice in the colored party glasses, picking one green one larger than the rest. He put the glasses on a tray and filled them with soda. He carried the tray back down the hallway, but stopped at the bathroom door.Harrison slipped inside, unnoticed, and opened the medicine cabinet. He took a powdered laxative, poured it into the big green glass, stirring it with his finger.


    “Serves him right,” he said.


    A loud knock shook the door. He almost spilled the tray.


    “Anyone in there!” an adult yelled through the door.


    Harrison pushed it open.


    “All done,” he smiled. The grown up slipped past him without a word.


    He proceeded down the hallway into the den.


    “Soda,” he said.


    Ted grabbed the large green glass and gulped it all down.


    “Get me more,” he ordered.


    Harrison smiled.


    “Sure.”


    He got another soda for Ted, stopping in the bathroom again on his way back.
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    Chapter Two

  


  
    His father wasn’t the type of man to raise his voice when he got angry. Instead, he lowered it, speaking in slow, deliberate sentences. It was almost worse that way, like some dangerous animal growl. Harrison hated to disappoint his father.


    “I’m disappointed in you,” said Dad.


    “I’m sorry,” Harrison answered.


    “I don’t think you are,” Dad continued. “If you were, you wouldn’t have done it.”


    They stood in the hallway outside of the bathroom.Harrison was surrounded by his mother and father, Ted’s mother and father, and Melody. The party was still going on in the living room. The kids were still playing in the den. But this small group stood outside of the bathroom and listened to Ted’s moans.


    “Honey?” his mother said through the door.


    He moaned.


    “What did you do to him?”


    “Why do you think it was me?” he asked.


    His father wasn’t convinced. That was one of the problems with being gifted. It was rare to get away with anything. Once, in school, he had accessed the computer system and changed the clocks. Each class lasted ten minutes, according to the bells. He also had a fire drill, with emergency crews racing to the school.Just a small payback for losing recess when a bully pushed him around. The principal wouldn’t listen to reason. He gave both boys detention, so he wouldn’t show favoritism to anyone. He left Harrison alone in his office while he walked the other boy back to class. The next day, a small timed computer virus invaded the clock system. It was chaotic. The school authorities could never prove he did it. But his father knew.


    “Honestly Harris, why can’t we just have a good time for once?” his Dad asked.


    “Is he going to be all right?” his Aunt cried.


    “Of course he’s going to be all right,” Harris answered.“I just gave him a dose of his own medicine. He’ll be back to normal in about twelve hours.”


    “Normal,” his Aunt wailed. She beat on the door. “Ted?Teddy? Are you hurt honey?”


    “I don’t like this,” his Dad said.


    Harrison looked at his Mom, hoping she would come to his rescue.


    “Was it that bad?” she asked, putting a hand on his shoulder.


    “Not as bad as that,” he said, nodding toward the bathroom.Ted moaned inside.


    “I think it’s funny,” said Melody. “I mean, he was being a jerk.”


    Harrison looked at his parents.


    “I said that,” he said.


    “I think you should spend the rest of the night in your room,” his Dad warned.


    “That’s not fair,” he argued. “I’ll miss the New Year.”


    “Maybe you should have thought of that before you did this to your cousin.”


    “But Dad-”


    “Go.”


    His Dad used a tone of voice that Harrison knew well.Sometimes, when you know more than your parents about something, they resent it, and use a certain voice when talking. His Dad used that voice a lot.


    He trudged up the stairs to his room.


    His room was his sanctuary, a castle of his own making.It was large, and quiet, the walls covered with posters of everything imaginable. Dinosaurs, a world map, the galaxy, Albert Einstein sticking his tongue out. He had a table of elements on one wall, above his large computer, and a poster of Brittany Spears across from it, over his bed. There were toys, piled neatly in a chest, board games stacked in the stuffed bookcases, which overflowed with books on the floor. He had a workbench from one wall to his closet, with several unidentifiable toys, machines, and appliances in varying stages of assembly.His room was a place to get away from the world. There was no one there to care how he talked, or looked or acted.


    No one to bully him, or take Ted’s side over his.No one to have a party with, or ring in the New Year. He was all alone.
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