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Prologue

It’s a fact - more than half the people and
governments in the world want me dead!

That might sound like an exaggeration, but
it’s not only true, it’s probably an understatement.

Why would anyone want a thirteen-year-old boy
dead you ask? Well, I’ll tell you and you can decide where you
stand from there.

I was a shy, quiet boy, who was - well a
nerdy, artsy type of guy. I got straight A’s in school, loved art
and could draw and paint with extreme realism. Several of my
drawings and paintings have been displayed at galleries, and I’ve
even won some awards, too.

But that’s not why people want me dead. You
see, I was born with a gene, hidden inside me. Not just a gene that
helped me get smart, but a gene that opened portals to other
universes. No, please stay with me. Really, I’m telling you the
truth. I had no idea that this gene was in me until shortly after
my thirteenth birthday. Apparently, this gene matured when I hit
puberty. So now I am thirteen, my voice is changing, and this gene
decided to make an appearance, too.

Unbeknown to me, the gene opened a portal to
the Sancostan Universe allowing someone to enter our world. She was
curious and decided to investigate. She wanted to know who opened
the portal.

When she made herself known, my parents had a
fit. They thought she was a hoax, but she managed to convince them
she was real. Real? Wait, how could a being from another universe
that is pure energy, be real?

My father believed that aliens helped many of
our ancient civilizations. This Sancostan woman not only verified
his thoughts, but proved them too. She said her people have been
here on many occasions, but it had been centuries since the last
time the gene made an appearance.

Great, centuries without this gene and it had
to be in me. As you can imagine I didn’t want this gene, or the
stuff that came with it. I just wanted my simple life back. That’s
when I found out that my gene could open more than one portal and
some of those other portals might not lead to nice worlds.

I had no idea that beings from one of those
other universes were hell bent on taking what they could even if
that meant the destruction of the earth. The earth was in the
middle of two wars. One war between beings from two parallel
universes, beings that could destroy us in an instant, beings whose
view on life - our life - was totally opposite.

And another war between governments and
religious factions here. On one side - my life, on the other side -
my death.

The entire earth was now the battleground and
I was the cause. Yes, I said I was the cause. See, without this
gene those portals couldn’t open. Now that they are open, I have no
control of who comes through or what they do once they are
here.

The portals can only open when the gene
holder matures. Thus, the only way to close them is to get rid of
the gene holder. And that’s me! So, like I said before, more than
half the people and governments of this world want me dead. Do you,
too?



Chapter 1:
Under Surveillance
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A mist appeared near the ground looking much
like a fog and hovered not far from the stream in the woods. It was
irregularly shaped, light blue with swirling tentacles of deep blue
embedded in the center. The mist grew to about ten feet tall and
became more solid than the vapors of a cloud in the sky or fog on a
country road at dusk. Energy radiated from the center as if it were
electrified. The edges of the cloud were translucent and the middle
was completely opaque, blocking out anything behind it.

Suddenly, the center began to bubble and
through it walked a woman. She wore a light blue flowing gown and
seemed to float from the cloud as she entered the forest. After
looking around to gain her bearings she and the cloud vanished,
becoming transparent energy fields.

Her energy field effortlessly floated through
the forest toward the street. Sitting on a hill, across from her,
was a modest two-story home with an attached two-car garage, set on
two pristinely manicured acres of trees and lawns.

Her energy field moved up the sloping lawn
toward the house. Hushed laughter could be heard through the
windows as the energy field hovered nearby. The house was just high
enough that you could see a half mile in either direction along the
winding country road.

Anyone sitting on the front porch could enjoy
the sun as it set over the trees in the wooded area across the
street from their home. No one saw her energy field move through
the front wall of the home, as if it were not there, and enter the
family room.

Happy Birthday everyone shouted as the boy
walked into the kitchen. He was shocked and surprised that his
parents did it once again. He never knew when or how his parents
would throw a surprise birthday party for him but they always
managed to surprise him.

Unlike others his age, the boy liked to rise
early on weekends so he could take advantage of the morning sun
that shone into his special place in the woods across from his
home. “Morning light is the best for drawing and painting,” he
always said. This was just one of those Saturday mornings. His
ritual was predictably the same - get up early, dress, have
breakfast, then carrying his artist supplies, go into the woods for
a morning of quiet fun.

Today was different. As he walked into the
kitchen, the boy was assaulted by the noise of his family and his
good friend. “How did you manage this?” he asked his parents. “You
always do this and I am always surprised. I must be so blind that I
never saw this in advance.”

“Jeremy, we’ve been planning this for weeks,”
said his friend and neighbor Paige. “Your parents never hide
anything from you. You just don’t see what is going on around you.”
Jeremy blushed. His face felt like it was on fire, but he soon
joined in the laughter with the rest of them.

“Wow, I’m surprised I didn’t wake up to the
delicious smells alone. What’s cooking, mom?”

Alice had prepared a sumptuous breakfast
buffet for everyone to enjoy. Jokingly she asked, “Jeremy do you
think you could forgo your morning in the woods for some family and
friends?”

“For this, I can,” was his smiling answer
followed by a hug to his mom and dad. “I’m starved, can we eat?”
They all laughed at his enthusiasm for the food.

After they had their fill, Jeremy was
presented with a double chocolate double layer birthday cake.
Chocolate was his favorite and Alice always baked it for his
birthday. The birthday song was so bad; he put his hands on his
ears to block it out, and then blew out the candles.

He received a new type of portable easel from
Paige. “I know how much you enjoy sitting on your bench and drawing
so I figured this might make it more fun and somewhat easier than
just a pad,” said Paige after Jeremy hugged her for the gift.

Next was an iPod from his Uncle John. “It has
all of your favorite music already loaded. Your dad and I went
through your CD collection and your iTunes files and transferred
them. So all you have to do is turn it on and listen. I know some
of your friends might be upset that we went onto your computer, but
your dad said you wouldn’t mind.”

“Mind, no, I’m thrilled. Dad and mom know I
have no secrets from them. Thanks Uncle John, I’ve been wanting an
iPod for some time now.”

Chris, his cousin, presented him with more
art supplies. “I had no idea what to get you. The only thing you
seem interested in is your art. So I figured you could always use
more art stuff.”

“Yes, I’m always bugging mom to get me more
supplies, so this works well. Thanks Chris, I really do appreciate
you getting up so early to be here with me – and on a Saturday too.
Where is your mom?”

“She dropped me off on her way to work. I’ve
been here for hours.”

“We held our gift till last,” said Alice as
she handed a beautifully wrapped box to her son. Jeremy opened the
gift to find a huge hardbound copy of the Book of Mayan Art and
Architecture. It was filled with pictures, descriptions, folk
lore and history. “Your dad and I have told you a lot of stories
about our Mayan vacation. The architecture and the art still awes
your father and me. One day we’ll tell you how very special that
trip was for all of us,” Alice told her son.

As Jeremy flipped through the pages, everyone
could see his eyes widen, and his smile grow with each new picture.
It was as if each page was a gift unto itself. After closing the
book, Jeremy hugged his mother and father thanking them for his
wonderful new treasure. “I love it. Are you sure you really want me
to have this?”

The energy field moved closer to Jeremy,
gently touching his body. Jeremy turned to see who was behind him,
but saw only the empty family room. Then the energy field moved and
touched all that were present.

“Todd’s face drew into a questioning look,
“Sure we do. Why would you ask us that?”

“Because, I can see myself spending hours on
each page. You already tell me I spend too much time by myself and
now, with this, you’ve given me more excuses to be alone.”

Both Todd and Alice laughed. Todd looked at
his miracle boy and said, “Your mother and I want you to be happy.
If this book brings you that much happiness, then we have achieved
our goal. All we ask is that you remember you have a family and
some really special friends that love you. Don’t abandon us for the
sake of a book or your art.”

Jeremy hugged his father again and said,
“I’ll always remember that dad. I love you too.”

Everyone helped with clean up and soon the
house was presentable again. Jeremy, Chris, and Paige sat at the
kitchen table looking through his newfound treasure. Paige was
amazed at the architecture of the Mayan civilization. “How did they
do all this? They had none of our modern tools, no computers, and
yet they still managed to create such fantastic buildings.”

“Dad has this theory that the ancient
cultures were helped by aliens from another time or place. Every
time we talk about any of the cultures, whether it is Incan, Mayan,
or Egypt and the Pharaohs, the same story comes from dad’s mouth.
‘They had help from the aliens.’ I have this feeling he really
believes it too.”

As they chatted, the energy field hovered
nearby observing and listening.

“Well aliens or not, they created buildings
that are still standing straight and tall. Look at that temple.
These notes say it was built to line up perfectly with the spring
solstice. See how the sun shines through the opening at the top?
Your dad and mom said they climbed to the top of that temple when
they were there 13 years ago. You were born 9 months later. It must
have been a really good vacation,” she said laughing.

“Paige!” yelled Jeremy as a blush crept over
his entire body.

“Don’t Paige me, Jeremy Alexander Raybourne.
Face the facts boy. You were born 9 months later. They probably had
sex at the temple mount and were blessed by the gods,” teased Paige
relentlessly.

Jeremy held his head in his hands. “You are
so unbelievably mean,” he said with a shy smile. Both Chris and
Paige smiled at each other sharing in the pleasure of Jeremy’s
discomfort.

“Well whatever! Listen, Jeremy I have to go.
Mom said she wants me with her when she goes into town. Much as I’d
rather be here with you guys, I have no choice in the matter. When
mom insists, there is no changing her mind. I’ll try to stop by
later or tomorrow. And, do try to get outside a little. You need to
get your nose out of that book.” Paige left after thanking Todd and
Alice for a fun morning. “It’s not too often that I get to have
chocolate cake for desert after breakfast.”

It seemed that Paige’s leaving was the signal
for everyone else to leave, too. Uncle John was driving Chris home.
When the house was quiet again, Jeremy asked his parents if it was
okay for him to take his new book and go outside. “Thank you guys
for getting this for me. I would love to just sit on my bench and
study all these pictures.”

“Enjoy yourself miracle boy. I’ll get you
when lunch is ready. Considering all the food your mother prepared
for breakfast and all the leftovers, I think we’ll be enjoying
breakfast for lunch. Is that okay with you?

“Oh yeah I love breakfast for any meal. See
you later.” Jeremy took his newfound treasure and walked out the
front door. He walked down their winding driveway toward the woods,
across the country lane, followed by the energy field close
behind.

The Raybournes live on a quiet street in a
rural area of town. They purchased their home knowing that the land
opposite their home would always remain untouched. It was declared
open space when the community was built. The only cars that drove
down their street were neighbors or visitors. It was nice to know
they had this little oasis for Jeremy and themselves to enjoy.

When Jeremy was 4 years old, his father took
him to the babbling brook in the woods. He wanted Jeremy to learn
to appreciate nature and his surroundings. Jeremy made it his place
after their first visit.

Jeremy’s special place was about 100 yards
into the woods in a clearing near the brook. Todd had purchased a
park bench when Jeremy was 9 years old so he wouldn’t have to sit
on the fallen tree. Since then, Jeremy turned this little clearing
into his perfect retreat. It is his place to think, draw, paint and
talk to the animals. He knew it was crazy, but it always made him
feel good. On warm sunny days, Jeremy often removed his shoes or
sandals, rolled up his pants and waded into the stream. Closing his
eyes and letting the sun beat down on his face always felt good.
Often little minnows nibbled at his feet making his whole body
tingle. This is where Jeremy had his most peaceful moments.

The canopy of trees opened as if carved to
create a beautiful room under the sun. Most mornings the sun shone
through the opening directly onto the bench where Jeremy often sat
drawing or painting. It was perfection.

Today, Jeremy sat on his bench with his new
book open to the Temple of the Great Jaguar. He closed his eyes and
tried to imagine what life was like so many years ago. “What was
it like to live the life of an artist back then?” he
wondered.

Slowly turning pages, Jeremy touched the
pages as if he were able to feel the original art or building it
pictured. He studied each drawing trying to figure out the artist’s
original ideas or the architect’s design plans. He felt a presence,
but saw no one near.

Only an experienced observer would have been
able to discern the energy that emerged from the cloud only minutes
ago. And only a few would have been able to discern her energy as
she floated by the side of the innocent young boy sitting on his
bench absorbed in the aura of life from centuries ago.

She was studying this creature in her midst.
She held to her position and listened as Jeremy talked to himself
and the emptiness around him.

While in his daydream, Jeremy had the feeling
of being watched. Although the feeling continued, he saw nothing
around him to give him alarm.

“Wow, these are so wonderful. How did they
create such straight lines and how did they build those steps. Dad
and mom climbed those steps before I was born. I’d love to do that
with them if we could.” Jeremy was totally consumed by his love of
art, his love for his parents, and his shyness about what Paige
teased him about earlier. “If there were aliens back then, why did
they come here and why did they leave?”

Just as Jeremy was turning the page, he heard
his father approaching. The energy flowed to the other side of the
bench and watched as father sat next to his son. “Hi Dad, I’ve been
looking at the temple you and mom climbed. It’s fascinating seeing
the picture and reading about it. I bet it was really great when
you were there.”

Todd moved his left arm around Jeremy’s
shoulders and hugged him to his side. “We spent two weeks wandering
through the ruins. Our guide, Eduardo, was so informed it was as if
he lived there two centuries ago. Yes, it was probably one of the
most exciting times of our lives. There is one that could never be
topped though.”

“Really, where was that?” asked Jeremy
expecting to hear about another trip his parents took.

“It was not trip or vacation; it was finding
out that your mother was pregnant with you after having so much
difficulty conceiving. And, the best experience we ever had was
when you were born. We love you so much Jeremy. You are our miracle
boy – always remember that! It’s time for lunch, so let’s go up to
the house and enjoy another breakfast”

Dad and son slowly walked out of the clearing
and up to the house.

When they were out of sight, the energy
became a woman again and the cloud reappeared. The woman walked
around the clearing touching and looking at everything in her path.
When she neared the cloud, she turned to look at the bench once
more then walked through the cloud. As soon as she passed through
the cloud, it vanished and the energy dissipated with it.



Chapter 2: The
Goal
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Todd and Jeremy had started their morning run
when Jeremy turned ten. Todd felt it was good for his son to get
some form of exercise and running was something he could do
anywhere. Todd’s job, as a financial strategist for a major
investment firm, gave him enough stress for several lifetimes.
Running, for him, was a form of stress release. “Morning
sleepyhead, shall we get going?” asked Todd to a nearly comatose
Jeremy.

“Only if we start very slowly this morning,
I’m still asleep.” And off they went. They had developed several
routes through their neighborhood so they had something different,
every day, to keep their attention as they ran. Todd enjoyed this
special time with his miracle boy and always let Jeremy know
it.

“I’m glad you enjoyed your birthday party.
Your mother and I were wondering if you might suspect something
when we had a very subdued evening on your actual birthday.”

“Dad, I was so comfortable on my birthday
that I never suspected anything. In fact, I wondered if your
surprise parties would be a thing of the past now that I turned 13.
I was so wrong. You got me again.”

“Glad we managed to pull the wool over your
eyes once again. While Paige teased you on Saturday, I guess she
might be right. We never hid anything, yet you just didn’t see what
we were doing right in front of you.”

“Yeah, don’t remind me. She’ll probably tell
me how blind I was all day today.”

The streets of Milborn were quiet that early
in the morning. The driver of the occasional car, that did pass
them, honked and waived in recognition. The father and son joggers
were regulars on the streets of this sleepy town. They continued
their morning run in relative silence until they reached their home
again. Neither of them noticed the blue mist in the woods, nor the
energy field that had hovered near them for most of their run.

“Am I dropping you off at school or are you
and Paige taking the bus?”

“Could you pick up Paige and drop us off? I
really hate the bus. We have to pick up so many kids that it just
makes the morning drag.”

“Sure thing. Go take your shower and have
breakfast. I’ll be ready when you are.” Their morning routine
finished when they each kissed Alice at the door and left.

Alice was out the door 15 minutes later. The
Raybourne house was quiet, or so it seemed.

To the average onlooker, the woman who walked
up the drive could have been a friend or neighbor stopping by for a
cup of coffee. She was neither. Her slow deliberate walk allowed
her to see all that her new world offered her. She felt the air
with her hands, face and her mind. The plants, trees and flowers
gave her pleasure as if she was remembering them from years past.
She touched the house with wonder. What stone is this? It is
different. Yet she continued unfazed toward the front door,
where she now stood. A burglar would have been envious of her
simple motions as she shimmered into energy and passed through the
door as if it were not there. Once inside, the woman resumed her
previous appearance. She investigated every room, closet and item
in the house. Nothing was left untouched, yet everything was left
intact and in place. No investigator would have been able to
discern her presence in the Raybourne home.

Satisfied with her research, the woman of
energy returned to the woods across from the Raybourne home. She
waited, as she knew that Jeremy would visit his special place that
very same day. She had enough information to conceive her
plans.

School, for Jeremy, was both a blessing and
curse at the same time. He was smart, very smart. His family and
few friends knew it, but that never bothered them. Others, however,
saw Jeremy’s intelligence as a threat. Worse than being smart was
being smart and shy. Together those two features placed Jeremy in
the path for their abuse.

Jeremy and Paige were seventh graders in
Milborn Middle School and shared several of the same classes during
the day. Two of those shared classes were math and science. Mr.
Blakely, their math teacher was smart, somewhat nerdy, and
charismatic in many ways that allowed him to befriend almost
anyone. He also enjoyed sports, which was opposite his nerdy
demeanor.

Today, Mr. Blakely returned the exams from
last week. His custom was to place the marked exams face down on
each person’s desk. Only when he had finished handing out exams did
he allow his students to turn the papers over and see their grade.
As usual, Jeremy’s paper showed 100% with Very Good written just
below the grade. Paige, sitting next to Jeremy, received 92% on
hers. Others in the class had marks ranging from 40 to 90%. Jeremy
and Paige were the highest grades in the class.

Several students with lower grades began to
grumble about their grades to each other, while Jeremy and Paige
did their best to conceal their papers from the class. Mr. Blakely,
however, had other ideas. “It seems that you still don’t understand
me. When I suggest you study for an exam I mean just that – study.
I gave you the chapters and even pointed out specific pages in the
book to review. Yet more than half the class has grades below 70%.
Why? Why do I have to stand here reminding you that this stuff
counts. People, get with it! Math is one of the most important
things you can learn if you want to get ahead in this world.”

Students with the lowest grades slumped in
their chairs and mumbled to themselves about how much of a nerd he
was. Jeremy slumped for a different reason. He knew what would
happen next and, sure enough, Mr. Blakely called on him. “Jeremy,
please write the answer to the first question on the board. Paige,
you write the next.” He continued to call out students who got the
better grades to go to the board and write out the answers.

When the board was filled with answers to the
test questions, Mr. Blakely asked each student to explain his
answer to the class. Jeremy was first. As smart as he was, Jeremy
was shy. He hated being the focus of attention and usually did
poorly when forced to present anything to a group, especially his
class. Mr. Blakely knew of and ignored Jeremy’s shyness requiring
him to explain his answer. Jeremy did as instructed with as little
fanfare and effort as possible. He wanted to get back to his
seat.

Gym was the last class of the day. While
Jeremy had a good solid body and loved to run with his father, he
was not very coordinated, nor did he enjoy partaking in team
sports. He felt sports were for those who couldn’t attain anything
else in life, not for people who had an intellect such as his.

Mr. Albertson the gym teacher was tall,
muscular, and totally into sports. He wore shorts and a short
sleeve shirt, even in the middle of winter. His bulging arms were
always on display. To Jeremy, Mr. Albertson was a threat. The man
seemed to know that Jeremy hated team sports and did everything in
his power to get Jeremy involved. Today was no different. The game
was kick ball, or to some, soccer. The playing field was the
basketball court in the large gym with each goal at the respective
net. Mr. Albertson assigned team captains who, in turn, selected
their team players. As each captain took turns selecting players
for their teams, Jeremy remained unpicked – as usual. Finally, the
last man standing, Jeremy was begrudgingly chosen for Jason’s
team.

Mr. Albertson explained the rules of the game
once more then blew his whistle starting the game. Jeremy used as
much caution as possible and stayed clear of the ball and his
fellow players until his caution and luck ran out. The ball came to
him when his teammate missed the pass. Jeremy knew he had to move
the ball toward the goal and hoped another teammate would take over
as he drew near. He never heard the yelling from his teammates nor
did he realize that he was moving the ball toward his own team’s
goal, but it was too late. With one swift kick, Terry, from the
opposing team, sent the ball into the net winning the game.

The shouting was horrific. His teammates were
calling him names and shouting their disbelief that his stupidity
had lost them the game. Tears streamed down his cheeks as he ran to
the locker room and gathered his clothes. Mr. Albertson was not
going to let him off easy though. “Jeremy, you know the rules.
Shower then get dressed – no excuses.”

“I can’t do that. They will kill me. Just let
me go home.”

Mr. Albertson was by no means a bully and
didn’t want to see Jeremy harassed. As the team walked into the
locker room, he called them to attention. “It seems that Jeremy got
confused out there. It could have happened to any of you so let me
make it clear that if anyone does anything that I construe as
harassment, he will be summarily disciplined. Do I make myself
clear on that point?” The team mumbled their understanding with
little enthusiasm.

The bus ride home was long and annoying.
Jeremy was normally a loner, but today the other kids on the bus
made sure of that as well. Making matters worse, Paige was not on
the bus today. Her mother picked her up from school for a dentist
appointment. So Jeremy sulked in his seat until reaching his
home.

Jeremy dropped his books on his desk, changed
into casual clothes and had a small snack. He debated on what to
bring to his special spot and decided he would draw today. Packed
with his new easel, paper and pencils, he made his way to the
clearing.

This was his spot. All the worries he had
until now were gone. He was home. The sun shone through the
clearing in the canopy of trees. The stream gurgled on the rocks as
the water from the hills flowed down to the lake. The sound of the
stream always gave Jeremy a good feeling. The animals, totally used
to his presence, continued their normal routine as if he were not
there. It was warm yet cool enough to remind him that spring had
not quite taken hold. He figured out how to set up his new easel
pretty quickly and started to draw. As he frequently did, today he
drew from memory.

Oblivious to the blue mist in the woods and
to the energy field that watched his every move, Jeremy continued
to create his new drawing. The energy field observed his deliberate
ease of movement with his pencils. The woman - the energy field saw
his creative mind combine images from the ruins she helped create
centuries ago. Her mind touched his on several occasions discerning
his love of art as well as his love for everything in his life. She
saw Jeremy as a special boy, much as those of his family saw him.
She knew this was meant to be.

Once again, Jeremy felt as if he were being
watched. Looking around and finding nothing, he dismissed the
feeling and went back to his love – drawing.

His mind’s eye fixed on pages of Mayan
architecture. He drew the wall near the temple, and drew a village
next to it. The resulting image was that of a centuries old village
surrounded by a protective wall. It felt as if he was building that
wall around himself as he worked on his drawing.

Paige walked toward him knowing he would not
even hear her approach. As she sat on the bench ready to touch his
arm, Jeremy jumped from her sudden appearance. “Honestly, Jeremy, a
giant bear could come right up to you, when you are in one of your
creative trances, and eat you before you knew what happened.” She
laughed and gave him one of her special hugs. “That is beautiful.
Is that from something you saw or did you create it on your
own?”

Jeremy explained how the drawing came about
and how it made him feel. He and Paige were such good friends that
Jeremy knew he could confide in her without fear. As usual, she was
in awe of his talents and told him so.

Changing subjects she said, “So tell me what
happened in gym class today. I heard about the game from Terry
while sitting in the dentist waiting room. He said you gave the
game away. Now let me hear what really happened.”

Paige insisted on knowing what was going on,
even against Jeremy’s arguments. She prevailed. “It’s time you
learned some basics about school sports. I know you hate team
sports, but it’s necessary to understand the basics.”

“It’s not that I hate team sports so much,
it’s that I am so uncoordinated. I can’t even manage to kick the
ball without falling down. Then, when I do manage my feet and brain
together I get lost in the field and kick it into the wrong goal.
It’s no use Paige. I am never going to get this, so don’t waste
your time.”

“You say you are uncoordinated, yet you run
several miles each morning with your dad. That is not an
uncoordinated guy in my book. You simply need to get an
understanding of some basic school team sports. Is Chris coming
over tomorrow?”

“Yes, his mom has to work a double shift and
asked if he could spend the night with me. I feel so bad that he
gets shoved from one place to the next because his mom has to work
so hard to support them.”

“Well you, Chris and I are going to have some
fun after school tomorrow, plan on it.” She ignored the scowl on
Jeremy’s face. “Do you think we should be getting back to the
house? Your mom is home and I bet dinner is near ready.” Jeremy
packed his art equipment and joined Paige in a slow walk back to
his home.

“See you in the morning? Dad will take us to
school. Oh, did you see the looks on the people in the back of the
class when we put the answers on the board? If looks could kill,
you and I would be dead right now. I know we are smart, but why
don’t they even try?” They parted at Jeremy’s driveway, Paige going
to her own home for dinner.

Dinner was always good for Jeremy and his
mother to share some quality time together since Todd usually
worked late. Alice saw the distress on her son’s face and wanted to
know the problem. So, once again, Jeremy went through the
humiliating events of the day. “I have only two things to say about
all this. One is I’m glad Paige and Chris are going to give you
some basics about school sports. It’ll do you good to learn and
it’ll help you in the future. Second, you keep doing your best in
school and everything you do. Let the other people worry about
themselves. Just continue to put your all into things as you
usually do and everything will work out – you wait and see.” The
balance of dinner was spent in simple chatter about their common
interests.

School was considerably less eventful the
following day. Chris joined Jeremy and Paige on the bus ride home.
Paige went to her home saying she’d be back in an hour. Chris
joined Jeremy for their afternoon snack.

When Paige returned, the three of them played
kickball in the driveway. Chris and Paige were very good at the
game. To Chris, sports were easy and enjoyable. Jeremy thought
Chris looked very comfortable as he moved around the ball. Chris
and Paige were good tutors for Jeremy.

“I understand what you are teaching me, but
my feet don’t want to learn how to move,” said Jeremy as Chris
tried to show him some simple moves.

“Think less and just let yourself enjoy the
freedom. The ball will go where you send it, so just find a spot
with your eyes and kick the ball.” Chris showed Jeremy how this was
done.

They showed him more moves, worked through
the concept of the game and gave him simple pointers so he would be
able to hold his own the next time he played at school.

It took Jeremy all afternoon to stop thinking
about the game and just play. Eventually, he was able to block both
Chris and Paige’s attempts to get the ball past him. He even scored
a point, making him feel as he were a star player on the team.

After a great dinner and some chatter among
the three of them and Alice, Jeremy’s mother, Paige went home to do
home work. Chris and Jeremy spread their books out on the kitchen
table to complete theirs.

“Chris,” called Alice “Your mother is on the
phone.” She handed the phone to Chris and joined Jeremy at the
table. “I think Chris will be staying with us for a few days. His
mother was offered several double shifts and they need the money,
so she accepted the extra hours.”

Chris’ parents divorced two years prior. His
father was subsequently transferred to California. To Chris the
transfer was as if his father moved to the other side of the world.
He was extremely close to his father, hated the fact that his
parents were divorced and missed his father terribly. “I feel
really bad for him. Isn’t there anything that can be done to get
his dad to give them more money or something?”

“He does pay what the courts ordered, but he
doesn’t make enough money to pay more than that. So, Chris’ mom has
to work double shifts to compensate. Your dad and I have offered to
help but she won’t hear of it. She is a proud woman, Jeremy, and
will not take charity even if we tell her she has as long as she
needs to pay it back.”

“Well that still sucks for Chris.”

“I know and please watch your mouth. I don’t
so much care about the words you use in the school yard, but I do
care what you say here in our home.”

“Sorry mom, I’ll try to remember.”

At that point, Chris walked back into the
kitchen and sat down with a huff. “Mom has to work double shifts
for the next three days, so you guys are stuck with me till the
weekend again.” He put his head down on the table and covered his
eyes with his hands.

“Cheer up Chris. Now you get to teach me more
about sports so I won’t make a fool of myself again,” said Jeremy
as he hugged Chris to his side. “I know it’s tough on you, but
consider what it would be like if your mother didn’t get those
double shifts. And where else would you have so much fun as you do
here?” laughed Jeremy.

Alice went to her home office to do some of
her own work and the boys finished their homework.

Chris joined Todd and Jeremy for their
morning run the following day, as he frequently did when he stayed
overnight at the Raybournes.

Once again, Chris, Paige and Jeremy practiced
kick ball after school. Jeremy was able to hold his own better than
yesterday, but it seemed that Chris and Paige doubled their efforts
to foil his attempts to score any points. Jeremy got frustrated and
huffed down the driveway. Without even thinking, he found himself
sitting on his bench alone in his thoughts and frustration. He
didn’t even know why he was angry, but he was.

After a couple of minutes, Chris and Paige
walked down to join him. Paige sat next to him, while Chris
wandered to the other side of the stream. “Why are you angry? All
Chris and I were doing is making it hard for you to score just as
it would be at school. I thought it would help you learn the game
better.”

“I don’t know why I’m angry. When I saw you
and Chris playing so well together, it just got me mad.”

“Oh my God, Jeremy I think you are
jealous.”

“You’re crazy. I’m not jealous. What do you
think I’m jealous about anyway?” Jeremy said as he looked at Chris
wandering around on the other side of the stream.

“Look at me Jeremy,” said Paige as she put
both hands onto his face and turned it toward her. “Chris and I are
just friends. We enjoy a lot of the same things – just like you and
I do. There is nothing going on between Chris and me that should
get you jealous.”

“I know. It’s just…”

Paige then kissed Jeremy on the cheek.
“You’re the only guy for me Jeremy Alexander Raybourne and don’t
forget that – you hear?”

Jeremy blushed from his feet to the top of
his head. He tried to say something but no words came out of his
mouth.

Paige let go of his face and said, “I have to
go home. Mom said I had to spend some time in my own home once in a
while.” She got up and yelled over to Chris that she was going home
and walked away.

Chris walked back to Jeremy’s bench and sat
down. “I’m sorry. We didn’t mean anything and certainly didn’t want
to hurt you.”

“No, I should be the one to apologize. It was
just a game and I blew it all out of proportion. I just wish I had
the coordination you have. I watch you play any sport and I’m
envious of you Chris.”

“You’re envious of me?” Chris asked with a
tone of laughter in his voice. “Are you kidding? I am so jealous of
how talented you are. You ace every class, draw as if Rembrandt was
living inside of you, and write like world-class authors were using
your hands to express their words. And you say you are jealous of
me?” Chris had one hand on Jeremy’s shoulder, while the other arm
flared out to his side.

Neither Chris, Paige nor Jeremy saw the
energy field as it hovered near them. The energy touched each of
their minds as they spoke. She was again pleased with what she saw,
felt and heard.

“How about we teach each other? I know this
sounds a little wild, but since you stay here so often, what if I
helped you with your classes, gave you some pointers on drawing and
you help me with sports. That way we both get better. What do you
say?” asked Jeremy. Chris was delighted with the idea and gave
Jeremy a knuckle punch to confirm his agreement. They walked back
home for dinner chatting about stupid stuff from school.

The energy field moved toward the blue mist
and stopped. The mist shimmered as the energy took the form of the
woman once again. She looked around, smiled, and then walked
through the cloud. The cloud drifted into the air and
dissipated.

For several weeks Jeremy, Paige and Chris
worked to help each other get better at their desired craft. Jeremy
got so good at kick ball he was actually able to score goals
against Chris and Paige. But the true test would come tomorrow at
school. His gym class was in competition with the other
7th grade class for the school kick ball
championship.

Mr. Albertson blew his whistle to get
everyone quiet and attentive. “I want everyone to enjoy this
afternoon. We are playing for the 7th grade
championship, but also for the fun of the game. So have fun and do
your best.”

Unlike traditional soccer where only three
substitutions are permitted, the rules were modified to allow every
student on each team to play in the game. No student was permitted
to sit out his turn. As usual, the team was apprehensive about
having Jeremy play, but Mr. Albertson insisted that all students in
his class got a turn on the field.

The other 7th grade class was
coached by Mr. Blakeley. His team won the past two years and he was
intent on keeping his record intact. His little side bet with
Albertson was also at stake.

The first half was challenging for both
teams. Defense was great on both sides and kept the ball away from
the goal nets, resulting in a one to one tie score.

By the middle of the second half, both teams
had gained some momentum bringing the score up to another tie – 5
to 5. It was now Jeremy’s turn on the field. His teammates groaned
as they saw him running into the play. But Jeremy knew more than
they did about his newly developed talent. He waited cautiously for
the ball to enter his zone. Once there he took charge, and dribbled
the ball around his opponents. His teammates were surprised and
elated as they saw his moves and guarded him against attack. Jeremy
had an opening, pictured the ball flying into the net, and kicked
just as the ending whistle blew. Since the ball was still in play
the game continued. Everyone watched as the goalkeeper tried in
vain to stop the ball from entering the net. Score! Jeremy’s team
won the championship for the first time in three years.

The feeling was so great that Jeremy had to
hold onto himself for fear that he would wake up and find out that
this was a bad dream. It was no dream. His teammates cheered,
patted him on the back and ran to Mr. Albertson. The two teams
lined up for the traditional hand shake. When Albertson got to
Blakeley, his smile was replaced with a frown. “I guess you won it
this year Albertson, but beware I take no prisoners and will whip
you next year!”

“Laugh all you want, Blakeley. My team is the
best and you’ll just have to eat crow. Oh, and pay your bet,
too!”

The two men shook hands and walked toward the
school with Jeremy and his teammates, who were amazed and still in
shock.



Chapter 3 – The
Artist Awards
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The bus ride home, that day, was like no
other in Jeremy’s short life. He was praised and glorified as if he
were royalty. Compared to just a few weeks ago, Jeremy was a
totally different person to his classmates. His fumbling error that
lost the gym class game was forgotten. He was now their hero.

Paige looked on as her friend tried to
extricate himself from the rush. She knew Jeremy hated all the
fanfare, but she also knew it was good for him, too. “All right you
guys, give him a break. Let him just enjoy the moment without all
of you shouting at him.” She pushed Jeremy toward the window and
sat next to him giving him a semblance of protection.

“Thanks. I know they are happy but…” said
Jeremy as he stared out the window. “I need to get home and be by
myself for a little while. All this is just too much right
now.”

“You are something, Jeremy Raybourne. Three
weeks ago, you kicked the ball into the wrong goal and lose the
game. Today you turned everything around and became the class
hero.” Both Paige and Jeremy were quiet for the balance of the ride
home.

Paige left Jeremy at his driveway saying
she’d see him later or in the morning.

The walk up his driveway felt funny. He had
that feeling of being watched again, only this time the feeling was
stronger than before. Looking around he saw only his
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