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      To Dr. Churchill L. Blakey, M.D. (1938-2023)

      I still miss you, Dad.
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      “James Blakey’s Superstition is a fast-paced mystery filled with twists and turns that kept me on my toes and guessing until the final reveal. Brimming with action and lead by dynamic characters, Superstition was a perfect balance of sharp-edged crime and lighthearted comedy; of bouncy cheerleaders, charming nerds, and rebellious journalists. Van Buren University has some serious secrets, and you'll finish this book thirsty for more.” — Meagan Jennett, Author of You Know Her

      

      “Blakey delivers a quirky ‘whodunit’ murder mystery with Superstition. A coming-of-age story, readers will be hunting for the truth right along with Jerry, a dedicated student reporter facing the social and academic challenges of navigating collegiate life, until the dramatic conclusion.” — H M DuVal, Author of the Dream Walker series

      

      “Is it appropriate to call a series of tragic deaths a fun read? Perhaps thrilling is a better description? Entertaining? An easy read? Blakey skillfully manages to make Superstition all of these. I felt like I was sitting at the same table with this cast of characters.” — William Zanotti, Author of The Link series

      

      “What the Final Destination films do for cheating death, Blakey’s Superstition does for anyone cursed with bad luck, giving it a fun and deadly twist.” — Bill Blume, Author of West of Apocalypse

      

      “Superstition is a riveting, twisting puzzle that conjures up the question: what would you be willing to sacrifice in order to be successful - or lucky in love? Derringer Award-winning author James Blakey masterfully interweaves dark magic, Superstition, and cool, scrappy tech in this bewitching and highly addictive paranormal thriller.” — Lisa Nanni-Messegee, screenwriter of Holiday for Heroes, and author of the upcoming four book series, The Triumvirate

      

      “James Blakey’s skills as a short story writer shine just as brightly on the larger stage of his debut novel. The tensions and turmoil of university life, expertly detailed, provide a rich landscape for this taut, twisty thriller.” — Art Taylor, Edgar Award-winning author of The Adventure of the Castle Thief and Other Expeditions and Indiscretions

      

      “James Blakey’s Superstition is a fresh, funny novel brimming with magic and mystery. Lucky readers are in for a treat!” — Adam Meyer, Author of The Last Domino

      

      “Great story with likable, believable characters and a fun, action packed plot.” — A.K. Lang, Author of The Gathering of the Three

      

      “Blakey’s solid storytelling has tons of potential. An author to watch!” — J.S. Furlong, Award-winning author of The Unimaginables series
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        “I know he’s a good general, but is he lucky?”

      

        

      
        — Attributed to Napoleon Bonaparte
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      SATURDAY 1:13AM

      Her headlamp illuminating the way, the college student trudged to the campfire circle and dumped another armful of sticks and leaves.

      Satisfied with the pile, she rested on a boulder, her breath visible in the chilly air as she retrieved a bottle of water. To her right, an Adirondack 46er loomed. Above, a cloudless sky of stars twinkled, no city to drown their light.

      Easier to try this at the nature preserve back on campus, but even at this late hour that risked awkward encounters with pot-smoking art majors or insomniac townies.

      From her overstuffed green-and-gold backpack, she retrieved half a dozen copies of the college newspaper. She crumpled the pages, placing them strategically amongst the branches, then marinated the heap with charcoal lighter fluid.

      She struck a match and tossed it. Orange flames erupted, blinding her for a second, enveloping her in a wave of heat. The hypnotizing fire reminded her of summer camping trips with her father. Should have brought marshmallows.

      Her phone chimed. Five minutes until the new moon.

      She pulled out the shrink-wrapped lamb chops, on sale for $9.99 per pound at Price Chopper. The student wouldn’t, couldn’t, sacrifice a living animal for the power she craved. Even the thought of touching raw meat filled her disgust. She slipped on a pair of latex gloves liberated from biology lab, then tossed the chops into the flames.

      The scent of burning meat filled the air. She hoped to finish before any bears or wolves arrived.

      She retrieved the blue textbook, turning to the marked page. Squinting at the diagram, then the sky, she oriented herself, zeroing in on Orion’s Belt. A couple of moon widths to the east, she located Alpha Monocerotis.

      Of course, that wasn’t what the Picts called the star two millennia ago when they ruled what today is Scotland. No one knew their name for it. Almost all their knowledge had been lost. One scrap that survived: their high priestesses worshipped this star for luck.

      No bars on her phone. Not a problem. The student pulled the folded printout from her pocket, silently rehearsing the spell. There wasn’t a person alive who could reconstruct the enchantment the way the Picts originally spoke it. Her new friends on the dark web assured her that Modern English would work fine, as long as it rhymed.

      The past few weeks, she experimented with charms and simple conjuring. Enough to prove to herself that magic was real, and she possessed the power to wield it.

      The phone beeped. Now.

      She stood before the fire, hand raised to the sky, pointing at the faint red star.

      The paper rippled in the wind. She focused on the magic, emptying her mind of all other thoughts.

      As she recited the words, all feeling receded, as if her consciousness left her physical form behind, merging with the fire, the star, the spell.

      
        
        
        Goddesses of the Night, hear my plea

        Bring Success and Prosperity

        My offering to you, a favored sheep

        A promise to you, I will always keep

      

        

      
        To my endeavors great and small

        I call upon you, one and all

        With a whisper soft and a heart so true

        I conjure Fortune to come anew

      

        

      
        Bring me riches, bring me fame

        And banish all my doubts and shame

        I summon the forces of Star and Sky

        To grant me Destiny that cannot die

      

        

      
        By my will and desire so strong

        This Magic now shall not go wrong

        Bringing Luck to my life at last

        So mote it be, this Spell is cast.

      

      

      

      She became aware: clothes sticking to her sweat-drenched body, mouth dry, hair plastered to her head, heart pounding. She stumbled to the boulder, resting, regaining her strength.

      An owl screeched in the darkness. Good sign? Owls were supposed to be magical. Or was that some Harry Potter nonsense?

      The owl quieted. No crickets at this altitude. No sound but the wind and faint jet engines as red-and-green navigation lights hurried across the sky.

      The student didn’t look or feel different. No supernatural power coursing through her veins. No enhanced perceptions allowing her to observe a secret world. No ethereal light enveloping her.

      How anticlimactic. What do you expect for $9.99 per pound?

      No way to know if she cast the spell correctly.

      No way to test if the magic was working.

      No way to tell if this ceremony was a big waste of time.

      Not waiting for any predators that caught the scent of the sacrifice, she doused the flames with three bottles of water, then buried the ashes with her collapsible shovel.

      Only you can prevent forest fires.

      She scoured the area, gathering any trash.

      Leave no trace.

      She slipped the pack on her back and began the four-mile hike to the trailhead. She stifled a yawn. At least it was downhill.

      Thirty minutes on the trail and her mind was numb. Legs on auto. Step, step, step. Leaves crunching in her feet. Another three miles to go. All she wanted was to get back to her dorm, make a cup of hot cocoa, and crawl into bed.

      Gack! A spider web across the trail on her face, in her mouth. She spit and raised a hand as the toe of her hiking boot caught a root. She pitched forward, losing her balance, falling toward the sharp rocks on this section of the trail. Arms flailing, she couldn’t stop herself. In the darkness, her hand grabbed a branch, wrenching her shoulder, but arresting her fall.

      The student righted herself, let out a deep breath, her palm scraped and scratched. Need to be careful. Could have broken a leg or worse. Been stranded with no way to call for help. And no one knew she was up here. Pretty lucky.

      A smile spread across her face.

      Pretty lucky.

      “It works!” she shouted into the night.
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      WEDNESDAY 3:55PM

      Darla Jaggard’s calves burned as she dashed up the concrete steps two at a time. The air was unusually warm for early autumn in upstate New York, and perspiration trickled down her back. Behind her, three trim figures in shiny green-and-gold warm-up suits, carrying matching gym bags, struggled to keep pace.

      “Last one to the top is a rotten egg!” With a burst of speed, Darla, her honey-blonde hair secured with red ribbons, pulled away from the others. Two older brothers and a beauty queen mother made life a contest for as long as she could remember.

      Descending students, coeds with a glare in their eyes, boys twisting their necks to watch, hustled to one side for fear of being run over.

      Darla reached the top, tossed her bag, planted her feet, and launched into a backflip. Knees tucked tight to her body, she spun like a pinwheel and nailed a perfect landing. Flashing the smile of an Olympic champion gracing a box of breakfast cereal, she raised her arms in a V and announced, “I win.” Her green eyes grew wide, and a frown replaced her smile. “You split the group!” She pointed an accusing finger at Cassie McGlaughlin.

      Cassie, a dark-haired freshman and last of the four girls, slowed as she approached the top step and dropped her bag. “What are you talking about?” She leaned over, hands on knees, catching her breath.

      “You ran up the other side.” Darla pointed to the rusty metal railing dividing the steps. “The three of us were on this side.”

      Darla sneered and crossed her arms. The other two girls, Talia and Veronica, flanked Darla, striking identical poses hands on their hips, auburn hair pulled back, hazel eyes narrowed, and lips pressed into thin lines.

      “And?” Cassie arched an eyebrow.

      Darla let out an exaggerated sigh. “Everyone knows that’s bad luck. Worse than taking a selfie with a black cat. Who knows what could happen? We might not get a bid for Dallas or lose a sponsor.” Her eyes sparkled as she concocted the solution. “Unless you go back down and run up our side.” She made a walking motion with her fingers.

      Talia and Veronica nodded in simultaneous agreement, as if Darla’s brain controlled both girls’ actions.

      Clouds darkened the sky, and a few scattered raindrops fell.

      “Where do you come up with all these nutty ideas?” Cassie shook her head, “You’re all delusional, and we’re late. Coach isn’t going to be happy.” She picked up her gym bag. “If you think it’s such a big deal, why don’t you and the Olsen twins run back down and come up my side?” She stuck out her tongue, turned, and disappeared through the glass double doors of the gymnasium.

      Darla’s face reddened. “Sometimes she can be such a b⁠—”
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        * * *

      

      Inside the poorly lit gymnasium, a single faded banner hung from the rafters: Van Buren University Men’s Basketball — 1947 Presidential Conference Champions. The ancient air-conditioning system rattled loudly as if to announce it wasn’t dead, while circulating muggy air filled with the scent of bubble gum, cherry lip gloss, and sweat.

      Marcus Reed, six-four with dark, curly hair, stood on the ratty black safety mat covering a third of the basketball court. He supported Cassie with a muscular arm and a sturdy hand. With a plastic smile, she leaned forward and raised her right leg, her body contorting into a capital T. She counted five, her body becoming more unsteady with each number. As she shakily returned to an upright position, Marcus’s arm collapsed. Cassie tumbled through the air, but Marcus recovered, grunting as she landed in his arms.

      Nearby, twenty-five other cheerleaders in T-shirts and shorts practiced tosses, leaps, and flips. A few girls stretched on the mat, gossiping or scrolling through phones. Heavy rain pounded the gymnasium roof. A couple guys placed buckets to catch the water dripping from the ceiling.

      Coach Erica Nightlinger, her mousy brown hair pulled back in a perpetual ponytail, observed her squad. Perhaps half the boys were on performance enhancers, while a third of the girls could have eating disorders. She hadn’t specifically encouraged her team to endanger their health through drugs and starvation, but she did turn a blind eye. According to the rumblings from the Athletic Department, this was her last year unless she brought home a championship. If she couldn’t transform this third-rate cheer team into a contender, Nightlinger would be back to teaching dance in strip malls to uncoordinated tweens and their helicopter mothers.

      “Okay, let’s bring it in. Stragglers too!” She waved at the three late arrivals running penalty laps around the perimeter.

      The team assembled on the mat in a semi-circle facing Nightlinger.

      “It’s less than a month until Nationals. We can’t let up now. No matter how hard you’re trying, no matter how sore, how tired, you can always give more. Here’s proof.” She held up her left hand to display a gold championship ring. “I wear this ring every day to remind myself of what I’ve accomplished. You can achieve this, too, if you make the commitment.”

      The truth was that Nightlinger bought the ring off eBay. The year that Lyndon Johnson State won the National Championship, she was on academic probation. Too many late nights at Smokey Joe’s combined with eight a.m. Intro to Statistics.

      She raised her hand over head. “Do you want this?”

      “Yes!” the squad replied in chorus.

      “Again, louder. Do you want this?”

      “Yes!” The answer echoed throughout the gym.

      “Better! And if necessary, I’ll put myself in there. And you know I will.”

      That elicited a round of nervous laughter from the squad. Within a pound or two of her cheer weight, Nightlinger would insert herself into the practices when the squad floundered. In moments of desperation, she would concoct schemes where she assumed the identity of one of the girls, placing herself on the squad when they competed at Nationals.

      “Circle up.” The coach made a clockwise motion with her arm.

      The squad formed a ring, their right hands touching in the center. “One, two, three! Statesmen!”

      “Let’s do this.” Nightlinger pointed at her squad. “Arms straight and no boring faces.”

      The cheerleaders struck poses and displayed a series of winks, open mouths, and dropped jaws.

      Nightlinger pressed play on the ancient boombox, and static crackled at maximum volume. Cheerleaders covered their ears. She fiddled with the device for a few moments before giving up. “Who’s got a phone with the playlist that I can borrow?”

      A brunette tossed her iPhone to the coach. Nightlinger hooked up the phone to the sound system and pressed play. High-energy techno-jazz boomed from the sound system, echoing throughout the gym.

      Girls leapt, spun, and bounced into back flips. Marcus and another boy locked their wrists to form a basket. Cassie hopped into the basket, steadying herself on their shoulders. Two spotters placed their hands under the others. With a mighty effort, the four propelled her twenty feet into the air.

      At the apex, Cassie split her legs, touching her toes. She descended toward waiting arms. A deafening roar of thunder filled the gymnasium, and the lights flickered. In the momentary darkness, her foot collided with someone’s head, redirecting her fall. Marcus scrambled to catch her, but Cassie slammed to the floor, eating mat.

      The rest of the team continued performing basket catches, rewinds, and liberties. The routine slowly came to a standstill as the squad realized something was amiss. Cassie lay motionless on the mat.

      “Why is everybody stopping?” Nightlinger threw up her hands. “McGlaughlin, you go down like that in Dallas, you better not lie there. You get hurt, you roll off.”

      The squad made a half-hearted attempt to pick up the performance while Cassie remained unmoving. Nightlinger blew her whistle and killed the music. She walked over and knelt by Cassie, who had managed to sit up. The girl moved her jaw, wheezing, but no words were forthcoming.

      Nightlinger placed a hand on the cheerleader’s shoulder. “Take it easy. You got the wind knocked out of you.” She shouted at her team, “Everyone, you have two minutes. Grab a drink!”

      A variety of water bottles, electrolyte replacements, and energy drinks were retrieved from gym bags and guzzled.

      Cassie gasped until her breathing returned to normal. A blank look crossed her face. “What happened, did I fall?”

      Nightlinger looked around at the squad. “Anyone see? Did she hit her head?” The question was met by shrugs and stares. She pointed an accusing finger at Marcus. “You should have caught her. You’re better than that.”

      Marcus shrugged. “But Coach, the lights went out.”

      “But Coach, the lights went out,” Nightlinger mocked. “We’ve been rehearsing this routine for weeks. You should be able to do it blindfolded.” She dismissed Marcus with a wave of her hand. “Rokozny.” The coach pointed at a strawberry-blonde stunter. “Go find a trainer.”

      The girl scampered off through a side entrance.

      Ridiculous, thought Nightlinger. The basketball team gets three trainers and God knows how many assistants, for half as many athletes, while I get less than nothing for the most dangerous sport on campus. Someday, we’re going to get sued. And I’ll be there to say ‘I told you so.’ If I’m not fired first.

      “I’ll watch her, Coach.” Marcus offered Cassie a hand and lifted her to her feet. “Lean on me.” Even using Marcus for support, Cassie wobbled. “I have an idea.” He reached behind her knees and hefted her up.

      Secure in his arms, Cassie locked her hands around Marcus’s neck, pulled their faces closer, and gazed into his sky-blue eyes. “My hero.”

      Nightlinger observed the goofy grins on both their faces. Last thing her team needed was romantic complications sparking jealousy among the rest of the squad, then the harsh feelings between Cassie and Marcus after the inevitable break-up. The coach would stop this budding flirtation before it destroyed her team. She followed Marcus across the court to the bleachers.

      He gently placed Cassie in the first row, then sat next to her and held her hand. “Okay?”

      “Yeah, I think so.” Cassie squeezed his hand. Music again filled the gym, and the cheerleaders resumed their routine. “You should probably join the squad.”

      “Nah, I’ve got to keep an eye on our number one flyer.”

      “Uh, uh.” Nightlinger pointed at Marcus. “You need to get in there. And no more mistakes.”

      “Okay.” Marcus squeezed Cassie’s hand once more, then jogged over to the other cheerleaders and resumed his place in the routine.

      “You’re going to be okay.” Nightlinger sat next to Cassie. “Here comes help.”

      Skip Stetter, one of the basketball team trainers, jogged across the court. He wore a green VBU polo and khakis. In his right hand, he carried a med kit. He knelt next to Cassie and pulled a laminated 8.5” x 11” sheet from his bag.

      “What happened, did I fall?” Cassie said again.

      Skip searched for the concussion protocols on the sheet.

      “Don’t you know what to do?” Nightlinger stared at Skip.

      Skip stared at the instructions. “This is very technical. I don’t want to get it wrong.”

      “What happened, did I fall?”

      “She keeps asking the same thing,” Nightlinger slumped her shoulders. “She got the wind knocked out of her. No one’s sure if she hit her head or what.”

      “Just let me do this.” Skip grabbed Cassie’s wrist, felt for a pulse, and checked his watch. “Fifty-two beats per minute. An athlete’s heart.” He released her wrist. “I’m going to ask you a few questions. Can you tell me your name?”

      “Cassie.” Her tone implied everyone should know it.

      “Very good, Cassie. And do you know what day of the week it is?”

      “It’s Wednesday.” She squinted at him. “Why?”

      “These are the questions on the sheet. And where are you?”

      She sighed. “Van Buren U. In the gym.”

      “Very good. Three for three.”

      “Is she going to be all right?” Nightlinger leaned forward trying to read the sheet in Skip’s hands.

      “Have to check a few more things.” Skip reached into his bag for a penlight and aimed the beam into Cassie’s brown eyes. Her pupils shrank to the size of pinheads. “Cassie, I want you to follow the light with your eyes while keeping your head still.” He motioned the pen to the left, then back to the right.

      Cassie’s eyes didn’t move. She stared straight ahead.

      He leaned closer. “Cassie, can you hear me?”

      “What happened, did I fall?”

      Skip waved the pen in front of her face. “I want you to follow the light with your eyes.”

      “What light? Everything just went black.” Her body shuddered. “I can’t see!”

      He clicked off the penlight. “Are you sure?”

      “Yes, I’m sure! How could I not be?” she screamed, then broke into tears.

      Nightlinger wrapped her arms around Cassie in a tight hug. “Everything’s going to be okay,” she whispered.

      Skip pulled out his phone. “I better call 9-1-1.”
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      THURSDAY 11:35AM

      Jerry Williams, sophomore and general assignment reporter, stared at his article on the monitor, struggling to come up with the proper adverb. His phone buzzed.

      
        
          
            
              
        Busby: Where you at?

      

      

      

      

      
        
          
            
        Jerry: Newsroom

      

      

      

      

      
        
          
            
        Busby: Lunch at sc?

      

      

      

      

      
        
          
            
        Jerry: Sure. See you at 12

      

      

      

      

      

      “Hey Jer, can you look at this story for me? I’m struggling to come up with a hook.”

      Jerry powered off his phone, shoved it in his pocket, and spun in his roller chair. Noah Chen, his bleached blond undercut styled into a towering quiff, sat at his desk behind a box of donuts. Powdered sugar clung to his lips and covered the shield of his blue Captain America T-shirt.

      “Sure thing, Noah. What are you working on?” Jerry leaned back, lifted his feet, and propped them on the corner of Noah’s desk.

      “Thanks.” The skinny freshman handed Jerry a sheet of paper and grabbed another donut. “I’m doing a story on the women’s lacrosse team.”

      “You’re in luck. I covered boy’s lacrosse in high school.” Jerry scanned the article. “Yeah, this is a pretty dry read. You need to drop the reader into the action or set the stakes.” He lowered his voice, impersonating a radio announcer. “This Sunday, the Van Buren University Lady Statesmen lacrosse team faces a do-or-die confrontation when they battle their cross-state archrivals, the Grover Cl⁠—”

      “The two sports are entirely different,” Fallon Ahern interrupted, her Boston accent slicing through the room. The tah spahts ah uttely differan. The tiny junior’s eyes were almost obscured behind wire-rimmed glasses and dirty-blonde bangs. She wore an unbuttoned red-and-black checkered flannel shirt over a white tee and black jeans. There wasn’t a subject that Fallon didn’t have an opinion on, and she perpetually inserted herself into every possible conversation.

      Fallon rose from her desk, snatching the paper from Jerry’s hand. “The first thing you need to know about the men’s game is the focus is on speed and power.” Powa. She made a swooping motion with an imaginary lacrosse stick. “But women’s is strategic.” With her index finger, she tapped the side of her head. “It’s all about finesse and control.”

      “Interesting.” Noah scribbled a note.

      “So it’s like sex?” Jerry snickered.

      Fallon groaned. Noah rolled his eyes.

      “Hey, you wanted a hook.” Jerry reached across Noah’s desk and stole a jelly donut from the box.

      “On second thought, I should figure it out myself.” Noah grabbed the article from Fallon.

      Jerry lifted his shoulders in indifference. “Suit yourself.”

      “Whatever.” Fallon cocked her head, listening to a conversation between Laurie and Brandon about campus transportation, and headed toward them. “Actually, the reason the circulator bus is always late is because...”

      “Uh, oh.” Noah’s eyes widened. “Vanessa’s heading this way, and she doesn’t look h⁠—”

      “Jerry, get your dirty high-top sneakers off that desk!” Vanessa Howley’s Texas accent boomed throughout the office like a small-town sheriff lecturing an out-of-state speeder. “This is my newsroom, not your living room.” Notch yur livin ruum.

      Jerry swung his black Chuck Taylors to the floor. He adjusted his six-foot, two-inch frame in the too small chair, and his blue eyes met the gaze of the angry editor.

      Unlike the rest of the staff of The Chronicle, Vanessa always dressed professionally: this morning a blue blazer over a white blouse paired with a tan skirt and sensible heels. A junior from the upper-class suburbs of Fort Worth, she was the first Black woman to lead the college paper in its one hundred-and-twenty-six-year history. Under her leadership, The Chronicle won a slew of honors, including an award for investigative reporting from the Upstate New York Press Association.

      “Hey, Chief.” Jerry flashed his best attempt at a disarming smile. “Are you done editing my story on the fast-running parking meters?”

      “No, I have to let the university’s lawyers look at it.”

      “Lawyers? What for? It’s thoroughly researched. Did you talk to my source?”

      Vanessa nodded. “I did. I’m not entirely convinced by her story. Plus, she isn’t willing to go on the record.”

      “Of course she isn’t. Her job is at risk.”

      Vanessa sighed. “We’re talking parking meters, not Watergate.”

      Jerry set down his donut, pulled open a drawer, and retrieved his notes. “I’ve got aggrieved students with tickets, and a bunch of ‘No comments’ from the Parking Administration.” He tapped his watch. “I timed some of the meters myself. They do run fast. This is an enormous scandal.”

      “The administration claims that there may be a bug affecting a few of the meters and they’re looking into it.”

      “Which is noted in my story.” Jerry held up his notes and research.

      “But you wrote it in such a manner as to suggest that they are lying.”

      “Because they are lying, Vanessa. I don’t understand why you have to run this by anyone!”

      Chatter and typing stopped. All eyes locked on the confrontation.

      Vanessa gave Jerry a hard stare. “You don’t need to know because I’m the editor, and you’re the reporter.”

      Jerry was wide-eyed and incredulous. “Do you know how much time I spent researching this? Pleading with my source in the Parking Department? You want the paper to win another award? This story is a lock.”

      “This isn’t about awards; this is about responsible journalism.” Vanessa crossed her arms. “I won’t accuse the administration unless I have evidence to my satisfaction. If I want to land a job at the New York Times after I graduate, I can’t afford any scandals.”

      “That’s what this is all about? Playing it safe instead of breaking stories? Is the Times even going to be in business by the time you graduate?”

      Throughout the newsroom, reporters audibly gasped at the remark.

      Vanessa narrowed her eyes. “What is that supposed to mean?”

      Jerry knew he had gone too far and softened his tone. “Sorry. So I’m clear, that was a comment on the Times’s business prospects, not your academic progress.”

      “That’s it.” Vanessa drew a finger across her neck. “I’m killing your story.”

      How could she do this to him? Unable to control his temper, Jerry blurted out, “I bet The Underground would run it.”

      Vanessa laughed. “I thought you wanted to be a respected reporter. You want to work for that rag? Be my guest. It’s little better than a collegiate InfoWars.”

      Jerry clenched his jaw. “No, I don’t want to work for them. I enjoy working here. I want to uncover lies, expose corruption, tell stories that matter.”

      “Well, you’re in luck. I have a new assignment for you.” Vanessa held up the paper in her hand. “One of the cheerleaders injured herself at practice. Hit her head so hard she’s in the hospital.”

      “Cheerleaders?” A pained look crossed Jerry’s face. “You’ve got to be kidding. I can’t think of anything that matters less.”

      “They’re as much a part of the campus as you or me.” Vanessa sat on the corner of Jerry’s desk. “You’ve got talent, Jerry. But you’re undisciplined. You want to be the ace reporter, you want to tell stories that matter? Here’s your opportunity. Do a little digging. See if any other cheerleaders have been hurt. Check into the injury rate. I’ve heard it’s worse than any other program on campus. This could be huge.”

      “Why don’t you give the story to Noah?” Jerry glanced behind him. “He covers sports.”

      Noah dropped his donut and raised his hands in defense. “Hey, hey. Don’t get me involved.”

      “Noah.” Vanessa glared at him. “Stay out of this.”

      “But, I⁠—”

      “Out! I said.” Vanessa pointed an accusing finger.

      The sports reporter slumped in his chair and stared at his computer screen.

      Vanessa returned her gaze to Jerry. She held up three fingers and counted. “One: Noah’s going to be busy reporting on the groundbreaking for the new football stadium. Two: Cheerleading’s not a sport. No reason to send a sports reporter to cover it. Three: I’m the editor. I give out the assignments.”

      “Four: This is lame. You kill a story I’ve spent weeks on and send me to cover Sis-Boom-Rah? C’mon, Vanessa.”

      She let out a weary breath. “I’m serious Jerry. You take this assignment, or you’re done. I’m running a newspaper here, not herding armadillos.” Above his head, she dangled the assignment sheet like tempting a kitten with a strand of yarn.

      Jerry wondered how things had spiraled out of control so quickly. Okay, he didn’t wonder. He shouldn’t have argued with Vanessa in front of the entire newsroom. He needed to back down. No way he could explain to his dad that he was fired from the school newspaper. And his parking meter story might still have a chance. Vanessa’s lawyers could give it their approval.

      Vanessa won, and Jerry would suck it up. He lowered his chin to his chest and grabbed the sheet from her hand. “Fine, I’ll do it.”

      Vanessa stood and looked around at the reporters staring at her and Jerry. “Get back to work. We have a newspaper to put out.” She walked back to her office and slammed the door.
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      THURSDAY 11:35AM

      While Professor Johnson droned on, Busby Tilden slipped her phone out of her purse and texted.

      
        
          
            
              
        Busby: Where you at?

      

      

      

      

      
        
          
            
        Jerry: Newsroom

      

      

      

      

      
        
          
            
        Busby: Lunch at sc?

      

      

      

      

      
        
          
            
        Jerry: Sure. See you at 12

      

      

      

      

      

      Miranda Sanchez elbowed Busby in the ribs.

      “What?” Busby looked up from her phone to see Professor Johnson in his tweed jacket, smirk on his face, arms crossed, tapping his foot impatiently, glaring at her.

      “Please answer the question, Ms. Tilden.”

      The lecture hall was dead silent. All eyes on Busby.

      “Interglacial,” Miranda whispered without moving her lips.

      Busby sat up straighter, mustering fake confidence. “Winter glaciers.”

      A smattering of laughter rippled from the class.

      The fifty-something professor rolled his brown eyes and shook his head in disgust. “Ms. Tilden, I’m certain with whomever you are texting seems much more interesting than the epochs of Earth’s history, but please try to restrain yourself in the future.” He glanced around the lecture hall. “Can anyone who was paying attention answer my question?”

      Hands from two dozen students shot up, while Busby slouched as low as possible in her seat. The class continued for another interminable fifteen minutes.

      When the bell rang, Busby was the first to stand. She grabbed Miranda’s hand. “C’mon, Sanchez, let’s meet Williams for lunch.”
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        * * *

      

      Busby and Miranda climbed the steps of the Student Center to the second-floor cafeteria, arriving moments before the noon rush. Busby grabbed a tray, passing by the fried chicken and pizza slices. She breathed through her mouth, avoiding the smells. How could people eat that junk? She selected a garden salad and a banana. At the drink fountain, she filled a glass with unsweetened iced tea. Miranda grabbed half a tuna sub, strawberry yogurt, and a Diet Sprite.

      The volume of the room rose as a crush of students pushed through the doors. The two roommates headed to their traditional table along the far wall of the cafeteria, where Busby’s brother Rick was seated. He wore a green-and-gold varsity jacket. A plate of cheese nachos sat on the table before him.

      Busby took the chair next to Rick, kissing him on the forehead. Miranda sat on the other side of Busby.

      “Hey guys!” Mike Kwon, electrical engineering major, set down his tray of grilled cheese and tomato soup and grabbed the spot opposite Miranda. Mike wore a white polo shirt and thick-rimmed glasses. His dark hair an uncombed mess. “Where’s Jerry?”

      “I was going to ask you the same thing, Kwon.” Busby scowled. “He said he’d meet us here at noon.”

      “I’m sure he’ll turn up.” Mike shrugged. “But get a load of this, I was talking with Coma Guy an⁠—”

      “Coma Guy?” Rick mumbled through a mouthful of chips.

      “Yeah, tall dude with stringy blond hair. Looks like he’s in a perpetual daze. I forget his real name. You must have seen him around campus. Anyway, he tipped me off to a brand new crypto coin. This is a chance to get in on the ground floor. It’s going to make BitCoin look like Monopoly money.”

      Miranda tapped her phone. “I question the wisdom of taking advice from someone named ‘Coma Guy,’ financial or otherwise.”

      “He wasn’t really in a coma. It’s just that there are a couple of months where he can’t remember what happened.”

      “That’s much better.” Busby peeled her banana.

      Miranda spotted Jerry in his black-and-red striped rugby shirt meandering across the room. She raised both arms and waved widely.

      Mike ignored Miranda’s theatrics. “Anyway, Coma Guy tells me...”
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        * * *

      

      Jerry balanced his tray of a bacon cheeseburger, curly fries, and a double chocolate shake while he scanned the student center cafeteria. He smiled when he spotted Miranda waving. As he negotiated his way through the chaotic lunchtime crowd toward his trio of friends, his smile disappeared. The trio was a foursome.

      On the near side of the table sat his best friend and roommate, Mike Kwon, moving his hands animatedly.

      “Hey guys.” Jerry slapped Mike on the back and took the open seat next to him.

      “Perfect timing.” Miranda barely looked up from her phone that seemed permanently attached to her hand. Her jet-black hair was pulled back into a ponytail, and she wore a gray “Property of The Miami Dolphins” T-shirt. “You saved us from Mike’s latest Coma Guy pitch.”

      “Hey, this is a chance to make some real money.” Mike rubbed his fingers together.

      Jerry leaned across the table to kiss Busby, her red hair down today, resting on the shoulders of denim jacket.

      Instead of meeting the kiss, she raised her watch and pointed to the time. “Glad you could make it, Williams.” A hint of annoyance in her east Tennessee accent.

      Jerry leaned back and sat. “Yeah, sorry about that. I was⁠—”

      “Well, if it isn’t Jimmy Olsen,” Rick interrupted, his accent thicker, almost a twang. Jemmy Olsun.

      Jerry silently counted five. As much as he adored Busby, he couldn’t stand Rick. Loud. Obnoxious. And full of himself. Typical football player. “I think you mean Clark Kent. Jimmy Olsen’s a photographer. I’m a reporter.”

      “You ain’t no Superman, kid. You need one of those old-timey hats with a card that says ‘Press’ tucked in the band.”

      Kid? “Yeah, that’s what I need.”

      “And one of those cameras with the oversized flash bulb.” Rick pantomimed taking photographs. “Ker-chunk. Ker-chunk.”

      “Knock it off, Rick.” Busby punched him in the shoulder.

      Mike held up his hands. “Does anyone want to hear what Coma Guy had to say?” The table ignored him.

      Miranda pointed with her phone at Jerry’s tray. “I see you haven’t changed your eating habits.”

      “Soggiest bacon and limpest fries in the New York State.” Jerry lifted his drink and sucked on the straw. “But the shake makes it all worthwhile.”

      “That stuff will kill you dead, Williams.” Busby jabbed at her salad and lifted a forkful of greens.

      “Thank you, Dr. Tilden.”

      “I don’t have to graduate from medical school to know that crap’s not good for you. My arteries are hardening just by being in the same zip code.”

      “I’ll take your advice under consideration.” Baiting Busby, Jerry grabbed the ketchup, drenched his fries, and stuffed a half dozen into his mouth.

      Busby let a deep exhale escape her lips. “Charming, Williams. It’s your funeral.”

      Vince Murphy, his oversized neck straining the collar of his Van Buren U. sweatshirt, sat next to Rick and fist-bumped him. Vince leaned forward to peer at Miranda. “Hey, Miranda. How are you doing?”

      “Fine.” She didn’t look up.

      “I wanted to tell you I got an ‘A’ on that paper about Shaq that you wrote for me. I⁠—”

      “It’s Eugene O’Neill, not Shaquille, and can we not talk about it in front of hundreds of witnesses?” Still staring at her phone, she swirled her free hand in a three-sixty, pointing at the other tables.

      “Sure, sorry.” Vince swallowed hard. “If you’re not busy later, maybe we could h⁠—”

      Miranda finally turned to face him. “No, I already told you. I have a boyfriend.”

      Vince’s face burned beet red. “Whatever.” He reached across the table to snag a couple of fries off Jerry’s tray and knocked over the saltshaker, white crystals spilling across the table.

      “Great hands!” Jerry clapped. “I’m sure the team will have no trouble dominating Fillmore this weekend.”

      “Don’t pay him any mind, Vince.” Rick turned to Busby. “As much as I’ve enjoyed your company, sis, we have to go. Places to be. People to do.” Rick stood and pointed at Jerry. “Bus my tray, Peter Parker.” He made another picture-taking motion with his hands, and he and Vince left guffawing.

      “Peter Parker’s not a reporter. He’s a photogr...” Jerry’s voice trailed off. “Buzz, did you ever consider that your brother might be adopted?”

      She sipped her iced tea and dismissed the idea with a wave of her hand. “You wouldn’t say that if you met Daddy. Rick is just like him.”

      “Maybe you’re the one who’s adopted.” Jerry chuckled.

      “Nice one.” Mike high-fived his roommate.

      Busby scrunched up her face and fumed, unable to respond with a snappy comeback. She grabbed a fry off Jerry’s tray and tossed it at him. It bounced off his forehead. He snatched it out of the air and jammed it in his mouth.

      Jerry beamed with delight. “That’s the best you got?”

      “She’s had a rough day.” Miranda clucked her tongue. “Professor Johnson called on her while she was texting. Busby had no idea what the question was and totally whiffed in front of the entire class.”

      “Texting in class?” Mike made the shame-shame gesture with his fingers.

      Busby glared at him. “Kwon, it’s a stupid geology course, and I’m pre-med. Plus, it’s pass-fail. When I save some patient’s life by sticking a new heart inside of her, she isn’t going to care if I don’t know the difference between magma and lava.”

      “Magma is molten rocks beneath the earth. It’s lava once it’s on the surface.” Miranda didn’t look up from her phone.

      Mike chuckled. “Someone’s paying attention in class”.”

      Busby raised an eyebrow. “Sanchez, you want to talk about how Murphy has a crush on you? Because I think that’s adorable.”

      Miranda frowned, tilted her head down, and continued tapping on her phone.

      “Speaking of texting, this is a good time to segue into my latest invention.” Mike reached into his backpack and pulled out a metallic copper box, the length and width of an iPad, but two inches thick. Switches, dials, and lights covered the top.

      Jerry leaned closer. “What’s that?”

      “Cell phone jammer. Watch.” Mike grabbed the black power cord originating from the box, plugging it into a wall outlet. He flicked a few switches, and three green lights blinked.

      “Hey, I’ve got zero bars,” Miranda whined.

      “Brilliant, Kwon.” Busby pointed at the copper box. “But you can buy jammers on the Internet for two hundred bucks.”

      Mike shook his head. “Not like this. I can jam selective frequencies: Bluetooth, Wi-Fi, cell phones, AM, FM, VHF, UHF, you name it. And it has directional capabilities. You can even create schedules. Imagine what the college would pay for one of these babies that can blanket a lecture hall. No more distracted students. No more cheating on exams.”

      Jerry peered at the jammer. “Do you have one that powerful?”

      “Not yet. I need some start-up capital.” He looked at his friends. “This is your chance to get in on the ground floor. A once-in-a-lifetime opportunity. This could be bigger than Google and Facebook combined.”

      “Aren’t jammers illegal?” Miranda whispered.

      “Asks the girl who’s writing English papers for the football team. Sure, there are federal regulations against them, but so what? That’s how big companies get so big. Break rules and move fast.” Mike put his hand on Jerry’s shoulder. “What do you say, roomie? Ready to invest?”

      “Invest what? Hello? Starving journalism major.” He removed Mike’s hand from his shoulder.

      “Busby?” Mike looked at her hopefully.

      “Sorry, Kwon. All my spare cash is in a numbered account in the Caymans.”

      “Miranda?”

      “Can’t. As a condition of my parole, I am prohibited from investing in any illicit schemes.”

      “You’re on parole?” Mike was wide-eyed. “What did you do?”

      “Nothing, you idiot. That was a joke. I’m not putting my money into your stupid cell jammer.”

      “Fine, but after I go IPO,” Mike pointed at the others one by one, “none of you are getting an invitation to cruise the Caribbean on my two-hundred-foot yacht.”

      Miranda waved her phone in Mike’s face. “You want to shut that thing off? I need to text Dmitri.”

      Mike flicked off the jammer and slipped it back into his bag. Miranda tapped away on her phone.

      “One o’clock chem lab. I have to get going.” Busby stood. “Sanchez, you want to walk with me?”

      “I’m headed to West Campus to see my guy.”

      “Okay.” Busby picked up her tray. “You’re coming by to change my oil this afternoon, right Williams?”

      “Is that what you kids are calling it these days?” Mike snickered.

      Miranda groaned and threw a balled-up napkin at Mike.

      Jerry lips curled downward. “Buzz, I can’t. Got an assignment. That’s why I was late.”

      “You’ve been promising you’d do it for the last three weeks. Buzz, don’t pay to change your oil. Buzz, don’t trust those clowns at Twenty-Minute Lube,” she sneered.

      Jerry’s shoulders slumped. “Sorry, but I finally had it out with Vanessa, and now she’s punishing me. Maybe I can do it tomorrow, but this afternoon, I have to interview a bunch of cheerleaders.”

      “Cheerleaders?” Mike’s eyes widened. “That doesn’t sound like much of a punishment to me.”

      Miranda looked up from her phone. “Shut up, Mike.”

      Mike ignored her. “Think about it, Jerry. Glossy hair. Lithe. Flexible. And they wear those tiny little skirts.”

      Jerry nodded. “You make a good point.”

      “Do you think it would be okay if I tagged along? Maybe you need someone to take photos?”

      “Really, Mike.” Miranda jabbed her finger at him. “Put a cork in it.”

      “I suppose I could use some help.” Jerry leaned toward Mike. “What’s it worth to you?”

      “Oh, man. Don’t make me beg. It’s not⁠—”

      “Fine!” Busby slammed her tray on the table. Heads around the cafeteria turned at the sound. “Williams, you’d rather hang out with some bleached-blonde airheads whose greatest challenge is spelling out ‘statesmen’ than keep your promises to me? Go ahead, see if I care.”

      As Busby stormed off, Jerry glared at Mike. “Thanks for helping.”

      Mike grimaced. “You’re blaming me?”

      “I tried to warn you guys, but you wouldn’t listen.” Miranda held up her phone and snapped a photo of Jerry and Mike. “Let me caption this: Guys are morons.”

      Jerry sighed. “I should go after her and apologize.”

      “That’s the last thing you should do.” Miranda slipped her phone into her purse. “You need to give her space and time to cool off. And next time try not drooling over other girls.”

      “C’mon Miranda, that’s not fair.”

      “My advice is only helpful if you take it.” Miranda stood, grabbed her tray, and walked away.
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      THURSDAY 4:10PM

      “Thanks for letting me come along, Jerry.” A Canon EOS 70D camera dangled from the strap looped around Mike’s neck. His backpack bulged with the rest of his photography equipment.

      Jerry raised a finger. “Remember, I need you to take some decent photos. This story has to shine if I’m going to get out of Vanessa’s doghouse.”

      They exited the quad and climbed the cracked concrete steps that led to the walk to the gymnasium.

      “Of course. What else would I be doing?”

      Jerry rolled his eyes. “Oh, I don’t know. Maybe use this opportunity to hit on some cheerleaders and find a new girlfriend?”

      “Bah! The idea never occurred to me.” Mike’s lips curled into a smile. “Besides, Amanda’s coming back to me any day now.”

      “And you know this how?”

      “I’m stalking her Instagram. It’s obvious the poor girl can’t live without me.”

      “I follow her too.” Jerry tapped his phone. “And she sure looks pretty broken up here on the miniature golf course.”

      Mike grabbed the phone and glared at the photo of dark-haired Amanda. Some muscled blond dude with his arms around her waist helped her line up a putt through a clown’s mouth. “Two can play this game. Wait till Amanda sees some photos of me and the cheerleaders. Especially in their uniforms.”

      “Sorry to disappoint, but we’re going to a practice. They’ll be in T-shirts and shorts.”

      “Nope.” Mike’s face lit up. “I contacted the coach. Asked her to have a few girls in uniform and full makeup for photos.”

      “You contacted the coach?” Jerry stopped and faced his roommate. “This is my story. You’re not even on staff with The Chronicle.”

      Mike faked taking a snapshot. “Does Vanessa need a photographer?”

      Jerry started up the steps. “Don’t get me started on her.”

      They reached the top, turned left, and headed toward the gym entrance. Along an intersecting sidewalk, a lone girl stood and offered them a friendly wave.

      Jerry waved back. “Do you know her?”

      “No, why?”

      “Seems like she knows us.”

      The girl approached with a deliberate stride. She was short, maybe 5’1” or 5’2”, with reddish-brown hair in a wedge cut under a navy-blue beret. She wore a black T-shirt with a photo of Edward Snowden captioned in Cyrillic, black jeans, and oversized hiking boots.

      “Jerry Williams from The Chronicle, right?” She offered her hand.

      “Yeah.” Jerry cautiously accepted the hand and shook. This was the first time someone recognized him from the paper. “And you are?”

      She ignored his question. “I really liked your piece on the no-show Board of Trustee members. Nice bit of investigative work.”

      “Thanks.”

      “But what’s your name?” Mike stared at her.

      She gave a half-smile. “You can call me Sam.”

      “Short for Samantha?”

      “I don’t know. I just made it up.” Sam squinted at Mike. “You must be Noah Chen.”

      “No, I’m not Noah. Astonishingly, all Asians don’t look alike.” Mike folded his arms.

      Sam looked contrite. “Honest mistake. I thought you were with The Chronicle.” She turned to Jerry. “Can we talk in private?”

      “No need for the cloak-and-dagger routine.” Mike hefted his camera bag onto his shoulder. “I’ve got better places to be.” He stormed off toward the gymnasium.

      Sam watched Mike disappear through the glass double doors. “Your friend needs to lighten up.”

      “His name is Mike.”

      “Mike? Wait, Mike Kwon? The guy with the cell jammer?”

      Jerry glared at her. “How do you even know about that? Or who I am? Are you some kind of fangirl?”

      “Fangirl? Like a groupie?” She laughed. “Far from it.”

      “So, what’s your deal then?”

      A few scattered raindrops fell.

      “Let’s sit down under that tree, okay? It's been a long day.” Sam started for the bench, but Jerry remained where he was. She took a few steps, realized he wasn’t following. “Trust me, this will be worth your while.”

      Jerry glanced at the gymnasium and checked his watch. “Okay, but this can’t take too long.” He took a seat on the bench. “I have a story to write on this che⁠—”

      “A story on the injured cheerleader, I know.”

      “You want to stop showing off how much you know and tell me what’s going on, Sam?”

      She blew out her breath. “I understand that it’s rude to not reveal my name. But I’m not only protecting myself, but you too.”

      “Protecting me from what?”

      Sam didn’t answer; her gaze distracted by a squirrel dashing across the grass. She reached into her pocket, retrieved a peanut, and tossed it to the animal. He picked it up with his front paws and cracked the shell with his teeth.

      Sam looked back at Jerry. “How’s that parking meter story coming along?”

      “Are you with the NSA?”

      “Vanessa killed it, didn’t she?”

      Jerry spread his arms wide in exasperation. “Yes.”

      “What reason did she give?”

      “She claimed the anonymous source is weak. Which is bull. Plus, something about lawyers. I stopped listening at that point.”

      “The real reason she’s spiking it is because the chancellor’s office came down on her hard.”

      “The chancellor? Why?”

      “The administration is behind in fundraising, and they can’t afford another scandal.”

      Jerry narrowed his eyes. “And how do you know all this?”

      Her mouth twisted into an amused smile. “It’s the twenty-first century. There are no more secrets.”

      The squirrel finished eating the peanut. He stood on his hind legs, six feet away, looking hopefully at Sam.

      She threw another peanut. “Do you want to get your story out?”

      “How? You just said the administration killed it. The town paper won’t have any interest in it. Are you suggesting that I start a Substack? While I’m at it, I could include some photos of my cat.”

      “You don’t have a cat.”

      Jerry stood. “This is way too creepy. You’re way too creepy. I’m out of here.”

      “Wait.” Sam grabbed his hand. “I’m sorry. And that’s not something I say often. And even when I do, I usually don’t mean it.”

      Jerry removed his hand from her grip. “You’re not helping yourself.”

      “Come on, sit back down.” She patted the bench. “I thought you’d figure it out on your own.”

      Jerry frowned and reluctantly sat. “Well, obviously I’m dense, so just tell me what’s going on.”

      Sam looked around. No one nearby. She leaned close, with a conspiratorial glint in her eye, and whispered, “I’m with The Underground.”

      “The Underground!”

      “Shush!” Sam put a finger to his lips. “Part of the secret of our success is our anonymity. Don’t go shouting it all over campus.”

      “The Underground?” Jerry whispered.

      “Are you just going to keep repeating that?”

      “The Underground.” Jerry shook his head in disbelief.

      Sam kicked him in the shin with the toe of her hiking boot.

      “Ow! What was that for?”

      “You were beginning to sound like you were stuck in an infinite loop. Now that I’ve solved that problem, I am authorized to inform you that we’re interested in having you write for us.”

      “Who’s us?”

      The Underground.” She gave a sharp exhale of annoyance. “We just went over that.”

      “I meant specifically. Who runs The Underground?”

      “Can’t tell you.”

      “What’s your name?”

      Sam sighed again. “Can’t tell you that either.”

      “What can you tell me?”

      “We want you to join our team. There’s some technical stuff about encryption that I’ll have to school you on, but basically, we like your work and want you to report for us.”

      “I don’t know.” Jerry was still trying to process the offer. “I like the idea of writing for a publication that people hold in their hands. I have fond memories of my family swapping sections of the newspaper over breakfast.”

      “Print is dead. In a couple of years, The Chronicle will transition to a completely online publication. All papers will.”

      “I guess. But there’s no byline, right? In all the stories on The Underground I’ve ever read, the reporters’ names were aliases.”

      Sam reached up and rapped her knuckles on his head. “Hello, McFly? Anybody home? Anonymity is your friend.”

      ”Don’t do that!” Jerry smoothed his hair. “Yeah, but if I write for you guys, I’ll never get any credit.”

      “You want to feel good about yourself? You want people to stare and point as you walk by and say that’s Jerry Williams, the great reporter, or you do you want to write stories that matter?”

      “Can’t I do both?”

      “On this campus? Apparently not.” Sam gave a ‘what can you do?’ shrug. “It’s your choice. Have your good work buried by the administration while your name is attached to puff pieces on cheerleaders, or get your story and make a difference, even if no one knows you broke it.”

      “And then there’s the other thing?”

      “What other thing?”

      “You know. The Underground’s got a reputation for stories that might not be entirely accurate.”

      Sam crossed her arms. “Can you provide me with an example?”

      “What about that one about the CIA contracting with Van Buren psychology profs to develop enhanced interrogation techniques?”

      “What about it? That’s a solid bit of reporting.”

      “But the university denied it.”

      “Of course they did.”

      “And so did the government.”

      “Are you really that naïve, Jerry? Maybe you aren’t cut out to write for us.”

      “Can I at least think about it?”

      “Sure, take your time. We’re not going anywhere.” Sam stood. The rain was falling harder now.

      “Okay, how can I contact you?”

      Sam smirked. “You’re really not getting this whole anonymity thing, are you? We’ll be in touch.”

      As Sam walked away, Jerry wondered if Vanessa was really killing his stories at the behest of the university administration. Sam’s claim possessed the air of plausibility. But it was just that: a claim. Like any good reporter, he’d have to dig to learn it was the truth. He picked up his backpack and jogged toward the gym entrance, trying to dodge the raindrops.

    




This Font Software is licensed under the SIL Open Font License, Version 1.1.
This license is copied below, and is also available with a FAQ at:
http://scripts.sil.org/OFL


-----------------------------------------------------------
SIL OPEN FONT LICENSE Version 1.1 - 26 February 2007
-----------------------------------------------------------

PREAMBLE
The goals of the Open Font License (OFL) are to stimulate worldwide
development of collaborative font projects, to support the font creation
efforts of academic and linguistic communities, and to provide a free and
open framework in which fonts may be shared and improved in partnership
with others.

The OFL allows the licensed fonts to be used, studied, modified and
redistributed freely as long as they are not sold by themselves. The
fonts, including any derivative works, can be bundled, embedded, 
redistributed and/or sold with any software provided that any reserved
names are not used by derivative works. The fonts and derivatives,
however, cannot be released under any other type of license. The
requirement for fonts to remain under this license does not apply
to any document created using the fonts or their derivatives.

DEFINITIONS
"Font Software" refers to the set of files released by the Copyright
Holder(s) under this license and clearly marked as such. This may
include source files, build scripts and documentation.

"Reserved Font Name" refers to any names specified as such after the
copyright statement(s).

"Original Version" refers to the collection of Font Software components as
distributed by the Copyright Holder(s).

"Modified Version" refers to any derivative made by adding to, deleting,
or substituting -- in part or in whole -- any of the components of the
Original Version, by changing formats or by porting the Font Software to a
new environment.

"Author" refers to any designer, engineer, programmer, technical
writer or other person who contributed to the Font Software.

PERMISSION & CONDITIONS
Permission is hereby granted, free of charge, to any person obtaining
a copy of the Font Software, to use, study, copy, merge, embed, modify,
redistribute, and sell modified and unmodified copies of the Font
Software, subject to the following conditions:

1) Neither the Font Software nor any of its individual components,
in Original or Modified Versions, may be sold by itself.

2) Original or Modified Versions of the Font Software may be bundled,
redistributed and/or sold with any software, provided that each copy
contains the above copyright notice and this license. These can be
included either as stand-alone text files, human-readable headers or
in the appropriate machine-readable metadata fields within text or
binary files as long as those fields can be easily viewed by the user.

3) No Modified Version of the Font Software may use the Reserved Font
Name(s) unless explicit written permission is granted by the corresponding
Copyright Holder. This restriction only applies to the primary font name as
presented to the users.

4) The name(s) of the Copyright Holder(s) or the Author(s) of the Font
Software shall not be used to promote, endorse or advertise any
Modified Version, except to acknowledge the contribution(s) of the
Copyright Holder(s) and the Author(s) or with their explicit written
permission.

5) The Font Software, modified or unmodified, in part or in whole,
must be distributed entirely under this license, and must not be
distributed under any other license. The requirement for fonts to
remain under this license does not apply to any document created
using the Font Software.

TERMINATION
This license becomes null and void if any of the above conditions are
not met.

DISCLAIMER
THE FONT SOFTWARE IS PROVIDED "AS IS", WITHOUT WARRANTY OF ANY KIND,
EXPRESS OR IMPLIED, INCLUDING BUT NOT LIMITED TO ANY WARRANTIES OF
MERCHANTABILITY, FITNESS FOR A PARTICULAR PURPOSE AND NONINFRINGEMENT
OF COPYRIGHT, PATENT, TRADEMARK, OR OTHER RIGHT. IN NO EVENT SHALL THE
COPYRIGHT HOLDER BE LIABLE FOR ANY CLAIM, DAMAGES OR OTHER LIABILITY,
INCLUDING ANY GENERAL, SPECIAL, INDIRECT, INCIDENTAL, OR CONSEQUENTIAL
DAMAGES, WHETHER IN AN ACTION OF CONTRACT, TORT OR OTHERWISE, ARISING
FROM, OUT OF THE USE OR INABILITY TO USE THE FONT SOFTWARE OR FROM
OTHER DEALINGS IN THE FONT SOFTWARE.


OEBPS/images/castpg2.jpg
The Cheerleaders

Dar Jaggard Asisan Copn

Chemical Enginerng Maor, Sophomore

Taia Decker Poin, Dara's Best Friend

ElecuicalEnginering Maor, Sophomore

Veroica Decker Tubler, Tatis's Tuin Siser

Peychology Mijo, Sophomore

Casic MeGughlin Fiyer

‘Specch Patbology Mo, Frshman

Marcus Reed Buse

Physical Therspy Majo, Junior

Eica Nightinger o
Other Students

Lucy Davenport Dast's Roommate

Wildernes Management Majo, Juior

Nyscriouspuiisher o The Undergrond

Vicky T Fallon's Grliond
Engish Major, Senir

Bt Powers Prsidentofhe VBU SkepicsCl
Philosophy Mo, Jnior

Mt Grscshart Nasonal Anthem Singer
Thcter Ans Majr,Saior

Brisana Sorenson Rick’s Friend
Elementey Educaion Maor, Junir

Jresyr— Brinnw's Best Friend
Elementry Eduction Msor, Sophomors

Priya Modi PreLav, Fresmn,
Kte Fletcher Undectred Major,Freshman

Angela“Anf” Hestwole Nusing Majr, Feshman





OEBPS/images/ch_cat.jpg





OEBPS/images/castpg1.jpg
sery Wiliams

Mike Kyon

By Tiden

Micanda Sanchez

Rick Tikden

D Popoy

Vinee Murphy

Vanssa Howley

Nosh Chen

Fallon Abern

L Iversa

Brandon Payer

Soumalisn Msjor
Van Busea University Sopbomore
Geneal Assgnment Repotr fr The Cronile

Jerry's Friends

Elctisl Eng

semy's Gitfiend
PreMed, Sophomore

Busby's Roommate and Best Friend
Englih Mo, Sophomore

Busby's Broher
‘Sports Management Majr,Serior

Miranda's Boyfiend
Philosophy Mjor, Juior

Rick’s BstFriend
Physical Therapy Mo, Senor

The Chronicle Staft

Edior
Sourmalisn Majo, Jnior

Spors Rearer
Physis Major,Froshman

Ars & Culturs Crie
Gender Stdies Major, Junior

Campus Beat Reporer
Englith Mor, Juior

Generl Asignment Reporr
Piycholoay Maje, Senior






OEBPS/images/interior-art---color.jpg





OEBPS/images/superstition-digital-cover.jpg
? \
ATIES | BUA(KEY

\

(o e, ™ f%q'* [ St

)\







OEBPS/images/pagebreaks.jpg





OEBPS/images/castpg3.jpg
‘Van Buren University Administration & Faculty

. Jncle Thornion-Gaston, EdD. Chancllor
Chicr George Charscopus Head of Campus Polce
. Mack Johnson, PAD Adjunc Protssor of Geslogy.
D, Ellen Handing, PhD Profsor of Socilogy
Don Gelving bt Dictor
Rodney Case et nformation Oficee
Mareen Stepunisn Legal Counsel
Il Frsdeicton Diseto of Media Rl
Stip st At Tsiner
Townies
Al Berg Fist Amendonent & Civil Rights Lawyer
Alson Adams Criniaal Defese Atarsey
‘Maried o Alan Brk
Michel Grsnt Ediorof The Styvesans Wi
Kink Clayon Stuyvsant County SheiPsDeputy
Pl Wk Retied Stvesans Wi reprcer
Richard Mercer Stuyvesat Couny Sheis Detetve

Tom Rodgers & Milo Resident o st Suyvesan and bis dog





