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​The Telepath and the Therapist
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The telepath's name was Denzel Thomas. He was forty-one years old and had been a member of the Guild for eleven years. On a Friday afternoon, the chief administrator called Denzel to his office and offered him an assignment, and Thomas accepted. As was his custom, Denzel then withdrew to a cabin about a half mile away from the main residence of Guild Home to prepare.

Pre-assignment retreat was not mandatory, but most Guild members engaged in the practice. Telepathic intervention required keen focus. Although at Guild Home all members embraced the virtues of austerity, abnegation, humility, and chastity, practiced Guild guidelines and procedures, and refrained from disturbing each other's serenity with casual communication, before an important telepathic task a period of isolation was typically deemed advantageous.

Denzel Thomas did not consider the periods he spent in solitude burdensome. In fact, he relished them. He enjoyed the company of his Guild brothers and sisters, but he felt equally at peace on his own.

The one-bedroom cabin was set in a small clearing amidst evergreen forest. It was stocked with the basic needs of food, household items, and other supplies, but also every day in the early afternoon an attendant came from the kitchen of the main residence with a warm meal such as soup or stew. In the mornings Denzel would brew his coffee, step out onto the porch, and revel in the rich beauty of the various subtle shades of color of the cedars, the ferns, the vines, the moss, and the grass. The sky was sometimes blue and sometimes gray with massed clouds; each condition held its own loveliness. Denzel particularly appreciated conducting his meditation while rain drummed on the shingled roof.

One cool clear morning Denzel went around the cabin to the woodshed in the back. This was a simple open-air structure of a roof supported by cedar beams attached to the side of the cabin. Denzel's intention was to chop wood but also to use the work as an exercise in serenity. He would adopt a rhythm of placing wood on the block, gripping the axe, raising it over his head, swinging, striking, and so on, focusing his awareness on each step to the exclusion of all else.

Denzel had been performing this task for an indefinite period of time and was well into a meditative state when on a downswing the axe, instead of sinking into the wood, glanced off a knot. He lost his balance and stumbled against one of the roof supports. The nails attaching it to the half-rotten rafter came loose, the support toppled, and one side of the roof collapsed. It hit Denzel on his shoulder and the side of his head, and he fell down with the broken roof on top of him. If he had been conscious, he would have sent out an emergency distress call mentally, and it would certainly have been picked up by someone at the residence. As it was, he lost consciousness immediately, and remained half-buried under the moss-covered roof.

*     *     *
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When Denzel awakened and opened his eyes, he saw only a bland cream-colored blur. He couldn't remember who he was or what had happened to him.

Waking up a second time, Denzel recalled the accident at the cabin and realized that the brightness above him was a ceiling. The place did not resemble any room he had seen at Guild Home, so he supposed that he must have been transported to a hospital or clinic. He attempted to move his limbs and found out that he could shift his legs and left arm without difficulty, but his right shoulder and arm were swathed in bandages and would not respond. The right side of his head was also bandaged, and it seemed to be cushioned with extra support so that it would remain in position.

These physical injuries were disconcerting, but even more troublesome was the inward silence. Denzel reached out mentally and connected with no one. He was alone. Normally even if he did not penetrate into inward thoughts he could at least sense the presence of proximate others. Now he felt no one else nearby.

A twinge of fear managed to circumvent the painkillers and rush through his system, lodging beneath his solar plexus and remaining there.

Had the physical trauma from the accident caused him to lose his telepathic abilities?

After a short time a doctor entered the room. He was short, slightly overweight, clean-shaven, and concerned. "Ah, Mr. Thomas. You have awakened. Good." He sat at a computer terminal next to the bed, checked readings on several machines, and typed on a keyboard. He then turned to Denzel. "How are you?"

For a moment the question puzzled Denzel, and then he said, "I... I don't know."

"Do you remember what happened to you?"

"I was chopping wood. The roof fell."

"Yes, that's right. As a result, you have a cut on your right shoulder to which stitches have been applied. You also have a rotator cuff tear that will require physiotherapy. And you have sustained a concussion."

"The concussion... Doctor, do you know who I am?"

"Of course. Do you remember who you are?"

"My name, yes. But... I can't..."

The doctor smiled. "I understand that you are a telepath."

"Yes. But..."

"Your colleagues at the Guild asked me to reassure you that others have experienced temporary loss of abilities in the past."

"Temporary?"

"Yes. It may be a result of the concussion or of the anesthetics."

"Then take me off the anesthetics."

"If I did that, Mr. Thomas, the pain might be so traumatic as to worsen your condition. You must trust me, sir, and trust the others that will be caring for you. For the time being because of your fragile condition you are not allowed visitors, but in a few days your associates can offer their own reassurances."

"Doctor, I'm frightened."

"This is understandable, but there is no need. You have been through a serious accident, and you have sustained injuries. You need to relax and allow healing to take place. Don't you agree?"

*     *     *
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For two days Denzel saw no one except the doctor and two nurses who alternately performed the duties of bringing him food, helping him eat, administering medications, changing IV bags, and cleaning him up. These people did not linger in the room; most of the time he was on his own. At first he resisted using the TV remote that sat on a table within reach of his left hand, thinking that he did not want to lose ground from the meditative state he had achieved at the cabin. Eventually he realized that he would have been taken off of that assignment anyway and began flipping TV channels out of boredom. The mediocrity of the programming soon appalled him, though, and he switched the device off. He spent most of his time staring out the window contemplating the subtle movements of the branches of a tree.

Initially he was joyous to the point of tears when a brother and a sister from Guild House came to visit; however, his ebullience soon turned to despair when he realized he was unable to telepathically link with them.

"Give it time," said his brother. "You'll find your way back."

His sister touched his cheek and smiled. Denzel supposed that she was attempting to communicate reassurance, but he didn't feel it.

About an hour after the Guild members left, a woman wearing a light blue hospital-issue pinafore entered. Her long copper-colored hair was tied in a pony tail. She carried a clipboard, which she set down on a side table. "Hello," she said. "I'm Meri."

"Mary?"

"No. Meri. It stands for Meredith. I'm a physical therapist. I'm going to help you get your arm back in shape."

"Thank you, although my arm is not my main concern."

"Excuse me?"

"Never mind. I'm sorry."

"For what?" She ran her fingertips lightly along his right arm from his bandaged shoulder to his elbow. "Try to lift it for me, please." He managed to raise his arm about an inch until it encountered the resistance of Meri's hand. "Good. And back down. And again."

She had him perform a few other simple tasks with his arm and hand and then said, "The good news is that your shoulder injury will not require surgery. In the next few days, I'll guide you through a routine that will strengthen it and increase your range of motion. I hear that the doctor will have you on your feet by this afternoon. I'll see you in my clinic tomorrow morning. Do you have any questions?"

Yes, thought Denzel. I want to know what has happened to my mind. I want to know why I have lost my power. I want to know when I will get it back. As he thought these things, he looked into Meri's eyes. They were light brown with the faintest hint of green.

"No. No questions."

Meri smiled. "Tomorrow, then."

Since he had discovered his gift of telepathy and had joined the guild, Denzel had always been self-confident in solitude. Now, however, loneliness abruptly manifested as another ailment. 

Don't go. Stay awhile.

The words remained locked away in his dysfunctional mind.

*     *     *
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Dizzy and disoriented, Denzel leaned heavily on a male nurse as he made his way slowly, step by step, down a long hallway to Meri's clinic. He left the nurse at the door, though, and proceeded on his own.

Meri sat at a desk perusing information on a computer. When Denzel entered, she looked up and smiled. "Right on time." She stood and approached him. "Do you feel well enough to remain standing for a few minutes? We'll go over just a few things this first session." She showed him how to perform crossover arm stretches to increase range of motion and isometric exercises to increase strength. "Our object is to restore mobility and recondition the shoulder. It's going to take time. You should always focus on the quality of your movements rather than the quantity. Whenever your shoulder starts to hurt, stop what you're doing. Putting too much stress on your injury would be counterproductive."

After about fifteen minutes of repetitive exercises, Meri said, "That's enough for now. This afternoon I'll show you how to supplement your efforts with lightweight dumbbells and resistance bands." 

She invited Denzel to sit opposite her desk. "Are you comfortable? I can call for the nurse if you're tired."

"I'm fine." In truth Denzel had become weak and unsteady and was grateful for the opportunity to relax.

"Do you mind if I ask you something?"

"Go ahead."

"I hope you don't find this annoying or intrusive, but what is it like to be a telepath?"

During the therapy session, Denzel had temporarily forgotten his painful sense of loss. For a moment, as the ache returned, he was unable to answer.

"I'm sorry," said Meri. "I shouldn't pry. Your Guild has its regulations, doesn't it?"

"No. It's all right." Denzel thought for a moment. "It's a sobering responsibility. It cannot be undertaken frivolously. When we commit to refining our talent we have to be single-minded."

"I've heard of that. Are the Guild members like a family?"

"In a way they are, but overall our relationships are more formal than those in most families. We focus on our work."

"What is your work?"

"In politics and business, we serve as negotiators. In courtrooms, we help to uncover truths. We assist psychiatrists, psychologists, and sociologists. Each assignment is different."

"How can anyone keep secrets when telepaths are around?"

"Easily. One of the oaths of our profession is that we never enter minds by force. We must obtain consent first."

"There are no exceptions to that?"

"Never."

"Could a telepath do it in theory?"

"We possess the latent ability, yes, but it would be inconceivable to use it. A person who did such a thing would be banished from the Guild in disgrace. If they persisted in its use, they would probably be sentenced to mandatory surgery to remove their telepathic ability."

"Isn't that harsh?"

"For us, forcing oneself into an unwilling mind is equivalent to the physical act of rape." Denzel rubbed his forehead with his left hand. "I'm sorry. This is a depressing subject."

"I'm the one who should apologize. You must be tired. Let me help you."

Meri put Denzel's left arm over her shoulder and her right arm around his waist as they made their way back to his room. She waited while he went to the bathroom, assisted him in climbing into bed, and then tucked the covers around him.

"It's been a pleasure to meet you, Mr. Thomas. You're unusual."

"Denzel. And is being unusual a good thing?"

"Very good." She sat down in a chair beside the bed and extended her arm. At first Denzel thought that she was going to hold his hand, but then she merely rested hers on the metal bed frame. Denzel abruptly realized that this disappointed him. He had wanted her to touch him. Up until that moment he had considered her part of the hospital staff, no more or less in importance than any other doctor, nurse, or clinician. He looked more closely at her eyes, her hair, her skin, her posture, her demeanor, her solicitous attitude. She, too, was lonely. She, too, longed for companionship just as he did. She sat there now rapt, empathetic, and eager to please. She would rather linger with him than go home to the solitude of her apartment, her only companion an aloof cat, alone with her thoughts and desires, wondering if there was something wrong with her because when she was assisting patients at the hospital she felt alive, but when she returned home to eat and sleep and wash she felt relegated to some sort of sensory-deprived limbo. She had relatives and friends that she could call, but she usually didn't, preferring to abide in stasis until her concern for those in her care brought her back to life again.

Denzel was not sure how long he contemplated Meri's psyche, but at some point he realized that he was mentally reading her.

With this realization came shame. He had just been speaking with her about ethics among telepaths, and now he was breaking one of the most binding ordinances. In this case it wasn't a transgression, of course. His entry into Meri's mind had been involuntary; he hadn't realized what he was doing. Normally telepathic contact was achieved by a conscious decision. People's personalities had defenses set up to prevent casual incursion. In this case, though, Meri was wide open. She had erected no barriers. For some reason she trusted him implicitly. And he had meandered on in without forethought, without any effort of the will.

What was happening here?

He pulled back his mind and eliminated the connection. At least he thought he did. Her essence lingered in his thoughts like the scent of perfume in a room that someone has just left.

Meri seemed not to notice that anything was amiss. Perhaps his contact with her had been more fleeting than he thought.

"You have a lot of time on your hands here, Denzel. What do you do? Stream movies or TV? Read?"

"I haven't found anything I'm interested in watching. And I get headaches when I try to read."

"Maybe I could read to you for awhile. Just a moment."

Meri left and returned a few minutes later with a computer pad. "It's late. I closed the office. What sort of books do you enjoy?"

"I don't know. Most of what I read is connected to my work."

"Do you like poetry?"

"It's been a long time since I read poetry."

"I find poetry relaxing. Maybe it would be good for you to relax too. Here: how about this one? 'Afoot and lighthearted I take to the open road, healthy, free, the world before me, the long brown path before me leading wherever I choose.'"

"What is that?"

"'Song of the Open Road' by Walt Whitman."

"It sounds like he lacked a sense of responsibility."

"Do you think so? I understand what you mean, but I look at it from another angle. Responsibility comes in different forms. My responsibility is to tend to my patients. Whitman was a poet. His responsibility was to travel the open road and write about it so that people like me could revel in the experience vicariously. I wouldn't feel right about leaving my place here and doing what he did, but because he put his thoughts down in words, in a sense I accompany him when I read the poem." She paused. "It doesn't matter. We can read something else."

"No, it's fine. Go ahead and read that one."

"Are you sure?"

"Yes."

She continued: "'Henceforth I ask not good fortune, I myself am good fortune..." As she read, Denzel forgot his concerns about his health, his talent, and his career. He became lost in the cadence and essence of Whitman's journey. With the accompaniment of Meri's intoxicating voice he traveled the poet's road, only Whitman was not his companion; his companion was Meri. They walked together side by side through the glories of the poet's exuberant imaginings. It was a long poem, but while Meri was reading it, Denzel felt as if normal time were suspended, as if forever had been encapsulated in an instant.

Meri came to the last lines: "'I give you my love more precious than money, I give you myself before preaching or law. Will you give me yourself? Will you come travel with me? Shall we stick by each other as long as we live?'"

She fell silent. After awhile she said, "It's easy to get caught up in it, isn't it?"

"Meri, I need to confess something to you."

"What is it?"

"Since you came in here and sat down, I've been reading you."

"Reading me?"

"After the accident I lost my telepathic ability. That's what I meant earlier when I said that my physical injuries weren't my greatest concern. I was worried that it might not come back. After you brought me to my room, as we were talking, I suddenly found myself inside your thoughts. It happened again as you were reading the poem. I was sharing your impressions of it, not my own. Do you remember what I told you about intrusion without permission? I feel terrible about this."

"But it was involuntary, wasn't it?"

"Yes, but nevertheless..."

Meri leaned forward and looked into Denzel's eyes. "Don't worry. I give you permission."

She then reached out and took his hand.

*     *     *
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The next day Denzel was released from the hospital. Before he left, Meri showed him a series of daily exercises that would help strengthen and heal his shoulder and arranged to visit him after a week to monitor his progress. When he returned to Guild Home, the administrators gave him permission to return to the cabin in the woods. The particular assignment he had gone into isolation to prepare for had been given to someone else, but Denzel felt the need to regain his serenity after his traumatic accident.

The collapsed roof over the woodshed had been removed and replaced by a blue plastic tarp; otherwise the cabin was the same. Denzel took extended walks in the forest. He studied edifying texts but after short reading sessions still experienced headaches. In the cabin or on its porch he conducted exercises in meditation and mental focus. However, he found it hard to concentrate. What distracted him most was the thought of Meri's visit. As the day approached his anticipation grew keener until he could think of little else. In a remote corner of his mind a twinge of conscience caused him to question whether his attitude was wrong, but he dismissed this vague concern. After all, he hadn't done anything with Meri except hold her hand. She was a friend, nothing more. There were no regulations against friendships and hand-holding.

She had driven her car to Guild Home and had been shown the path to the cabin by the member on duty at the door.

Denzel watched her approach from the porch. When she got close she smiled and waved, and Denzel waved back. They remained on the porch as she directed him to take his shoulder through a range of motion so that she could determine the extent of its progress in healing.

Afterwards they sat inside at the kitchen table with cups of tea.

"Your shoulder is doing well," Meri said. "It will take time, but you should experience full recovery."

"That's good news," said Denzel. "Thank you."

"It's beautiful here."

"Yes. I come here to meditate and to prepare for assignments."

For a few minutes they exchanged further small talk, and then Meri announced her need to leave for another appointment. "I'll come in a week to examine you one more time," she said. "If all is well at that time, you won't require any further appointments."

No more appointments meant no more visits from Meri. Denzel abruptly realized that he did not want to stop seeing her.

He accompanied her out onto the porch and partway down the path. In a clearing dappled with sunlight and strewn with wildflowers, Meri stopped, turned to face him, took his hands, and kissed him softly on the mouth. "Until next time," she said.

Denzel watched as Meri hiked down the path until she disappeared around a bend. He was stricken simultaneously with joy and dread. He realized in aftermath that he had also wanted to initiate a kiss, but his overwhelming apprehension had all but dismissed the thought from his conscious mind.

Back in the cabin, he pondered the ramifications of what was happening.

He not only wanted to kiss her; he wanted to embrace her, to become naked with her, to have sex with her. This was love. With abrupt understanding he realized that he was in love with her. And why not? Who could possibly love another person better than a telepath? He could enter her not only physically but mentally. Few people had the capability of becoming united in such a way. Why not take advantage of it? Were the Guild's rules against sexual involvement really necessary? Perhaps they were simply anachronistic throwbacks from the Guild's founding when its members did not have the sophistication to handle their talents. Surely some of the other brothers and sisters indulged their passions from time to time. If Denzel met Meri only here, at the cabin, they would be sufficiently isolated to be able to carry on an affair. No one could probe his mind and memories without permission, so no one else need know.

Denzel sat down on the porch, stunned by the vividness, strength, attraction, and seductiveness of his fantasy. He wanted her. He needed her. At that moment if he could he would have run after her, but she would have already driven away.

For a long time he remained still, eyes closed, indulging in his daydream. It enchanted and thrilled and invigorated him.

Until his training reawakened and shocked him back into mindfulness. Abruptly he became horrified at the direction his thoughts were taking. To deceive his brothers and sisters in the Guild! Even if he could get away with it, how could he justify his duplicity within his own conscience?

*     *     *
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The director of Guild Home, Brother Gerald, received Denzel graciously, even though it was customary for residents to make an appointment first if they wanted to consult with him during office hours. He inquired about Denzel's recovery and asked how soon he might feel up to taking on his next assignment. He assured Denzel, however, that he did not have to feel pressured to resume work immediately; he could take his time, and while he convalesced he could stay either in the main building or the cabin, wherever he felt more comfortable.

The director's solicitude brought Denzel to tears. He told the director the real reason he had come, confessed his feelings for Meri, and even shared his daydreams about her.

"First of all," said Brother Gerald, "I want to reassure you that all of us here are people of flesh and blood, and many of us have feelings such as these from time to time. Falling in love is part of the human condition. But for you it is more, isn't it? You want to act on your impulses. You question whether the regulation regarding celibacy is really necessary."

"Yes."

"Are you so confident in your own opinion that you want to request an exemption?"

"I... I don't know."

"What do you think is the purpose of this rule? Do you think that having sex with another person will cause you to lose your telepathic talent, or do you instead think that perhaps avoiding romantic entanglements helps you focus solely on refining and developing your telepathic gift?"

Supposing the question to be rhetorical, Denzel remained silent.

Brother Gerald said, "The truth of the matter is, at least in this instance, the answer is irrelevant. The question we need to answer here is different. What do you want, Brother Denzel?"

"I don't want to lose my talent."

"And why would that happen?"

"If I choose to leave."

"Brother Denzel, if you leave you will take your telepathic abilities with you."

"But I've heard that..." Denzel left the sentence unfinished.

Brother Gerald paused before answering. "You're referring to surgery. That has occurred very few times, and only to those who abused their powers by forcing their way into other people's minds. You are not a violent man, Brother Denzel. That would not happen to you. Your fate is yours to choose. You can leave this Home if you like. You can marry this woman. You can make a life outside. Others have left. You would not be the first." His expression became grave. "I have to caution you, though, that every decision has its price. There is a reason we live together in community. We encourage one another; we strengthen one another. Our common goal of perfecting our skills above all else increases our abilities exponentially. On the other hand, when our ex-members go off on their own, away from the proximity of other telepaths, they don't exactly lose their skills, but their skills become atrophied from disuse. When they come back, they have a difficult time reintegrating."

"They do come back then?"

"Some do and some don't."

They sat in silence for a time.

"Nobody will judge you harshly if you choose to go," said Brother Gerald. "And if they do, they are the ones in the wrong."

He added, "You may need time to decide. Will you return to the cabin?"

"No," said Denzel. "I would prefer to stay in my room here."

Brother Gerald nodded. "I'll have the steward put you back on the household schedule. Let me know when you decide."

*     *     *
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Denzel arranged to have his final therapy session in Meri's clinic at the hospital. He greeted her in a friendly manner but with an air of formality. After they had gone through the standard set of exercises and stretches, they sat down side by side on a bench. Meri's hand lingered on his arm.

Denzel said, "I've thought a lot about you."

"I've thought about you too."

"Do you know much about our Guild?"

"Only what you've told me."

"You know that we live communally."

"Yes."

"Did you know that we practice celibacy?"

"No." She started to pull her hand away, but Denzel took it in his and held it.

"It's all right," he said. "It's all right."

"I'm confused."

"I have been confused these past days too," said Denzel. "I almost stayed away, but... It would not have been fair. I returned to say goodbye to you."

"Why?" she whispered.

"Don't you know why?"

Her eyes brimmed with tears. "Before you go," she said, "I want you to do something for me."

"What is it?"

"I want you to read me. Not as a surface scan, but thoroughly. If you're going to go away and not come back, I want you to know how I feel."

"I think I already know."

"I'm offering myself to you. Even if we never meet again we will have this moment. Will you do it or not?"

"Are you sure you want me to?"

"Yes."

"All right. I'll do it."

And he did.

He not only followed their relationship as it progressed in her mind and emotions, but he also lived in a brief yet tantalizingly intense fantasy of the future she had concocted. In it, they were married; they raised children; they owned a suburban home; they even had a dog. The scenario was profoundly serene. Denzel felt a strong desire to linger there. On another emotional track, Denzel realized that her encounter with him had shattered her single-minded devotion to her work. She thought of him often, if not constantly. Although she was determined to put on a brave front if he did in fact leave, she was hoping beyond hope that he would change his mind and stay. She had opened her mind to him in a last-ditch effort to win him over. Beyond this, though, he understood at a profound level that if he maintained his resolve and left, she would miss him but bear him no ill will.

While he read her, she looked directly into his eyes. When he withdrew he did not immediately tell her. He continued to gaze at her as he thought: Why not? Why shouldn't I stay with her? I have never felt such intensity of emotion in my life. As the director said, I would lose nothing. And I could gain so much.

His resolve weakened. All he had to do was take her in his arms. He never had to go back to Guild Home. He could start a new life right here, right now.

He dropped his gaze and withdrew his hand from hers.

"Thank you," he said.

Meri said, "I wish I could read you too."

"Yes."

"Do telepaths read each other sometimes?"

"We do, but only in times of need. The experience is intense."

"Our experience was intense even without that, wasn't it?"

"I've never had a relationship like this before, and I don't think that I will again."

"You're still going to leave, aren't you?"

"I'm sorry."

"Don't apologize. You've just read me; you know that's not necessary."

They stood up. This time Denzel took the initiative and kissed Meri softly on the lips.

*     *     *
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The director allowed Denzel a single day of mourning. After that, he gave him a new assignment in the opposite hemisphere on the far side of the world. 

Denzel never saw or heard from Meri again.
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​The Reception of Signals
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Quarterback Leon Wolf's team is four points behind, there is less than a minute left, they're out of time-outs, and they're inside the twenty yard line. A field goal won't do it; they need a touchdown.

He crouches over center, his hands in position to receive the football. As he shouts out signals he notes the position of opposing linemen, linebackers, safeties, and cornerbacks. He is also aware of where each member of his team has lined up and what part they all have in the play that is about to unfold.

He abruptly hesitates in his signal-calling, trying to draw some defensive players offside, and that's when it hits him. A wave of voices inundates him with a barrage of confusion. He identifies some of the voices as those of his teammates preparing to execute their assignments, but others are unfamiliar and decidedly malevolent. They are focused on him and how they can get through to him and sack him, damage him, and somehow knock him out of the game.

He becomes so disconcerted that he muddles the signal, the center snaps the ball, and Leon fumbles it. He manages to fall on it, grip it tightly, and hold on despite the crushing weight of defensive linemen who try to rip it out of his hands.

In the huddle, Leon is dazed. The voices are still coming at him but they've toned down a bit. He calls a simple play in which his two wide receivers head for the end zone and the tight end does a cross route as a backup. His team lines up in shotgun formation; the center snaps the ball; his offensive linemen block well and hold the pocket; and Leon winds up to throw downfield.

That's when the second wave hits him. It is much more intense than the first. It is like an obliterating tsunami of input that includes not only the players on both teams but also the referees, the coaches, the support personnel, and the fans in the stands. Leon can hardly remember who he is, let alone what he is supposed to be doing. At the last moment before impact, he realizes that an opposing lineman has got through and is rushing full speed at him. He folds the ball into his chest, gripping it with both arms, and then he goes down hard. Before he gets back to his feet, time has run out.

His team has lost.

In the aftermath of the action, as adrenaline subsides and disappointment sets in, the surrounding voices become more muffled, but they do not go away completely. When Leon gets close to someone, he can read their thoughts. He has always had an affinity for sensing what people are thinking; that's why he is so good at analyzing and confounding defenses. However, the signals have never before come through so clearly. It is as if some sort of protective membrane or barrier has broken and it's all flooding in, and Leon can't stop it or even control it.

OEBPS/d2d_images/chapter_title_above.png





OEBPS/d2d_images/chapter_title_corner_decoration_left.png





OEBPS/d2d_images/cover.jpg
by JOHN WALTERS





OEBPS/d2d_images/chapter_title_corner_decoration_right.png





OEBPS/d2d_images/chapter_title_below.png





OEBPS/d2d_images/scene_break.png





