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“If I have the gift of prophecy and can fathom all mysteries and all knowledge, and if I have a faith that can move mountains, but do not have love, I am nothing.”


1st Corinthians 13:2









PROLOGUE


As his glass empties, the bar fills with the sounds of happy chatter and good-natured laughter. Not a conducive environment for contemplating life’s failures and generally feeling sorry for oneself. It had been that kind of day—and decade.


“Hey,” a voice at his side says. “You look familiar.”


“Oh yeah?” Peter responds without looking over.


“Yeah,” the female confirms. “Weren’t you on TV or something?”


Peter glances over at a woman in her early twenties. He’s surprised she’s old enough to remember, much less recognize him. It’s been ten years since then. He’s forty now.


Forty!


“Yeah,” the young woman persists, focusing on him now, gesturing with a half-empty glass in her hand. Not her first. “What were you famous for again?”


He takes a swig of his beer, trying to finish up.


As he glances back at his fan, recognition clicks into her inquisitive face. The prying eyes widen; her inebriated smile stretches across her flushed cheeks. “Oh my God,” she announces to the bar. “You were that prophet guy!”


A couple of heads turn in their direction, before going back to their own conversations.


“You predicted that flood, right?” she slurs with a giggle.


Peter drains his glass as he flags the bartender to settle up.


“I have to get a selfie!”


“I’d rather not,” Peter says, watching the bartender flirt with a customer ten feet away.


“Oh, come on,” she insists, pressing into him, raising her cell phone high.


Peter remains mostly turned away, so the photo is of a grinning woman and the back of his head. After he puts enough cash on the bar to cover a couple of beers and a generous, undeserved tip, the ex-prophet pushes away from the bar and starts towards the door.


From behind, he hears the inevitable question, “Have you had any dreams lately?”


Ten years ago, Peter had a series of dreams that came true. At the time, his gift brought him notoriety and controversy, attracting supporters, as well as enemies. It had been a heavy load to bear, so there was a certain amount of relief when it ended.


However, being a former messenger of God wasn’t so easy either. People have their preconceptions. Some admire him; a few still hate him; most just think he is some kind of freak. And yet, he has gotten on with his ordinary, some might say boring, life.


Pulling into the gravel driveway of his small rented house, he finds it as dark and empty as ever. He’s still single. Some of his prior girlfriends might say he has commitment issues. Now relationships never seem to get far enough for commitment to be an issue.


Not for the first time, he thinks about getting a dog.


He could probably handle that level of commitment, especially now that he’ll have more time on his hands. Grabbing a beer from the fridge, he plops down on the couch and automatically reaches for the remote. Instead of turning the TV on, he closes his eyes.


For ten years, he’d worked at a local healthcare non-profit, primarily as a grant writer, although he’d also written plenty of press releases, newsletters, and donor thank-you cards. When he wasn’t writing, he’d driven patients to their appointments, often being bedside when they were alone and scared.


The pay was crap; but, on good days, he felt like he was making a small difference. Yesterday, he’d been let go because of budget cuts. So, now, he’s unemployed, again. Only this time, he’s forty, with no idea what his next act is going to be.


God, he feels old—and tired. Clips of dreams come and go, and then—


Knock. Knock! The banging comes from my front door.


Before I can get up to answer it, an older, Black man is standing in my living room, ragged clothes hanging loose over a tall, wiry frame. Like a scarecrow, he stares down at me, his eyes burning like coals.


“Peter,” he says, his voice as raspy as wheat and deep as a well.


I know this person. He was a street prophet back when I was having my dreams; a homeless man who had been a guide of sorts. “Jesse?”


“There you are.” Leaning down, Jesse helps himself to the beer on the coffee table, cracking it open with one gnarled finger. “Don’t mind if I do.”


My visitor takes a long drink.


Wiping his mouth with his sleeve, he belches into the crook of his elbow, then fixes his eyes back on me. “So, how you doin’, youngblood?”


“Ah, not so young anymore,” I say back. “How are you?”


“Living the dream!” He brings the beer back up, his Adam’s apple bouncing up and down as he takes another couple of long gulps. When he comes up for air, he announces, with zero fanfare, “I have a job for you.”


“A job?” I ask. “That’s funny. I lost my job today.”


“That a fact?” He finishes the beer with a final chug, dropping the empty on the table.


“Can I get you another?” I ask, to be polite.


Jesse seems to waffle. “I can’t stay,” he decides. “I need an answer on the job.”


“What kind of job?”


This question is not answered. Jesse just looks—down—into my soul. He knows that I know what kind of job. The only question is whether I’m willing…


“Yes,” I answer.


Peter wakes with a start. The room is as empty as the beer can lying on its side—a dead soldier he doesn’t remember killing. Then the dream springs to mind in its entirety.


Jesse!









CHAPTER 1


PUT AMERICA FIRST


Peter slips into church, scanning the sanctuary until he finds the back of Greta’s head, close to the front and smack dab in the middle of a row. Could she make it any harder to get to her? At least it’s the children’s lesson, as good a time as any to barge in late.


Going down the aisle, Peter whispers, “Thanks,” to the man on the end who turns his legs with exaggerated effort so he can get by. “Sorry,” he mouths to a couple on the row behind him, craning their necks so they don’t miss a second of their kid sitting on stage.


Finally, taking a seat, he once again apologizes, “Sorry I’m late.”


“You look hungover,” Greta says as she stares straight ahead with a pleasant, plastered-on smile.


“I’m not hungover,” he murmurs. “I had a beer—or two.”


“With who?” Greta asks, not too quietly.


As the mini-lesson wraps up, children and adults are asked to bow their heads.


Peter waits until the prayer is over and the kids are scampering back to their respective seats before responding. “No one,” he answers, deciding now isn’t the time to mention Jesse.


“Great,” Greta says, again, too loudly. “Now you’re drinking alone.”


Peter cringes, noticing that Mrs. Milbourn has her hearing aid turned in their direction. Instead of getting upset at his girlfriend, or Mrs. Milbourn, he focuses on the slight, white-haired woman taking her place behind the podium.


“My sheep listen to my voice; I know them and they follow me. John 10:27.” Pastor Ellie Clark looks up at the congregation and takes off her reading glasses. “As Christians, we know the voice of the Master, at least we are supposed to know it.”


Had he heard the Voice last night? Jesse wasn’t the Master, yet Peter believed him to be a representative from the City of God, unconventional though he may be. And he had offered him a job, after chugging his beer. He tunes the sermon back in.


“Now, here’s the catch,” Ellie is saying, holding an index finger in the air. “If you choose to respond, you agree to love who God loves. And guess what?” She glances around like she’s looking for an answer in the congregation. “That’s everyone.”


Greta puts her palm on Peter’s pants, in the upper thigh region.


“It’s only by love that everyone will know you are my disciples,” Ellie recites John 13:35.


“Do you want to come over tonight?” Greta side-whispers.


Mrs. Milburn turns her hearing aid like a satellite dish trying to pick up a signal from space.


“Now, make no mistake, love is not the same thing as giving in to everything and everyone,” the pastor firmly instructs as Greta’s hand rubs his wool-blend pants leg. “This is a fine line,” she continues. “And you will be tested. Trust me!”


This gets a mild, knowing laugh from the congregation, most of whom are old enough to have been tested, and can now look back with a sense of humor at their own failures.


“Well … ?” Greta asks.


Peter is actually interested in this sermon. Keenly so. And while Greta’s behavior is admittedly a little sexy, it is wildly inappropriate in church. So, he shushes her.


“Fine, then.” Greta gives his thigh a painful pinch. “You’re disinvited.”


Mrs. Milburn readjusts her satellite coordinates, now fully facing the front.


Peter leans in to listen, too.


“There is a price to pay,” Ellie ominously warns. “And the hardest part?” Her lively eyes scan the crowd, seeming to fall on Peter. “You have to learn to love what you hate.”


After church, and a solo drive-through lunch, Peter goes home. Plopping down on the couch with a beer, he checks to make sure the Titans game is recording. He’ll watch, if they win, the fair-weathered fan that he is. Meanwhile, the NFC game is on the other channel.


Sadly, the commercials and penalties grind the action to a halt.


By the third quarter, he’s asleep.


A man in a business suit is walking out on a red, white, and blue dais, waving to supporters. It’s a man I recognize from TV. A celebrity businessman turned national candidate.


Holding up his hands, the man leans in to speak to his enthusiastic audience.


In the distance is the crunching of pads and helmets—a brutal collision!


Now the candidate struts around on stage, saluting and fist-pumping triumphantly.


Snippets of a beer commercial are interspersed with a chant, “Put America first! Put America first! Put America first!”


The man hunches behind the desk in the Oval Office wearing a wolfish grin.


Peter wakes, feeling unsettled, almost a little sick, and yet, there can be no doubt—it was a prophetic dream. Crystal clear. Hyper real. His first in ten years.


Digging out his old dream journal he’d kept in a drawer in his nightstand, just in case, he flips through the weathered pages. He puts the new date at the top of the first blank page, and writes everything down—word for word.


Parts of the Packers/Rams, along with their commercials, may have bled into the dream, but there’s no denying the content. Richard Lawler is going to be our next president.


Huh.


Whenever he had a dream, he strongly felt he had an obligation to share it with the public. In the old days, that could be in front of his church and, eventually, to a local reporter.


This does not seem like the kind of dream that needs to be proclaimed from the pulpit. With Lawler only behind in the polling by about five points, it is not exactly breaking news either. In the past, when he needed advice, his first call had been to his pastor. He’d lost touch with his prior ministers, all of whom had spoken truth to him at different times in his life.


A few years ago, he’d found his current church, unassuming, and with a female pastor who always brought a thoughtful message, if he was open to hear it.


“Hello?” Ellie answers quick and to the point. “Who is this?”


“Hi, Pastor Clark, this is Peter Quell.” After a pause. “One of your parishioners.”


“Of course, Peter, yes,” she says. “What can I do for you?”


“Today’s sermon was really good,” he starts.


“I’m glad,” she says, waiting for the “but.”


“Well, I don’t know if you’ve heard,” he begins slowly. “I used to have dreams …”


“Oh, yes,” she says. “Mrs. Milbourn, and several others, have mentioned it to me.”


“Okay, well, I had another dream last night,” he says. “First one in ten years.”


“Oh?” Ellie sounds intrigued. “Can I ask what it was about?”


“Lawler,” Peter says flatly. “He wins.”


“Huh,” Ellie says, the syllable soaked in disappointment.


“Yeah,” Peter says, giving her a moment. “So, whenever I used to have a dream, I felt like it was my responsibility to share it. Put it out there where the most people can benefit.”


“Who’s going to benefit from this?” Ellie asks sourly.


“I don’t know. I try not to question the purpose too much,” Peter says. “I’m like a newscaster. I just deliver the news.”


“So do whatever you have to do,” Ellie says plainly.


“See, that’s the problem. I’ve been out of the game so long, no one cares what Peter Quell dreamed,” he acknowledges. “I don’t think TV or radio would be interested in this.”


“Yeah, it’s not great as far as prophecies go,” she agrees. “It’s up there with calling a coin flip in the air.” Her voice perks up with a novel thought. “It might be right for social media though.”


“Social media?” Peter repeats.


“Yeah, maybe you’ve heard of it,” Ellie says dryly. “All the kids are doing it.”


It has been months since Peter checked any of his social media accounts. After resetting his password, he logs on and finds his few hundred followers have dwindled to 94 souls.


An eclectic group, they seem to range from the mildly curious, to one-time enthusiastic fans, to a few haters who have dug in like ticks. There are also a handful of actual friends, or at least acquaintances, as well as one person who has him confused with another Peter Quell.


PeterQ: I had a dream…


Five minutes pass, with no reactions.


PeterQ: Lawler wins the election.


Another five minutes pass.


MaryFranks: (frowny face emoji)


His follower count drops to 93.


Peter watches until his screensaver comes on.


He heats up some frozen lasagna and pours himself a glass of red wine. After dinner and a show, he reopens his computer, another glass of wine by his side. He has no job to go to tomorrow.


There have been a couple of positive comments, a few negative comments, and one confused face emoji that sums up how he feels, too.


Peter is about to sign off for the night when a direct message pings in.


CJames: We should talk.


PeterQ: What about?


CJames: Your dream.


PeterQ: Who is this?


CJames: (red devil face emoji)









CHAPTER 2


INTO THE LION’S DEN


The jokester behind the devil emoji turns out to be Chuck James, an executive at WKKR, a radio station so far to the Right it keeps sliding off the dial.


“I remember you,” Chuck laughs over the phone. “You were our favorite whipping boy for a while. Good for ratings, though.” He sounds like he takes a bite of something. “Is it true you saw the light?” And chews. “The Lawler Light?”


“No, but I do think he’s going to win.”


“That’s good enough for me,” Chuck says good naturedly. “If you’re game, I’m going to give this to Ed.”


“Ed? Ed Pressman?” Peter asks. “He’s still around?”


“Oh, yeah, bigger than ever,” Chuck says. “And you two guys, together again.epic.”


Ed Pressman had come up in a dream ten years ago as a radio personality who was going to take a fall. His on-air flameout had been swift and precipitous.


“I need to think about it,” Peter says.


“Don’t think too long,” Chuck says, taking another bite. “Strike while the iron is hot.”


But, who is doing the striking?


“Ed Pressman?!” Pastor Ellie Clark exclaims. “He’s rather… (picking her words carefully) inflammatory, isn’t he?”


“Yeah,” Peter says. “And he already doesn’t like me.”


“At least he’ll like your message,” Ellie says encouragingly.


“No one else wants to hear this,” Peter explains. “So, I have to go to the place that does.”


“Did you put it on the internet, like I said?”


“Yes,” Peter says. “But it didn’t get much of a reaction. I only have 82 followers on Flutter.”


“That’s all?” Ellie says. “I have over 500.”


“Good for you,” Peter says, already hating the social media conglomerate.


A glutton for punishment, Peter also runs the idea to go on Ed Pressman’s show by his Uncle John, a Vanderbilt professor and, generally, a reliable source of practical advice.


“Are you crazy?” is his initial reaction. You’ll be like a lamb going to slaughter.”


“Sometimes you have to go into the lion’s den,” Peter says.


“Not willingly!” John says, sounding amused at the prospect.


Feeling like he has no choice, Peter calls into the Patriot Hour at the appointed time and is unceremoniously thrust out like red meat over the radio airwaves.


“I’ve been looking forward to this interview!” Ed booms. “Our next guest is the self-proclaimed prophet, Peter Quell. Do you remember this guy? I sure do!” The jock seems giddy. “You prophesied my downfall, did you not?”


“The star that fell,” Peter says.


“But you didn’t prophesy my reascent, did you?” Ed points out. “Clean and sober for five years.”


“Good for you,” Peter says, with some sincerity.


“So, you really only got the dream half right,” Ed rolls on. “But, hey, I’ll give you credit; you got on a roll back then.” Peter is about to say “Thanks,” when Ed adds, “Have you been living off your prophecy money this whole time?”


“I didn’t—make—any money,” Peter explains.


“Is that why you’re getting back into the prophecy game?” Ed probes. “Is the cash running low? You thought you’d peddle another dream? One more money grab?”


“Again,” Peter repeats, “Not making any money.”


Ed guffaws.


“How much money do you make, Ed?”


“I get paid what I’m worth,” the jock snaps. “That’s how capitalism works, bub.”


“Okay, let’s get on with this,” Peter says, the double-standard already making him dizzy. “I’m here because I had a dream, like the kind I used to have.” He takes a breath. “And I dreamed Lawler wins.”


“I didn’t hear you?” Ed mocks.


“Well, I saw Lawler strutting around the stage like a prize rooster, thumping his chest, chanting ‘Put America first.’ Then I saw him in the Oval Office.”


“Put America first!” Ed shouts over him. “Put America first.” They drop in “The Stars and Stripes Forever” as he continues to chant, “Put America first!”


It’s a real feel-good moment.


“Well!” Ed says, finally settling down. “I’m glad you’ve come around to the right side.”


“You do know, I generally dream about disasters,” Peter reminds him. “Catastrophic events, like bombings, and floods, and radio stars having on-the-air meltdowns.”


“Ed is doing just fine,” Ed says about himself. “And so will America once Lawler is our next commander in chief and defender of the constitution.”


“Whatever you say, Ed.”


“That was Peter Quell, endorsing our next president, Richard W. Lawler.”


“I’m not endorsing anyone,” Peter says, but Ed is rambling on about the next segment and doesn’t hear him. No one hears him. He’s off the air.


“That was great!” a crisp voice says on the other end. “Thanks for being on the show!”


And then he is disconnected like a used-up, one-night stand.


“Do you want to come over?” Greta asks over the phone. “We can watch the election results together.” Her voice grows softer, “You could bring dinner, and some wine. The good stuff, this time.” And, flirtier, “I’ll bring the dessert.”


“I’m not sure I’d be very good company,” Peter says. “Too nervous.”


In the weeks following his dream, he’s been reading up on the general election and the two remaining candidates. The more he’s learned about Lawler, the more his initial impressions have been confirmed. Big on bravado, short on substance, Lawler’s area of expertise seems to be belittling people and coming up with demeaning nicknames, like a schoolyard bully.


He is quite good at it, but—is this how far we’ve sunk?


Peter had voted early.


“I don’t understand why you don’t want Lawler to win if you predicted him?” Greta asks.


“Prophesied,” Peter corrects her for at least the tenth time.


“I mean, if he loses, you’ll be wrong,” she explains for at least the tenth time.


“And as I’ve explained before,” Peter says patiently, “what I prophesy, and what I want to happen are not the same thing. In fact, they almost never are.”


Usually, that’s the end of their ongoing conversation on the subject. This time, Greta responds, “I just don’t see what the big deal is? If Lawler wins, everybody wins.”


“What does that mean?”


“Nothing,” Greta counters. “It’s an expression. ‘Everybody wins.’”


“Did you vote for Lawler?” he asks, point-blank.


“Okay, yeah, so what?” she says. Going on the offense, “I do think we should build a wall—and get tough with our enemies—and ‘Put America First.’”


“How did I not know this?” Peter asks, dumbfounded.


“I don’t make a big deal about it,” Greta says. “Unlike you.”


Long, awkward pause.


Well, I’m definitely not coming over now,” Peter finally says.


“Yeah, I think that’s for the best,” Greta agrees.


“All right, well, I’ll talk to you later.”


“We’ll see,” Greta says and hangs up.


Did they just break up? If they did, Peter feels surprisingly okay about it. Their six-month relationship had been a tumultuous; this latest news was just the final straw.


The election unravels in Lawler’s direction, sending Peter to bed early. When he wakes the next day, he watches the president-elect through a mild hang-over. There is the cock of the walk, chanting his campaign slogan, “Put America first!”


Just like he dreamed.


His Flutter account now has over a thousand followers of mostly flag-waving, gun-toting, Lawler-loving Americans. Surprised by the surge, Peter does a little research and discovers Ed Pressman’s Patriot Hour is syndicated via satellite across the continent.


Ed really is back, and he’s sicced a thousand or so “patriots” on Peter. He doesn’t care about that. He does care about the ramifications of Lawler’s presidency.


He wonders if he did it wrong. Was he supposed to be more openly critical of candidate Lawler? It’s not like it would have mattered. No one cares what a self-proclaimed prophet on a comeback tour says. Just put the dreams out there, he repeats to himself.


The rest is up to God.









CHAPTER 3


THE TRUTH ALWAYS COSTS SOMETHING


There is a banner on the wall—an eagle in flight, its talons out.


I’m standing in the hallway of a school. Kids move around me, going to class. Middle school? There are loud pops coming from somewhere. A boy runs by me. Then others rush out of an adjacent hallway. I freeze as two figures in black round the corner.


Finally, my feet work and I run…


Loud bangs echo in the hall—I’m knocked to the floor.


Back hurts! Can’t breathe. Can’t get up.


It feels like something has gone through my back and into my heart.


More gunfire. More screams.


I can feel my life draining away…


From family and friends…


Not yet!


After putting the dream down in his journal, Peter lies back to gather himself. His back physically hurts, right between the shoulder blades. The worst part was the feeling of not being ready to let go of life. This may be his most awful dream ever.


It’s 5:30 am. He can’t go back to sleep now.


Peter gets out of bed and makes a pot of coffee. As it brews, he tries to come up with any other possible insights or interpretations.


Without enthusiasm, he logs into his social media account.


PeterQ: I had a dream…


Carefully, he retypes the dream as he originally wrote it. Slowly, he rereads the entry over his first morning cup of coffee, before he hits Return and goes for a second cup.


A couple of responses trickle in.


Jupiter1023: A school shooting?


PeterQ: @Jupiter1023 Yes


BamaAmy#1: (Praying hands)


SkyRanger18: Protect kids (gun emoji)


Turtles4Life: So many shootings. So sad! (tearful emoji)


PeterQ: @Turtles4Life Yes.


Turtles4Life: Why are so many mass shootings in America, and in our schools?!


PeterQ: @Turtles4Life: Good question.


A few messages of concern are swamped by a red wave of comments to harden schools, arm teachers, and put prayer back in the classroom.


Peter decides to take a shower. The warm water works on the knot in his back where his muscles clenched during the dream. All the while, he wonders if he could somehow help to prevent this tragedy from happening. If he was able to get the word out, maybe schools could be more prepared; maybe the gunmen would reconsider. Doubtful as it sounds.


So, he’s back to the same problem he had after the Lawler dream. Who would want to air something as dark and depressing as a school shooting? From the equivalent of a psychic?


His only recent accomplishment has been to pick the candidate with a forty-five percent chance of winning. Not exactly the Powerball numbers.


No respectable TV or radio station would pick this up, not even WKKR. He hesitates to call his pastor again. While Ellie is good counsel, she is not that much more media savvy than he is, despite what she thinks. Likewise for Uncle John. Getting himself another cup of coffee, he thinks through his contacts, which are few and far between these days.


There’s Cindy.


Cindy Sizemore was a local reporter who helped him get his stories out a decade ago. She had leveraged her exclusive interviews with Peter (and a Peabody Award) to go on to host a cable show called Modern Miracles: Stories of the Extraordinary.


From what he had seen, each program was a human-interest piece with some sort of supernatural element. The ghost of a dead aunt gives sage relationship advice from beyond. A man is seemingly healed of cancer after climbing Mount Shasta.


That kind of thing.


Apparently, the show had found its niche because it is still on the air, a modern miracle in itself. And, Peter still has Cindy’s phone number.


To his surprise, it’s answered by none other than, “Cynthia Sizemore.”


“Cindy?” Peter says. “It’s Peter. Quell.”


“Peter?” Cynthia says, sounding taken aback, her clipped voice softening. “Wow, how have you been?”


“Okay,” he says, not having thought this conversation through at all. “Um, I like your show.”


“Thanks,” she says. “I wouldn’t have it without you.”


“Oh, I don’t know about that,” Peter says, although she’s probably right.


“I heard you had another dream a while back,” she says. “Something about Lawler being elected?”


“Oh yeah,” Peter says with a twinge of guilt. “Well, I just had another dream.”


“Oh?”


“Yeah,” Peter says. “A school shooting.”


“Oh no.”


“Yeah, I’m trying to figure out a way to get it out there,” Peter says. “I just posted it online, but I need a bigger platform.” He pauses. “Any ideas?”


“Well, I’ll repost it,” she says quickly. “Sounds a little heavy for our show. We’re just finishing shooting our new season anyway.”


“Yeah, I just thought I’d ask,” Peter says. “I doubt anything can be prevented, but if you know of anyone who might be interested …” He gives her a moment to think.


“Have you heard of Sunny Dale?” Cynthia asks.


“Is that a person?”


“Sunny used to be a reporter like me. A couple of years ago, she settled a sexual harassment lawsuit and now hosts her own true crime podcast,” Cynthia says. “I don’t know how many listeners she has, but I think it’s pretty popular.”


“True crime?” Peter asks, unsure.


“Shooting up a school is a crime,” Cynthia says. “And it will be true when it happens.”


“I guess,” Peter says. “Do you think she’ll go for it?”


“I don’t know. She owes me one, so maybe,” Cynthia says. “All I can do is ask.”


“Thanks, Cindy,” Peter says, quickly correcting himself, “I mean Cynthia.” While he hates to bring it up, he feels like he has to mention, “These events can happen pretty quick …”


“The clock is ticking. I remember,” she says reassuringly. “I’ll text her right now.”


“Thanks,” Peter says.


“So, the dreams are really starting back up?”


“Seems that way,” Peter says. “This is only my second one, so we’ll see.”


“Are you glad?” she asks, more friend than reporter.


“From time to time, I’ve missed them,” Peter admits, even as his latest dream of senseless death haunts him. “I already remember why it was a relief when they ended.”


He flashes on his battle to get the truth out ten years ago. Come hell or high water, Cynthia had come through for him back then. “It seems like the truth always costs something,” he reflects, wondering how much this particular truth will take out of him.


“It’s worth it, though,” Cynthia says. “Right?”


It had certainly been worth it for her. She had gotten her own show out of it. Selfishly, Peter wonders what he’d gotten out of it? Ten years of a low-paying, thankless job, and the occasional person who wants to take a selfie with him.


“Yeah,” he says, because that’s the right thing to say. “It’s worth it.”


And in the long run, he knows that it is.


On her end, Cynthia had gotten a lot more than a TV show out of her time with Peter. She had gotten back to a place she never thought she would find again. A place of faith—in herself and God. She had Peter to thank for that, even if she never came out and told him.


“I’ll call Sunny,” Cynthia says with that determined edge in her voice Peter remembers well. It means the interview is as good as on.









CHAPTER 4


I HAVE TO DO SOMETHING!


Sunny agreed to have Peter on her next show because Cynthia had once featured Sunny’s true crime podcast on an episode of Modern Miracles. Something about a clairvoyant who solved a murder case. Also, Cynthia can be persuasive when she wants to be.


Peter had found early photos of a young, blond Sunny Dale who always looked on the brink of breaking a story wide open. More recent pictures showed a dark-haired woman with a touch of gray—who still had the same gleam in her eyes of a reporter hot on the trail.


On Fridays, Sunny hosts a live, call-in show, bantering about any open investigations she is working on. New clues are combed through; theories are critiqued. At the end, potential new cases can be pitched to the sleuthing community. That’s Peter’s slot.


“Today, a different kind of case has made its way to us,” Sunny intros. “Okay, flash back with me ten years. Do you remember the prophet, Peter Quell? I sure do. I was a reporter in Knoxville at the time. I covered the coal ash spill in Kingsport.”


“Oh yeah?” Peter interjects.


“He made several bold predictions, and they all came true!” Sunny adds.


“Thanks,” Peter says. It’s true, but few give him complete credit.


“Anyway, he’s back with another dream and he’s asking for our help,” Sunny continues.


“Peter, thanks for coming on the show.”


“Thanks for having me.”


“Why don’t you go ahead and tell us about your dream.”


“Okay. Well, I felt like I was a student in a school. A middle school—and there was an eagle on a banner. Suddenly, I heard loud pops down the hall. Kids were running by me as the gunshots came closer. I kind of froze as two figures with guns came around the corner. I’d just started to run when I heard a bang—and then I was down.”


After a pause, he adds, “That was basically it.”


“That’s—just—horrific,” Sunny says. “I would not want your dreams!”


“Tell me about it,” Peter says.


“Did you see anything that could help to identify the shooters?”


“Not really,” Peter says. “They were both dressed in black and each one had an automatic rifle.”


“Not a lot to go on,” Sunny comments.


“No,” Peter confesses. “I don’t expect anyone to identify the shooters. I just thought if we could get the word out, maybe people would be more—aware.”


“I have a Flutter comment from Fiona in Washington State: ‘What about the eagle on the banner?’” Sunny asks for Fiona. “Would that be the school’s mascot?”


“Yes,” Peter agrees. “Although, sometimes things in my dreams are symbolic, so it could represent something else.”


“Okay,” Sunny says slowly. “So, a bald eagle could possibly represent the United States?”


“It could,” Peter admits.


“Well, let’s open up the phone lines to the bloodhound gang,” Sunny offers. “Okay, we have Rebecca on line one.”


“Hi, it’s Rebecca from Sioux City,” a worried-sounding woman says. “I just heard that terrible dream and my kids go to an elementary school where the mascot is the Eagles.” Her voice trembles a bit. “Actually, they’re the Eaglets. The high school is the Eagles. Do you think I should take them out of school, just to be safe?”
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