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			Chapter 1: The Cabin
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			My chest pounds as I stare ahead. I glue my eyes to the moving dust of the illumination ray as I wait. I step forward slowly, taking a deep breath.


			“Grace,” I whisper.


			I scan the bright room; I notice something on the floor a few meters away. As I pick it up, observing it as I turn it, my eyes widen, and I realize it’s the same Hugo Victor rose I gave Grace.


			“Grace!” I say louder, standing up.


			“Grace,” I repeat, my eyes moving as I wait for a reply. 


			The cabin is silent. I look down to see a drop of my tear on the floor in a blur, just listening to the wind. “There is no reply; the cabin is silent. The only sound is the wind blowing outside its walls.


			“Grace, I need you,” I say softly. Still silence.


			I look down at the flower I’m holding and see a drop of my tear splashing across the floor as one of the petals fall off.


			“Grace,” I call out.


			I walk to the couch. With moist eyes, I place the rose on the coffee table beside it, then sit down, cover my face with my hands, and weep for a few moments. Then, grief turning to confusion, I lay down, resting my head on my forearm at the end of the couch. I turn my gaze to the window, where I see trees moving from side to side, then close my eyes and listen to the wind hitting the cabin. I hear a knock, and when I open my eyes, it’s calm outside, and the trees are still through the window.


			The knock gets louder. “I’m coming,” I yell, walking to the door.


			Opening it, I find Jim standing there, holding a bag. 


			“You look like you have a hangover,” he says.


			“Come in,” I reply, opening the door.


			“I have good news to share. I spoke to your parents, calmed them down, and picked up breakfast for you,” Jim says.


			Approaching me, he hands me the plastic bag. “Thank you,” I say, placing it on the coffee table.


			“Come sit down. I want to show you something,” I say, nodding toward the couch.


			Picking up the rose, I sit down beside Jim.


			“Does this look familiar to you?” I ask.


			After looking at it intently for a few moments, Jim says, “Yes, isn’t it similar to the rose I gave you?” 


			“No, it is not similar. It’s the same rose. It even has my nail mark on it,” I say, pointing.


			“Really?” His eyes widen. “Well, where did you get this rose from?”


			“It got dark for a few minutes when I was lying on the couch last night, and I got up and discovered a rose in the middle of the room on the floor.”


			“I need to sit down.”


			“You are sitting.”


			“That’s right, I am.”


			We sit in silence for a minute.


			“Why is there broken glass here on the floor?” Jim asks.


			Looking at my cut, I respond, “I tried to hit the fly.” 


			After my cut disappears, I go and pick up the glass, place it on the coffee table, then sit back down beside him.


			“Grace is monitoring you, I think,” Jim says, staring at me.


			“You think?” 


			“I cannot explain it in any other way.”


			I gaze into Jim’s eyes momentarily, my thoughts becoming empty.


			“Watch my finger,” I tell him.


			I cut my finger with the shard of glass, then observe the wound quickly fading.


			“Nairb, you’ve shown me this before.”


			I reach for the brandy bottle underneath the coffee table and then take a few sips.


			“You’re right, but look now.”


			Once again, I cut my finger, and as we watch, the incision remains.


			“It is not disappearing,” Jim says.


			I reach for a tissue from the box on the coffee table to stop the bleeding.


			“After the alcohol has gone from my body, it will.”


			Patting the cut with the tissue, I put my finger in my mouth and then out again.


			“You don’t have your powers anymore?” Jim inquires.


			“Let me try something that I attempted last night,” I say, turning to gaze at the fireplace. “Nothing happened when I looked at the wood in the fireplace. It’s all powers that I got. I just tried to start a fire.”


			“I think I know why I couldn’t save Grace,” I say, glancing at Jim, my eyes getting moist. “I had a few glasses of wine.”


			Jim places his hand on my shoulder and looks into my eyes.


			“Don’t blame yourself. There is no way you could have known.”


			After a few seconds pass, I say, “You are right. I wish I had been able to save her.”


			Standing up, I grab the bag of food Jim brought, and start walking toward the kitchen.


			“Hey, where is Dawna?”


			“Connie picked her up, and they went shopping at that mall I met her at to get you some things. They will come here when they are done.”


			“Okay, sounds good. Do you want anything while I’m in here?”


			“Actually, yes, can you grab me the bag of chips in that upper cabinet,” Jim asked as he pointed to the cabinet.


			“This one?” I asked.


			“Yes, just grab the whole bag,” Jim replies.


			I open the cabinet and take the blue plastic bag of chips.


			I turn and walk towards Jim and sit beside him, passing him the bag of chips.


			As Jim took the chip bag, he grabbed a few chips, stood up and placed the chip bag on the coffee table before walking towards the window.


			“The whole situation is a mess, but don’t worry. We’ll get through it,” he said as he placed a few chips in his mouth. “Lets watch some TV for now,” we walked over to the couch and sat.


			We hear a knock.


			“That must be the girls,” I say, walking to the door and opening it.


			Dawna steps inside, then Connie, holding a blue bag. I close the door behind them.


			 “Hi, Nairb.”


			“Good morning, Dawna. Hi, Connie.”


			The girls follow me to the living room. Connie and I sit beside Jim on the couch, while Dawna flops down on the loveseat.


			“How are you doing?” Connie asks. “Dawna explained everything to me.”


			“I’m okay, but I’m a little lost.”


			“Don’t worry; we’ve got you covered,” she says, patting my leg.


			Connie digs into the shopping blue bag and pulls out a blue pair of jeans and a white sweater. “What do you think?”


			I clutch the sweater, then grab the jeans. “I like them. I’ll go try these on.”


			As I begin to walk away, I look out the window and notice a police cruiser driving slowly by.


			In a panicked voice, I yell, “Jim!”


			“What?”


			“Look,” I say, pointing at the window. 


			Coming over to me, his eyes follow my finger, and his eyes widen. “We need to go. Follow me.”


			I get behind Jim, happy to let him lead.


			I follow Jim over to the fireplace, where he stops, reaching his hand out to touch the corner of the painting that is hanging on the wall beside my head. 


			A black door-shaped opening appears beside the fireplace.


			“Let’s go.” Jim pats my right shoulder and walks through the entrance. My mouth gaped open in awe.


		


	

		

			 


			Chapter 2: Entrance
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			I follow Jim just inside the entranceway. He stops and presses a red button on the wall, turning on a light.


			As the door closes, the illumination shows us a long, narrow tunnel.


			Jim pats my right shoulder and says, “Let’s go.”


			What I just witnessed makes me hesitate momentarily, but remembering the police back where we came from, I start walking toward Jim.


			“I didn’t know there was a secret entrance there. Why didn’t you tell me?”


			“You didn’t ask.”


			“So next time, I should ask if there is a secret escape route from here?”


			In response to my question, Jim smiles.


			“Is this tunnel something that’s been here for a long time?”


			“Remember how I said I got the cabin from my parents? Who got it from theirs?”


			“Yes.”


			“Well, my grandfather was a secret agent, and he was always fearful that someone was after him. He built this tunnel and prepared a hideout, where we are going now.”


			“I see. Wait. What about Dawna and Connie?”


			“Don’t worry. Dawna knows the plan. We will meet later.”


			“Okay.”


			I wonder why he didn’t tell me about this plan earlier. After walking for several minutes, we come to a dead end.


			“Here we go,” Jim says, pressing a button.


			I hear the faint sound of birds as another entranceway opens, a bright light shining through it.


			Jim glances at me briefly, then walks into the light; I follow him.


			We proceed into the middle of the forest where Grace and I used to wander.


			“I didn’t know this was here.”


			“That’s the whole point. Nobody knows. It is a promise I made to my parents, and it is a promise they made to theirs. Only in emergencies does it come into play,” Jim explains as he lifts a rock and presses another button.


			“Follow me. I’ll show you the bunker.” 


			The two of us walk through the trees for a few minutes, until a loud howl breaks the silence.


			Jim puts his hand on my chest and says, “Don’t move.”


			I glance up and see a pack of coyotes. We watch them cross in front of us, the last one turning its head in our direction. After looking into each other’s eyes for a few seconds, the coyote grunts, then  barks, before leaping at us with the rest of the pack.


			“Nairb, now would be a good time to set a tree on fire in their direction,” Jim says in a panicked tone.


			“I am trying! To start a fire.”


			“It’s not working, Jim.”


			“What do you mean it isn’t working?”


			“It’s not working!” I shout, looking at him.


			A dazzling white light figure appears in front of us, almost blinding us.


			Jim slaps my chest and says, “Run, Nairb, think about it later.”


			We both turn around and start sprinting through the forest.


			“Get up there quickly,” Jim says, pointing at a tall tree.


			Stopping in front of it, we clamber up, Jim first, with me right behind him, hearing the coyotes yelping. My right leg feels like it’s stuck on something when I try to lift it, and when I look down, I see a coyote holding on to my bottom pant leg with its teeth.


			“Get off!” I shout, moving my leg from side to side, kicking at the wild animal.


			It loses its grip and falls on its back. Quickly getting up, the rest of the pack join it, looking up and pacing around.


			I climb higher and sit beside Jim on a branch.


			“You alright?” he asks.


			Looking down at my ripped jeans, I reply, “Yes, I’m fine.”


			“That was close. We’ll be here for a while.”


			 “Yes, I think so,” I reply, glancing down at the coyotes.


			“Make yourself comfortable. Why didn’t you use your fire?”


			“I don’t know. I tried, and it didn’t work.”


			“Strange.”


			“Jim, it’s gone.”


			“What is?”


			“My ability to start a fire is gone.” 


			“Are you serious?”


			“Yes, I keep trying, but nothing happens.”


			“Your fire stopped working at the best time. Thank God for the bright light. It allowed us to flee on time.”


			“Yes, I was wondering what that white figure was?” 


			“Let’s not worry about it right now. We must figure out how to get down.”


			“We’ll wait until they lose interest. Do you remember the lake we were stuck on for a while?”


			#


			“Yes, Mom. Jim and I are taking the boat to the lake.”


			“Okay, just keep your distance.”


			“I’ll do that.”


			After reaching the boat, I get inside while Jim pushes it and jumps in. He grabs the motor’s handle and sits on the bench, pulling the line to turn it on. “Here we go,” I say as we slowly pass my mom, sitting in a beach chair, waving back at us as the boat moves away. The wind hits my face as Jim speeds up. My right hand touches the water as the boat bounces around, and the waves splash my face gently.


			“We are almost in the middle of the lake,” Jim announces loudly.


			He cuts the engine, and we cease moving. 


			“Why did you stop?” I ask, looking at him.


			“It just turned off; let me turn it back on,” Jim says, pulling the rusty reddish wire.


			Pulling the line a few times, his face turns red. “Nairb, we have a problem.”


			“What’s wrong?” I ask.


			“The motor is not starting,” Jim replies, sitting back down on the dump bench.


			“What do you mean it won’t turn on?” I inquire in a louder voice.


			“It won’t turn on. Oh, hey, did you eat?”


			“Yes, before we got to the boat. Why do you ask?” 


			“We are going to be here a while,” Jim says, looking at me.


			I lean against the side wall of the boat. 


			“What do you mean, a while?”


			“We won’t move, so we’ll have to wait until someone comes by.”


			I put my legs up on a bench in front of me and lean back, touching the inside of the boat’s front wood walls. The water gently rocks the boat up and down as I look from side to side, yawning as I close my eyes. 


			After hearing a strange sound, I immediately open my eyes and see a large green boat. 


			I get up and scream while waving, “Over here!” 


			Then I yell loudly to Jim to get up.


			“What?” Jim rubs his eyes.


			“There is a boat. Get up!”


			Jim turns his head to the right, then stands up, and we both scream and wave.


			Finally, we see the boat turn its direction toward us.


			“I remember being in that boat for a few hours. It’s good your mom wondered why we were gone for so long.”


			“Lucky us,” I say.


			Seeing the coyotes still pacing in circles, I lean against a thick branch.


			“Nairb, why don’t you move the time forward for a few hours? They should be gone by then.”


			“Okay, what time do you have?”


			“Twelve.”


			No matter how hard I concentrate on the tree, nothing happens.


			“Are you doing it? There is a coyote looking at me, showing its teeth.”


			“Yes, just hold on a sec. I’m having technical difficulties.”


			“Whenever you’re ready.” 


			A few moments pass by.


			“Did you do it?” Jim asks, looking down. “I still see them, Nairb.”


			“Well, Jim, I guess we’ll be stuck here for a while.”


			I readjust myself after slipping down in the tree a bit.


			“Are you okay?” 


			I lift my foot back up and say, “Yes, I’m fine, but my time forward is not working.”


			“It’s not working either?”


			“That’s what I said, Jim; it’s not working,” I reply loudly.


			“Can you fix it?”


			“I don’t know how.” 


			There is silence, as we know what is at stake. Jim’s expression shows that he is scared, but he says nothing.


			During our conversation, Grace’s voice echoed in my head as we reflected on the good old days.


			“Nairb, the coyotes have gone,” Jim exclaims, breaking the silence.


			I look down. “They’re gone!”


			I follow Jim as he descends slowly. Looking around, I ensure they are all gone before we put our feet on the ground.


			“Let’s go,” he says, patting my arm.


			“Thank you so much, Jim, for your help.”


			“No problem, Nairb. I’m sure you’d do the same,” Jim says with a smile.


			As we walk, I realize how colorful the trees are.


			After a minute, Jim says we have reached our destination.


			“Where? All I see are trees and shrubs.”


			“See those two trees that are touching?” he says, pointing at them.


			“Yes, what about them?”


			“There is a rock covering a black button behind them.


			Come on, let’s go!”


			A shout rings out as Jim runs toward the tree, me following him.


			“Now watch,” Jim says as we approach the tree. He lifts a rock covered in green moss and presses a black button.


			There is a loud sound. As I turn my head toward the noise, my eyes widen.


		


	

		

			 


			Chapter 3: Inside


			The rocky hill across from us appears to have another black door-shape opening, moving up and to the right, as if in a movie.


			“It just looked like a hill of rocks.”


			“Looks can be deceiving,” Jim says.


			“I never imagined there would be an entrance there. It looks so naturally hidden there.”


			“That’s the whole point, right? Come on, let’s go!”


			Upon approaching the black entrance, goosebumps form on my arms as I hear air being drawn in like a magnet. We enter, and we are surrounded by darkness.


			As the door closes behind us, rocks grind against one another as Jim flicks the switch, bringing the lights on revealing a tunnel.


			A red steel door appears after we walk a few feet.


			Jim grasps the handle and opens it.


			As we walk through, into a small room, the door closes behind me. In the corner is a bed, a sofa close by, with a small coffee table in front of it, gray wooden shelves with various items, and a small white fridge. This area has a stale smell. Jim takes a seat on the sofa, and I follow him. I fix my eyes on a black wire that is holding a light bulb from the ceiling.


			“What do you think?”


			“I like it,” I say. 


			“You will be safe here, and that door is your emergency exit.” Jim points behind the sofa to a white steel door.


			As Jim stands up, he walks over to the shelves, picks up a brown box, blows dust off it, and leaves a grayish cloud behind.


			He places the box on the coffee table, that has legs that look like they might buckle at any moment, and wipes the remaining dust off before he opens the box. Grabbing a white square, he pulls it up as he stands.


			“It looks like a television, Jim.”


			He pulls it out of the box and places it on the table. “I wonder if it still works?”


			Throwing the box aside, he removes the antennas from the back. After adjusting them to see if he can receive a signal, Jim hits the “On” switch.


			“Look, I’m on TV!” Jim exclaims, once the picture comes into view.


			It is suspected that Jim is assisting Nairb in his crimes. If you see him, don’t approach him; instead, contact the police immediately.


			“Look at us; we’re famous,” Jim says. 


			“Do me a favor and turn off the television.”


			Walking up to the set, Jim picks it up, looking red. Swinging his hands to the right, he releases the television, which shatters against the brick wall. A loud bang causes a small crack in the wall, and the rest of it falls to the floor.


			“There, no turning off required,” Jim says, looking at me.


			As a droplet runs down his face, I stay silent and let Jim have his moment. After a minute, he stands up straight.


			“Jim, your right hand has a cut.”


			He looks down. “So it does. I’m fine.”


			I pat the sofa. “No, you’re not! Sit beside me; maybe I’ll fix it.”


			Jim sits down beside me, and I grasp his hand.


			“Look! It disappeared. I think I still have it.”


			“Great!” Jim pulls his hand away. “Tomorrow, I will introduce you to Patty. She can help us.”


			Jim walks toward the shelves and picks up two dusty old cell phones, gently throwing one at me. “I’m sure you want to speak with your parents. You have thirty seconds, then hang up, as their phone is most likely monitored.”


			“Thanks, Jim. How do you know all this?”


			“Many things I know from Patty. Hence, these phones are from her.”


			As I flip open the phone, I touch the number pad with my shaky finger. Placing the receiver to my right ear, I hear it ringing.


			“Hello.”


			“Mom.”


			“Nairb, are you alright?”


			“Everything is fine, Mom.”


			“The police are searching for you and Jim, and you both appeared on television.”


			“Don’t worry, Mom, I know. I’m sorry, but I’m short on time.” The background noise intensifies with a rapid thumping sound.


			“Do you need anything?”


			“I’m okay. I just called you guys to let you know that everything is okay. I love you.”


			Just as I am about to hang up, my mom’s voice breaks into tears and she says, “We love you, son.”


			“Don’t worry, Nairb, you’ll get to see them again.” I glance at Jim with glossy eyes as he pats my back. Taking the cell phone, he separates the battery and places it on the table.


			“It’s my turn to make a call, to Patty,” Jim says, dialing, then hitting the speaker button and holding the phone out.


			After a few rings, she answers.


			“20, 20,” Patty says.


			“10, 10,” Jim replies.


			“Yes, 60, 79.”


			“40, 40.”


			“63,64.”


			“98, 98.”


			Jim hangs up and looks at me. “We are all set for this evening.”


			“Well, that was strange. You guys just spoke numbers.”


			“Our phone conversation might be monitored, so instead of words, we use number codes. 10, 10 means it is clear to come over. 98, 98 means okay; we will come this evening.” Jim takes out the batteries and places them on the table.


			“Interesting.”


			“Don’t worry. You will learn it. Come, let’s meet up with Dawna and Connie.”


			Rising from the sofa and pulling on the wire to turn off the light bulb, we slowly make our way toward the red steel door.


			Grasping the handle and opening it, I enter the pitch-black room, Jim following closely behind. As we take a few steps, Jim rushes forward and presses a button, causing me to hear grinding. As the opening widens, light rays become brighter. Placing my right hand in front of my eyes, I turn my head and gaze at Jim.


			“Let’s go.” Jim leads the way toward the light as I trail behind him.


			As we enter the light, hands shading our eyes, the trees and surrounding forest slowly come into view. Quickly, Jim runs behind the tree we had entered, lifts the rock, presses the button, and the entrance starts to close.


			Jim approaches me, taps my arm, and says, “Come on,” and then leads as I follow.


			We walk for a few minutes, until Jim spots Dawna and dashes toward her.


			I see a brown, dry, and cracked maple leaf falling behind Jim as he runs. When I double-turn my eyes, I glue them on it as it falls behind him. As everything else fades away, the falling leaf remains prominent. While observing the leaf, I notice police officers hiding behind the trees, their small black guns pointed toward the ground.


			“Jim, wait!” I exclaim.


			The police emerge from hiding, eliciting a scream from
me.


			I hear a piercing sound, then someone shouting, “Cease fire!” in the background.


			With wide, glossy eyes, Jim turns his head to look at me and drops to the ground, his knees hitting first.


		


	

		

			 


			Chapter 4: Jim
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			My body heats instantly as I bolt toward Jim, yelling, “Noooo,” and dashing left and right at full speed, dodging trees. I fall to my knees in front of him, and he looks asleep.
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