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			DEDICATION

			To Kathryn “Ryn” 
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			The Tibel

			Chapter 1
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			Amur Bay, Russia

			Dr. Markovic flipped the large basin over and ran her hand along its curved center. 

			At first touch, the ancient ceramic had sent a small jolt through her entire body. Perhaps people of a prior civilization had used this to wash their hands and faces. Maybe it had some ceremonial use. The prospect of unlocking its history sent a thrill of excitement down her spine. 

			This basin was something special.

			She tucked her loose brown hair back into her messy bun, then adjusted her glasses to examine the deep scratches on the basin’s surface. As an archaeologist, she knew the markings could have multiple meanings. They could be pictographs: images that told a story. Or they could be merely decorative. 

			As her soft dusting brush flicked into the creases of the bowl, an extraordinary sensation slithered through her. Everything went silent. The voices of her dig team faded, birds stopped chirping, and even the low hum of nature fell away, as if a bubble of sound protection had closed over her. Interesting . . .

			She jotted down her impressions in the notebook teetering on her knee. 

			Brown ceramic basin. Eighteen inches long by four inches deep. Appears to hold significant psychic energy. Telepathy interaction confirmed. Indicates support for theory about Arkaim.

			A hand tapped her shoulder, interrupting her note taking. She lowered the bowl into the plastic bin next to her. As soon as her fingers released it, her world once again filled with noise. 

			“Doctor,” a man said above her, “I think you’ll want to see this.” 

			She stood and dusted the dirt off her knees, then followed him to the excavation site on the south-side field.

			The south-side trench was about four feet deep, measured by rope and string, with each section carefully marked. As the doctor approached, another member of the excavation team grabbed their instruments and moved back to reveal what they had found. 

			“Oh my . . .” Dr. Markovic let the words slip as she stared into the hole, counting the number of symbols surrounding the cramped dig site. Kneeling, she reached down to touch one of the several stone pieces. 

			It felt like fire under her skin, and she drew her hand back in shock. A festering energy was spilling from the unearthed artifacts. What had they found? 

			

			“Quick, uncover them all!” She waved her hand, and her crew rushed to work. Her team was dedicated; they knew this could be what they were looking for. Proof Arkaim was the site of the ancestors: a dead civilization of perceptually gifted people who had come before them.

			Not even the lateness of the day could prevent their efforts. As night settled, the generators and flood lamps turned on, fully revealing the excavated relics. 

			Dr. Markovic couldn’t believe it. 

			There were seven of them. 

			Seven stone plates, each with a Tibel on it. The symbol of the Society of the Perceptually Gifted.

		

	
		
			The Convention

			Chapter 2

			It was raining. Again. 

			Not a great time to travel on the road. On top of that, the only snacks left were baby carrots, and the noise of his siblings was deafening in the packed minivan. But none of this bothered Franklin. He was too excited about their destination.

			“Jon, give Clara back her book,” Eugene cried from the back seat. 

			Frank glanced back to see his twin brother smirking at him, holding a brightly colored book titled Learn Your ABCs. 

			“Calm yourself there, Genie. I was just going to read it to her.” 

			“Boys, do I have to come back there?” Dad warned from the passenger seat. 

			A space-themed ringtone started going off. 

			“My phone!” Jon patted down his pockets. 

			“They’re eleven! I’m thirteen, and you won’t let me have a cell phone.” Eugene crossed his arms. For their birthday, Frank and Jon had each gotten a cell phone, much to the uproar of their older brother.

			“Soon enough, Eugene. Your brothers go to school far away, and we need to be able to contact them. Plus, having a phone makes it easier for them to stay in touch with their friends,” Dad said. 

			“Hi, Mira!” Jon answered the call. “Wait, let me put you on video!” Leaning over the middle seat, Jon positioned the phone so Frank could see Mira’s face. 

			“Hey, guys! When are you getting here?” Mira smiled while fiddling with her dark brown curls. 

			“Tell her we’re about two hours out,” Mom shouted from the driver’s seat.	

			“I can hear you, Mrs. Reed! I can’t wait till you’re here. I don’t see anyone I know, though Dad seems to know everyone at the convention so far.” 

			Frank had been looking forward to the convention for what felt like ages. The multiday gathering of gifted people and their families was held secretly each year in a different state. This year, it was in Jacksonville, Florida—close enough for Frank’s family to attend. 

			It made sense that Mira’s father would be popular at the convention. Mr. Camacho was on the school board for West Hills, the only school for perceptually gifted children. A school Frank had missed over the summer. 

			His experiences at West Hills made being home seem dull in comparison. Even his friends Jessica and Carver had been a little distant. They had made new friends over the past year, and although he and Jon had hung out with them a couple times over the summer, the twins couldn’t tell them much about their new school or their special gifts. 

			“It’s to protect our people,” Mom had told them. “You never know who has good intentions and who doesn’t. Other people, they just don’t understand us.”

			The only things that kept Frank from dying of loneliness were his siblings and his new phone, which let him talk with his friends Mira, Nathan, and Damien. 

			It would be good to see Mira again.

			When they finally arrived at the convention hotel a little over two hours later, Frank’s loud family—who had been stuck all day in close quarters—poured out of the minivan to stretch their arms and legs. Everyone grabbed for their luggage at once as soon as Dad opened the back of the car. The mad scramble nearly started an avalanche of suitcases. 

			Frank set the wheels of his new roller luggage on the ground, then followed everyone inside to the check-in counter. 

			His mouth dropped open at the sight of the hotel’s atrium. A glass roof covered an enormous courtyard, from which one could view every level of the sixteen-story building. Several hotel guests peered down at him from their room’s inward-facing balconies. The courtyard’s sparkling marble floors were broken up by large landscaped sections, lush with greenery. A large fig tree scaled up several floors, with tiny twinkling lights that reminded Frank of fireflies woven into its branches. This had to be the nicest place he had ever stayed. 

			His family didn’t travel often; going anywhere with five children was expensive. But his parents had managed to take them to Disney World once, since it was within driving distance and they could stay at their Aunt Franny’s house in Orlando. 

			“Look, Frank!” Jon pointed to the symbol on the banner hanging over the lobby: a crying eye surrounded by six spurs in a sunlike pattern. Each spur had a dot at its end. Another two dots swirled around the eye, while two wavy lines shot out from its side. It was the West Hills school symbol.

			“What’s that doing here?” 

			“The school logo is also called a Tibel,” Mom said. “Our people use the Tibel as a symbol of our community. It goes back thousands of years.” 

			The hotel staff seemed nonchalant about a crowd of gifted people gathering on their premises—there was probably a new convention at the hotel each week. None of the staff appeared curious about the true meaning of the symbol. Perhaps they assumed it had religious affiliations or was the emblem of some educational institution. 

			Frank reached into his shirt for the stardust stone hanging from his neck, unconsciously rubbing the smooth surface of the pendant. Dr. Harrison had given it to him last year so he could control his telepathic powers outside of school. The stardust stone held back unwanted voices. He didn’t wear it at home; the voices of his family were easy to manage. But hearing thousands of people at the convention would be overwhelming, especially since many of them also had the ability to read minds. 

			Frank rolled his small luggage bag into their family hotel suite. The suite consisted of two bedrooms, a small kitchen area, and a living room. The walls were a soft orange color, and black and gold throw pillows adorned the white furniture. 

			“All right, Eugene and Peter get the bunks in the first room, Clara gets the twin bed, and Frank and Jon will share the pullout bed,” Mom said before anyone could call dibs. 

			Frank and Jon both glanced at the hide-a-bed couch and shrugged. Better than rooming with Eugene.

			“What’s for dinner?” Peter asked, his nose buried in A Wrinkle in Time. Clara sat on her suitcase, combing the fur of her teddy bear, but Frank noticed her head lift at the mention of dinner.

			“I could eat just about anything right now,” Eugene moaned. Recently, he seemed to be eating more, and his arms and torso were becoming stockier. 

			“I’ll take that bet.” Jon laughed.

			“Don’t be a jerk, Jon.” Eugene glared at him.

			“OK, boys . . . I’ll see if we can get some pizza delivered.” Dad’s announcement was met with cheers.

			“This is a hotel. We have neighbors, kids,” Mom reminded them.
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			After they’d been excused from dinner, Mom gave Frank and Jon permission to meet up with Mira. 

			Jonathan jumped at the idea of exploring the hotel. Hotels were so cool. Big machines whose only purpose was to make ice existed on every floor. If you needed towels, you called someone on the phone to deliver them to you. You could even order food right to the hotel room. But Jon’s favorite was the elevator. 

			The elevator had a TV on one shiny wall that displayed photos of the pool and restaurant; occasionally an ad would play on it too. A TV in the elevator! Jon couldn’t believe it.

			After riding up and down a couple times, Jon finally pressed the button for the second floor. All the convention rooms were on that level, and that was where Mira had asked to meet them. 

			The boys got off the elevator and waited, Frank holding his last slice of pizza as a travel snack. Large monitors set up in the hall displayed maps and lists of sessions for the next day. But the session titles didn’t make sense. 

			Theun Gemish Tome -1 p.m. Glades Room

			Keptin Helom Py -2 p.m. Figs Roo

			Currenus Fonlict - 3 p.m. Mangroves Room

			Was it written in gibberish? 

			“What do you think these sessions are about, Frank?” Jon asked.

			“I don’t know—” 

			“There you two are . . .” Mira skidded to a halt in front of them and put her hands on her knees to catch her breath. “Sorry it took me so long. I got delayed by my dad!”

			“Mira!” Frank yelled as she pulled them into a surprise group hug. 

			After untangling himself, Jon noticed Mira was wearing a tank-top dress with a ribbon tied around her waist. He couldn’t remember ever seeing Mira in a dress before. She preferred comfortable clothes that were easy to climb in and wouldn’t tear. Though a little surprised, he had to admit the lilac color was pretty. 

			Mira glanced between them. “What were you doing?” 

			“Trying to read the sign. What language is this?” Frank pointed to the monitor. 

			“It’s in many languages. It’s been impressioned.”

			“Impressioned?” Jon asked. “What is that?”

			“Here, I’ll show you.” Mira grabbed Jon’s hand and pressed it against the monitor. The letters started rearranging themselves:

			Keynote Speaker: Dr. Slava Markovic 

			A Study of Arkaim: The Russian Stonehenge 

			Main Auditorium 

			9 a.m.

			“Wow! I didn’t know that was possible.” Jon pulled his hand back, and the letters scrambled again. Frank reached out and touched the sign, and the letters once again rearranged themselves into English. 

			“Cool, huh? It translates into any language depending on who’s touching it. Only advanced psychics can program it. I can’t wait until I learn how.” Mira took an arm of each twin and pulled them close. “Come on. This isn’t where you want to hang out. Let me show you around.”

			Jon hadn’t initially planned on getting dragged down the hallway, but he was interested in how a gifted people’s convention ran. They passed one room meant for gifted kids to have sessions. 

			“They’ll have guest speakers and demonstrations here. It’s not a place where the kids go to get babysat. They have some good information. I think you’ll both like it. In fact, last year I learned a lot about coping.” She sighed, and Jon nodded his head. 

			He got her meaning. It wasn’t easy living with such a big secret—one you didn’t have the best control over. To be honest, his gift of seeing the future seemed to be getting harder and harder to control, not easier. It had started to impact his sleep. McClery, his gifts teacher, had instructed Jon to keep a dream journal, but sometimes he just couldn’t remember all the details. Well . . . except for one dream.

			“This is the marketplace.” Mira pointed to a massive room with hundreds of tables arranged into aisles. “It’s my favorite place at the convention. So many things to see—but be careful what you touch.” She winked at Jon, and he couldn’t help smiling mischievously back. 

			“What’s this room?” Frank’s hand touched a sign on the other side of the wall. “It says ‘Neming Sessions.’”

			“That’s for the Nemings.” Mira raised an eyebrow at their confused expressions. “You don’t know what Nemings are?”

			“No,” Jon replied.

			“Oh, I thought you would, since . . .” She pressed her lips together. “Nemings are people without perceptual gifts.” 

			“You mean people like Eugene and my dad.” Jon couldn’t keep the defensiveness out of his tone.

			“Look, it isn’t a bad term,” Mira tried to explain. “It’s just a word. Everyone is gifted, but most people are not perceptually gifted.”

			“I guess it’s better than non-gifted or ungifted . . .” Frank sighed. “What happens in there?”

			“Well, it’s mostly education. To help family members understand what their brothers, sisters, or spouses experience. A discussion on what our world is like. They can ask questions, learn the basics.”

			“So, what about Clara and Peter? Will they go there tomorrow too?” Jon asked.

			“No, they’re the unknown children. There’s a play area and education session for them. I went to it when I was little. It goes over the different gifts and how to tell if you’re experiencing one.”

			“Well, that would have been nice,” Frank said. “I wish I could’ve had that option. At least Clara and Peter will.”

			Jon nodded. It hadn’t been easy for them when they discovered their unique gifts. Frank had come home from school with his head full of voices; Jon had been plagued by strange dreams and shadows that came true before his eyes. 

			After the society discovered they were gifted, Jon and Frank had quickly been enrolled in school and shipped off to the other side of the country—without any time to process their big life change. 

			

			“Have you seen anyone else from school?” Jon asked. 

			“Not yet, but I’m sure we will tomorrow when everything starts.” 

			“Boys!” Dr. Harrison appeared at the other end of the hall, walking toward them with their mother. The older man clapped the twins on the shoulders. “We were just looking for you all.”

			Dr. Harrison led the group to a comfortable table in the hotel lobby, where he regaled them with tales of Mom and Aunt Gladys from when they were kids. Jon enjoyed Dr. Harrison’s stories, but he could barely stifle a yawn as the evening wore on. Before long, Mom interrupted to say it was about time everyone headed to bed to rest up for the big day. 

			Tomorrow, the convention would host thousands of gifted people. 

			Yes, tomorrow would be a big day. 

			Despite his tiredness, sleep did not come easily for Jon. He tossed and turned on the pullout bed, trying hard not to wake Frank, though his brother was known to sleep like a rock. 

			This wasn’t Jon’s first restless night over the summer. He’d been having trouble sleeping for weeks. Knowing how his parents and siblings worried, he had kept his insomnia a secret.

			What kept him awake was the fear of his recurring dream. 

			He had described the dream in detail over and over in his journal, and he itched to discuss it with his teacher, Mr. McClery. But despite multiple emails to his mentor, he’d never received an answer. After weeks of no response, Jon had finally given up. 

			At one point, he almost brought it up to his parents, but he chickened out. Mom would only worry, and Dad would be nervous and unsure of what to do. Jon’s gift made his father uncomfortable. 

			So Jon tried to sleep as little as possible. Sometimes he would sneak into the kitchen at night to make a cup of coffee. He hated the taste of it, but it did help him stay awake.

			In the end, though, the sleepless nights started to catch up with him. He would drift off to sleep here and there when no one was looking. Small catnaps seemed to be the best way to get rest.

			Rubbing his eyes for the fifth time, Jon turned toward his brother and eyed the stardust stone around his neck. It wasn’t the first time he’d thought about taking the necklace from Frank to try and get a full night’s sleep. The stone wouldn’t take his gift away, but it would make it easier to manage. Frank had let him try it on before, and it made things feel . . . less real. Maybe the necklace could allow him some hours of blissful rest. 

			He knew taking it would be selfish, but the thought of reliving his last dream made him desperate. 

			With trembling hands, Jon unclasped the necklace from his brother’s neck, then shook his head and clasped it back. Pulling the covers more tightly around him, he rolled away from Frank and buried his head in his pillow. He hated himself for even trying. 

			It wasn’t long before Jon’s eyelids grew heavy. Losing the battle for consciousness, he fell asleep. 

			Someone was there. 

			Someone stood over him, watching, whispering unintelligible words in a raspy, snarly voice. Were they asking him questions or demanding answers? Jon couldn’t tell. 

			He was sitting on the floor in the middle of McClery’s cottage at school, the place he often spent hours doing his lessons. The door to the hall was ajar, and the light pouring through the crack silhouetted a shadow creature. Jon could feel its presence even when he wasn’t looking at it—a dark mass, watching him. That feeling of being watched made his skin crawl. 

			It started moving, stretching closer—its arms and fingers distorting as it reached out to touch him. Then it pulled back with a hiss and scurried to a corner of the room. There it changed shape to an almost human figure around the height of a child. Two light brown eyes popped open to stare at him. “I’m coming for you,” the strange voice said and giggled.

			Jon’s eyes burst open. He sat up on the pullout bed to steady his breathing, sweat soaking the front of his soccer pajamas. 

			A quick peek at the clock on the wall showed the time to be 3:00 a.m. Jon groaned. He’d only slept an hour and a half. With a deep, shaky breath, he leaned over his brother, unclasped the necklace, and put it on. Touching his sleeping brother’s short red hair, Jon whispered his apology before lying down and slipping into a numb slumber.

		

	
		
			The Russian Stonehenge

			Chapter 3

			The buzzing in Frank’s head grew louder and louder until he snapped awake. He pressed one hand to his forehead and reached for his stardust stone with the other—only to find the necklace gone. After patting the sheets and blankets, he finally got up to dig around. 

			When Jon saw him struggling, he helped Frank fold the pullout bed back into the couch. Where the bed frame had been, the stardust stone necklace lay in a little heap on the ground. Frank snatched up the chain with relief, and the buzzing instantly stopped, the world of noises balancing again.

			One of the bedroom doors opened, and Mom and Eugene walked into the living space.

			“Why do I have to go to the convention? It’s not like I have anything to do with these weirdos,” Eugene whined.

			“Excuse me, that is enough name-calling.” Mom gave Eugene an unhappy glare, and their brother wilted. “You’re going.”

			“Gene, you and I’ll spend the day together. It’ll be nice. You’ll see.” Dad ruffled Eugene’s hair. Frank had to stifle a laugh as Genie quickly looked in the mirror to adjust his curly bangs.

			“Fine. Whatever.” 

			After breakfast, Frank’s family took the elevator to the second floor and headed to the opening ceremonies in the main auditorium. Rows of chairs went so far back in the huge room that the convention center had set up extra screens so people in the back rows could see what was happening. The Reed family sat somewhere in the middle, close enough to see the large projector screens but far enough away that Frank couldn’t see the podium. 

			Hundreds of people milled about, talking, shaking hands, and hugging as if they hadn’t seen each other in years. Music played on stage until an emcee came out with a handheld microphone. There was a short comedy skit, followed by a heartwarming welcome. Then the podium was turned over to the keynote speaker, Dr. Markovic.

			The woman wore black pants, a blouse, and a tailored jacket, her brown hair stacked neatly on her head. “What we have learned in Russia this summer will change what we know about the world, and about ourselves.” She tapped a remote, and the screen displayed a photo of an archaeological dig site. “Arkaim is the Stonehenge of Russia. These mysterious ruins have been the stuff of legend since their discovery in 1987. We have had several breakthroughs in understanding the people who inhabited this area, and those who were gifted during that time.” 

			Frank didn’t really understand most of what Dr. Markovic said, although the adults seemed interested. The doctor used a laser pointer to focus in on details of the pictures displayed on the screen. Most of them showed a site called Arkaim, an ancient structure said to have been a place to study the stars.

			With a yawn, Frank slouched in his seat and peered at his siblings. Peter was watching Dr. Markovic with interest, Eugene was asleep, and Clara had a notepad and pile of scented markers in her lap. Next to him, Jon mimicked his slouched posture, his feet pressed against the chair in front of him. He was taking selfies with his new phone while making weird faces.

			Seeing the phone reminded Frank he had downloaded a new game, so he reached into his pocket and started the app up. As he finished his first level, he suddenly got the sense that someone was watching him. He glanced up at the image of Dr. Markovic on the screen. She was staring into the camera as she spoke. 

			Hello, Franklin, a voice said in his head.

			Frank could have sworn Dr. Markovic had sent the telepathic greeting, but she went on giving her lecture as if nothing had happened. He shook his head and turned to look at the crowd behind him. Everyone was still listening. 

			Touching the stardust stone on his chest, Frank sucked in a deep breath. Telepathy was an interesting gift. Hundreds of gifted people were in the room; anyone could have sent him the message. Perhaps it just appeared to be Dr. Markovic. It didn’t make any sense for her to know who he was, let alone care enough to speak to him.

			He turned back to his game and promptly forgot about the message. Soon, everyone was dismissed to their first sessions. 

			

			“I see Mira. Come on!” Jon pulled his sleeve.

			Frank had to dart through dozens of adults to keep up with Jon as they made their way to the other side of the room, where Mira stood waving at them. Reunited, the three headed down the hall to a large room reserved for West Hills students. 

			“Hey, look!” Jon pointed to a thin young man with thick square glasses at the front of the room. “It’s Professor Wyatt, our math teacher.”

			Professor Wyatt was the only adult in the room they recognized. He taught not only math but also sagacity at West Hills. 

			“I think he’s the one leading our session today,” Mira said. “Come on, let’s find a place to sit.” 

			Frank surveyed the room and saw many familiar faces—including a couple people from his house—but no one he knew well. Part of him wished he’d spent more time getting to know other students besides his close circle of friends. At least they had Mira with them. 

			Professor Wyatt cleared his throat and pulled at his dress shirt collar. When the shuffling and murmuring of kids continued, he tapped the mic. “Um, attention, students.” His voice could barely be heard over the rumble of kids greeting each other after a long summer break. “Students, if I could get your attention. It’s time to get—” 

			“Hey!” an adult to the left shouted, and the room got quiet. 

			“Um, thank you.” Professor Wyatt adjusted his glasses and shuffled through the notes on the table next to him. “OK, well...” He paused and took a gulp of water. Frank thought he seemed even more nervous now than he had been at school. “All right, today we are going to talk about professions. We have several guest speakers. I, um, would like to ask you all to be courteous and hold your questions to the end, when you can ask the panel.”

			The session was good, all in all. First, Professor Wyatt talked about how he became a teacher, what he did to prepare for the job, and why it was a good fit for him. He was followed by a scientist who was a sage, a disaster response person who was  telekinetic, a pathologist who was a psychic, and a psychologist who was an empath. They loved their work; Frank could tell by the way they talked about how their gifts helped people. 

			The last speaker wore a military uniform. He appeared toward the end, and Frank got the impression Professor Wyatt didn’t relish the idea of introducing him to the group. “This is Colonel Rodriguez from the United States Marines.”

			“Hello, boys and girls.” The man said with a deep but warm voice. 

			The podium was small in comparison to the colonel’s height and broad shoulders which made him appear like a uniformed giant. Glancing around the room of kids, he seemed aware of his position and adjusted his posture into a more relaxed state—plastering on a scrunched-up smile. 

			“It’s a great honor to be here and discuss what your specific talents could do for our country. You have a particular set of skills that could be used in a multitude of the nation’s armed forces. These professions are some of the most respected in the country.” 

			

			As the man went on to lecture them about the benefits of serving in the military, Frank wrinkled his nose and whispered to Mira next to him, “He isn’t telepathic, is he?”

			“I don’t think so. My dad says the military invite themselves every year, hoping to recruit more of the gifted. Dad’s never trusted the relationship between our society and the government.” 

			Jon hushed them, his eyes focused on the colonel at the front. Frank raised his eyebrows. Was Jon considering the military as a career? 

			After everyone had spoken, the students were allowed to ask questions, and the session continued until the lunch break. By that time, Frank was famished. 

			“Meet me at the marketplace after lunch!” Mira said.
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			“You won’t believe it!” Peter exclaimed. “A woman in our class got Clara to laugh.” 

			Jon took a bite of his turkey sandwich, then grimaced as he pulled out the tomatoes. He was still mulling over what Colonel Rodriguez had told them about joining the armed forces. Many of the presented professions highlighted different gifts, but none talked about his gift. The colonel said the military had a place for any gift or ability; they would grow up to do good things with their talents, help people, and protect the country. It sounded enticing. 

			

			Jon’s thoughts were interrupted by a strange conversation between Dad, Mom, and Eugene. Genie was sitting back in his chair, arms crossed, responding to questions in one-word sentences. 

			“It was a very informative session,” Dad said. He nudged Eugene in the side a little. “I think we’re still processing much of it. Right, Eugene?” 

			Eugene nodded.

			“What about you, Peter?” Jon watched his younger brother’s eyes widen. 

			“I got to watch people move things with their minds, and one person read a book in, like, three minutes. It was awesome!” 

			Frank recapped what happened in their session until lunch ended. After that they met Mira at the marketplace, which was now crowded with people. 

			She tugged on Jon’s sleeve as soon as they walked up. “Come on, let’s go!”

			All along the first row, merchants were selling fascinating wares. A dealer of psychic cards supervised customers who touched and played with different decks until one felt right. Several authors signed books as they sold them. One book, Secrets of Aries, had a picture of a ram on the cover. A handful of novelty vendors sold orbs and jewelry, one of which looked like the Guardian of Whispers from the oracle room at school. 

			“Those aren’t real,” Mira commented as they passed by. “People just like to decorate their homes with them sometimes. You’re the only one I know who can actually use future-seeing objects.”

			“What about those?” Frank pointed toward the end of the row. Spanning several booths were locked glass cases filled with old-looking objects.

			“Wow . . .” The word slipped past Jon’s lips as the three of them peered past the glass. Animal and human bones—as well as ancient pottery, daggers, tools, and other intriguing items—lined the display shelves. A man glared at them when Frank put his hand on the glass.

			“What are these for? Can people buy them?” Jon asked.

			“No.” Mira shook her head. “They aren’t for sale. Some people would tell you they belong to us all. They’re artifacts displayed for viewing, but they’ll also be evaluated by the most advanced psychics. There’s a lot we can learn from these items. Mrs. Gonzales told me about it. Look, there she is!”

			The older woman had her gray-and-black hair braided to the side, and she was smiling as she answered the questions of another woman in the booth. Jon had always liked Mrs. Gonzales, who taught psychic students at West Hills; she’d been nice to him even when things had gotten . . . bad at school.

			Last year, he’d been accused of stealing an artifact and was almost expelled. Several of the teachers had believed him innocent, and in the end, he was found not guilty of the crime. 

			As he walked along the next aisle of booths, it became harder for Jon to squeeze through the taller adults, many of whom had stopped to observe something or were heading in the other direction. After a few minutes of getting jostled, he glanced behind him to check on his brother. 

			“Mira, wait!” 

			She turned around, and a passerby bumped into her. 

			“Where’s Frank?”
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