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It was on a Sunday when it entered John’s life and
thoughts. More specifically, it was during a Sunday afternoon visit
to one of his closest friends, Kris Sharp. That afternoon he
traveled from his apartment in the center of the city of Wichita to
her apartment on the east side of the city.

When John and Kris spoke of Wichita as a “city,” they
meant it. Wichita wasn’t some oversized Kansas farm town trying to
pass as an urban metropolis. There were over 300,000 people within
its borders, and more than half a million within the entire metro
area.

Kris’s place was in a two-story complex surrounded by
midlevel to upscale apartments, condos, and suburban housing
developments. There were about a dozen fast-food places within a
mile of her, along with about as many actual restaurants, two or
three times as much office space, and a few mega-marts.

John envied her situation somewhat. Although downtown
redevelopment had been going on for a decade and a half, he didn’t
have near as much close to him as she did to her. Nor did he have
as much choice in living arrangements. He could do what he did,
take a cheap, tiny, older apartment, or move into an upscale loft,
which he couldn’t afford.

“That’s the benefit of office
management over museum work,” she had put it more than
once.

Kris opened the door a moment after he touched the
buzzer button. “Hey, John,” she said, “c’mon in.”

“Thanks.” He stepped inside. “How
was last night?”

She motioned towards the couch that sat along one
wall of the living room of her apartment. “Have a seat, and I’ll
tell you the unhappy details.”

He sat down at one end of the dark-shaded couch. She
sat down at the opposite end. Like always, she kept what she called
a “friend’s space” between them.

“Well,” she began in her medium-high
singsong voice, “for starters, turns out he’s a boring
conversationalist. All he could talk about was the sports stuff he
did with his friends outside of work.”

“And that’s bad?”

“It is if it’s nothing but watching
sports with his ‘buds,’ and playing sports with his ‘buds,’ and
playing sports with his coworkers.”

“Dumb jock, huh?”

“No, not dumb, so much as
dull.”

“There’s a difference?”

“I guess so. Not much, but some. Oh,
but that’s not all.”

“What? He eat his steak with his
hands?”

“No. I happened to tell him that I
have some male friends, including you, who I’m close to. He asked
if they were gay. I said no, and he said, and I quote, ‘I’m not
sure about chicks having straight guy friends.’” She imitated his
voice for obvious effect.

“Cute.”

“Yeah, like somehow I might cheat on
him with one of my friends.”

“And he actually said ‘chicks,’ not
‘women,’ or ‘gals, or even ‘girls.’ He really said
‘chicks?’”

“Yeah.”

“And he knew he was going out to
dinner with an office professional, not some glorified
secretary?”

“I thought so.”

“So, two dates and out?”

“Yeah. It’s a little too bad,
though. He’s really hot. Would’ve been nice to see him in his
birthday suit.”

“I dunno, Kris. Sounds like he’d
rather go to bed with a ‘chick’ with boobs.”

“Yeah, probably.”

Kris glanced at the television across from the couch.
It was on, and images seemed to catch her eye. “Have you heard
about that?”

“About what?” He turned to look. He
had to watch for a moment; she’d muted the sound.

“There’s been some sort of leak at
some government lab back east,” she said. “They’ve alerted local
authorities to close off the nearby towns.”

“Sounds serious. Is it?”

“I’m not sure. The last report I saw
said the alert was just a precaution.”

“Why would they seal off the area if
there’s a leak? Wouldn’t they evacuate the area
instead?”

“I don’t think it’s a chemical
leak.”

“What, like a virus?”

“No one’s been able to find out, but
that would be my guess, if they’re sealing off instead of
evacuating.”

“When did this happen?”

“The last hour or so.”

“Well, if that’s all anyone knows,
there’s no point it watching just in case maybe some little snippet
comes out.”

“Yeah.” She started to reach behind
her, then she stopped. She looked back at the set; the remote was
next to it. She got up from the couch to turn it off.

For a moment John got to see one of her most
attractive features. Not only did she, in his opinion, have a cute
face, but she also had a tight little butt. Like always, the
instant he looked at her butt, he felt guilty about it.

Kris was a very good friend, perhaps his closest
friend. He counted on her advice as much as she counted on his. If
someone ever asked him if he’d prefer to remain friends, or to go
beyond friendship and date, he thought he’d almost certainly choose
friendship.

Not that, he would also have to admit, if the
opportunity presented itself, he wouldn’t mind if he and she became
boyfriend and girlfriend. They had many things in common. She was
attractive and intelligent. She had many of the qualities he looked
for in a girlfriend.

The only way he would want their relationship to head
in that direction was if she was “the one.” He prized their
friendship. If they went further, and it didn’t work out, they
probably couldn’t remain friends. There were just enough
differences, especially about religion, for there to be a real
chance that it wouldn’t work out. When it came right down to it,
she was his friend, and he had no business thinking about her in
any other way.

Not that he could always do that. He could lapse,
from time to time.

She turned off the television and sat back down. “So,
John, I told you how my date went. Don’t you have any stories to
share?”

“Not today, and I might not for some
time.”

“Why not?”

“Well, this week the Professor told
us he wants to put on a Kansas history exhibit at the
museum.”

“What kind of exhibit?”

“That’s what we have to come up
with. The staff has to think up a theme, figure out what’s in the
collection that could we could show for that exhibit, locate other
material outside the museum if it’s needed, then outline a basic
plan for promoting the exhibition.”

“Isn’t all that his job?”

“Well, yes and no.”

“Choose one, John.”

“Well, it is and it isn’t. Usually
he does come up with the themes for the special exhibits. This time
around he wants one of us to take the lead on one.”

“Why?”

“Well, I don’t know if you’ve ever
noticed, but unlike other museums our staff is a lot younger than
our boss.”

“No, I didn’t, but now that you
mention it, I guess you’re right.”

“So, one of the things he’s been
thinking about is how to get a younger crowd to come through the
museum. People our age, twenties and thirties. His idea is to get
one of us out in front on a project. Maybe if people our age around
the city see that person, they’ll think the museum isn’t just for
school kids and senior citizens.”

“Okay. Do you have a theme
yet?”

“No. We just got tasked Friday.
We’ve got a week to come up with our plans.”

“Well, I can see that, if your plan
got picked, you’d be pretty busy. But what if yours isn’t picked?
That’s not going to keep you from going on dates, is
it?”

“Probably, yeah. I mean, in some
ways, it doesn’t matter who comes up with the theme for this
exhibit. I’m still the promotions manager, and still assistant
curator for American history. I’ll be involved, no matter
what.”

“But your work, that’s what, late
spring into summer?”

“Yeah, it’s supposed to start after
Memorial Day.”

“But it’s barely March
now.”

“Yeah, but on top of this project,
everyone else is taking early spring vacations from now till
Easter. I agreed to hold off on my spring vacation.”

“Why?”

“Money. The Professor’s willing to
give me a temporary raise if I work through, plus an extra week’s
vacation when I can take off later this year.”

“So, you’re gonna put off dating now
to get time and money for later?”

“Yeah.”

“And that date you went on a few
weeks ago? That didn’t happen to figure into your going along with
this?”

“Yeah. I dunno, Kris. I’m just not
meeting the kind of women I really want to. I don’t have any good
ideas, and you’ve pretty much given me all the help you could.
Maybe spending time at work will help. Who knows? Maybe this
exhibit will introduce me to the woman I’ve been looking
for.”

“Maybe. Hey, maybe that lab mess will turn out like
Outbreak, only with a dark ending. Then you’d never have to worry
about dating ever again.”

“Gee, Kris, for a person of faith,
that’s a pretty grim suggestion.”

“Yeah? Well, for an agnostic, you’re
pretty optimistic.”

***

Three Sundays later John returned to Kris’ apartment.
This time, after opening the door, she didn’t greet him with a wave
and a gesture. She hugged him, tighter than she ever had
before.

“Thanks for coming.”

“Sure.”

They both sat down on the couch. Kris picked up the
remote, and used it to motion at the television. “You’ve been
keeping up with the news?”

“Of course.”

“So that plague, it’s really going
around?”

“Looks like it, yeah. You
scared?”

“Yeah. A little.” She sighed. “Maybe
more than a little.”

“Enough that you’d want to go back
home?”

She shook her head. “This would be the worst possible
time for me to go back to my folks. Dad would be all over this
story. He’d be talking about the apocalypse twenty-four-seven.
Wouldn’t be at all comforting.”

“Have you at least
called?”

“I tried talking to Mom. All she
could talk about was what Dad was saying, and that if I didn’t come
home I’d be damned.”

“Tell me, Kris, and I don’t mean to
sound flip, but did that surprise you?”

“Yeah, actually it did. I’d have
thought, with this plague going around, maybe they’d want me to
come back, no conditions. Y’know, better to be together at a time
like this? I guess they’re just too set in their ways to give in,
even now.”

“That’s too bad.”

“Yeah. And the thing of it, this
isn’t at all like Revelations.”

“No, I haven’t seen anything to say
that.”

“Neither have I. And believe it or
not, I have actually been looking.”

“I don’t blame you for it,
Kris.”

“Thanks. So, what are we going to
do?”

“What do you mean?”

“Well, should we keep up our
routines? I mean, it seems like that thing is spreading like
wildfire.”

“The Professor’s closed the museum.
People aren’t exactly going to come out at a time like this, even
if this plague doesn’t wipe out everyone.”

“I don’t know if the firm will shut
down. No one’s heard anything all week.”

“Accounting matters, even with this
weird plague going around?”

“Guess so.” She frowned an instant
later. “Weird? What do you mean by that?”

“You haven’t been keeping up
online?”

“No, just on TV. Why?”

“One of the blogs I usually read
made reference to another blog. That blog said that someone who got
this plague and survived was able to move marbles around their
floor without pushing them.”

“No way. That’s just a web
rumor.”

“No, I did some more research.
There’s a couple other blogs that have similar stories. One even
claims to be from an actual survivor.”

“Yeah, but how could you know for
sure?”

“I dunno. But I found other strange
reports while surfing.”

“They can’t be true.”

“Well, that’s what I thought at
first. Then I gave the whole thing a bit more thought. Why would
someone make this stuff up now? There’s no money in it. There’s no
reason to try to make yourself famous on a mainstream newscast.
It’s not like you’d be saying something that could get the
government to shut you down, since governments are all a little too
busy right now. It just seems illogical to post that sort of stuff
if it isn’t true.”

“So, what, this is a disease that,
if you survive it, you get psychic powers?”

“I wish I knew.”

“Yeah. I wish someone would tell us
more information.”

“Yeah. So, Kris, what’s your
plan?”

“I just don’t know. What should I
do?”

“Well, and don’t take this the wrong
way, but I think I should move in.”

“With me?”

“Just to look out for
you.”

“John,...”

“Look, you’re not tall and strong,
Kris.”

“Yeah, but you’re not that tall and
strong, either.”

“Taller and stronger than
you.”

“Okay, fine. But,
still,...”

“What are you going to do for
food?”

“I can cook.”

“Cook what? How much canned stuff do
you have around? Y’know, canned meats and vegetables?”

“Canned?”

“Yeah, canned. Canned foods are
gonna last at least a few months, if the power goes
out.”

“Wait. You think the power’s gonna
go out?”

“It could. The system will keep
going on its own for some amount of time, but if there aren’t
enough people to keep an eye on it, they’ll probably shut it down
for safety reasons. And that doesn’t take into account lines
breaking due to the weather. I doubt any crews are going to get
sent out to maintain residential power if the crews are getting
sick. They’ll probably concentrate on keeping hospitals connected
to the grid.”

“I guess I hadn’t thought about
that.”

“I have.”

“Well, what if the power goes out?
Then what?”

“What do you do, Kris?”

“I dunno. You tell me.”

“Then, can I stay?”

“John,...”

He raised his hands. “Look, Kris, I just can’t sit
here and tell you everything that you might need to know.”

“Why not?”

“Because I don’t know everything
that’s going to happen. Maybe the water and sewer go out before the
power does.”

“Oh.”

“And anyway, my situation isn’t that
great.”

“What? Living in downtown? You’re
afraid of your neighbors?”

“No, not at all. You’re here on the
east side of the city. You’ve got two or three mega-marts within a
mile of you. My place is two or three miles from the nearest
grocery store, and farther from a mega-mart.”

“So?”

“So, if I’m going to make it, I need
to be close to where the food is. That means I have to find someone
to live with who’s close.”

“And there’s no one
else?”

“No one who doesn’t already have a
significant other or a family.”

“Yeah, I guess you wouldn’t want to
crash with friends like that. You’d be like a fifth wheel or
something.”

“Exactly. But if I am going to crash
with someone, it ought to be with a close friend. I’d rather rely
on a close friend in a situation like this than an acquaintance or
a coworker.”

“Yeah, that makes sense.” She nodded
slowly. “And I guess, when it comes down to it, I don’t have anyone
that I could rely on to help me. All my friends around here are
married or have boyfriends.”

“I’m not trying to take advantage of
the situation here, Kris. I’m trying to be practical, and a
friend.”

“Yeah. So, you think this is that
bad?”

“This is pretty serious. I don’t
know how the plague is getting around, but it is. No one’s said
anything about the fatality rate, but it seems pretty significant.
I think it’s only a matter of time before this becomes a real
disaster.”

“You’re probably right. Okay, John,
so what do we do?”

“Well, first off, we go to my place
and you help me pack.”

“Pack?”

“Clothes, and what food I have, to
start. Maybe personal stuff later.”

“This isn’t a big apartment,
y’know.”

“I know. We’ll agree to portion the
space, and you’ll have the final say.”

“You’ll take the couch?”

“Sure.”

“No coming into my room.
Ever.”

“Never.”

“Okay. John, let me ask you
this.”

“Shoot.”

“How do we stay safe?”

“I don’t know, Kris. Whatever this
plague is, it seems to be airborne and pretty contagious. I guess
for now all we can do is wait to see when it hits here. At that
point, we’ll just have to hunker down and hope.”

“Hunker down and hope? That’s not
very comforting.”

“It’s the best I can do.”

“I guess that’ll have to
do.”

***

An unlucky thirteen days later, Kris fell ill. It
came as surprise to both her and John. The Tuesday after he’d moved
in with her, her firm had closed down. Since then they had hardly
gone out. John had already gone out the day before the closure and
had stocked up on enough food for them to live on for three weeks.
All they did from day to day was watch the television, listen to
the radio, and surf the web, all to keep informed.

“Not that this will make us
completely immune,” he had said on their third day as
roommates.

“Why not?”

“The air?”

“What air? Oh, the heat and
A-C.”

“Right.”

“So, do we stay here?”

“Might as well. Unless you want to
find an isolated farm, or a house with a bunker, break in, and
squat.”

Kris shook her head. “Sounds way too risky.”

So they stayed put, and Kris became ill. They weren’t
able to find all that much information about the plague beforehand.
All they knew for certain was that it would start small like a
cold. In the first three days it would turn from a cold to a
serious case of the flu. Then it would turn from flu to pneumonia,
and six days after someone first caught it they would be dead.

Towards the end of the first day of her illness, Kris
waived the ban on John entering her bedroom. She was willing to let
him do the work while she stayed in bed. “I think you just want to
be waited on,” he told her when he brought her breakfast the next
morning.

“So sue me.”

John wasn’t sure what he could do for her, except to
distract her with idle conversation. So, after she started eating,
he said, “Y’know, it occurs to me that there’s not that much
difference on the surface between this place and my apartment.”

“Oh?”

“Yeah. You could afford a slightly
bigger place, on the east side. Mine was smaller and in downtown,
but we both have a living room, a dining area, a kitchen, a utility
room, a bathroom, and a bedroom.”

“But we don’t have the same decor,”
she replied between mild coughs.

“No, that’s the main difference.
You’ve got paintings, knickknacks, stuff I’d call ‘feminine.’ I
just had a few framed photos on my walls, and nothing
else.”

“Yeah, well, I’m a woman and you’re
a man.”

“Yeah, but you weren’t raised as a
‘girly-girl.’”

“No. Dad didn’t approve.”

“But there wasn’t a day in college,
or once you graduated, when you changed into a
girly-girl.”

“No, I guess not.”

“And my place is obviously a guy’s
place, but I wasn’t raised that way.”

“Yeah, you’re not a macho jock type.
You’re a museum staffer. Well, you were, anyway.”

“Yeah.”

“So you think, what? That we’re
hard-wired to decorate our places the way men and women are
supposed to?”

“Maybe that, or a cultural
thing.”

They were quiet for a moment.

“I guess the power’s still on,” she
said.

“The phone lines are still up,
too.”

“So you can still surf the
web.”

“Yeah, but it’s gotten a little
boring now.”

“Everyone dying would kinda have
that effect.”

“Yeah.”

“Say, John, I heard you rolling
around a little on the couch last night.”

“Yeah, well, I had this weird
dream.”

“Tell me about it.”

He let out a breath while she got past a fit of
coughs. “Well, it seemed like there were these two bright lights,
and they were reaching out to all these little lights, trying to
draw them in.”

“That was your dream? No naked
women, no money, just lights?”

“Seriously, Kris. Every time I went
back to sleep I had that dream.”

“Really?”

“Yeah.”

“So, what, were they God and
Satan?”

“I have no idea.”

“Well, maybe that’s what it
means.”

“And you think Revelations is coming
to life?”

She coughed. “I think this is the end of the world.
I’ve been praying every night for guidance.”

“And?”

“Like I’ve always said, I don’t
believe in a God that would kill off most of humanity to save a
handful of His followers. A just God would never be so vengeful.
The God who sent His son to redeem us wouldn’t turn around and wipe
us out just because He’s angry. If forgiveness is divine, then the
divine has to be forgiving.”

“So how do you explain
this?”

“I think it’s man’s
hubris.”

“We tried to be God, now it’s coming
back to bite us? Some things that man was not meant to
know?”

“I wouldn’t go that far. Maybe too
many of us want to have the power of God, without thinking about
the responsibility that would go with that power.”

“Which makes a great deal of
sense.”

“Thank you.”

“Except that it doesn’t explain all
the little stories of magic that seem to be related to this
plague.”

“Well, I’m a sick person, John. I
can’t be expected to come up with an explanation that covers
everything.”

“Maybe you should give it some more
thought.”

She was quiet for a short moment. “Maybe this is like
that mini-series, the one with the plague? The one written by that
horror writer?”

“‘The Stand?’”

“Yeah, that’s it.”

“When
did you watch ‘The
Stand?’”

“I’ve caught bits and pieces on
cable over the years. Yeah, now I remember it. That would make you
the Molly Ringwald character.”

“I’m not sure how I feel about that,
Kris.” He frowned. “If that’s true, then you’re getting written out
in the first or second hour of an eight-hour mini-series. That’s a
long time to be without you.”

The room fell silent. The expression on her face
turned somber. She reached out with her left hand and clasped his
right hand. “I don’t think I want to be alone with my thoughts
right now, John.”

He squeezed her hand. “Sure.”

She smiled slightly. “You’ve always had a crush on
me.”

“Me?”

“Don’t deny it, John.”

“Okay.”

“Why didn’t you ever act on
it?”

He shrugged. “I never thought about it.”

She shook her head. “Oh, yes, you have.”

“Okay, so maybe I have, once or
twice.”

“So?”

“I guess I never thought you’d take
me seriously. That maybe you liked me more as a friend. Our
friendship always seemed, I dunno, special in some ways. I guess I
was more afraid of losing you as my friend, if we didn’t work out
as a couple.”

“That’s kinda sweet.”

“Thanks.”

“I’m not sure I believe it, but it’s
still sweet.”

“So, what about you?”

“Well, I never thought about you
that way. I mean, I always knew you thought I was cute, and I
always kinda wondered if you didn’t stay my friend because you
thought maybe someday you’d get up the courage to ask me out on an
actual date.”

“So, I liked you more than you liked
me.”

“Yeah.”

He glanced at their hands, which were still clasped
together. “So, what’s changed? Anything? Nothing?”

“In the past couple weeks, you’ve
been the perfect gentleman. This was your chance to try to take our
friendship further, and you didn’t.”

“So maybe you think more of me
now?”

“I do think more of you.” She
coughed, then sighed. “A little too late to see you differently, I
guess.”

“Yeah, I guess so.” He let go of her
hand.

“Still, John, I’m glad you’re here
with me, now.”

“Really?”

“Really.”

“That’s probably the nicest thing
you’ve ever said to me.”

She smiled to him. “Well, it’s the least I could do,
seeing as I’m letting you eat my food and crash on my couch.”

She laughed and he laughed. They shared the laughter
for a moment or two.

Once they were done she said, “How are you feeling,
John?”

“Me?”

“Yeah. I don’t see you getting
sick.”

“Yeah?”

“And then there’s that
dream.”

He nodded. “Yeah.”

“So?”

“I haven’t tried doing anything
magical, if that’s what you’re asking.”

“Maybe you should.”

“I’d rather talk to you.”

“John, I’m serious. If all this
stuff about this plague giving survivors strange, magical powers,
if all those rumors are true, you’d better find out if you’ve got
those powers. Otherwise, well, there’s no one here to take care of
you when you get sick.”

“I don’t know if I want to find
out.”

“You’re afraid of dying? Or
surviving?”

“Maybe both.”

“Well, John, I have faith that, if
you’re not meant to survive, we’ll meet again in Heaven. God won’t
condemn you for disbelief, not considering how nice a person you’ve
been. You have nothing to fear.”

“Assuming your faith is
true.”

“Fine, be that way. If there is no
God, then you die, and what worries do you have? It’ll be over and
that will be that.”

“Yeah.”

“But, John, if you survive, well,
there has to be a reason.”

“Why would God choose me to survive
and not you? You’re the believer, not me. You’re the better
person.”

“We can’t presume to know God’s
will.”

“That doesn’t answer my question,
Kris.”

“I don’t have any answers, John. If
God wants you to survive because He has a plan for you, you won’t
know His plan until it happens.”

“Have you been giving this some
thought?”

“Yes, I have.”

“And?”

“I just do not know. Nothing makes
sense. None of this makes any sense.”

“Sounds like God isn’t doing much
planning.”

“Well, if you’re right, that there’s
no God, then there’s still a reason for you to survive.”

“What? I have to make my own
reason?”

“Why not? Things happen to us. I say
sometimes it’s God, you say it’s never God. Either way, what we do
when these things happen determines one way or another what happens
next. You survive this, and I don’t. What do you do next? What are
your goals?”

She coughed, then continued. “I think it’s safe to
say that other people have survived. What are they going to do?
Who’s going to help them cope? Who’s going to help them survive the
aftermath of all this?”

“You think all that should be my
job?”

“I don’t know, John. You’ll have to
figure that out on your own.”

“What about my dream?”

“You mean, about the big lights
drawing in the little lights?”

“Yeah.”

“Beats me. My first thought was what
I said, God and Satan.”

“But the God you believe in wouldn’t
wipe out humanity.”

“No. And I don’t think God would let
Satan wipe out humanity, either.” She frowned. “John, have you
heard anything from around the world?”

He shook his head. “It seems the past few days
countries have been blinking out. Going off the grid. The only
survivor accounts seem to be coming from North America.”

“That’s horrible. And wrong. Maybe
those lights in your dream aren’t God and Satan.” She coughed. “I
can’t believe God would abandon so many of His believers, even if
this was the apocalypse.”

“That’s logical, except that if they
aren’t, then who the heck are they?”

“You’re the scholar,
John.”

“And you’re the woman of faith,
Kris. I’m a little at sea when it comes to things like
this.”

“I really don’t know, John. If those
big lights aren’t God and Satan, well, I don’t know who they could
be. And if I’m not going to make it, that’s probably something I
shouldn’t worry about.”

“I’m on my own, I guess.”

“Yeah, but you’ll be okay, John. I
know you. Whatever happens, I know you’ll always try to do the
right thing.”

She sat up, reached out, and hugged him. He felt like
she held on for a long time, but he knew she didn’t. After a few
moments she let go and laid back down. She waved towards her
bedroom door.

“Now, go,” she said, “figure out if
you can pull a rabbit out of a hat.”

***

Seven days later John stopped by his old apartment.
He wanted to gather everything he wanted to keep with him.

But he didn’t want to stay. Even though Kris had died
the day before, he wasn’t quite ready to leave her place. He had
buried her in a small patch of ground next to her apartment
complex. He wasn’t sure he was prepared to abandon her grave.

So there he was, at the place where he used to live,
trying to fill up a pair of boxes with his belongings. It was slow
work. He found himself wondering about every little item.

“Does it matter to me now?” he’d
keep asking. “Is it worth carrying out?”

Mostly the answers to both questions was “no.” By the
time he reached the last group of his possessions, his books, he’d
barely filled up one box.

He started looking down the bookshelves in his
bedroom. Again, he had trouble justifying packing them up and
leaving with them. Many of them were about American and Kansas
history. Now they seemed to him irrelevant and unnecessary. Nor
were any of them particularly rare, so if copies were needed by
someone, they could go to a library and take them. There seemed to
be no good reason for adding them to the box.

Towards the end of one shelf he saw a book Kris had
given to him. She had come across the book in college, and it had
been helpful to her in defining what sort of a Christian she wanted
to be. She’d bought a second copy and had given it to him. At the
time they no longer had her boyfriend as their mutual friend. They
both had expressed a desire to remain friends in spite of the
breakup. She gave a copy of the book to him to see if he might
understand her better.

I
did, he thought,
I did and we stayed friends. We
might not have agreed about everything, but we did understand each
other.

He reached for the book. Before he touched it the
book slipped forward about an inch. John gasped, frozen in
place.

Ever since Kris had encouraged him to find out if he
was going to survive the plague, John had been struggling to find
out if he had any powers. His tests came up with hints and
suggestions, but until that moment he wasn’t able to move
anything.

Maybe now I
can, he mused.

He reached out for the book. He held his hand a foot
away from it. He stared at the book, then at his hand, then at the
book again. Nothing happened.

Maybe I need to
concentrate.

He closed his eyes. He thought about the book moving
from its place and into his hand. He replayed that image once,
twice, three times. He opened his eyes and looked at the book.

It slowly slid forward. It crept off the shelf,
drifted through the air, then pushed into his right hand. He closed
his fingers around the book. The book felt real. Clearly it had
moved through the force of his will.

He let out a breath. “So it’s true,” he
whispered.

A moment later he
wondered to himself, Could
that be related to the dreams?

Every night since Kris had fallen ill John had the
same dream of two big lights attracting several smaller lights to
them. The last two nights the two big lights had turned into faces.
One was of an old man, somewhat grandfatherly, while the other was
of an attractive woman about John’s age.

The odd thing about both faces was the sense they
gave John. At the same time both seemed beckoning yet also
repelling. It felt to him like the faces simultaneously wanted him
and didn’t want him. He’d even wondered if each face wanted to
attract John while driving him away from the other.

It’s all too
strange.

He glanced at the book
in his hand. There were stories about things like this from people
who claimed to be survivors. Those stories started a few weeks ago. Maybe some of them
know more about all this.

So, what, I just search them out and ask?

How would I find them to ask?

And do I ask, mind to mind?

Well, maybe I can find them. Think about the small
lights in the dreams. Assume those are survivors. Maybe there’s a
way for me to focus in on one of those survivors.
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