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It’s not about understanding the prophecy.
It’s about outliving it.


DR. ELENA BURROUGHS’S life is spiraling out of control. Her controversial stance on dream interpretation has cost her a job, a romance, and all credibility in academic circles. Her literary agent tries to leverage the outcry into a publicity tour, which soon attracts a quirky following. Among the skeptics and mystics is a condescending scientist. But Elena finds his research holds ominous parallels with her own. A certain dream pattern has foretold every major catastrophe stretching back to the dawn of civilization. And now this dream is repeating itself in countless nightmares across the globe.


Elena is confronted with a harrowing realization: the clock is ticking down to a cataclysmic financial collapse. Her desperation mounts as the prediction infiltrates her own dreams. Will this scientist become an unlikely ally—and maybe something more? Could an ancient biblical secret about the power of dreams and visions offer them an escape?
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PRAISE FOR


Book of Dreams


 


“Inventive and incisive, Bunn’s fiction never disappoints. And he’s scored again with Book of Dreams. Don’t miss this one.”


—Jerry B. Jenkins, New York Times bestselling author of the Left Behind series


 


“Book of Dreams is wonderful. Davis Bunn has created a literary delight that underscores the power of God’s word. A page-turner with an inspiring supernatural element. I could not put this down.”


—Anne Graham Lotz, bestselling author of Just Give Me Jesus


 


“Book of Dreams is an exceptional story. The concept itself is remarkably fresh, with a genuinely unique design. There are very few inspirational-style concepts that have the potential to cross over and become major mainstream hits. In my opinion, Book of Dreams is at the top of this list. Exciting, relevant, and accessible. A remarkable story, one that will linger long after the book is put down.”


—Norman Stone, producer/director of Shadowlands


 


“Book of Dreams is a fascinating read. A totally new concept, which makes it a rare achievement. The story really makes you think. The theme is both very challenging and mesmerizing. A first-rate effort.”


—Hy Smith, former executive vice president
of United International Pictures
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Elena dreaded the end of class.


She had already identified the students who were poised to attack. There were three of them, clustered at the front right corner of the room. Faces shining with anticipation.


They might as well be sharpening knives.


As soon as class ended, they leapt forward. But it was not three students. It was five. And Elena had no chance of escape.


“Dr. Burroughs, will you sign my book?”


Some of the other students clearly had no idea what all the fuss was about. Out of the corner of her eye she saw them hovering at the back of the classroom by the door, watching and talking among themselves.


Wanting to get it over with, Elena autographed the books, responded to the students’ eager questions, and ushered them out; she hardly heard her own words. After shutting the door on their excited chatter, Elena walked to the window and stared at the rain. There was no reason this classroom should feel like a prison with plate-glass bars.


She had, after all, received exactly what she had asked for.


The previous year had basically been a disaster. Elena considered herself an optimist by nature, tempered by a hefty dose of realism. But she had no trouble with the truth, even when it bent and twisted her most recent memories into a torrent as steady as the rainfall beyond the classroom window. Her year had started badly and grown steadily worse. At the end of January, the insurance company had refused to pay for her home, which had been destroyed by fire. They claimed there was some doubt over whether she had had a hand in starting the blaze. The resulting court case looked certain to drag on for several years. Her lawyers were confident, but this did not fill the hole in her bank balance.


In February, the Oxford clinic where she had practiced decided not to reinstate her. Too much bad publicity related to her leave of absence, they claimed. The director had actually said her career was fatally tainted.


In March, the romance she had hoped to start with Antonio, her Italian financier, fizzled out. There was no acrimony. The spark simply died, and they both knew it.


In April, Lawrence Harwood, the other mainstay of her international prayer group, suffered a mild heart attack. At the insistence of his wife, Lawrence retired from the US financial oversight committee. His replacement had no interest in being connected to Elena. Just like that, the group she had sacrificed so much to help found disbanded.


Which led to May, June, and July. And the multiple whirlwinds that had landed her here.


Reluctantly, Elena had spent much of the spring revising Book of Dreams to bring the six-year-old text up to date. Her publisher begged Elena to do another publicity tour. Though she loathed the idea, Elena was desperate both for money and something to fill the empty days.


Her summer had been simply awful. Three months of airports and hotels and television appearances and lecture halls. She traveled and spoke and lived in a state of perpetual jet lag. Her prayers had become a simple litany, often spoken from the backseat of another taxi.


Then at an Atlanta appearance, the president of Atlantic Christian University approached Elena and offered her a chair, which was the academic name for a professorship that had been funded by an outsider. ACU had received a substantial grant from an alumnus to help build its psychology department and were looking for a name. Elena would teach several classes but have ample time to write or continue with her private practice. The president described the city of Melbourne as a quiet haven nestled between Cape Canaveral and the glitz of south Florida. Elena had almost wept with gratitude, and called the offer an answer to a prayer.


Now, she was not so sure. Especially since the local forecasters talked about a hurricane bearing down on their coast, as though the weather was determined to show her just how bad things could become.


“Dr. Burroughs?”


Elena turned from the window and felt her heart stop. There in the doorway stood Miriam, her best and oldest friend.


The problem was, Miriam had died the previous summer.


•    •    •


The woman stepped into the empty classroom and closed the door behind her. “I’m Rachel Lamprey. Perhaps you remember me?”


Elena felt her chest unlock. The woman’s resemblance to her late sister was astonishing. “Of course. We met at Miriam’s funeral.”


“I know I should have called. But I was afraid you wouldn’t see me.”


Rachel Lamprey was impossibly elegant. It was not merely her designer outfit of rough silk, shaded like ancient bone china. Nor was it the perfect coiffure, the heels, the pearls, or the small Cartier watch. Rachel Lamprey held herself with a queenly elegance. As though she expected the world to do her bidding. And do so because she deserved it.


Miriam had seldom spoken of her younger sister, or the rift that had kept them apart. Elena recalled how once Miriam had mentioned her sister’s casual ruthlessness. Miriam had called it a throwback to some distant era, when their forebears had held the power of life or death over thousands. Another time, Miriam had mentioned Rachel’s disdain toward faith. Rachel considered herself too intelligent and too modern to need any God, Miriam had said. Standing before the haughty woman, Elena decided that other than the physical resemblance, Rachel possessed none of Miriam’s most vital qualities. “Won’t you sit down?”


“Thank you, no. I have something of vital importance to discuss and very little time. Could we perhaps find somewhere more private?”


Elena was not certain she wanted to go anywhere with this coldly aloof woman. “Is this about your daughter?”


“Penelope?” She sniffed. “Hardly. Whatever gave you that idea?”


“You two argued through Miriam’s funeral. I thought, well, with my clinical background—”


“My daughter has spent her entire life indulging in phases, Dr. Burroughs. When we were in London for Miriam’s service, Penny was consumed by gothic rock. I ordered her to leave her black garbs and body piercings at home. Penny was not pleased. We argued. Now she is obsessed with whales. Penny uses such phases as an excuse to redesign her entire personality, wardrobe, lifestyle. She becomes enraged and sullen when the world refuses to go along with her latest fad. Unfortunately my daughter has no idea who she truly is. No one does.”


“Perhaps these phases are your daughter’s lonely cry to be loved and accepted by her mother,” Elena replied sharply. “Only she has grown so accustomed to your disdain she has either forgotten or repressed the original longings. She enters into each new phase expecting to fail in your eyes.”


“You sound just like Miriam.”


“I consider that the finest compliment I’ve received in a very long while.”


“Another point on which we must disagree.” Rachel Lamprey glanced at her watch. “I am expected at a board meeting in Orlando at four. Could we perhaps step into your office?”


“Sorry, no. It is full of boxes.”


“Oh, very well.” She walked over and opened the door. Instantly a wash of student noise filled the room. She spoke to someone unseen. A young man followed her back inside. “This is Reginald Pierce. My deputy.”


“Dr. Burroughs.” The young man was dressed in a pin-striped shirt, suspenders, gold cuff links, dark tie. He moved like a dancer. Or a fighter. Elena could not be certain which. His movements were as smooth as they were swift. He extracted a small device from his briefcase, extended the antennae, and swept the room. “You’re clean, Ms. Lamprey.”


“See we’re not disturbed.”


“You have ten minutes. Otherwise—”


“I’m well aware of the time issue.” She stepped to the windows and pulled down one shade after another as Reginald left the room.


“What are you doing?”


“It’s possible for an observer to bounce a signal off plate glass, turning any window into a listening device. Your shades will render this impossible. It’s unlikely that anyone was able to track us. Reginald is very thorough. But we can never be too certain.”


The room was bathed in a vague gloom. Elena seated herself slowly behind her desk. This woman clearly was comfortable only when in utter control. “Won’t you have a seat?”


Instead, Rachel Lamprey began pacing in front of Elena’s desk. “I am trained as a biochemist. Perhaps Miriam told you that. I am well aware of how my sister pushed you into sharing her obsession over dreams. I positively detested Miriam’s determination to taint every discussion and every topic with her religious obsession.”


Elena’s chair creaked as she shifted. “Two points of clarification. Miriam was not obsessed. And the issue was not religion, but faith.”


“Another point on which we must disagree.” Yet Rachel Lamprey showed no irritation. At least, not at Elena. “My division at SuenaMed, my company, is at the point of making a major breakthrough. The news will be announced at any moment. And yet here I am, forced to take time I do not have, to deal with an issue related to dreams.”


Elena found herself resuming her mode as a clinical analyst. Listening and watching and absorbing. It was as if she had slipped into an old favorite suit left at the back of her closet for far too long. Elena could thus separate Rachel Lamprey from the memory of her sister. Because whatever else Rachel might be, she was most certainly not Miriam.


Rachel’s heels formed a sharp cadence across the linoleum tiles. “Dreams and foretelling have been a burden or a calling or a passion or an obsession that has remained with my family for centuries. I call it by different names depending upon the season.”


Elena asked, “How do you refer to it now?”


Rachel’s glittering black eyes held a fierce intensity. “I have no idea.”


“What has changed?”


“My division is confronting an issue that specifically relates to your work on dreams.” Rachel faced her squarely. “One of my clinical patients has been having dreams that follow a very disturbing pattern. The sequence is precise. Repetitive. And overwhelming in its power.”


“I don’t understand. You fear this is due to some adverse reaction to your new drug?”


“I did. At first.” Rachel Lamprey’s eyes flashed a dark fire. “Until I learned that others with no discernible connection to our company were having the same dream.”
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Reginald Pierce must have been listening at the classroom door, because he opened it the instant Rachel started down the center aisle.


She demanded, “You have the flash drive?”


“Of course.”


“Leave it with Dr. Burroughs.”


Reginald stepped into the classroom. “The chairman called.”


Rachel blanched. “When?”


“Five minutes ago. I said you’d be coming out of the conference soon. You are to phone him immediately.”


“I’ll be in the car.” She started to leave, then paused. “Forgive me, Dr. Burroughs. This day is fraught. And our chairman . . . Look through the material and call me, would you please. And soon. Please. Good-bye.”


Reginald set his alligator attaché case on Elena’s desk and popped the locks. “Can you help her?”


“That’s an interesting way to phrase your question,” Elena replied. “She does not need help often, does she?”


Up close, Reginald possessed a spicy scent, like the fragrance of some uninhabited Caribbean isle. He was strikingly handsome, in a preppy and tightly wound sort of way. “Personally, I can’t get my head around this dream stuff. But it has Rachel seriously rattled.”


“You genuinely care about her,” Elena observed.


He held out a memory stick. “Nothing rattles Rachel Lamprey.”


Elena accepted the stick. She felt the young man’s fingers trembling, or perhaps the memory stick held a force so potent it created a vibration all on its own. “I see.”


He gave her a business card. “My own details are on the back. You can contact me day or night.” Reginald shut the case and started for the door. “She wasn’t kidding. You really do need to hurry. You know. Just in case she’s right. And this really is a crisis in the making.”


•    •    •


When she returned to her rented condo, Elena turned on her tablet computer and popped in the memory stick. Her fourth-floor balcony overlooked the southernmost portion of the Banana River. Farther north, the river was over three miles wide and separated from the inland waterway by Merritt Island, a peninsula jutting south from Cape Canaveral. From Elena’s balcony she could see the narrow spit where Merritt Island ended, marked by a drawbridge much loved by locals and tourists alike. Here the Banana River was crimped down to just fifty meters wide. It was quiet here, on the western side of the barrier island. The tourists clustered over by the Atlantic Ocean, where the hotels and the beachfront condos rose like concrete teeth. The traffic was heavy there, and the glitz was as constant as the noise. Over here it was still possible to savor the fragrances of frangipani and bougainvillea and old Florida.


Her apartment complex was a cluster of four low-slung buildings fronted by palm trees and docks for pleasure craft. The boat traffic was held strictly to a crawl, because the manatees used the narrow water as a haven for birthing their young. As Elena sipped her iced tea, a pod of river dolphins passed. She could hear the soft puff of their breaths as the westering sun turned their backs into slick copper. It was as good a place as any to call home.


Elena set down her drink and turned her attention to the tablet.


When she had completed her first read-through of Rachel’s documents, Elena entered the condo and made a Cobb salad for dinner. She stood up to eat, watching the golden glow of another Florida sunset. The afternoon storms had passed, leaving the skies amazingly clear. The air remained very humid, the temperatures in the low nineties. Elena found she minded neither. Her screened balcony had a ceiling fan, which shifted the air enough to dry her perspiration almost as soon as it formed. She loved padding around in a sleeveless T-shirt and cotton shorts. Formal attire around here meant a shirt with a collar. She found it positively refreshing after Oxford’s stuffiness.


When the salad was eaten, she returned to the chair and the tablet. Rachel’s information came in two segments. The first was a file of clinical data, supplying an overview of SuenaMed’s new drug. The medicine was a new means of treating ADHD in both children and adults. If successful, it could revolutionize the entire field of attention disorders. Elena could only imagine the pressure Rachel Lamprey was facing as the company approached its worldwide release date.


The second file contained a video named simply, “Clinical Debriefing, Patient 303.” The file was dated two afternoons ago. Elena hesitated, then clicked on the tab.


The setting was a well-appointed office. The camera was situated so that it looked across the desk and focused on the chair and its occupant. The desk appeared to be black lacquer. A sterling silver clock read the same time as the file’s heading. A vase held a spray of orchids.


Elena heard Rachel’s voice say, “Will you describe the experience for me, please?”


“I already told the lab guy everything.”


“I understand. And I’ve read his report. Which is why I asked to see you.” Rachel’s tone was soothing. She offered her guest a genuine concern. Despite Elena’s doubts about the woman, she found herself impressed with Rachel’s professionalism. “I’m very grateful for your taking the time to see me. A personal discussion is called for, given the details you gave my lab technician. Wouldn’t you agree?”


The man appeared extremely nervous. He was overweight, almost round, and showed a clinical disconnect from his personal appearance. It could have been caused by his agitated state, but Elena did not think so. He wore a blue and yellow and green short-sleeved shirt, a web belt, and creased khaki trousers. His hair, though short, was unruly, as though he had not brushed it in days. Elena knew such traits were common in severe adult ADHD cases.


The patient asked, “Am I having these dreams on account of your spray? ’Cause if I am, I want out. Today.”


“There have been over three hundred patients in our human trials,” Rachel replied calmly. “These trials have now entered the third phase and have been going on for almost two years. No one, I repeat, not a single other individual, has reported anything like your symptoms.”


The man was distraught. “So what am I supposed to do?”


“Before we discuss treatment, I would be grateful if you would please describe your symptoms for me.”


“What are you, some kind of doctor?”


“I am a clinical biochemist. I am also director of this project.”


Elena had the distinct impression the man was unaware of being videotaped. Which was not entirely ethical, since most clinicians would make an official statement with each new taping. The patient had undoubtedly signed release forms before beginning the trial. Which would legally cover this. But Elena disliked the secretive corporate nature revealed in this action.


Rachel pressed gently, “You have been involved in this study for how long?”


“I got my first spray last week. Today was supposed to be dose two. Now I ain’t so sure.”


“And the dreams began immediately after the first dose?”


“Nah, it was three nights ago. But it ain’t no dream. It’s an attack.”


“Who attacks you, sir?”


“The thing, the place, all of it. Over and over.”


“So the dream is repetitive.”


“Nine, ten times now. It comes more than once every night.”


“Will you describe it for me, please?”


Elena gripped the tablet with both hands. When the patient leaned forward, she did the same. Caught up in the man’s evident fear. And everything that had come before in her own life.


“It starts out, I’m standing in the bank lobby. The line, it just goes on forever. Out the doors and down the block and back for miles. I’m in line but I see this too. Don’t ask me how. I’ve been standing there for, like, days. We all have. And we’re scared.”


“You share this sensation of palpable fear with the others standing in line?”


“All of us. Every last one. You bet.”


“What precisely are you afraid of?”


“I don’t know. Not then.”


“What happens next?”


“The line starts moving. Only the fear, it just gets worse. I’m so scared, man.” Dark patches streaked the patient’s shirt. His face glistened. His voice shook as he continued, “Finally it’s my turn. I tell the lady behind the counter, I want all of it. Every dime. It’s mine and I want it now.


“She goes, ‘Certainly, sir.’ And she dumps this load of confetti on the counter. I can see it’s money. But it’s been shredded. Worthless. Then I wake up.”


“Can you describe for me the moment of waking?”


He wiped his face with both hands. “I’m screaming my head off.”


“I understand this is very difficult for you. I genuinely appreciate the effort this requires.”


The patient’s haunted expression said he knew what was coming.


Rachel asked, “Is there anything more you would like to share with me?”


The patient mashed his hair down tight to his skull. Over and over.


“Any lingering impression or feeling that might—”


“I got to tell somebody.”


“Excuse me?”


“You asked what I feel. That’s it. That’s why I’m sitting here. Going through this again. Because I got to. You hear what I’m saying?”


“You are telling me that you are filled with a strong urge to share this dream.”


“I already told you, lady. This ain’t no dream.”


“What would you prefer that I call it, then? What word would you say best—”


“A warning.”


“Is this warning intended for you?”


“For everybody. That’s what I feel. It’s either stand on the street corner and shout, or sit here and tell you. I figure, if I’m nuts, this is at least a way to keep it private.”


Rachel did not speak.


“Am I nuts?”


“Nothing you have expressed to me indicates any abnormal symptoms,” she replied slowly. “Other than your evident stress.”


His laugh was coppery with weakness. “You got that right.”


The screen went blank.
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Elena arrived in the president’s office at eight the next morning. She had woken in the middle of the night with a desperate need to speak with someone she trusted. The problem was, she knew almost no one in the entire state of Florida.


The Atlantic Christian University campus was divided into two distinct components. The original low-slung buildings dated from the early seventies, when the university had been founded. Florida tended to age buildings with a harsh hand. Years could pass with little more than summer thunderstorms and lightning strikes. Then a hurricane could roar through. Locals said a hurricane aged a building ten years in one week. The past six years had been kind to the Space Coast, as this region was known. But in 2003 the coast had been hit by two category-three storms in the space of seventeen days. The following year, a storm landed on the opposite coast as a category one, then somehow managed to gather force as it crossed the state. It tore into Melbourne from the west, from the landward side, and then sat over the region for nineteen hours, spawning twenty-seven tornados and dumping two feet of rain in one day. This particular month, September, was the most active period for Atlantic hurricanes. Elena heard about storms everywhere she went.


Four years earlier, the founder of a major Florida corporation bequeathed ACU a sum of fifty million dollars. Since then the university had gone on a building spree. The campus now boasted a new science complex, business school, gym, pool, and dorms. But the president’s office remained where it had been, on the ground floor of one of the original structures. The suite of offices was nice enough, though rather faded. Elena decided the place suited the man.


Reed Thompson, president of Atlantic Christian, strode into the room. “Dr. Burroughs! Do we have an appointment?”


“I phoned, your secretary said this was the only chance I’d have to see you today.”


“This is excellent. I was hoping to stop by for a chat, but with the trustees meeting next week, I’ve been running flat out.” He accepted the secretary’s clutch of messages without breaking stride. “Come on in.”


“I can come back later.”


“There is no later.” He reached the door to his inner office, then asked his secretary, “How much time do I have?”


“Fifteen minutes if you want to arrive five minutes late.”


“Make it twenty. Coffee for me. Elena?”


“No thank you.”


“Have a seat. Give me two minutes.” He hung his jacket on the back of his chair, flipped through the notes, set them by his phone, and seated himself. “How are you settling in?”


“Too early to tell.” She found herself slipping into the president’s terse mode of speech. “I think okay.”


“Any problems?”


“Not with my classes.”


“Home working out okay? You’re renting, is that right?”


“Bayside Condominiums. Yes, and it’s fine. Actually, it’s better than that.”


“Great.” He smiled his thanks as his secretary set down his mug. “You’ve met Francine?”


“Just now, yes.”


His secretary said, “Gary is outside.”


“I’ll see him in the conference.”


“He says there’s a problem with the architect’s bid.”


Reed Thompson sipped from his mug, then said to Elena, “If I take five minutes now, I can give you ten minutes more later. Gary will be able to start the conference without me.”


“I feel silly taking your time at all.”


“You strike me as someone who does nothing on a whim.” He started from the office.


Francine lingered long enough to ask Elena, “Are you sure you won’t take anything?”


“A coffee would be great, thank you. Milk, no sugar.”


“Just a moment.”


Elena looked around the office. She had never had reason to enter the president’s office before. Few teachers at a university ever did, with three exceptions: when they were up for a national award, when they were the head of a department undergoing budget battles, and when they were in serious trouble. Elena thanked the secretary for the coffee and wished she had not come. The trouble was, she had nowhere else to turn. She had tried to phone both Lawrence and Antonio, her two friends from the last time events had risen up to strike at her. But both men were unreachable. Ditto for Lawrence’s wife. Then the idea had come to her: speak with Reed.


The idea had merit. Reed Thompson had made his name in political economics. Other ACU faculty had told her how Reed had been short-listed for a Nobel Prize. He had served on the Council of Economic Advisers to the first President Bush. Afterward he had turned down several lucrative offers in order to become ACU’s president.


The president’s office was frigid. She had heard about this, of course. It was a joke among the faculty that anyone visiting the president needed a fur coat. Elena was not surprised. Reed Thompson operated at one speed: full burn. She sipped her coffee and recalled the first time they had met. She had been speaking at Emory University. The event had come at the end of a grueling twelve-week American tour. Elena had arrived drained in body and mind, only to discover that the university had changed the format. Instead of delivering the speech that had become tattooed to her brain, she was to take part in a debate.


Elena wished she could take back that night entirely. She knew now that she should have refused point-blank. But her opponent was Jacob Rawlings, her most ardent critic. The temptation to take him on publicly had been too great.


Jacob Rawlings was extremely handsome and very magnetic. He was every female grad student’s dream professor. Which only made it easier to hate him.


Jacob had trained as a behaviorist, which meant he tried to break down the human psyche into rigidly defined components that could be studied and measured and quantified. He loved statistics. He hated what he called the messes of his academic discipline, by which he meant everything that did not fit into a laboratory box. He ridiculed Freud and Jung. Just as, that night, he had mocked Elena.


Jacob had addressed her as professor. His tone was polite enough. But his comments had been devastating. He had not merely won the evening’s debate; he had obliterated her.


Elena had emerged from the auditorium’s stage doors gasping for breath. There she had collided with Reed Thompson, who proceeded to thank her for an astonishing performance.


Elena had been too wounded to give anything other than what was foremost on her mind: “He ate me for lunch.”


Reed shrugged easily. “You engaged with him. On his terms. Too many of my colleagues fear the world’s ridicule and avoid all such contacts.”


“Lucky for them.”


“On the contrary. Too often the community of believers engages only with itself, Dr. Burroughs.” He offered her a card. “I’m up visiting an old friend who teaches here. He’s read your book. I haven’t yet, but I will now, I assure you. In the meanwhile, I want you to consider becoming a member of my faculty.”


Elena had not been certain she had heard him correctly. “Excuse me?”


“Pray on it. That’s all I ask. All anyone can ask.” He had offered a brilliant smile, swift as a camera flash. “You would be very good for us, Dr. Burroughs. The question is, would we be good for you?”


•    •    •


“Are you here to tell me you’re leaving?”


Elena jerked from her reverie. “What? No. It’s nothing like that.”


“Because if you are, I won’t hold you to your contract.” Reed Thompson slipped into the chair. “We were both taking a risk, having you join us. If you don’t feel it’s working—”


“I’m not here to resign.”


He sighed noisily. “Great. Splendid.”


She had to smile. “You want me that badly?”


“Well, of course. You think I’d tackle a strange lady in the dead of a Georgia night because I thought she might be interesting?”


“You hardly tackled me.”


“In the figurative sense.” Reed Thompson was a narrow man in all but his smile and his attitudes. His features were not so much slender as craven, as though he burned through every calorie before it actually hit bottom. “What can I do for you?”


“I need to ask you a question. About economics. It may sound completely silly, but . . .” Elena stopped for a difficult breath. She had it all worked out in her head before she came in, only now the words sounded counterfeit. “Is there a risk of America experiencing a genuine crisis? I’m not talking about another recession. I mean, something truly cataclysmic.”


“Absolutely.”


The response was so instantaneous, Elena was caught off guard. “Really?”


“The fear of precisely that keeps me up at night.”


“Could you explain?”


“May I ask why?”


She had dreaded this question. “I have been approached by a scientist based in Orlando,” Elena replied carefully. “She has offered me evidence that has left me extremely disturbed.”


“If this evidence has to do with the state of our economy, you have every reason to be disturbed. Terrified, more like. How much do you know about economics?”


“Very little.”


“I thought, well, with your previous work with the Oxford council, you would have some training in finance.”


She cocked her head. “How did you know about that?”


“I still have my contacts, and I made it my business to learn about your background. Does this have to do with your council work?”


“Not exactly.”


“I heard the council had been disbanded.”


“It has.”


“And that . . . book, the one from your friend.”


“The Book of Dreams.”


“Is that real?”


“Very much so.”


The university president became very still. “Do you have it?”


“When the council disbanded I put it in a safety deposit box. It is still there.” She recalled how her friend Miriam had always kept it close at hand, ready to be called upon at any time. Elena had been glad to place it under lock and key. Now, she wondered if she had done the wrong thing.


Elena realized Reed had asked her something, and said, “I’m sorry. I didn’t get much sleep. Could you repeat that, please?”


“I said, do you want to tell me the nature of this evidence?”


“Much of it I don’t yet understand,” Elena said slowly. “But it seemed to suggest a real likelihood of a financial meltdown.”


The words catapulted Reed Thompson from his seat. The man’s bio said he had been the star of Purdue University’s basketball team. He was not tall for a collegiate player, an inch or so over six feet. But his energy was astonishing. “The American economy is always facing risks. There are constant problems. When the housing crisis struck, the people asked, why didn’t the government stop this from happening? There are two reasons. First, because the people who were making money from the subprime loan mess were very powerful, and they pressured Washington to look the other way. And second, because the subprime issue was only one of many potential threats to our economy.”

OEBPS/images/common1.jpg





OEBPS/images/common2.jpg





OEBPS/styles/page-template.xpgt
 

   

     
	 
    

     
	 
    

     
	 
	 
    

     
	 
    

     
	 
	 
    

     
         
            
             
        
    

  

   
     
  





OEBPS/images/bm2.jpg





OEBPS/images/line.jpg





OEBPS/images/bm1.jpg





OEBPS/images/title.jpg
NEW YORK

HIDDEN

DR

CAMS

A Novel

DAVIS BUNN

Divi

llllllllllllllllllllll

};{I HOWARD BOOKS

HVILLE LONDON TORONTO SYDNEY NEW DELHI





OEBPS/images/promo.jpg
Sign Up Here







OEBPS/images/common.jpg












OEBPS/images/f.jpg





OEBPS/images/t.jpg





OEBPS/images/9781451663815_cover.jpg
DAVIS BUNN

HTDDDEN

in

DREAMS

Inventive and incisive, his fiction never disappoints.
And he’s scored again with Book of Dreams. Dont miss this one.

—IJERRY B. JENKINS
New York Times hestselling author of the Left Behind series ‘





OEBPS/images/pub.jpg





