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Ok, apologies for the delay. | wish it could have been avoi ded. For the
rest

of the Iist who didn't know, nmy wife's father passed away | ast
Wednesday

eveni ng.

Now on to gane administrivia. Itemthe first: |'ve altered the
Chase/ Amanda

scene a bit fromtheir posts. | really wasn't thrilled with the way
Chase

was going to possibly reveal Anmanda's secret identity; how can he go
from

not hearing of Amanda's band, yet able to call on her for a persona
favor,

and all this in light of Chase revealing his powers to Jill. The posts
j ust

didn't flow for me, so | have crafted an alternative. Blanme ne.

Itemthe second: Roger has earned ten negative levels for dissing

| acrosse

in his post, one for each year | played and/ or coached. Congrats, Rog,
from

an old goalie who's seen a nunber of All-State football players turned
defensenen bail like chickens froma little white speeding ball :) Now
Dan

and Jeff have to play catch up with you.

Itemthe third: Jeff, you get Linux installed yet? |I've got it dua
booti ng
with NT Server, heh :)

Itemthe fourth: | know there will be questions after this post, so

send em
on.
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Iltemthe fifth: the entire freeservers.com donain seens to be down,
whi ch
includes ny web site. | don't knowif this is tenporary or what yet.

davi d

[ Turn 35]
During the break, sonetinme before February 29th..

Josh arrives at the office a little later then he would have nornally.
k;s one of those nornings that required two cups of java and an extra
gﬁg?Léss had been slow the | ast week or so. As Josh approaches the
ggg?this keen hearing picks up the sound of nusic com ng frominside.
"Metallica. What's Jake doing here so early?"

Jake hadn't been around nuch the |ast week; business hadn't dictated
ggfvices. As Josh nmakes his way through the front door he can see that
ﬁgk?n the back office and hadn't bothered to open for business. Wuat's
nggpproaches the doorway of the back office and can hardly keep from
busting out in laughter at what he sees.

Jake is standing in front of the full-length nirror that they keep on
t he

inside of the closet door. He is dressed in a black spandex outfit with
his

dom no mask shielding his face. There are hard padding in severa

pl aces

like the el bows, forearns, hips and knees. The front of the suit is
covered

by a large red triangle conming fromthe tip of the shoul ders down
meeting in

a point about m d-solar plexus; the edges of the triangle are jagged
li ke

lightning bolts. The collar is a high black band, al nbst a choker, with
a

snap closure on the left side. The ensenble is topped off with heavy
gl oves

and bl ack | eather boots. But the nbst anusing part is he is doing
dramatic

action poses in front of the mirror with "Enter Sandnman" blaring from
t he

st ereo.

"Villains beware." Josh can't hold the laughter in any |longer. Mich to
Jake's chagrin.

"Ha Ha Very funny. | would expect no less fromyou. So what do you
t hi nk?"
"It's definitely better than your Fila exercise outfit tho' it'll nake

endor senents tough..
"Yeah, | got a hold of Mark's secret tailor the other day. | picked it

up
| ast night." Jake goes over and turns the stereo off.
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"So should | take this as a change of heart. You haven't been too
tal kative
lately. But | could tell sonething was on yer mnd.."

"I knew after the fight at the Red Mle. Wile we were at the stadium
as |

Iooked out over the field, | realized what | was doing was wong. Wth
g:gs?ng | looked back at nmy life, ny acconplishnents. Al | could see
&ﬁZt I had given up, what | hadn't finished. But | realized you can't
ggck. You can only go forward. | don't need to honor dad by nmaking the

police force. Dad woul d be proud of what we are doing. Besides, with
gg;; you guys need ne nore than ever. That fight showed that to ne. |
fgﬂe;ber the last tine | took as nuch as | gave in a fight. You were
a;ggﬁe the only ones suited for taking care of guys |like these.”

"Wel cone back, bro" Josh says with sone relief as he hugs Jake. Pulling
back

hands still on Jake's nmssive shoul ders he adds with no small concern
"What about school ?"

"Ch, | plan on finishing my degree. It's sonething | still need to

EL?IZ?ier that | don't know "

"Well I"'mglad to see you finally resolve this issue."

:hb Eoo, | feel so nuch better about it now. Let nme change and [|'1|
rea

you to an early lunch." Jake nakes his way to the bat hroom

"What a minute what do you nean hadn't gotten as good as you gave? \Wat
about our tussle in the woods behind nom s?"

"Ch please Josh. You know | can take you anytinme." Jake gives his big
brother a wink and a nuggi e as he continues to the bathroom

"Yeah whatever." Josh adds with a chuckl e.

EIE IR O O

Qut si de I ndianapolis, a furnished basenent in a suburban nei ghbor hood
hore.
Mor ni ng of 2/ 29.

“I"'mbored,” said the Inp, as he teleported to and fromthe snall
refrigerator, retrieving a bottle of Citrus Jolt during the trip. “How
about

nmugger patrol ?”

“I'n the suburbs?” asked Brickyard, |aying back on the floor while idly
staring at the ground | evel w ndows above him

“W'd be arrested for provocation if we went into the city | ooking for
trouble, probably. Best to wait and listen to the scanners.” This was a
fermal e voice, fromthe heroine called Indigo. “One of you, conme help ne
with

this shelf.”
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“Little out of my reach, babe,” the Inp replied.

“l got it,” said Brickyard, bringing his full 68" frame to a standing
position. He wal ked over and held the shelf in place while Indigo
applied a

power screwdriver to a couple of places, securing the shelf in place.
She

and Brickyard exchanged sniles. The wonderful side effect of their
powers,

enj oyi ng each other’s conpany. Indigo didn't know why that was, only
t hat

bei ng around Brickyard and | np gave her a feeling of bel onging that
she’' d

m ssed in a childhood of foster homes. O course she and Andy,

Bri ckyard out

of costune that is, were even closer these days.

“And don’t think | mssed that ‘babe’ crack, Inp,” she said.
“That’s ok, I'mnot nmissing it fromhere either,” the snmaller nman
grinned as

he drank fromthe Jolt bottle.

“Elliott?” Brickyard asked, a tone in his voice.

“Ck, sorry. Gosh ~sniff~ 1 thought we were all pals here.”
“W are, Elliott. So knock off the fake tears. Pal.” Indigo unplugged
t he

power tool and put it back in its case. She shook her head and smiled
wher e

Inmp couldn’t see; after a few weeks, he’'d saved her life twice. She in
turn

deducted his streamof insults were a defense nechanism The nore he
li ked

you, the nore likely he’d crawl under your skin and needl e you
_Probably

grew up like ne in sone ways, _she realized.

Inp leered at I ndigo as she finished her work, then picked up a
newspaper .

After a few nminutes in the Star’s regional section, he | ooked up at the
others. “How far to Lexington?”

“Kent ucky?”

“No, Brickhead, Massachusetts. O course Kentucky. How far’s the
drive?”

“About three, four hours, depending on traffic. Wy?”

“I think we should go neet our brothers in arns,” Inp said, as he
turned the

paper around. There was a picture, fromway back on New Year’'s Day, of
Phoeni x hovering over Main Street during the battle with the Lunmi nary
terrorists. “And sisters,” Inp quickly added when I ndi go seened ready
to

forcibly correct him

EIE IR R I O R

Early norning, at the Fortune Motel. Phoenix finds Shelley, but now has
visitors to handle.
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At two and a half tinmes the speed of sound, there's not nuch tine for

worrying on the way to the Fortune Motel. | was afraid this night
happen.
Damrit...._ \Wether Shelley truly was involved, or is only blamng
her sel f

for the near-catastrophe, Ananda has no intention of allow ng
Domi ni que' s

vision to becone reality.

Not nuch time for planning, either. As the building cones into view

bel ow,
it's pretty clear that this is about the |ast place anyone woul d have

thought to | ook for the m ssing woman. _|I'm surprised they *have*
towel s. _

_That's her car. So nmuch for "all points."_ There doesn't seemto be
anyone

around, not that she really cares at the nonent. Phoeni x arrows down to
t he

parking |l ot and hits the ground running, using her wings to brake. She
barely renenbers to retract them before bangi ng on the door of room 18
"Shell ey? Shelley, it's Aranda. Pl ease open the door. |I'mal one," she
adds,

on the off chance that it m ght nake a difference

Rushing in, Amanda finds Shelley in the bathroomtub. There are four
bottl es

scattered on the floor, little pills of various colors spilled in

pl aces,

but not nearly as nmany as there should be.

The pretty, hel pful young wonan Anmanda has known only a short tinme |ays
quietly in the tub, barely breathing beneath her robe. Ananda rues

Shel ley's

t horoughness; nost |ikely she hasn't got nuch tinme to save her. She's
goi ng

to try anyway. Lifting Shelley out of the tub, Amanda turns to |eave.

And cones face to face with Fate.

"Sorry, nmy dear, but | think | like my odds w thout the beautiful |oose
end.

Way not just leave her here? I'mwlling to nake it worth your tine to
j ust

wal k away," says the Sigil nenber.

Behind himis the young wonan, Entropy, giggling at the doorway.

_You are in *big* trouble, girl, Amanda thinks to herself, once her
heart's
started beating again.

"Thanks anyway," she says with a bright smle, shifting Shelley to a
fireman's carry to free up one hand, "but this doesn't |ook like ny
ki nd of

party. *We'll* be going now." _| hope this works..._

Wth a speed well beyond anything humanly normal, Amanda | ashes out
with her

free hand. The far wall with the large wi ndow, a conmon feature to
not el

roons everywhere, disappears in a rush of coruscating fire. Dropping
her
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other hand | ow, Ananda sends a blast of fire Fate's way as well. She's
al ready noving for the opening and out, even as Fate has turned his
head and

rai sed his hands at waist level. Wth disgust, Amanda picks up with her
peri pheral vision Fate absorbing the energy |ike a sponge. But there
was no

tinme to deal with himfurther; St Joseph's was a nmile away on a

strai ght

line, and Shelley had to get into an energency room now.

Soon, the double doors of St Joe's Energency wing were flying open
Amanda

took a bare second to retract her wi ngs and assune a | ook of concern
bef ore

entering. She dropped Shelley onto the nearest gurney, and grabbed a
nur se.

"She's OD ed," Amanda said, and rattled off the nanes on the bottles
she' d

seen on the notel floor, thankful for her ultra-sharp vision. "Wthin
t he

| ast hour, naybe |onger. Help her!"

As Shelley is whisked away to an OR, and Anmanda col |l apses into a chair
:&nfgsions cubicle, a quiet man in a runpled trenchcoat steps out of
&Q?ting area to the outdoors. Once outside, he retrieves a cel - phone
L{gnbocket and nakes a call, speaking for exactly six seconds. Then, a
grg:? it and chonped in place, he enters his Peugeot 403 and drives
away.

Ten mnutes later, as Amanda tries her best to give what little

i nformation

she has on Shelley to the adnmtting nurse, a hand falls on her

shoul der. She

| ooks up to see Alex standing there, with a welt on his chin; behind
him are

three of the larger gentlenen of the security detail.

"Can you give ne the Reader's Digest version? Right now, soneone's
undoubtedly calling reporters; them!| can handle, but | need to know
what' s

happened. "

Just then, Amanda felt her cel-phone begin to vibrate.

-
At the Fortune Motel, two minutes after Amanda's departure.

The drive ended quickly, behind a closed furniture outlet. The Fortune
gg??;inly didn't reflect its nane, not at 18.95 a night. Even with HBO
"Whi ch roon?" Josh asked

"I don't know," Doni nique replied.

"Let ne see what | can find." Josh focuses his considerable senses

acr oss

the small hotel roomby roomtrying to detect the hidden Shelly. He
tries to
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recall the particular nuances of her heartbeat as well as cutting out

t he

chaff from ot her people. Her heart would sound differently than the
fat, out

of breath mddle aged man who clinaxed with his m stress sone m nutes
ago in

room2. Her lithe frame would demand | ess than that SOB but the

enoti ona

state she's in now would distinguish it fromthe cl eaning woman in room
4.

Josh does this all the while as he pages Amanda...if she's already
found her

then | can just hone in on the beep...when Doninique points out a room
where the wi sps of burnt curtains wave in the night air out of a

wi ndow. And

two people are leaving and quickly getting into a car

"Dam! It's the Sigil!" Josh is into a run quickly, but Fate guns the
engi ne

of the Lincoln he's driving and deftly nmaneuvers it onto New Circle
Road.

Domi ni que goes into the roomwhile Josh is running, and neets himas he
returns. "Snells like burnt wood in there. Pill bottles everywhere, but
no

one's in the room Were's the nearest energency roonf"

"Wth her speed, they all are. But | think she'd go to St Joseph's,
just by
virtue of closeness. Let's go."

EIE R I O

Carl nmounted the steps to the Callahan's row home, absently noting the
dirt

patches where flowers should be. He knocked on the door, and his eyes
agai n

flashed to the 'New York Islander's' logo pin on his flannel shirt. The
confused junble of thoughts that brought on were interrupted by the
openi ng

of the door.

"Wl |l | ook what the cat drug up," said Barbara. Barabara was a snall
bottle

bl onde worman. Any brighter and she'd have been in college. She al ways
| ooked

better under artificial lighting, and the guarded expression kept her
cute

smle fromsaving her. "It's customary to call the girl you al nost
tur ned

the MIlenniumw th, y'know. You've said nore to Shawna than ne."

I'f there was one thing Carl was reconciled to at this point in his
;;;ehi;tsheer inability to read wonen. So for himto pick up that he
G?SL!¥ want to |l et on he had actually cone to see Shawna this tinme was
?estanent to Barbara's nood.

"Hey, Babe, gimme a break. The Y2K bug got ne. Then the schedul e picked
up. .. "

Page 7 of 17
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Bar bara eyed hi mspecul atively. "Valentine's cane and went, y'know. "

Uh-oh. This was one of those 'do | |look fat?' nonents. They hadn't
really

had anyt hi ng goi ng, besides sone strong post-ganme flirtations, but the
understandi ng that they were giving it a spin had been clear

"I was with you in ny heart, chica," he nock-exaggerated

"Liar." She glared at hima bit |longer, just for good neasure, then

br oke

out a smle. "I could al nost forgive you, but you didn't even _tell_ ne
you

got called to the Show ESPN2 is how | have to find out!?"

"Yeah, that." Carl fingered the Islanders' pin, then conpul sively took
it

of f and handed it to her. "Rash a' pulled groins and they go shopping
for

hired nmuscle."”

"You big dope, don't give ne macho. You nust be bursting over inside!
The

NHL, Carl, you scored a goal in the NN-HL!" Shyness was not the
attribute

that got Barbara into the post-ganme parties. She bubbled a happy hug
around

him "That is soo cool!"

"It is pretty cool. So what you doin' tonight? |I mght wanna spend
somea
this Maj or League noney."

"Ch, | am _all_over that. 7:30, 1'll be in my shortest, bl ackest
dress. You

put the place around me. This is so cool, |'ve never dated a Mj or
before."

"Hn. Hey, speakin' of your sister, what's new with her? She straighten
her
act up yet?"

Barbara shrugged a little disgusted and a | ot past caring.
"Maybe 1'Il stop by early, talk to her alittle," he continued.

Bar bara gave hima suspicious |ook and rolled the pin in her fingers.
"She' s
gone. Caught a bus to LalLa Land while you were gone."

"What ?! "

"Carl, the Double Cs, RoJo, all the OGs and Tiny Gs, even the dunbest
gLn%ggt runners, they are gone. Sonething put the fear into her. She
ggff,a'bout a week ago, jans the phone down and begs nme to get her to
E?gyhound. The first bus there was goi ng west. She got on."

Carl felt hinself energe froma fog. He'd known sonething was wrong

when
he'd gotten back | ate, and now he knew he had to check it out.
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Bar bara changed t he subject back to the proposed date. "Not too early.
You

need to clean yourself up, don't rush that. And | really w sh you'd
asked ne

about the haircut thing before you did it."

Carl shook hinself back into the here and now, and playfully sl apped
her on
her thigh. "Bite ne."

"You show enough of that NHL noney, | mght," she fired back

And Carl's phone rang.

EIE IR I O R

Bl ue Grass Arny Depot. Later, norning of February 29th.

General Johnnie Allen was waiting when Colonel Urich arrived at his
of fice.

Urich recovered nicely, fell straight into parade posture and sal ute.
The

General, a slender, bespectacled nman whose appearance belied a | ong
mlitary

career including Special Forces duty, returned the salute, then told
Urich

to sit down.

“Col onel . Good norning.”
“Good norning, sir. Welcone to Blue Grass.”

“The Pentagon has sent ne to oversee Operation Panopticon. This is no
reflection on your capabilities, Colonel.”

_Bull._thought Urich.

“The Joint Chiefs wanted to nmake sure the Operation is functional and
online
today. I'mhere to ensure full cooperation fromany resource required.”

“l understand sir.”

“lI am not assuming day to day responsibility for the Operation. That is
your

responsibility, Colonel Urich. Do well and | assure you the JCS will
be

grateful .”

_Uh huh. _ Urich frowned i nwardly.

“In addition to nyself, there will be advisors and support personne
from

FEMA on base. They will handl e the hands-on contact with those who are
brought in to Operation Panopticon. Your prinmary responsibility will be
ensuring base integrity and security. You' ve got carte bl anche,

Col onel, to

make what ever recommendations for inprovenent you personally feel are
necessary, and have themreasonably fulfilled.”

“Reasonabl y, sir?”

“What do you nean, Col onel ?”

Page 9 of 17
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“CGeneral, | know you nust be aware of our storage of chem cal weapons
at

this depot. Bringing in the sort of..people.that the Operation
concerns.wel |,

I am concerned about the risk. Wat if one of these powered |oons gets
| oose?”

“There’'s a problemwi th that statenent, Colonel.”
“A probl enf”

“Yes. Your problem | am aware of the Depot’s function. Due to public
sentinent about the chemical agent issue, we can’t risk noving them”

“Not to nention the threat of hijacking by sone powered freak.”

The General nodded, slowy. “They' re safer here than anywhere, for
now, ” he

said, in a quieter tone. “The design of the Depot and its facilities
makes

it essential to the Operation. 1'll have your further recommendations
by

1400, Colonel.” Standing and replacing his hat, the General nodded and
waved

off the return salute. “See you later.”

“Yes, sir.” Colonel Urich didn't watch the General |eave his office,
or

cl ose the door. Instead, he sat down, and opened the fol der, narked
with the

Unbra cl earance stanp. The Col onel was about to becone host for FEMA's
doctors and their powered patients. And if one of them should get

| oose, and

get to the chem cal agents stored here..he shook his head. 1400 was a
few

hours off. He made a few calls, assenmbled his staff, and sent them on
i nspections. If anything failed here, it would be FEMA and not the

Army. Not

hi m

*kkkkkkkkkk k%

“Chase, chill.” It was his friend, Jill.

“Sorry. Thought | was bei ng abducted. Wat’'s up?”

“This,” she said, and handed him a paper bag. “I found this in ny car
this

nmorning. |'mguessing it nade the nice hole in the passenger w ndow
t hat was

there, too.”

Chase drew in a deep breath. Inside the bag was an 8-ball, with Chase’s
name
witten on it with sone sort of grease pencil

“You weren’'t kidding about this powered thing you tried to tell ne
about

after the Red Sky Diary show, were you? You'd better |level with ne,
Chase,

right now”

Dread fills Chase. Jill is definately in danger now and 8-ball's
nessage
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makes that nore clear than ever. "I DID level with you Jill. | wasn't
| yi ng.

My cell was batttery-drained when | was giving you ny |ame
denonstrati on.

But if you need nore proof...." He wal ks torward the line of |lockers in
t he

hal | . Leani ng agai nst one and shiel ding one | ock fromthe view of

passer shy,

Chase waves a hand over the | ock

"Say the Magic Word and PRESTO..." the | ock pops open pronpted by
magneti c
coaxi ng.

"That code | set for you, Star 13, try it now on your cell."
She does, and hears the answering tones from Chase's phone.
"Where are your folks this week?" he asks.

"Cozunel, working out their sensory integration issues or sone bull
li ke
that, why?"

"Can you stay with soneone, just so you're not alone tonight? I want to
deal
with this, and keep you out of harm s way, see?"

"Ck. I'Il stay with Jessica Todino, her dad's a state trooper. Damm,
I''m
| ate for calculus...be careful Chase."

Wth that out of the way, Chase wal ks Jill back to class.

"Use that code if you see sonething strange..." Chase pauses.
_Wai tam nut e!

The teamis probably just as upset and Troyer was lurking earlier. They
m ght be working with him _

"That includes if the forner b-ball team any of them are follow ng
you.
Don't hesitate to use that, | don't care how uninportant it seens. OK?"

"l understand. Thank you."

Leaving her at class, he turns to go to his own making plans for his
evening. _Good think Pops hit the road when he did. Mght be a late
ni ght

for me. Quess | should call "Crawler in on this too. _

Chase dials N.C."s code into his cell.

When he answers, Chase runs through the details briefly. "So, you wanna
hel p

me stal k soneone tonight? | wanna get this tool shed caged before ny
friend

gets hurt."

Carl was listening as he was wal king back to his car, and driving back
toward Vine Street, toward the LexTran station. Lots of big concrete
wal | s

there. The city bulletin board, if you knew howto read it.

The taggers didn't |et himdown. He read the signs; the Double Cs were
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t hrough. The Sons of Chicago had taken over, just like that. No war, no
drive-bys. Just one major drug deal gone bad, one interrupted shipnent,
countl ess noney fromthat deal, all gone, thanks to T-Gold's evidence,
d assjack's analysis, and the New M Il ennium s interference.

Al'l that just to trade one group of color flaunting jerks for another

As Magna- Fl ux spoke, the tension eased out ahead of Carl's sliny
coating. A

sly grin pulled at Carl's nouth. "Yeah, | needed to get out tonight
anyway.

On ny way. "

"Thanks See-thru. 1'Il call you after school to set things up."

Chase hangs up his cell and rushes to class. Once there, he thinks of
his

pl ans for the night, only vaguely aware of his

teacher drone on about endl ess anpbunts of info he studi ed days before.

_If Todd knows anything, he could either lead us to Meyers or we could

terrorize himinto talking... Yeah that sounds like the thing to do!
Better

"mag-tap' the records office for his and his buddy's addresses. Cuess
11

tell Rital have got to study with Jill for a few nights and nmay be out
| ate... The Col onel expects nothing but the best grades in his absence
after

all..._

And what was up with that apol ogy? The old man can't actually start
showi ng

signs of having a heart!!! A shred of genuine feeling fromhi mm ght

j ust

di srupt the entire space-tine continuumas we know it! Better to focus
on

sonmething | can do sonething about, and I'mdefinitely gonna do
sonet hi ng

about Quag- Meyers the Cue-ball! SCRATCH _

A quick stroll through the Resource Center gives Chase the other info
he

wants on Walter VanHoose, the only other renaining player besides
Troyer

still in school. Wth that in nind, he departs, and prepares for his
rendezvous with N ghtcraw er.

EIE IR O O

[Jake's Apartment, February 29, Eveni ng]

Jake had been working on his psych Iab work for al nost four hours. He
needed

a break. It was al nost 6:30 and he was fam shed. He figured he would
run out

and grab a quick bite at MckyD s and head over to the gymfor a little
wor kout to | oosen his tensed up nuscles. He had been working on this
stuff

for too long. But it was so easy for himto get lost in his work. He

gr abs

his coat and heads out.

After a couple of Big Macs, two large fries and a nilk shake he was
feeling
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much better. Throughout his work out he keeps thinking back the
proposition

he got today. Rachel was cute too, in an athletic way, very sure of
hersel f.

That intrigued Jake. But lacrosse, it's such a wuss sport. Not nearly
enough

contact. Plus is it really fair for a 'Powered to play organized
sports?

It's not like it's conference level. | could probably get away with it
if he

could keep it under control. He'll have to try and find Rachel after
cl ass

t onor r ow.

Later, after his workout he decided to go downtown and check with sone
of

his street contacts to see if anything had cone up lately on Jason. He
had

put out sone nore feelers |ast week. He even tried calling in sone
favors

but no one has any clues. But his luck wasn't any better this tine

ei ther;

none of his stoolies had any new i nformati on. He heads hone bewi | dered
at

where Jason had gone too. When Jake gets hone he gets out Jason's gear
t hat

he recovered fromthe rock quarry. There had to be sonething that he
was

m ssing here. Jason couldn't just disappear like that. Jake falls
asleep in

the recliner with Jason's gear |aying about his feet. He doesn't rest
easily

t oni ght .

EIE IR I O

And at deSha's, not far from Rupp Arena..

Carl net Chuck at the finest eatery in Lexington that accepted bl ue

j eans.

He had al ready ordered drinks, and had a good start into his vodka
marti ni

He offered the margarita rocks like it was a Stanley Cup. Tables around
heard Chuck's exuberant greeting.

"Am go! How s it feel, your first NHL paycheck? Did | tell you we'd get
¥ﬁgre? Did I ?" Carl accepted the drink. One sip told him Chuck had gone
Eﬁe top shelf for it. Between the warnming on his tongue of fine |iquor
gﬂgck's infectious glee, Carl was smrking despite his guard.

"Il tell you what, Chuck, you didn't take us the easy way."
Mar st on guf fawed good-naturedly. "Can you believe they wanted you to
coach?

Coach?! Thanks ' Bl ades, but no thanks."

"SIl ow down, honbre, one desperation rotation don't nake ne franchise
material ."

The agent waived off Carl's reserve inpatiently. "You got no idea,
Carl os.
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They showed you on TV, layin' that hit on LeClair...there you were
?nge{ife." Chuck fluttered his lower lip, " I tell you | alnost cried.
little amigo, all grown up."

"Alright, Chuck, | get the picture."

"No offense Carl, but like fun you do. That's why you pay nme. Five

ganes,
and you've got a highlight reel -- you scored you magnificent bastard!
And

you have no _idea_ what effect 'de la Cruces' on the back of that
jersey

had. .. speaki ng of which, | see our other guest has arrived."

"COther guest?" asked Carl darkly. It was always |ike this with Chuck
Car |
shoul d' ve known that by now.

A smartly dressed Hi spanic nman wandered over, caught sight of Marston
and

lead with his hand. "Ami go!" Marston greeted himbrightly. "This is
Carl os

de las Cruces -- late of the New York Islanders. Carl, this is Manue
Fortuna. "

"How do you do Carlos...'

"It's Carl_," he corrected strongly. Fleeting disapproval ran across
t he
ot her man's face.

"Manuel is a reporter for _La Boca , a Hispanic news..."
"I know what it is." Carl put his nmargarita down.

"M. de las Cruces, | can't tell you how happy | amto have an

excl usive on

this interview So few of our people nake it as far as you have in this
sport. And to have such a great series...our readers are dying to know
nor e

about you..."

Carl turned on his agent. "You sandbagged ne, Chuck."

"Quitly," Chuck declared good-naturedly, with mninml renorse.

"I knew you'd never agree to it if | asked. W get sone press on you on
g?pmhat you' ve been doing on the ice...Carl we're in."

"Gonmez and de las Cruces, in the sane year?" interjected the reporter

"What
a trenendous statenent. \What a trenendous story."

"Alright, first off, | nevcr consented to no interview. Sorry, 'nigo.
Second

of all, Chuck how could you do this if you knew I'd say no?"

"Carl, buddy, I'mlookin gout for your interests. You' ve got to trust
ne on

this. An NHL bid is ours to lose right now ..it's what we've wanted for
ten
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years. Right here, reach out and take it."
"Chuck, you got no idea what | want."

Carl stormed out, and there was an enbarrassed sil ence between the
agent and

the reporter. Chuck recovered first, of course. "After a nonth |ike
he's

had, no wonder he's a little edgy. Get out that pad, M. Fortuna, and
let me

buy you a drink. | want to tell you about what Carl does on his days
of f..."

EIE IR R O O

Around the sane tinme. Snow begins falling, a late winter gift from

Mot her

Nature to a Bluegrass that was averagi ng 50 degrees during the
so-cal |l ed

winter nonths thus far. On one of the older streets on the northeast

si de of

the city, not far off Main, the falling snow nade for an idyllic scene,
collecting gently on the sloping | awns of the townhouses.

But precipitation brings out cabin fever in sone, a need to get out and
conduct busi ness despite the weather. And one nan was out tonight, his
expensive car not at all out of place on the street as he ascended a
short

flight of stairs. He didn't knock; the door opened at his approach, and
he

was inside.

The foyer | ooked like all the other foyers on the block, with its foyer
tabl e and foyer plant and foyer nmirror and foyer chandelier. The
visitor

wal ked through to the living area, and then to the kitchen and out the
back

door. There was a |l arge greenhouse out back, only it really wasn't a
greenhouse. GCh, it |ooked the part fromthe outside, if the weather
wer e

warnmer it would even snell right. But it was a workshop, a singular

pl ace

for a singular individual to ply his trade.

"Craftsman," the visitor said to the closed door of the greenhouse. It
opened quietly, and the visitor went inside.

"Pl ease," cane a snooth voice fromw thin the el aborate netal /workshop
whi ch was the true use of the greenhouse. "Cone inside."

The visitor wal ked toward the center of the darkened shop, and was net
by

the speaker, a 40-ish man in gl asses. He was dressed in the econom ca
way

all true skilled artisans dress, for efficiency. Sleeves rolled up on a
striped shirt, heavy cloth trousers belted at a trimwaist, shoes
capped

with safety toe inserts. "It's finished. | think you'll be pleased.”
From a

coat rack, he pulled down a one piece, hooded suit, in a shade of grey
never

before considered for a garnent. The suit resenbled a toddler's

paj amas; the

Craftsman indicated the visitor should put it on. "Pull it over your
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clothes. Leave your shoes on. It's quite renmarkable.”

Noddi ng, the visitor dressed. "How s it close?" he asked, indicating
t he

apparent |ack of a zipper or other closures on the front of the thin
bodysui t.

"Run your finger up the seam" the Craftsman replied. The visitor
conpl i ed,

and the seamvani shed as he slid his finger over it. "Nice bit of
tailoring.

Kind of ruins the cut of ny suit, though."

"Don't worry. In 60 mnutes, you will understand a great deal about
this

garnment for which you have paid so generously. You have all owed enough
time

for instruction, M Halle?"

"Ch yes," he replied. "I'Il not be held back fromnmy goals for |ack of
know edge. Should | take notes?"

"I f keeping physical evidence on you nmakes you confortable, go right
ahead.

No? Very good. W'll start with the basics, wearing the garnent every
day..."

EIE IR R I O O R

Qut si de Coach Myers' place. The stakeout, as conducted by Ni ghtcraw er
and

Magna- Fl ux.

Magna- Fl ux's instincts were right on, all right. There was quite a
gat hering

of people at the coach's place, sixteen in all. Magna-Fl ux recogni zed

many
of them ex-players, a couple of fathers, two of the forner assistant
coaches.

"Quess they armn' for you en nasse. W'l|l be the underdogs ' gai nst
t hat
many suckers,” Nightcraw er said.

"That's all right. You're the Nightcrawl er, and I am Magna- Fl ux. All
t hey

got is a bunch of well-conditioned, ticked off athletes and one joker
who

can toss a billiard ball through concrete.”

"That's reassuring. Look, they novin' out."

They were. By ones and twos, the visitors departed, and went their
seem ngly

separate ways. N ghtcrawl er and Magna- Fl ux | ooked quizzically at each
ot her.

"I didn't see Coach Screwbal |l cone out. Everyone el se is gone,”

Magna- Fl ux
said. "What are they up to?

EIE IR R I O R

Responses due January 21.
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To: Fury <rlshelor@adel phia.net>, MagnaFlux <spectruml13@hotmail.com>,
Phoenix <rjstevenson@sprynet.com>, Dan <sound2k @yahoo.com>,
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Subj ect: The Four Winds turn 36
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<rstevens@hubdata.com>, NinjaDar@aol.com, John Stith
<john_s@bellsouth.net>, Sound <stmark36@aol.com>, DLowe
<David.Lowe@hotelinfosys.com>, Rich <burnerrich@aol.com>, Jay
<birdman529@yahoo.com>, Christian <cdirish@earthlink.net>

Turn 36
At St Joe's Energency, where Al ex has just arrived. February 29.

"One second," she tells Alex, pulls out her phone. Page from Sound.

_Pl ease

not another emergency._But only nornal late-night traffic noise seens
to be

in the background when he picks up. "Wat's going on? ... Oh, she did?
What

happened? ... Crud ... Ckay. We're at St. Joe's. No word yet. See you
soon. "

_And tell Dom nique to work on the wide angle in her visions, she adds
silently.

“I"'mglad you're here... not nuch to tell,” Amanda goes on, folding the
ggcyce away before glancing up at Alex. "I couldn't sleep, so | went
;?{vg. Saw her car at this notel. | found her in the bathroom Looks
Lhzetook hal f a pharmacy, so | got her here as fast as | could. Then
you

wal ked in." Highly edited, but without a direct lie, at |east.

Al ex nods, only hal f-hearing what she's saying.

| mpul sively, she adds, "I don't think any of this was her idea. It

| ooks

bad, but.... There was a car pulling out when | got there. I'mpretty
sure

it was the two that got away at the show. We'Il have to see what she
can

tell us when she wakes up." She renenbers Shelley's tears that night;
t hi nki ng about the Sigil sends the sane fierce anger through Amanda
t hat

Lydi a' s mani pul ati ons had.
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"l already know what's happened. Jonas went to New York and had a chat
Kﬁ?21Carnelie. He's the Sony A&R who was at the Unplugged gig. Wthout
comng right out and admtting it, he acknow edged getting those Sigi
?ﬁbzlved. Naturally, he clained they weren't trying to hurt anyone,
Lgig Lg | ook bad." Al ex rubbed absently at his ribs, where Entropy had
ﬁrﬁf "I hired a bunch of PIs to watch the energency roons around town;
Lfrg?d this m ght happen.”

Al ex shook his head, and continued. The nassive security nen | ooked
unconfortable, listening to this, but waited quietly as Ananda's eyes
opened. "Shelley didn't realize how bad things were with us and Sony.
Naturally that's nmy fault. Normgot a hold of her and said he wanted to
arrange a surprise for us, kind of a welcone hone surprise, and he
needed

her to get the Sigil in the door. She thought she was doing us a favor
Slick tal king son of a bitch."

Amanda realized the depth of Shelley's pain, now She'd been deceived,
and

she obviously didn't think an apol ogy would do nuch good with the band.
Amanda' s hands itched to hold Fate by his snmug face, stick her fingers
up

his nose, and force-feed hima fireball brainpan cleaner; _See if you
can

absorb that, you bastard . But Anmanda kept that off her face, instead
saying, "If she knows sonething about them they nmight try to keep her
from

tal king. Good thing you guys cane al ong," she glances at the security
guards, though she's a bit dubious about their ability to handle such a

threat. _| guess Sound and | can stick around and nake sure nothing
happens. _

"Go hone, Amanda. This is ny job, dealing with this. It'll be all
right.

Believe it or else, there've been through worse tinmes. Ask Al ain about
Anst erdam sonetine. Go hone. I'Il call everyone and |l et them know
what' s

going on |ater. Sheesh. Hey, Barry, how about grabbing ne sone coffee,
extra

thi ck. Thanks. You guys thirsty?" Alex had turned his attention to the
security nen, and away from Amanda. Taki ng advantage of the break
Amanda

headed for the doors, to check the parking lot for Josh

On the drive to the hospital, Josh is turning ideas over in his head.
Qdds

are since the band was still searching for Shelley then they would be
keepi ng an eye on hospitals (they can certainly afford to), and once
she's

admtted at Joe's then it won't be |ong before Alex and the others are
there...which nmeans Amanda will have to explain Dom Josh had a brief
fl ash

of what an encounter between Doni ni que and Al ex m ght | ook Iike.

Parking the car and turning the engine off he asks her to stay in the

Bug to
avoi d the scene he envisi oned.
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"No problem 1|'d hate to enbarass the poor guy in front of his
friends." She
rubs her knuckl es across her chest. Smling.

Josh chuckles and nutters "Damn secrets..."

Josh bolts off to the energency room and hears Ananda and Al ex beyond a
living shield of security guards that tower over Josh's six foot frane.

"I's she all right?" he adds nearing the group. Amanda is breaking off
from

themjust as he gets close, takes Josh by the arm and | eads hi m back
"She' s

been admtted; | don't know how she is just now. Look, we should stick
around tonight, in case the Sigil conme around."

"I agree. | can settle in sonmewhere on her floor. You going up?"
"Yes," Amanda answered, then stopped. "Look, are you ok with this, |

nean,
being in a hospital again..."

"Yeah. Yeah, |'mok. Really. At worst, |I'Il neke nyself ok, for

Shel ley's

sake."

Amanda squeezes Josh's hand, and smiles at him "Thank you." It's al
Josh

can do not to get carried away by enotion.

The ni ght passes quietly, the quiet of the snow unbroken by any
activity

during the night. Josh keeps hinself going on coffee and the occasi ona
Canel. As he lights one, he sits down to consider his recent search on
t he

McCai n nane he found engraved inside the Zippo lighter he's had for
quite

some time now. Apparently, fromold newspaper records, the elder MCain
was

a pilot during WNWI, flying in the Pacific Theater against the
Japanese. The

Marjorie girl on the lighter was the squadron's pet good |uck charm
Josh

gave sone effort to finding any survivors fromthat group, but tinme had
taken its toll. MCain's squadron were all ghosts now, forgotten relics
of a

time when Anericans fromall wal ks of |ife had stepped forward when
cal | ed,

to face the greatest evil in recorded history. MCain's record showed
an

exenplary tour of duty, but a quiet welcome upon his return hone.

_And is that the destiny for heroes today? Fifty years goes by, and all
our

wor ks are just fodder for a snoozer of a history |esson for sone
fourteen

year old to cone?_ Josh nused, thinking on his indifferent attitude
t owar d

history in high school. He remenbered an old copy of Mailer's "The
Naked and

The Dead" sitting on a shelf at his parent's...his nother's house.
Maybe it

was tine to give it a read.
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The McCain nane didn't give up nmuch in the records, so he decided to
apply

Cccanml's Razor to the problem MCain today was likely a crinminal, maybe
t he

cops knew about him

Josh had to adnmit to a little shock at his reception at 162 East Min.
;gﬁice who had once wel comed himin the door |ike an extended nenber of
}gﬁily now treated himw th careful indifference. He wasn't Josh, now,
ags Josh ' Faul kner', cousin to Jason, killer of two of their own. Yes,
&ggr: petty hood named McCain, just finished doing four and a half for
trafficking. No, he hasn't been around, to their know edge, and woul d
Ege;ﬁything el se, sir? Thank you for com ng by.

The younger McCain was Mark, nicknamed Chance. He had a youthful talent
for

crime that grewinto a skill at drug snuggling. But he got busted in
‘94

when one of his crew turned state's evidence, and found hinself
enduring the

tender nercies of the federal correctional system

So now, Josh had a name to go with the Purple Mask's alter ego. Wat to
do
with it now?

EIE R I O

Later on that day, the 29th. Qutside Eightball's hone.

Chase | ooks at Nightcrawl er, the confused | ook in his eyes hidden
behind his

pai ntball nmask. "If | understand this enpathy thing right, then he
coul d be

getting involved in sone kind nessy evil thing, the sane way we've
taken to

serving the light side of the force, above and beyond what he wants to
do to

me. |'msure he nust've felt the sane vibe off ne, but he can't know
what

I'mcapabl e of yet or ny ultra-keen powered nane, but if we don't catch
hi m

at sonething other than want to put the ugly on ne, than I'mstill in
j ust

as much danger fromthe 'establishnent' that's trying to regul ate us
powereds! At the very least he could reveal ny i.d. if we aren't
car ef ul

here."

Chase | ooks back at the house, stretching his nagnetic senses out to
"feel"

t hrough the house and see if anybody they can't see might stil be

I i ngering.

"All we could get himfor right nowis vandalizing ny friend' s car. And
there's not even enough evidence for that!"

Carl's head elasticly spun to his young friend. "Nutball knows who you

are?
He know you like this? How 'bout the Biff'n' Chad Squad? Last thing we
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is these rocket scientists connectin' the dots." After a nonent's
t hought ,

"If he is steppin' up, his crewcut boys's gonna be the ones on the
heavy

liftin ."

"No, he's never nmet "Magna-Fl ux", but connecting nme on the flying
skat eboar d
can't be too hard if | cone after himwith no ot her cause!"”

Using his EM senses, Chase "feels" a body inside the house, " Soneone
;Eeye. It could be him Wy don't you get see-thru and and check out
;Rzlgﬁace, Gunmi -worm | go aerial and see where his posse might be off
}Pil do a fly-by pick up over his house in 10. |Is that a plan?"

"Do till one conmes along," agreed the Nightcrawler. Wth a sucking
sound, he

| aunched at the disgraced ex coach's hone, beconing only a faint
shinmer in

the air before even arcing past the street |anps. After that, close
observers could only nake out a vague visual hint around the attic vent
and

the Ni ghtcraw er was in.

Meanwhi | e Chase levitates skyward, riding nagnetic waves on his deck
and

searches the ground for one of those last to leave. _ | know you're up
to

somet hing ultra-stinky Cheese-ball, but what..._

I nsi de, oozing through the ventilation system the N ghtcraw er energes
into

a room ready for anything. What he gets is a steadily drinking

ex- Coach

Meyers, clad in t-shirt and boxers, watching SportsCenter as his eyes
drop

| ower and | ower.

_Merde. Waste o' ny tine_, the N ghtcraw er grow s and heads roof ward.
Magna- Fl ux arrives on tinme, asking what he found.

"Stupid drunk, what | found. He ain't doin' jack. Whatever's goin
down, he

ain't involved tonight. Let's nake sure none o' the Ken dolls took a
mat ch

to yer crib; we wastin' time baby sittin' here."

Toget her, the Plasmi c Avenger and the young Master of Magnetic Fields
raced
back to Chase's house, which stood untouched by any sort of nayhem

"Look, nmebbe he's just givin' his crew a pep talk, keep th' faith an
al |

that. You want, I'll crash on yer floor tonite, case the boys cone
around,

but I"'mbettin' that ain't gonna happen.”

"No, no, it's all right. | wonder what he's up to. Look, thanks, [|'m
sorry
to drag you out for no reason.”

Page 5 of 9
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"S' ok. You need nme to get yer back, dial. Later." And the N ghtcraw er
sl ung
hinself into the night sky, and was gone.

In the norning, Chase found out exactly what Coach Screwball was up to.
A

sheriff's deputy stopped by, at 7 a.m wth the subpoena. Coach Meyers
was

gunning to get his job back. Chase put it together real quick; if
Meyers got

reinstated, that woul d nean Chase woul d be on the outside even nore

t han he

was al ready. And Meyers neant to put himthere. Bastard. Chase | ooked
at the

date. The hearing was schedul ed before the school board March 9th.

"This is ultra-bad," Chase refl ected.

EIE IR I O R

[ Morni ng of Wednesday March 1, 2000]

Jakes' norning hadn't went well, and with a 3 hour Abnormal Psychol ogy
cl ass

comng up within the hour it didn't ook Iike it was inproving. He
hadn' t

seen that Experinmental Psych quiz com ng. He did well enough on
retention

alone to nake a "B" on it but he just hated that feeling of not being
pr epar ed.

That sane ideology is what brings himto the library in between

cl asses. He

figured he better see if he could find a book on | acrosse before he got
back

in touch with Rachel. He knew a bit about the gane, just what he had

pi cked

up fromwatching ESPN2 for years. But he wanted to know nore about the
rul es

and structure of the gane before he got out there and nade a fool of

hi msel f.

Whi | e wal ki ng between the stacks he has a flashback to a coupl e of
gggksv%en he had received a bad vibe during the encounter the with the
hgﬁ whi speri ng anong the books. He had conpletely forgotten about that
incident. He hadn't seen either one of the nmen around the canpus since.
f3§$ pushes the nenories back; nothing he could do about it now ' Not
anég one of them agai n.

Speaki ng of putting things off he needed to get a hold of Josh this
afternoon and | et himknow about M. Watterson's offer to buy the
busi ness.

Watterson was | eaving town the next norning.

"I probably need to do sone checking up on Wade Watterson before | cal
Josh.' The checking goes as he expected it. The call to Texas took a
little

| onger. Wade had a long history in and with | aw enforcenent, going back
to
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the Vietnam War as a young narine MP. Jake found hinself listening to
several Wade anecdotes before satisfying hinself the man was as good as
his

suprenely sel f-confident word

Jake finally finds an appropriate book, MIton Roberts 'History of
Lacrosse', and after checking it out heads across canpus to class.
There's a

certain confidence in ol der students that Jake had al ways noticed and
f ound

irritating his first tine through college. The so-called 'adult
students

al ways seened to get the best grades, yet didn't act |like they were as
stressed as the coll ege-age students. Jake renenbered one guy, froma
required English lit class taught by a real Englishman. Leonard
sonet hi ng or

ot her, he was about 26; the instructor was about 76 and an absol ute
bal | -buster. M Hayden was his nane. Had the underclassnmen terrified.
But

not Leonard. Hayden woul d break out the quizzes; Leonard would grin,
and

thank himas they were handed out. Before exans, when the whol e cl ass
was

frantically cramming in the lecture hall at the last mnute, Leonard
woul d

come strolling in with a cup of hot chocol ate and a sports page, and
catch

up on hockey scores while waiting for the examto start.

Jake overheard a co-ed ask Leonard how he could do what he did in

cl ass.

Leonard expl ai ned that he worked a 40-hour week and had two children
and

conpared to the demands they placed on himclasswrk was a wel cone
di ver si on.

_Hot chocolate. Not a bad idea, especially today. I'll pick one up..._
Jake

stopped. Two of the SORT arnored vehicles were roaring by himtoward
downtown. Instantly, he thought of Jason. Wthout another thought, Jake
began running to student parking, retrieved his bike, and headed down
Rose

after them

EIE IR O O

The Triangle Park fountain, currently not running due to the weather
Mar ch
1, 2000.

"So this is your great plan, Inp? W sit here and wait for soneone to
notice

us?" Indi go asked, |eaning back on the bench in her nanesake col or
bodysui t.

Brickyard was in the niddle of the bench, idly sipping at a Starbucks
cafe

nocha, while Inp had unfolded the foil wapper fromhis lunch and was
usi ng

it and a newspaper as a reflector to cast sonme sun on his chin. Inp
wore a

| eat her jacket and flight goggles; he resenbled a gremin froma WNI
era

Bugs Bunny cartoon nore than anything el se. Brickyard kept things
simple, a

.../ShowL etter?M sgld=583_1402316_51165_1366_17142_0& Y'Y =22568& inc=25& order=down 1/25/00



Y ahoo! Mail Page 8 of 9

black tracksuit with a brick pattern worked into the jacket. The
pattern was

the sane shimery fabric conmonly seen in sone surf clothing |ines.
Bri ckyard and | ndi go both wore domi no-styl e masks.

"Sure. Eventually soneone calls soneone's sister's aunt's cousin's
nephew,
and boom they'll show up."

"And then what?" Brickyard asked.

"I dunno, maybe we all go for nachos and brews. Hey, it beats sitting
around
t he house today."

"Kind of cold out here,"” Indigo said, and noved cl oser to Brickyard.

"Warner than the rooftops,"” Inp replied. They sat in silence for a
whi | e.

The trip actually had went well. They'd visited Rupp Arena and the
basket bal | nuseum there, and had a decent |unch over billiards at
Yesterday's. Brickyard bought a puck fromthe Thoroughbl ades shop, and
consi dered the prospects of a slab of vulcanized rubber as a throw ng
weapon, with his strength.

Soneone stepped into Inp's sunlight. "Hey, pal, you nmake a better door
t han
a wi ndow," Inp said.

"Um Inp," Brickyard started.

"Come on, nove along buddy," Inp ignored Brickyard. "No spare change
t oday.
Vanoose. "

"Imp!" Indigo said, and I np opened one eye. Then he opened the other
one,

because it was easier to see all the SORTies arrayed in a sem-circle
around

t hem

"Hey, how you guys doing? We're the good guys from I ndi anapolis, you
nay
have heard of us?" Inp asked. "I'm.."

~~Shut up and stand up. Turn around and pl ace your hands on your
heads. ~~

came the flat electronic tones of one SORTi e voice. As one, they al
hefted

their 5.7 mmbullpup rifles to firing | evel

"Look, you don't interrupt the Inp, slick, unless you want that
peashoot er
stuffed up your..."

The cascade of shattering glass fromnearby prevented Inp from
finishing his

col orful netaphor. Everyone |ooked in that direction

Bri ckyard whi spered to Indigo, "I don't think shrubbery is supposed to
act

like that."

I ndi go sighed, and hoped the locals would arrive soon
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Turn 37
Feb. 29

It was a long end of a long night. Amanda wasn't sleepy anyway, busy chew ng
over what Alex had told her. Frankly anmazed that he seemed so cal m about al
of this, she made a nental note to find out about Amsterdam some day, but
the whole thing didn't sit right with her -- least of all the apparent fact
that the people behind it were going to get away with it.

She had to grin despite herself, imagining how persuasive Jonas could be if
he wanted to. _Miust have been pretty harsh if this guy actually nore or |ess
adm tted what he'd done. Make us | ook bad, hah. | dunno, how bad does a
charred corpse | ook?_ She would definitely renenber M. Carnelie's nane. _W
were thinking about a trip to NYC to check into Dom nique's accident. Mybe
the MI1enniumshould pay hima visit, too._ She couldn't help but wonder,
despite Al ex's apparent confidence, if they really knew the story, what was
going on in these peoples' m nds.

Amanda stretched, got sone nore coffee, thought fleetingly of Josh. He'd had
some other things to do today, but said he'd be back later. The past couple
weeks had been just a little bit awkward on that score. She was nore than

willing to give himwhatever space he needed right now, let himcall the
pl ay when the time was right, but having things up in the air was just
giving her extra tinme for second-guessing herself. _If it ever will be the
right time -- that would be exactly ny luck, _ she thought with an

al most-silent sigh. _Call me queen of bad timing, | guess. Better friends
than nothing. It was how things al ways seened to turn out anyway. She

wasn't sure why she kept trying sonetines.

Private room 408, St. Joseph's Hospital. Late February 29th.

He' d been short with Amanda, Al ex knew, but he really wasn't in the nood to
expl ain the eneny today, friend tonorrow paradi gmof the music industry.
Still, an apology was in order; he pulled a small recorder out of his
pocket, and made a quick nenmo to have Ghiardelli's send al ong sonething to
her. Did she even like chocol ate? Al ex wasn't sure.

He wondered if the feeling was going to cone back to his left hand. Thirty
seconds before the Pl had called, Alex was ready to head to the hospita

hi nsel f. Everything fromthe el bow on down had frozen alnost solid. _This is
how it started for Catfish,_ he thought, renenbering the | ate Yankee pitcher
who' d devel oped Gehrig's syndronme and died fromit. Mdway into a panic, he
stopped. Rob had tried teaching himsone of the nore basic rel axation

exerci ses he knew, but to Alex and his twenty-one hour a day uptinme, they
didn't really take. Still, he tried, and his heart stopped pounding and his
m nd stopped screani ng nonentarily.

For the first time in the room he |ooked at Shelley. Wred with various
tubes, one of which ran down her nose into her stonach. She was stil
beauti f ul

_You should have told nme, Shel. It wasn't your fault._Alex absently rubbed
at his ribs again, where Entropy had shot himinstead of Josh. Which
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woul dn't have happened had Anmanda not been so dense as to try to conme back
to the scene instead of |eaving with the security people. Sorme well-dressed
Brit had foiled the start of their plan, he'd found out later fromvarious
peopl e who' d been near him Sheesh, what a night. The publicity was worth
mllions.

_But it isn't worth this. Wake up Shel._ The whol e band had done stupid
things in their time. Hell, Alain still isn't allowed into Canada or G eat
Britain. Alex was lucky to be alive, let alone worrying about his next
series of nerve reconstructions. And Jonas, fromhis tine in the mlitary
doi ng who knows what, always got sone sort of grief when touring in Europe
At | east Rob was still a good guy. Alex presuned Amanda was a good person
he couldn't inmagi ne anyone showing up with international warrants for her
arrest.

| know you did this because of nme. And | should have told you why |'ve kept
you away. That was the real problem Alex was a |lot of things, but 'stupid
definitely wasn't one of them Wen he first laid eyes on Shelley, all those
years back when she was a junior getting ready to graduate college early in
Texas, at one of their concerts. He was pleased to find she wasn't a groupie
ai rhead; she was anmazed to find he wasn't a single-nmnded jerk. After the
concert, they went to an all night restaurant, and tal ked until sunrise.

After the tour, he'd went back to Texas, and Shelley took himhonme to neet
her father. Her nother had |l eft themlong ago, and she and Daddy were very
cl ose. Daddy was an oil man, one of the ones still maki ng noney hand over
fist, and after dinner while Shelley was freshening up, Daddy told Al ex that
no way in hell was his baby going to end up with a nusician. And for once,
Al ex, who nornmally responded to being bullied by swinging a bar stool into
sonmeone' s face, backed down. Shelley |oved Daddy very much, and vice versa.
In his mind, ruining that for his own happi ness wouldn't be right.

Alex left for South Anerica not long afterward. He'd kept Shelley at bay
until he left. In Rio and other places, Alex went to all the night spots
where the paparazzi virtually lived, and nade sure they got plenty of

phot ographs of the bad boy norteanericano bass player cavorting with

gor geous wonen. \Wien he returned to the States, Shelley did not try to cal
himone tine. _Inmagine ny shock when you cane through the door that day.

'That day' was the day they finally decided to hire soneone to handl e the
busi ness side of the band when they weren't on tour. Al ex was top-notch at
the tours, but he was bored by the downtine stuff and it was costing the
band noney. So they put out an ad for a business nanager, and the agency
sent Shelley over for an interview It lasted three questions: Hello? Wen
can you start? Wat salary do you want?

_Definitely one of my better decisions.  And it was. Shelley was a

detail -oriented, sharply organized manager. The rel ationship becane very
prof essional, and stayed that way. Al ex hoped she was past hi mand noving on
in her personal life. But that wasn't the case.

Leaning back in his chair, Alex breathed quietly in the dark, and watched
her sleep. And waited for the sun to rise.

EIE R O R

And al so, while the snowy night continues, the N ghtcrawl er goes to work

It wasn't hard for the Nightcrawler to read the tags to find the Sons of
Chi cago, since they pretty nmuch noved in on the Double Cs old turf and
hangouts. Where sone mi ght get depressed over the ease with which the

busi ness continued, under new nmanagenent, Carl was perversely pleased. One
set of scum packing, second stringers in. The nore the trade was disrupted
and changed over, the less it could get a hold on the kids in the twlight
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bet ween street and future.

The cold and snow was finally starting to bother Carl, despite his sline's
anple insulation. Carl had thought to brining Flux out tonight, give the kid
a chance to vent a little on sone deserving targets, but Chase had declined
Dad or Nutball or somnething weighing on his mnd. Phoenix and Sound still at
the hospital with their friend, Carl didn't want to get in on that, and Fury
hadn't responded.

Just as well, for all the action he saw tonight. The cluster of canofl auge
bangers were grunbling and stanping agai nst the cold, not so canofl auged
against the dirty snow, glow ng yellow sh under the streetlanp. He'd watched
themtrek fromcrackhouse to connections w thout |eaving the fringes of the
operation. Carl oozed down the building's side, cold, frustrated and wanting
to send a nessage before heading home. At |east without the rest of the

M1l ennium he could he pull a serious Freddy Krueger on them

"Evenin' fellahs. What you doin' on MY streets tonight?" The rattling,
ni ght mare voi ce echoed wetly off the snowy alleys. The bangers | ooked
around, uncertain until one spotted the nenacing grey torso elongating
towards themin an unsettling, tw sting approach

"What the f--2?"
"Ch nama, that ain't right..." Two of thembolted right away, while two
others reached into cargo pockets for blue steel courage.

"Whadda you screechin' for, frickin' little girls. It's that 2K creep.”

The Ni ghtcraw er swept the two off their feet and splotched themtwo stories
up, on the side of the wall. Between the cold and wet, frozen concrete, they
woul dn't stick long, but Carl had eyed a nice, street-cleared snowbank for
themto fall into.

"You kiddies is outta your |eague, an' that poison ain't gettin' you nothin
but trouble here." Carl oozed his face, nearly but not invisible into them
and contorted his nalleable face into a nalicious sneer, an ugly, disturbing
exaggeration. Hi s voice was a nenaci ng caul dron of boiling sludge. "Pass it
on."

He was rewarded with terrified whinpers before arcing for hone.

Too danmm cold, but keep 'emoff balance. It was |ike guerrilla warfare -- no
chance to get confortable with their new status. Even the small victories
still count.

Above the quick encounter, the one person truly at hone in the weather

wat ched the N ghtcrawl er go. The two punks who had fled, well, they should
have stayed behind instead of trying to carjack the first taxi they saw. The
cabbie would be all night trying to scrub out the blood; good thing the
seats were vinyl and not cloth.

The Snowmran never considered drifting down to the gangers pinned to the
wal | . They had done nothing wong that he'd wi tnessed, technically. Getting
pl astered by a walking pile of toxic waste wasn't a felony, at |east not one
t he Snowran was aware of, anyway.

Through the frigid night cane the sounds of a car crash, one block over. The
Snowman drifted that way, to observe. A black Infinity was backi ng away from
a lightpole. Normally, an ice-induced weck wouldn't hold the Snowran's
attention, but his senses were ringing loudly. He made his way across the
street, as the Infiniti sped off. As a matter of course, the Snowran
committed the license plate to nenory, and the face of the driver as he

| eaned out of the car to | ook across the roof; then he saw the reason why
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the car had fled. The body in the snow

The scene was all too obvious. Sonehow, the Infiniti lost control, hit the
worman (she cl eaned sone of the snaller shops downtown overni ghts, before

wal king to the bus stop about a hundred yards away), then hit the Iightpole.
The rest, well, you saw that yourself.

Wth a shake of his helnet, the Snowran checked the wonan for a pul se, for
breat hi ng. Found neither. He | ooked around. There were no other witnesses.
There woul d be no conviction for the driver, who undoubtedly was reporting
his car as stolen right now. Al that was |left was what the Snowran coul d
do, the sort of action a weak-spined do-gooder |ike the Nightcraw er could
never understand.

Hi s contacts cane back with the information quickly. The car belonged to
Ernest McGondel 111, son of the | ocal departnent store nogul. Walth and
privilege, and to himlife was so very cheap. The Snownan qui etly prom sed
to ensure young Ernest's last lesson in this life would be a I esson in
humanity. He placed a quick anonynous call to 911, describing the accident
and the license plate. As he hung up, the Snowran decided this would be a
test, his test, of the systemin Lexington. If it worked to convict the
driver, he would | et the systemhandl e his punishnent. If it didn't, well,
with the Snowran, there's always plenty of sharp bl ades of ice. He already
knew what the outcone would be. Still, the anusenent val ue of proving

hi nsel f correct appealed to him

When the first lights of approachi ng enmergency vehicles probed the scene,
the Snowran had | ong departed. Leaving nothing behind, not even a footprint.

EIE IR I O O

[Abit later, Josh and Ananda]

He cringed a bit as the bus pulled to its stop. He didn't have tine earlier
to think about the last two tinmes he was at a hospital. He was well past his
own injuries, it seenmed nore |like nonths instead of weeks since the fight
with Elenent. The grief over his father's death gnawed at him but the quiet
tinme away from everyone recently had given himsone control over it. Amanda
was key at both of those nonents and tonight would be the first tinme he
really got to speak with her since the Red Ml e.

He wal ked past the nurses' station and passed the lounge with its rows of
unconfortable chairs and television talking to itself quietly. Afanmliar
figure was sitting there. Farther down the hall he could see the guards at
Shel | ey' s door.

Producing a thernos fromthe inside of his jacket he says, "I thought you
m ght want sonme good coffee instead of the tar they nust have down in the
cafeteria."

"You've saved ny life," she pronounces with a little snle. "No sign of our
"friends' so far."

He places the container in the center of the table as he turns a chair
around as he sits into it. "Faulkner's Roast" will keep us perked up 'til
they show' he grins unscrewing the Iid and pouring the hot beverage into it.
He snells it al nobst passionately before passing it to Aranda. "Hope you
don't mnd black..."

"I can stand it." Just the scent is reviving. "And | al nost w sh they
*woul d* show. | didn't even bring a book." The prognosis is encouraging, but
there hasn't been much news, since she doesn't want Al ex to know she hung
around.
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"How s our patient?"

"Hanging in there. | haven't been in." She sighs, not sure at all what's
goi ng to happen next as a consequence of Shelley's nistake, how the others
will react. Wat, exactly, does one say under these circunstances? "You find
out anything interesting?" she asks of the researches nentioned in passing
earlier.

"Dam interesting actually...l got his name. He is...or was... a petty
career crimnal naned "Chance" MCain."

"Not so petty any nore," she observes, sipping the coffee. Hot. "Well
that's a lead."

"Agreed" Josh adds as he sips fromthe thernos itself. Pausing |onger than
he intended he was a little unsure of how to continue. Yeah, being al one
gave himtinme to resolve sone issues he had with his father but it also

al | oned heretof ore unnaned concerns over his feelings toward Amanda to
surface. What if the strength of his enotion for her was sone by-product of
the "vibe" -- it would certainly explain the uncharacteristic quickness of
it all. "' Been a while since we've been al one."

"Hm" Not really wishing to nmake reference to the last tinme it had happened.
_Yup, awkward, she reflects, renmenbering her earlier thoughts. Well, best
find out the worst, | guess._ "How is everything?" She sets down the coffee,
fiddles with the end of her braid for a nonent before forcing herself to

st op.

*Great, she's just as jamed up as | am* he thinks to hinself as he

registers the tones in her voice. "I think I'"'mthrough the worst of it," he
says, recalling his breakdown in his father's old hospital room She was so
tender that night. "I can't count how nmany tines | al nost picked up the

phone to call you..."

Al nost? A quick glance up, not sure if she ought to ask, letting her eyes do
the speaking. "I'mglad things are getting a little better. | know this nust
be awfully rough.”

Reaching out slowy, cautiously to her hand he says "It has been but I'm
ready to get back out there." The caress of his thunb against the back of
her hand in his says it all

Amanda blinks, startled, having expected the conversation to take a sonmewhat
different turn at that point. Her hand tightens a bit on his. Then she
smles. "Gad to hear it." After a nonent she adds, "You should stop over
some time. | have sonething for you."

"Real | y?" he says with a naughty grin not quite |eering enough to nake Carl
proud but...enough to try to increase the |ightened nobod. He notes his
reservati ons about the vibe and damms them at the nonent. Maybe he shoul dn't
even care? Maybe he's just |ooking for an easy out to punish hinself. Fsck
it.

"Real ly," she affirnms archly, adding with a grin, "It's just little, mnd
you. No mariachi bands are involved."

"Bi gger than a breadbox?" he quips as he offers to pour her nore coffee.

"Thank you -- nope," Amanda answers. "You'll never guess." She'd started to
wonder if she was going to get a chance to pass the little gift to its
i ntended recipient at all. Now she relaxes back into the chair (as far as

that's possible, anyway). "Y know, you can call any tinme you want," she adds

gently.

http://powered.iwarp.com/turn37.html 2/20/00



The Four Winds - turn 37 Page 6 of 11

"Thanks. That neans a lot." he adds still deternmined to keep his worlds
apart as best he can for as long as he can. As nuch as he knows her offer is
genuine and feeling that just HER listening woul d have hel ped, how could he
unl oad about his own father's passing to her w thout dragging their powered
world into the picture? Is she ready to talk nore about that? would it pain
her? is there anything we can do anyway? Maybe keepi ng things
conmpartmentalized is just his way of dodging the vibe issue. He winces as
the thoughts noticably ramat his tenples. He adds, rubbing them "I need
nore coffee...waking up at 4 all but killed me today." He chugs nore from

t he decanter.

"Sorry 'bout that. | guess she could have let you sleep, after all." Amanda
hal f smiles, head slightly cocked, observing the fleeting traces of
conflicted enotion. She |leans forward again, bringing theminto closer
proximty. Trying to make it clear that she'll listen, wthout pushing.

"Hey! On the good news front Jake is back with the group."” Using his powers
to increase the volune on the teevee he quietly adds "I even saw his new
costune. No nore endorsenent options there." He |eans forward resting his
head on both hands. Being so close has all but nelted the anguish fromhis
face.

"That's great! We can certainly use himaround." A door bangs sonewhere down
the hall. The hasty noise of the ER seens a thousand niles away instead of
just a couple floors. Gee, | hope the Sigil doesn't decide to show up now. _
"Quess you were right about himcomng around."” She touches his armlightly,
reassuring.

"Yer glass is half full" he teases comenting on his optim stic nature he
brushes her cheek lightly with the back of his fingers.

"CGenerally," she agrees. "It's worked pretty well so far." Recogni zing that
whatever it is, she's not going to hear about it tonight.

"You should go hone and get sone rest. |'Il take over guard duty."

"Rest? What's that?" she jokes wyly. "Are you sure? You didn't get any nore
sleep than | did last night, and unlike sonme people | don't have nuch by way
of a day job to report to."

"Yeah. Running the place has its perks. Get out of here."

"Well, if you insist," she allows with a smle. "Gve aring if our

apocal ypti c buddi es show up, though. Fate and | have a conversation to
finish." She stands up, trying to arch the stiffness out of her back, then

stoops to kiss his forehead lightly. "I'lIl see you later," she prom ses
softly, and departs with a backward gl ance

*kkkkkkkhkkkk*k

Early, March 1. Ofice conplex on Vine Street, behind Rupp Arena.

"You still work here de las Cruces?" The voice was recrimnating, but the
dark face was smling. Carl smrked at Heroni nous "Hero" Jefferson, his
supervi sor at the Kentucky Social Services Departnent.

"Whassa word, Hero?"

"You tell me. Thought you don't work "till after the season.”

"Ain't workin' 'less you get paid for it," responded Carl at the
Department's perrennially under-funded status.

"Well, it ain't NHL noney..." jibed Hero. The two had been paci ng down the
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nmusty, dated halls of the 50's vintage governnent building. You could
practically see Donna Reed or Ozzie Nel son wal king down the halls with them
When they tuned through the frosted gl ass door of their offices, Carl
snorted and shook his head. H's desk had been covered in |slanders pennants,
and newspaper photos. "Hail the conquering hero," said Hero, slapping his
back.

"What's up with the papers?" asked Carl.

"Deadhead noticed you in the background of sone Philly paper's shot of

Li ndros." Sure enough, you could just nmake out Carl's form steaning for the
big center. Carl found that alnpbst as interesting as the unconnected
headl i ne next to it, "Doc Liberty, SWAT Free Hostages."

_Confronted by the villainess Red Songbird, Doc Liberty nanaged to negate
her powers by increasing the quantity of heliumaround her. 'Can't
super-squeal with a larynx full of helium 1'd hoped,' the white-coated Doc
was quoted as saying before lifting off on his Liberty Hovercycle... _

"Good for you, Doc," thought Carl and again wondered at how the selfless
hero made such an inpact with the notoriously closed Philly cops. "An' here
I"mholdin' SORT at arns' length..."

Hero interrupted his thoughts. "So you gotta tell me what it's about, the
Big Tinme..."

"Some other tine, Hero," Carl responded, a little shortly. "I just cane in
ta put out a APB on sone gutterboy. Jason Faul kner, fell out with his
famly, mght be in the system sonmewhere. They |ookin' for him thought 1'd
get himon the wire."

Jefferson nodded, a little disappointed. He made snall talk while Carl

wor ked the paperwork to get Jason's description and nane out to the state's
soup kitchens, shelters, and hostels. Wth a quick glance to his boss, Carl
put his own nunmber instead of the departnent’'s. "Honest mistake," he
nmut t er ed.

When he was done, he inpulsively filled out another form for the Federa
System w th Shawna's information.

EIE IR I O

[Later on the 29th, off Trent Boulevard. Yes | know it's confusing.]

Bei ng hone brought with it a vague, claustrophobic sense of uneasiness. The
intense relief that acconpani ed Shelley's reappearance, and her renewed hope
where Josh was concerned, had sonehow just given roomfor Amanda's renai ni ng
concerns to expand. O maybe it had to do with seeing him and thinking
about sone things, or with spending tine in a hospital again with nothing to
occupy her thoughts. In any case, the vestiges of her |ightened nood faded
swiftly. She tried uselessly to distract herself, first with nusic and then
with cleaning -- a sure sign of desperation -- when she proved unable to
concentrate for any length of tine.

After a couple hours she gave up on that as well. Dug into one of severa
smal | boxes that remained in the apartnent with no place for their contents
to go, and pulled out a framed photo protected by bubble wap. As always, it
had arrived two weeks after Christmas, joining an ever-grow ng series. Put
themall in a row and see the changes the years had wought. Picture in
hand, she sat down on her new couch, studying every fam liar detail. The six
of themin front of the big fireplace in the fanmly room a few evergreen
branches poking into one side of the shot, decorations evident in the
background. Everyone | ooked happy and wel | -grooned, |ike beani ng anbassadors
for "famly values," with no idea of the changes the next week woul d bring.
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But how nuch, exactly, had changed? That was what she nost wanted to know
and could think of no way to discover short of the nobst direct.

It hadn't gotten any easier to think about the situation. It didn't seem
real, and she suspected that it would not until they had proof. Nor could
there be any start to healing the sharp pain that already seened like it had
been with her always. Not until she knew the truth.

She' d spoken with her nother only a few tines since her realization at the
hospital. If Rose knew what was going on -- and sonething was, Anmanda coul d
sense it in the pauses, as surely as her nother could sense that she wasn't
being told everything that happened in her daughter's life -- she said
nothing of it. _I'Il have to ask the others, she decided, reluctant though
she was to even inagine raising the topic. _Next tine we neet... soneone

el se may have sone idea, since it seens | nmight be worse than usel ess where
this is concerned. _

"What are you doing tonight?" she whispered al oud, touching her father's
face in the picture.

Later, in bed, she renenbered that there was sonething she had wanted to do.
M ght as well do it tonorrow. It would give her sonmething else to think
about .

March 1, early norning.

No weird dreans this time, at |east none that she renenbered. For a nonent
she couldn't remenber why she'd set the alarm _Ch, right. After her

shower, struck by a sudden thought, she stood for a few m nutes exanining
herself in the mirror. Thinking back to the past few neeting with the
others, conparing the nenories, the way her clothes didn't seemto fit quite
ri ght anynore.

_We're still changing. Not as drastically, but.... It renewed her unusua
sense of determ nation as she headed out into a sun-filled norning, toward
the public library. O course, it was of sone confort that the Main Street
branch occupied the |ower floors of Park Place, where Josh (oh ny gosh, and
Domi ni que, how could | have forgotten her!) have apartnents. She tried to
call Dom ni que, but she was out, probably at work.

Amanda spent the norning in the periodicals room |ooking at newspaper and
magazi ne articles since the year turned, trying to get a broader sense of
the picture that had resulted when powered people showed up in the world.
_It's like we've spent the tine so far just getting our lives back on track
starting to learn howto deal with all of this, and that's fine, but |I can't
hel p thinking we should be trying to *understand* it, if we can. \Watever
the future brings for *all* of us, we have to try to help nake it... God,
listen to ne, | sound like a bad notivational seminar. Well, | might find
sonmet hing useful, and it's not like | had anything to do today anyway.

No doubt every cub reporter in Lexington had been over exactly the sanme
ground, but she spent the norning in careful, nethodical searching, trying
to get a sense of world events, of how powered people were fitting

thensel ves into their surroundi ngs and how those surroundi ngs were reacting.

It was Bill Moberly's colum that got her attention, in the |ocal paper
He'd recounted the New Year's Day events, and discussed the odd scene at the
Red M| e. How powered people weren't just sone big city phenonenon.

How Robert Halle, newly announced candi date for governor, was building a
platformwi th the banni ng of powered people as one of his planks.

Eventual Iy she just sat there, thinking over what she had read, nails
tappi ng unconsciously on the table's scarred wood. She realized that she was
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still trying to work through that inpossible part of "Wred." And it just
got a lot nore difficult.

Turn 37 conti nues

Jake speeds al ong behind the caravan of SORTies. Making sure that he is far
enough back not to be spotted. Suddenly they stop near the entrance to
Triangle Park. Jake noves his bike in a little closer to gain a better
vantage point. Jake finally spots their prey as the SORTi es approach three
peopl e seated on a park bench. Fromhis point of viewthe trio was doing
not hi ng but seating there tal king. Jake could hear the raised voices but
couldn't nake out what was being said. _Wsh Josh was here. _

But he has a sense of what is going on and for sone reason he just knows
sonmet hing i s wong about this whole scene. It just didn't feel right for
some reason. Jake Reaches for his cell phone. Tinme to call in the cavalry.
Jake says to hinself as he dials up Josh's nunber.

"Hey, Bro'. Get your gear and get over here as soon as possible." Jake

qui ckly calls the other MII| ennium nenbers, then puts away his cell phone.
The situation seened to be getting worse with the little guy arguing with
the head SCORTi e. Jake reaches into his backpack for his tightly rolled up
suit. "Now, where to change?" Jake says with a quick | ook around.

The solution presents itself rather neatly for Jake, as an eruption of

tangl ed, thorned vines suddenly traps himw thin an encl osed cocoon of plant
life. Cursing, Jake renenbers where he'd seen this before. "LaPlante. He's
back. "

Jake does take advantage of his unexpected privacy. There's enough room for
himto work his way into his new Fury supersuit. As he finishes, he's
suddenly aware of the deep cuts he took when he freed hinself and Josh

Carl, and Mark fromone of LaPlante's thorn cages. In spite of his innate

t oughness, the shards of sharp plant still caused himsonme pain. Still, he
had to free hinself; there'd be plenty of tine for Bactine |later. He reached
to take two good fistfuls of vines..

...only to see them suddenly part in front of himin a flash of purple
energy. "Phoeni x?" he wonders al oud.

"No," cones the reply, a wonan's voice fromoutside the tangle. "lI'mcalled
I ndi go."

Fury, briefly unsure of Indigo's intentions, starts to feel that famliar
war mt h of connection he feels with the other nenbers of the MIIennium

I ndi go, dressed in dark slacks and shoes, and a deep purple cloak with the
hood t hrown back, also picks up on the vibe. Her posture relaxes a bhit.
"You' re one of Phoenix's friends, from New Year's day?"

He nods. She's got a freakin' |ightsaber! Indigo does hold a
flashlight-like cylinder in her hand, a short |length of purple energy
shimering fromone aperature. "I've fought the person responsible for this
before. He's called LaPl ante. Sonewhere nearby he's occupying a tree or a
big plant. He can also create new forns out of plants and aninmate them"

"Like the big green ape-like nonsters over there?" Indigo asks, turning to
i ndicate the entrance to the office building next to the Hyatt. There were
four large ani mated things resenbling apes, shanbling through the plate
glass front with a |oud crash.

"They were dogs last time. Damm, where's Nightcraw er when you need hin®?"
Fury grow ed.

Indigo turned to yell in another direction. "Inp! You and Brickyard free the
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people fromthe tangles. Then get up to the roof, fast."

"I hear and obey, M stress Indigo," Inp replied.

"I mp?" Brickyard runbled from behind a tangl ed person

"Sorry. We'll be there. Jeez, B.Y., just tear a hole, I'll do the rest."

Fury got to see what he neant by 'the rest.' The big guy she'd called

Bri ckyard, and he was absol utely huge, would tear open one of the tangles,

at a height where the 3'6" Inp could see. Then Inp woul d di sappear and
reappear with sone surprised person who had been inside the tangle. He
turned to say sonething to Indigo, but she was running for the ruined office
front.

[ Phase 35 - Fury]

Chasing after Indigo, Fury found hinmsel f behind one of the massive shanbling
pl ant-things. He decided to grab it and toss it back into the in a nice arc.
The plant-thing hammers into the roadway of Main Street, creating a
substantial crack in the pavenent as it disintegrates into a nassive pile of
soggy pl ant conpost.

[ Phase 26 - an El derly Bystander]

Harry Marvin was waiting patiently at an elevator, to visit his |lawer on
the eighth floor, when all hell broke |Ioose in the | obby. He ducked the
flying safety glass and watched as the four massive plant-things make their
way inside. They were grow ing sonething over and over, he couldn't quite
make it out. But they weren't going away; the staircase seened to be their
destinati on.

Unfortunately for Harry, or so it seened, he was in their way.

One of the plant-things swng a tree-trunk-like linb at the 5 6" Harry. Now,
what you have to renenber about our Harry, is that he was a chanpion
westler in his youth. And it has been hinted that Harry has regai ned sone
of his youth and prowess nuch in the way the heroes of the New M| enni um
gained their abilities. It should come as no surprise that Harry uses the
monent um of the swing to slamthe offending creature into a nearby wall, and
wat ches as it collapses into an unnoving pile of conpost.

[ Phase 24 - [|ndigo]

Wth a leap worthy of her on-screen hero Ewan McGregor, Indigo catapults
herself into the back of one of the nonsters. Her energy weapon sl ashes
through the unliving animation, and it collapses into a ness of strewn grass
and vi nes.

As she conmes to a stop on her feet, she spots the elderly bystander, clad in
sl acks, a | eather bonber jacket, and a herringbone driving cap, as he dusts
hi s knuckl es. She cocks her head to the side. "You with the guy outside?"
she asks.

[ Phase 21 - the Plant Thing]

Still growing a phrase over and over, the nonstrosity crashes past Harry
and through the stairwell door, and proceeds upward as fast as possible.

[ Phase 20 - Fury]
"I's that it? Wasn't there another one?" Fury asks. Harry answers by pointing

a thunb at the stairwell door. "Thanks, old nman. You' d better go before you
get hurt." Fury continued after the creature.
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[ Phase 11 - Harry Marvin]

In answer to Indigo's question, Harry shakes his head. He then goes back to
the elevator and reads the directory on the wall next to it. "That's what it
was saying." Turning back to Indigo as he pushes the Up button, Harry says
"I know where it was going. Think I'lIl go to its floor and see if I'mright.
Comi ng al ong?" He holds the el evator door open for her

[ Phase 9 - | ndigo]

"Sure." As she approaches him she notices the sanme vibe she got from Fury.
"You sure you don't know hi nP"

"First tine |I've ever seen him nmiss. My nane's Harry Marvin," he says, and
of fers his hand.

"Um hi. Could you just call ne Indigo?"
"Sure. Like 'Mod Indigo ?"
"Right. It's an old Duke Ellington song."

"I think Floyd Craner wote it about twelve years before the Duke recorded
it. But that's ok, miss." The el evator doors cl osed.

[ Phase 6 - the Plant Thing]

(delays to 5) As Fury charges after it, the plant-thing grabs himwith a
huge linb, and carries himup the stairs with al arni ng speed.

[ Phase 5 - Fury]

"Dam!" he yells as the beast scoops himup and starts noving. Fury can see
the ground fl oor getting nore and nore distant. No doubt the thing intends
to drop hima few stories strai ght down. That night not be good.

Wth a huge shrug, Fury tries to shake free. But the nonster's hold is too
strong, and Fury doesn't have enough | everage to get | oose!

Back to the turns page
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Turn 38
(Dancing In The Streets)
[ Phase 30 - Phoeni x]

As the sound of a small explosion opens one of the larger balls of thorns,
Phoeni x | ooks that way and sees a nunber of the SORTies energing with arns
at the ready. "H there!" she says in as friendly a voice as she can sunmobn
swoopi ng down into voice range of the scene. "Problem officers?" Hoping
that they know the MIIenniumby runmor, at least, by this tine, and will not
overreact. ..

They do indeed seemto recognize her, judging by the Iack of incom ng
gunfire. One of the larger SORT officers steps forward, speaking through
some sort of device built into the hel net, naking the voice flat and
featurel ess.

~~We had a report of unknown powereds here in Triangle Park. Upon attenpting
to question them we were surrounded by this structure. The three powereds
departed. Two of them are over there. Location of the third is unknown. ~~

Phoeni x follows the pointing of the gauntleted hand down Main Street, where
the Hercul ean Brickyard and the dimnuitive Inp are breaking into another of
t he barri cades.

[ Phase 27 - I np]

Pul i ng anot her pedestrian with himout of a tangle, Inp teleports next to
Bri ckyard. "Look at that nmess," he says, pointing to the building where

I ndigo and Fury headed. A truly inpressive wall of thorns has grown over the
front of the building, and it | ooks inpassable!

[ Phase 25 - Brickyard]

"See," says the smaller man, jerking a thunmb up at Phoenix. "I told you
she'd show up if we cane to Lexington."

"I think she's nore concerned about the ranpant plant life," replies the
| arger man as he rips open another ball of thorned vines.

I mp vani shes, then reappears with a stunned-| ooki ng busi nessnan. Phoeni x
begins to pick up on the vibe, that comunal feeling of trust and
partnership she has with the M I ennium

"Maybe she can hel p," Brickyard says.

"She could be with them you know, and try to arrest us for this," Inp
replies.

“"No. | don't think so. W were trapped with them"
"We didn't help themout of there.”

"But we were safeguarding the public. That conmes before consideration for
public servants, which |I'm guessing they are."” Brickyard wal ks toward the
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group as Phoeni x and the SORTies face him
[ Phase 15 - Phoeni x]

She wat ches the powerhouse and his conpani on approach her, and to Phoenix's
di smay, feels her pulse suddenly hit the red zone. For a nonent, she is
transfixed by the red and black clad nman. _Li ke seeing one of the G eek
gods_, she thinks.

Even the SORTi es seem affected by Brickyard's aura, standing with weapons a
bit nore respectfully pointed away from him He approaches Phoeni x and
of fers a hand.

"I"'mcalled Brickyard. The gremin's nane is Inp," says the strongnan.
"Indigo foll owed sone guy into that building. He was wearing a mask and a
bl ack bodysuit. |I'm guessing he's one of your partners.”

Inp begins to snicker in a Beavis and Butthead fashion, but quickly stops.
"Right. They went that-a-way." he says

"Y..y..uh huh." Phoeni x stamers.

"I think one of your friends is in that building with our partner. W had
pl anned to go in the front way, but that m ght take too nuch tine. Can you
suggest anot her way in?"

"I can," said Inp, pointing upward. "Open w ndow, about six floors up. Hope
that's not Indigo about to becone street pizza there."

And Phoeni x, who could easily sort out exactly who is descending, can't
break the spell to fly away. She isn't alone. Qher people, those who have
just been rescued, they're all noving this way and | ooking at him That's
the weird part, Phoenix thinks. Everyone's | ooking at him

[ Phase 10 - Nightcraw er]

"Hey, ev'ryone. Snap out of it. What's goin' on?" yells the N ghtcraw er.
Phoeni x turns to look at him then suddenly seens to really focus on him

"Stuff. Fan. Inpact," says the N ghtcraw er as he sees the little grass
plots that line the street in places, where trees grow to beautify downtown.
From these small plots, four-legged ani mal shapes, |ike |arge dogs, energe.
Their bodies conpletely green, except for their eyes, which glowwith a
sickly fluorescent blue light. N ghtcraw er remenbers all too well the |ast
tinme these beasts unleashed their eye-beans. It felt like his guts were
going to explode; intestinal flora gone haywire was the way it was expl ai ned
|ater. Flora, plants, La Plante, he can control them

"Gotta find th' main man, shut 'em down. Hey, new bl ood, hope yer up to
this." Wth a snap, N ghtcraw er pounds one of the creatures as it continues

to form sticking it in place. He hopes he's quick enough to take down the
cl oser ones.

(Nowhere To Run To)

[ Phase 37 - Fury]

Struggling agai nst the nonstrous nound of mulch, Fury finds he is held
tight, and the lack of leverage is helping to keep himtightly in the

horror's grip as they clinb another staircase.

[ Phase 22 - Fury]
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"Urnnnnn! Arrgggh!" Desperately, Fury reaches out to the beast nentally,
seeking to enrage it into letting himgo. But the creature is not guided by
any sort of built-in brain; no, the evil thoughts behind its ranpage bel ong
to soneone different.

[ Phase 20 - the Pl ant-Thing/LaPl ant e]

Where Fury can see, a nocking face grows into the side of the beast, as it
stops on a landing before two great w ndows overl ooki ng downtown. "Well | ook
what LaPl ante has caught. A nmighty bug. You seek to halt the progress of ny
fell beast, Fury? Ha hahaahahhhahhhahahhaahhahasha. You're in the wrong this
time; the greater villainis at work upstairs." As LaPlante nocks Fury, the
beast shifts Fury to the front of its body, vines wapped around himso he
can't struggle any nore.

" St opped you before, LaPlante. We'll do it again.”

""We', non petit? | don't think so. You know what Fury?"

Struggl i ng agai nst the bonds, knowi ng what's com ng next. "Wat, LaPlante?"
"Drop dead."

Tinme slows. LaPlante gives Fury a few horrifying seconds to realize just
what is about to happen to him Turning himtoward the wi ndows. Qut to the
city. Toward the cl ouds.

The green plant-thing drops Fury, and as he falls, a pseudopod | ashes out.
Fury catches the full force of the blowin his nid-section, but the strike
is so fast he is propelled away i nstead of wapping around the |inb.

The sound of breaking glass all around him Fury feels hinself flying
outward, and upward. Then, gravity takes over.

_If Josh were here, he'd be singing '@uilty' right now. _ Fury thinks, as the
unyi el ding plant stuff keeps himbound tightly.

The brief, silent nonent, between ascension and descent. Al is still,
al nost conpletely to a stop

Freefall.
[ Phase 10 - Sound]

Seeing Carl enmerge fromthe office buildings on the way down Main Street,
Sound stops quickly and notions himover. Together they hurry down Main, as
Carl exudes the fornative plasma of his alter-ego.

"Everyone's lookin' up," says Nightcraw er.

"I'"ve got this,"” Sound replies, and bolts toward the falling Fury. He sings
and war bl es an Archi nedean field of sonic energy under Fury, who hits and
starts spiralling downward, the deadly velocity of his freefall bl eeding
away, until he reaches the ground.

[ Phase 7 - Fury]

Now safely on the ground, Fury breaks the quickly-drying nass of plant
tendrils fromaround him He | ooks up to see Sound standing there, and they
nod. W thout another word, Fury heads for the front of the building again,
and begins to disnantle the growh there. H's nuttered oaths of revenge are
al nost enough to curl the plants.
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(Red Rain)

[ Phase 26 - Harry Marvin]

"Those wal ki ng piles of conpost were saying 'Ken Perloff' | think, Indigo.
That's the nane of soneone up on the eighth floor." Harry tries to recal
the nane, but it doesn't nmean anything to him Indigo, across fromhimin
the el evator, nods and waits for the car to reach its destination

[ Phase 19 - Indigo]

"I"'msorry. W aren't from Lexington, M Marvin. W just cane down for the
day, hoping to neet people like us. | guess we succeeded in that."

[ Phase 11 - Harry Marvin]

"Looks to nme like it's fortunate that you did. Here's our floor. Let's see
if that pug-ugly shows up." (Del ays)

[Phase 5 - the Pl ant-Thing/LaPl ant e]

Br eaki ng open the fire door, the Plant Thing finds two nore obstacles in its
path: the old man, and t he young heroi ne.

"Step aside, miss. Your little flashlight won't work this tine." And the
Pl ant Thing | ashes out and crushes the door to Ken Perloff's office suite.

[ Phase 5 - | ndi go]

Leapi ng inpressively upward, Indigo slashes out with her |ightsaber. But
i nstead of destroying the creature, the energy passes harnl essly over the
surface of the beast!

"I don't believe it!" she yells. Then, regaining her senses, she reaches out
mentally to Brickyard, sharing with himthe image of the battle taking
pl ace.

[Phase 5 - Harry Marvin, from 11]

"Think about it, niss. Lightsaber. Light. Makes plants grow. This one nust
be tougher than the others." Harry advanced with a bound toward the extended
I'inb, his el bow smashi ng down. LaPl ante cackled as the |linb cracked
violently under the assault. "You' d best get back and let ne deal wth
this."

The two foes separated, the green behenoth and the old, rejuvenated fighter
circling each other. Then, the two rushed at each other, the innate
antipathy vibe urging themtogether in a final, devastating assault.
"Harry!" Indigo shrieked.

(And sonewhere, poor Magna-Flux is stuck in AP Cal cul us.)

Back to the turns page.
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Delete | Prev | Next | Inbox | Choose Folder - | Move |
Date: Sun, 13 Feb 2000 17:45:47 -0500 (EST) Add
Addresses

From: David Utter <dul@email.com> | Block address

To: Bec <rstevens@hubdata.com>, Fury <rlshelor@adel phia.net>, MagnaFux
<spectruml3@hotmail.com>, Sound <stmark36@aol.com>, Nightcrawler
<jmccoske@sedona.ch.intel.com>

Subj ect: The Four Winds turn 39

CC: IDressel <jdressel @optonline.net>, patric@patric.net, NinjaDar @aol .com, John
Stith <john_s@bellsouth.net>, Phoenix <rjstevenson@sprynet.com>, Dan
<sound2k @yahoo.com>, DL owe <David.L owe@hotelinfosys.com>, Rich
<burnerrich@aol.com>, Jay <birdman529@yahoo.com>, Christian
<cdirish@earthlink.net>

[ Turn 39]
[ Phase 50 - Phoeni x]

Shaki ng her head sharply, a sonewhat nortified Phoenix returns her
attention

to the battle. _Hope I'mnot blushing too badly. She tells 'Craw er,
"1

see if | can spot him" then takes off for a better view of the area.
Not hi ng about the | andscaped trees and bushes of the little park stands
out,

but she does note the flower shop in Victorian Square across the way.

It's something of a long shot, but LaPlante is denmonstrably bizarre...
?ZSV 2econds one way or the other shouldn't make any difference to the
M1l enniumvs. plant-dog battle shaping up here on the ground, so she
idﬁrtﬁat direction to check the place out. Can't see anything fromthe
%Iﬁe: he sun on the windows like that, so she opens the door to peek
in.

A nunber of leafy green plants, exotic flowers shipped fromall over,
and

staples like balloons and weaths fill the cozy shop, which nmeasures
about

50 feet across and maybe a hundred deep. To the right are several
refrigerated wi ndow cases contai ni ng arrangenents.

No one seens to be in the shop.
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Not quite ready to abandon her hunch, Phoeni x noves back into the
fggé?a a small counter with regi ster and various books of arrangenents
??g delivery prices. Sonething hits her on the shoul der from above. It
kzngn's shoe.

She steps swiftly to the side and glances up to see a woman, apparently
in

her fifties, hanging there bound with vines and staring w de-eyed at
Phoeni x. She is struggling, but can't seemto break free. Al so, the
store

seens to be coming to life. In a very organic way. However, all is
qui et for

t he nmoment .

[ Phase 35 - Phoeni x]

"Hang on, have you down in a nonent. Hey guys!" she calls, hoping Sound
at
| east will be able to hear her. "I could naybe use a hand here...."

_Hope this works, Phoeni x thinks as she rai ses her hand toward the
wonman.

Her eyes get even bigger as the flanes begin to form Wth i nmense
concentration, Phoenix wills her living flane to burn with a

preci seness

never exhi bited before. To her surprise, it happens easily (lnventing
roll =

12% |1'm burning your dice, Bec) and she directs the fine-tuned burn to
cut

the wonan free. She drops, and Phoeni x thoughtfully catches her with
t he

non- bur ni ng hand.

[ Phase 23 - LaPl ante]

From one side of the shop, froma wooden structure housing a nunber of
plants, the plants weave and forminto a caricature of a face. "Didn't
anyone tell you it's not nice to play with fire, girl?" LaPlante's

voi ce

sneers fromthe nouth

Sone of the leafier plants hoist a heavy concrete planter and hurl it
g%oenix. The planter hits her full in the stomach, knocking her into
igsling before she and the planter hammer to the floor. Being airborne
negat ed nmuch of the inpact, fortunately (7 points, 5 to power). O her
ELS?;Sto mass at the front door, blocking that exit.

[ Phase 20 - Phoeni x]

Ri sing fromthe ground, Phoenix glances at the shopkeeper. "I'msorry,
but |

have to do this," she says, just before blasting at the structure
cont ai ni ng

LaPlante's 'face.' The structure splinters and falls apart, dirt and

pl ant

matter falling to the floor. Behind the structure, Phoenix can see that
t he

Page 2 of 7
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structure actually covered an open area of wall, and that the plants it
hel d
had roots outside the building.

"Damm t! Sound, he's | oose sonewher e!
*Qut si de*
[ Phase 35 - Fury]

Fury, with Sound at his side, begins to break through the plant

barri cade.

It is sonewhat deep, and the going slows as even Fury finds he has to
respect the sharp thorns on the barricade. "Cone on, bro, help nme out
here.

This conpost's three feet deep.”

He | ooks back to Sound, who's attention is turned toward sonething
across
the street. "Bro, you hear me?" Fury asks.

[ Phase 24 - Brickyard]

The huge man runs to Fury, with Inp at his heels. "There's a quicker
way.

You need to get to the eighth floor. Inp can get you to six right now.
Il

open the wall up here."

"An' believe ne, pal, after watching that Phoenix bird fly around, 1'd
really like to see her cone back," |np adds.

"That a fact?" asks Sound.

"I's it ever. Wioa nmana. \What a di sh. Cone on, tough guy. Express

el evator's

waitin'," Inp says, grabbing Fury and | ooking up at the broken w ndows
on

the sixth floor, where Fury had recently been tossed. Fury | ooks up and
starts to ask a question.

*| nsi de*
[ Phase 29 - Harry Marvin]

Seenmingly trapped within the nonster's bear hug of a grasp as Indigo
screans, Harry instead knows exactly what he's doing. He digs his
fingers

into the nonster and rips outward. But the grass is slick and he's
unable to

get as good a grip as he likes. A lengthy and inpressive stream of
curses

energe fromHarry as he continues to battle the beast.

[ Phase 24 - | np]

"Shh! Ya mght ruin nmy concentration,” Inp cautions. The next instant,
he

and Fury are standing on the landing of the sixth floor. Inp begins
runni ng

up stairs. "Indigo and sone guy are up on Eight with the nonster, cone
on!"

He begins running, with Fury close behind, and cones to a stop at a
fire
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door on Eight. Inp tries it, but it's |ocked. He pounds on the door
"I ndi go! Open the damm door!"

[ Phase 20 - Fury]

"Let nme," Fury says, and grabs the handle. There is a creaking, then a
tearing of netal, and the door flies open! (Fury maxes on danmage to the
door, and it | ooks really cool!)

[ Phase 19 - [Indigo]

Awar e of the door opening, Indigo turns her attention back to the
nonst er

fighting with Harry. She raises a hand, and nekes a grabbi ng notion.
One of

the nonster's linbs lifts away fromHarry, held out by Indigo' s power,
but

she can affect the creature no farther. _Oh, no, Brickyard's hurt!

[ Phase 14 - Harry Marvin]

Wth a little breathing space, Harry digs in again and pulls out a
chunk of

the creature, tossing it behind him The thing lets |loose with a horrid
deep

shri ek.

[ Phase 9 - | np]

"Hey, babe. Mss ne?" Inp asks of Indigo, but before she can answer, he
turns to the nonster, nmoving to its side. Then, he vanishes, appearing
Lrp? next to the nonster and striking it with his fist. The strike
zi}d?ze grassy nonster's surface. "Uh oh. Kimchee, extra deep. Hey,
ggyghit's all yours,” Inp calls to Fury.

[ Phase 5 - Fury]

Fury smles, and begins to unfurl the standard energency fire hose from
&gﬁl. He spins the valve control and ainms the nozzle; a powerful blast
a;ter crashes into the nonster. The desired effect begins to happen, as
&rst and crud | oosen and pieces of the nonster drop to the floor

[ Phase 5 - the Dogs]

Bursting through the doorway even as the nonster continues to crunble
in

md-air, the three Dog creations of LaPlante fire their beans. One tags
Harry in the back, and he drops to the floor, retching. One | ashes

t owar d

Imp, but just misses the little man. The | ast, however, cannot stop its
nmovenent, and |ands squarely in front of the hose held by Fury. The
crushi ng

wat er shatters the Dog instantly.

[ Phase 4 - | ndigo]

Concentrating nore fully, and actively ignoring Inp's comrent, Indigo
agai n
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rai ses her hand. This tinme, a Dog explodes outward in a shower of dirt
and

grass. She then noves toward Harry, snapping her |ightsaber to life as
she

steps between himand the |ast Dog.

*Qut si de*
[ Phase 22 - Sound]

Running to the florist shop, Sound finds the door held fast. "Damm.
Phoeni x!
Where are you?" he yells. (delays)

He is answered by part of the side wall suddenly splintering and
crashing

outward. "Danmmit, Sound, he's | oose sonewhere," he hears. Mving that
way,

he | owers hinsel f and noves i nsi de.

[ Phase 22 - Nightcraw er]

"Figures. Ev'rbody jets, leaving ne to clean up." Seeing the dog-like
creatures' glowi ng eyes, all of which seemto be | ooking his way,
Ni ghtcrawl er noves. Fast. (Evadi ng)

[ Phase 20 - the Dogs]

Five of the critters immediately run for the building, where Brickyard
has

finally opened the barricade. One turns to fire rays at N ghtcraw er;
but

the Viscous Vigilante has al ready noved, and the beans go harnl essly
past .

Two of themfire at Brickyard, hitting himcrossways. He drops to the
pavenent, clutching at his midsection. The other three continue inside.

[ Phase 7 - Sound]

"Are you all right?" he asks Phoeni x.

"Yes. We've got to get back out there, now "

"Ri ght."

Sound noves back out through the opening, and watches the assaults on
Brickyard and Nigthcrawmer. Cosing in, he belts a sonic blast toward
Egg attack Nightcraw er, which m sses.

[ Phase 7 - Nigthcraw er]

As the beast noves to avoid Sound's attack, the Nightcraw er again
Lﬁ??ezlastering the Dog to the roadway. "lI'mbettin' he's in those
gcgssthere," Ni ghtcraw er says to Sound, pointing out the small plot of
trees near the entrance to the Hyatt. "Let's go nake sone nul ch.”

[ Phase 5 - Phoeni x]

Pi cking up on the scene, she sees the attack on Brickyard, and w t hout
a
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word to Sound goes flying that way. Looping up over the two Dogs, she
extends her arns, firing blasts of flane fromboth. The nonsters spring
to

either side, and the flanme m sses them conpletely.

Meanwhile, finally let loose fromhis AP Cal culus class, Chase Urich
hurries to the conputer lab. He quickly logs in to the Fayette County
governnent web server, and connects with the traffic cameras |inked to
it.

He qui ckly begins cycling through themuntil the Main Street caneras
show

hi m what he's mi ssing.

"Man, they need ne! | hope Ecto-Flex doesn't get nmessed over too bad,"
he
says quietly out loud. That's when he hears a voice at his shoul der.

"How s it hanging, Urich?"

_Oh no._ Turning around. Looking straight into the face of ex-Coach
Meyers.

"Looking forward to seeing you on the 9th," Meyers, the sel f-described
Ei ght

Ball, continues. "I'mgoing to get ny job back. And you're going to
hel p

me. "

"I an?" The feeling of antipathy and anger rising in him

"Everyone knows it was you, Chase, who ruined the lives of so nmany
peopl e.

But here's the deal. You're getting a second chance if | get one. So
when

the hearing cones up, you're going to tell everyone what a good guy
Coach

Meyers is."

"Uh huh. Snowball. Blast furnace. Do the nmath."

"1'1l do better. Much better. You think about that, Urich, til next
week.
See you."

Chase | ooks quickly around the Iab. _Too nmany people here. Yeah, 1'lI
see
you too, Coach, he funmes, and nmakes his way to the cafeteria.

Responses due February 18th. That's Friday, Jeff.

FREE! The World's Best Enmil Address @nail.com
Reserve your nanme now at http://ww. enail.com

Delete | Prev | Next | Inbox - Choose Folder - L| Move |
Reply| Reply All | Forward ||as attachment | Download Attachments

.../ShowL etter?M sgld=4916 1558395 56839 1325 10517 0& Y'Y =5687& inc=25& order=down 2/29/00



Y ahoo! Mail Page 7 of 7

Auctions - Briefcase - Chat - Classifieds - Clubs - Companion - Games - Invitations - Maps - Messenger - News -
Notepad - People Search - Personals - Sports - Stock Quotes- TV - Travel - Weather - Y ellow Pages - more...

Privacy Policy- Terms of Service - Guidelines
Copyright © 1994-2000 Yahoo! Inc. All rights reserved.

.../ShowL etter?M sgld=4916 1558395 56839 1325 10517 0& Y'Y =5687& inc=25& order=down 2/29/00



Y ahoo! Mail Page 1 of 8

Inbox for sound2k@yahoo.com Yahoo! - My Yahoo! Options - Sign Out - Help

B=d Mail [ Addresses E)Calendar T_i_ Notepad

) =
What is an 8-letter i
word for the perfect|
credit card?
Reply| Reply All | Forward ||as attachment | Download Attachments
Delete | Prev | Next | Inbox | Choose Folder - | Move |
Date; Mon, 28 Feb 2000 22:33:38 -0500 (EST) Add

From: David Utter <dul@email.com> | Block address Addresses

To: Bec <rstevens@hubdata.com>, Fury <rlshelor@adel phia.net>, MagnaFlux
<spectruml3@hotmail.com>, Dan <sound2k@yahoo.com>, Nightcrawler
<jmccoske@sedona.ch.intel.com>

Subj ect: The Four Winds turn 40
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<burnerrich@aol.com>, Jay <birdman529@yahoo.com>, Christian
<cdirish@earthlink.net>

[ Turn 40]
**| nsi de**
[ Phase 31 - Fury]

Checking to ensure there are no other current threats, Fury then turns
}ﬁdigo. She is helping Harry to his feet. (Fury uses action to make
gg;ggﬁ and succeeds; there are no current threats in the building on
Erggr that he can tell.)

"Maybe you two can check out the guy hiding behind the desk in there,"
Fury

says, indicating a peeking man with his thunb. He | ooks at the ol der
man,

Harry Marvin; the vibe is there, and Fury feels a bit taken aback
_Anot her

one?_ After all the guy looks like he's in his fifties, albeit a very
fit

fifties. But M Book is probably at least that old, too. "Sir? Are you
al |

right?"

[ Phase 27 - Hurricane Harry Marvin]
"'*'S what | get for eating at Bob Evans this norning. Thank you, young

man, "
Harry says, and offers a handshake. Fury accepts; pretty solid for an
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old

guy...for another powered person. "That's a good suggestion. M and
M ss

Indigo will have a talk with this fellow"

[ Phase 25 - I np]

"C nmon, tough guy, elevator's waitin'," Inp says to Fury. "Hey, G anps,
keep

yer hands of f ny main squeeze while yer up here," Inp leers at Indigo
as he

addresses Harry.

"You call nme 'Granps' again pipsqueak and you'll need a proctologist to
renove that helnet," Harry replies drily.

Imp grinned. "Yer good people, Honest Abe. We'll chug sone Ceritol
soneti ne.

C non Fury, let's go." Inp bounds through the door with Fury cl ose
behi nd,

down to the sixth floor. "Ok, grab ny wist and try not ta puke on the
way

down," Inp says as he hops up to the windowsill and | ooks down. A
nonent

|ater, he and Fury are at ground | evel, where the renmaining two dogs
gg?ely avoi di ng a Phoeni x generated bl ast.

[ Phase 20 - I ndigo]

"He's in pain," she say aloud, not neaning to.

"Sorry?" Harry replies. "Wo?"

"My b...ny partner, Brickyard. The dogs hurt him like they did to
you. "

"Go on, then. | can handle this guy by nyself."

"But, Harry..."

"No buts, Mss. | was chasing Chinese fighter pilots around Korea
bef ore

your parents were probably born. | can deal with M Perloff. Go."

And, angui shed for a nonent, Indigo does |eave for the wi ndow on the
sixth

floor, whips a spike into the sill, and dropping down the side of the
building tethered to a thin cord. She seens to slide down the brick
faci ng

of the structure, in a controlled descent, and qui ckly rmakes the
ground.

**Qut si de**

[ Phase 51 - Phoeni x]

"Nornally I'ma dog person, but | can't say | |ike you, pup,"” Phoeni x
mutters, throwi ng another blast of flane at a remaining nobile dog. No
doubt

nmore will be on the way soon. M ssed! she grinmaces as the frantically
dodgi ng 'dog' |eaps hard away fromthe attack

"You going to be okay?" she asks Brickyard, overconpensating so it
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cones out
somewhat brusquely, and receives a faint affirnmative. Wt the heck is
*wrong* with nme?_

[ Phase 36 - Phoeni x]

What, indeed. Phoenix suddenly beconmes aware of her surroundings, on a
phenonenal |evel. Suzuki might call it a state of no-nind. CGuided by a
tactical intellect, experienced beyond her enhanced intelligence,
Phoeni x

fires again at the retreating dog, mssing it. O so it seens.

[ Phase 30 - the Ni ghtcraw er]

He's beginning to feel pain. He starts to question, then stops.
Dayt i ne.
Days don't do nuch good for a N ghtcrawl er. M erde.

_Last t'ing | do, | show any pain. | c¢'n take this._

Wth one | ong pseudo-pod the Nightcrawler tries to splorch a
dog-creature

but its wild ovenents in reaction to Phoenix nake it inpossible to
gr ab.

"Never a can a Roundup around when ya need it," grunbled Carl.

[ Phase 23 - Brickyard]

Lifting hinself fromthe ground, w ping his face, Brickyard | ooks
annoyed

and enbarassed at the sane tinme. He begins to nove, but sees sonething
in

Phoeni x's posture that roots himin place. (Delays.)

[ Phase 21 - Phoeni x and the dogs]

Her last blast having 'mssed , the two renaining chlorophyll dogs are
now
together. They | ook up at Phoeni x together

Their antipathy. And hers. Toget her.

Bri ckyard can feel the rage between the canines and the heroine. He is
Sood man, with a heart to rival his body in strength. He feels greatly
concerned for what he sees; froma folded pocket, he draws some beads
L?;Ohands and asks for guidance. But at the nonent, all he can do is
?ﬁgCPerrible reckoni ng take pl ace.

The beasts how a mighty challenge. Their eyes alight with the ful

wr at h of

LaPl ante, master of the organic world. Four pupils, if they could be
call ed

such, wi de and focused on the descendi ng Phoenix. Her reply is silence,
wrapped in a cocoon of cleansing fire. And when she descends, it's with
t he

speed and power of a wathful 4 ynpian god.

Rays fromthe eyes of the beasts neet the colum of fire. Phoeni x

doesn't
even slow for an instant.
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The inpact sends a circle of flane outward, all sound and fury, but
bur ni ng

not hi ng. The flane expl odes upward, a brilliant lonic colum defying
LaPl ante's evil.

Then the |ight goes out. And Phoeni x, down on one knee, says a single
wor d.

[ Phase 21 - Sound]
"Josh. "

Sound hears her, his nane barely a whisper. He'd hear it froma mllion
m |l es away, fromthose I|ips.

He runs to her. Phoenix on one knee, her head down, her fingertips
t ouchi ng
t he si dewal k.

"I"'mhere. I'"'mright here," he says, helping her to her feet. She
shakes her

head; her eyes clear, and all feels right again. "Cone on, we need you
Can

you do it?"

"Yes," she answers. Her posture snaps squarely upright and strong. "The
trees, he's in them"

"We figured that out."

"No, you don't understand. He's *in* the whole copse of trees. Look."
And Sound | ooks. (Del ays)

[ Phase 20 - I ndigo]

Catching up to Inp and Fury, Indigo nods to them "Harry is questioning
t he
guy upstairs,"”

"Way ain't ya keepin' himconpany? He's no spring chicken, Indigo," the

I mp
says.

"He can handle hinself just fine."
"Yeah, yeah," Inp shrugs, and | ooks up at Fury. "Wnmmin. Go figger."

"Go figure," Fury replies, and turns to |look at the small copse of
trees

that occupies the snall area of Triangle Park. Indigo | eaves them and
catches up to Brickyard

"Are you hurt?" she asks, in a tone she hopes is at |east passingly
pr of essi onal

"I'"'mfine, Indigo. Thank you." He takes her hand, and she can feel the
zrﬁgier of beads within his grasp. She | ooks at himw th concern
gL?Stg&ightcrawﬁer, I mp, and Brickyard are del ayed to phase 7. You'll
3ﬁ§ in a nonent :)
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Fury | ooks across the street as the Nightcrawl er slithers his way next
to a

bui | di ng, naking hinself translucent as he does so. Nightcraw er seens
to be

| ooking at the copse as well. That's what Fury realized later. Al of
t hem

were | ooking at the trees.

[ Phase 7 - LaPl ant e]

Fromwi thin the copse of trees, as the MIIenniumand their new friends
nove

toward them a runbling of earth and stone erupts upward. The trees
seemto

intertwine, and neld together. Fromw thin the nmass, LaPlante's
sneering

| aught er cones out.

"Ha hahahahah ha! You've left ne one option, heroes, but that's all |
need

to cleanse the world of Perloff. You might thank me for this one day,
except

for the fact you'll be conpost when |'m done with you! Ha hahahahaha
hahahaha! "

The mass of trees and earth stands 60 feet tall now, and packed with
nmuch of

Triangl e Park. The nonstrous construct takes three long strides toward
t he

her oes. .

[ Phase 7 - Sound from 21]

"I'"ve never done well with plants,"” Sound nuses, thinking a weird

t hought of

how an air fern died in his old place in New York. "Everyone snile
we're

going to nake the news tonight." He turns and warbles a blast of sound
at

the construct. Bits of plant natter drop away, but not nearly enough to
stop

it. Gotta try sonething else._he thinks, and | ooks around for

Ni ghtcraw er.

[Phase 7 - Indigo from 20]

Squeezing Brickyard hand, Indigo runs at the construct, her weapon
:gnkg:n%and. She slashes at a lower linb, where there is a lot of stone
ﬁgg much plant nmatter. Her weapon shunks off a bit of concrete, but
LSLLSatgerious dent. Dropping to the ground, Indigo noves to keep the
construct in front of her.

[Phase 7 - Fury from 16]

Lanenting the |lack of effect his power of enotion had on the snaller
construct earlier, Fury realizes it would be a waste to try it on the
huge

juggernaut of earth. "Let the beatdown begin," he says, and noves to

t he

Iinb opposite Indigo. He swings and hamers a powerful fist intoit,
rewarded with a nice chunk of the construct bouncing behind it and down

Page5 of 8
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t he
street.

[Phase 7 - Nightcraw er from 15]

_Head. .. pounding...damm..._The Nightcraw er sees Sound | ooking his
way.
Dam everything if he'll show any pain now Wth an arcing slootch

Ni ghtcrawl er splashes to Sound. "You ready to try that nove? | don't
t hi nk
we c¢c'n nmiss at this range.”

"I agree," Sound answered. "Let's do it." Over the quickly erected
‘sonic

swi tchboard,' Sound tells everyone to stay down. (N ghtcraw er del aying
to

6)

[Phase 7 - Inp from 10]

"How | ow can we go?" the Inp nuses at Sound's warning. "Ck, | can do

| ow. "

Wth an exaggerated, Hei sman pose, the Inp tucks his chin to his chest
and

fixes on his target. Wth a whistle, Inp suddenly seens to cover the

i nterveni ng space between hinself and the construct in an eyeblink
From

behi nd the construct, a large chunk of what would be called 'the
vitals' in

polite conpany goes flying out of it, as the Inp tucks and drops to the
ground, rebounding up like a ball between |Indigo and Fury.

"Hey, tough guy, think that inpressed your hotheaded hottie teammte?
oh | a
la, I'mhoping so."

[Phase 7 - Brickyard from 8]

"Mnd if | play through?" Brickyard says as suddenly cones | eapi ng over
I'np

to land a very inpressive punch. A chunk of matter goes flying out of

t he

Iinb opposite fromwhere Fury hit.

[ Phase 7 - the Construct]

A higher |inb reaches down, grabbing Brickyard. As the m ghty Hoosier
struggl es, the construct sinply tosses himstraight up into the air. A
way up.

"That's inpressive," Inp nutters.

[ Phase 6 - Phoeni x]

St andi ng next to Sound one second, the next she is airborne, chasing
gi}gLyard to save him She says not a word to Sound or anyone el se as
Zggs so

[ Phase 6 - Sound and N ghtcraw er's del ayed 15 action]

"Now! " shouts Sound, too busy to ponder Phoeni x's actions, and the
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Ni ghtcrawl er conplies. Using his mastery of sonics, Sound has created a
soni ¢ bubble, which is now currently filled with Nightcrawer. As the
Ni ght crawl er bounces toward the construct, Sound hits the beast high
with a

bl ast. Though it doesn't even stagger, it still is open to

Ni ghtcrawl er's

| anding i n an expl osion of entangling gunk.

[ Phase 5 - | ndigo]

Aimng again at an area with less plant matter, Indigo scores out a
chunk
that includes, anong other things, a sewer hole cover.

[ Phase 1 - Fury]

Thoroughly throwing hinself into the nelee, Fury |eaps and ki cks out
hard at

the construct. Avoiding the N ghtcraw er's vi scous vengeance, nore of
t he

construct goes shattering outward.

"Dam. Still com ng. Anyone got a better plan, nows the time," Fury
yel |l s.

"M ndl ess violence seens to be working rather well," Sound yells back.

"Speak fer yerself, Shriek-boy, |'ve got a great mind under this
hel net, "
Inmp replies.

"I can't even see Brickyard up there,
to
| ook skywar d.

I ndi go says, daring for a nonent

"Sonmebody run ta Hone Depot an' get a Wed Wacker," the Nightcraw er
cal l ed
out. "An' where the Hell is Phoeni x?"

(Shane there's a Nightcrawl er stuck to the construct, those SORTi es

m ght

have been able to help out. Next response due Friday the 3rd.

Magna- Fl ux,

you're on lunch break as of now. Up to you if you want to drive up for
t he

nmop up or neet later.)
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<john_s@bellsouth.net>, Phoenix <rjstevenson@sprynet.com>, Sound
<gmark36@aol.com>, DL owe <David.Lowe@hotdinfosys.com>, Rich
<burnerrich@aol.com>, Jay <birdman529@yahoo.com>, Chrigtian
<cdirish@earthlink.net>

Addresses

I nterlude

The cool of fluorescent lighting. Faint odor of disinfectants and
denat ur ed
al cohol, and human perspiration.

One man sits in a hard-backed chair. He hasn't noved fromthe bedside
LgLrs, a cup of long-chilled coffee lightly in his grip. Cccasionally,
?arge security guard dressed in black will interrupt the silence, see
;Eegg anyt hing. The man shakes his head. His gaze returns to the woman
Lﬂe bed. She has hair, true bl onde golden hair, that nmnakes himthink of
;Eﬁrises he's m ssed in over a decade of being a professional musician

He thinks of m ssing those sunrises with her. How he put aside his own
desires out of concern for her relationship with her father, a man who
cared

nothing for him Considering his single-nmnded drive to make his band a
success, and how the business still consunes his attention, this runs
al nost

counter to the way he lives his life.
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"Hey, Alex," says a quiet voice fromthe bed. He | ooks over, the
stubbl e of

his wait rising fromhis face.

"I"'mright here, Shelley."

"You know much about dreans, Al ex?"

"You nean, how to interpret thenP"

"That's right."

"No. I"'msorry. | don't."

"You're a smart guy, Alex. You can figure one out, I'Il bet."
"Il try," he says, putting his coffee aside.

"I dreaned we were running through the streets of Mscow, past the old
Lefortovo prison, the Kremin. Al those places fromthe Cold War

You' ve

seen them right?"

"Yeah. About three years back. W were there."

"My father is chasing us. And he's got all these soldiers and guys in
bl ack

trenchcoats chasing us. And everywhere we go, there they are. But
you're

draggi ng nme al ong, saying you can find the way out, and we're running
SO

fast. Riding on buses and in cars, and still running. And they're

al ways

there. When we're about to get out, and | know we are because | can see
wat er and sand, | wake up."

"You should wite that down. USA Network woul d probably make it a
series.”

"Don't joke, Alex. What does it nmean?"

Al ex thought for a nmoment, not about the dream because he could figure
t hat

out easily enough. He thought about what he was going to say. Then he
sai d:

"If I tell you where it ends, would that be ok?"

"You know where it ends?"

"Yeah. The dream | nean. Tobago. A fisherman with a gold tooth and an
old

boat takes us to this little beach, and there's no one el se around. W
spend

time swi nmng and gat hering shells, and cooking up seafood over an open
fire

on the beach. \Wien the fire dies down, we count stars until the

fi sherman
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cones back for us."
"That sounds great. Cone here, Alex. Let ne ask you something."

He gets up and | eans closer to her, and she whispers in his ear, and
smles
while he | ooks a bit enmbarrassed. "I suppose so," he finally says.

"All right! I"mgoing to score with a rock star on a beach.™
"Aretired rock star."

"No such thing, Alex." Then she starts crying, and telling himshe's
sorry.

He spends a while consoling her, and telling her everything will be al
right.

[ Turn 41]

Just down nmin street, anchorwonman and reporter Angie Gravano turns to
her
cameraman. "You have to be getting this, Matt."

"Getting it, getting it. Man, you should be glad | suggested the
Mel odeon
for lunch today."

"Cone on, | don't want to miss any of this," she replied.
[ Phase 50 - Phoeni x]

| wonder if this is what it's Iike to have an out-of-body experience. _
She

can still think, anyway, everything is just... odd. _Bad day. Cone to

t hi nk

of it, yesterday wasn't all that great either..._ Pause for a nonent of
startlingly clear thought, alone with the rushing air. _I'man idiot._

No time to worry about it now, Phoenix has her eyes on the figure
above. She

mat ches speeds easily enough and grabs Brickyard's hand. As she'd
sonmewhat

expected, the effect is even nore evident at this range; for the first
time

since she began wearing this getup she feels self-conscious about it,
and

tries to avoid eye contact. _Now for the hard part...._

"Hang on," Phoeni x suggests, and starts putting on the brakes, w ncing
a

little at the strain. Wiy did he have to be so darn *tall*? She can

sl ow his

fall enough to make the difference between a rough | anding and a
funeral, at

| east .

"Got you," she said, seizing hold of his hand. But as she tried to
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conpensate for his greater weight by flying a little stronger, she felt
sonmet hing give. Nanely, her grip. Phoenix stared after himin disbelief
as

he began to fall again. (Heh. Heh heh hehehe. Rolled a 20. Wth your

di ce.

Hehehehe.)

[ Phase 35 - Phoeni x]

She catches up to Brickyard, just as he's about to |and hard behind an
anbul ance parked a block away fromthe fight. A paranmedic watches the
two of

them as they descend to the ground.

_Funny, _ thinks Phoenix, _he felt lighter just then. Bit of good | uck
for a

change. _ She turns to face the woman in the blue junpsuit, with the
Star of

Life and the name Mulligan on it. "H . | think we're ok." In response
Brickyard stands and nods. Mulligan is too surprised by the moment's
events

to comment; the inpressive dem god that is Brickyard has her attention
as

well. Then, the two of themare turning away, back toward the battle
ragi ng

on Main Street.

_Maybe | can get in one good shot._She takes a shot at the thing's

| egs,

wondering if it would be easier to deal with on the ground, hardly able
to

wrap her mind around its size. It mght take themall afternoon to chip
away

at it like this. For a noment she thinks of the night they net
Donmi ni que and

Chase, the ferocious explosion of energy that had finished off Josh's
car,

anong ot her things (which she still feels bad about). _Wsh I knew how
t hat
happened. _ If there was some way to direct it....

VWhile her mind swirls, Phoenix al nbost as an afterthought pegs a bl ast
at the

manmot h back of the critter, well above where the rest of the group and
their new friends from I ndianapolis are furiously chipping away...

[ Phase 35 - Fury]

As Fury begins to ook for his brother to talk strategy further

per haps

prying open a nearby fire hydrant and hoping for the best, he realizes
t hat

the threat has transformed into a really huge col um of collapsing rock
and

earth.

"Everybody MOVE!" he yells, and takes his own advice.
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The Green Goliath inplodes, cascading to the ground in a nmael strom of
swirling dust and skittering rocks. Inp reaches out, snags Indigo's
wrist,

and the two of themvanish in a frenetic hum of power. Sound backs off,
fast, while the Nightcraw er springs off the falling mass with a

si ckeni ng

glitchy noise

The col |l apse ends in silence, as the dust settles fromthe cold air.
Sl ow vy,

the M1 1 ennium approach it, |ooking for some sign of LaPlante. But as
Sound

surm sed, the Chlorophyll Crimnal is nowhere to be found.

From near by, Brickyard approaches, followed by Inp and Indigo. And from
anot her angle, the SORT squad al so appears, weapons held ready but not
ai med

at anyone, currently.

But none of them are | ooking at the destroyed behenoth, Sound woul d
remember
later. They all |ooked at Phoeni x.

I mp nodded his head, in agreenent to some unspoken suggestion. "Ya
know, hot

stuff, right about now is where I'd start extolling nmy virtues as date
material. But, um it's been a long day and all, so you'll unnerstan'
if

just wanna dip ny toes in a tub sonewhere. Heh."

"We can't |leave yet, Inp," said Brickyard.

"Yeah, knew you'd say dat," Inmp replied somewhat glumy.

"He's right, Inp. We have to help clean this ness up." Indigo turned to
t he

group, looking to Sound. "We will help you with this."

"We're s'posed ta clean up?" Nightcrawl er whispered to Sound. "Ya never
see
Bat man pickin' up after hisself in Gotham"

"Indigo is right, Nightcrawer. This isn't sone com c book game. We're
supposed to be, | don't know, heroic. But it's the little things that
make

the hero, not the battles."

Fury | ooked back to the office building that LaPlante had assaul t ed.
" That

Perloff guy is still upstairs. 1'd better see if M Marvin is getting
anything out of him 1'Il be right back."

I ndigo and Brickyard set to work, her telekinetic power and his massive
strength noving bits and pieces back to what was left of the snmall
copse of

trees next to the Triangle Park fountain. The Inmp drew a sack out of an
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interior jacket pocket, filled it with as nuch material as he could,
and
tel eported back and forth with his | oad.

The Nightcrawl er, his head a dull throbbing ache fromthe daylight,
gritted

his teeth and, with a motion to Sound, put their previously discussed
' Greasebal |l Special' maneuver to the test. Only it was Sound and
Phoeni x

hel ping to | oad up the N ghtcraw er, who would then |aunch the | oad
back to

the park area.

During this time, the SORT troops quietly w thdrew wi thout so much as a
goodbye.

Down the street, Angie Ricono and her caneraman were ecstatically
approachi ng the scene when a worman st opped them

"Aren't you Angie Ricono, fromthe news?" the woman asked.

"Yes, that's right. I can't chat right now, |'ve got to get down there
and..."
"Down where?"

Angi e frowned and pointed down the street. "Are you kidding, that big
battl e, the heroes who saved Al an Bl oonfield on New Year's Day, how
could

you nmiss..." The aspiring anchorwoman | ooked down the street, her voice
comng to a halt.

"What the..." Matt began to ask, hoisting the camera from his shoul der
"Where' d they go?"

Main Street | ooked perfectly normal. No torn up earth, no mass of
flailing
heroes, no | eviathans storm ng down the road.

"How?" Angi e began to ask

"I don't know," the woman answered. "But you're right, 1've held you up
for

too long. Isn't that your van parked over there? It is? Wll, it was

gr eat

nmeeting you. See you on the news tonight."

The reporter and the cameraman departed, shaking their heads even as

t hey

drove down Broadway. The worman watched them go, then smiled after them
She

turned and hail ed an approachi ng cab, which expended a significant
amount of

effort stopping for her

"Hey, M ss Donini que, how ya doin'? the cabbie asked. "Headin' back to
Lexmar k?"
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Domi ni que nodded. "Lunch break's over. Take ne to the main entrance, M
Reilly?"

"You got it, miss. Lerme get that door for ya. Say, did you see what
happened down here a few minutes ago?"

"Why don't you tell ne all about it?" she replied as they drove away.

kkkkhkkhkhkkhkk*k

Upstairs. Ken Perloff's office.

"Hurricane' Harry Marvin wasn't one to get angry for no reason. But
treating
himlike an idiot would do it, no doubt about that.

"So you've got some terrorist nmad at you, and you have no idea why?"
Harry
asked.

"Who said there's a terrorist nad at me, M Marvin," replied Perloff,
who

had with substantial coaxing finally energed from behind his desk after
t he

Chl orophyl | Cani nes attack was stopped.

"Peopl e come gunning for you every day? Conme on."

"I"'msorry, but I really don't know what's going on."

"You were cowering behind your desk like a shell-shocked draftee!"
"You and your associates startled nme."

Harry wanted very much to reach across Perloff's desk and shake the
I yi ng

bastard. But he didn't.

"What's going on?" canme a voice fromthe doorway. Both nen | ooked, and
saw

Fury there.

"M Perloff clains to have no know edge of the attack that just took

pl ace.
What do you think of that?" Harry asked Fury.

kkkkhkkhkkhkkhkk*k

_Coul d've sworn | saw reporters down the street, thought Phoenix as
she

gl anced back down Main. "No press conference for you today, Sound."
"CGood. | seemto be short a mask at the noment."

"Why don't you go see that costunme guy that Reflector nentioned?"

Page 7 of 11
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"Soon as we're done." The work was going very well. Brickyard was a
human

nmovi ng machine. He'd found a | arge dunpster nearby, noved it into
posi tion,

| oaded it, and took the contents to the growing pile that was the park.
Safety officers fromthe police department had arrived, and were
carefully

directing traffic around the scene. Suddenly there was a commoti on, and
t he

heroes turned to look in a new direction. Had LaPl ante returned

al ready?

But it was Magna- Fl ux, thrashing some noves over the police and the
smal |

crowd, who was causing the disturbance. He finally floated over to
Sound,

Phoeni x, and Ni ghtcrawl er. "Hey. Caught the show on TV. | nmiss all the
fun?"

"Just the first act,"” Sound said. "LaPlante clainmed there was a greater
villain at work here. Fury's checking it out."

"LaPl ante? Wat's that, the evil master of sal ad?"

"I"l'l tell ya all about it later," N ghtcrawl er answered. "G ve us a
hand?"

Magna- Fl ux | ooked at a couple of wheel barrows sitting outside the
florist

where Phoeni x had first found LaPl ante. He extended his power to them
t hey

were nmetal, all right. "No problem" Wth a bounce, the two

wheel barr ows

came rolling across the street. Magna-Flux sent themrunning in little
oval s

with their loads fromthe battle scene back to the park as they were
filled.

Finally finishing, the two hero groups retreated with speed from

downt own,

nmeeti ng behind Rupp Arena in the |ower outdoor parking area. "l hope we
wer e

of sone hel p today,"

I ndi go said.
"I think you did fine," Phoenix answered.

"Perhaps you can visit us sonetine?" Brickyard asked. Phoeni x prepared
to

feel a rush, but didn't. Whatever effect he'd had on her, it was much
| ess

now.

"Only if ya ¢c'n promise us a giant nonster ta fight," the Nightcraw er
replied, looking with some interest at a concrete retaining wal
near by.

"Nah, we ain't got big homew eckers |like dat," said Inp. "Wrst that
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can
happen, we introduce ya to yer worst ever hangover."

"Sounds enchanting," said Phoeni x.

"Well, not you, of course. | know this great Italian place called
Anmici's,

we can discuss da state of the world over antipasto while the
violinists

play," the Inmp followed up

"Un" said Brickyard, interrupting Inp before he could nake things
wor se.

"We do have to go. You seemto have plenty of people to handle
LaPl ant e.

You' ve even got reserves,'

he said, indicating Magna-Fl ux.

"Reserves?" Magna-Flux started to protest, but the overwhelning feeling
of

enpat hy anong the group kept himfromtaking it personally. They al

felt

it, the strange camaraderi e and connection M Book had told them of at
t he

begi nni ng of the year. Magna-Flux had | earned of it by virtue of
exposure to

the group, and to Donmi ni que as well

"Here's a nunber you can call, if you want to keep in touch," Sound
sai d,

handi ng I ndigo a small card.

"Thanks. | think |I've got one...yes, right here."
Sound. "My cel - phone."

She gives the card to

"Yeah, don't call late at night, though, you'll wake nme up," |Inp
grinned as

I ndigo closed her eyes in a 'why nme' expression. Brickyard just
exhal ed.

"On that note...nice nmeeting you heroes today. Take care." Wth that,
Bri ckyard gathered up I ndigo, and | eaped high into the air.

"Showof f," grunbled the Inmp. He | ooked to the exit. "Like the big oaf
sai d,

take care. If ya need me to bail ya out of trouble, call." Then, making
a

beep- beep Road Runner sound, he vani shed.

"Quite a crew," said Phoenix.

"Yeah, quite," said Sound. "Hey, Nightcrawler, what's with you,
anyway?"

He'd been staring at the concrete wall for sonme tine, as he realized
t he

message there. It was in the |anguage of the taggers, but the author
was no
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tagger. If the nmessage coul d be believed. Somehow, he knew the nmessage
was
for real
"Sorry. It's a daylight thing. I"moutta here. Gotta migraine |ike
been at
ten hours of Stonp. Me 'n Magha-Flux gotta chat, anyway. See you." The
Ni ghtcrawl er departed, with Magna Flux follow ng close behind. And the
Ni ghtcrawl er had neant to talk to Magna-Fl ux, but the nmessage was in
hi s
head and woul d not |eave. It read:
--Nightcraw er, talk tonite, LNB 12th floor, north side. Alone.--
And it was signed, Snowran.
kkhkkkkhkkhkkkkhkkx*k
Finally finishing up with the others, Jake and Josh chatted briefly
about
the offer for the business. There really wasn't nmuch to discuss. Josh
had
only cone back to help in his father's absence, and wanted to continue
with
his music career, and Jake was al ready back in coll ege.
"Guess we take the money," Jake said.
"We can do Moma |l ot of good with three mllion dollars, Jake. You know
Dad
didn't take care of nobney too well," Josh answered.
"I know. And Mom conmes first. Ok. I'll go see Watterson. See you
later."

Jake drove down to the Hyatt, very near where the earlier battle had
t aken

pl ace. He called Wade Watterson's room fromthe | obby. The Texan
delightedly

invited himstraight to his room which was on the top floor and a ful

suite.

Watterson was dressed nore casually than before, but still with his
St et son.

He had a big snmile and ushered Jake right in. After offering a drink
and

accepting a couple of signatures (Watterson had a | awer along to

W t ness

everything properly), they waited patiently for the banks to transact
t he

agreed upon anount.

"You know, Jake, word is you're one helluva tracker. No reason you
can't
still keep your hand in the business that way,"

"l thought about that. |'ve got one pressing case that takes up ny
spare
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time."

"The police shooting?" Watterson asked. "It's all right, 1've read al
about

it. 1'lIl make sure ny new office here gives you all the help you need.
Looks

like we're done," he said, |ooking back at a | aptop conmputer on a

tabl e.

"Why don't you give your bank a quick call, Jake? Nothing |ike hearing
someone recite a string of numbers to you that're all yours."

Jake did indeed check up with the bank. They were a lot nicer to him
t han

they normally were, he imedi ately noticed. The deal was conplete, the
noney

was present. Watterson called for a bell hop and escorted Jake to the
door.

"Great doing business with you, Jake. |'m headi ng back home tonight.
You

come through my neck of the woods, you stop on in and see ne, ok?"

And after sone brief pleasantries, Jake departed. Just for fun, he
st opped

at an ATM and got a balance. He startled two wonen by danci ng away from

t he

term nal and back to his bike. Now, he could really concentrate on
finding

his cousin, and bringing himto justice.

kkkkhkkhkkhkkhkk*k

Ok, now everyone's turned |oose. | get the feeling there'll be a few
gquestions fromthe players real soon... Turn responses due Friday the
10t h.
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